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Foreword
By Theodore Ziolkowski

THE GLASSBEAD GAME, Hermann Hesse's last major work, appeared inz8vigind in 1943.
When Thomas Mann, then living in California, reethe two volumes of that first edition, he was
dumbfounded by the conspicuous parallels betweessdte "Tentative Sketch of the Life of Magister
Ludi Joseph Knecht" and the novel that he himseal writing,Doctor Faustug1947). For all their
differences in mood, style and theme, both workpleyna similar fiction: a pleasant though somewhat
pompous narrator recounts, with a sympathy matomgdby his pedantry, the life of a man whom he
loves and admires. Since in each case the narsatwrapable of fully comprehending the problematic
genius of his biographical subject, an ironic tengs produced between the limited perspectivéef t
narrator and the fuller vision that he unwittinglynveys to the reader. Both authors were obsessed,
addition, with the self-destructive course of madeivilization, and this concern pervades both tave
But Mann's view is more immediate. His narratorefas Zeitblom, can see and hear the exploding
bombs of World War Two as he writes, and the spedéa career of the composer Adrian Leverkihn
parallels with ominous precision the history of @any from the declining Empire through the
shortlived brilliance of the Weimar Republic to ttaging madness of National Socialism. In Hesse's
novel, in contrast, that same period is describil the detachment of a narrator looking back at th
"Age of the Feuilleton” from a vantage point in thistant future. Unlike Mann's Leverkihn, Hesse's
Joseph Knecht succeeds in analyzing the dangens etcessive aestheticism and acts to avert the
catastrophe of intellectual irresponsibility. Inthamovels, finally, the authors slyly weave their
experience of our culture into a pastiche of hidgeatations and charactexrslef.

Thomas Mann, immediately sensing that the setioeimie of Hesse's novel was enclosed
within "a cunning artistic joke," recognized theusme of its humor in "the parody of biography ahd t



grave scholarly attitude." But people won't daréatmgh, he wrote Hesse. "And you will be secretly
annoyed at their dead-earnest respect.” Hesseleaseg that his friend had put a finger on the comi
aspect of the novel, but Mann's prediction waseztirin the quarter-century since its publicatibne
Glass Bead Gamieas enjoyed the adulation customarily awardedécaliy "classics.” Indeed, largely
on its merits Hesse received in 1946 the NobelHdz which Mann, among others, had repeatedly
nominated him. Hessadpus magnurwas one of the first works by a distinguished e#nigrbe
published in Germany after the war, and it has lvegularly reprinted there since 1946. The book was
dutifully translated into English, Swedish, Fren8panish, Italian, and other languages. But thehov
whose title has supplied us with one of those istaglly suggestive catchwords for our age, likee"t
Waste Land" or "the Magic Mountain," has sufferled fate of many classics -- it is less frequently
read than cited, more often studied than appreti&tteGermany many readers, blandly ignoring the
implicit criticism in the novel, tended to see ie$$e's cultural province nothing but a welcome
Utopian escape from the harsh postwar realitiegeMaoscerning European critics have usually been so
preoccupied with the fashionably grave implicatitimst they have neither laughed at its humor nor
smiled at its ironies.

In part these one-sided readings are understagdablthe humor is often hidden in private
jokes of the sort to which Hesse became increaspaitial in his later years. The games begin en th
title-page, for the motto attributed to "AlbertuscBndus” is actually fictitious. Hesse wrote thetmo
himself and had it translated into Latin by twonf@r schoolmates, who are cited in Latin abbrevmatio
as the editors: Franz Schall ("noise'Glangon and Feinhals ("slender neck" @ollo fing). The book
is full of this "onomastic comedy" that appealedtmmas Mann, also a master of the art. Thus Carlo
Ferromonte is an italianized form of the name efdhthor's nephew, Karl Isenberg, who assisted
Hesse with the music history that is interwovertwtite history of the Glass Bead Game. The
"inventor" of the Game, Bastian Perrot of Calw,sggs name from Heinrich Perrot, the owner of a
machine shop where Hesse once worked for a yeartadtdropped out of school. The figure of
Thomas von der Trave is a detailed and easily r@zable portrait of Thomas Mann, who was born in
the town of Libeck on the river Trave. In the persbFritz Tegularius, Hesse has given us his
interpretation of the brilliant but unbalanced &wder of Friedrich Nietzsche. And Tegularius' $pai
opponent in the novel, Father Jacobus, borrows sdris words and most of his ideas from
Nietzsche's antagonist, the historian Jakob Bumckh@he reader who fails to catch these sometimes
obscure references is not only missing much ofuheof the book, he is also unaware of its
implications in the realm of cultural history andgticism.

The reception of he Glass Bead Ganire this country has been affected by other fachsrs
well. The book has been available since 1949 utidemisleading titldMagister Ludi But if it failed
to make an impact, this was due equally to thestedion by Mervyn Savill, which fails to bring oiti$
irony, and to the fluctuations of Hesse's reputatinthe United States. Although Hesse's statue wa
recognized in Europe (where he was praised by adotirers as Thomas Mann, André Gide, and T.S.
Eliot) for some thirty years before he receivedNubel PrizeTimemagazine noted in 1949 that his
works were still virtually unknown here. His eigtth birthday, widely celebrated abroad, passed
unnoticed in the United States in 1957. And whesddalied in 1962, a New Y oilkmesobituary
stated that he was "largely unapproachable" for eaa readers. This neglect is due in part to the
introspective, lyrical quality of his novels, whidepart radically from the more realistic tradititat
dominated American fiction between the world wa&st another circumstance is probably more
important in accounting for the lack of interestis works for a good fifteen years after he reediv
the Nobel Prize. Hesse's novels fictionalize the@ations of an outsider who urges us to question
accepted values, to rebel against the system aitecige conventional "reality” in the light of high
ideals. For almost two decades after World War Bwosociety was characterized largely by the
button-down-collar mentality of a silent generatighose goal it was to become a part of the



establishment and to reap its benefits as rapgllyassible. Such ages have little use for critfidb®
system and prophets of the ideal.

But times have changed, and Hesse has sudderdynieee to use a current shibboleth --
relevant. But relevance resides in the mind ofpeeiver, and the under-thirty generation that has
embraced Hesse in the sixties as an undergroussicia better known for its rebelliousness than fo
its sense of irony. As a result, the Hesse cutiéUnited States has revolved primarily arounchsuc
painfully humorless works d3emianandSiddharthajn which readers have discovered an anticipation
of their infatuation with Eastern mysticism, pasifi, the search for personal values, and revolhagai
the establishment. Those who have gone @téppenwolfave greeted it as a psychedelic orgy of sex,
drugs, and jazz, but have conveniently overlookedrnic attitude through which those superficial
effects are put back into perspective by the autheras partly as a reaction against such self-
indulgent interpretations, which he encounterethash as forty years ago, that Hesse underiduk
Glass Bead Game.

What is the "Glass Bead Game"? In the idyllic pdetaurs in the Garden" (1936), which he
wrote during the composition of his novel, Hessea$g of "a game of thoughts called the Glass Bead
Game" that he practiced while burning leaves inghigien. As the ashes filter down through the grate
he says, "l hear music and see men of the padusune. | see wise men and poets and scholars and
artists harmoniously building the hundred-gatethedtal of Mind." These lines depict as personal
experience that intellectual pastime that Hesskismovel, was to define as "tbhaio mysticeof all
separate members of thimiversitas Litterarurfiand that he bodied out symbolically in the fornaof
elaborate Game performed according to the striatdss and with supreme virtuosity by the mandarins
of his spiritual province. This is really all thae need to know. The Glass Bead Game is an act of
mental synthesis through which the spiritual valokesll ages are perceived as simultaneously ptesen
and vitally alive. It was with full artistic consmisness that Hesse described the Game in such asway
to make it seem vividly real within the novel aret yo defy any specific imitation in reality. The
humorless readers who complained to Hesse thattheynvented the Game before he put it into his
novel -- Hesse actually received letters assettirgy -- completely missed the point. For the Gasne
of course purely a symbol of the human imaginatiod emphatically not a patentable "Monopoly" of
the mind.

The Game, in turn, is the focal point asagson d'étreof an entire province of the spirit called
Castalia (from the Parnassian spring sacred tMtses) and located in an unspecified future. (Hesse
has indicated that he thought of his narrator asngraround the beginning of the twenty-fifth
century.) But again Hesse makes it clear that hetgredicting a specific utopia but, rather, fgyto
represent the model of a reality that has actuedigted from time to time in such orders as théoRia
academies or yoga schools. It is "a spiritual eeltuorth living in and serving," he explained teeon
correspondent. Castalia, in other words, representdhiuman institution devoted wholly and
exclusively to affairs of the mind and imaginati@s such, the spiritual province of the novel
constitutes the goal of a search upon which Headebken embarked for many years. But this last
novel is at the same time the document of an iet@essonal crisis, for it depicts not only the
fulfillment of a long sought ideal, but also itsiolate rejection.

Hesse's literary career parallels the developmemodern literature from fin de siécle
aestheticism through expressionism to a contempaeense of human commitment. Born in the Black
Forest town of Calw in 1877, Hesse in his youtltectéd the neo-romanticism then prevalent among
many writers of his generation in England, Framee] Germany. The misty yearnings of his earliest
stories and poems display the frank escapism oay man who is not at all at home in the bourgeois
reality of Wilhelmine Germany and who projects thisams into a romantic kingdom that he locates,
according to the title of one work, "An Hour beya¥idinight.” But the success of his first major
novel,Peter Camenzin(lL904), reconciled the young writer, at least terapty, with a world that was



prepared to bestow upon him the material rewardisepfry fame. From aestheticism he shifted to the
melancholy realism that marked his next poems &ories as well as the novealsder the Wheel
(1906),Gertrude(1910), andRosshald€1914). Putting aside his romantic longings, helass the

role of a settled family man who advocated in la8dns a bittersweet doctrine of renunciation and
compromise.

But the war brought a radical change. Hesse, veldbbeen living in Switzerland since 1912,
found that his outspoken pacifism alienated manyi®former friends and readers, who succumbed to
the wave of martial exhilaration sweeping over Paran August of 1914. Meanwhile, family and
marital difficulties shattered the illusion of agpy life that he had carefully sought to preseose f
some ten years. A lengthy psychoanalytic treatraetite hands of a disciple of Jung in 1916 and 1917
completed his disillusionment with his presenteseatd the process of psychic re-evaluation. Hesse
came to the conclusion that he had been living arid denying the authentic impulses of his own
being. In 1919 he moved to the village of Montagnolear Lugano in southern Switzerland, where he
lived in relative seclusion until his death in 196f&re he wrote most of the major works for whieh h
has subsequently become famous and in which héhstmdiscover a more mature ideal of the spirit
to replace that "reality” with which he had becadigenchanted.

In several essays that he wrote around 1920 -t noiably in pieces on Nietzsche and
Dostoevsky -- Hesse argued that men must seek anueality that, transcending the conventional
dichotomy of good and evil, will embrace all extesrof life in one unified vision. A later essay, "A
Bit of Theology" (1932), outlines the three-stagegvession toward this goal. The child, he says, is
born into a state of unity with all being. It islpnvhen the child is taught about good and evit thea
advances to a second level of individuation cherastd by despair and alienation; for he has been
made aware of laws and moral codes, but feels allapf adhering to the arbitrary standards
established by conventional religious or moral syst since they exclude so much of what seems
perfectly natural. A few men -- like the heroSitidharthaor those whom Hesse calls "the Immortals”
in Steppenwolf- manage to attain a third level of awarenessravtieey are once again capable of
accepting all being. But most men are condemndigiedan the second level, sustained only by a sense
of humor through which they neutralize oppresseadity and by an act of the imagination through
which they share from time to time in the kingdohthe Immortals, the realm of spirit.

Hesse's novels trace this struggle in the livaseobes set against backgrounds from different
ages of civilization. In each case the triadic himytof development is the same; only the historical
circumstances differ. IDemian(1919) the milieu is that of the student generatibthe turbulent
years immediately preceding World War I. The her&iddhartha(1922) progresses through the three
stages in the classical India of Budd8teppenwolf1927) ironically depicts the dilemma of a
European intellectual confronted with the tawdry paolture of the twenties, while the dual
protagonists oNarcissus and Goldmur(d930) act out their individuation in the waningtbé Middle
Ages. In the thinly veiled symbolic autobiograpHyTtne Journey to the Ea&l932), finally, the hero
joins a League of Journeyers to the East in a @asgbresent set sometime after "the Great Warli Eac
novel postulates the possibility of a spiritualddglom toward which the hero strives, whether he
reaches it or not.

Castalia is clearly another attempt, this timggmted into the future, to represent this same
ideal: a symbolic realm where all spiritual valaes kept alive and present, specifically through th
practice of the Glass Bead Game. In this sense, the novel was originally envisaged as yet arrothe
variation in Hesse's continuing search for a smtitlimension of life, for it depicts a future setgi in
which the realm of Culture is set apart to purssigoals in splendid isolation, unsullied by the
"reality" that Hesse had grown to distrust.

The Glass Bead Gamreas a continuation and intensification in anotlerse as well. Hesse
was aware of the fact that his earlier novels hragleyed the same basic pattern of individual



development against different historical backgraurtle now decided to incorporate this structural
tendency into a single new novel. The idea thatecwrhim, he wrote to a friend in 1945, was
“reincarnation as a mode of expression for stghitithe midst of flux." Long before he began wrgj
he remarks, he had in mind "an individual but stggrgooral life. . . a man who experiences in a serie
of rebirths the grand epochs in the history of niashk The novel, in other words, was to consiséof
number of parallel lives, ranging through time,qum@ably, from the prehistoric past to the remote
future. But the emphasis was to be distributed gvamong the parts. "The book is going to contain
several biographies of the same man, who livesaoth et different times -- or at least thinks that
had such existences," he wrote to his sister i 188ound this time Hesse wrote and published
separately three such biographies: one about aspweh rainmaker; one set in the Golden Age of
India; and a third depicting an episode from theigizc period of the early Christian church. (Aufth
life, set among the Pietists of eighteenth-cen&wabia, occupied Hesse for almost a year, but was
never published during his lifetime.)

As we now read the novel in its final form, of ceel, the arrangement of the parts is different.
The biography of Joseph Knecht, which was to haentbut the last in a long series of parallel lives
has grown to comprise the twelve central chaptetiseobook. The history of the Glass Bead Game
and the organization of the cultural province &etched in a lengthy introduction, and the three
parallel lives, along with some poems, are addexhiappendix as school exercises of young Knecht.
Why this shift in plan, which seems to have takktg in the mid-thirties after parts of the bookl ha
already been written and published? At first it wasply a matter of expediency. Hesse found that he
could best render "the inner reality of Castall@otigh the figure of a dominating central figur&ntl
so Knecht stepped into the center of the narrdtlnefact, in the first three chapters of his biaghy
we get a far clearer idea of the Castalian ideddinest than in the narrator's more abstract
introduction.

But Joseph Knecht ends by defecting from Castal@nclusion that was far from Hesse's
mind when he first dreamed of this new versionhef ¢piritual kingdom and when he wrote the first of
the lives. At least two factors contributed to apamiesse’s attitude toward the ideal which he lead b
striving to portray in so many works for almost tweyears. First, the sheer reality of contemporary
events -- the disintegration of the Weimar Repubhe rise of Hitler, the horrors of Nazism -- opdn
Hesse's eyes to the failure of the intellectuats@mvinced him of the futility of any spiritualaken
divorced wholly from contemporary social realityishdeal had to give way, he wrote, "under the
pressures of the moment." This is the meaningdirarges clearly from young Knecht's debates with
that emissary from the outside world, Plinio Desigiwho argues that a life consecrated exclusively
to the mind is not only unfruitful, but also danges. Fritz Tegularius, the brilliant scholar who is
totally unfit for any position of responsibility ime order, is the living example of the exces$eso
aestheticism cultivated in isolation from realiBecondly, Hesse's growing uneasiness regarding an
absolute spiritual kingdom was substantiated byshidy of Burckhardt's writings. It is Burckharift,
the person of Father Jacobus, who convinces Kridebse that even the most perfect spiritual
institution, in the eyes of history, is a relatmganism. In order to survive it must adapt itselthe
social exigencies of the times. The central chapiéthe biography, therefore, recapitulate indical
form Hesse's own shift from his original beliefarhaughty Nietzschean elitism to a more
compassionate social consciousness -- shaped lokiBardt's historicism. The ideological tensions
between Knecht, Plinio, and Father Jacobus reflet¢he level of character the areas of CulturgeSta
and Church, whose complex interrelationships Buacithinvestigated in hi®bservations on World
History (a course of lectures delivered in 1870-1871 arsiponously published in 1905).

Seen in this light and put into the contempordigm, Knecht's life represents typologically the
radicalization of the intellectual, who moves frtime vita contemplativanot to the opposite extreme of
thevita activa,but to an intermediate position of responsiblecactiontrolled by dispassionate



reflection. It is essential to understand that Kitsadefection from Castalia, far from implying any
repudiation of the spiritual ideal, simply calls fonew consciousness of the social responsilaifithe
intellectual. Knecht remains true to his name, Whiteans "servant.” Now his service takes on arfulle
meaning. By quitting Castalia, Knecht fulfills tvianctions. He serves Castalia by warning it, thioug
his example, to forsake its posture of arrogantsetdindulgent autonomy, which can lead ultimately
only to its destruction. And he makes a commitninputting spirit and intellect at the service loé t
world outside in the person of his pupil, the yoUito. Knecht's death has been variously intergkete
and certainly that final scene has symbolic ovessaihat expand its dimensions. But Hesse made its
basic meaning quite clear in a letter of 1947. lédves behind a Tito for whom this sacrificial deat

a man vastly superior to him will remain foreveraamonition and an example." The spiritual ideal,
once attained, has now been put back into theceofilife.

The Glass Bead Gamthen, is indispensable for a complete understandlifdesse’s thought.

It is possible to reaBiddharthaas a self-centered pursuit of nirvana, but JosepdcKt gives up his

life out of a sense of commitment to a fellow hurbamg. It is possible to see 8teppenwolé heady
glorification of hip or even hippie culture, butséph Knecht shows that the only true culture i tha
which responds to the social requirements of tinesiThe Glass Bead Gamiially, makes it clear

that Hesse advocates thoughtful commitment ovéiirsglilgent solipsism, responsible action over
mindless revolt. For Joseph Knecht is no impetuadgal thrusting non-negotiable demands upon the
institution and demanding amnesty from the consecg®of his deeds. He attains through disciplined
achievement the highest status in the Order andritsnhimself to action only after thoughtfully
assessing its implications for Castalia and thesequences for himself. Above all -- for the nosgel i
not a philosophical tract or a political pamphlaif a work of art -- Hesse suggests that revoltl mex

be irrational and violent, that indeed it is mofie&ive when it is rational and ironic. This isthkalue

of the temporal distance, the double perspectivehsafed by the fiction. In the Introduction, lowgi
back at our own civilization from the vantage pahthe future, we see it in all its glaring self-
contradictions. At the same time, we look aheaithéoCastalia of the future, where the problemsunf o
age are displayed in a realistic abstraction teatnfs us to consider them rationally and
dispassionately. Castalia has more than a littmmon with the intellectual and cultural instibunts

of the sixties, to the extent that they have becaatenomous empires cut off from the social nedds o
mankind and cultivating their own Glass Bead Gamegorious isolation. And Knecht's conviction
that a State ruled without the tempering influeot€ulture is doomed to brutishness reflects a
prevalent contemporary concern: our computerizetesphas become so bureaucratically impersonal
that it is no longer guided sufficiently by fordésit are in the highest sense humane. The longer we
consider Hesse's novel, the more clearly we redlizeit is not a telescope focused on an imaginary
future, but a mirror reflecting with disturbing shaess a paradigm of present reality.

All of these considerations justify a new translatof Hesse's late masterpiece. Our society has
caught up with his vision. And Richard and Clarangton have produced a translation that is
eminently usable for this age. | do not mean meltedy their translation is "correct” in avoidingeth
many mistakes of the earlier English version. Marportant: they have succeeded in catching the
sense and style of the book. They realize that thithlast novel Hesse shifted his focus from the
individual to the institution; hence they have n@de the mistake of callingMagister Ludiwhich
would suggest that it is simply another GerrBadungsromana pretty fiction of personal
development unrelated to the more general conadresciety. Instead, they have reinstated the title
that Hesse gave to the originBlgs Glasperlenspiglwhich sums up in a word the glory and tragedy
of culture in our time. By capturing the monkisinéoof the narrator, who repeats himself with chdric
pedantry, the translation opens up the irony ofiibek. For the Castalian self-obsession from which
Knecht defects is nowhere more evident than irstheg complacency of the narrator in the
Introduction and opening chapters. Ironically, addarns to appreciate the meaning of Knecht'biife



writing his biography, the narrator assumes a rhareane and, in the finest sense, "spiritual” tone,
thus vindicating Knecht's action.

Perhaps even the worst translation could not cdribe "message" of Hesse's novel. But only a
subtle, sensitive one can render what Thomas Maledc'the parody of biography and the grave
scholarly attitude." It is easy, too easy, to bees@nd grave. That is in fact the most serious
shortcoming of Hesse's most ardent admirers aepte$his new translation dhe Glass Bead Game
offers the American reader the opportunity, as Ta®iMann suggested, to dare to laugh. If parody
alone can adequately render the reality of ourgjroaly irony offers us the freedom and detachment
that are the essential condition of responsibldéyaisaand action. This is the final aesthetic megrof
The Glass Bead Game.
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.. .Non entia enim licet quodammodo levibusgurihibus facilius atque incuriosius verbis
reddere quam entia, veruntamen pio diligentiqueineiscriptori plane aliter res se habet: nihil tantu
repugnat ne verbis illustretur, at nihil adeo nesegst ante hominum oculos proponere ut certas
guasdam res, quas esse heque demonstrari nequarppabbest, quae contra eo ipso, quod pii

diligentesque viri illas quasi ut entia tractanftenascendique facultati paululum appropinquant.
ALBERTUS SECUNDUS

tract. de cristall. spirit.
ed. Clangor et Collof. lib. I, cap. 28.

In Joseph Knecht's holograph translation:

.. .For although in a certain sense and for lighinded persons non-existent things can be
more easily and irresponsibly represented in wdlhds existing things, for the serious and
conscientious historian it is just the reverse.iNiog is harder, yet nothing is more necessary, titan
speak of certain things whose existence is nedberonstrable nor probable. The very fact that
serious and conscientious men treat them as egi#itings brings them a step closer to existence and
to the possibility of being born.



IT is OURINtention to preserve in these pages what scagtdydical material we have been
able to collect concerning Joseph Knecht, or Ludghter Josephus Ill, as he is called in the Arehiv
of the Glass Bead Game. We are not unaware ttgagetideavor runs, or seems to run, somewhat
counter to the prevailing laws and usages of aetlectual life. For, after all, obliteration of
individuality, the maximum integration of the inddwal into the hierarchy of the educators and
scholars, has ever been one of our ruling prinsipdad in the course of our long tradition this
principle has been observed with such thoroughtiedgoday it is exceedingly difficult, and in many
cases completely impossible, to obtain biograptacal psychological information on various persons
who have served the hierarchy in exemplary fashHiomery many cases it is no longer even possible
to determine their original names. The hierarchgaaization cherishes the ideal of anonymity, and
comes very close to the realization of that id€hls fact remains one of the abiding charactesstic
intellectual life in our Province.

If we have nevertheless persisted in our endei@avdetermine some of the facts about the life
of Ludi Magister Josephus Ill, and at least to clkehe outlines of his character, we believe weshav
done so not out of any cult of personality, nor @ludisobedience to the customs, but on the contrar
solely in the service of truth and scholarshigs kn old idea that the more pointedly and logycalé
formulate a thesis, the more irresistibly it croes for its antithesis. We uphold and veneratedea
that underlies the anonymity of our authorities andintellectual life. But a glance at the earigtbry
of that life of the mind we now lead, namely, angla at the development of the Glass Bead Game,
shows us irrefutably that every phase of its dgualent, every extension, every change, every
essential segment of its history, whether it ben sseprogressive or conservative, bears the plain
imprint of the person who introduced the changewds not necessarily its sole or actual author, but
he was the instrument of transformation and peddect

Certainly, what nowadays we understand by perggnalsomething quite different from what
the biographers and historians of earlier timesnnbyg it. For them, and especially for the writefs
those days who had a distinct taste for biografite/essence of a personality seems to have been
deviance, abnormality, uniqueness, in fact alldtien the pathological. We moderns, on the other
hand, do not even speak of major personalitie$ wetencounter men who have gone beyond all
original and idiosyncratic qualities to achieve treatest possible integration into the generatlitg,
greatest possible service to the suprapersonak lbok closely into the matter we shall see that t
ancients had already perceived this ideal. Thedigdi the Sage or Perfect One among the ancient
Chinese, for example, or the ideal of Socraticosthtan scarcely be distinguished from our present
ideal; and many a great organization, such as gmaR Church in the eras of its greatest power, has
recognized similar principles. Indeed, many ofjitsatest figures, such as St. Thomas Aquinas, appea
to us -- like early Greek sculptures -- more tlassical representatives of types than individuals.

Nevertheless, in the period before the reformatiotne intellectual life, a reformation which
began in the twentieth century and of which wetheeheirs, that authentic ancient ideal had patentl
come near to being entirely lost. We are astonistieeh the biographies of those times rather
garrulously relate how many brothers and sisterttro had, or what psychological scars and blstche
were left behind from his casting off the skinshfildhood and puberty, from the struggle for paositi
and the search for love. We moderns are not irtesdes a hero's pathology or family history, nor in
his drives, his digestion, and how he sleeps. Menhdis intellectual background -- the influencemnp
his development of his favorite studies, favordgading, and so on -- is particularly important $o feor
us, a man is a hero and deserves special interlysif tnis nature and his education have rendersd h
able to let his individuality be almost perfectlysarbed in its hierarchic function without at tlaene
time forfeiting the vigorous, fresh, admirable imymewhich make for the savor and worth of the
individual. And if conflicts arise between the imidiual and the hierarchy, we regard these very
conflicts as a touchstone for the stature of aqretity. We do not approve of the rebel who is énv



by his desires and passions to infringements ugerahd order; we find all the more worthy of our
reverence the memory of those who tragically saedfthemselves for the greater whole.

These latter are the heroes, and in the casesé tinuly exemplary men, interest in the
individual, in the name, face, and gesture, seems permissible and natural. For we do not regard
even the perfect hierarchy, the most harmoniouarorgtion, as a machine put together out of liteles
units that count for nothing in themselves, bua éging body, formed of parts and animated by ogga
which possess their own nature and freedom. Eveeyod them shares in the miracle of life. In this
sense, then, we have endeavored to obtain infasmat the life of Joseph Knecht, Master of the
Glass Bead Game, and especially to collect evergtivritten by himself. We have, moreover,
obtained several manuscripts we consider worthimgad

What we have to say about Knecht's personalitylifmd surely familiar in whole or in part to
a good many members of the Order, especially the3Bead Game players, and for this reason
among others our book is not addressed to thikeaione, but is intended to appeal more widely to
sympathetic readers.

For the narrower circle, our book would need regiihtroduction nor commentary. But since
we also wish our hero's life and writings to bedgtd outside the Order, we are confronted with the
somewhat difficult task of prefacing our book wéhbrief popular introduction, for that less-premare
reader, into the meaning and history of the GlassoBGame. We stress that this introduction is
intended only for popular consumption and makeslaim whatsoever to clarifying the questions
being discussed within the Order itself on the peots and history of the Game. The time for an
objective account of that subject is still far ve tfuture.

Let no one, therefore, expect from us a completioty and theory of the Glass Bead Game.
Even authors of higher rank and competence thasetiwould not be capable of providing that at the
present time. That task must remain reserved ¢o &ges, if the sources and the intellectual
prerequisites for the task have not previously besh Still less is our essay intended as a teoktlod
the Glass Bead Game; indeed, no such thing will bgevritten. The only way to learn the rules a$th
Game of games is to take the usual prescribed epwisch requires many years; and none of the
initiates could ever possibly have any intereshaking these rules easier to learn.

These rules, the sign language and grammar @gs#mee, constitute a kind of highly developed
secret language drawing upon several sciencesrtsdat especially mathematics and music (and/or
musicology), and capable of expressing and eshabfignterrelationships between the content and
conclusions of nearly all scholarly disciplines el@lass Bead Game is thus a mode of playing weh th
total contents and values of our culture; it playth them as, say, in the great age of the artsiater
might have played with the colors on his palettiti#e insights, noble thoughts, and works of hatt
the human race has produced in its creative elfdbaasubsequent periods of scholarly study have
reduced to concepts and converted into intellegt@berty -- on all this immense body of intelleadtu
values the Glass Bead Game player plays like thenist on an organ. And this organ has attained an
almost unimaginable perfection; its manuals andafseinge over the entire intellectual cosmos; its
stops are almost beyond number. Theoreticallyitisisument is capable of reproducing in the Game
the entire intellectual content of the universee§¢manuals, pedals, and stops are now fixed. €sang
in their number and order, and attempts at perfgatiem, are actually no longer feasible except in
theory. Any enrichment of the language of the Gamaddition of new contents is subject to the
strictest conceivable control by the directorat¢éhef Game. On the other hand, within this fixed
structure, or to abide by our image, within the pioated mechanism of this giant organ, a whole
universe of possibilities and combinations is ala# to the individual player. For even two outof
thousand stringently played games to resemble @then more than superficially is hardly possible.
Even if it should so happen that two players byncleavere to choose precisely the same small
assortment of themes for the content of their Gdhese two Games could present an entirely difteren



appearance and run an entirely different courgegmiging on the qualities of mind, character, mood,
and virtuosity of the players.

How far back the historian wishes to place thging and antecedents of the Glass Bead Game
is, ultimately, a matter of his personal choicer k@ every great idea it has no real beginniagher,
it has always been, at least the idea of it. We iiioreshadowed, as a dim anticipation and hopa,
good many earlier ages. There are hints of it ith&yoras, for example, and then among Hellenistic
Gnostic circles in the late period of classicail@ation. We find it equally among the ancient Gése,
then again at the several pinnacles of Arabic-Msfodulture; and the path of its prehistory leads on
through Scholasticism and Humanism to the acadeofissmthematicians of the seventeenth and
eighteenth centuries and on to the Romantic philloss and the runes of Novalis's hallucinatory
visions. This same eternal idea, which for us leentembodied in the Glass Bead Game, has underlain
every movement of Mind toward the ideal goal airgversitas litterarumevery Platonic academy,
every league of an intellectual elite, eveapprochemenbetween the exact and the more liberal
disciplines, every effort toward reconciliation Wween science and art or science and religion. liken |
Abelard, Leibniz, and Hegel unquestionably wereiliamwith the dream of capturing the universe of
the intellect in concentric systems, and pairinglihing beauty of thought and art with the magical
expressiveness of the exact sciences. In thatnaghich music and mathematics almost
simultaneously attained classical heights, appres@md cross-fertilizations between the two
disciplines occurred frequently. And two centuiaslier we find in Nicholas of Cues sentences ef th
same tenor, such as this: "The mind adapts itsgdbtentiality in order to measure everything ia th
mode of potentiality, and to absolute necessityrrer to measure everything in the mode of unity an
simplicity as God does, and to the necessity otisex order to measure everything with respedsto i
peculiar nature; finally, it adapts itself to detémate potentiality in order to measure everythintp
respect to its existence. But furthermore the nailsd measures symbolically, by comparison, as when
it employs numerals and geometric figures and eguather things with them."

Incidentally, this is not the only one of Nichdtagleas that almost seems to suggest our Glass
Bead Game, or corresponds to and springs from iéasibmranch of the imagination as the play of
thought which occurs in the Game. Many similar exshcan be found in his writings. His pleasure in
mathematics also, and his delight and skill in ggianstructions and axioms of Euclidean geometry as
similes to clarify theological and philosophicahcepts, likewise appear to be very close to the
mentality of the Game. At times even his peculiati. (abounding in words of his own coinage,
whose meaning, however, was perfectly plain tolaatin scholar) calls to mind the improvisatory
agility of the Game's language.

As the epigraph of our treatise may already haggessted, Albertus Secundus deserves an
equal place among the ancestors of the Glass BaawGAnd we suspect, although we cannot prove
this by citations, that the idea of the Game alsmidated the minds of those learned musicianseof th
sixteenth, seventeenth, and eighteenth centuriesbabked their musical compositions on mathematical
speculations. Here and there in the ancient lileeatwe encounter legends of wise and mysterious
games that were conceived and played by scholansksnor the courtiers of cultured princes. These
might take the form of chess games in which thegseand squares had secret meanings in addition to
their usual functions. And of course everyone heardh those fables and legends from the formative
years of all civilizations which ascribe to musmwers far greater than those of any mere art: the
capacity to control men and nations. These accauake of music a kind of secret regent, or a
lawbook for men and their governments. From thetransient days of China to the myths of the
Greeks we find the concept of an ideal, heavefgyftir men under the hegemony of music. The Glass
Bead Game is intimately bound up with this cultrafsic ("in eternal transmutations the secret power
of song greets us here below," says Novalis).

Although we thus recognize the idea of the Gametemally present, and therefore existent in



vague stirrings long before it became a realigyréalization in the form we know it nevertheleas h
its specific history. We shall now attempt to gaverief account of the most important stages it tha
history.

The beginnings of the intellectual movement whosigs are, among many others, the
establishment of the Order and the Glass Bead @&aeig may be traced back to a period which
Plinius Ziegenhalss, the historian of literaturesignated as the Age of the Feuilleton, by whianea
it has been known ever since. Such tags are ptmitydangerous; they constantly tempt us to a tiase
view of the era in question. And as a matter of fae Age of the Feuilleton was by no means
uncultured; it was not even intellectually impog&ed. But if we may believe Ziegenhalss, that age
appears to have had only the dimmest notion of whdo with culture. Or rather, it did not know how
to assign culture its proper place within the ecoyof life and the nation. To be frank, we realfg a
very poorly informed about that era, even though ihe soil out of which almost everything that
distinguishes our cultural life today has grown.

It was, according to Ziegenhalss, an era emphigtitaourgeois" and given to an almost
untrammeled individualism. If in order to suggdst atmosphere we cite some of its features from
Ziegenhalss' description, we may at least do s thi# confidence that these features have not been
invented, badly drawn, or grossly exaggerated tfk@igreat scholar has documented them from a vast
number of literary and other sources. We take aerfoom this scholar, who so far has been the sole
serious investigator of the Feuilletonistic Age.was read, we should remember that it is easy and
foolish to sneer at the mistakes or barbaritie®ofote ages.

Since the end of the Middle Ages, intellectua iifi Europe seems to have evolved along two
major lines. The first of these was the liberatidthought and belief from the sway of all authyprin
practice this meant the struggle of Reason, whidasafelt it had come of age and won its
independence, against the domination of the Rontamdd. The second trend, on the other hand, was
the covert but passionate search for a means ferdegitimacy on this freedom, for a new and
sufficient authority arising out of Reason its&lfe can probably generalize and say that Mind has by
and large won this often strangely contradictoriflédor two aims basically at odds with each other

Has the gain been worth the countless victims?ddagpresent structure of the life of the mind
been sufficiently developed, and is it likely tademe long enough, to justify as worthwhile saceafic
all the sufferings, convulsions, and abnormalittes:trials of heretics, the burnings at stake nla@y
"geniuses” who ended in madness or suicide? Fatr igsjot permissible to ask these questions.
History is as it has happened. Whether it was gatether it would have been better not to have
happened, whether we will or will not acknowledpattit has had "meaning" -- all this is irrelevant.
Thus those struggles for the "freedom" of the huméegllect likewise "happened,” and subsequently,
in the course of the aforementioned Age of the Ile¢an, men came to enjoy an incredible degree of
intellectual freedom, more than they could starad. While they had overthrown the tutelage of the
Church completely, and that of the State partidhgy had not succeeded in formulating an authentic
law they could respect, a genuinely new authoriiy legitimacy. Ziegenhalss recounts some truly
astonishing examples of the intellect's debasemenglity, and self-betrayal during that period.

We must confess that we cannot provide an uneqahdefinition of those products from
which the age takes its name, the feuilletons. Te®m to have formed an uncommonly popular
section of the daily newspapers, were producedhéynrtillions, and were a major source of mental
pabulum for the reader in want of culture. Theyorégd on, or rather "chatted" about, a thousand-and
one items of knowledge. It would seem, moreoveat the cleverer among the writers of them poked
fun at their own work. Ziegenhalss, at any ratetends that many such pieces are so
incomprehensible that they can only be viewed Hgpsesiflage on the part of the authors. Quite



possibly these manufactured articles do indeedagoiat quantity of irony and self-mockery which
cannot be understood until the key is found agltire producers of these trivia were in some cases
attached to the staffs of the newspapers; in athges they were free-lance scriveners. Frequély t
enjoyed the high-sounding title of "writer," bugeeat many of them seem to have belonged to the
scholar class. Quite a few were celebrated uniyyepsofessors.

Among the favorite subjects of such essays weeedotes taken from the lives or
correspondence of famous men and women. They bioletiéles as "Friedrich Nietzsche and Women's
Fashions of 1870," or "The Composer Rossini's Rv@ishes,” or "The Role of the Lapdog in the
Lives of Great Courtesans,” and so on. Another [@gype of article was the historical background
piece on what was currently being talked about antba well-to-do, such as "The Dream of Creating
Gold Through the Centuries," or "Physico-chemicgb&iments in Influencing the Weather," and
hundreds of similar subjects. When we look at tiestthat Ziegenhalss cites, we feel surprise that
there should have been people who devoured sutdhahfor their daily reading; but what astonishes
us far more is that authors of repute and of deeguatation should have helped to "service" this
gigantic consumption of empty whimsies. Signifidgntservice" was the expression used; it was also
the word denoting the relationship of man to themize at that time.

In some periods interviews with well-known perddies on current problems were particularly
popular. Ziegenhalss devotes a separate chapteese. Noted chemists or piano virtuosos would be
gueried about politics, for example, or populapestdancers, gymnasts, aviators, or even poet&lwou
be drawn out on the benefits and drawbacks of baibachelor, or on the presumptive causes of
financial crises, and so on. All that matteredhese pieces was to link a well-known name with a
subject of current topical interest. The reader e@ysult Ziegenhalss for some truly startling
examples; he gives hundreds.

As we have said, no doubt a goodly dash of iroag mixed in with all this busy productivity;
it may even have been a demonic irony, the irongesperation -- it is very hard indeed for us to pu
ourselves in the place of those people so thatamdraly understand them. But the great majoritypw
seem to have been strikingly fond of reading, nhast accepted all these grotesque things with
credulous earnestness. If a famous painting chaogeers, if a precious manuscript was sold at
auction, if an old palace burned down, if the beaf@an aristocratic name was involved in a scandal
the readers of many thousands of feature artitleace learned the facts. What is more, on thaesam
day or by the next day at the latest they receareddditional dose of anecdotal, historical,
psychological, erotic, and other stuff on the catoid of the moment. A torrent of zealous scribbling
poured out over every ephemeral incident, and ality) assortment, and phraseology all this malteria
bore the mark of mass goods rapidly and irrespgnsiioned out.

Incidentally, there appear to have been certamegavhich were regular concomitants of the
feature article. The readers themselves took theeamle in these games, which put to use some of
their glut of information fodder. A long disquigiti by Ziegenhalss on the curious subject of
"Crossword Puzzles" describes the phenomenon. Enadgsupon thousands of persons, the majority of
whom did heavy work and led a hard life, spentrtlesure hours sitting over squares and crosses
made of letters of the alphabet, filling in the ga@gcording to certain rules. But let us be wary of
seeing only the absurd or insane aspect of this]etrus abstain from ridiculing it. For these pleop
with their childish puzzle games and their cultdeature articles were by no means innocuous
children or playful Phaeacians. Rather, they dweli@usly among political, economic, and moral
ferments and earthquakes, waged a number of fuldrs and civil wars, and their little cultural
games were not just charming, meaningless chiléshinrhese games sprang from their deep need to
close their eyes and flee from unsolved problenasaarxious forebodings of doom into an imaginary
world as innocuous as possible. They assiduoualyésl to drive automobiles, to play difficult card
games and lose themselves in crossword puzzles thdy faced death, fear, pain, and hunger almost



without defenses, could no longer accept the catisols of the churches, and could obtain no useful
advice from Reason. These people who read so mitinkea and listened to so many lectures did not
take the time and trouble to strengthen themselgamst fear, to combat the dread of death within
themselves; they moved spasmodically on throughelifd had no belief in a tomorrow.

For there was also a good deal of lecturing, aadanust briefly discuss this somewhat more
dignified variant of the feature article. Both sjadists and intellectual privateers supplied thelale-
class citizens of the age (who were still deepligcited to the notion of culture, although it hauglo
since been robbed of its former meaning) with largembers of lectures. Such talks were not only in
the nature of festival orations for special occasjdhere was a frantic trade in them, and theyewer
given in almost incomprehensible quantities. Irsthdays the citizen of a medium-sized town or his
wife could at least once a week (in big cities fyretuch every night) attend lectures offering
theoretical instruction on some subject or otherworks of art, poets, scholars, researchers, world
tours. The members of the audience at these lectaneained purely passive, and although some
relationship between audience and content, someopieknowledge, preparation, and receptivity
were tacitly assumed in most cases nothing of dhievgas present. There were entertaining,
impassioned, or witty lectures on Goethe, say,hicivhe would be depicted descending from a post
chaise wearing a blue frock-coat to seduce sonas&iurg or Wetzlar girl; or on Arabic culture; Ih a
of them a number of fashionable phrases were shakdike dice in a cup and everyone was delighted
if he dimly recognized one or two catchwords. Pedydard lectures on writers whose works they had
never read and never meant to, sometimes accontplayigictures projected on a screen. At these
lectures, as in the feature articles in the newsggphey struggled through a deluge of isolatdalial
facts and fragments of knowledge robbed of all nmganTo put it briefly, they were already on the
verge of that dreadful devaluation of the Word vishgcoduced, at first in secret and within the
narrowest circles, that ascetically heroic coumerement which soon afterward began to flow visibly
and powerfully, and ushered in the new self-disegohnd dignity of the human intellect.

It must be granted that many aspects of the etdrlbl life of that era showed energy and
grandeur. We moderns explain its concomitant uac#st and falseness as a symptom of the horror
which seized men when at the end of an era of appaictory and success they found themselves
suddenly confronting a void: great material scgr@tperiod of political and military crises, and a
accelerating distrust of the intellect itself, t&f own virtue and dignity and even of its own estiste.

Yet that very period, filled though it was with prenitions of doom, was marked by some very fine
intellectual achievements, including the beginniafja science of music of which we are the grateful
heirs.

But although it is easy to fit any given segmedithe past neatly and intelligibly into the
patterns of world history, contemporaries are nelse to see their own place in the patterns.
Consequently, even as intellectual ambitions amieaements declined rapidly during that period,
intellectuals in particular were stricken by teleilbloubts and a sense of despair. They had jugt ful
realized (a discovery that had been in the air e there, from the time of Nietzsche on) that th
youth and the creative period of our culture waarpthat old age and twilight had set in. Suddenly
everyone felt this and many bluntly expressed\tas; it was used to explain many of the alarming
signs of the time: the dreary mechanization of lifee profound debasement of morality, the dedihe
faith among nations, the inauthenticity of art. Theusic of decline” had sounded, as in that wonderf
Chinese fable; like a thrumming bass on the ortmreverberations faded slowly out over decadss; it
throbbing could be heard in the corruption of tblea®ls, periodicals, and universities, in melanighol
and insanity among those artists and critics whdccstill be taken seriously; it raged as untranedel
and amateurish overproduction in all the arts. Masiattitudes could be taken toward this enemy who
had breached the walls and could no longer be seatcSome of the best tacitly acknowledged and
stoically endured the bitter truth. Some attemptedeny its existence, and thanks to the shoddy



thinking of some of the literary prophets of cudtldoom, found a good many weak points in their
thesis. Moreover, those who took exception to fbeeaentioned prophets could be sure of a hearing
and influence among the bourgeoisie. For the dilegahat the culture he had only yesterday been
proud to possess was no longer alive, that theagducand art he revered could no longer be reglarde
as genuine education and genuine art, seemed bmthigeois as brazen and intolerable as the sudden
inflations of currency and the revolutions whichei@itened his accumulated capital.

Another possible immunization against the genmi@d of doom was cynicism. People went
dancing and dismissed all anxiety about the fuagreld-fashioned folly; people composed heady
articles about the approaching end of art, sciesuee Janguage. In that feuilleton world they had
constructed of paper, people postulated the tagaitwlation of Mind, the bankruptcy of ideas, and
pretended to be looking on with cynical calm ordyemtic rapture as not only art, culture, morality,
and honesty, but also Europe and "the world" prdeddo their doom. Among the good there
prevailed a quietly resigned gloom, among the wdckenalicious pessimism. The fact was that a
breakdown of outmoded forms, and a degree of réisigiboth of the world and its morality by means
of politics and war, had to take place before thituce itself became capable of real self-analgaid a
new organization.

Yet during the decades of transition this cultu@e not slumbered. Rather, during the very
period of its decay and seeming capitulation byattists, professors, and feature writers, it extter
into a phase of intense alertness and self-exammathe medium of this change lay in the
consciences of a few individuals. Even during tegday of the feuilleton there were everywhere
individuals and small groups who had resolved toaia faithful to true culture and to devote allithe
energies to preserving for the future a core ofdgwadition, discipline, method, and intellectuglor.

We are today ignorant of many details, but in gahtire process of self-examination, reflection, and
conscious resistance to decline seems to haverednteostly in two groups. The cultural conscience
of scholars found refuge in the investigations digctic methods of the history of music, for this
discipline was just reaching its height at thatetjrand even in the midst of the feuilleton worla tw
famous seminaries fostered an exemplary methodptdwgyracterized by care and thoroughness.
Moreover, as if destiny wished to smile comfortingpon this tiny, brave cohort, at this saddest of
times there took place that glorious miracle whies in itself pure chance, but which gave the ¢ffec
of a divine corroboration: the rediscovery of eleveanuscripts of Johann Sebastian Bach, which had
been in the keeping of his son Friedemann.

A second focus of resistance to degeneration ake¢ague of Journeyers to the East. The
brethren of that League cultivated a spiritual eatinan an intellectual discipline. They fostereztyp
and reverence, and to them we owe important elesmermur present form of cultural life and of the
Glass Bead Game, in particular the contemplatigmehts. The Journeyers also contributed to new
insights into the nature of our culture and thespmbties of its continuance, not so much by atiabl
and scholarly work as by their capacity, basedrariest secret exercises, for mystic identificatidath
remote ages and cultural conditions. Among themexample, were itinerant instrumentalists and
minstrels who were said to have the ability to perf the music of earlier epochs with perfect anicien
purity. Thus they could play and sing a piece oimérom 1600 or 1650 exactly as if all the
subsequent modes, refinements, and virtuoso ach@ws were still unknown. This was an
astonishing feat in a period in which the maniadpnamics angradazionedominated all music-
making, when the music itself was almost forgottediscussions of the conductor's execution and
"conception.” When an orchestra of the Journeyessgublicly performed a suite from the time befor
Handel completely withoutrescendanddiminuendiwith the naiveté and chasteness of another age
and world, some among the audience are said toltwse totally uncomprehending, but others
listened with fresh attention and had the impresghat they were hearing music for the first time i
their lives. In the League's concert hall betweeen®)yarten and Morbio, one member built a Bach



organ as perfectly as Johann Sebastian Bach wawlel ad it built had he had the means and
opportunity. Obeying a principle even then curiiarthe League, the organ builder concealed his
name, calling himself Silbermann after his eighteesentury predecessor.

In discussing these matters we have approachesbtivees from which our modern concept of
culture sprang. One of the chief of these was tbstmecent of the scholarly disciplines, the higtair
music and the aesthetics of music. Another wagtbéat advance in mathematics that soon followed.
To these was added a sprinkling of the wisdom efliburneyers to the East and, closely relatedeto th
new conception and interpretation of music, thafrageous new attitude, compounded of serenity and
resignation, toward the aging of cultures. It wolbddpointless to say much about these matters here,
since they are familiar to everyone. The most irtgparconsequence of this new attitude, or rathsr th
new subordination to the cultural process, wasriet largely ceased to produce works of art.
Moreover, intellectuals gradually withdrew from thestle of the world. Finally, and no less impottan
-- indeed, the climax of the whole developmenheré arose the Glass Bead Game.

The growing profundity of musical science, whi@nalready be observed soon after 1900
when feuilletonism was still at its height, natlyadxerted enormous influence upon the beginnirigs o
the Game. We, the heirs of musicology, believe mawkmore about the music of the great creative
centuries, especially the seventeenth and eighiteantl in a certain sense even understand it better
than all previous epochs, including that of clalsiousic itself. As descendants, of course, oatia
to classical music differs totally from that of quredecessors in the creative ages. Our intellkztula
veneration for true music, all too frequently taohtby melancholic resignation, is a far cry frora th
charming, simple-hearted delight in music-makinghafse days. We tend to envy those happier times
whenever our pleasure in their music makes us fdhgeconditions and tribulations amid which it was
begotten. Almost the entire twentieth century cdesed philosophy, or else literature, to be thagre
lasting achievement of that cultural era which besween the end of the Middle Ages and modern
times. We, however, have for generations giverptiem to mathematics and music. Ever since we
have renounced -- on the whole, at any rate -Agryo vie creatively with those generations, eveces
we have also forsworn the worship of harmony inigwsaking, and of that purely sensuous cult of
dynamics -- a cult that dominated musical practfoes good two centuries after the time of
Beethoven and early Romanticism -- ever since Wehave been able to understand, more purely and
more correctly, the general image of that cultun®se heirs we are. Or so we believe in our
uncreative, retrospective, but reverent fashion!nd/édonger have any of the exuberant fecundity of
those days. For us it is almost incomprehensitderntusical style in the fifteenth and sixteenth
centuries could be preserved for so long a timenalloyed purity. How could it be, we ask, that
among the vast quantities of music written at tima¢ we fail to find a trace of anything bad? How
could the eighteenth century, the time of incipi@egeneration, still send hurtling into the skies a
fireworks display of styles, fashions, and schoblazing briefly but with such self-assurance?
Nevertheless, we believe that we have uncovereddbiet of what we now call classical music, that
we have understood the spirit, the virtue, andpibty of those generations, and have taken allgbat
our model. Nowadays, for example, we do not thinicimof the theology and the ecclesiastical culture
of the eighteenth century, or the philosophy ofEimightenment; but we consider the cantatas,
passions, and preludes of Bach the ultimate queates of Christian culture.

Incidentally, there exists an ancient and hon@raskemplar for the attitude of our own culture
toward music, a model to which the players of th&s& Bead Game look back with great veneration.
We recall that in the legendary China of the Oldd§, music was accorded a dominant place in state
and court. It was held that if music throve, allsweell with culture and morality and with the kirayd
itself. The music masters were required to be tihetesst guardians of the original purity of the
"venerable keys." If music decayed, that was tadsea sure sign of the downfall of the regime ard th
state. The poets told horrific fables about théifitden, diabolic, heaven-offending keys, such as th



Tsing Shang key, and Tsing Tse, the "music of detjino sooner were these wicked notes struck in
the Royal Palace than the sky darkened, the wallsltied and collapsed, and kingdom and sovereign
went to their doom. We might quote many other sgyiny the ancient writers, but we shall cite here
only a few passages from the chapter on music iBliVe'sSpring and Autumn:

"The origins of music lie far back in the past. dtuarises from Measure and is rooted in the
great Oneness. The great Oneness begets the tes) g two poles beget the power of Darkness and
of Light.

"When the world is at peace, when all things eaaduil and all men obey their superiors in all
their courses, then music can be perfected. Wheinedeand passions do not turn into wrongful paths,
music can be perfected. Perfect music has its c#umeses from equilibrium. Equilibrium arise®in
righteousness, and righteousness arises from thaingeof the cosmos. Therefore one can speak about
music only with a man who has perceived the meaaofrige cosmos.

"Music is founded on the harmony between heavereanth, on the concord of obscurity and
brightness.

"Decaying states and men ripe for doom do notoofse, lack music either, but their music is
not serene. Therefore, the more tempestuous thie nlus more doleful are the people, the more
imperiled the country, the more the sovereign degli In this way the essence of music is lost.

"What all sacred sovereigns have loved in musis igserenity. The tyrants Giae and Jou Sin
made tempestuous music. They thought loud souralgibhd and massed effects interesting. They
strove for new and rare tonal effects, for notegctvimo ear had ever heard hitherto. They sought to
surpass each other, and overstepped all bounds.

"The cause of the degeneration of the Chu staseitwanvention of magic music. Such music is
indeed tempestuous enough, but in truth it hasrtlegh&rom the essence of music. Because it has
departed from the essence of real music, this msisiot serene. If music is not serene, the people
grumble and life is deranged. All this arises fronstaking the nature of music and seeking only
tempestuous tonal effects.

"Therefore the music of a well-ordered age is caid cheerful, and so is its government. The
music of a restive age is excited and fierce, #davernment is perverted. The music of a decaying
state is sentimental and sad, and its governmemipisriled."

The words of this Chinese writer point fairly ditly to the origins and to the real although
almost forgotten meaning of all music. For in pséhiic times music, like the dance and every other
artistic endeavor, was a branch of magic, one®bit and legitimate instruments of wonder-working.
Beginning with rhythm (clapping of hands, trampibgating of sticks and primitive drums), it was a
powerful, tried-and-true device for putting largemmbers of people "in tune" with one another,
engendering the same mood, co-ordinating the plitee breathing and heartbeats, encouraging
them to invoke and conjure up the eternal powerdance, to compete, to make war, to worship. And
music has retained this original, pure, primorgdigibwerful character, its magic, far longer thaa th
other arts. We need only recall the many testinwafenistorians and poets to the power of music,
from the Greeks to Goethe in IN@velle In practice, marches and the dance have nevethleis
importance. . . But let us return to our subject.

We shall now give a brief summary of the beginsinfjithe Glass Bead Game. It appears to
have arisen simultaneously in Germany and in Erglanboth countries, moreover, it was originally a
kind of exercise employed by those small groupsiasicologists and musicians who worked and
studied in the new seminaries of musical theorydfcompare the original state of the Game with its
subsequent developments and its present formgtch like comparing a musical score of the period
before 1500, with its primitive notes and abserfdeao lines, with an eighteenth-century score, let
alone with one from the nineteenth with its configséxcess of symbols for dynamics, tempi, phrasing,
and so on, which often made the printing of sudresca complex technical problem.



The Game was at first nothing more than a wittyhoe for developing memory and ingenuity
among students and musicians. And as we haveisaids played both in England and Germany
before it was "invented" here in the Musical AcageshCologne, and was given the name it bears to
this day, after so many generations, althoughstlbag ceased to have anything to do with glasd$ea

The inventor, Bastian Perrot of Calw, a rathereetdc but clever, sociable, and humane
musicologist, used glass beads instead of letteragrals, notes, or other graphic symbols. Pestuo,
incidentally has also bequeathed to us a treatiga@Apogee and Decline of Counterpoifayund that
the pupils at the Cologne Seminary had a rathéoetde game they used to play. One would call out,
in the standardized abbreviations of their scienuajfs or initial bars of classical compositions,
whereupon the other had to respond with the coation of the piece, or better still with a higher o
lower voice, a contrasting theme, and so fortluds an exercise in memory and improvisation quite
similar to the sort of thing probably in vogue ama@rdent pupils of counterpoint in the days of
Schitz, Pachelbel, and Bach -- although it woudththot have been done in theoretical formulas, but
in practice on the cembalo, lute, or flute, or wtike voice.

Bastian Perrot in all probability was a membethaf Journeyers to the East. He was partial to
handicrafts and had himself built several pianas@avichords in the ancient style. Legend halsat t
he was adept at playing the violin in the old wiaygotten since 1800, with a high-arched bow and
hand-regulated tension of the bow hairs. Givendlhieterests, it was perhaps only natural that he
should have constructed a frame, modeled on a'slalthcus, a frame with several dozen wires on
which could be strung glass beads of various sstespes, and colors. The wires corresponded to the
lines of the musical staff, the beads to the timkt®s of the notes, and so on. In this way he could
represent with beads musical quotations or invettitethes, could alter, transpose, and develop them,
change them and set them in counterpoint to onthandn technical terms this was a mere plaything,
but the pupils liked it; it was imitated and becaiaghionable in England too. For a time the game of
musical exercises was played in this charminglypniive manner. And as is so often the case, an
enduring and significant institution received itgme from a passing and incidental circumstance. For
what later evolved out of that students' sportRedot's bead-strung wires bears to this day theena
by which it became popularly known, the Glass B&athe.

A bare two or three decades later the Game seeh®/e lost some of its popularity among
students of music, but instead was taken over henaaticians. For a long while, indeed, a
characteristic feature in the Game's history wasittwas constantly preferred, used, and further
elaborated by whatever branch of learning happéméé experiencing a period of high development
or a renaissance. The mathematicians brought theeGaa high degree of flexibility and capacity for
sublimation, so that it began to acquire somethimgroaching a consciousness of itself and its
possibilities. This process paralleled the genevalution of cultural consciousness, which had
survived the great crisis and had, as Plinius Zibgéss puts it, "with modest pride accepted the dét
belonging to a culture past its prime, as was #se avith the culture of late antiquity: Hellenistic
culture in the Alexandrian Age."

So much for Ziegenhalss. We shall now attempkébch the further steps in the history of the
Glass Bead Game. Having passed from the musi¢hétmathematical seminaries (a change which
took place in France and England somewhat sooaerithGermany), the Game was so far developed
that it was capable of expressing mathematicalgz®es by special symbols and abbreviations. The
players, mutually elaborating these processeswttitese abstract formulas at one another, disgayin
the sequences and possibilities of their scienbis Mathematical and astronomical game of formulas
required great attentiveness, keenness, and coatent Among mathematicians, even in those days,
the reputation of being a good Glass Bead Gameeplagant a great deal; it was equivalent to being a
very good mathematician.

At various times the Game was taken up and indthienearly all the scientific and scholarly



disciplines, that is, adapted to the special fieldgere is documented evidence for its applicatiotne
fields of classical philology and logic. The anatgt study of musical values had led to the redurcti

of musical events to physical and mathematical tdas: Soon afterward philology borrowed this
method and began to measure linguistic configunatess physics measures processes in nature. The
visual arts soon followed suit, architecture hawahgady led the way in establishing the links hesstw
visual art and mathematics. Thereafter more ané&mew relations, analogies, and correspondences
were discovered among the abstract formulas olatam#his way. Each discipline which seized upon
the Game created its own language of formulas eafditions, and possible combinations. Everywhere,
the elite intellectual youth developed a passiartiese Games, with their dialogues and progression
of formulas. The Game was not mere practice an@ megmreation; it became a form of concentrated
self-awareness for intellectuals. Mathematiciangdrticular played it with a virtuosity and formal
strictness at once athletic and ascetic. It affdttiem a pleasure which somewhat compensated for
their renunciation of worldly pleasures and amioisioFor by then such renunciation had already
become a regular thing for intellectuals. The GBsad Game contributed largely to the complete
defeat of feuilletonism and to that newly awakedelight in strict mental exercises to which we owe
the origin of a new, monastically austere intelletdiscipline.

The world had changed. The life of the mind in Agee of the Feuilleton might be compared to
a degenerate plant which was squandering its strengxcessive vegetative growth, and the
subsequent corrections to pruning the plant batkeéaoots. The young people who now proposed to
devote themselves to intellectual studies no lotgek the term to mean attending a university and
taking a nibble of this or that from the daintiéfeped by celebrated and loquacious professors who
without authority offered them the crumbs of whatifonce been higher education. Now they had to
study just as stringently and methodically as thgireeers and technicians of the past, if not more s
They had a steep path to climb, had to purify drehgthen their minds by dint of mathematics and
scholastic exercises in Aristotelian philosophy.rdtaver, they had to learn to renounce all those
benefits which previous generations of scholarsdwa$idered worth striving for: rapid and easy
money-making, celebrity and public honors, the hgenaf the newspapers, marriages with daughters
of bankers and industrialists, a pampered and louarstyle of life. The writers with heavy sales,
Nobel Prizes, and lovely country houses, the catebrphysicians with decorations and liveried
servants, the professors with wealthy wives anldidri salons, the chemists with posts on boards of
directors, the philosophers with feuilleton facésrivho delivered charming lectures in overcrowded
halls, for which they were rewarded with thunderapplause and floral tributes -- all such public
figures disappeared and have not come back tal#tyisEven so, no doubt, there were still plenty of
talented young people for whom such personages everied models. But the paths to honors, riches,
fame, and luxury now no longer led through lectuals, academies, and doctoral theses. The deeply
debased intellectual professions were bankrugtentorld's eyes. But in compensation they had
regained a fanatical and penitential devotion t@aad thought. Those talented persons whose desires
tended more toward glory or comfortable living ladurn their backs on the intellectual life, which
had become so austere, and seek out occupationl stiili provided opportunities for comfort and
money-making.

It would lead us too far afield to attempt to désein detail how the world of Mind, after its
purification, won a place for itself in the StalExperience soon showed that a few generationscof la
and unscrupulous intellectual discipline had algificed to inflict serious harm on practical life.
Competence and responsibility had grown increagirgyie in all the higher professions, including
even those concerned with technology. To remedy hipervision of the things of the mind among the
people and in government came to be consigned amateénore to the "“intellectuals” in the best sense
of the word. This was particularly the case witk éntire educational system; and indeed the situati
is little changed to this day. In almost all theictrsies of Europe today the schools that are ribt st



administered by the Roman Church are in the hahtt®ee anonymous Orders which fill their ranks
from the elite among the intellectuals. Althouglblixiopinion occasionally decries the strictnesd an
the reputed arrogance of this caste, and althcugjliduals have occasionally revolted againshtis t
leadership stands unshaken. Its integrity, its meration of all benefits and advantages other than
intellectual ones, maintains and protects it. Big also supported by what has long since become
common knowledge, or at least a universal senagtlle continuance of civilization depends on this
strict schooling. People know, or dimly feel, tifahinking is not kept pure and keen, and if regger
the world of the mind is no longer operative, stapsg automobiles will soon cease to run right, the
engineer's slide rule and the computations of bankisstock exchanges will forfeit validity and
authority, and chaos will ensue. It took long erfougall conscience for realization to come that th
externals of civilization -- technology, industggmmerce, and so on -- also require a common bésis
intellectual honesty and morality.

To return now to the Glass Bead Game: what itdddk those days was the capacity for
universality, for rising above all the disciplind$ie astronomers, the classicists, the scholasties,
music students all played their Games accordirthew ingenious rules, but the Game had a special
language and set of rules for every discipline sutadiscipline. It required half a century before th
first step was taken toward spanning these gulis.réason for this slowness was undoubtedly more
moral than formal and technical. The means fordaog the spans could even then have been found,
but along with the newly regenerated intellectifalwent a puritanical shrinking from "foolish
digressions," from intermingling of disciplines acategories. There was also a profound and judtifie
fear of relapse into the sin of superficiality gedilletonism.

It was the achievement of one individual whichugiot the Glass Bead Game almost in one
leap to an awareness of its potentialities, and thuhe verge of its capacity for universal elaion.
And once again this advance was connected withanAsswiss musicologist with a passion for
mathematics gave a new twist to the Game, andliiieneened the way for its supreme development.
This great man's name in civil life can no longerascertained; by his time the cult of personatity
intellectual fields had already been dispensed.vidthlives on in history as Lusor (or also, Joauat
Basiliensis. Although his invention, like all inv@ms, was the product of his own personal merit an
grace, it in no way sprang solely from personabisesnd ambitions, but was impelled by a more
powerful motive. There was a passionate cravingranadl the intellectuals of his age for a means to
express their new concepts. They longed for phghgpfor synthesis. The erstwhile happiness of pure
withdrawal each into his own discipline was now telbe inadequate. Here and there a scholar broke
through the barriers of his specialty and trieddwance into the terrain of universality. Some oreg
of a new alphabet, a new language of symbols throvgch they could formulate and exchange their
new intellectual experiences.

Testimony to the strength of this impulse maydienfl in the essay "Chinese Warning Cry," by
a Parisian scholar of those years. The author, atbblg many in his day as a sort of Don Quixote
(incidentally, he was a distinguished scholar mfikld of Chinese philology), pointed out the darsy
facing culture, in spite of its present honoraldedition, if it neglected to develop an internatibn
language of symbols. Such a language, like theeah€@hinese script, should be able to express the
most complex matters graphically, without excludimgividual imagination and inventiveness, in such
a way as to be understandable to all the schofdreavorld. It was at this point that Joculator
Basiliensis applied himself to the problem. He megl for the Glass Bead Game the principles of a
new language, a language of symbols and formutaghich mathematics and music played an equal
part, so that it became possible to combine astnocad and musical formulas, to reduce mathematics
and music to a common denominator, as it were.odigh what he did was by no means conclusive,
this unknown man from Basel certainly laid the fdations for all that came later in the history af o
beloved Game.



The Glass Bead Game, formerly the specializedimenent of mathematicians in one era,
philologists or musicians in another era, now nmard more cast its spell upon all true intellectuals
Many an old university, many a lodge, and espeactakk age-old League of Journeyers to the East,
turned to it. Some of the Catholic Orders likewssented a new intellectual atmosphere and yielled t
its lure. At some Benedictine abbeys the monks tdelthemselves to the Game so intensely that even
in those early days the question was hotly debatigdvas subsequently to crop up again now and the
-- whether this game ought to be tolerated, suppioxr forbidden by Church and Curia.

After Joculator Basiliensis' grand accomplishmém, Game rapidly evolved into what it is
today: the quintessence of intellectuality andthe,sublime cult, thenio mysticaof all separate
members of th&niversitas Litterarumin our lives it has partially taken over the rofeadt, partially
that of speculative philosophy. Indeed, in the dafyBlinius Ziegenhalss, for instance, it was often
called by a different name, one common in theditare of the Feuilletonistic Age. That name, which
for many a prophetic spirit in those days embodietsionary ideal, was: Magic Theater.

For all that the Glass Bead Game had grown imiyiin technique and range since its
beginnings, for all the intellectual demands it emagon its players, and for all that it had became
sublime art and science, in the days of Joculassilnsis it still was lacking in an essentiainedat.

Up to that time every game had been a serial agraegt, an ordering, grouping, and confronting of
concentrated concepts from many fields of thougldtaesthetics, a rapid recollection of eternal eslu
and forms, a brief, virtuoso flight through thelnea of the mind. Only after some time did theresent
into the Game, from the intellectual stock of the&ational system and especially from the habits an
customs of the Joumeyers to the East, the ideardémplation.

This new element arose out of an observed eviemtmists, people with freakish memories
and no other virtues, were capable of playing dagzjames, dismaying and confusing the other
participants by their rapid muster of countlessaglén the course of time such displays of virttyosi
fell more and more under a strict ban, and contatigrl became a highly important component of the
Game. Ultimately, for the audiences at each Garbedame the main thing. This was the necessary
turning toward the religious spirit. What had forlgenattered was following the sequences of ideas
and the whole intellectual mosaic of a Game wilidattentiveness, practiced memory, and full
understanding. But there now arose the demanddeeper and more spiritual approach. After each
symbol conjured up by the director of a Game, gdaher was required to perform silent, formal
meditation on the content, origin, and meaninghaf symbol, to call to mind intensively and
organically its full purport. The members of thed®r and of the Game associations brought the
technigue and practice of contemplation with theomftheir elite schools, where the art of
contemplation and meditation was nurtured withgreatest care. In this way the hieroglyphs of the
Game were kept from degenerating into mere emptyssi

Hitherto, by the way, the Glass Bead Game, iregpfiits popularity among scholars, had
remained a purely private form of exercise. It dooé played alone, by pairs, or by many, although
unusually brilliant, well-composed, and succes&faimes were sometimes written down and circulated
from city to city and country to country for adntica or criticism. Now, however, the Game slowly
began to be enriched by a new function, for it beza public ceremonial. To this day everyone is fre
to play the Game privately, and young people apedally fond of doing so. But nowadays virtually
everyone associates the Glass Bead Game with cei@mpablic Games. They take place under the
leadership of a few superior Masters who are dyexttbordinate to the Ludi Magister, or Master of
the Game, of their country, with invited guesttelisng raptly, and a wider audience all over thelavo
following with closest attention. Some of these @arfast for days and weeks, and while such a Game
is being celebrated all the players and guestbeying precepts which even govern the length oétim
they are allowed to sleep -- live an ascetic afitess life of absolute absorption, comparablehi® t
strictly regulated penitence required of the pgrénts in one of St. Ignatius Loyola's exercises.



There is scarcely any more we need add. Undestifieng hegemony of now this, now that
science or art, the Game of games had developedaikind of universal language through which the
players could express values and set these inomel&t one another. Throughout its history the Game
was closely allied with music, and usually procekdecording to musical or mathematical rules. One
theme, two themes, or three themes were statduhraked, varied, and underwent a development quite
similar to that of the theme in a Bach fugue ooacerto movement. A Game, for example, might start
from a given astronomical configuration, or frone thctual theme of a Bach fugue, or from a sentence
out of Leibniz or the Upanishads, and from thignkedepending on the intentions and talents of the
player, it could either further explore and elabetae initial motif or else enrich its expressigss by
allusions to kindred concepts. Beginners learned tocestablish parallels, by means of the Game's
symbols, between a piece of classical music anébtineula for some law of nature. Experts and
Masters of the Game freely wove the initial themte unlimited combinations. For a long time one
school of players favored the technique of stasidg by side, developing in counterpoint, and final
harmoniously combining two hostile themes or idsash as law and freedom, individual and
community. In such a Game the goal was to devetp themes or theses with complete equality and
impartiality, to evolve out of thesis and antittsefie purest possible synthesis. In general, &side
certain brilliant exceptions, Games with discordaeiative, or skeptical conclusions were unpopular
and at times actually forbidden. This followed dthg from the meaning the Game had acquired at its
height for the players. It represented an eliteytzglic form of seeking for perfection, a sublime
alchemy, an approach to that Mind which beyondhadiges and multiplicities is one within itself A i
other words, to God. Pious thinkers of earlier 8rhad represented the life of creatures, say nasce
of motion toward God, and had considered that Hreety of the phenomenal world reached perfection
and ultimate cognition only in the divine Unity n8larly, the symbols and formulas of the Glass Bead
Game combined structurally, musically, and phildsoglly within the framework of a universal
language, were nourished by all the sciences d@adaard strove in play to achieve perfection, pure
being, the fullness of reality. Thus, "realizingasva favorite expression among the players. They
considered their Games a path from Becoming to@diom potentiality to reality. We would like to
remind the reader once again of the sentencesdjabta/e from Nicholas of Cues.

Incidentally, the terminology of Christian theojg@r at any rate that part of it which seemed to
have become a part of the general cultural heritage naturally absorbed into the symbolic language
of the Game. Thus one of the principles of the @ragrassage from the Bible, a phrase from one of
the Church Fathers, or from the Latin text of thasslcould be expressed and taken into the Game just
as easily and aptly as an axiom of geometry orladgeof Mozart. We would scarcely be exaggerating
if we ventured to say that for the small circlggehuine Glass Bead Game players the Game was
virtually equivalent to worship, although it deliagely eschewed developing any theology of its own.

In struggling for their continued existence in thiglst of soulless world powers, both the Glass
Bead Game players and the Roman Church had becaniependent upon each other for either to
permit a decisive confrontation between them, altjfiothat danger was always present, since the
intellectual honesty and the authentic impulsestich incisive, unequivocal formulations drove the
partisans of both toward a parting of the ways.t paating, however, never took place. Rome
vacillated between a benevolent and a hostilaid#itoward the Game, for a good many of the most
talented persons in the Roman congregations, atigtiranks of the high and the highest clergy, were
players. And the Game itself, ever since publicaimas and a Ludi Magister had been instituted,
enjoyed the protection of the Order and of the atlan ministries, both of which always behaved with
the greatest possible courtesy and chivalry toRhe. Pope Pius XV, who as a cardinal had been an
excellent and ardent Glass Bead Game player, dgfgohowed the example of all his predecessors
in bidding the Game farewell forever; but he westep further and actually attempted to put the &am
on trial. It was a near thing; had he carried astifitention, Catholics would have been forbidden t



play the Game. But the pope died before mattergdarthat point, and a widely read biography of thi
rather important man has represented his attitomtartd the Glass Bead Game as one of deep passion
which in his pontifical office he could vent only the form of hostility.

The Game had been played freely by individualsdiogies, and for a long time amiably
promoted by the ministries of education, beforcuired the status of a public institution. It Viiest
organized as such in France and England; othertgesifiollowed fairly rapidly. In each country a
Game Commission and a supreme head of the Gant@dpéze title of Ludi Magister, were
established. Official matches, played under theq®al direction of the Magister, were exalted into
cultural festivals. Like all high functionaries ¢altural life, the Magister of course remained
anonymous. Aside from a few intimates, no one khaaname. Official and international
communications media, such as radio and so on, made available only for the great official
matches over which the Ludi Magister personallysjgled. Among the duties of the Magister, in
addition to conducting the public Games, was supmnv of the players and the schools of the Game.
Above all, however, the Magister had to keep striatch over the further elaboration of the Game.
The World Commission of the Magisters of all coiggralone decided on the acceptance of new
symbols and formulas into the existing stock of @sme (which scarcely ever occurs nowadays), on
modifications of the rules, on the desirabilityinéluding new fields within the purview of the Game
If the Game is regarded as a kind of world languagéhoughtful men, the Games Commissions of
the various countries under the leadership of theigisters form as a whole the Academy which
guards the vocabulary, the development, and thigymfrthis language. Each country's Commission
possesses its Archive of the Game, that is, thistexgf all hitherto examined and accepted symbols
and decipherments, whose number long ago by faresled the number of the ancient Chinese
ideographs.

In general, a passing grade in the final exanomati one of the academies, especially one of
the elite schools, is considered sufficient quedifion for a Glass Bead Game player; but in thé pas
and to this day superior competence in one of theipal fields of scholarship or in music is tégit
assumed. To rise some day to membership in orfeedbames Commissions, or even to Ludi
Magister, is the dream of almost every fifteen-yelarin the elite schools. But by the time thesatjo
have become doctoral candidates, only a tiny péagerstill seriously cling to their ambition to eer
the Glass Bead Game and take an active partfartteer development. On the other hand, all these
lovers of the Game diligently study the lore of (B@me and practice meditation. At the "great" Games
they form that innermost ring of reverent and dedqtarticipants which gives the public matchesrthei
ceremonial character and keeps them from devoivittgmere aesthetic displays. To these real players
and devotees, the Ludi Magister is a prince or lpiglst, almost a deity.

But for every independent player, and especialhttie Magister, the Glass Bead Game is
primarily a form of music-making, somewhat in tlemse of those words that Joseph Knecht once
spoke concerning the nature of classical music:

"We consider classical music to be the epitomecanatessence of our culture, because it is
that culture's clearest, most significant gestuek expression. In this music we possess the heriaég
classical antiquity and Christianity, a spirit efenely cheerful and brave piety, a superbly chiwval
morality. For in the final analysis every importandtural gesture comes down to a morality, a model
for human behavior concentrated into a gesturevéd&now, between 1500 and 1800 a wide variety of
music was made; styles and means of expressionexéemely variegated; but the spirit, or rather th
morality, was everywhere the same. The human déitf which classical music is the expression is
always the same; it is always based on the santgedtimsight into life and strives for the samedkiof
victory over blind chance. Classical music as gessignifies knowledge of the tragedy of the human
condition, affirmation of human destiny, courageeerful serenity. The grace of a minuet by Handel
or Couperin, the sensuality sublimated into dediggsture to be found in many Italian composens or



Mozart, the tranquil, composed readiness for deaBach -- always there may be heard in these works
a defiance, a death-defying intrepidity, a gallgnand a note of superhuman laughter, of immomsl g
serenity. Let that same note also sound in ourd®a&ad Games, and in our whole lives, acts, and
sufferings.”

These words were noted down by one of Knecht'dpufvith them we bring to an end our
consideration of the Glass Bead Game.

THE
LIFE
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LUDI
JOSEPH
KNECHT

ONE
THE CALL

No KNOWLEDGE HAScome down to us of Joseph Knecht's origins. Likaeyr@her pupils of the
elite schools, he either lost his parents earlghitdhood, or the Board of Educators removed hiomir
unfavorable home conditions and took charge of Ihinany case, he was spared the conflict between
elite school and home which complicates the yotitinany other boys of his type, makes entry into
the Order more difficult, and in some cases trams$ohighly gifted young people into problem
personalities.

Knecht was one of those fortunates who seem lwor@dstalia, for the Order, and for service in
the Board of Educators. Although he was not sptregerplexities of the life of the mind, it was
given to him to experience without personal bitessithe tragedy inherent in every life consecrated
thought. Indeed, it is probably not so much thagiédy in itself that has tempted us to delve splgiee
into the personality of Joseph Knecht; rather,aswhe tranquil, cheerful, not to say radiant maime
which he brought his destiny and his talents tdibm. Like every man of importance he had his
daimonionand hisamor fati; but in himamor fatimanifests itself to us free of somberness and
fanaticism. Granted, there is always much thatdddn, and we must not forget that the writing of
history -- however dryly it is done and howevercsire the desire for objectivity -- remains literatu
History's third dimension is always fiction.

Thus, to select some examples of greatness, wentaidea whether Johann Sebastian Bach or
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart actually lived in a chelkodiua despondent manner. Mozart moves us with
that peculiarly touching and endearing grace diyddossoming and fading; Bach stands for the
edifying and comforting submission to God's patepten of which suffering and dying form a part.
But we do not really read these qualities fromrtb@graphies and from such facts about their peiva
lives as have come down to us; we read them sbiaty their works, from their music. Furthermore,



although we know Bach's biography and deduce hisopality from his music, we involuntarily
include his posthumous destiny in the picture. \Gteceive him as living with the knowledge, which
causes him a silent smile, that all his work wdwgdforgotten after his death, that his manuscripts
would be treated as so much waste paper, thatfdme sons instead of himself would be considered
"the great Bach," and harvest the success he Himseited, and that after his work had been
rediscovered it would be plunged into the misun@@dings and barbarities of the Age of the
Feuilleton, and so on. Similarly, we tend to asetio Mozart, while still alive and flourishing, and
producing his soundest work, some knowledge o$écurity in the hands of death, some premonition
of the kindness with which death would embrace Mhere a body of work exists, the historian
cannot help himself; he must sum it up, along whthlife of the creator of that work, as two
inseparable halves of a living unity. So we do viitbzart or with Bach; so we also do with Knecht,
although he belongs to our essentially uncreatimeaad has not left behind any body of work of the
same nature as those masters.

In attempting to trace the course of Knecht'swigeare also attempting to interpret it, and
although as historians we must deeply regret thatswess of authenticated information on the last
period of his life, we were nevertheless encourdagathdertake the task precisely because thiphast
of Knecht's life has become a legend. We have takenthis legend and adhere to its spirit, whether
or not it is merely a pious fiction. Just as we wnwothing about Knecht's birth and origins, we know
nothing about his death. But we have not the stigfiteason for assuming that this death could have
been a matter of pure chance. We regard his figafar as it is known, as built up in a clear ssstmn
of stages; and if in our speculations about itswadyladly accept the legend and faithfully repprt
we do so because what the legend tells us aboldaghstage of his life seems to correspond fulth w
the previous stages. We go so far as to admitlieatnanner in which his life drifts gently off into
legend appears to us organic and right, justiagoibses no strain on our credulity to believe i th
continued existence of a constellation that hasstal below the horizon. Within the world in which
we live -- and by we | mean the author of this présvork and the reader -- Joseph Knecht reacleed th
summit and achieved the maximum. As Magister Liedbbacame the leader and prototype of all those
who strive toward and cultivate the things of theanHe administered and increased the cultural
heritage that had been handed down to him, fordmehigh priest of a temple that is sacred to eadh a
every one of us. But he did more than attain tédmeof a Master, did more than fill the office het
very summit of our hierarchy. He moved on beyondeétgrew out of it into a dimension whose nature
we can only reverently guess at. And for that wvesson it seems to us perfectly appropriate, and in
keeping with his life, that his biography shouldahave surpassed the usual dimensions and atdhe e
passed on into legend. We accept the miracle sfféiact and rejoice in it without any inclinationgoy
into it interpretively. But insofar as Knecht'sliis historical -- and it is that up to one speoaifay --
we intend to treat it as such. It has been our &mate therefore, to transmit the tradition exaeidyit
has been revealed to us by our researches.

Concerning his childhood before he entered the stihools, we know only a single incident. It
is, however, one of symbolic importance, for itrsfges the first great call of the realm of MindHhon,
the voice of his vocation. And it is characterighat this first call came not from science or
scholarship, but from music. We owe this fragmdriiiography, as we do almost all the recollections
of Knecht's personal life, to the jottings of a pub the Glass Bead Game, a loyal admirer who lept
record of many of the remarks and stories of hesagteacher.

Knecht must have been twelve or thirteen yearabttle time. For quite a while he had been a
scholarship pupil in the Latin school of Berolfimye small town on the fringes of the Zaberwald.
Probably Berolfingen was also his birthplace. ld&chers at the school, and especially his music
teacher, had already recommended him two or timesstto the highest Board for admission into the
elite schools. But Knecht knew nothing about tnd Aad as yet had no encounters with the elite or



with any of the masters of the highest Board ofdadors. His music teacher, from whom he was
learning violin and the lute, told him that the MuMaster would shortly be coming to Berolfingen to
inspect music instruction at the school. Thereflmeeph must practice like a good boy and not
embarrass his teacher.

The news stirred the boy deeply, for of coursé&rmwv quite well who the Music Master was.
He was not to be compared with the school inspsattio visited twice a year, coming from
somewhere in the higher reaches of the Board ot&dus. The Music Master was one of the twelve
demigods, one of the twelve supreme heads of ths&t nespected of Boards. In all musical affairs he
was the supreme authority for the entire countoythink that the Music Master himself, the Magister
Musicae in person, would be coming to Berolfing€hére was only one person in the world whom
Joseph might have regarded as still more legermlatymysterious: the Master of the Glass Bead
Game.

Joseph was filled in advance with an enormoustiamaious reverence for the impending
visitor. He imagined the Music Master variouslyaasing, as one of the Twelve Apostles, or as one of
the legendary great artists of classical times,jehk&kl Praetorius or a Claudio Monteverdi, a J. J.
Froberger or Johann Sebastian Bach. And he loak®hafd with a joy as deep as his terror to the
appearance of this mighty star. That one of theigleds and archangels, one of the mysterious and
almighty regents of the world of thought, was tpegr in the flesh here in town and in the Latin
school; that he was going to see him, and thakhster might possibly speak to him, examine him,
reprimand or praise him, was a kind of miracle earé prodigy in the skies. Moreover, as the teacher
assured him, this was to be the first time in desatiat a Magister Musicae in person would be
visiting the town and the little Latin school. They pictured the forthcoming event in a great ugirie
of ways. Above all he imagined a great public fedtand a reception such as he had once experienced
when a new mayor had taken office, with brass bamndsstreets strung with banners; there might even
be fireworks. Knecht's schoolmates also had suttasées and hopes. His happy excitement was
subdued only by the thought that he himself migime too close to this great man, and that his
playing and his answers might be so bad that hddwnd up unbearably disgraced. But this anxiety
was sweet as well as tormenting. Secretly, witlaolmitting it to himself, he did not think the whole
eagerly anticipated festival with its flags ana@wworks nearly so fine, so entrancing, importand, an
miraculously delightful as the very possibility thnee, little Joseph Knecht, would be seeing this @ia
close quarters, that in fact the Master was pathigyvisit to Berolfingen just a little on his, &h's,
account -- for he was after all coming to examhnedtate of musical instruction, and the musicheac
obviously thought it possible that the Master woekémine him as well.

But perhaps it would not come to that -- alaprabably would not. After all, it was hardly
possible. The Master would have better things tthda to listen to a small boy's violin playing. He
would probably want to see and hear only the olaere advanced pupils.

Such were the boy's thoughts as he awaited theAdeythe day, when it came, began with a
disappointment. No music blared in the streetdlags and garlands hung from the houses. As on
every other day, Joseph had to gather up his baattshotebooks and go to the ordinary classes. And
even in the classroom there was not the slighigstaf decoration or festivity. Everything was
ordinary and normal. Class began; the teacher hisreveryday smock; he made no speeches, did not
so much as mention the great guest of honor.

But during the second or third hour the guest caewertheless. There was a knock at the door;
the school janitor came in and informed the teatierJoseph Knecht was to present himself to the
music teacher in fifteen minutes. And he had betigke sure that his hair was decently combed and
his hands and fingernails clean.

Knecht turned pale with fright. He stumbled frdme tlassroom, ran to the dormitory, put down
his books, washed and combed his hair. Trembliadpbk his violin case and his book of exercises.



With a lump in his throat, he made his way to thesim rooms in the annex. An excited schoolmate
met him on the stairs, pointed to a practice roanal, told him: "You're supposed to wait here tiéhyh
call you."

The wait was short, but seemed to him an eterNityone called him, but a man entered the
room. A very old man, it seemed to him at firstt wery tall, white-haired, with a fine, clear faaed
penetrating, light-blue eyes. The gaze of thoses eyight have been frightening, but they were
serenely cheerful as well as penetrating, neitngghing nor smiling, but filled with a calm, quietl
radiant cheerfulness. He shook hands with the bhogded, and sat down with deliberation on the stool
in front of the old practice piano. "You are José&ptecht?" he said. "Your teacher seems content with
you. | think he is fond of you. Come, let's malétee music together.”

Knecht had already taken out his violin. The olahnstruck the A, and the boy tuned. Then he
looked inquiringly, anxiously, at the Music Master.

"What would you like to play?" the Master asked.

The boy could not say a word. He was filled tobhien with awe of the old man. Never had he
seen a person like this. Hesitantly, he pickedigpkercise book and held it out to the Master.

"No," the Master said, "I want you to play frommary, and not an exercise but something
easy that you know by heart. Perhaps a song yeu'lik

Knecht was confused, and so enchanted by thissiagehose eyes that he could not answer.
He was deeply ashamed of his confusion, but urtaldpeak. The Master did not insist. With one
finger, he struck the first notes of a melody, &aked questioningly at the boy. Joseph noddedsand
once played the melody with pleasure. It was on@é®bld songs which were often sung in school.

"Once more," the Master said.

Knecht repeated the melody, and the old man nayeol a second voice to go with it. Now the
old song rang through the small practice room io parts.

"Once more."

Knecht played, and the Master played the secortdgrad a third part also. Now the beautiful
old song rang through the room in three parts.

"Once more." And the Master played three voicesghith the melody.

"A lovely song," the Master said softly. "Playagain, in the alto this time."

The Master gave him the first note, and Knechyguia the Master accompanying with the other
three voices. Again and again the Master said, &0nore," and each time he sounded merrier. Knecht
played the melody in the tenor, each time acconguaby two or three parts. They played the song
many times, and with every repetition the song iwasluntarily enriched with embellishments and
variations. The bare little room resounded fesyivelthe cheerful light of the forenoon.

After a while the old man stopped. "Is that end¥igie asked. Knecht shook his head and
began again. The Master chimed in gaily with his¢hvoices, and the four parts drew their thiniduc
lines, spoke to one another, mutually supporteassed, and wove around one another in delightful
windings and figurations. The boy and the old maased to think of anything else; they surrendered
themselves to the lovely, congenial lines and gjons they formed as their parts crisscrossedgau
in the network their music was creating, they swilagently along with it, obeying an unseen
conductor. Finally, when the melody had come termt once more, the Master turned his head and
asked: "Did you like that, Joseph?"

Gratefully, his face glowing, Knecht looked at hiHe was radiant, but still speechless.

"Do you happen to know what a fugue is?" the Mastev asked.

Knecht looked dubious. He had already heard fugu#tshad not yet studied them in class.

"Very well," the Master said, "then I'll show yoviou'll grasp it quicker if we make a fugue
ourselves. Now then, the first thing we need feugue is a theme, and we don't have to look far for
the theme. We'll take it from our song."



He played a brief phrase, a fragment of the sanglsdy. It sounded strange, cut out in that
way, without head or tail. He played the theme amoee, and this time he went on to the first
entrance; the second entrance changed the inwradifth to a fourth; the third repeated the ffias
octave higher, as did the fourth with the secorige &xposition concluded with a cadence in the Key o
the dominant. The second working-out modulated rMrexdy to other keys; the third, tending toward
the subdominant, ended with a cadence on the tonic.

The boy looked at the player's clever white firsgesaw the course of the development faintly
mirrored in his concentrated expression, whiledyiss remained quiet under half-closed lids. Joseph'
heart swelled with veneration, with love for thed#a. His ear drank in the fugue; it seemed to him
that he was hearing music for the first time inlties Behind the music being created in his presen
he sensed the world of Mind, the joy-giving harmafyaw and freedom, of service and rule. He
surrendered himself, and vowed to serve that wamldithis Master. In those few minutes he saw
himself and his life, saw the whole cosmos guidedered, and interpreted by the spirit of musicdAn
when the playing had come to an end, he saw thigalaa and king for whom he felt so intense a
reverence pause for a little while longer, slightitywed over the keys, with half-closed eyes, hie fa
softly glowing from within. Joseph did not know wher he ought to rejoice at the bliss of this
moment, or weep because it was over.

The old man slowly raised himself from the piatmo§ fixed those cheerful blue eyes
piercingly and at the same time with unimaginabkentliness upon him, and said: "Making music
together is the best way for two people to becameads. There is none easier. That is a fine tHing.
hope you and | shall remain friends. Perhaps yowidl learn how to make fugues, Joseph."

He shook hands with Joseph and took his leaveirBihe doorway he turned once more and
gave Joseph a parting greeting, with a look aner@nsonious little inclination of his head.

Many years later Knecht told his pupil that whenstepped out of the building, he found the
town and the world far more transformed and endthtitan if there had been flags, garlands, and
streamers, or displays of fireworks. He had expeee his vocation, which may surely be spoken of as
a sacrament. The ideal world, which hitherto hisngsoul had known only by hearsay and in wild
dreams, had suddenly taken on visible lineamemtsifo. Its gates had opened invitingly. This world,
he now saw, did not exist only in some vague, rempaist or future; it was here and was active; it
glowed, sent messengers, apostles, ambassadortikentmnis old Magister (who by the way was not
nearly so old as he then seemed to Joseph). Aadghrthis venerable messenger an admonition and a
call had come from that world even to him, thegngicant Latin school pupil.

Such was the meaning of the experience for hitoolk weeks before he actually realized, and
was convinced, that the magical events of thatasaental hour corresponded to a precise event in the
real world, that the summons was not just a seheappiness and admonition in his own soul and his
own conscience, but a show of favor and an exhortétom the earthly powers. For in the long run it
could not be concealed that the Music Master's kel been neither a matter of chance nor a real
inspection of the school. Rather, Knecht's namestaad for some time on the lists of pupils who
seemed deserving of education in the elite scdany rate, on the basis of his teachers' repats
had been so recommended to the Board of Educdioesboy had been recommended for good
character and as a Latinist, but the highest ptasecome from his music teacher. Therefore the
Music Master had chosen to stop off for a few hawiBerolfingen, in the course of an official
mission, in order to see this pupil. In his exartiorahe was not so much interested in Joseph's loati
his fingering (in these matters he relied on tlaehers' reports, which he nevertheless spent an hou
going over) as whether the boy had it in him byurato become a musician in the higher sense of the
word, whether he had the capacity for enthusiasbmglination, reverence, worshipful service. As a
rule, and for very good reasons, the teacherseiptilic schools were anything but liberal in their
recommendations of pupils for the "elite." Nevel#lss, now and then someone would be pushed out



of more or less unsavory motives. Quite often, fomm sheer lack of insight a teacher would
stubbornly recommend some pet pupil who had feweg aside from diligence, ambition, and a
certain shrewdness in his conduct toward the teacfibe Music Master particularly disliked this #in
of boy. He could tell at once whether a pupil wasue that his future career was at stake, and woe t
the boy who approached him too adroitly, too canndo cleverly, let alone one who tried to flatter
him. In a good many cases such candidates werdedjaithout even an examination.

Knecht, on the other hand, had delighted the alditMaster. He had liked him very much.
As he continued his journey he recalled the boy wieasure. He had made no notes and entered no
marks for him in his notebook, but he took with Hime memory of the unspoiled, modest boy, and
upon his return he inscribed his name in his owrdhan the list of pupils who had been examined
personally by a member of the Board of Educatodskaen found worthy of admission.

Joseph had occasionally heard talk in school attoaitist, and in a great variety of tones. The
pupils called it "the golden book," but sometimesyt disrespectfully referred to it as the "climbers
catalogue."” Whenever a teacher mentioned the lisbaly to remind a pupil that a lout like him aiad
never hope to win a place on it -- there would lbete of solemnity, of respect, and also of self-
importance in his voice. But if the pupils mentidrtbe catalogue, they usually spoke in a jeering to
and with somewhat exaggerated indifference. Onseplohad heard a schoolmate say: "Go on, what
do | care about that stupid climbers' cataloguas Won't see a regular feller's name on it, thatés o
sure thing. The teachers keep it for all the wgrstds and creeps.”

A curious period followed Joseph's wonderful exgare with the Music Master. He still did
not know that he now belonged to #lecti,to theflos juventutisas the elite pupils were called in the
Order. At first it did not enter his mind that teenight be practical consequences and tangibletsffe
of the episode upon his general destiny or hig/diéd. While for his teachers he was already mdrke
by distinction and on the verge of departure, Imaskif was conscious of his call almost entirelaas
process within himself. Even so, it made a clewaiditig line in his life. Although the hour with the
sorcerer (as he often thought of the Music Mastad) only brought to fruition, or brought closer,
something he had already sensed in his own hiatthbur nevertheless clearly separated the past
from the present and the future -- just as an anedelreamer, even if he wakes up in the same
surroundings that he has seen in his dream, caealty doubt that he is now awake. There are many
types and kinds of vocation, but the core of theegdence is always the same: the soul is awakeyed b
it, transformed or exalted, so that instead of th®and presentiments from within a summons comes
from without. A portion of reality presents itsalid makes its claim.

In this case the portion of reality had been thesid Master. This remote, venerated demigod,
this archangel from the highest spheres of heéhemhappeared in the flesh. Joseph had seen his
omniscient blue eyes. He had sat on the stoolegpitctice piano, had made music with Joseph, made
music wonderfully; almost without words he had shdvim what music really was, had blessed him,
and vanished.

For the present Joseph was incapable of reflectingossible practical consequences, on all
that might flow out of this event, for he was muob preoccupied with the immediate reverberations
of it within himself. Like a young plant hithertaigtly and intermittently developing which suddenly
begins to breathe harder and to grow, as thoughniraculous hour it has become aware of the law
which shapes it and begins to strive toward thilfukent of its being, the boy, touched by the
magician's hand, began rapidly and eagerly to gaih@ tauten his energies. He felt changed, grawing
he felt new tensions and new harmonies betweendffimsd the world. There were times, now, in
music, Latin, and mathematics, when he could maasks that were still far beyond his age and the
scope of his schoolmates. Sometimes he felt cajpdlaley achievements. At other times he might
forget everything and daydream with a new softaesssurrender, listen to the wind or the rain, gaze
into the chalice of a flower or the moving watefsh® river, understanding nothing, divining



everything, lost in sympathy, curiosity, the crayio comprehend, carried away from his own self
toward another, toward the world, toward the mystard sacrament, the at once painful and lovely
disporting of the world of appearances.

Thus, beginning from within and growing toward theeting and confirmation of self and
world, the vocation of Joseph Knecht developedariget purity. He passed through all its stages,
tasted all its joys and anxieties. Unhampered lojglen revelations and indiscretions, the sublime
process moved to its conclusion. His was the tym@ealution of every noble mind; working and
growing harmoniously and at the same tempo, theriself and the outer world approached each other.
At the end of these developments the boy becamesaviais situation and of the fate that awaited
him. He realized that his teachers were treatinglliie a colleague, even like a guest of honor vehos
departure is expected at any moment, and thathmoémates were half admiring or envying him, half
avoiding or even distrusting him. Some of his eresmow openly mocked and hated him, and he
found himself more and more separated from andrgisby former friends. But by then the same
process of separation and isolation had been caeapiethin himself. His own feelings had taught
him to regard the teachers more and more as ags®c#&her than superiors; his former friends had
become temporary companions of the road, now &dfirid. He no longer felt that he was among
equals in his school and his town. He was no longére right place. Everything he had known had
become permeated by a hidden death, a solventreélity, a sense of belonging to the past. It Had a
become a makeshift, like worn-out clothing thataroger fitted. And as the end of his stay at theérLa
school approached, this slow outgrowing of a belcaed harmonious home town, this shedding of a
way of life no longer right for him, this living aie verge of departure -- interspersed though the
mood of parting was by moments of supreme rejoieing radiant self-assurance -- became a terrible
torment to him, an almost intolerable pressuresuritéring. For everything was slipping from him
without his being sure that it was not really hithado was abandoning everything. He could not say
whether he should not be blaming himself for tresghing and estrangement of his dear and
accustomed world. Perhaps he had killed it by daorhiby arrogance, by pride, by disloyalty and lack
of love. Among the pangs inherent in a genuine ttopathese are the bitterest. One who has received
the call takes, in accepting it, not only a gifdancommandment, but also something akin to guilt.
Similarly, the soldier who is snatched from theksof his comrades and raised to the status afesffi
is the worthier of promotion, the more he paysifevith a feeling of guilty conscience toward his
comrades.

Joseph Knecht, however, had the good fortune tihigaigh this evolution undisturbed and in
utter innocence. When at last the faculty inforrhad of his distinction and his impending admission
to the elite schools, he was for the moment corapleturprised, although a moment later this novelty
seemed to him something he had long known and &geecting. Yet only now did he recall that for
weeks the worelectuspor "elite boy," had now and again been sneeringlied out behind his back.
He had heard it, but only half heard, and had negwagined it as anything but a taunt. He had taken
to mean not that his schoolmates were actuallynggliim anelectusput that they were jeering:
"You're so stuck up you think you're alectus’ Occasionally he had suffered from the gulf thad
opened between himself and his schoolmates, Hattrhe would never have considered himself an
electusHe had become conscious of the call not as anmisagnk, but only as an inward admonition
and encouragement. And yet -- in spite of evergthirad he not known it all along, divined it, fiélt
again and again? Now it had come; his raptures w@mnérmed, made legitimate; his suffering had had
meaning; the clothing he had worn, by now unbegralal and too tight, could be discarded at last. A
new suit was waiting for him.

With his admission into the elite, Knecht's lifaswransferred to a different plane. The first and



decisive step in his development had been takeésmblf no means the rule for all elite pupils that
official admission to the elite coincides with tineer experience of vocation. That is a matterratg,
or to put it in banal terms, sheer good fortunee young man to whom it does happen starts out with
an advantage, just as it is an advantage to benssttlwith felicitous qualities of body and soul.
Almost all elite pupils regard their election agiece of great good fortune, a distinction they@md
of, and a great many of them have previously felaalent longing for that distinction. But for mast
the elect the transition from the ordinary schadltheir home towns to the schools of Castalia me
harder than they had imagined, and entails a gat/manexpected disappointments. Especially for
pupils who were happy and loved in their homesgctienge represents a very difficult parting and
renunciation. The result is a rather considerabhalver of transfers back home, especially during the
first two elite years. The reason for these isanlaick of talent and industry, but the inabilitytbé

pupils to adapt to boarding-school life and toittea of more and more severing their ties to family
and home until ultimately they would cease to kreowd to respect any allegiance other than to the
Order.

On the other hand, there were occasionally pdigilssthom admission to the elite schools
meant above all freedom from home or an oppressikieol, from an oversevere father, say, or a
disagreeable teacher. These youngsters breathied fas while, but they had expected such vadt an
impossible changes in their whole life that disibnment soon followed.

The real climbers and model pupils, the young ptsjaould also not always hold their own in
Castalia. Not that they would have been unabl®epeavith their studies. But in the elite, studiad a
marks were not the only criterion. There were offextagogical and artistic goals which sometimes
proved too much for such pupils. Nevertheless, iwithe system of four great elite schools with thei
numerous subdivisions and branch institutions tka&e room for a great variety of talents, and an
aspiring mathematician or a student of languagdditaratures, if he really had the makings of a
scholar, would not be misprized for a lack of makar philosophical talent. Even in Castalia, intfa
there were at times very strong tendencies towaltd/ation of the pure, sober disciplines, and the
advocates of such tendencies not only denigratetMbionaries,” that is, the devotees of music and
the other arts, but even sometimes went so fay Bwswear and ban, within their own circle,
everything artistic, and especially the Glass B8ade.

Since all that is known to us of Knecht's life kquace in Castalia, in that most tranquil and
serene region of our mountainous country, whicthéold days used to be called, in the poet Gaethe
phrase, "the pedagogical province," we shall atidieof boring the reader with matters long faanili
once more briefly sketch the character of famoustalia and the structure of her schools. These
schools, for brevity known as the elite schoolsistitute a wise and flexible system by means otivhi
the administration (a Council of Studies consistifigwenty councillors, ten representing the Boaird
Educators and ten representing the Order) dranwdidaties from among the most gifted pupils in the
various sections and schools of the country, ieotd supply new generations for the Order andhfior
the important offices in the secondary school systed the universities. The multitude of ordinary
schools, gymnasia, and other schools in the couwtngther technical or humanistic in character, are
for more than ninety per cent of our students mapay schools for the professions. They terminate
with an entrance examination for the university ti# university there is a specific course of sttaty
each subject. Such is the standard curriculumdostudents, as everyone knows. These schools make
reasonably strict demands and do their best taidedhe untalented.

But alongside or above these schools we haveyiiera of elite schools, to which only the
pupils of extraordinary gifts and character are isigih Entrance to them is not controlled by
examinations. Instead, the elite pupils are chayatheir teachers, according to their judgment, ared
recommended to the Castalian authorities. One degcher suggests to a child of eleven or twelve
that if he wished he could perhaps enter one o€Cimalian schools next semester. Does he feel



attracted by the idea; does he feel any vocatioit?drhe boy is given time to think it over. If bigen
agrees, and if the unqualified consent of bothmtaris obtained, one of the elite schools admits dm
probation. The directors and the highest-levelheex of these elite schools (by no means the fasult
of the universities) form the Board of Educatorbjak has charge of all education and all intellattu
organizations in the country. Once a boy becomedisnpupil (and assuming he does not fail any of
the courses, in which case he is sent back torttieary schools) he no longer has to prepare for a
profession or some specialty that will subsequédntiyome his livelihood. Rather, the Order and the
hierarchy of academics are recruited from amongelite pupils, everyone from the grammar school
teachers to the highest officers, the twelve Doeccbf Studies, also called Masters, and the Ludi
Magister, the director of the Glass Bead Game.

As a rule, the last courses in the elite scho@dsampleted between the ages of twenty-two and
twenty-five. The graduate is then admitted to tiided. Thereafter, all educational and research
institutions of the Order and of the Board of Edocaiare available to the former elite pupils tiad
libraries, archives, laboratories, and so on, togrewvith a large staff of teachers if they desingtfer
study, and all the facilities of the Glass Bead @afdegree of specialization begins even durileg th
school years. In the upper ranges of the elite@shitbose who show special aptitudes for languages,
philosophy, mathematics, or whatever are shiftethéocurriculum which provides the best
nourishment for their talents. Most of these pueild up as subject teachers in the public schoals a
universities. They remain, even though they haftedastalia, members of the Order for life. Thatiois
say, they stand at an austere remove from the "aefr{those who were not educated in the elite
schools) and can never -- unless they resign tderGr become professional men, such as doctors,
lawyers, engineers, and so on. They are subjetiféao the rules of the Order, which include paye
and bachelorhood. The common people call themhialfaderisive, half-respectful tone "the
mandarins."”

Thus the bulk of former elite pupils find theitiolate destiny as schoolmasters. The tiny
remainder, the top flight of the Castalian schocds) devote themselves to free study for as long as
they please. A contemplative, diligent intellectlifal is reserved for them. Many a highly giftedgen
who for one reason or another, perhaps some ptygéect or quirk of character, is not suited to
become a teacher or to hold a responsible pokeisuperior or inferior Boards of Educators, may go
on studying, researching, or collecting throughustlife as a pensioner of the authorities. His
contribution to society then consists mostly of kgof pure scholarship. Some are placed as advisers
to dictionary committees, archives, libraries, andn; others pursue scholarship as art for aits. A
good many of them have devoted their lives to lyiglistruse and sometimes peculiar subjects, such as
Lodovicus Crudelis who toiled for thirty years tsdatting all extant ancient Egyptian texts into both
Greek and Sanscrit, or the somewhat peculiar Ch&ttvensis Il who has bequeathed to us four
immense folio volumes ohhe Pronunciation of Latin in the Universities afughern Italy toward the
End of the Twelfth Centuryhis work was intended as Part One éfistory of thePronunciation of
Latin from the Twelfth to the Sixteenth Centuriagt in spite of its one thousand manuscript paiges,
has remained a fragment, for no one has carriegdework.

It is understandable that there has been a gaaldfigking about purely learned works of this
type. Their actual value for the future of schdt@wsand for the people as a whole cannot be
demonstrated. Nevertheless, scholarship, as wagdruart in the olden days, must indeed have far-
flung grazing grounds, and in pursuit of a subyeleich interests no one but himself a scholar can
accumulate knowledge which provides colleagues imittrmation as valuable as that stored in a
dictionary or an archive.

As far as possible, scholarly works such as tlewedmentioned were printed. The real scholars
were left in almost total freedom to ply their segland their Games, and no one objected thate goo
many of their works seemed to bring no immediateefies to the people or the community and,



inevitably, seemed to nonscholars merely luxuriowslities. A good many of these scholars have
been smiled at for the nature of their studies naute has ever been reproved, let alone had his
privileges withdrawn. Nor were they merely tolethtthey enjoyed the respect of the populace, itespi
of being the butts of many jokes. This respect fwasded on the sacrifice with which all members of
the scholarly community paid for their intellectgaivileges. They had many amenities; they had a
modest allotment of food, clothing, and shelteeythad splendid libraries, collections, and
laboratories at their disposal. But in return thetyounced lush living, marriage, and family. As a
monastic community they were excluded from comjetiin the world. They owned no property,
received no titles and honors, and in materialghinad to content themselves with a very simpée lif
If one wanted to expend the years of his life deerpg a single ancient inscription, he was freddo
so, and would even be helped. But if he desiredldiwing, rich clothing, money, or titles, he found
these things inexorably barred. Those for whom gpalifications were important usually returned to
"the world" quite young; they became paid teacletsitors or journalists; they married or in other
ways sought out a life to suit their tastes.

When the time came for Joseph Knecht to leaveli®sgen, it was his music teacher who
accompanied him to the railroad station. Sayingdgoy to this teacher was painful, and his head als
swelled a little with a feeling of loneliness antcartainty after the train started and the whitéweds
stepped gable of the old castle tower dropped bsigbt and did not reappear. Many another pugsl ha
set out on this first journey with far more turtntiéeelings, frightened and in tears. Joseph had
inwardly already transferred his allegiance; héhstibod the journey well. And he did not have far to
go.

He had been assigned to the Eschholz school. Haerbeen pictures of this school hanging in
his principal's office. Eschholz was the largest #re newest complex of schools in Castalia. The
buildings were all modern. There was no town inwioaity, only a village-like small settlement set
among woods. Beyond the settlement the school dpreia wide, level, and cheerful, the buildings
enclosing a large open quadrangle. In the centdreofjluadrangle, arranged like the five on a dle, f
enormous, stately trees raised their dark con#getgsky. The huge rectangle was partly in lawntlypar
in gravel, its expanse broken only by two largensming pools, fed by running water. Wide, shallow
steps led down to the pools. At the entrance ghnny plaza stood the schoolhouse, the only tall
building in the complex. There were two wings, efiahked by a five-columned portico. All the rest
of the buildings enclosing the quadrangle were V& flat, and unadorned, divided into perfectly
equal sections, each of which led out into theglthzough an arcade and down a low flight of steps.
Pots of flowers stood in the openings of most efdihcades.

In keeping with Castalian custom, Joseph waset#tived by a school attendant and taken to a
principal or a committee of teachers. Instead h@sknate met him, a tall, good-looking boy in clegh
of blue linen, a few years older than Joseph. H®klhands, saying, "My name is Oscar; I'm the
senior boy in Hellas House, where you will be lyih've been assigned to welcome you and show you
around. You're not expected to attend classestontibrrow, so we have plenty of time to look around
You'll get the hang of things soon enough. Andlyttu have become adjusted, please consider me
your friend and mentor, and your protector as weltase some of the fellows bother you. There are
always some who think they have to haze the new hdittle. But it won't be bad, take it from md. |
show you Hellas House first, so you'll see wheng'rgogoing to live."

Thus, in the traditional fashion, Oscar greetedrtbwcomer; the housemaster had appointed
him Joseph's mentor, and he in fact made an atfiqfay his part well. It is, after all, a part theniors
usually find congenial, and if a fifteen-year-o#dkes the trouble to charm a thirteen-year-old by
employing a tone of affable comradeship with a toatpatronage, he will almost always succeed.



During Joseph's first few days his mentor treaiedlike a guest whom a courteous host pampers in
the hope that he will, should he happen to deparhext day, take away with him a good impression
of host and house.

Joseph was shown to a room which he would bergharith two other boys. He was served
rusks and a cup of fruit juice. He was shown thelelof Hellas House, one of the dormitories of the
large quadrangle; he was shown where to hang Wil ia the steam bath, and in which corner he was
allowed to keep potted plants, if he wanted theafoR: evening fell he was also taken to the lawsrder
at the washhouse, where a blue linen suit wasteel@nd fitted for him.

From the very first Joseph felt at ease in theal&le gaily fell in with Oscar's tone and
showed only the slightest trace of bashfulneskpatyh he naturally regarded this older boy, who had
obviously been at home in Castalia for a long tiassomething of a demigod. He even enjoyed the
bits of showing-off, as when Oscar would weave mglecated Greek quotation into his talk only to
recall politely that the new boy of course couldmtierstand, naturally not, how could he be expecte
to!

In any case, life at a boarding school was nothieyg to Joseph. He fitted in without difficulty.
For that matter, no important events of his yeaisahholz have been recorded. The terrible fit&én
schoolhouse must have happened after his timaoRsmf his scholastic record have been traced; the
show that he occasionally had the highest marksusic and Latin, and somewhat above average in
mathematics and Greek. Now and then there areesrabiout him in the "House Book," such as
"ingenium valde capax, studia non angusta, morebantur”or "ingenium felix et profectuum
avidissimum, moribus placet officiosi$Vhat punishments he received at Eschholz can rgeldme
determined; the disciplinary register was lostha tire, along with so much else. There is the
testimony of a fellow pupil that during the fouraye at Eschholz Knecht was punished only once (by
being excluded from the weekly outing), and thatdemerit had consisted in obstinately refusing to
name a schoolmate who had done something agaestilfs. The anecdote sounds plausible. Knecht
undoubtedly was always a good comrade and newatestaward his superiors. Nevertheless, it seems
highly unlikely that this was actually his sole whment in four years.

Since our data on Knecht's early period in thie elchool are so sparse, we cite a passage from
one of his later lectures on the Glass Bead Gameclt's own manuscripts of these lectures for
beginners are not available, it should be notedidligered them extemporaneously, and a pupil took
them down in shorthand. At one point Knecht spedid@it analogies and associations in the Glass
Bead Game, and in regard to the latter distingsisietween "legitimate," universally comprehensible
associations and those that are "private" or stibgedHe remarks: "To give you an example of prvat
associations that do not forfeit their private wasiithough they have no place in the Glass BeadeGGam
| shall tell you of one such association that gusask to my own schooldays. | was about fourteemsyea
old, and it was the season when spring is alreadlye air, February or March. One afternoon a
schoolmate invited me to go out with him to cuew felder switches. He wanted to use them as pipes
for a model water mill. We set out, and it musténédeen an unusually beautiful day in the worldhor i
my own mind, for it has remained in my memory, &dchsafed me a little experience. The ground
was wet, but free of snow; strong green shoots akeady breaking through on the edge of streams.
Buds and the first opening catkins were alreaddilana tinge of color to the bare bushes, and ithe a
was full of scent, a scent imbued with life andhagbntradictions. There were smells of damp soil,
decaying leaves, and young growth; any moment gpeated to smell the first violets although there
were none yet.

"We came to the elder bushes. They had tiny buatsno leaves, and as | cut off a twig, a
powerful, bittersweet scent wafted toward me. &rsed to gather and multiply all the other smells of
spring within itself. | was completely stunned byl ismelled my knife, smelled my hand, smelled the
elder twig. It was the sap that gave off so insistand irresistible a fragrance. We did not talkuathit,



but my friend also thoughtfully smelled for a lotigpe. The fragrance meant something to him also.

"Well now, every experience has its element of imdg this case the onset of spring, which
had enthralled me as | walked over the wet, squishieadows and smelled the soil and the buds, had
now been concentrated into a sensual symbol bfottissimoof that elder shrub's fragrance. Possibly
I would never have forgotten this scent even ifékperience had remained isolated. Rather, every
future encounter with that smell deep into my aje avould in all probability have revived the memory
of that first time | had consciously experiencee filagrance. But now a second element enteredtin. A
that time | had found an old volume of music atpmno teacher's. It was a volume of songs by Franz
Schubert, and it exerted a strong attraction upenlrad leafed through it one time when | had a
rather long wait for the teacher, and had askdabtoow it for a few days. In my leisure hours | gav
myself up to the ecstasy of discovery. Up to thmaétl had not known Schubert at all, and | wasllyta
captivated by him. And now, on the day of that walkhe elderberry bush or the day after, |
discovered Schubert's spring songie'linden Lifte sind erwaclitand the first chords of the piano
accompaniment assailed me like something alreadilifa. Those chords had exactly the same
fragrance as the sap of the young elder, justteer$iveet, just as strong and compressed, justlas f
the forthcoming spring. From that time on the asd@mn of earliest spring, fragrance of elder,
Schubert chords has been fixed and absolutely Maliane. As soon as the first chord is struck |
immediately smell the tartness of the sap, and toghther mean to me: spring is on the way.

"This private association of mine is a preciousggssion | would not willingly give up. But the
fact that two sensual experiences leap up evem kithink, 'spring is coming' -- that fact is my ow
personal affair. It can be communicated, certaias/l have communicated it to you just now. But it
cannot be transmitted. | can make you understandgsgciation, but | cannot so affect a single dne o
you that my private association will become a valjdhbol for you in your turn, a mechanism which
infallibly reacts on call and always follows thersacourse.”

One of Knecht's fellow pupils, who later rosehe tank of First Archivist of the Glass Bead
Game, maintained that Knecht on the whole had heaerry boy, though without a trace of
boisterousness. When playing music he would sonestimave a wonderfully rapt, blissful expression.
He was rarely seen in an excited or passionate neoaept at the rhythmic ball game, which he loved.
But there were times when this friendly, healthy attracted attention, and gave rise to mockery or
anxiety. This happened when pupils were dismisséairly frequent occurrence in the lower clasdes o
the elite schools. The first time a classmate wissing from classes and games, did not return next
day, and word went around that he was not sicldlmmissed, had already departed and would not be
returning, Knecht was more than subdued. For daysnd he seemed to be distraught.

Years later he himself commented on this mattevety time a pupil was sent back from
Eschholz and left us, | felt as if someone had.diglchad been asked the reason for my sorrow, |
would have said that | felt pity for the poor fellavho had spoiled his future by frivolity and lazss,
and that there was also an element of anxiety iriemlng, fear that this might possibly happen ® m
some day. Only after | had experienced the samg timany times, and basically no longer believed
that the same fate could overtake me as well, bBbin to see somewhat more deeply into the matter.
then no longer felt the expulsion of alectusmerely as a misfortune and punishment. | camediizee
that the dismissed boys in a good many cases wtieegjad to be returning home. | felt that it wes
longer solely a matter of judgment and punishmieumt that the ‘'world' out there, from which efecti
had all come once upon a time, had not abruptlgextto exist as it had seemed to me. Rather, for a
good many among us it remained a great and atteatality which tempted and ultimately recalled
these boys. And perhaps it was that not only fdividuals, but for all of us; perhaps it was by no
means only the weaker and inferior souls upon whmremote world exerted so strong an attraction.
Possibly the apparent relapse they had sufferechetas fall and a cause for suffering, but a leap
forward and a positive act. Perhaps we who wegosa about remaining in Eschholz were in fact the



weaklings and the cowards."

As we shall see, these thoughts were to retuhinto and very forcefully.

Every encounter with the Music Master was a gj@ato him. The Master came to Eschholz
once every two or three months at least to supethis music classes. He also frequently stayed a fe
days as the guest of one of the teachers who wiasa friend. Once he personally conducted thé fina
rehearsals for the performance of a vesper by Mente But above all he kept an eye on the more
talented of the music pupils, and Knecht was antbadionored recipients of his paternal friendship.
Every so often he would sit at the piano with Jbsepone of the practice rooms and go through the
works of his favorite composers with him, or el$&yver a classical example from one of the old
handbooks on the theory of composition. "To cortstaucanon with the Music Master, or to hear him
develop a badly constructed one to its absurd &gienclusion, frequently had about it a solemroty,

I might also say, a gaiety, like nothing else ia torld. Sometimes one could scarcely contain one's
tears, and sometimes one could not stop laughing.gmerged from a private music lesson with him
as from a bath or a massage."

Knecht's schooldays at Eschholz at last drewdilose. Along with a dozen or so other pupils
of his level he was to be transferred to a schadhe next stage or level. The principal delivettesl
usual speech to these candidates, describing gade the significance and the rules of the Castalia
schools and more or less sketching for the graduatéhe name of the Order, the path they would be
traveling, at the end of which they would be quedifto enter the Order themselves. This solemn
address was part of the program for a day of cenes@nd festivities during which teachers and
fellow pupils alike treat the graduates like gue®s such days there are always carefully prepared
performances -- this time it was a great seveniteeantury cantata -- and the Music Master had come
in order to hear it.

After the principal's address, while everyone washe way to the bravely bedecked dining
hall, Knecht approached the Master with a questibhe principal,” he said, "told us how things are
outside of Castalia, in the ordinary schools ariteges. He said that the students at the univessiti
study for the 'free’ professions. If | understoad hightly, these are professions we do not evareha
here in Castalia. What is the meaning of that? \Afigyjust those professions called ‘free'? And why
should we Castalians be excluded from them?"

The Magister Musicae drew the young man asidestomt with him under one of the giant
trees. An almost sly smile puckered the skin arduBsayes into little wrinkles as he replied: "Your
name is Knecht,* my friend, and perhaps for thasom the word 'free' is so alluring for you. But do
not take it too seriously in this case. When the-@astalians speak of the free professions, the wor
may sound very serious and even inspiring. But whemnse it, we intend it ironically. Freedom exists
in those professions only to the extent that thdestt chooses the profession himself. That prodaces
appearance of freedom, although in most casedhthieecis made less by the student than by his
family, and many a father would sooner bite offtieisgue than really allow his son free choice. But
perhaps that is a slander; let us drop this olgjectiet us say that the freedom exists, but imsééd to
the one unique act of choosing the profession.rnAfied all freedom is over. When he begins his
studies at the university, the doctor, lawyer, mgieeer is forced into an extremely rigid curriaulu
which ends with a series of examinations. If hespaghem, he receives his license and can thareafte
pursue his profession in seeming freedom. But ingleo he becomes the slave of base powers; he is
dependent on success, on money, on his ambitismumger for fame, on whether or not people like
him. He must submit to elections, must earn monyst take part in the ruthless competition of
castes, families, political parties, newspapersetarn he has the freedom to become successful and
well-to-do, and to be hated by the unsuccessfuljaa versa. For the elite pupil and later memlder o
the Order, everything is the other way around. bleschot ‘choose' any profession. He does not
imagine that he is a better judge of his own tal¢imén are his teachers. He accepts the placénand t



function within the hierarchy that his superior®ake for him -- if, that is, the matter is not nesesl

and the qualities, gifts, and faults of the pupinpel the teachers to send him to one place ohanot

In the midst of this seeming unfreedom evelgctusenjoys the greatest imaginable freedom after his
early courses. Whereas the man in the 'free’ gioies must submit to a narrow and rigid course of
studies with rigid examinations in order to traim his future career, thedectusas soon as he begins
studying independently, enjoys so much freedomttiexe are many who all their lives choose the
most abstruse and frequently almost foolish stydied may continue without hindrance as long as
their conduct does not degenerate. The naturahéeas employed as teacher, the natural educator as
educator, the natural translator as translatoh,eaif of his own accord, finds his way to thaga in
which he can serve, and in serving be free. Moreduethe rest of his life he is saved from that
‘freedom’ of career which means such terrible slat¢e knows nothing of the struggle for money,
fame, rank; he recognizes no parties, no dichotbetyween the individual and the office, between
what is private and what is public; he feels noat@lnce upon success. Now do you see, my son, that
when we speak of the free professions, the woed'fs meant rather humorously."

* Serf, servant.

Knecht's departure from Eschholz marked the erahadra in his life. If hitherto he had lived a
happy childhood, in a willing subordination andrhany almost without problems, there now began a
period of struggle, development, and complex diffies. He was about seventeen years old when he
was informed of his impending transfer. A numbehisfclassmates received the same announcement,
and for a short while there was no more importamstion among the elect, and none more discussed,
than the place to which each of them would be ptamted. In keeping with tradition, they were told
only a few days before their departure, and betvieemgraduation ceremony and departure there were
several days of vacation.

During this vacation something splendid happeonéadnecht. The Music Master proposed he
take a walking trip and visit him, spending a feaysl as his guest. That was a great and rare honor.
Early one morning Knecht set out with a fellow grate -- for he was still considered an Eschholz
pupil, and at this level boys were not allowedravél alone. They tramped toward the forest and the
mountains, and when after three hours of steadybatig through shady woods they reached a treeless
summit, they saw far below them, already small @asly to grasp as a whole, their Eschholz,
recognizable even at this distance by the dark e five giant trees, the quadrangle with its
segments of lawn and sparkling pools, the tall stifmuse, the service buildings, the village, the
famous grove of ash trees from which the schodt ttsoname. The two youths stood still, looking
down. A good many of us cherish the memory of libvely view; it was then not very different from
the way it looks today, for the buildings were ritoafter the great fire, and three of the fivd tedes
survived the blaze. They saw their school lyingphethem, their home for many years, to which they
would soon be bidding good-by, and both of themtfedir hearts contract at the sight.

"I think I've never before really seen how beaultif is," Joseph's companion said. "But |
suppose it's because I'm seeing it for the fisetas something | must leave and say farewell to."

"That's exactly it," Knecht said. "You're rightielel the same way. But even though we are
goihg away, we won't after all be leaving Eschh@laly the ones who have gone away forever have
really left it, like Otto, for instance, who coutdake up such funny bits of Latin doggerel, or
Charlemagne, who could swim so long under watet the others. They really said farewell and broke
away. It's a long time since I've thought aboubthkbut now they come back to me. Laugh at me if you
like, but in spite of everything there's somethimgressive to me about those apostates, just asithe
a grandeur about the fallen angel Lucifer. Perhlagg did the wrong thing, or rather, undoubtedkyth



did the wrong thing, but all the same they did sibrimg), accomplished something; they ventured a
leap, and that took courage. We others have baehwbeing and patient and reasonable, but we
haven't done anything, we haven't taken any leaps."

"I don't know," his companion said. "Many of themither did anything nor ventured anything;
they simply fooled around until they were dismisdgdt maybe | don't quite understand you. What do
you mean about leaping?"

"I mean being able to take a plunge, to take thsegyiously, to -- well, that's just it, to leap. |
wouldn't want to leap back to my former home andfamgner life; it doesn't attract me and I've almost
forgotten it. But | do wish that if ever the timemaes and it proves to be necessary, that | todoeill
able to free myself and leap, only not backward samething inferior, but forward and into
something higher."

"Well, that is what we are headed for. Eschholz wae step; the next will be higher, and
finally the Order awaits us."

"Yes, but that isn't what | meant. Let's move amjce walking is so great, it will cheer me up
again. We've really given ourselves a case of theps."

This mood and those words, which his classmaterded, already sound the note which
prevailed during the stormy period of Knecht's adoknce.

The hikers tramped for two days before they redt¢he Music Master's current home,
Monteport, high in the mountains, where the Makted in the former monastery, giving a course for
conductors. Knecht's classmate was lodged in testdwouse, while Knecht himself was assigned a
small cell in the Magister's apartment. He had lgarepacked his knapsack and washed when his host
came in. The venerable man shook hands with thedaty\down with a small sigh, and for a few
minutes closed his eyes, as was his habit wherasevery tired. Then, looking up with a friendly
smile, he said: "Forgive me; | am not a very goodthYou have just come from a long hike and must
be tired, and to tell the truth so am | -- my dag@mewhat overcrowded -- but if you are not yatlye
for bed, | should like to have an hour with youmg study. You will be staying here two days, and
tomorrow both you and your classmate will be dinivith me, but unfortunately my time is so limited,
and we must somehow manage to save the few howesd for you. So shall we begin right away?"

He led Knecht into a large vaulted cell emptywhiture but for an old piano and two chairs.
They sat down in the chairs.

"You will soon be entering another stage,” the tdiasaid. "There you will learn all sorts of
new things, some of them very pleasant. Probahiyiyelso begin dabbling in the Glass Bead Game
before long. All that is very fine and importantitlone thing is more important than anything eyser
are going to learn meditation there. Supposedlthallstudents learn it, but one can't go checkmgrnu
them. | want you to learn it properly and well,tjas well as music; then everything else will fallof
its own accord. Therefore I'd like to give you fhist two or three lessons myself; that was theppae
of my invitation. So today and tomorrow and the dégr tomorrow let us try to meditate for an hour
each day, and moreover on music. You will be gizeytass of milk now, so that hunger and thirst do
not disturb you; supper will be brought to us later

He rapped on the door, and a glass of milk waadirbin.

"Drink slowly, slowly,” he admonished. "Take ydime, and do not speak."”

Knecht drank his cool milk very slowly. Oppositenhthe dear man sat with his eyes closed
again. His face looked very old, but friendly; iasvfull of peace, and he was smiling to himself, as
though he had stepped down into his own thougkesditired man into a footbath. Tranquility
streamed from him; Knecht felt it, and himself greamer.

Now the Magister turned on his chair and placedainds on the piano. He played a theme,
and carried it forward with variations; it seemedet a piece by some Italian master. He instrucied
guest to imagine the progress of the music as eejancontinuous series of balancing exercises, a



succession of smaller or larger steps from the hlaidflan axis of symmetry, and to focus his mind
entirely on the figure which these steps formedpldged the bars once more, silently reflected on
them, played them again, then sat quite still, saordhis knees, eyes half closed, without the &igh
movement, repeating and contemplating the musiainviiimself. His pupil, too, listened within
himself, saw fragments of lines of notes before,lsaw something moving, something stepping,
dancing, and hovering, and tried to perceive aad tke movement as if it were the curves in the lin
of a bird's flight. The pattern grew confused aeddst it; he had to begin over again; for a monmest
concentration left him and he was in a void. H&exbaround and saw the Master's still, abstracted
face floating palely in the twilight, found his wawack again to that mental space he had driftedbut
He heard the music sounding in it again, saw idisty along, saw it inscribing the line of its
movement, and followed in his mind the dancing tddhe invisible dancers. . .

It seemed to him that a long time had passed ééferglided out of that space once more, again
became aware of the chair he sat on, the mat-cdwtoae floor, the dimmer dusk outside the
windows. He felt someone regarding him, looked g iato the eyes of the Music Master, who was
attentively studying him. The Master gave him anadt imperceptible nod, with one finger played
pianissimathe last variation of the Italian piece, and stapd

"Stay on," he said. "l shall be back. Try onceiagatrack down the music; pay attention to the
figure. But don't force yourself; it's only a ganifeyou should fall asleep over it, there's no hdrm

He left; there was still a task awaiting him, lefter from the overcrowded day. It was no easy
and pleasant task, none that he would have wistre@®he of the students in the conducting course
was a gifted but vain and overbearing person. Thseié/Master would have to speak to him now,
curbing his bad habits, showing him his faultstlak with an even balance of solicitude and
superiority, love and authority. He sighed. Whaitg that no arrangements were ever final, that
recognized errors were never eliminated for goloal, &gain and again the selfsame failings had to be
combated, the selfsame weeds plucked out. Talghbuti character, virtuosity without values, had
dominated musical life in the Age of the Feuilletbad been extirpated during the musical
Renaissance -- and here was that same spirit agaking vigorous growth.

When he returned from his errand to have suppiér Jaiseph, he found the boy sitting still, but
contented and no longer tired in the least. "It ivagutiful,” Joseph said dreamily. "While it wasngp
on, the music vanished completely; it changed."

"Let it reverberate inside you," the Master s&dding him into a small chamber where a table
was set with bread and fruit. They ate, and thetdtasvited him to sit in on the conducting coufse
a while in the morning. Just before showing hissjtie his cell and retiring for the night, he said:
"During your meditation you saw something; the mwgpeared to you as a figure. If you feel so
minded, try to copy it down."

In the guest cell Knecht found pencils and papethe table, and before he went to bed he tried
to draw the figure which the music had assumedhifor He drew a line, and moving diagonally off
from the line at rhythmic intervals short tributdiryes. It looked something like the arrangement of
leaves on the twig of a tree. What he had proddaddot satisfy him, but he felt impelled to try it
again and yet again. At last he playfully curvee line into a circle from which the tributary lines
radiated, like flowers in a garland. Then he wertbéd and fell asleep quickly. He dreamed that &g w
once again on that height above the woods, wheratieested with his classmate, and saw dear
Eschholz spread out below him. And as he lookedddle quadrangle of the school building
contracted into an oval and then spread out toctecia garland, and the garland began turninglgtow
it turned with increasing speed, until at last &smwhirling madly and burst, flying apart into tkimg
stars.

He had forgotten this dream by the time he awBke later, during a morning walk, the Master
asked him whether he had dreamt, and it seemeidhtthiat he must have had an unpleasant



experience in his dreams. He thought, recoveredri&m, told it, and was astonished at how
innocuous it sounded. The Master listened closely.

"Should we be mindful of dreams?" Joseph askedn'\@e interpret them?"

The Master looked into his eyes and said ters&e should be mindful of everything, for we
can interpret everything."

After they had walked on a bit, he asked pateyn&Which school would you most like to
enter?"

Joseph flushed. He murmured quickly: "Waldzethihk!"

The Master nodded. "I thought so. Of course yoavkthe old sayingGignit autem
artificiosam. . ."

Still blushing, Joseph completed the saying famtio every studentGignit autem
artificiosam lusorum gentem Cella SilvestriBut Waldzell breeds the skillful Glass Bead Gam
players."

The old man gave him a warm look. "Probably teataur path, Joseph. As you well know,
there are some who do not think well of the GlasadBGame. They say it is a substitute for the arts,
and that the players are mere popularizers; tlegt¢tan no longer be regarded as truly devotedeo th
things of the mind, but are merely artistic dilat&s given to improvisation and feckless fancy. You
will see how much or how little truth there is imat. Perhaps you yourself have notions about the<G|
Bead Game, expecting more of it than it will givauy or perhaps the reverse. There is no doubt that
the Game has its dangers. For that very reasoowest, only the weak are sent out on paths without
perils. But never forget what | have told you stenf our mission is to recognize contraries for wwha
they are: first of all as contraries, but theropposite poles of a unity. Such is the nature efGass
Bead Game. The atrtistically inclined delight in thame because it provides opportunities for
improvisation and fantasy. The strict scholars saidntists despise it -- and so do some musicikss
-- because, they say, it lacks that degree ofts&ss which their specialties can achieve. Well and
good, you will encounter these antinomies, andnire tyou will discover that they are subjective, not
objective -- that, for example, a fancy-free ardigbdids pure mathematics or logic not because he
understands them and could say something aboutitfeswished, but because he instinctively
inclines toward other things. Such instinctive a&mdent inclinations and disinclinations are sidnys
which you can recognize the pettier souls. In gseats and superior minds, these passions are not
found. Each of us is merely one human being, mexelgxperiment, a way station. But each of us
should be on the way toward perfection, shouldtbeirsg to reach the center, not the periphery.
Remember this: one can be a strict logician or graran, and at the same time full of imagination
and music. One can be a musician or Glass Bead @kayer and at the same time wholly devoted to
rule and order. The kind of person we want to dgvethe kind of person we aim to become, would at
any time be able to exchange his discipline ofaarany other. He would infuse the Glass Bead Game
with crystalline logic, and grammar with creativeagination. That is how we ought to be. We should
be so constituted that we can at any time be placadlifferent position without offering resistanor
losing our heads."

"l think 1 understand," Joseph said. "But arethose who have such strong preferences and
aversions simply more passionate natures, othstsrjare sober and temperate?”

"That seems to be true and yet it is not," thet®taeplied, laughing. "To be capable of
everything and do justice to everything, one calyailoes not need less spiritual force and élan and
warmth, but more. What you call passion is notigpit force, but friction between the soul and the
outside world. Where passion dominates, that doesignify the presence of greater desire and
ambition, but rather the misdirection of these diesl toward an isolated and false goal, with a
consequent tension and sultriness in the atmosphieose who direct the maximum force of their
desires toward the center, toward true being, tdyarfection, seem quieter than the passionate soul



because the flame of their fervor cannot alwaysdsn. In argument, for example, they will not shout
and wave their arms. But | assure you, they arentleeless burning with subdued fires."

"Oh, if only it were possible to find understangliihJoseph exclaimed. "If only there were a
dogma to believe in. Everything is contradictorygerything tangential; there are no certainties
anywhere. Everything can be interpreted one waytla@d again interpreted in the opposite sense. The
whole of world history can be explained as develephand progress and can also be seen as nothing
but decadence and meaninglessness. Isn't therteudiny Is there no real and valid doctrine?"

The Master had never heard him speak so fervdddywalked on in silence for a little, then
said: "There is truth, my boy. But the doctrine ymsire, absolute, perfect dogma that alone previde
wisdom, does not exist. Nor should you long foedect doctrine, my friend. Rather, you should long
for the perfection of yourself. The deity is withyau,not in ideas and books. Truth is lived, not taught.
Be prepared for conflicts, Joseph Knecht -- | camthey have already begun.”

During those few days Joseph for the first tim& bés beloved Magister in his everyday life
and work, and he felt intense admiration, althoogly a small part of what the Music Master
accomplished every day came into view. But mostlidhe Master won his heart by taking such an
interest in him, by having invited him, and by mgimg to spare hours for him despite his being often
so overworked and overtired. Nor was it only thes@ns. If this introduction to meditation made so
deep and lasting an impression upon him, it dicasdye later learned to appreciate, not because the
Master's technique was so especially subtle amglenibut only because of the Master's personality
and example. His later teachers, who instructedihimeditation during the following year, gave him
more guidance, more precise lessons; they condradieults more closely, asked more questions,
managed to do more correcting. The Music Masterfident of his power over this young man, did
very little teaching and talking. Mostly, he merelt themes and showed the way by example. Knecht
observed the way the Master often looked so oldvemrth out, but after sinking into himself with half
closed eyes he would once again manage to loalasquil, vigorous, cheerful, and friendly. To
Joseph this renewal was a persuasive demonstitibe right way to the true springs, the way from
restiveness to peace. Whatever the Master hag tabsaut this matter was casually imparted to Knecht
on brief walks or at meals.

We know also that at this time the Magister ganed¢ht some first hints and suggestions about
the Glass Bead Game, but none of his actual wads heen preserved. Joseph was also struck by the
fact that the Master took some trouble with Josepbimpanion, so that the boy would not feel he was
only a hanger-on. The old man seemed to think efygkiing.

The brief stay in Monteport, the three lessonsditation, attendance at the course for
conductors, the few talks with the Master, meagtemt deal to Joseph Knecht. There was no question
but that the Master had found the most effectinetfor interposing briefly in Knecht's life. Theieh
purpose of his invitation, as he had said, had beeommend meditation to Joseph; but this in\otati
had been no less important in itself, as a disincand a token that he was well thought of, that h
superiors expected something of him. It was thers@stage of vocation. He had been granted some
insight into the inner spheres. If one of the tveelasters summoned a pupil at his level to come so
close, that was not just an act of personal beeaeel. What a Master did was always more than
personal.

Before they left, each of the boys received a kgittl the scores of two Bach choral preludes
for Joseph, a handsome pocket edition of Horachifofriend. The Master, as he was bidding good-by
to Joseph, said to him: "In a few days you wilrteevhich school you have been assigned to. | came t
the higher schools less frequently than to Eschhmizl am sure we shall see each other theraftbo,
keep in good health. If you care to, you might e/rte a letter once a year, especially about theseou
of your musical studies. Criticism of your teachieraot prohibited, but | am not so concerned about
that. A great many things await you; | hope you miket the challenges. Our Castalia is not supposed



to be merely an elite; it ought above all to beeadrchy, a structure in which every brick deriitss
meaning only from its place in the whole. Theraadspath leading out of this whole, and one who
climbs higher and is assigned to greater and gre&sdks does not acquire more freedom, only more
and more responsibilities. Till we meet again, ypénend. It was a pleasure to me to have you here.

The two boys tramped back, and both were gayenae talkative than they had been on the
way to Monteport. The few days in different air aardid different sights, the contact with a differen
sphere of life, had relaxed them, made them fmeen fEschholz and the mood of parting there. It had
also made them doubly eager for change and theefultit many a resting place in the forest, or above
one of the precipitous gorges in the vicinity of deport, they took their wooden flutes from their
pockets and played duets, mostly folksongs. Byithe they had once again reached that peak above
Eschholz, with its prospect of the institution atsdtrees, the conversation they had had thereegem
to both of them far away in the past. All thingslltaken on a new aspect. They did not say a word
about it; they felt a little ashamed of what they ielt and said so short a while ago, which alydsat
become outmoded and insubstantial.

In Eschholz they had to wait only until the follog day to learn their destinations. Knecht had
been assigned to Waldzell.

TWO
WALDZELL

"But WALDzELL BREEDSthe skillful Glass Bead Game players," runs thesalging about this
famous school. Among the Castalian schools of ¢ltersd and third levels, it was the one most
devoted to the arts. That is to say, whereas &t aithools a particular branch of scholarship was
distinctly dominant, such as classical philolog¥Kieuperheim, Aristotelian and Scholastic philosophy
in Porta, mathematics in Planvaste, Waldzell tradlly cultivated a tendency toward universalibda
toward an alliance between scholarship and the Hnts highest symbol of these tendencies was the
Glass Bead Game. Even here, as at all the othepls;lthe Game was by no means taught officially
and as a compulsory subject. But Waldzell studéet®ted their private studies almost exclusively to
it. Then again, the town of Waldzell was afterthé seat of the official Glass Bead Game and its
institutions. The famous Game Hall for the cererabgames was located here, as was the enormous
Game Archives, with its officialdom and its librasi Here, too, was the residence of the Ludi
Magister. And although these institutions existidgether independently and the school was in no
way attached to them, the spirit of the institutiggermeated the school. Something of the hallowed
atmosphere of the great public Games spread ogewliole area. The town itself was very proud of
being the home not only of a school, but of the @atso. The townspeople called the students
"scholars" and referred to those who attended #r@é&sSchool as "lusers" -- a corruptioriugfores

The Waldzell school was, incidentally, the smalt#ghe Castalian schools. The number of
students rarely exceeded sixty, and undoubtedéydihtumstance also helped to lend it an air of
uniqueness and aristocracy, of special distincfimnhere was the very elite of the elite. Moregver
during the past several decades this venerablekbhd produced many Masters and the majority of
Glass Bead Game players. Not that Waldzell's antlreputation was entirely uncontested. Some
thought that the Waldzellers were priggish aesthatel pampered princes, useless for anything but th
Glass Bead Game. At times there would be a vogumgrthe schools for making sardonic comments
on the Waldzell students; but the very harshne$iseofokes and criticisms proves that jealousy and



envy underlay them. All in all, the transfer to \@zll in itself implied a certain distinction. Jpse
Knecht, too, realized that, and although he wasamdiitious in the vulgar sense of the word, he
accepted the distinction with a measure of joyaickep

Along with several schoolmates, he arrived in VWaltdon foot. Full of high expectations and
ready for whatever might come, he walked throughstbuthern gate and was instantly enchanted by
the dark-brown aspect of the town and the gredt biithe former Cistercian monastery in which the
school had been established. Even before he haddgiesn his new uniform, immediately after the
reception snack in the porter's lodge, he setloaeao explore his new home. He found the footpath
that ran along the remains of the ancient town aladlve the river, stood on the arched bridge and
listened to the roaring of the millrace, walkedtghe graveyard and down the lane of linden treles.
saw and recognized, beyond the tall hedges, thesMiasorum, the adjacent little settlement of the
Glass Bead Game players. Here were the FestivgltHalArchives, the classrooms, the houses for
guests and teachers. He saw coming from one of th@sses a man in the dress of the Glass Bead
Game players, and decided that this must be otteedabuloususores possibly the Magister Ludi in
person. The spell of this atmosphere exerted aetnelous force upon him. Everything here seemed
old, venerable, sanctified, rich with traditionyé®ne was quite a bit closer to the Center than in
Eschholz. And as he returned from the Glass BeadeGiistrict, he began to feel other spells, pogsibl
less venerable, but no less exciting. They canma tree town itself, this sample of the profane world
with its business and commerce, its dogs and @rildts smells of stores and handicrafts, its beghrd
citizens and fat wives behind the shop doors, tid@en playing and clamoring, the girls throwing
mocking looks. Many things reminded him of remotlds he had once known, of Berolfingen. He
had thought all that entirely forgotten. Now deayelrs in his soul responded to all this, to theese
the sounds, the smells. A world less tranquil ttheat of Eschholz, but richer and more colorful,
seemed to be awaiting him here.

As a matter of fact, the school at first turnedl toube the exact continuation of his previous
school, although with the addition of several newjscts. Nothing was really new there except the
meditation exercises; and after all the Music Miatal already given him a foretaste of these. He
accepted meditation willingly enough, but withoegarding it as more than a pleasant, relaxing game.
Only somewhat later -- as we shall see in due timeould he have a living experience of its true
value.

The headmaster of Waldzell, Otto Zbinden, wasrarsual, somewhat eccentric man who
inspired a certain amount of fear. He was nearixty at the time Knecht entered. A good many of the
entries we have examined concerning Joseph Kneelsied down in his handsome and impetuous
handwriting. But at the beginning the young manisosity was captured far less by the teachers than
by his fellow students. With two of these in pautar Knecht struck up a lively relationship, for iaim
there is ample documentation. The first of thess @arlo Ferromonte, a boy his own age to whom he
became attached during his very first months atdé&ll. (Ferromonte later rose to the second-highest
rank on the Board, as deputy to the Music Masterare indebted to him for, among other things, a
History of Styles in Sixteenth-Century Lute Mysite other boys called him "Rice Eater" and mize
him for his aptitude at sports. His friendship wittseph began with talks about music and led tu joi
studying and practicing which continued for sevgesrs; we are informed about this partly by
Knecht's rare but copious letters to the Music Eash the first of these letters Knecht calls
Ferromonte a "specialist and connoisseur in mushcin ornamentation, embellishments, trills, etc.”
The boys played Couperin, Purcell, and other mastethe period around 1700. In one of the letters
Knecht gives a detailed account of these pracéseisns and this music "in which many of the pieces
have some embellishment over almost every note didinues: "After one has played nothing but
turns, shakes, and mordents for a few hours, @ingsrs feel as if they are charged with electyi€it

In fact he made great progress in music. By hisrse or third year at Waldzell he was reading



and playing the notations, clefs, abbreviationsl, figured basses of all centuries and styles with
tolerable fluency. He had made himself at homé&érealm of Western music, as much of it as has
been preserved for us, in that special way thatgeds from practical craftsmanship and is not above
taking utmost heed of a piece of music's sensuoddexhnical aspects as a means for penetrating the
spirit. His intense concern with the sensuous tuafimusic, his efforts to understand the spifit o
various musical styles from the physical naturthefsounds, the sensations in the ear, deterrefbhim
a remarkably long time from devoting himself to #ilementary course in the Glass Bead Game. In one
of his lectures in subsequent years he remarkede ho knows music only from the extracts which
the Glass Bead Game distills from it may well ippad Glass Bead Game player, but he is far from
being a musician, and presumably he is no histaidrer. Music does not consist only in those purel
intellectual oscillations and figurations which Wwave abstracted from it. All through the ages its
pleasure has primarily consisted in its sensuoasacher, in the outpouring of breath, in the bepth
time, in the colorations, frictions, and stimuli it arise from the blending of voices in the cocofr
instruments. Certainly the spirit is the main thiagd certainly the invention of new instrumentd an
the alteration of old ones, the introduction of naays and new rules or new taboos regarding
construction and harmony are always mere gestmesw@perficialities, even as the costumes and
fashions of nations are superficialities. But onestrhave apprehended and tasted these superfidal a
sensuous distinctions with the senses to be abigdrpret from them the nature of eras and styés.
make music with our hands and fingers, with our theand lungs, not with our brains alone, and
someone who can read notes but has no commang aistrument should not join in the dialogue of
music. Thus, too, the history of music is hardlyp&ounderstood solely in terms of an abstract hyjisto
of styles. For example, the periods of decadenoeusic would remain totally incomprehensible if we
failed to recognize in each one of them the prepoamte of the sensuous and quantitative elements
over the 'spiritual element." "

For a time it appeared as if Knecht had deciddzetmme nothing but a musician. In favor of
music he neglected all the optional subjects, gdg the introductory course in the Glass Bead Game
to such an extent that toward the end of the $iestester the headmaster called him to an accounting
Knecht refused to be intimidated; he stubbornlysiiesl on his rights. It is said that he told the
headmaster: "If | fail in any official subject, yoould rightly reprimand me. On the other handvéha
the right to devote three quarters or even fourtguaof my free time to music. | stand on thelges
of the school." Headmaster Zbinden was sensiblagimaot to insist, but he naturally remembered this
student and is said to have treated him with celesty for a long time.

This peculiar period in Knecht's student dayseld$or more than a year, probably for about a
year and a half. He received normal but not brtlimarks and -- to judge by the incident with the
headmaster -- his behavior was marked by a ratfeard withdrawal, no noteworthy friendships, but
in compensation this extraordinary passion for gwsaking. He abstained from almost all private
studies, including the Glass Bead Game. Sevetthlesk traits are undoubtedly signs of puberty;
during this period he probably encountered theratbg only by chance, and mistrustfully; presumably
he was quite shy -- like so many Eschholz pupiteéfy do not happen to have sisters at home. He rea
a great deal, especially the German philosopheritniz, Kant, and the Romantics, among whom
Hegel exerted by far the strongest attraction upon

We must now give some account of that other febtwdent who played a significant part in
Knecht's life at Waldzell: the hospitant Plinio Rgwri. Hospitants were boys who went through the
elite schools as guests, that is, without the tmerof remaining permanently in the Pedagogic
Province and entering the Order. Such hospitantetuup every so often, although they were quite
rare, for the Board of Educators was naturally s&¢o the idea of educating students who intenaled t
return home and into the world after they finislieeir studies at the elite schools. However, the
country had several old patrician families who padormed notable services for Castalia at the time



of its foundation and in which the custom still yaied (it has not entirely died out to this day) o
having one of the sons educated as a guest idithsehools. It had become an established preragat
for those few families, although of course the bimyguestion had to be gifted enough to meet the
standards of the schools.

These hospitants, although in every respect sutgjgbe same rules as all elite students,
formed an exceptional group within the student bibayly because they did not grow increasingly
estranged from their native soil and their familigth each passing year. On the contrary, theytspen
all the holidays at home and always remained guststrangers among their fellow students, since
they preserved the habits and ways of thinkindneirtplace of origin. Home, a worldly career, a
profession and marriage awaited them. Only on vary occasions did it happen that such a guest
student, captivated by the spirit of the Provirweeuld obtain the consent of his family and aftér al
remain in Castalia and enter the Order. On therdtaed, in the history of our country there haverbe
several statesmen who were guest students inytheih, and now and then, when public opinion for
one reason or another had turned against theselitgols and the Order, these statesmen came stoutly
to the defense of both.

Plinio Designori, then, was one such hospitantwloseph Knecht -- slightly his junior --
encountered in Waldzell. He was a talented young, particularly brilliant in talk and debate, fiery
and somewhat restive in temperament. His preseitere moubled Headmaster Zbinden, for although
he was a good student and gave no cause for repisnhe made no effort to forget his exceptional
position as a hospitant and to fall into line aomspicuously as possible. On the contrary, hekfyan
and belligerently professed a non-Castalian, wenbdlint of view.

Inevitably, a special relationship sprang up betwthese two students. Both were extremely
gifted and both had a vocation; these qualitiesarthdm brothers, although in everything else they
were opposites. It would have required a teachenakual insight and skill to extract the quintesse
from the problem that thus arose and to employles of dialectics to derive synthesis from the
antitheses. Headmaster Zbinden did not lack tleatalr will; he was not one of those teachers who
find geniuses an embarrassment. But for this pdaicase he lacked the important prerequisite: the
trust of both students. Plinio, who enjoyed the i outsider and revolutionary, remained
permanently on his guard in his dealings with thadmaster; and unfortunately the headmaster had
clashed with Joseph Knecht over that question©phiate studies, so that Knecht, too, would not
have turned to Zbinden for advice.

Fortunately, there was the Music Master. Knectittdin to him with a request for help and
advice, and the wise old musician took the magepsasly and directed the course of the game with
masterly skill, as we shall see. In the hands isfMaster the greatest danger and temptation imgou
Knecht's life was converted into an honorable taskl, the young man proved able to cope with it. The
psychological history of the friendship-and-enntigtween Joseph and Plinio -- a sonata movement on
two themes, or a dialectical interplay between mnds -- went somewhat as follows.

At first, of course, it was Designori who attrattas opponent. He was the elder; he was a
handsome, fiery, and well-spoken young man; and@bhd he was one of those "from outside," a non-
Castalian, a boy from the world, a person withéadind mother, uncles, aunts, brothers, and sisters
one for whom Castalia with all its rules, tradipand ideals represented only a stage along #tk &
limited sojourn. For thisara avisCastalia was not the world; for him Waldzell wascaool like any
other; for him the "return to the world" was nogtsce and punishment; the future awaiting him was
not the Order but career, marriage, politics, iarsthat "real life" which every Castalian secretly
longed to know more about. For the "world" wasshee thing for a Castalian that it had long ago
been for the penitents and monks: something infama forbidden, no doubt, but nonetheless
mysterious, tempting, fascinating. And Plinio trahade no secret of his attachment to the world; he
was not in the least ashamed of it. On the contregywas proud of it. With a zeal still half boyishd



histrionic, but also half consciously propagandigtie stressed his own differentness. He seizey eve
pretext for setting his secular views and standagdsnst those of Castalia, and contending that his
own were better, juster, more natural, more hurirathese arguments he bandied about words like
"nature” and "common sense," to the discredit efdherrefined, unworldly spirit of the school. He
made use of slogans and hyperbole, but had the tgsteland tact not to descend to crude
provocations, but more or less to give the metloddBsputation customary in Waldzell their due. He
wanted to defend the "world" and the unreflectifeedgainst the "arrogant scholastic intellectyaldf
Castalia, but he also wanted to prove that he cdalslo with his opponents’' weapons. He did not want
to be thought the dull-witted brute blindly tramqgiaround in the flower garden of culture.

Now and again Joseph Knecht had stood, a sildrdttentive listener, on the edges of small
groups of students whose center was DesignoriidRlisually did most of the talking. With curiosity,
astonishment, and alarm Joseph had heard Plinariekag all authority, everything that was held
sacred in Castalia. He heard everything questiomestything he believed in exposed as dubious or
ridiculous. Joseph soon noted that many in theesuodi did not take these speeches seriously; sbme, i
was clear, listened only for the fun of it, as pedjsten to a barker at a fair. Frequently, toe heard
some of the boys answer Plinio's charges sarchgtiraseriously. Still there were always several
schoolmates gathered around this boy Plinio; healaays the center of attention, and whether or not
there happened to be an opponent in the grougwagsiexerted an attraction so strong that it was
akin to seduction.

Joseph himself was as much stirred as those otlfergathered around the lively orator and
listened to his tirades with astonishment or laaghh spite of the trepidation and even fear Heatelt
during such speeches, Joseph was aware of thistesiattraction for him. He was drawn to them not
just because they were amusing. On the contragy, sbemed to concern him directly and seriously.
Not that he would inwardly have agreed with theailus orator, but there were doubts whose very
existence or possibility you had only to know abanidl you instantly began to suffer them. At the
beginning it was not any serious suffering; it wasrely a matter of being slightly disturbed, uneasy
a feeling compounded of powerful urge and guiltpsmence.

The time had to come, and it came, when Desigmaiiced that among his listeners was one to
whom his words meant more than rousing entertaim@ued the fun of argument: a fair-haired boy
who looked handsome and finely wrought, but ragiigy, and who blushed and gave terse,
embarrassed replies when Plinio said a friendlydworhim. Evidently this boy had been trailing afte
him for some time, Plinio thought, and decidedeivard him with a friendly gesture and win him over
completely by inviting him to his room that afteom To Plinio's surprise the boy held off, would no
linger to talk with him, and declined the invitaticProvoked, the older boy began courting the eatic
Joseph. Possibly he did so at first only out ofityafut later he went about it in all seriousndeshe
sensed an antagonist who would be perhaps a finieinel, perhaps the opposite. Again and again he
saw Joseph hanging around near him, and notedtiesity with which Joseph listened, but the shy
boy would always retreat as soon as he tried tocaggh him.

There were reasons behind this conduct. Joseplohgaince come to feel that this other boy
would mean something important to him, perhaps sloimg fine, an enlargement of his horizon,
insight or illumination, perhaps also temptationl @anger. Whatever it was, this was a test hetad t
pass. He had told his friend Ferromonte aboutitbedtirrings of skepticism and restlessness that
Plinio's talks had aroused in him, but his frierdl lpaid little attention; he dismissed Plinio as a
conceited and self-important fellow not worth listeg to, and promptly buried himself in his music
again. Instinct warned Joseph that the headmastetive proper authority to whom to bring his doubts
and queries; but since that little clash he no éoritad a cordial and candid relationship with Zeimd
He was afraid the headmaster might regard his agioitnim with this question as a kind of
talebearing.



In this dilemma, which grew increasingly painfeldause of Plinio's efforts to strike up a
friendship, he turned to his patron and guardiageirthe Music Master, and wrote him a very long
letter which has been preserved. In part, it read:

"l am not yet certain whether Plinio hopes to wie over to his way of thinking, or whether he
merely wants someone to discuss these mattersivitpe it is the latter, for to convert me to his
views would mean leading me into disloyalty andtagsng my life, which after all is rooted in
Castalia. | have no parents and friends on thedmite whom | could return if | should ever really
desire to. But even if Plinio's sacrilegious speschre not aimed at conversion and influencing;, the
leave me at a loss. For to be perfectly frank wiah, dear Master, there is something in Plinio®{po
of view that | cannot gainsay; he appeals to aeveaiithin me which sometimes strongly seconds what
he says. Presumably it is the voice of nature,itanohs utterly counter to my education and the
outlook customary among us. When Plinio calls eachers and Masters a priestly caste and us a pack
of spoon-fed eunuchs, he is of course using caardeexaggerated language, but there may well be
some truth to what he says, for otherwise | wowddly be so upset by it. Plinio can say the most
startling and discouraging things. For examplecdrgends that the Glass Bead Game is a
retrogression to the Age of the Feuilleton, sheesponsible playing around with an alphabet into
which we have broken down the languages of thedifft arts and sciences. It's nothing but
associations and toying with analogies, he sayagaim he declares that our resigned sterility @sov
the worthlessness of our whole culture and outledwial attitudes. We analyze the laws and
techniques of all the styles and periods of musgpoints out, but produce no new music ourselves.
We read and exposit Pindar or Goethe and are ashtanoeeate verse ourselves. Those are accusations
| cannot laugh at. And they are not the worst; theynot the ones that wound me most. It is bad
enough when he says, for example, that we Cassdkeal the life of artifically reared songbirds, do
not earn our bread ourselves, never face necessityhe struggle for existence, neither know ohwis
to know anything about that portion of humanity wldabor and poverty provide the base for our lives
of luxury.”

The letter concluded: "Perhaps | have abused fymundliness and kindnesReverendissime,
and | am prepared to be reproved. Scold me, impesances on me -- | shall be grateful for them. But
I am in dire need of advice. | can sustain thegmesituation for a little while longer. But | castn
shape it into any real and fruitful development,lfam too weak and inexperienced. Moreover, and
perhaps this is the worst of all, | cannot confideur headmaster unless you explicitly command me
to do so. That is why | have troubled you with thifair, which is becoming a source of great disdre
to me."

It would be of the greatest value to us if we gdessessed the Master's reply to this cry for help
in black and white. But the reply was given orafortly after Knecht wrote, the Magister Musicae
himself arrived in Waldzell to direct an examinatio music, and during the days he spent there he
devoted considerable time to his young friend. \Wevk of this from Knecht's later recollections. The
Music Master did not make things easy for him. ldgdn by looking closely into Knecht's grades and
into the matter of his private studies as well. ©iter, he decided, were much too one-sided;ig th
regard the headmaster had been right, and heddsisat Knecht admit as much to the headmaster. He
gave precise directives for Knecht's conduct tovedignori, and did not leave until this question,
too, had been discussed with Headmaster Zbindemolittome was twofold: that remarkable joust
between Designori and Knecht, which none who loakedvould ever forget; and an entirely new
relationship between Knecht and the headmastertHdothis relationship ever partook of the affeti
and mystery that linked Knecht to the Music Madbeit, at least it was lucid and relaxed.

The course that had been traced for Knecht detexdrthe shape of his life for some time. He
had been given leave to accept Designori's friepdsh expose himself to his influence and hiscksa
without intervention or supervision by his teach&st his mentor specifically charged him to defend



Castalia against the critic, and to raise the ctdshews to the highest level. That meant, amotingio
things, that Joseph had to make an intensive sitithe fundamentals of the prevailing system in
Castalia and in the Order, and to recall them todnaigain and again. The debates between the two
friendly opponents soon became famous, and dreye landiences. Designori's aggressive and ironic
tone became subtler, his formulations stricter i@ode responsible, his criticism more objective.
Hitherto Plinio had been the winner in this contesming from the "world," he possessed its
experience, its methods, its means of attack, antf its ruthlessness as well. From conversations
with adults at home he knew all the indictmentswhoeld could muster against Castalia. But now
Knecht's replies forced him to realize that althobhg knew the world quite well, better than any
Castalian, he did not by any means know Castatiatarspirit as well as those who were at home,here
for whom Castalia had become both native soil setidy. He was forced to realize, and ultimately to
admit, that he was a guest here, not a nativethieabutside world had no exclusive claim on self-
evident principles and truths arrived at throughtages of experience. Here too, in the Pedagogic
Province, there was a tradition, what might everdiked a "nature,” with which he was only
imperfectly acquainted and which was now being lgpbg its spokesman, Joseph Knecht.

Knecht, for his part, in order to cope with hist@es apologist, was obliged to put a great deal
of study, meditation, and self-discipline into diging and deepening his understanding of what he w
required to defend. In rhetoric Designori remaihedsuperior; his worldly training and cleverness
supported his natural fire and ambition. Even whenvas being defeated on a point, he managed to
think of the audience and contrive a facesavingitly line of retreat. Knecht, on the other handhen
his opponent had driven him into a corner, wad@pgty: "I shall have to think about that for a kehi
Plinio. Wait a few days; I'll come back to that il

The relationship had thus been given a dignifadif In fact, for the participants and the
listeners the dispute had already become an indssie element in the school life of Waldzell. But
the pressure and the conflict had scarcely growreasier for Knecht. Because of the high degree of
confidence and responsibility that had been plagezh him, he mastered his assignment, and it is
proof of the strength and soundness of his nahaehte carried it out without any visible damaget B
privately, he suffered a great deal. If he fekidship for Plinio, he felt it not only for an eggag and
clever, cosmopolitan and articulate schoolmate alsd for that alien world which his friend and
opponent represented, with which he was becomiggaanted, however dimly, in Plinio's personality,
words, and gestures: that so-called "real" world/lmch there were loving mothers and children,
hungry people and poorhouses, newspapers andogl@ampaigns; that primitive and at the same time
subtle world to which Plinio returned at every amain order to visit his parents, brothers, and
sisters, to pay court to girls, to attend union tinggs, or stay as a guest at elegant clubs, whidegh
remained in Castalia, went tramping or swimminggcticed Froberger's subtle and different fugues, or
read Hegel.

Joseph had no doubt that he belonged in Castadiavas rightly leading a Castalian life, a life
without family, without a variety of legendary amneasents, a life without newspapers and also without
poverty and hunger -- though for all that Pliniorimaered away at the drones' existence of the elite
students, he too had so far never gone hungryraedais own bread. No, Plinio's world was not
better and sounder. But it was there, it existaed,as Joseph knew from history it had always been a
had always been similar to what it now was. Manyoms had never known any other pattern, had no
elite schools and Pedagogic Province, no Ordertévimsand Glass Bead Game. The great majority of
all human beings on the globe lived a life diffare'om that of Castalia, simpler, more primitiveora
dangerous, more disorderly, less sheltered. Aredphimitive world was innate in every man; everyone
felt something of it in his own heart, had someazity about it, some nostalgia for it, some syrhgat
with it. The true task was to be fair to it, to eseplace for it in one's own heart, but still nelapse
into it. For alongside it and superior to it wae #econd world, that of Castalia, the world of Mind



artificial, more orderly, more secure, but stillieed of constant supervision and study. To sémwe t
hierarchy, but without doing an injustice to th#tex world, let alone despising it, and also withou
eying it with vague desire or nostalgia -- that thesthe right course. For did not the small warfd
Castalia serve the great world, provide it withctesrs, books, methods, act as guardian for théypuri
of its intellectual functions and its morality? @d= remained the training ground and refuge liat t
small band of men whose lives were to be consettat®ind and to truth. Then why were these two
worlds apparently unable to live in fraternal hanyoparallel and intertwined; why could an
individual not cherish and unite both within hinf8el

One of the rare visits from the Music Master carpen a day when Joseph, exhausted by his
task, was having a hard time preserving his balafite Master diagnosed his state from a few of the
boy's allusions; he read it even more plainly isejh's strained appearance, his restive looks, his
somewhat nervous movements. He asked a few prajoiestions, was met by moroseness and
uncommunicativeness, and gave up that approactouSkr concerned, he took the boy to one of the
practice rooms under the pretext of telling himwleminor musicological discovery. He had Joseph
bring in and tune a clavichord, and involved hinailong tutoring session on the origin of sonatanfo
until the young man somewhat forgot his anxietygsided, and listened, relaxed and grateful, to the
Master's words and playing. Patiently, the Musicstatook what time was needed to put Joseph into
a receptive state. And when he had succeeded, kéecture was over and he had concluded by
playing one of the Gabrieli sonatas, he stood egah slowly pacing the little room, and told a gtor

"Many years ago | was once much preoccupied withdonata. That was during the period of
my free studies, before | was called to teaching)later to the post of Music Master. At the timeds
ambitious to work out a history of the sonata framew point of view; but then for a while | stopped
making any progress at .all. | began more and nwod®ubt whether all these musical and historical
researches had any value whatsoever, whether teeyneally any more than vacuous play for idle
people, a scanty aesthetic substitute for livimgad life. In short, | had to pass through onehafse
crises in which all studies, all intellectual efireverything that we mean by the life of the mind
appear dubious and devalued and in which we teed\y every peasant at the plow and every pair of
lovers at evening, or every bird singing in a taee every cicada chirping in the summer grass,
because they seem to us to be living such nafuiilled, and happy lives. We know nothing of thei
troubles, of course, of the elements of harshrazssger, and suffering in their lot. In brief, | hawktty
well lost my equilibrium. It was far from a pleasatate; in fact it was very hard to bear. | thaug
the wildest schemes for escaping and gaining ngdfven. For example, | imagined myself going out
into the world as an itinerant musician and playilagces for wedding parties. If some recruiting
officer from afar had appeared, as in old taled, @axed me to don a uniform and follow any
company of soldiers into any war, | would have galmng. And so things went from bad to worse, as
so often happens to people in such moods. | sotighty lost my grip on myself that | could no longe
deal with my trouble alone, and had to seek help."

He paused for a moment and chuckled softly unaebieath. Then he continued: "Naturally |
had a studies adviser, as the rules require, andwse it would have been sensible and right dsase
my duty to ask him for advice. But the fact is,ejas, that precisely when we run into difficultiexla
stray from our path and are most in need of caoecprecisely then we feel the greatest disintioma
to return to the normal way and seek out the nofarah of correction. My adviser had been
dissatisfied with my last quarterly report; he ludigred serious objections to it; but | had thought
myself on the way to new discoveries and had rats¥nted his objections. In brief, | did not ltke
idea of going to him; I did not want to eat humpie and admit that he had been right. Nor did Itwan
to confide in my friends. But there was an eccenitrithe vicinity whom | knew only by sight and
hearsay, a Sanscrit scholar who went by the nicknainthe Yogi.' One day, when my state of mind
had grown sufficiently unbearable, | paid a calltbis man, whose solitariness and oddity | had both



smiled at and secretly admired. | went to his icéénding to talk with him, but found him in
meditation; he had adopted the ritual Hindu postun@ could not be reached at all. With a faint emil
on his face, he hovered, as it were, in total aes$. | could do nothing but stand at the doorveait
until he returned from his absorption. This tookeay long time, an hour or two hours, and at last |
grew tired and slid to the floor. There | sat, iegnagainst the wall, continuing to wait. At theddn

saw the man slowly awaken; he moved his head $figéttetched his shoulders, slowly uncrossed his
legs, and as he was about to stand, up his gdaefat me.

" 'What do you want?' he asked.

"l stood up and said, without thinking and withoeilly knowing what | was saying: 'It's the
sonatas of Andrea Gabrieli.'

"He stood up at this point, seated me in his Idmar, and perched himself on the edge of the
table. 'Gabrieli?' he said. 'What has he done towith his sonatas?’'

"l began to tell him what had been happening tpand to confess the predicament | was in.
He asked me about my background with an exacthess¢emed to me pedantic. He wanted to know
about my studies of Gabrieli and the sonata, at Wwbar | rose in the morning, how long | read, how
much | practiced, when were my mealtimes and wheerlt to bed. | had confided in him, in fact
imposed myself on him, so that | had to put up withquestions, but they made me ashamed; they
probed more and more mercilessly into details,fanced me to an analysis of my whole intellectual
and moral life during the past weeks and months.

"Then the Yogi suddenly fell silent, and whendked puzzled he shrugged and said: 'Don't
you see yourself where the fault lies?' But | caubd see it. At this point he recapitulated with
astonishing exactness everything he had learnedrne by his questioning. He went back to the first
signs of fatigue, repugnance, and intellectual tpason, and showed me that this could have
happened only to someone who had submerged hidisphoportionately in his studies and that it was
high time for me to recover my self-control, amdreégain my energy with outside help. Since | had
taken the liberty of discontinuing my regular matidn exercises, he pointed out, | should at leage
realized what was wrong as soon as the first @visequences appeared, and should have resumed
meditation. He was perfectly right. | had omittedditating for quite a while on the grounds thaadih
no time, was too distracted or out of spirits,ar busy and excited with my studies. Moreoverjras t
went on | had completely lost all awareness of mytinuous sin of omission. Even now, when | was
desperate and had almost run aground, it had @&kemtsider to remind me of it. As a matter of fact
was to have the greatest difficulty snapping ouhaf state of neglect. | had to return to thenirag
routines and beginners' exercises in meditatiamrder gradually to relearn the art of composing
myself and sinking into contemplation.”

With a small sigh the Magister ceased pacing dloen: "That is what happened to me, and to
this day | am still a little ashamed to talk abibuBut the fact is, Joseph, that the more we dehwdn
ourselves, or the more our task at any given tisraahds of us, the more dependent we are on
meditation as a wellspring of energy, as the egaewing concord of mind and soul. And -- | couldl if
wished give you quite a few more examples of thtte more intensively a task requires our energies
arousing and exalting us at one time, tiring angrelgsing us at another, the more easily we may come
to neglect this wellspring, just as when we areiedraway by some intellectual work we easily farge
to attend to the body. The really great men inhilséory of the world have all either known how to
meditate or have unconsciously found their wayh&oglace to which meditation leads us. Even the
most vigorous and gifted among the others all dadad were defeated in the end because their task o
their ambitious dream seized hold of them, madmtimo persons so possessed that they lost the
capacity for liberating themselves from presemgii and attaining perspective. Well, you know all
this; it's taught during the first exercises, ofise. But it is inexorably true. How inexorablyérit is,
one realizes only after having gone astray."



This story had just enough effect upon Josephifarto apprehend the risk he himself was
running, so that he turned to his meditation esexciwith renewed seriousness. What really impressed
him was the fact that the Master had for the firae revealed to him something of his persona) bife
his youth and early studies. For the first timeepdsfully realized that even a demigod, even a dfast
had once been young and capable of erring. Hgifalitude, too, for the confidence the revered kiast
had placed in him by making this confession. It wassible for one to go astray, to flag, to make
mistakes, to break rules, and still to deal witlsath difficulties, to find one's way back, andfie
end even to become a Master. Joseph overcameisise cr

During the two or three years at Waldzell duringai the friendship between Plinio and
Joseph continued, the school watched the spedhttese combative friends like a drama in which
everyone had at least some small part, from thdrhaster to the youngest freshman. The two worlds,
the two principles, had become embodied in Knenbt@esignori; each stimulated the other; every
disputation became a solemn and symbolic contestwioncerned everyone at the school. From
every contact with his native soil on the holidasite home Plinio would bring back new energy; and
from every withdrawal for reflection, from everyméook, every meditation exercise, every meeting
with the Magister Musicae Joseph also derived nesvgy, made himself better fitted to be the
representative and advocate of Castalia. As a bleildad experienced his first vocation. Now he
experienced the second. These years shaped armdi foirg into the perfect Castalian.

He had also some time ago completed his elemel@ssgns in the Glass Bead Game and even
then, during holidays and under the eye of a Gdbmextor, had begun sketching out his own Glass
Bead Games. In this activity he now discoveredafrtbe most abundant sources of joy and relaxation.
Not since he had insatiably practiced harpsichadi@ano pieces with Carlo Ferromonte had anything
done him so much good, so refreshed, strengtheeasisured, and delighted him as did these first
advances into the starry firmament of the GlassiBeame.

During these same years young Joseph Knecht wWrose poems which have been preserved in
Ferromonte's copy. It is quite possible that tiveeee originally more of them than have come down to
us, and it may be assumed that the poems, thesasfiwhich dates back to a time before Knecht's
introduction to the Glass Bead Game, helped hinatoy out his role and to withstand the many tests
of those critical years. Here and there in thessn® some skillfully wrought and some hastily
scribbled, every reader will discover traces ofgih@found upheaval and crisis through which Knecht
was then passing under the influence of PliniooAdymany of the lines sound a note of profound
disturbance, of fundamental doubts about himselftae meaning of his life -- until, in the poem
entitled "The Glass Bead Game" he seems to haawmedk belief and surrender. Incidentally, a
measure of concession to Plinio's world, an eleraérgbellion against certain unwritten laws of
Castalia, is contained in the mere fact that heevttese poems and even on occasion showed them to
several schoolmates. For while Castalia has inrgénenounced the production of works of art (even
musical production is known and tolerated therey amkthe form of stylistically rigid composition
exercises), writing poetry was regarded as the mgsdssible, ridiculous, and prohibited of
conceivable acts. Thus these poems were anything ¢ame, anything but an idle calligraphic
amusement; it took high pressure to start this fdwroductivity, and a certain defiant courage was
required to admit to the writing of these verses.

It should also be mentioned that Plinio Desigtikawise underwent considerable change and
development under the influence of his antagofitsis was reflected in more than the refinement of
his methods of argument. During the comradely nvaf those school years Plinio saw his opponent
steadily rising and maturing into an exemplary &lgst. The figure of his friend more and more
vigorously and vividly embodied for him the spioitthe Province. Just as he himself had infected
Joseph with some of the atmospheric turbulencasabiwn world, he for his part inhaled the Castalian
air and succumbed to its charm and power. In Istsylear at the school, after a two-hour disputation



the ideals and perils of monasticism, fought ouhimpresence of the highest Glass Bead Game class,
Plinio took Joseph out for a walk and made a cadesto him. We quote it from a letter of
Ferromonte's:

"Of course I've known for a long time, Josepht gfau are not the credulous Glass Bead Game
player and Castalian saint whose part you have plkging so splendidly. Each of us stands at an
exposed spot in this battle, and each of us prgldaimws that what he is fighting against rightfufiy
exists and has its undeniable value. You yourakH the side of intensive cultivation of the mihthe
side of natural life. In our contest you have learto track down the dangers of the natural life¢ an
have made them your target. Your function has beg@oint out how natural, naive living without
discipline of the mind is bound to become a mite wwhich men sink, reverting to bestiality. Ancor f
my part must remind you again and again how ridlangerous, and ultimately sterile is a life based
purely upon mind. Good, each defends what he beditw be primary, you mind and | nature. But
don't take offense -- it sometimes seems to meythatctually and naively consider me an enemy of
your Castalian principles, a fellow who fundamelgtedgards your studies, exercises, and games as
mere tomfoolery, even though he briefly joins ierthfor one reason or another. How wrong you
would be if you really believed that, my friendl ¢onfess to you that | am infatuated with your
hierarchy, that it often enthralls me like happsgself. I'll confess to you that some months agogn
| was at home with my parents for a while, | hadut with my father and won his permission for me t
remain a Castalian and enter the Order if this khioes my desire and decision at the end of my
schooldays. | was happy when he at last gave Imserd. As it happens, | shall not make use of his
permission; I've recently realized that. Not thas lost my taste for it, not at all. But | moredamore
see that for me to remain among you would mearpasgalt would be a fine, a noble escape perhaps,
but still an escape. | shall return and become m ofighe outside world, but one who continues
grateful to your Castalia, who will go on practigia good many of your exercises, and will come
every year to join in the celebration of the gi@&ss Bead Game."

Knecht informed his friend Ferromonte of Pliniofession with deep emotion. And
Ferromonte himself added, in the letter we havediied: "To me, as a musician, this confession of
Plinio, to whom | had not always been entirely faias like a musical experience. The contrast of
world and Mind, or of Plinio and Joseph, had befogeeyes been transfigured from the conflict of two
irreconcilable principles into a double concerto."

When Plinio had come to the end of his four-yeamrse and was about to return home, he
brought the headmaster a letter from his fatheatimy Joseph Knechf to spend the coming vacation
with him. This was an unusual proposal. Leavegdomeys and stays outside the Pedagogic Province
did exist, chiefly for purposes of study. They waot so very rare, but were exceptional and gelyeral
granted only to older and more seasoned researetexsr to younger students still at school. But
since the invitation had come from so highly esteg family and personage, Headmaster Zbinden
did not presume to reject it on his own, but préseiit to a committee of the Board of Educatorse Th
reply was a laconic refusal. The friends had togzyd-by to each other.

"We'll try the invitation again sometime,” Plinsaid. "Sooner or later it will work out. You
must someday see my home and meet my family, alidedhat we are not just commercial-minded
scum. | shall miss you very much. And make sursephb, that you rise quickly in this complicated
Castalia of yours. Of course you're highly suitetdé¢come a member of the hierarchy, but in my
opinion more at the top than the bottom of the heap spite of your name. | prophesy a great feitur
for you; one of these days you'll be a Magister la@@ounted among the illustrious."

Joseph gave him a sad look.

"Go ahead and make fun of me," he said, struggliitig the emotion of parting. "I am not so
ambitious as you, and if | should ever attain tms®ffice, you will long since have become presiden
or mayor, university professor, or deputy. Thinkddy of us, Plinio, and of Castalia; don't become



entirely estranged from us. After all, there havée a few people in the outside world who knowenor
about Castalia than the jokes they make about uthete."

They shook hands, and Plinio departed.

For his last year in Waldzell, Joseph remainedobthe limelight. His exposed and strenuous
function as a more or less public personality hattenly come to an end. Castalia no longer needed a
defender. Joseph devoted his free time duringytbat chiefly to the Glass Bead Game, which
enthralled him more and more. A notebook of jotsifiggm that period, dealing with the meaning and
theory of the Game, begins with the sentence: Wihele of both physical and mental life is a dynamic
phenomenon, of which the Glass Bead Game basicathprehends only the aesthetic side, and does
so predominantly as an image of rhythmic proce%ses.

THREE
YEARS OF FREEDOM

JOSEPHKNECHT WAsabout twenty-four years old at this time. With gration from Waldzell,
his school days were over, and there now begayeaiss of free study. With the exception of his
uneventful boyhood in Eschholz, these were probttdymost serene and happy years of his life.
There is, after all, always something wonderful southingly beautiful about a young man, for the
first time released from the bonds of schoolingkimg his first ventures toward the infinite horizoof
the mind. At this point he has not yet seen anyigfllusions dissipated, or doubted either his own
capacity for endless dedication or the boundlessokthe world of thought.

Especially for young men with gifts like thoseJolseph Knecht, who have not been driven by a
single talent to concentrate on a specialty, budsenature rather aims at integration, synthesd, a
universality, this springtide of free study is oft@ period of intense happiness and very nearly of
intoxication. Were it not preceded by the disciplof the elite schools, by the psychic hygiene of
meditation exercises and the lenient supervisich@Board of Educators, this freedom would even be
dangerous for such natures and might prove a nerteesiany, as it used to be to innumerable highly
gifted young men in the ages before our preserntadhnal pattern was set, in the pre-Castalian
centuries. The universities in those days literalliarmed with young Faustian spirits who embarked
with all sails set upon the high seas of learning academic freedom, and ran aground on all the
shoals of untrammeled dilettantism. Faust himséiér all, was the prototype of brilliant
amateurishness and its consequent tragedy.

In Castalia, as it happens, the intellectual fomedf the student is infinitely greater than it eve
was at the universities of earlier ages, sincattadlable materials and opportunities for studyfare
ampler. Moreover, studies in Castalia are in no vesyricted or colored by material consideratidys,
ambition, timidity, straitened circumstances of gagents, prospects for livelihood and career,sand
on. In the academies, seminars, libraries, archases laboratories of the Pedagogic Province every
student is completely equal, no matter what higinsi and prospects. The hierarchy grades the studen
solely by his qualities of mind and character. @& ¢ther hand most of the freedoms, temptatiorts, an
dangers to which so many talented youths succurtiieagecular universities simply do not exist in
Castalia. Not that there is a dearth of dangessipasand bedazzlement there -- how could these
elements ever be completely absent from human lteat least certain opportunities for going b t
rails, for disappointment and disaster, have bdiemrated. There is ho danger of the Castalian
student's becoming a drinker. Nor can he wastgehes of his youth in tomfoolery, or the empty



braggadocio of secret societies, as did some geémesaf students in olden times. Nor is he apt to
make the discovery someday that his degree wastakei that there are gaps in his preparatory
education which can never be filled. The Castabiater of things protects him against such blunders.

The danger of wasting himself on women or on Iggimmself in sports is also minimal. As far
as women are concerned, the Castalian student 8ibect to the temptations and dangers of
marriage, nor is he oppressed by the prudery aofoa gnany past eras which imposed continence on
students or else made them turn to more or lessl @l sluttish women. Since there is no marriage
for the Castalians, love is not governed by a nityrdirected toward marriage. Since the Castalias h
no money and virtually no property, he also caqguothase love. It is customary in the Province for
the daughters of the citizenry not to marry eaatyd in the years before marriage they look upon
students and scholars as particularly desirablerfov he young men, for their part, are not intecks
in birth and fortune, are prone to grant at legsta¢importance to mental and emotional capacidies,
usually endowed with imagination and humor andsesithey have no money, must make their
repayment by giving more of themselves than othensld. In Castalia the sweetheart of a student
does not ask herself: will he marry me? She knosvwill not. Actually, there have been occasions
when he did; every so often an elite student woetdrn to the world by way of marriage, giving up
Castalia and membership in the Order. But theser@w cases of apostasy in the history of the
schools and of the Order amount to little more th@uriosity.

After graduation from the preparatory schoolsdlie student truly enjoys a remarkable degree
of freedom and self-determination in choosing amibregfields of knowledge and research. Unless a
student's own talents and interests dictate nabanathds from the start, the only limit on this fileen
is his obligation to present a plan of study fatteaemester. The authorities oversee the execotion
fhis plan in only the mildest way. For young mervefsatile talents and interests -- and Knecht was
one of these -- the scope thus allowed him is wdntlg enticing and a source of continual delight.
The authorities permit such students, if they dbdnit into sheer idleness, almost paradisiacal
freedom. The student may dabble in all sorts ddi$iecombine the widest variety of subjects, fall i
love with six or eight disciplines simultaneousty,confine himself to a narrower selection from the
beginning. Aside from observing the general ruliesiorality that apply to the whole Province and the
Order, nothing is asked of him except presentatitce a year of the record of the lectures he has
attended, the books he has read, and the reseafesiundertaken at the various institutes. His
performance comes in for closer check only wheattends technical courses and seminars, including
courses in the Glass Bead Game and at the ConsaredtMusic. Here every student has to take the
official examinations and write the papers or dowork required by the head of the seminar, as is
only natural. But no one forces him to take sualrses. For semesters or for years he may, if he
pleases, merely make use of the libraries andhlistéectures. Students who take a long while leefor
deciding upon a single field of knowledge thereklagl their admission into the Order, but the
authorities show great patience in allowing anchesecouraging their explorations of all possible
disciplines and types of study. Aside from good aheonduct, nothing is required of them except the
composition of a "Life" every year.

It is to this old and much-mocked custom that we ¢he three "Lives" by Knecht written
during his years of free study. These were, theharpurely voluntary and unofficial, not to sagret
and more or less illicit kind of literary activitguch as his poems written at Waldzell had beenabu
normal and official assignment. Far back in thdiestrdays of the Pedagogic Province the custom had
arisen of requiring the younger students, those dtnot yet been admitted to the Order, to compose
from time to time a special kind of essay or stidiexercise which was called a "Life." It was ® &
fictitious autobiography set in any period of thespthe writer chose. The student's assignmentavas
transpose himself back to the surroundings, cultamd intellectual climate of any earlier era amd t
imagine himself living a suitable life in that pedi Depending on the times and the fashion, imperia



Rome, seventeenth-century France, or fifteenthergrtaly might be the period most favored, or
Periclean Athens or Austria in the time of Moz&mnong language specialists it had become the
custom to compose their imaginary biographies éenldéimguage of the country and the style of the
period in which they were versed. Thus there haohlteghly ingenious Lives written in the style of
the Papal Curia at Rome around the year 1200, imast@ Latin, in the Italian of the "Cento Novelle
Antiche," in the French of Montaigne, and the baerman of Martin Opitz.

A remnant of the ancient Asian doctrine of reimedion and the transmigration of souls
survived in this playful, highly flexible form. Ateachers and students were familiar with the coince
that their present existence might have been pegtcby others, in other bodies, at other times, unde
other conditions. To be sure they did not belidwe in any strict sense; there was no element ghdo
in the idea. Rather, it was an exercise, a gam#héimaginative faculties, to conceive of oneself
different conditions and surroundings. In writingch Lives students made a stab at a cautious
penetration of past cultures, times, and countjiss,as they did in many seminars on stylistics &
the Glass Bead Game as well. They learned to regamdown persons as masks, as the transitory garb
of an entelechy. The custom of writing such Livasd lits charm, and a good many solid benefits as
well, or it probably would not have endured forl@ng.

Incidentally, there was a rather considerable remolp students who not only more or less
believed in the idea of reincarnation, but alsthimtruth of their own fictional Lives. Thus the jority
of these imaginary pre-existences were not metglissc exercises and historical studies, but also
creations of wishful thinking and exalted self-paits. The authors cast themselves as the chasacter
they longed to become. They portrayed their dreadntheir ideal. Furthermore, from the pedagogic
point of view the Lives were not a bad idea atHfley provided a legitimate channel for the cresativ
urge of youth. Although serious, creative literangrk had been frowned on for generations, and
replaced partly by scholarship, partly by the GBsad Game, youth's artistic impulse had not been
crushed. In these Lives, which were often elabdrat® small novels, it found a permissible meahs o
expression. What is more, while writing these Ligese of the authors took their first steps int th
land of self-knowledge.

Incidentally, the students frequently used théwek for critical and revolutionary outbursts on
the contemporary world and on Castalia. The teachsually regarded such sallies with understanding
benevolence. In addition, these Lives were extrgmelealing to the teachers during those periods in
which the students enjoyed maximum freedom and weogect to no close supervision. The
compositions often provided astonishingly clearghsinto the intellectual and moral state of the
authors.

Three such Lives written by Joseph Knecht have Ipeeserved. We intend to reproduce their
full text, and regard them as possibly the mostiafalle part of our book. There is much room for
conjecture as to whether he wrote only these thiress, or whether there might have been others
which have been lost. All we know definitely is tladter Knecht handed in his third, "Indian" Liteg
Secretariat of the Board of Educators suggestddftha wrote any additional Lives he ought to set
them in an era historically closer to the presewt @ore richly documented, and that he should pay
more attention to historical detail. We know froneadotes and letters that he thereupon actually
engaged in preliminary research for a Life sehmeighteenth century. He cast himself as a Swabian
pastor who subsequently turned from the servidbefChurch to music, who had been a disciple of
Johann Albrecht Bengel, a friend of Oetinger, ardafwhile a guest of Zinzendorf's congregation of
Moravian Brethren. We know that he was readingtakiohg notes on a quantity of old and often out-
of-the-way books on church organization, Pietisnd Zinzendorf, as well as on the liturgy and church
music of the period. We know also that he was feteid with Oetinger, the charismatic prelate, and
that he felt genuine love and veneration for Magi&engel; he went to some pains to have a
photograph made of Bengel's portrait and for aevhéd the picture standing on his desk. He also



honestly tried to write an account of ZinzendorfjoAboth intrigued and repelled him. But in the @ed
dropped this project, content with what he hadredrfrom it. He declared that he had lost the aapac
for making a Life out of these materials throughkiihg studied the subject from too many angles and
accumulated too many details. In view of this stegst, we may justifiably regard the three Lives he
did complete rather as the creations of a poetid span the works of a scholar. In saying this adee
not think we are doing them any injustice.

In addition to the freedom of the student at pesimitted to range at will in self-chosen studies,
Knecht now enjoyed a different kind of freedom aeldxation. He had not, after all, been merely a
student like all the others; he had not only sutedito the strict training, the exacting schedutes,
careful supervision and scrutiny of the teachers, word to all the rigor of elite schooling. Féorag
with all that, because of his relationship to Rlihe had borne the far greater strain of a respuitgi
which had in part spurred him to the utmost ofgugentialities, in part drawn heavily on his enesgi
In assuming the role of public advocate of Castadidnad taken on a responsibility that was realby t
much for his years and his strength. He had runggriaks, and succeeded only by applying excessive
will power and talent. In fact, without the Musicaster's powerful assistance from afar, he would not
have been able to carry his assignment to its osiusi.

At the end of those unusual years at Waldzelling iim, a young man of twenty-four, mature
beyond his age and somewhat overstrained, but agigziearing no visible traces of damage. But the
degree to which his whole nature had been taxedemdyht to the verge of exhaustion is apparent,
although there is no direct documentation forrdant the way he employed the first few years of that
freedom he had at last attained, and for whichdterto doubt deeply yearned. Having stood in so
conspicuous a position during his last years abaigline immediately and completely withdrew from
the public eye. Indeed, when we seek the trachssdife at that time, we have the impression thae
could he would have made himself invisible. No sundings and no society seemed undemanding
enough for him, no mode of living private enougbr Example, he replied curtly and reluctantly to
several long and tempestuous letters from Desigtiwn ceased to answer altogether. The famous
student Knecht vanished and could no longer beddgédut in Waldzell his fame continued to flower,
and in time became almost a legend.

At the beginning of his years of free study heided Waldzell for the reasons given. This
meant that for the time being he eschewed the gtachnd postgraduate courses in the Glass Bead
Game. But although to the superficial observer Kih@@s ostentatiously neglecting the Game, we
know that on the contrary the entire seemingly wargl\and disconnected, and certainly altogether
unusual course of his studies had been influengatldoGlass Bead Game and led back to it and to the
service of the Game. We mean to discuss this somteathength, for this trait was characteristic.
Joseph Knecht employed his freedom for study irstrengest and most idiosyncratic fashion, one that
revealed an astonishing youthful genius. Duringyle@rs at Waldzell he had, as was usual, taken the
official introduction to the Glass Bead Game aralrview course as well. During his last schookyea
and among his friends he already had the reputafibeing an excellent player. But then he was
gripped with such a passion for this Game of gatfnasafter completing another course and whilé stil
in school he had been admitted to a course forepsagf the second stage, which was a very rare
distinction indeed.

Some years later he told his friend and laterstessi, Fritz Tegularius (who had at school taken
the review course along with him) of an experiewbéch not only decided his destiny as a Glass Bead
Game player, but also greatly influenced the coafdes studies. The letter is extant; the passags:
"Let me remind you of the time the two of us, aseijto the same group, were so eagerly working on
our first sketches for Glass Bead Games. Do yaallracertain day and a certain game? Our group
leader had given us various suggestions and prdmdksorts of themes for us to choose from. We had
just arrived at the delicate transition from astnory, mathematics, and physics to the sciences of



language and history, and the leader was a virturote art of setting traps for eager beginnees lis
and luring us on to the thin ice of impermissibistaactions and analogies. He would slip into our
hands tempting baubles taken from etymology andpewative linguistics, and enjoyed seeing us grab
them and come to grief. We counted Greek quantitie we were worn out, only to feel the rug
pulled out from under us when he suddenly confebatewith the possibility, in fact the necessity, o
accentual instead of a quantitative scansion, arahsIn formal terms he did his job brilliantlypch

quite properly, although | did not like the spwoitit. He showed us false trails and lured us fatdty
conjectures, partly with the good intention of faamizing us with the perils, but also a little@nder to
laugh at us for being such stupid boys and toliagteavy dose of skepticism into those of us who
were most enthusiastic about the Game. And yédtiagd turned out it happened under his instruction
and in the course of one of his complicated triggeziments -- we were timidly and awkwardly trying
to sketch a halfway decent Game problem -- thedd all at once seized by the meaning and the
greatness of our Game, and was shaken by it toditeeof my being. We were picking apart a problem
in linguistic history and, as it were, examiningsz up the peak period of glory in the history of a
language; in minutes we had traced the path whacht&ken it several centuries. And | was powerfully
gripped by the vision of transitoriness: the wafobe our eyes such a complex, ancient, venerable
organism, slowly built up over many generationaches its highest point, which already contains the
germ of decay, and the whole intelligently articethstructure begins to droop, to degenerate tterto
toward its doom. And at the same time the thoughtatly shot through me, with a joyful, startled
amazement, that despite the decay and death datigatage it had not been lost, that its youth,
maturity, and downfall were preserved in our memanour knowledge of it and its history, and
would survive and could at any time be reconstdigtehe symbols and formulas of scholarship as
well as in the recondite formulations of the GIBssd Game. | suddenly realized that in the language
or at any rate in the spirit of the Glass Bead Gaswerything actually was all-meaningful, that gver
symbol and combination of symbols led not hithet gan, not to single examples, experiments, and
proofs, but into the center, the mystery and inmestrheart of the world, into primal knowledge. Bver
transition from major to minor in a sonata, evegnsformation of a myth or a religious cult, every
classical or artistic formulation was, | realizedhat flashing moment, if seen with a truly metilia
mind, nothing but a direct route into the interwdthe cosmic mystery, where in the alternation
between inhaling and exhaling, between heaven aritd,doetween Yin and Yang, holiness is forever
being created.

"Of course by that time | had attended many a-s@tistructed and well-executed Game.
Listening, | had often been exalted and overjoyethle insights such Games afforded; but up to that
time | had repeatedly been inclined to doubt tla value and importance of the Game. After all reve
neatly solved problem in mathematics could prowdellectual pleasure; every good piece of music
could exalt and expand the soul toward universatittgn heard, and even more when played; and
every reverent meditation could soothe the heatttane it to harmony with the universe. But perhaps
for that very reason, my doubts whispered, the SSBesad Game was merely a formal art, a clever
skill, a witty combination, so that it would be tegtnot to play this Game, but to occupy onesetlfi wi
uncontaminated mathematics and good music.

"But now for the first time | had heard the inneice of the Game itself, its meaning. It had
reached me and penetrated me, and since that moimave believed that our royal game is truly a
lingua sacraa sacred and divine language. You will rememberyén remarked on it yourself at the
time, that a change had taken place within mepamsons had come to me. | can compare it only to
that unforgettable call which once lifted my hesnt transformed my life when as a boy | was tested
by the Magister Musicae and summoned to Castaba. noticed it; | felt that at the time, althoughuyo
said not a word about it. Let us say no more alidatay. But now | have something to ask you, and
in order to explain my request | must tell you stinregg that no one else knows or is to know: that my



seemingly disorganized studies at the presentdimaaot the result of whim, but of a definite
underlying plan. You will recall, at least in geakoutline, the Glass Bead Game exercise we
constructed at that time, as pupils in the ThirdiGe, and with the leader's assistance -- in theseo

of which | heard that voice and experienced my tiooaas dusor. That game began with a rhythmic
analysis of a fugal theme and in the center ofai$ & sentence attributed to Confucius. Now | am
studying that entire game from beginning to endatT$, | am working through each of its phrases,
translating it from the language of the Game bat# its original language, into mathematics,
ornament, Chinese, Greek, and so on. At leasbtigs in my life | intend to restudy and reconstruct
systematically the entire content of a Glass Beanh& | have already finished the first part, arfthi
taken me two years. Of course it is going to caostguite a few years more. But since we are granted
our famous freedom of study in Castalia, this i&thanean to use it. | am familiar with the objectso

to such a procedure. Most of our teachers would\&&yhave devoted several centuries to inventing
and elaborating the Glass Bead Game as a unitargplage and method for expressing all intellectual
concepts and all artistic values and reducing tteeencommon denominator. Now you come along and
want to check over everything to see if it is cotr@hat will take you a lifetime, and you will neyj it.

"Well, | shall not take a lifetime and | hope | moregret it. And now for my request. Since at
present you are working in the Game Archives afod $pecial reasons prefer to keep away from
Waldzell for a good while longer, | hope you willsaver quite a barrage of questions for me every so
often. That is, | shall be asking you to send menfthe Archives the unabbreviated forms of the
official clefs and symbols for all sorts of themkam counting on you, and counting on your asking
reciprocal favors as soon as there is anythingn ldmafor you."

Perhaps this is the place to cite that other pgsBam Knecht's letters which also deals with
the Glass Bead Game, although the letter in questiddressed to the Music Master, was written at
least a year or two later. "l imagine," Knecht vertd his patron, "that one can be an excellentGlas
Bead Game player, even a virtuoso, and perhapsatlaroughly competent Magister Ludi, without
having any inkling of the real mystery of the Gaamel its ultimate meaning. It might even be that one
who does guess or know the truth might prove atgretanger to the Game, were he to become a
specialist in the Game, or a Game leader. For dnle idterior, the esoterics of the Game, points mow
into the One and All, into those depths where teenal Atman eternally breathes in and out, sudfiti
unto itself. One who had experienced the ultimagammng of the Game within himself would by that
fact no longer be a player; he would no longer tlimethe world of multiplicity and would no longer
be able to delight in invention, construction, @oedhbination, since he would know altogether diffeere
joys and raptures. Because | think | have comesdioshe meaning of the Glass Bead Game, it will be
better for me and for others if I do not make trear® my profession, but instead shift to music."

The Music Master, who usually confined his cormgtence to a minimum, was evidently
troubled by these remarks and replied with a rdtregthy piece of friendly admonition: "It is good
that you yourself do not require a master of then€#o be an 'esoteric' in your sense of the ward, f
hope you wrote that without irony. A Game Masteteacher who was primarily concerned with being
close enough to the 'innermost meaning' would very bad teacher. To be candid, | myself, for
example, have never in my life said a word to mpijsuabout the 'meaning’ of music; if there is dhe,
does not need my explanations. On the other | hlways made a great point of having my pupils
count their eighths and sixteenths nicely. Whatgweer become, teacher, scholar, or musician, have
respect for the 'meaning,’ but do not imagine ithadn be taught. Once upon a time the philosopbiers
history ruined half of world history with their effts to teach such 'meaning’; they inaugurated\ge
of the Feuilleton and are partly to blame for qutae# of spilled blood. If | were introducing pupilo
Homer or Greek tragedy, say, | would also notdryetl them that the poetry is one of the
manifestations of the divine, but would endeavamtike the poetry accessible to them by imparting a
precise knowledge of its linguistic and metricahstgies. The task of the teacher and scholar is to



study means, cultivate tradition, and preserveptiréy of methods, not to deal in incommunicable
experiences which are reserved to the elect --oftem enough pay a high price for this privilege."

There is no other mention of the Glass Bead Gardeta "esoteric" aspect in all the rest of
Knecht's correspondence of that period. Indeedoes not seem to have written many letters, or else
some of them have been lost. At any rate, the $a@ed best-preserved correspondence, that with
Ferromonte, deals almost entirely with problemsasic and musical stylistic analysis.

Thus there was a special meaning and resolutibméehe peculiar zigzag course of Knecht's
studies, which consisted in nothing less than tfeeimstantial retracing and prolonged analysis of a
single Game pattern. In order to assimilate theexdn of this one pattern, which the schoolboys had
composed as an exercise within a few days, andhwdaald be read off in a quarter hour in the
language of the Glass Bead Game, he spent yeayaéesitting in lecture halls and libraries, sting)
Froberger and Alessandro Scarlatti, fugues andtadaan, reviewing mathematics, learning Chinese,
working through a system of tonal figuration and Feustelian theory of the correspondence between
the scale of colors and the musical keys.

We may ask why he had chosen this toilsome, edceand above all lonely path, for his
ultimate goal (outside of Castalia, people woulgt $és choice of profession) was undoubtedly the
Glass Bead Game. He might freely have entered bt dnstitutes of the Vicus Lusorum, the
settlement of Glass Bead Game players in Waldaglg guest scholar. In that case all the special
studies connected with the Game would have beem masier for him. Advice and information on all
guestions of detail would have been available o &ii any time, and in addition he could have puisue
his studies among other scholars in the same ffeldng men with the same devotion to the Game,
instead of struggling alone in a state that oft@oanted to voluntary banishment. Be that as it rhay,
went his own way. We suspect that he avoided WHlgaetly to expunge as far as possible from his
own mind and the minds of others the memory ofdlis as a student there, partly so that he woutd no
stumble into a similar role among the communitystdss Bead Game players. For he probably bore
away the feeling from those early days that he pvadestined to become a leader and spokesman, and
he did all that he could to outwit the obtrusivenetfate. He sensed in advance the weight of
responsibility; he could already feel it toward f@éBow students from Waldzell, who went on
adulating him even though he withdrew from themdAe felt it especially toward Tegularius, who
would go through fire and water for him -- thiskreew instinctively.

Therefore he sought seclusion and contemplatibileviais destiny tried to propel him forward
into the public realm. It is in these terms thatimeagine his state of mind at the time. But theesw
another important factor that deterred him fromrtgkhe usual courses at the higher Glass Bead Game
academies and made an outsider of him. That waseanrable urge toward research arising from his
former doubts about the Glass Bead Game. To beseitead once tasted the experience that the Game
could be played in a supreme and sacred sensbhethdd also seen that the majority of players and
students of the Game, and even some of the leaddrieachers, by no means shared that lofty and
sacramental feeling for the Game. They did notnettfee Game language arggua sacrabput more
as an ingenious kind of stenography. They practibedsame as an interesting or amusing specialty,
an intellectual sport or an arena for ambitionfact, as his letter to the Music Master shows, he
already sensed that the search for ultimate meatorg not necessarily determine the quality of the
player, that its superficial aspects were alsordgsdao the Game, that it comprised techniquegrsoe,
and social institution. In short, he had doubts dindled feelings; the Game was a vital questian fo
him, had become the chief problem of his life, aedvas by no means disposed to let well-meaning
spiritual guides ease his struggles or benignlyfisgiteachers dismiss them as trivial.

Naturally he could have made any one of the tétisomsands of recorded Glass Bead Games
and the millions of possible games the basis ostidies. He knew this and therefore proceeded from
that chance Game plan that he and his schoolmatesdmposed in an elementary course. It was the



game in which he had for the first time graspedntieaning of all Glass Bead Games and experienced
his vocation as a player. During those years héwkép him at all times an outline of that Gametet
down in the usual shorthand. In the symbols, ciph&gnatures, and abbreviations of the Game
language an astronomical formula, the principlefooh underlying an old sonata, an utterance of
Confucius, and so on, were written down. A readeo whanced to be ignorant of the Glass Bead
Game might imagine such a Game pattern as ratmdasio the pattern of a chess game, except that
the significances of the pieces and the potengalidf their relationships to one another and tegect
upon one another multiplied manyfold and an aatoatent must be ascribed to each piece, each
constellation, each chess move, of which this moggfiguration, and so on is the symbol.

Knecht's studies went beyond the task of acquegrtimself in the utmost detail with the
contents, principles, books, and systems contam#éte Game plan, and retracting as he went a way
back through various cultures, sciences, languagts,and centuries. He had also set himselfasie t
that none of his teachers even recognized, of ggmgdhese objects to check in detail the systemds a
possibilities of expression in the art of the GIBesd Game.

To anticipate his results: here and there he f@ugdp, an inadequacy, but on the whole our
Glass Bead Game withstood his stringent reasses$s@irerwise he would not have returned to it at
the end of his work.

If we were writing a study in cultural historygaod many of the places and scenes of Knecht's
student days would certainly merit description.fé&sas possible he preferred places where he could
work alone, or with only a very few others, andtmne of these places he retained a lifelong gratefu
attachment. He frequently stayed in Monteport, gomes as the Music Master's guest, sometimes as a
participant in a musicological seminar. Twice wedfhim in Hirsland, the headquarters of the Order,
as a participant in the "Great Exercise," the twabay period of fasting and meditation. He useer lat
to tell his intimates with special affection abtiue "Bamboo Grove," the lovely hermitage which was
the scene of hisChingstudies. There he learned and experienced thingaiofal importance. There,
too, guided by a wonderful premonition or Providente found unique surroundings and an
extraordinary person: the founder and inmate oChmese hermitage, who was called Elder Brother.
We think it proper to describe at greater length thost remarkable episode in his years of fregystu

Knecht had begun his studies of the Chinese laggyaad classics in the famous Far Eastern
College which for generations had been affiliae&t Urban's, the academic complex devoted to
classical philology. There he had made rapid prsgyine reading and writing and also struck up
friendships with several of the Chinese working¢hand had learned a number of the odes dbHile
Chingby heart. In the second year of his stay he tutaedmore and more intense study of ithe
Ching,the Book of Changes. The Chinese provided him aliteorts of information, but no
introductory course; there was no teacher availebilee college, and after Knecht had repeatedly
petitioned them for an instructor for a thorougindst of thel Ching, he was told about Elder Brother
and his hermitage.

It had become apparent to Knecht that his intenetste Book of Changes was leading him into
a field which the teachers at the college prefetoekkep at a distance, and he therefore grew more
cautious in his inquiries. Now, as he made efftortgbtain further information about this legendary
Elder Brother, it became obvious to him that therhitenjoyed a measure of respect, and indeed a
degree of fame, but more as an eccentric lonerdeanscholar. Knecht sensed that he would have to
help himself; he finished a paper he had begua feminar as quickly as possible, and took hissleav
On foot, he made his way to the region in whichrtiysterious man, perhaps a sage and Master,
perhaps a fool, had long ago established his Barfdyoue.

He had gathered a few bits of information aboatharmit. Some twenty-five years before, the
man had been the most promising student in theegSkiDepartment. He seemed to have been born for
these studies, outdid his best teachers, botheSaihy birth and Westerners, in the technique wstbr



writing and the deciphering of ancient texts, betdme somewhat notorious for the zeal with which he
also tried to make himself into a Chinese in outivaatters also. Thus he obstinately refused to
address his superiors, from the instructor of aisamo the Masters, by their titles, as all other
students did. Instead, he called them "My EldertiBn" until at last this appellation became atéath
to himself as a nickname. He devoted special atiend the oracular game of th€hing and
developed a masterly skill at practicing it witle tihaditional yarrow stalks. Along with the ancient
commentaries on the Book of Changes, his favootsklwas the philosophical work of Chuang Tzu.
Evidently the rationalistic, somewhat antimysti@aid declaredly Confucian spirit of the Chinese
Department of the college, as Knecht encounterdtd already been prevalent at that time, for one
day Elder Brother left the Institute, which woulkhdly have kept him as a teacher, and set out on a
walking tour, armed with brush, Chinese ink sauard two or three books. He made his way to the
southern part of the country, turning up here dedd to visit for a while with brethren of the Orde

He looked for and finally found the suitable spmtthe hermitage he planned, stubbornly bombarded
both the secular authorities and the Order witlitten and oral petitions until they grantech the
right to settle there and cultivate the area. Bugce, he had been living in an idyllic retreatcsly
governed by ancient Chinese principles. Some el him with amusement as a crank, others
venerated him as a kind of saint. But apparentlywag content with himself and at peace with the
world, devoting his days to meditation and the ¢ogyf ancient scrolls whenever he was not
occupied with his Bamboo Grove, which shelterednftbe north wind a carefully laid out Chinese
miniature garden.

Joseph Knecht, then, tramped toward this hermitag&ing frequent stops to rest, delighting in
the landscape that lay smiling beneath him as asdre had climbed through the mountain passes,
stretching southward in a blue haze, with suniitaiged vineyards, brown stone walls alive with
lizards, stately chestnut groves, a piquant miggtihsouthland and high mountain country. It wds la
afternoon when he reached the Bamboo Grove. Heeshéad looked with astonishment upon a
Chinese pavilion set in the midst of a curious gardvith a splashing fountain fed by a wooden pipe.
The overflow ran along a gravel bed into a masdasin, in whose crevices all sorts of green plants
flourished. A few goldfish swam around in the stllystalline water. Fragile and peaceful, thelfeat
crowns of the bamboos swayed on their strong, slesitlafts. The sward was punctuated by stone
slabs carved with inscriptions in the classicalesty

A frail man dressed in tan linen, glasses ovee lelyes that bore a tentative look, straightened
up from a flower bed over which he had been bendm#jslowly approached the visitor. His manner
was not unfriendly, but it had that somewhat awld\slryness rather common among solitaries and
recluses. He looked inquiringly at Knecht and waita what he had to say. With some embarrassment
Knecht spoke the Chinese words he had already tataui "The young disciple takes the liberty of
paying his respects to Elder Brother."

"The well-bred guest is welcome," Elder BrothedsdMay a young colleague always be
welcome to a bowl of tea and a little agreeableveosation; and a bed for the night may be found for
him, if this is desired."

Knecht kowtowed, expressed his thanks, and wamtedhe pavilion and served tea. Then he
was shown the garden, the carved slabs, the poadydidfish, and was even told the age of the fish.
Until suppertime they sat under the swaying baml@xa@sanging courtesies, verses from odes, and
sayings from the classical writers. They lookethatflowers and took pleasure in the fading pinks o
sunset along the mountain ranges. Then they reezhtee house. Elder Brother served bread and fruit
cooked an excellent pancake for each of them anyastove, and after they had eaten he asked in
German the purpose of his visit, and in German Khegplained why he had come and what he
desired, which was to stay as long as Elder Brgtkemitted him, and to become his disciple.

"We shall discuss that tomorrow," the hermit saitj showed his guest to a bed.



Next morning Knecht sat down by the goldfish paatl gazed into the cool small world of
darkness and light and magically shimmering colatsgre the bodies of the golden fish glided in the
dark greenish blueness and inky blackness. Noviteard just when the entire world seemed
enchanted, asleep forever in a dreamy spell, shewiould dart with a supple and yet alarming
movement, like flashes of crystal and gold, throtlghsomnolent darkness. He looked down,
becoming more and more absorbed, daydreaming rdthemeditating, and was not conscious when
Elder Brother stepped softly out of the house, pduand stood for a long time watching his bemused
guest. When Knecht at last shook off his abstradiiad stood up, he was no longer there, but hisevoi
soon called from inside an invitation to tea. Tigegeted each other briefly, drank tea, and sa&inlisg
in the matutinal stillness to the sound of the $ealof water from the fountain, a melody of etigyn
Then the hermit stood up, busied himself here hatetabout the irregularly shaped room, now and
then glancing, blinking rapidly, at Knecht. Suddehé asked: "Are you ready to don your shoes and
continue your journeying?"

Knecht hesitated. Then he said: "If it must bel s ready."

"And if it should chance that you stay here delitvhile, are you ready to be obedient and to
keep as still as a goldfish?"

Again Knecht said he was ready.

"It is well,” Elder Brother said. "Now | shall lahe stalks and consult the oracle.”

While Knecht sat and looked on with an awe equiii$ curiosity, keeping "as still as a
goldfish," Elder Brother fetched from a wooden barakvhich was rather a kind of quiver, a handful of
sticks. These were the yarrow stalks. He countethtbut carefully, returned one part of the bundle t
the vessel, laid a stalk aside, divided the rasttwwo equal bundles, kept one in his left handl aith
the sensitive fingertips of his right hand tookytlittle clusters from the pack in his left. He cded
these and laid them aside until only a few stadksained. These he held between two fingers of his
left hand. After thus reducing one bundle by ritoalinting to a few stalks, he followed the same
procedure with the other bundle. He laid the codistalks to one side, then went through both bundle
again, one after the other, counting, clamping breatnants of bundles between two fingers. His
fingers performed all this with economical motial quiet agility; it looked like an occult game of
skill governed by strict rules, practiced thousaofismes and brought to a high degree of virtuoso
dexterity. After he had gone through the same m®several times, three small bundles remained.
From the number of stalks in them he read an idggigwhich he drew with a tapering brush on a
small piece of paper. Now the whole complicateccpdure began anew; the sticks were divided again
into two equal bundles, counted, laid aside, thibestveen fingers, until in the end again three tiny
bundles remained which resulted in a second id@bgtdoved about like dancers, making very soft,
dry clicks, the stalks came together, changed pldoemed bundles, were separated, were counted
anew; they shifted positions rhythmically, with laogtly sureness. At the end of each process an
ideograph was written, until finally the positivedanegative symbols stood in six lines one aboge th
other. The stalks were gathered up and carefuilaced in their container. The sage sat crosslegged
on the floor of reed matting, for a long time stlgrexamining the result of the augury on the sludet
paper.

"It is the sign Mong," he said. "This sign bedre hame: youthful folly. Above the mountain,
below the water; above Gen, below Kan. At the fafdhe fountain the spring bubbles forth, the
symbol of youth. The verdict reads:

Youthful folly wins success.

| do not seek the young fool,

The young fool seeks me.

At the first oracle | give knowledge.



If he asks again, it is importunity.
If he importunes, | give no knowledge.
Perseverance is beneficial."

Knecht had been holding his breath from sheeresusp In the ensuing silence he involuntarily
gave a deep sigh of relief. He did not dare to Bsik.he thought he had understood: the young fadl h
turned up; he would be permitted to stay. Evenaevhé was still enthralled by the sublime mariorstte
dance of fingers and sticks, which he had watcbedd long and which looked so persuasively
meaningful, the result took hold of him. The orduéal spoken; it had decided in his favor.

We would not have described this episode in setaildf Knecht himself had not so frequently
related it to his friends with a certain relish.Mwe shall return to our scholarly account.

Knecht remained at the Bamboo Grove for monthsl@ached to manipulate the yarrow stalks
almost as well as his teacher. The latter spehban a day with him, practicing counting the sticks
imparting the grammar and symbolism of the oracialaguage, and drilling him in writing and
memorizing the sixty-four signs. He read to Knéeicbin ancient commentaries, and every so often, on
particularly good days, told him a story by Chudmzg. For the rest, the disciple learned to tend the
garden, wash the brushes, and prepare the Chimedde also learned to make soup and tea, gather
brushwood, observe the weather, and handle thee€hicalendar. But his rare attempts to introduce
the Glass Bead Game and music into their sparingersations yielded no results whatsoever; they
seemed to fall upon deaf ears, or else were tuasel® with a forbearing smile or a proverb such as,
"Dense clouds, no rain," or, "Nobility is withodadv." But when Knecht had a small clavichord sent
from Monteport and spent an hour a day playingeERBrother made no objection. Once Knecht
confessed to his teacher that he wished to leasaginto be able to incorporate the system of the
Chinginto the Glass Bead Game. Elder Brother laughed.aead and try," he exclaimed. "You'll see
how it turns out. Anyone can create a pretty litikanboo garden in the world. But | doubt that the
gardener would succeed in incorporating the worldis bamboo grove.”

But enough of this. We shall mention only the @un¢her fact that some years later, when
Knecht was already a highly respected persona@éaidzell and invited Elder Brother to give a
course there, he received no answer.

Afterward Joseph Knecht described the monthsueel lin the Bamboo Grove as an unusually
happy time. He also frequently referred to it as'treginning of my awakening" -- and in fact from
that period on the image of "awakening" turns upevand more often in his remarks, with a meaning
similar to although not quite the same as thatdeefbrmerly attributed to the image of vocation. It
could be assumed that the "awakening" signifiedkadge of himself and of the place he occupied
within the Castalian and the general human ordéningjs; but it seems to us that the accent
increasingly shifts toward self-knowledge in thasethat from the "beginning of his awakening"
Knecht came closer and closer to a sense of higapenique position and destiny, while at the esam
time, the concepts and categories of the traditibiemarchy of the world and of the special Casatali
hierarchy became for him more and more relativderat

His Chinese studies were far from concluded duhiisgstay in the Bamboo Grove. They
continued, and Knecht made particular efforts puae a knowledge of ancient Chinese music.
Everywhere in the older Chinese writers he encoadtpraise of music as one of the primal sources of
all order, morality, beauty, and health. This braattiical view of music was familiar to him from of
old, for the Music Master could be regarded as/#rg embodiment of it

Without ever forsaking the fundamental plan ofdtigdies, which as we have seen he outlined
in his letter to Fritz Tegularius, he pushed fordvanergetically on a broad front wherever he scente
an element of essential value to himself, thad isaty, wherever the path of "awakening," on whieh h
had already set out, seemed to lead him. One gidhitive results of his period of apprenticeshifhw



Elder Brother was that he overcame his resistagamst returning to Waldzell. Henceforth he
participated in one of the advanced courses thexg/gear, and without quite realizing how it had
happened he became a personage regarded wittrsirdakesteem in the Vicus Lusorum. He belonged
to that central and most sensitive organ of theee@ame organization, that anonymous group of
players of proven worth in whose hands lay theidiest of the Game at any given time, or at least th
type of play that happened to be in fashion.

Officials of the Game institutes belonged to bidtrabt dominate this group, which usually met
in several remote, quiet rooms of the Game ArchiVegre the members beguiled their time with
critical studies of the Game, championing the isido of new subject areas, or arguing for their
exclusion, debating for or against certain con$gasttifting tastes in regard to the form, the
procedures, the sporting aspects of the Glass Baatk. Everyone who had made a place for himself
in this group was a virtuoso of the Game; each kizeavhair the talents and peculiarities of all the
others. The atmosphere was like that in the carsidba government ministry or an aristocratic club
where the rulers and those who will take over thesponsibilities in the near future meet and get t
know one another. A muted, polished tone prevaiidtis group. Its members were ambitious without
showing it, keen-eyed and critical to excess. Man@astalia, and some in the rest of the country
outside the Province, regarded this elite as thenate flower of Castalian tradition, the creamaaf
exclusive intellectual aristocracy, and a good mamyths dreamed for years of some day belonging to
it themselves. To others, however, this elect eiaflcandidates for the higher reaches in the tubya
of the Glass Bead Game seemed odious and debadegjeaof haughty idlers, brilliant but spoiled
geniuses who lacked all feeling for life and realén arrogant and fundamentally parasitic company
dandies and climbers who had made a silly gamierdesself-indulgence of the mind, their vocation
and the content of their life.

Knecht was untouched by either of these attituldelsd not matter to him whether he figured in
student gossip as some sort of phenomenon or asvarpu and climber. What was important to him
were his studies, all of which now centered aratlvedGame. Another preoccupation was, perhaps, that
one question of whether the Game really was theegop achievement of Castalia and worth devoting
one's life to. For even as he was familiarizing $ethwith the ever more recondite mysteries of the
Game's laws and potentialities, even as he becawme and more at home in the labyrinths of the
Archives and the complex inner world of the Gamsgtabolism, his doubts had by no means been
silenced. He had already learned by experiencddtiatand doubt belong together, that they govern
each other like inhaling and exhaling, and that/eiy advances in all aspects of the Game's mimcos
naturally sharpened his eyes to all the dubiousoketee Game. For a little while, perhaps, thelidyl
the Bamboo Grove had reassured him, or perhapmaig say confused him. The example of Elder
Brother had shown him that there were ways of @agapom this dubiousness. It was possible, for
example, as that recluse had done, to turn onieselé Chinese, shut oneself off behind a garden
hedge, and live in a self-sufficient and beautkinld of perfection. One might also become a
Pythagorean or a monk and scholastic -- but these wstill escapes, renunciations of universality
possible and permissible only to a few. They inedlvenunciation of the present and the future in
favor of something perfect enough, but past. Knéelat sensed in good time that this type of escape
was not the way for him. But what then was the Yaayhim? Aside from his great talent for music and
for the Glass Bead Game, he was aware of stillrdtrees within himself, a certain inner
independence, a self-reliance which by no meanetdim or hampered him from serving, but
demanded of him that he serve only the highestena&hd this strength, this independence, this self
reliance, was not just a trait in his charactewas not just inturned and effective only upon halst
also affected the outside world.

As early as his years at school, and especialiynguhe period of his contest with Plinio
Designori, Joseph Knecht had often noticed thatynsghoolmates his own age, but even more the



younger boys, liked him, sought his friendship, amzteover tended to let him dominate them. They
asked him for advice, put themselves under hisi@mite. Ever since, this experience had been repeate
frequently. It had its pleasant and flattering sitisatisfied ambition and strengthened self-cderfice.
But it also had another, a dark and terrifying skar there was something bad and unpalatable about
the attitude one took toward these schoolmatesigerdor advice, guidance, and an example, about
the impulse to despise them for their lack of seliance and dignity, and about the occasionalesecr
temptation to make them (at least in thought) oftedient slaves. Moreover, during the time with
Plinio he had had a taste of the responsibilitgist and psychological burden which is the pria&p

for every brilliant and publicly representative jiim1. He knew also that the Music Master sometimes
felt weighed down by his own position. It was loxednd tempting, to exert power over men and to
shine before others, but power also had its pertstand perils. History, after all, consisted of an
unbroken succession of rulers, leaders, bossegsanthanders who with extremely rare exceptions
had all begun well and ended badly. All of themeast so they said, had striven for power forsiiee

of the good; afterward they had become obsessedwambled by power and loved it for its own sake.

What he must do was to sanctify and make wholesbmpower Nature had bestowed on him
by placing it in the service of the hierarchy. Thvas something he had always taken for granted. But
where was his rightful place, where would his ererdpe put to best use and bear fruit? The capacity
to attract and more or less to influence othense@slly those younger than himself, would of ceurs
have been useful to an army officer or a politiciaut in Castalia there was no place for such
occupations. Here these qualities were useful tmtite teacher and educator, but Knecht felt hardly
drawn to such work. If it had been a question efdwn desires alone, he would have preferred fhe li
of the independent scholar to all others -- or &is¢ of a Glass Bead Game player. And in reaching
this conclusion he once more faced the old, tormgrguestion: was this game really the highest,
really the sovereign in the realm of the intellédtas it not, in spite of everything and everyonehie
end merely a game after all? Did it really merlt flevotion, lifelong service? Generations ago this
famous Game had begun as a kind of substituterfoarad for many it was gradually developing into a
kind of religion, allowing highly trained intellesto indulge in contemplation, edification, and
devotional exercises.

Obviously, the old conflict between aesthetics atidcs was going on in Knecht. The question
never fully expressed but likewise never entirelgmessed, was the very one that had now and then
erupted, dark and threatening, from beneath tHasiof the schoolboy poems he had written in
Waldzell. That question was addressed not judtiedllass Bead Game, but to Castalia as a whole.

There was a period when this whole complex of |emols troubled him so deeply that he was
always dreaming of debates with Designori. And dag, as he was strolling across one of the
spacious courtyards of the Waldzell Players' Vildge heard someone behind him calling his name.
The voice sounded very familiar, although he ditnecognize it at once. When he turned around he
saw a tall young man with a trim beard rushing testpously toward him. It was Plinio, and with a
surge of affection and warm memories, Joseph gidets heartily. They arranged to meet that
evening. Plinio, who had long ago finished his s&adt the universities in the outside world and wa
already a government official, had come to Waldaelholiday for a short guest course in the Glass
Bead Game, as he had in fact done once beforaagears earlier.

The evening they spent together, however, proweehabarrassment to both friends. Plinio was
here as a guest student, a tolerated dilettante dwtside; although he was pursuing his course with
great eagerness, it was nevertheless a coursetiders and amateurs. The distance between them
was too great; he was facing a professional, diaiaiwhose very delicacy and polite interest & hi
friend's enthusiasm for the Glass Bead Game ingyitaade him feel that he was not a colleague but a
child playfully dabbling on the outer edges of &rce which the other understood to its very core.
Knecht tried to turn the conversation away from@&smsame by asking Plinio about his official functions



and his life on the outside. And now Joseph waddtgard and the child who asked innocent
questions and was tactfully tutored. Plinio hadeormo law, was seeking political influence, andswa
about to become engaged to the daughter of a |eader. He spoke a language that Joseph only half
understood; many recurrent expressions soundedygmptm, or seemed to have no content. At any
rate he realized that Plinio counted for sometlirnigis world, knew his way about in it, and had
ambitious aims. But the two worlds, which ten yesge both youths had each touched with tentative
curiosity and a measure of sympathy, had by nowvgrioreconcilably apart.

Joseph could appreciate the fact that this mdheoivorld and politician had retained a certain
attachment to Castalia. This was, after all, tlomsd time he was sacrificing a holiday to the Glass
Bead Game. But in the end, Joseph thought, it wetsypmuch the same as if he were one day to pay a
visit to Plinio's district and attend a few sessiofthe court as a curious guest, and have Plimov
him through a few factories or welfare institutioBeth were disappointed. Knecht found his former
friend coarse and superficial. Designori, for hastpfound his former schoolmate distinctly hauginty
his exclusive esotericism and intellectuality; bersed to Plinio to have become a "pure intellect”
altogether absorbed by himself and his sport.

Both made an effort, however, and Designori h&dats of tales to tell, about his studies and
examinations, about journeys to England and tstheeh, political meetings, parliament. At one ppint
moreover, he said something that sounded likeeathor a warning. "You will see," he said. "Soon
there will be times of unrest, perhaps wars, incltdase your whole existence in Castalia might well
come under attack."

Joseph did not take this too seriously. He messked: "And what about you, Plinio? In that
case would you be for or against Castalia?"

"Oh that," Plinio said with a forced smile. "ltist likely that I'd be asked my opinion. But of
course | favor the undisturbed continuance of diastatherwise | wouldn't be here, you know. Still
and all, although your material requirements armedest, Castalia costs the country quite a kil
every year."

"Yes," Joseph said, laughing, "it amounts, | ald,tto about a tenth of what our country used
to spend annually for armaments during the Centbiy/ars."

They met several more times, and the closer tdeo&Rlinio's course approached, the more
assiduous they became in courtesies toward eaeh. &bt it was a relief to both when the two oretiar
weeks were over and Plinio departed.

The Magister Ludi at that time was Thomas vonTdarve, a famous, widely traveled, and
cosmopolitan man, gracious and obliging toward ywee who approached him, but severe to the point
of fanaticism in guarding the Game against contation. He was a great worker, something
unsuspected by those who knew him only in his pulolie, dressed in his festive robes to conduct the
great Games, or receiving delegations from abrdadvas said to be a cool, even icy rationalist,
whose relationship to the arts was one of meraulistivility. Among the young and ardent amateurs
of the Glass Bead Game, rather deprecatory opirabhsn could be heard at times -- misjudgments,
for if he was not an enthusiast and in the grebtipgames tended to avoid touching on grand and
exciting themes, the brilliant construction andquredled form of his games proved to ttegnoscenti
his total grasp of the subtlest problems of the &amworld.

One day the Magister Ludi sent for Joseph Knddatreceived him in his home, in everyday
clothes, and asked whether he would care to comeaiban hour every day at this same time for the
next few days. Knecht, who had never before hadpamgate dealings with the Master, was somewhat
astonished.

For the present, the Master showed him a bulky onendum, a proposal he had received from
an organist -- one of the innumerable proposalskwthie directorate of the Game regularly had to
examine. Usually these were suggestions for thasmilon of new material to the Archives. One man,



for example, had made a meticulous study of thetyif the madrigal and discovered in the
development of the style a curve that he had ezpreboth musically and mathematically, so that it
could be included in the vocabulary of the GameotAar had examined the rhythmic structure of
Julius Caesar's Latin and discovered the mosimsgrikongruences with the results of well-known
studies of the intervals in Byzantine hymns. Orimgame fanatic had once more unearthed some new
cabala hidden in the musical notation of the fifthecentury. Then there were the tempestuous setter
from abstruse experimenters who could arrive atribst astounding conclusions from, say, a
comparison of the horoscopes of Goethe and Spirsozdy, letters often included pretty and seemingly
enlightening geometric drawings in several colors.

Knecht attacked the manuscript with eagernessitdeelf, after all, had often pondered such
proposals, although he had never submitted anyrytaative Glass Bead Game player naturally
dreams of a constant expansion of the fields ofZame until they include the entire universe. Or
rather, he constantly performs such expansionssimtagination and his private Games, and cherishes
the secret desire for the ones which seem to pgrmieviability to be crowned by official acceptanc
The true and ultimate finesse in the private Gaofieslvanced players consists, of course, in their
developing such mastery over the expressive, noleemal, and formative factors of the Game that
they can inject individual and original ideas ity given Game played with objective historical
materials. A distinguished botanist once whimsjicakpressed the idea in an aphorism: "The Glass
Bead Game should admit of everything, even thatglesplant should chat in Latin with Linnaeus."

Knecht, then, helped the Magister analyze the sstymn. The half-hour passed swiftly. He
came punctually the next day, and so for two weakse daily for a half-hour session with the
Magister Ludi. During the first few days it strubkn that the Master was asking him to work cargfull
and critically through altogether inferior memoran@hose uselessness was evident at first glaree. H
wondered that the Master had time for this sothifg, and gradually became aware that the purpose
was not just to lighten the Master's work load.Heatthis assignment, although necessary in itsel$,
giving the Master a chance to subject him, the goathept, to an extremely courteous but stringent
examination. What was taking place was rather amwd the appearance of the Music Master in his
boyhood; he suddenly became aware of it now by#havior of his associates, who treated him more
shyly, reservedly, and sometimes with ironic respomething was in the wind; he sensed it; but now
it was far less a source of joy than it had beem.th

After the last of these sessions the Magister Isadt in his rather high, courteous voice and in
that carefully enunciated speech of his, but withiba slightest solemnity: "Very well; you need not
come tomorrow. Our business is completed for thenerd. But | shall soon be having to trouble you
again. Many thanks for your collaboration; it h@eb valuable to me. Incidentally, in my opinion you
ought to apply for your admission to the Order ndvere will be no difficulties; | have already
informed the heads of the Order." As he rose heddtDne word more, just by the way. Probably you
too sometimes incline, as most good Glass Bead (dawers do in their youth, to use our Game as a
kind of instrument for philosophizing. My words a®will not cure you of that, but nevertheless |
shall say them: Philosophizing should be done waritly legitimate tools, those of philosophy. Our
Game is neither philosophy nor religion; it is ad#pline of its own, in character most akin to #ris
an artsui generisOne makes greater strides if one holds to that fiem the first than if one reaches
it only after a hundred failures. The philosophanK-- he is little known today, but he was a
formidable thinker -- once said that theologicalgdophizing was 'a magic lantern of chimeras.' We
should not make our Glass Bead Game into that."

Joseph was surprised. His excitement was so tjraiahe almost failed to hear the last
cautionary remarks. It had flashed through his ntivad this meant the end of his freedom, the
completion of his period of study, admission to @reler, and his imminent enroliment in the ranks of
the hierarchy. He expressed his thanks with a low,land went promptly to the secretariat of the



Order in Waldzell, where sure enough he found hihadesady inscribed on the list of new nominees
to the Order. Like all students at his level, hewrthe rules of the Order fairly well, and remendaer
that the ceremony of admission could be performeedvery member of the Order who held an official
post in the higher ranks. He therefore requestatittiis be done by the Music Master, obtained a pas
and a short furlough, and next day set out for Mpatt, where his patron and friend was staying. He
found the venerable old Master ailing, but was weled with rejoicing.

"You have come just in time," the old man saicbd® | would no longer be empowered to
receive you into the Order as a younger brotham labout to resign my office; my release has ajread
been granted.”

The ceremony itself was simple. On the followiray dhe Music Master invited two brothers of
the Order to be present as witnesses, as presdnbet statutes. Previously, he had given Knecht a
paragraph from the rules as the subject of a nteshtaxercise. It was the familiar passage: "If the
high Authority appoints you to an office, know thevery step upward on the ladder of offices isanot
step into freedom but into bondage. The highewffiee, the tighter the bondage. The greater the
power of the office, the stricter the service. Blrenger the personality, the less self-will."

The group then assembled in the Magister's madictbe same in which Knecht had long ago
been introduced to the art of meditation. The Masafled upon the novice, in honor of the initiatio
to play a chorale prelude by Bach. Then one ofiiteesses read aloud the abbreviated version of the
rules of the Order, and the Music Master himsdétedghe ritual questions and received his young
friend's oath. He accorded Joseph another houyr;ddiein the garden and the Master advised him on
how to identify himself with the rules and live them. "It is good," he said, "that at the momeanl
departing you are stepping into the breach; isig hhad a son who will stand in my stead." Ankdem
he saw Joseph's sad look he added: "Come now,dtwncast. I'm not. | am very tired and looking
forward to the leisure | mean to enjoy, and whiokl will share with me frequently, | hope. And next
time we meet, use the familiar pronoun of addressé. | could not offer that as long as | helda#ft
He dismissed him with that winning smile which Jasé&ad now known for twenty years.

Knecht returned quickly to Waldzell, for he hacbeiven only three days leave. He was
barely back when the Magister Ludi sent for hingeged him affably as one colleague to another, and
congratulated him on his admission to the Ordel. that is now lacking to make us completely
colleagues and associates," he continued, "is gssignment to a definite place in our organization.

Joseph was somewhat taken aback. So this wouttebend of his freedom.

"Oh," he said timidly, "I hope | can prove usefusome modest spot somewhere. But to be
candid with you, | had been hoping | would be d@bleontinue studying freely for a while longer."

The Magister looked straight into his eyes witlaiatly ironic smile. "You say 'a while," but
how long is that?"

Knecht gave an embarrassed laugh. "I really domwtv."

"So | thought,” the Master said. "You are stileaging the language of students and thinking in
student terms, Joseph Knecht. That is quite &t mgw, but soon it will no longer be all rightyfae
need you. Besides, you know that later on, eveharhighest offices of our Order, you can obtain
leaves for purposes of study, if you can persubdeatithorities of the value of these studies. My
predecessor and teacher, for example, while hestlbsagister Ludi and an old man, requested and
received a full year's furlough for studies in tlmdon Archives. But he received his furlough rmt f
‘a while," but for a specific number of months, Ws&end days. Henceforth you will have to count on
that. And now | have a proposal to make to you.n&ed a reliable man who is as yet unknown outside
our circle for a special mission."

The assignment was the following. The Benediatmomastery of Mariafels, one of the oldest
centers of learning in the country, which maintdifreendly relations with Castalia and in partiaula
had favored the Glass Bead Game for decades, kad bsn to send a young teacher for a prolonged



stay, to give introductory courses in the Gamealad to stimulate the few advanced players in the
monastery. The Magister's choice had fallen upeeglo Knecht. That was why he had been so
discreetly tested; that was why his entry into@rder had been accelerated.

FOUR
TWO ORDERS

IN A GooDmany respects Joseph Knecht's situation was oraie signilar to that in his Latin
school days after the Music Master's visit. Jodapiself would scarcely have imagined that the
appointment to Mariafels represented a speciahdisbn and a large first step on the ladder of the
hierarchy, but he was after all a good deal wiseuasuch matters nowadays and could plainly read
the significance of his summons in the attitude emaduct of his fellow students. Of course he had
belonged for some time to the innermost circle imithe elite of the Glass Bead Game players, but
now the unusual assignment marked him to all andrsuas a young man whom the superiors had
their eye on and whom they intended to employ.ddsociates and ambitious fellow players did not
exactly withdraw or become unfriendly -- the mensbefrthis highly aristocratic group were far too
well-mannered for that -- but an aloofness nevégitzearose. Yesterday's friend might well be
tomorrow's superior, and this circle registered expressed such gradations and differentiatiortbdy
most delicate shades of behavior.

One exception was Fritz Tegularius, whom we maly &, next to Ferromonte, Joseph
Knecht's closest friend throughout his life. Teguils, destined by his gifts for the highest
achievements but severely hampered by certainidefies of health, balance, and self-confidence,
was the same age as Knecht at the time of Kneagihtsssion to the Order -- that is, about thirtysfeu
and had first met him some ten years earlier ines$&Bead Game course. At the time Knecht had
sensed how strong an attraction he exerted upsmthet and rather melancholy youth. With that
psychological instinct which he possessed even @ldmugh without precisely knowing it, he
likewise grasped the essence of this love on thegbd egularius. It was friendship ready for
unconditional devotion, a respect capable of theost subordination. It was imbued with an almost
religious fervor, but overshadowed and held in lasuloy an aristocratic reserve and a foreboding of
inner tragedy. In the beginning, still shaken amdreensitive, not to say suspicious, as a resuhef
Designori episode, Knecht had held Tegulariusdistance by consistent sternness, although he too
felt drawn to this interesting and unusual schdloiWe For a characterization of Tegularius we mag u
a page from Knecht's confidential memoranda whjelys later, he regularly drew up for the exclusive
use of the highest authorities. It reads:

"Tegularius. Personal friend of the writer. Reeiiof several honors at school in Keuperheim.
Good classical philologist, strong interest in pedphy, worked on Leibniz, Bolzano, subsequently
Plato. The most brilliant and gifted Glass Bead @atayer | know. He would be predestined for
Magister Ludi were it not that his character, tbgetwith his frail health, make him completely
unsuited for that position. T. should never be aped to an outstanding, representative, or
organizational position; that would be a misfortéimehim and for the office. His deficiency takes
physical form in states of low vitality, periodsinfomnia and nervous aches, psychologically itispe
of melancholy, a hunger for solitude, fear of deigad responsibilities, and probably also in thasigh
of suicide. Dangerous though his situation is,Heydid of meditation and great self-discipline beps
himself going so courageously that most of his acgfances have no idea of how severely he suffers



and are aware only of his great shyness and taiifuBut although T. unfortunately is not fitteol f
higher posts, he is nevertheless a jewel in thed/lacisorum, an altogether irreplaceable treasuee. H
has mastered the technique of our game like a gresician his instrument; he instinctively finde th
most delicate nuances, and is also an exceptiosilictor. In the advanced and highest review esurs
-- for my part he would be wasted in the lower ondscould scarcely manage without him any longer.
The way he analyzes the specimen Games of boysuwtidver discouraging them, the way he detects
their tricks, infallibly recognizes and exposesrgtieing imitative or purely decorative, the way he
finds the sources of error in a Game that hasestavell but then gone astray, and lays these errors
bare like flawlessly prepared anatomical specimeissaltogether unique. It is this sharp and
incorruptible talent for analysis and correctioatthssures him the respect of students and coksagu
which otherwise might have been jeopardized byh&able demeanor and shyness.

"I should like to cite an example to illustratésTbrilliance as a Glass Bead Game player.
During the early days of my friendship with him, @&vhboth of us were already finding little more to
learn by way of technique in our courses, he ondtlenvas a moment of unusual trust -- allowed me to
look at several games he had composed. | sawlahaegthat they were brilliantly devised and
somehow novel and original in style, asked to bertoe sketches for study, and discovered that these
Game compositions were true literary productionsgamazing and singular that | feel | should spdak o
them here. These Games were little dramas, intabeialmost pure monologues, reflecting the
imperiled but brilliant life of the author's minitké a perfect self-portrait. The various themes and
groups of themes on which the Games were basedhaidsequences and confrontations, were
brilliantly conceived, dialectically orchestrateadacounterpoised. But beyond that, the synthesls an
harmonization of the opposing voices was not cdrtaethe ultimate conclusion in the usual classical
manner; rather, this harmonization underwent a @/Beties of refractions, of splintering into
overtones, and paused each time, as if weariediesyhiring, just on the point of dissolution, flgal
fading out in questioning and doubt. As a reshlise Games possessed a stirring chromatics, ofda ki
never before ventured, as far as | know. Moreaber Games as a whole expressed a tragic doubt and
renunciation; they became figurative statements@idubiousness of all intellectual endeavor. At th
same time, in their intellectual structure as vaslin their calligraphic technique and perfectitey
were so extraordinarily beautiful that they broutgars to one's eyes. Each of these Games movied wit
such gravity and sincerity toward solution, onlyred last so nobly to forgo the attempt at solyttbat
it was like a perfect elegy upon the transitorinesgrent in all beautiful things and the ultimate
dubiety immanent in all soaring flights of the ifget.

"Item: | would recommend Tegularius, if he shoaldlive me or my term in office, as an
extremely fine, precious, but imperiled treasure.dHould be granted maximum freedom; he should be
consulted on all important questions concerning@haene. But students should never be placed in his
sole guidance."”

In the course of the years this remarkable marbleadme Knecht's true friend. He admired
Knecht's capacity for leadership as well as hisdnamd showed a touching devotion toward him. In
fact, much of what we know about Knecht has beerméd down by Tegularius. In the innermost
circle of younger Glass Bead Game players he wdspes the only one who did not envy his friend
for the important assignment he had received, haahly one for whom Knecht's absence for an
indefinite time meant an almost unbearable angaighsense of loss.

Joseph himself rejoiced in the new state of affag soon as he recovered from the shock of
suddenly being shorn of his beloved freedom. Hesfajerness to travel, pleasure in activity, and
curiosity about the alien world to which he wasnigesent. Incidentally, he was not allowed to depart
for Mariafels without preparation; first he wasigsgd to the "Police" for three weeks. That was the
students' name for the small department withirBbard of Educators which might be called its
Political Department or even its Foreign Ministwgre these not somewhat grandiose names for so



small an affair. There he received instructionhia tules of conduct for brothers of the Order dyrrin
their stays in the outside world. Dubois, the heftlhis office, personally devoted an hour to him
nearly every day. This conscientious man seemedeubthat an altogether untried young man without
the faintest knowledge of the world should be semstch a foreign post. He made no attempt to
conceal his disapproval of the Magister Ludi's sieci, and took extra pains to inform this new
member of the Order on the facts of life in thesalg world and the means for effectively combatting
its perils. His sincere paternal solicitude fortigtlyawas matched by Joseph's willingness to be
instructed. The result was that during those hotimstroduction into the rules of intercourse witte
world, the teacher conceived a real affection &meph Knecht, and finally felt able to dismiss him
reassured and fully confident that the young maaldibe able to carry out his mission successfully.
Dubois even tried, more out of personal good Wit the demands of politics, to give Joseph a &fnd
additional assignment on his own behalf. As on€adtalia's few "politicians," Dubois was one ofttha
tiny group of officials whose thoughts and studiese largely devoted to sustaining the legal and
economic continuance of Castalia, to regulatingetationship to the outside world and the problems
that arose from its dependence on the world. Thatgnajority of Castalians, the officials no ldsart

the scholars and students, lived in their Pedagegigince and their Order as if these constituted a
stable, eternal, inevitable world. They knew, ofise, that it had not always existed, that it hawthe

into being slowly and amid bitter struggles in tsved cruel distress; they knew it had originatethat
end of the Age of Wars out of a double sourcehr@ically ascetic efforts of scholars, artists] an
thinkers who had come to their senses, and th@pnaof craving of the exhausted, bled, and betrayed
peoples for order, normality, reason, lawfulnessl, moderation. Castalians knew this, and understood
the function of all the Orders and Pedagogic Pregrthroughout the world: to abstain from
government and competition and instead to assabdist for the spiritual foundations of moderation
and law everywhere. But that the present ordehiofys was not to be taken for granted, that it
presupposed a certain harmony between the worldrengluardians of culture, that this harmony could
always be disrupted, and that world history takea a/hole by no means furthered what was desirable,
rational, and beautiful in the life of man, bubaist only occasionally tolerated it as an excepticail

this they did not realize. Except for those fewitza! thinkers like Dubois, almost all Castaliamsre
unaware of the secret complex of problems undeglitie existence of Castalia. Once Knecht won the
confidence of Dubois, he was given a glimpse ofpbiical foundations of Castalia. At first the
subject struck him as rather repellent and unistarg -- which, indeed, was the reaction of most
members of the Order. But then he recalled Pliregignori's remark about possible dangers to
Castalia. Along with that recollection there floddgack into his mind the whole bitter aftertastdnisf
youthful debates with Plinio, seemingly long sisedtled and forgotten. Now these suddenly seemed
to him of the highest importance and, moreovetageson the road to his "awakening."

At the end of their last talk Dubois said to hitinthink | can let you go now. You are to adhere
strictly to the assignment his honor the MagistediLhas given you, and no less strictly to theswag
conduct we have taught you here. It was a pledsure to be able to help you. You will see that the
three weeks we have kept you were not time lostl ilgou should ever want to recompense me for
my contribution to your education, | can suggestg. You will be entering a Benedictine abbey, and
if you stay there a while and commend yourselhw Eathers, you will probably hear political
conversations and sense political currents amoagéeherable Fathers and their guests. If you would
occasionally inform me about such matters, | wdddyrateful. Please understand me aright: you are
certainly not to regard yourself as a kind of spyncany way misuse confidences. You are not t@ pas
along anything that goes against your consciengeatantee that we will use any information we may
receive only in the interest of our Order and Qast®Ve are not real politicians and have no poater
all, but we too are dependent on the world, whittee needs or tolerates us. Circumstances mag aris
in which we might profit by knowing that a statesma making a retreat in a monastery, or that the



Pope is said to be ill, or that new candidates leen added to the list of future cardinals. Wenaite
dependent on your information -- we have quitergetaof sources -- but one little source more dan
no harm. Go now, you need not say yes or no tontliser. For the present all that is needed igdor
to comport yourself well in your official assignmemnd do us honor among the spiritual Fathers. Bon
voyage."

In theBook of Changesyhich Knecht consulted by means of the yarrow stiédial before he
set out, he counted out the hexagram Lii, whichifigs "The Wanderer," and the augury: "Success
through smallness. Persistence is good fortuniegeveinderer.” He found a six for the second place,
which yielded the interpretation:

The wanderer comes to the inn.
He has his possessions with him.
He receives the persistent attentions of a y@engant.

Knecht's leave-taking went off cheerfully, exctyt his last talk with Tegularius proved to be
a hard test of both their characters. Fritz cotgtohimself by extreme effort and appeared abslylute
frozen in the coolness he forced himself to dispkayr him, the best he had was departing with his
friend. Knecht's nature did not permit so passieaid above all so exclusive an attachment to a
friend. If need be, he could get along without and could direct his affections easily toward new
objects and people. This parting was not a paiofd for him; but he knew his friend well enough to
know what a shock and trial it meant for him, aedaAas concerned. He had given much thought to the
nature of this friendship, and had once spoken tabwauth the Music Master. To a certain extent he
had learned to objectify his own experience antifge, and to regard them critically. In so doirgy h
had become aware that it was not really, or atrate/not only, his friend's great talent that ated
him to Tegularius. Rather, it was the associatiotiig talent with such serious defects, such great
fragility. And he realized that the single-mindeds®f the love Tegularius offered him had not atdy
beautiful aspect, but also a dangerous attrackiort tempted him to display his power over one
weaker in strength though not in love. Thereforéhia relationship he had made restraint and self-
discipline his duty to the last. Fond though he wf&a$egularius, the friendship would not have
acquired so deep a meaning for him if it had nogkd him something about the dominion he had over
others weaker and less secure than himself. Heddahat this power to influence others was padt an
parcel of the educator's gift, and that it concd@angers and imposed responsibility. Tegularitisr a
all, was only one of many. In the eyes of quitewa bthers Knecht read silent courtship.

At the same time, during the past year he hadrhedar more conscious of the highly charged
atmosphere in which he lived in the Glass Bead Galiage. For there he was part of an officially
nonexistent but very sharply defined circle, osslahe finest elite among the candidates andstwtior
the Glass Bead Game. Now and then one or anothkab@roup would be called upon to serve in an
auxiliary capacity under the Magister or Archivist,to help teach one of the Game courses; but they
were never assigned to the lower or middle levealffi€ialdom or the teaching corps. They provided
the reserve for filling vacancies in leading postsey knew one another thoroughly; they had almost
no illusions about talents, characters, and achiewts. And precisely because among these initiates
and aspirants for the highest dignities each orepsa-eminent, each of the very first rank in
performance, knowledge, and academic record -ig@lgcfor that reason those traits and nuances of
character which predestined a candidate for lehgeesd success inevitably counted for a great deal
and were closely observed. A dash more or lessagi@usness, of suasion with younger men or with
the authorities, of amiability, was of great im@orte in this group and could give its possessor a
definitive edge over his rivals. Fritz Tegularidaiply belonged to this circle merely as an outsitie
was tolerated as a guest but kept at the perigheagiuse he had no gift for rule. Just as plainlgdfi



belonged to the innermost circle. What appealddog/oung and made them his admirers was his
wholesome vigor and still youthful charm which appesl to be resistant to passions, incorruptible and
then again boyishly irresponsible -- a kind of inence, that is. And what commended him to his
superiors was the reverse side of this innocerisdrdedom from ambition and craving for success.

Of late, the effects of his personality had betgudawn upon the young man. He became aware
of his attraction for those below him, and gradyddelatedly, of how he affected those above him.
And when he looked back from his new standpoirgwéreness to his boyhood, he found both lines
running through his life and shaping it. Classmaies younger boys had always courted him;
superiors had taken benevolent note of him. Thadeldeen exceptions, such as Headmaster Zbinden;
but on the other hand he had been recipient of distimctions as the patronage of the Music Master,
and latterly of Dubois and the Magister Ludi. Itsaadl perfectly plain, in spite of which Knecht had
never been willing to see it and accept it in fifirety. Obviously his fate was to enter the elite
everywhere, to find admiring friends and highlyqad patrons. It happened of its own accord, without
his trying. Obviously he would not be allowed tdtilgedown in the shadows at the base of the
hierarchy; he must move steadily toward its apppr@ach the bright light at the top. He would net b
a subordinate or an independent scholar; he waaila inaster. That he grasped this later than oithers
a similar position gave him that indescribable &xtagic, that note of innocence.

But why was it that he realized it so late, andedoctantly? Because he had not sought it at all,
and did not want it. He had no need to dominatak tw pleasure in commanding; he desired the
contemplative far more than the active life, andilddhave been content to spend many years more, if
not his whole life, as an obscure student, an mmmiand reverent pilgrim through the sanctuaries o
the past, the cathedrals of music, the gardengaaasts of mythology, languages and ideas. Now that
he saw himself being pushed inexorably intowite activahe was more than ever aware of the
tensions of the aspirations, the rivalries, theitioris among those around him. He felt his innoeenc
threatened and no longer tenable. Now, he reallzedjust desire and affirm the position that was
being thrust upon him; otherwise he would be halibiea feeling of imprisonment and nostalgia for
the freedom of the past ten years. And since henatas yet altogether ready for that affirmatioa,
felt his temporary departure from Waldzell and Blievince, his journey out into the world, as a grea
relief and release.

The monastery of Mariafels, through the many ceeswof its existence, had shared in the
making and the suffering of the history of the Wédhad experienced periods of flowering and
decline, had passed through rebirths and new nadidshad been at various times and in assorted
fields famous and brilliant. Once a center of Saktit learning and the art of disputation, still
possessing an enormous library of medieval theglibdyad risen to new glory after periods of
slackness and sluggishness. It then became farapits music, its much-praised choir, and the
Masses and oratorios composed and performed Hyattiers. From those days it still retained a fine
musical tradition, half a dozen nut-brown chestsdmusic manuscripts, and the finest organ & th
country. Then the monastery had entered a poliéialwhich had likewise left behind a traditioman
a certain skill. In times of war and barbarizatMariafels had several times become a little islahd
rationality where the better minds among the opg@seaties cautiously sought each other out and
groped their way toward reconciliation. And oncéhat was the last high point in its history --
Mariafels had been the birthplace of a peace tneaigh for a while met the longings of the exhadste
nations. Afterward, when a new age began and Gastak founded, the monastery took an attitude of
wait-and-see, was in fact rather hostile, presuynablinstructions from Rome. A request from the
Board of Educators to grant hospitality to a schalao wished to work for a time in the monastery's
Scholastic library was politely turned down, as \w&asnvitation to send a representative to a



conference of musicologists. Intercourse betweestdlla and the monastery had first begun in the
time of Abbot Pius, who in his latter years becdmenly interested in the Glass Bead Game. Ever
since then a friendly though not very lively retaiship had developed. Books were exchanged,
reciprocal hospitality granted. Knecht's patrom, kfusic Master, had spent a few weeks in Mariafels
during his younger years, copying music manuscaptsplaying the famous organ. Knecht knew of
this, and rejoiced at the prospect of staying jplage of which his venerated Master had occasipnall
spoken with pleasure.

The respect and politeness with which he was vedaivent so far beyond his expectations that
he felt rather embarrassed. This was, after alfitist time that Castalia had offered the mongsder
Glass Bead Game player of high distinction forradefinite period. Joseph had learned from Dubois
that he was not to regard himself as an individespecially during the early period of his stay, bu
solely as the representative of Castalia, andht@atas to accept and respond both to courtesies and
possible aloofness solely as an ambassador. Titatlathelped him through his initial constraint.

He likewise soon overcame the feelings of strarggnanxiety, and mild excitability which
troubled his first few nights and kept him fromegég. And since Abbot Gervasius displayed a good-
natured and merry benevolence toward him, he guickine to feel at ease in his new environment.
The freshness and vigor of the landscape delighitad The monastery was situated in rough,
mountainous country, full of abrupt cliffs and petkof rich pasture where handsome cattle grazed.
He savored with deep pleasure the massivenesszndfghe ancient buildings, in which the history
of many centuries could be read. He enjoyed thetend simple comfort of his apartment, two
rooms on the top floor of the guest wing. For ratic;m he went on exploratory walks through the fine
little city-state with its two churches, cloisteaschives, library, Abbot's apartment, and coudgar
with its extensive barns filled with thrifty livestk, its gurgling fountains, gigantic vaulted wised
fruit cellars, its two refectories, the famous deafouse, the well-tended gardens and the worlsshop
of the lay brothers: cooper, cobbler, tailor, sméthd so on, all forming a small village around the
largest courtyard. He was granted entry to theliygrthe organist showed him the great organ and
allowed him to play on it; and he was stronglyaatted to the chests in which an impressive number o
unpublished and to some extent quite unknown nmasicuscripts of earlier ages awaited study.

The monks did not seem to be terribly impatientiion to begin his official functions. Not only
days but weeks passed before anyone seriously lropghe real purpose of his presence there. From
his first day, it was true, some of the Fathersl, twe Abbot himself in particular, had been eager t
chat with Joseph about the Glass Bead Game. Baheaaid anything about instruction or any other
systematic work with the Game. In other respeots, iKnecht felt that the manners, style of lifed an
general tone of intercourse among the monks washaalin a tempo hitherto unknown to him. There
was a kind of venerable slowness, a leisurely amigm patience in which all these Fathers seemed to
share, including those whose temperaments seertiest raore active. It was the spirit of their Order,
the millennial pace of an age-old, privileged comityuwhose orderly existence had survived
hundreds of vicissitudes. They all shared it, &ebee shares the fate of its hive, sleeps iepsle
suffers its sufferings, trembles with its tremblifidnis Benedictine temper seemed at first glanse le
intellectual, less supple and acute, less actiae the style of life in Castalia, but on the othand
calmer, less malleable, older, more resistantbalation. The spirit and mentality of this placadh
long ago achieved a harmony with nature.

With curiosity and intense interest, and with g@@miration as well, Knecht submitted to the
mood of life in this monastery, which at a timedref Castalia existed had been almost the same as it
was now, and even then fifteen hundred years oldl which was so congenial to the contemplative
side of his nature. He was an honored guest, hdrfarédbeyond his expectations and deserts; but he
felt distinctly that these courtesies were a maitéorm and custom and not specially addresséiinto
as a person, nor to the spirit of Castalia or ef@lass Bead Game. Rather, the Benedictines were



displaying the majestic politeness of an ancientgrdo a younger one. He had been only partly
prepared for this implicit superiority, and aftewhile, for all that his life in Mariafels was priog so
agreeable, he began to feel so insecure that leel &é& authorities for more precise instructions on
how to conduct himself. The Magister Ludi in persaote him a few lines: "Don't worry about taking
all the time you need for your study of the lifertd. Profit by your days, learn, try to make yolirse
well liked and useful, insofar as you find your tsoeceptive, but do not obtrude yourself, and neve
seem more impatient, never seem to be under messyne than they. Even if they should go on
treating you for an entire year as if each day weng first as a guest in their house, enter caimty
the spirit of it and behave as if two or even teang more do not matter to you. Take it as a ntetbta
practice of patience. Meditate carefully. If timengs heavy on your hands, set aside a few hourg eve
day, no more than four, for some regular work, gt the copying of manuscripts, say. But avoid
giving the impression of diligence; be at the disgdaf everyone who wishes to chat with you."

Knecht followed this advice, and soon began feetimore relaxed. Hitherto he had been
thinking too much of his assignment to act as utdbr to amateur Glass Bead Game players -- the
ostensible reason for his mission here -- whetgag-athers of the monastery were treating him rathe
as the envoy of a friendly power who must be keggaod humor. And when at last Abbot Gervasius
recollected the assignment, and brought him togetith several of the monks who had already had
an introduction to the art of the Glass Bead Ganteleped he would give them a more advanced
course, it turned out to his astonishment andriiense disappointment that the noble Game was
cultivated in a most superficial and amateurish aithis hospitable place. He would evidently heve
content himself with a very modest level of knovgedf the Game. Slowly, though, he came to realize
that he had not really been sent here for the sbkiing the standards of the Glass Bead Ganthén
monastery. The assignment of coaching the few Fathederately devoted to the Game and
equipping them with a modest degree of skill wasy/emuch too easy. Any other adept at the Game,
even if he were still far from belonging to thet@liwould have been equal to the task. Instructiuem,
could not be the real purpose of his mission. Hgheo realize that he had probably been sent here
less to teach than to learn.

However, just as he thought he had grasped tisiguthority in the monastery, and
consequently his self-assurance, was unexpectemtiforced. This came in the nick of time, for in
spite of all the charms of being a guest therdhdtealready at times begun to feel his stay as
something like a punitive transfer. One day, howgwea conversation with the Abbot he inadvertentl
made some allusion to the Chiné<ghing The Abbot showed marked interest, asked a fegtopres,
and could not disguise his delight when he foursdgiest so unexpectedly versed in Chinese and the
Book of Changes'he Abbot, too, was fond of th&hing. He knew no Chinese, and his knowledge of
the book of oracles and other Chinese mysteriedimésd -- in all their scholarly interests theegent
inmates of the monastery seemed content with albasmsmattering. Nevertheless, this intelligent
man, who was so much more experienced and worl@g-thhan his guest, obviously had a real feeling
for the spirit of ancient Chinese attitudes towpotitics and life. A conversation of unusual livedss
ensued. For the first time real warmth was injedtéal the prevailing tone of remote courtesy betwee
host and guest. The consequence was that Knectdskad to give the Abbot instruction in the
Chingtwice a week.

While his relationship to his host, the Abbot,ghncreased in liveliness and meaning, while his
friendly fellowship with the organist throve ancetbmall ecclesiastical state in which he lived
gradually became familiar territory to him, the mise of the oracle he had consulted before leaving
Castalia also neared fulfillment. As the wanderbowarried his possessions with him, he had been
promised not only the shelter of an inn but alé® 'persistent attentions of a young servant." The
wanderer felt justified in taking the consummatadrthis promise as a good sign, a sign that heui t
had "his possessions with him." In other words afaay from the schools, teachers, friends, patrons,



and helpers, far from the nourishing and salutamyé atmosphere of Castalia, he carried within
himself the spirit and the energies of the Provjacel with their aid he was moving toward an active
and useful life.

The foretold "young servant,” as it turned oupegred in the shape of a seminary pupil named
Anton. Although this young man subsequently plagegart in Joseph Knecht's life, in Joseph's
peculiarly divided mood during his sojourn in themastery the boy seemed a harbinger of new and
greater things. Anton was a close-mouthed youngstetemperamental and talented looking, and
almost ready for admission into the community ohk® Joseph's path often crossed his, whereas he
scarcely knew any of the other seminary pupils, wieoe confined in a wing by themselves, where
guests were not admitted. In fact it was obvioas they were being kept from contact with him.
Seminary pupils were not permitted to participatéhe Game course.

Anton worked as a helper in the library severaks a week. Here it was that Knecht met him,
and occasionally had a few words with him. As tivent on, it became evident to Knecht that this
young man with the intense eyes under heavy blamkdwas devoted to him with that enthusiasm
and readiness to serve so typical of the boyishatidm he had encountered so often by now. Although
every time it happened he felt a desire to ferudfjthe had long ago come to recognize it as d vita
element in the life of the Castalian Order. Buthia monastery he decided to be doubly withdrawn; he
felt it would be a violation of hospitality to exemy sway over this boy who was still subjectite t
discipline of religious education. Moreover, he wadl aware that strict chastity was the
commandment here, and this, it seemed to him, aoakk a boyish infatuation even more dangerous.
In any case, he must avoid any chance of givingnsi, and he governed himself accordingly.

In the library, the one place where he habitualst Anton, he also made the acquaintance of a
man he had at first almost failed to notice, so esbavas his appearance. In time, however, he was to
know him very well indeed, and to love him for tlest of his life with the kind of grateful reverenc
he felt, otherwise, only toward the now retired Mudaster. The man was Father Jacobus, perhaps the
most eminent historian of the Benedictine Orderwds at that time about sixty, a spare, elderly man
with a sparrow hawk's head on a long, sinewy n8elen from the front, his face had something dull
and lifeless about it, since he was chary of gamugvard; but his profile, with the boldly curvedd
of the forehead, the deep furrow above the shadgéiof his hooked nose, and the rather short but
attractively shaped chin, suggested a definiteaiginal personality.

This quiet old man -- who, incidentally, on closeuaintance could be extremely vivacious --
had a table of his own in a small room off the ntzafl of the library. Though the monastery possgsse
such priceless books, he seemed to be the only smlous working scholar in the place. It was, by
the way, the novice Anton who by chance called goséecht's attention to Father Jacobus. Knecht
had noticed that the room in which the scholarlmadable was regarded almost as a private domain.
The few users of the library entered it only ifglead to, and then moved softly and respectfully on
tiptoe, although the Father bent over his booksndidappear to be easily disturbed. Knecht, of ssur
quickly imitated this circumspection, and therebgnained at a remove from the industrious old man.

One day, however, when Anton had brought Fatheshlss some books, Knecht noticed how
the young man lingered a moment at the open dothreo$tudy, looking back at the scholar already
absorbed in his work again. There was adoratichniton's face, an expression of admiration and
reverence mingled with those emotions of affectierc@nsideration and helpfulness that well-bred
youth sometimes manifests toward the paltrinesdraugility of age. Knecht's first reaction was
delight; the sight was pleasing in itself, as vesllevidence that Anton could so look up to olden me
without any trace of physical feeling. A rathercsatic thought followed immediately, a thought
Joseph felt almost ashamed of: how poor the statehmlarship must be in this institution that trdy
seriously active scholar in the place was stared déthe were a fabulous beast. Nevertheless,mto
look of reverent admiration for the old man opeKe@cht's eyes. He became aware of the learned



Father's existence. He himself took to throwindaage now and then at the man, discovered his
Roman profile, and gradually found out one thind another about Father Jacobus which seemed to
suggest a most extraordinary mind and charactezckirhad already learned that he was a historian
and regarded as the foremost authority on theryistibthe Benedictine Order.

One day the Father spoke to him. His manner cd@dpead none of the broad, deliberately
benevolent, deliberately good-natured, somewhat@var tone which seemed to be the style of the
monastery. Speaking in a low and almost timorouseydut placing his stresses with a wonderful
precision, he invited Joseph to visit him in hismoafter vespers. "You will find in me," he said,
"neither a specialist on the history of Castaliaa&lass Bead Game player. But since, as it now
seems, our two so different Orders are forming-el@ser ties of friendship, | should not wish to
exclude myself, and would be happy to take persadahntage now and then of your presence among
us."

He spoke with utter seriousness, but his low vaioe shrewd old face conferred upon his all-
too-polite phrases that wonderful note of equivimeatranging through the whole compass from
earnestness to irony, from deference to faint mgcKeom passionate engagement to playfulness, such
as may be sensed when two holy men or two printgedChurch greet each other with endless bows
in a game of mutual courtesies and trial of pageftis blending of superiority and mockery, of
wisdom and obstinate ceremonial, was deeply fantbidoseph Knecht from his studies of Chinese
language and life. He found it marvelously refraghiand realized that it was some time since he had
last heard this tone -- which, among others, thes&Bead Game Master Thomas commanded with
consummate skill. With gratitude and pleasure, gosecepted the invitation.

That evening he called at the Father's ratheatedlapartment at the end of a quiet side-wing of
the monastery. As he stood in the corridor, womdgwhich door to knock at, he heard piano music, to
his considerable surprise. It was a sonata by Ruptayed unpretentiously and without virtuosibyt
cleanly and in impeccable tempo. The pure musiaded through the door; its heartfelt gaiety and
sweet triads reminded him of the days in Waldzéléwhe had practiced pieces of this sort on various
instruments with his friend Ferromonte. He waitexdiening with deep enjoyment, for the end of the
sonata. In the still, twilit corridor it sounded lemely and unworldly, and so brave and innoceso al
both childlike and superior, as all good music mughe midst of the unredeemed muteness of the
world.

He knocked at the door. Father Jacobus calledn®ia," and received him with his
unassuming dignity. Two candles were still burntythe small piano. "Yes," Father Jacobus said in
answer to Knecht's question, "l play for a half-houeven an hour every night. | usually call a hal
my day's work when darkness falls and would ratte¢read or write during the hours before sleep.”

They talked about music, about Purcell, Hande& ,ahcient musical tradition among the
Benedictines -- of all the Catholic Orders the orast devoted to the arts. Knecht expressed a desire
know something of the history of the Order. Thewasation grew lively and touched on a hundred
questions. The old monk's historical knowledge sbto be truly astounding, but he frankly admitted
that the history of Castalia, of the Castalian ided Order, had not interested him. He had scarcely
studied it, he said, and did not conceal his @itattitude toward this Castalia whose "Order" he
regarded as an imitation of the Christian modeid, fandamentally a blasphemous imitation since the
Castalian Order had no religion, no God, and nor€tas its basis. Knecht listened respectfully, but
pointed out that other than Benedictine and Romathdlic views of religion, God and the Church
were possible, and moreover had existed, andithatuld not do to deny the purity of their intemts
nor their profound influence on the life of the whin

"Quite so," Jacobus said. "No doubt you are timglaf the Protestants, among others. They
were unable to preserve religion and the Churchabtimes they displayed a great deal of courage a
produced some exemplary men. | spent some yeatgistuthe various attempts at reconciliation



among the hostile Christian denominations and dtescespecially those of the period around 1700,
when we find such people as the philosopher antdenatician Leibniz and that eccentric Count
Zinsendorf endeavoring to reunite the inimical hest. Altogether, the eighteenth century, hasty and
shallow though it often seems in its judgments,swh a rich and many-faceted intellectual history.
The Protestants of that period strike me as pdatilyuinteresting. There was one man | discoveeed,
philologist, teacher, and educator of great statuseSwabian Pietist, by the way -- whose moral
influence can be clearly traced for two hundredryedter his death. But that is another subjedtulse
return to the question of the legitimacy and hisarmission of real Orders. . ."

"Oh no," Joseph Knecht broke in. "Please say rabaoait this teacher you have just mentioned.
| almost think | can guess who he is."

"Guess."

"l thought at first of Francke of Halle, but singeu say he was a Swabian | can think of none
other than Johann Albrecht Bengel."

Jacobus laughed. An expression of pleasure toamsfil his face. "You surprise me, my friend,"
he exclaimed. "It was indeed Bengel | had in midw do you happen to know of him? Or is it
normal in your astonishing Province that peoplevkisoch abstruse and forgotten things and names? |
would vouch that if you were to ask all the Fath&rachers, and pupils in our monastery, and thbse
the last few generations as well, not one wouldakitas name."

"In Castalia, too, few would know it, perhaps medesides myself and two of my friends. |
once engaged in studies of eighteenth-centurydpiefor private reasons, and as it happened | was
much impressed by several Swabian theologiansef among them Bengel. At the time he seemed to
me the ideal teacher and guide for youth. | wataken with the man that | even had a photo made of
his portrait in an old book, and kept it above negkl"

Father Jacobus continued to chuckle. "Our meésicgrtainly taking place under unusual
auspices," he said. "It is remarkable enough thatand | should both have come upon this forgotten
man in the course of our studies. Perhaps it ia evare remarkable that this Swabian Protestant
should have been able to influence both a Benee@ictionk and a Castalian Glass Bead Game player.
Incidentally, I imagine that your Glass Bead Gamari art requiring a great deal of imagination, and
wonder that so stringently sober a man as Bengelldhave attracted you."

Knecht, too, chuckled with amusement. "Well," b&ls"if you recall that Bengel devoted years
of study to the Revelation of St. John, and what aosystem he devised for interpreting its
prophecies, you will have to admit that our frierzdild be the very opposite of sober."

"That is true," Father Jacobus admitted gaily. dAww do you explain such contradictions?"

"If you will permit me a joke, | would say that whBengel lacked, and unconsciously longed
for, was the Glass Bead Game. You see, | consideamong the secret forerunners and ancestors of
our Game."

Cautiously, once again entirely in earnest, Jasaountered: "It strikes me as rather bold to
annex Bengel, of all people, for your pedigree. Himwou justify it?"

"It was only a joke, but a ioke that can be deéhdVhile he was still quite young, before he
became engrossed in his great work on the BiblagBleonce told friends of a cherished plan of his.
He hoped, he said, to arrange and sum up all te/leige of his time, symmetrically and
synoptically, around a central idea. That is pegisvhat the Glass Bead Game does."

"After all, the whole eighteenth century toyediwihe encyclopedic idea," Father Jacobus
protested.

"So it did," Joseph agreed. "But what Bengel mead not just a juxtaposition of the fields of
knowledge and research, but an interrelationsimmrganic denominator. And that is one of the basic
ideas of the Glass Bead Game. In fact, | wouldugthér in my claims: if Bengel had possessed a
system similar to that offered by our Game, he abbpwould have been spared all the misguided



effort involved in his calculation of the prophetiimbers and his annunciation of the Antichrist and
the Millennial Kingdom. Bengel did not quite finchat he longed for: the way to channel all his
various talents toward a single goal. Insteadpfaghematical gifts in association with his philakzg
bent produced that weird blend of pedantry and wildgination, the ‘order of the ages,’ which
occupied him for so many years."

"It is fortunate you are not a historian," Jacobosimented. "You tend to let your own
imagination run away with you. But | understand tau mean. | am myself a pedant only in my own
discipline.”

It was a fruitful conversation, out of which spgamutual understanding and a kind of
friendship. It seemed to the Benedictine scholarentian coincidence, or at least a very special kin
of coincidence, that the two of them -- each opegatvithin his own, Benedictine or Castalian,
limitations -- should have discovered this pootrmstor at a Wirttemberg monastery, this man aeonc
fine-strung and rock-hard, at once visionary aratpeal. Father Jacobus concluded that there naust b
something linking the two of them for the same wtspcular magnet to affect them both so
powerfully. And from that evening on, which had begvith the Purcell sonata, that link actually
existed. Jacobus enjoyed the exchange of viewssaithell trained yet still so supple a young mind;
this was a pleasure he did not often have. And Kinleuind his association with the historian, arel th
education Jacobus provided, a new stage on theopatliakening -- that path which he nowadays
identified as his life. To put the matter succipctrom Father Jacobus he learned history. He &shrn
the laws and contradictions of historical studied historiography. And beyond that, in the follogin
years he learned to see the present and his osvadihistorical realities.

Their talks often grew into regular disputatiowgh formal attacks and rebuttals. In the
beginning it was Father Jacobus who proved to éertbre aggressive of the pair. The more deeply he
came to know his young friend's mind, the moredggetted that so promising a young man should
have grown up without the discipline of a religiaducation, rather in the pseudo-discipline of an
intellectual and aesthetic system of thought. Wkienbe found something objectionable in Knecht's
way of thinking, he blamed it on that "modern” @disih spirit with its abstruseness and its fondness
for frivolous abstractions. And whenever Knechtsised him by wholesome views and remarks akin
to his own thought, he exulted because his yourgdts sound nature had so well withstood the
damage of Castalian education. Joseph took ttisism of Castalia very calmly, repelling the akkac
only when the old scholar seemed to him to haveegoa far in his passion. But among the good
Father's belittling remarks about Castalia wereesamose partial truth Joseph had to admit, and on
one point he changed his mind completely duringstag in Mariafels. This had to do with the
relationship of Castalian thought to world histaapy sense of which, Father Jacobus said, wagytotal
lacking in Castalia. "You mathematicians and GBsad Game players," he would say, "have distilled
a kind of world history to suit your own tastescdinsists of nothing but the history of ideas ahdrb
Your history is bloodless and lacking in realityoovknow all about the decay of Latin syntax in the
second or third centuries and don't know a thinguédlexander or Caesar or Jesus Christ. You treat
world history as a mathematician does mathematiashich nothing but laws and formulas exist, no
reality, no good and evil, no time, no yesterdaytomorrow, nothing but an eternal, shallow
mathematical present.”

"But how is anyone to study history without atteimg to bring order into it?" Knecht asked.

"Of course one should bring order into historgtdbus thundered. "Every science is, among
other things, a method of ordering, simplifying,kimg the indigestible digestible for the mind. We
think we have recognized a few laws in history &tgdo apply them to our investigations of histatic
truth. Suppose an anatomist is dissecting a bodydd#s not confront wholly surprising discoveries.
Rather, he finds beneath the epidermis a coegefiorgans, muscles, tendons, and bones which
generally conform to a pattern he has broughtdonsurk. But if the anatomist sees nothing but his



pattern, and ignores the unique, individual reaityis object, then he is a Castalian, a GlassiBea
Game player; he is using mathematics on the Iggsbariate object. | have no quarrel with the shide
of history who brings to his work a touchingly chdh, innocent faith in the power of our minds and
our methods to order reality; but first and foretrfues must respect the incomprehensible truth,tyeali
and uniqueness of events. Studying history, mydéeés no joke and no irresponsible game. To study
history one must know in advance that one is atten@something fundamentally impossible, yet
necessary and highly important. To study histonamsesubmitting to chaos and nevertheless retaining
faith in order and meaning. It is a very seriowsktgoung man, and possibly a tragic one."

Among the remarks of Father Jacobus which Knetctiteatime quoted in letters to his friends,
here is one more characteristic outburst:

"Great men are to youth like the raisins in thieecaf world history. They are also part of its
actual substance, of course, and it is not so siaptl easy as might be thought to distinguishehbyr
great men from the pseudo-greats. Among the lattsrthe historical moment itself, and their &lyil
to foresee its coming and seize it, that gives thiersemblance of greatness. Quite a few historians
and biographers, to say nothing of journalists swber this ability to divine and seize upon a histd
moment -- in other words, temporary success -n dself a mark of greatness. The corporal who
becomes a dictator overnight, or the courtesanfatha while controls the good or ill humor of aeul
of the world, are favorite figures of such histosaAnd idealistically minded youths, on the other
hand, most love the tragic failures, the martyrese who came on the scene a moment too soon or too
late. For me, since | am after all chiefly a higtorof our Benedictine Order, the most attracting a
amazing aspects of history, and the most desenfistudy, are not individuals and not coups,
triumphs, or downfalls; rather | love and am inslaly curious about such phenomena as our
congregation. For it is one of those long-livedaigations whose purpose is to gather, educate, and
reshape men's minds and souls, to make a nobilityemn, not by eugenics, not by blood, but by the
spirit -- a nobility as capable of serving as ding. In Greek history | was fascinated not by gfaaxy
of heroes and not by the obtrusive shouting inAbera, but by efforts such as those of the
Pythagorean brotherhood or the Platonic Academ@Hhimese history no other feature is so striking as
the longevity of the Confucian system. And in owndOccidental history the Christian Church and the
Orders which serve it as part of its structureprse@me historical elements of the foremost
importance. The fact that an adventurer contrigesonhquer or found a kingdom which lasts twenty,
fifty, or even a hundred years, or that a well-megndealist on a royal or imperial throne oncain
while brings greater honesty into politics, or atfes to carry some visionary cultural project to
fruition; that under high pressure a nation or otteenmunity has been capable of incredible feats of
achievement and suffering -- all that interestsfandess than the ever-recurrent efforts to establi
such organizations as our Order, and that sonmteegktefforts have endured for a thousand or two
thousand years. | shall say nothing of holy Chuts#if; for us believers it is beyond discussiont B
that communities such as the Benedictines, the Dicams, later the Jesuits and others, have survived
for centuries and, despite their ups and downsas$saults upon them, and the adaptations they have
made, retain their face and their voice, theirgesttheir individual soul -- this is, for me, threst
remarkable and meritorious phenomenon in history."

Knecht even admired Father Jacobus's spells ofamdairness. At the time, however, he had
no notion of who Father Jacobus really was. Herdeghhim solely as a profound and brilliant scholar
and was unaware that here was someone who wasa@asiggarticipating in world history, and
helping to shape it as the leading statesman dDtder. As an expert in contemporary politics all we
as political history, Father Jacobus was constdmlgg approached from many sides for information,
advice, and mediation. For some two years, upédithe of his first vacation, Knecht continued to
think of Father Jacobus solely as a scholar, kngwimmore of the man'’s life, activity, reputatiand
influence than the monk cared to reveal. The lahfregher knew how to keep his counsel, even in



friendship; and his brothers in the monastery vedse far abler at concealment than Joseph would
have imagined.

After some two years Knecht had adapted to tlearithe monastery as perfectly as any guest
and outsider could. From time to time he had hethedrganist modestly continue the thin thread of
an ancient and great tradition in the monastemgallschorus of motet singers. He had made several
finds in the monastic musical archives and had eWaldzell, and especially to Monteport, several
copies of old works. He had trained a small begisiretass of Glass Bead Game players, among whom
the most zealous pupil was young Anton. He haditaAbbot Gervasius no Chinese, but had at least
imparted the technique of manipulating the yarrtieks and an improved method of meditating on the
aphorisms in the Book of Oracles. The Abbot hadwgraccustomed to him, and had long since
stopped trying to coax his guest into taking amasmnal glass of wine. The semiannual reportsisgnt
the Abbot to the Glass Bead Game Master, in repbfficial inquiries as to the usefulness of Joseph
Knecht, were full of praise. In Castalia, the lesptans and marks in Knecht's Game course were
scrutinized even more closely than these repdrésntiddling level of instruction was recognizedt bu
the Castalian authorities were satisfied with tlag the teacher had adapted to this level and, in
general, to the customs and the spirit of the memasThey were even more pleased, and truly
surprised -- although they kept this to themselvéy his frequent and friendly association witke th
famous Father Jacobus.

This association had borne all sorts of fruits] parhaps we may be permitted to say a word
about these even at the cost of anticipating auy fomewhat; or at any rate about the fruit which
Knecht most prized. It ripened slowly, slowly, grew/tentatively and warily as the seeds of high
mountain trees that have been planted down inuste lbwlands: these seeds, consigned to rich soil
and a kindly climate, carry in themselves as tlegjacy the restraint and mistrust with which their
forebears grew; the slow tempo of growth belongsragtheir hereditary traits. Thus the prudent old
man, accustomed to keep close watch over all pessiftuences upon him, permitted the element of
Castalian spirit brought to him by his young frieanttd antipodal colleague to strike root only
reluctantly and inch by inch. Gradually, howevésgrouted; and of all the good things that Knecht
experienced in his years at the monastery, thistiabest and most precious of all to him: thisi\gca
hesitant growth of trust and openness from seemingpeless beginnings on the part of the
experienced older man, this slowly germinating anein more slowly admitted sympathy for his
younger admirer as a person and, beyond thathéospecifically Castalian elements in his perstyali
Step by step the younger man, seemingly little nloae pupil, listener, and learner, led Father Baso
-- who initially had used the words "Castalian" &ldss Bead Game player only with ironic emphasis,
and often as outright invective -- toward a tolér@md ultimately respectful acceptance of this othe
mentality, this other Order, this other attemptiteate an aristocracy of the spirit. Father Jacobus
ceased to carp at the youth of the Order, thoudh it& little more than two centuries the Benedies
were the elder by some fifteen hundred years. ldeaxtto regard the Glass Bead Game as mere
aesthetic dandyism; and he ceased to rule outrtispect of friendship and alliance between two
Orders so ill matched in age.

Joseph regarded this partial conquest of Fatloehis as a personal cause for rejoicing. He
remained unaware that the authorities considere iitmost of his accomplishments on his mission
to Mariafels. Now and again he wondered in vain twias the real reason for his assignment to the
monastery. Though initially it had seemed to beation and distinction envied by his competitors,
could it not signify a form of inglorious prematuetirement, a relegation to a dead end? But timen o
could learn something everywhere, so why not hes& On the other hand, from the Castalian point of
view this monastery, Father Jacobus alone exceptsicertainly no garden of learning or model of
scholarship. He wondered, too, whether his isataéimong nothing but unexacting dilettantes was not
already affecting his prowess in the Glass Bead &&fe could not quite tell whether he was losing



ground. For all his uncertainty, however, he wadpéda by his lack of ambition as well as his already
quite advancedmor fati.On the whole his life as a guest and unimportaaxttter in this cosy old
monastic world was more to his liking than his lasinths at Waldzell as one of a circle of ambitious
men. If fate wished to leave him forever in thisainsolonial post, he would certainly try to change
some aspects of his life here -- for example, ¢oatio bring one of his friends here or at leaktfas a
longish leave in Castalia every year -- but forré& he would be content.

The reader of this biographical sketch may pogdikel waiting for an account of another side of
Knecht's experience in the monastery, namely tihgioas side. But we can venture only some
tentative hints. It is certainly likely that Knedmd some deeply felt encounter with religion, with
Christianity as daily-practiced in the monasteryfdct from some of his later remarks and attitutdes
is quite clear that he did. But whether and to wehdént he became a Christian is a question we must
leave unanswered; these realms are closed to seanehes. In addition to the respect for religions
generally cultivated in Castalia, Knecht had a kahéhner reverence which we would scarcely be
wrong to call pious. Moreover, he had already beelhinstructed in the schools on the classicaii®r
of Christian doctrine, especially in connectionhwliis studies of church music. Above all he wad wel
acquainted with the sacramental meaning and ritlidde Mass.

With a good deal of astonishment as well as rexerehe had found among the Benedictines a
living religion which he had hitherto known onlyetbretically and historically. He attended many
services, and after he had familiarized himselhwibme of the writings of Father Jacobus, and taken
to heart some of their talks, he became fully avedteow phenomenal this Christianity was -- a
religion that through the centuries had so mangsitnecome unmodern and outmoded, antiquated and
rigid, but had repeatedly recalled the sourcessdieing and thereby renewed itself, once againriga
behind those aspects which in their time had beathenm and victorious. He did not seriously regist t
idea, presented to him every so often in thosestallat perhaps Castalian culture was merely a
secularized and transitory offshoot of Christiaitune in its Occidental form, which would some day
be reabsorbed by its parent. Even if that werds@mnce remarked to Father Jacobus, his, Joseph
Knecht's, own place lay within the Castalian antithe Benedictine system; he had to serve the
former, not the latter, and prove himself withinHis task was to work for the system of which resw
a member, without asking whether it could claimpgéual existence, or even a long span of life. He
could only regard conversion as a rather undigaiftem of escape, he said. In similar fashion Johan
Albrecht Bengel, whom they both venerated, hadsrtime served a small and transitory sect without
neglecting his duties to the Eternal. Piety, wh&cto say faithful service and loyalty up to themof
sacrificing one's life, was part and parcel of gu@eed and every stage of individual development;
such service and loyalty were the only valid meagidrdevoutness.

Knecht had been staying with the Benedictine Fatfag some two years when a visitor
appeared at the monastery who was kept apart frenwith great care. Even a casual introduction
was avoided. His curiosity roused by these proa@sjure observed the stranger for the few dayssof hi
visit and indulged in all sorts of speculations. bé&game convinced that the stranger's religioug hab
was a disguise. The unknown held long confereneb@t closed doors with the Abbot and Father
Jacobus, and was always receiving and sending ungessages. Knecht, who by now had at least
heard rumors about the political connections aaditions of the monastery, guessed that the guest
must be a high-ranking statesman on a secret missi@a sovereign traveling incognito. As he
reflected on the matter, he recalled several guddte past few months whose visits, in hindsight,
seemed to him equally mysterious or significantwiNee remembered the chief of the Castalian
"police," his friendly mentor Dubois, and the regughat he keep an eye on such events in the
monastery. And although he still felt neither tmgaunor the vocation for making such reports, his
conscience troubled him for having not writtenhe kindly man for so long a time. No doubt Dubois
was disappointed in him. So he wrote him a longgietried to explain his silence, and in ordegiie



some substance to his letter said a few words dhbsuatssociation with Father Jacobus. He had reb ide
how carefully and by how many important personddtier would be read back in Castalia.

FIVE
THE MISSION

KNECHT'S FIRST STAYyat the monastery lasted two years. At this timevas in his thirty-
seventh year. One morning, some two months aftelohi letter to Dubois, he was called into the
Abbot's office. He expected the affable Abbot wowkht to chat a bit about Chinese, and made his
appearance promptly. Gervasius came forward to hggta letter in hand.

"I have been honored with a commission for you,asteemed friend,” he said gaily in his
amiably patronizing manner, and promptly dropped the ironically teasing tone that had developed
as an expression of the still unclarified amityrstn the religious and the Castalian Orders -tdhe
that was actually a creation of Father Jacobusidémtally, my respects to your Magister Ludi. What
letters he writes! The honorable gentleman hagewrito me in Latin, Heaven knows why. When you
Castalians do something, one never knows whethemgend a courtesy or mockery, an honor or a rap
on the knuckles. At any rate, the veneratdeninushas written to me in the kind of Latin that no one
in our whole Order could manage at this time, ekpegsibly Father Jacobus. It's a Latin that might
have come directly out of the school of Cicero, laged with a carefully measured dash of Church
Latin -- and of course it's again impossible tbwéiether that is intended naively as bait for adnes,
or meant ironically, or simply springs from an sistible impulse to playact, stylize, and embelliah
any rate, his honor writes that your esteemed aitig®wish to see and embrace you once again, and
also to determine to what extent your long stay ragreemi-barbarians like us has had a morally and
stylistically corrupting effect upon you. In briéff| have correctly interpreted the lengthy em@st
leave has been granted you, and | have been reguestend my guest home to Waldzell for an
indefinite term, but not forever; on the contrahg authorities contemplate your returning by apd b
if that seems agreeable to us. | must beg yourgmaiddam scarcely capable of appreciating all the
subtleties of the letter. Nor do | imagine that ié&&r Thomas expected me to. | have been asked to
transmit to you this notice; and now go and consradeether and when you wish to depart. We shall
miss you, my friend, and if you should stay away ltng we shall not fail to demand your return.”

In the envelope the Abbot had given him Knechnfiba terse notice from the Board informing
him that a leave had been granted him both asatieacand for consultation with his superiors, and
that he was expected in Waldzell in the near futdeeneed not see the current Game course for
beginners through to the end unless the Abbot Bpalty asked him to. The former Music Master sent
his regards. As he read that line, Joseph startédjeew pensive. How had the writer of the lettiee,
Magister Ludi, been asked to pass on this greetuhgsh in any case did not really fit the officiahe
of the letter? There must have been a conferentteedntire Board, to which the former Music Master
had been invited. Very well, the meetings and decssof the Board of Educators did not concern him,
but the tone of these greetings struck him as gérafhe message sounded curiously as if it were
directed to an equal. It did not matter what questiad been discussed at the conference; the s2gard
proved that the highest authorities had also tattemlit Joseph Knecht on that occasion. Was
something new in the offing? Was he to be recalkal® would this be a promotion or a setback? But
the letter spoke only of a leave. To be sure heeager for this leave; he would have gladly ledt th
next day. But at least he must say good-by to slp and leave instruction for them. Anton woutd b



very saddened by his departure. And he also owarkwell visit to some of the Fathers.

At this point he thought of Jacobus, and to hiklmstonishment he felt a slight ache, an
emotion which told him that his heart was moredhttal to Mariafels than he had realized. Here he
lacked many of the things which he was used to vemdh were dear to him; and in the course of the
two years, distance and deprivation had made Gasteén more beautiful in his imagination. But at
this moment he saw clearly that what Father Jacotmant to him was irreplaceable, and that he would
miss it in Castalia. At the same time he realizedentlearly than ever how much he had learneden th
monastery. Because of his experiences here, hedoimkward with rejoicing and confidence to the
journey to Waldzell, to reunions, to the Glass B&aaine, and his holiday. But his happiness would
have been far less were it not for the prospecttoirning.

Coming to an abrupt resolution, he called on Falaeobus. He told him of his recall, and of
his surprise to find underneath his pleasure atgghome and seeing friends a joyful anticipation of
returning. This joy, he said respectfully, was @ieonnected with Father Jacobus himself. Theeefor
he had summoned up his courage and was venturizgkta great favor: when he returned, would
Father Jacobus be his mentor, if only for an houwo a week?

Father Jacobus gave a deprecating laugh, andnomiecame forth with elegantly sardonic
compliments: a simple monk could only gape in nadmiration and shake his head in wonder at the
surpassing range of Castalian culture. But Josepligather that the refusal was not meant segousl
and as they shook hands in parting Father Jacadissiiably that he could rest easy about his
request, he would gladly do what he could for hamgd he bade Joseph good-by with heartfelt warmth.

Gladly, he set out for his vacation at home, ayesure in his heart that his period in the
monastery had not been profitless. At departurieldike a boy, but he soon realized that he was n
boy and no longer a youth either. He realized blyahe feelings of embarrassment and inner resistan
that flooded him as soon as he tried, by a gestusbput, some childish act, to give vent to theano
of release and of schoolboy happiness at vacation No doubt about it, the things that once haghbe
natural and a relief, a jubilant cry to the birdsitree, a marching song chanted aloud, swindornga
the road in a light, rhythmical dance-step -- th@seld not do any more. They would have come out
stiff and forced, would have been foolish and deidHe felt that he was a man, young in feelings a
youthful in strength, but no longer used to suregmd) to the mood of the moment, no longer free,
instead kept on his mettle, tied down and duty-lgourby what? By an official post? By the task of
representing his country and his Order to the m@ms, rather it was the Order itself, the hierarchy
As he engaged in this sudden self-analysis, heesbihat he had incomprehensibly grown into the
hierarchy, become part of its structure. His caastrcame from the responsibility, from belonging t
the higher collectivity. This it was that made mawyng men old and many old men appear young,
that held you, supported you, and at the samedepeived you of your freedom like the stake to
which a sapling is tied. This it was that took awayr innocence even while it demanded ever more
limpid purity.

In Monteport he paid his respects to the formesigliviaster, who in his younger years had
himself once been a guest at Mariafels and stuslégtedictine music there. He plied Joseph with many
guestions about the place. Joseph found the oldsaiaewhat more subdued and withdrawn, but
stronger and gayer in appearance than he had bésgirdast meeting. The fatigue had departed from
his face; it was not that he had grown youngeresmesigning his office, but he definitely looked
handsomer and more spiritualized. Knecht was stoycthe fact that though he inquired about the
organ, the chests of music manuscripts, and theatbimging in Mariafels, and even wanted to hear
whether the tree in the cloister garden was stlding, he seemed to have no curiosity about Kigech
work there, the Glass Bead Game course, or theopargf his present leave. Before he continued his
journey, however, the old man gave him a valuabie W have heard," he said with seeming
jocularity, "that you have become something of@@ainat. Not really a very nice occupation, but it



seems our people are satisfied with you. Intergiatas you like. But if it doesn't happen to beryo
ambition to stay in this occupation forever, thenom your guard, Joseph. | think they want to aaptu
you for it. Defend yourself; you have the right toNo, ask me no questions; | shall not say adwor
more. You will see.”

In spite of this warning, which he carried withrhiike a thorn in his flesh, Joseph felt
something like rapture on returning to Waldzellwés as if Waldzell were not only home and the most
beautiful place in the world, but as if it had bewoeven lovelier and more interesting in the
meanwhile; or else he was returning with fresh leeeher eyes. And this applied not only to the gates
towers, trees, and river, to the courtyards ants laad familiar faces. During this furlough he felt
heightened receptivity to the spirit of Waldzedl ,the Order and the Glass Bead Game. It was the
grateful understanding of the homecoming travetav grown matured and wiser. "l feel," he said to
his friend Tegularius at the end of an enthusiasiiogy on Waldzell and Castalia, "l feel as ipeat
all my years here asleep, happy enough, to be Buteinconscious. Now | feel awake and see
everything sharply and clearly, indubitable realifp think that two years abroad can so sharpelsone
vision."

He enjoyed his vacation as if it were a prolonfgstival. His greatest pleasure came from the
games and discussions with his fellow membersettte at the Vicus Lusorum, from seeing friends
again, and from thgenius lociof Waldzell. This soaring sense of happiness didr@ach its peak,
however, until after his first audience with thea€8 Bead Game Master; up to then his joy had been
mingled with trepidation.

The Magister Ludi asked fewer questions than Khbeld anticipated. He scarcely mentioned
the Game course for beginners and Joseph's sindies music archives. On the other hand, he could
not hear enough about Father Jacobus, referredtbdmin again and again, and was interested in
every morsel Joseph could tell him about this nfkmom the Magister's great friendliness Joseph
concluded that they were satisfied with him andnhission among the Benedictines, very satisfied
indeed. His conclusion was confirmed by the condf@idflonsieur Dubois, to whom he was promptly
sent by Magister Thomas. "You've done a splendiq’ jpubois said. With a low laugh, he added: "My
instinct was certainly at fault when | advised agéiyour being sent to the monastery. Your winning
over the great Father Jacobus in addition to theafkand making him more favorable toward
Castalia, is a great deal more than anyone darkdge for."

Two days later Magister Thomas invited Josephettogy with Dubois and the current head of
the Waldzell elite school, Zbinden's successodjtoer. During the conversation hour after diner t
new Music Master unexpectedly turned up, as didAttehivist of the Order -- two more members of
the Supreme Board. One of them took Joseph alotigetguest house for a lengthy talk. This
invitation for the first time moved Knecht publidiyto the most intimate circle of candidates faghhi
office, and set up between himself and the avemagraber of the Game elite a barrier which Knecht,
now keenly alert to such matters, at once feltelgut

For the present he was given a vacation of fowke@and the customary official's pass to the
guest houses of the Province. Although no dutiegwassigned to him, and he was not even asked to
report, it was evident that he was under obsemdiiohis superiors. For when he went on a fewwisit
and outings, once to Keuperheim, once to Hirsland,once to the College of Far Eastern Studies,
invitations from the high officials in these plasgsre immediately forthcoming. Within those few
weeks he actually became acquainted with the eBtexd of the Order and with the majority of the
Masters and directors of studies. Had it not beehfese highly official invitations and encounters
these outings would have betokened a return téréleelom of his years of study. He began to cut back
on the visits, chiefly out of consideration for Téayius, who was painfully sensitive to these
infringements on their time together, but alsotfar sake of the Glass Bead Game. For he was very
eager to participate in the newest exercises atestdiimself on the latest problems. For this,



Tegularius proved to be of invaluable assistanderno

His other close friend, Ferromonte, had joineddfadf of the new Music Master, and Joseph
was able to see him only twice during this peridd.found him hard-working and happy in his work,
engrossed in a major musicological task involvimg persistence of Greek music in the dances and
folksongs of the Balkan countries. Enthusiasticdfgrromonte told his friend about his latest
discoveries. He had been exploring the era atrtdeoéthe eighteenth century, when baroque music
was beginning to decline and was taking in new ra#efrom Slavic folk music.

However, Knecht spent the greater part of thediddyes in Waldzell occupied with the Glass
Bead Game. With Fritz Tegularius he went over thies Fritz had taken on a private seminar the
Magister had given for advanced players duringoest two semesters. After his two years of
deprivation Knecht again plunged with all his eryeirgo the noble world of the Game, whose magic
seemed to him as inseparable from his life anddispensable to it as music.

The last days of his vacation arrived before tregldter Ludi came around to mentioning
Joseph's mission in Mariafels, and his next taskhfie immediate future. He chatted casually at,firs
but soon changed to a more earnest and insisteata® he told Joseph about a plan conceived by the
Board which the majority of the Masters, as welMamsieur Dubois, considered highly important: the
plan to establish a permanent Castalian represemtgttthe Holy See. The historic moment had come,
Master Thomas explained in his engaging, urbanenerair at any rate was drawing near, for
bridging the ancient gulf between Rome and the Otdduture dangers, they would undoubtedly have
common enemies, would share a common fate, ancehvesie natural allies. In the long run the
present state of affairs was untenable and, prpgedaking, undignified. It would not do for theotw
powers, whose historic task in the world was tseree and foster the things of the spirit and these
of peace, to go on existing side by side almostrasgers to each other. The Roman Church had
survived the shocks of the last great epoch of wead lived through the crises despite severe $psse
and had emerged renewed and purified, whereagthias centers of the arts and sciences had gone
under in the general decline of culture. It wasafutheir ruins that the Order and the Castaliagaid
had arisen. For that very reason, and becauss weéiiterable age, it was right and proper to glraant t
Church precedence. She was the older, more dissimga power, her worth tested in more and greater
storms. For the present, the problem was to awtieRoman Catholics to greater awareness of the
kinship between the two powers, and their deperelapon each other in all future crises.

(At this point Knecht thought: "Oh, so they wamtsend me to Rome, possibly forever."”
Mindful of the former Music Master's warning, hevierdly put himself in a posture of defense.)

An important step forward, Master Thomas continuedl already been taken as a result of
Knecht's mission in Mariafels. In itself this mmsihad been only a polite gesture, imposing no
obligations and undertaken without ulterior motiaéshe invitation of the others. Otherwise, of
course, the Board would not have sent a politicalhocent Glass Bead Game player, but some
younger official from Dubois's department. Buttasiined out this experiment, this innocuous
mission, had had astonishing results. A leadingdmiincontemporary Catholicism, Father Jacobus, had
been made acquainted with the spirit of Castaléhtsad come to take a favorable view of that spirit,
which he had hitherto flatly rejected. The authesitwere grateful to Joseph Knecht for the patidua
played. Here lay the significance of his missiohe Turther course of Knecht's work must be regarded
in the light of it, since all future efforts eapprochementvould be built upon this success. He had
been granted a vacation -- which could be someextanhded if he wished -- and most of the members
of the higher authorities had met and talked with.His superiors had expressed their confidence in
Knecht and had now charged the Magister Ludi tal$em on a special assignment and with broader
powers back to Mariafels, where he was, happilye st a friendly reception.

He paused as if to allow time for a question,Jageph only signified by a courteous gesture of
submission that he was all attention and was awggltis orders.



"The assignment | have for you now," the Magistent on, "is the following. We are planning,
sooner or later, to establish a permanent embdsay @rder at the Vatican, if possible on a recga
basis. As the younger group, we are ready to aabgghly deferential though of course not servile
attitude toward Rome; we are quite willing to adcggrond place and allow Rome the first. Perhaps --
I am no more sure of it than Dubois -- the Popeldi@agcept our offer straightaway. But we cannot
risk a rebuff. As it happens, there is a man withuin reach whose voice has the greatest influence i
Rome: Father Jacobus. And your assignment is tiorréd the Benedictine monastery, live there as you
have already done, engage in studies, give an secprential course in the Glass Bead Game, and
devote all your attention and care to slowly wirgnifather Jacobus over to our side and seeing to it
that he promises to support our plans in Rometheronords, this time the goal of your mission is
precisely defined. It does not matter much how Ilpog take to achieve it; we imagine that it will
require at least a year, but it might also be tweaveral years. You are by now acquainted with the
Benedictine tempo and have learned to adjust ténitler no circumstances must we give the
impression of being impatient or overeager; thaiafhust ripen of its own accord, right? | hope you
agree to this assignment, and that you will frarédpress any objections you may have. You may have
a few days to think it over if you like."

Knecht, for whom the assignment was not such prisa;, thanks to some recent conversations,
replied that he had no need to think it over. Heddntly accepted, but added: "You know, sir, that
missions of this kind are most successful wherethessary has no inner resistances and inhibitions t
overcome. | have no reluctance about acceptinggérstand the importance of the task and hope | can
do justice to it. But | do feel a certain anxieboat my future. Be so kind, Magister, to hear meniad
my entirely personal, egotistic concern. | am asGlBead Game player. As you know, due to my
mission among the Benedictines | have omitted mglist of the Game for two full years. | have
learned nothing new and have neglected my art. Aldeast another year and probably more will be
added. | should not like to fall still further bekiduring this time. Therefore | would like to Hbwed
frequent brief leaves to visit Waldzell and congihtadio contact with the lectures and special
exercises of your seminar for advanced players."”

"But of course," the Master said. There was alyeadote of dismissal in his tone, but Knecht
raised his voice and spoke of his other anxietgt ihhis mission in Mariafels succeeded he might b
sent to Rome or employed otherwise for diplomaticky"Any such prospect,” he concluded, "would
have a depressing effect upon me and hamper mgteefibthe monastery. For | would not at all like t
be permanently consigned to the diplomatic service.

The Magister frowned and raised his finger chitiingYou speak of being consigned. Really,
the word is ill chosen. No one here ever thought a$ a consigning, but rather as a distinction, a
promotion. | am not authorized to give you any indation or make any promises in regard to the way
we shall be employing you in the future. But bytrateh of the imagination | can understand your
doubts, and probably | shall be able to help yowiir fears really prove to be justified. And nastén
to me: you have a certain gift for making yoursajfeeable and well liked. An enemy might almost
call you a charmer. Presumably this gift of yoursnppted the Board to make this second assignment
to the monastery. But do not use your gift toolfre@oseph, and set no immoderate value on your
achievements. If you succeed with Father Jacohaswiill be the proper moment for you to address a
personal request to the Board. Today it seems tpreteature. Let me know when you are ready to
leave."

Joseph received these words in silence, layingemeight on the benevolence behind them
than the patent reprimand. Soon thereafter hemetito Mariafels.

There he found the security of a precisely defitaestt a great benefaction. Moreover, this task
was important and honorable, and in one respediricided with his own deepest desires: to come as
close as possible to Father Jacobus and to wiulhisiendship. At the monastery he was evidently



taken seriously as an envoy now, and was thougdtave been raised in rank. The conduct of the
dignitaries of the abbey, especially Abbot Gervasiimself, made that plain to him. They were as
friendly as ever, but a discernible degree morpeetful than before. They no longer treated Joseph
a young guest of no standing, toward whom they glaoewility for the sake of his origins and out of
benevolence toward him personally. He was now veckeas a high-ranking Castalian official, given
the deference due to an ambassador plenipotenarionger blind in these matters, Joseph drew his
own conclusions.

Nevertheless, he could discover no change in Faddeobus's attitude toward him. The old
scholar greeted him with friendliness and pleaswighout waiting to be asked or reminded, he
himself brought up the matter of their working ttggr. Joseph was deeply touched. He rearranged his
schedule; his daily routine was now very differsam what it had been before his vacation. Thisetim
the Glass Bead Game course no longer formed theroainhis work and duties. He gave up his studies
in the music archives and his friendly collabonatwith the organist. Now his chief concern was the
instruction he received from Father Jacobus: lesgoseveral branches of historical science. The
monk introduced his special pupil to the backgroand early history of the Benedictine Order and to
the sources for the early Middle Ages. He set aaidpecial hour in which they would read together
one of the old chroniclers in the original. FatBacobus was not displeased when Knecht pleaded to
have young Anton participate in the lessons; butdrtlittle difficulty persuading Joseph that evlea
best-intentioned third party could prove a seribmsirance to this kind of intensely private instrog.

In consequence, Anton, who knew nothing of Kneaftrts on his behalf, was invited to take part
only in the readings of the chronicler, and wasroyed. Undoubtedly these lessons constituted a
distinction for the young monk, concerning whos$e e have no further information. They must have
been a supreme pleasure and stimulus, for he wag akowed to share in the work and intellectual
exchange of two of the purest and most originaldwiof his age. Share, however, is perhaps an
exaggeration; for the most part the young recreitety listened.

Joseph repaid Father Jacobus by giving him aadaottion to the history and structure of
Castalia and the main ideas underlying the GlasslBxame. This instruction followed immediately
after his own lessons in epigraphy and source wbepupil becoming the teacher and the honored
teacher an attentive listener and often a captiatis and questioner. For a long while the reveren
Father continued to hold the whole Castalian méntal distrust. Because he saw no real religious
attitude in it, he doubted its capacity to rearkhnel of human being he could take seriously, despi
the fact that Knecht himself represented so fipeoaluct of Castalian education. Even long after he
had undergone a kind of conversion, insofar aswhaatpossible, through Knecht's teaching and
example, and was prepared to recommendahprochemenof Castalia to Rome, this distrust never
entirely died. Knecht's notes are full of strikiegamples of it, jotted down at the moment. We shall
quote from one of them:

Father Jacobus: "You are great scholars and destlyou Castalians. You measure the weight
of the vowels in an old poem and relate the rasgitormula to that of a planet's orbit. That is
delightful, but it is a game. And indeed your supeemystery and symbol, the Glass Bead Game, is
also a game. | grant that you try to exalt thigtgrgame into something akin to a sacrament, tgasit
to a device for edification. But sacraments dogpring from such endeavors. The game remains a
game."

Joseph: "You mean, reverend Father, that we laeldundation of theology?"

Father Jacobus: "Come now, of theology we willspak. You are much too far from that.
You could at least do with a few simpler foundasiowith a science of man, for example, a real
doctrine and real knowledge about the human raoca.d6 not know man, do not understand him in his
bestiality and as the image of God. All you knowhis Castalian, a special product, a caste, a rare
experiment in breeding.”



For Knecht, of course, it was an extraordinaryeeief good fortune that these hours of
instruction and discourse provided him with the egtfield and the most favorable opportunities to
carry out his assignment of gaining Father Jacslapproval of Castalia and convincing him of the
value of an alliance. The situation in fact wagamrable to his purposes that he soon began to fee
twinges of conscience. He came to think it shamefiol unworthy when they sat together, or strolled
back and forth in the cloisters, that the revenmerath should be so trustfully sacrificing his timéyem
he was all the while the object of secret politidasigns. Knecht could not have accepted thist®tua
in silence for long, and he was already considgusghow to make his disclosure when, to his
surprise, the old man anticipated him.

"My dear friend," he said to him with seeming b#indedness one day, "we have really found
our way to a most pleasant and, | would hope, algaitful kind of exchange. The two activities tha
have been my favorites throughout my life, learrang teaching, have fused into a fine new
combination during our joint working sessions, &dme that has come at just the right time, fam
beginning to age and cannot imagine any better anderefreshment than our lessons. As far as | am
concerned, therefore, | am the one who gains framegchange. On the other hand, | am not so sure,
my friend, that you and particularly those whoseanyou are and whom you serve will have profited
from the business as much as they may hope. | dhikelto avert any future disappointment and
would be sorry to have any unclear relationshipeabietween us. Therefore permit an old hand a
guestion. | have of course had occasion to thirduathe reason for your sojourn in our little abbey
pleasant as it is for me. Until recently, thatpsta the time of your vacation, it seemed to mé¢ tie
purpose of your presence among us was not complaear even to yourself. Was my observation
correct?"

"It was."

"Good. Since your return from that vacation, s changed. You are no longer puzzling or
anxious about the reason for your presence hene Kiiow why you are here. Am | right? -- Good,
then | have not guessed wrong. Presumably | amnaisguessing wrong in my notion of the reason.
You have a diplomatic assignment, and it concegither our monastery nor our Abbot, but me. As
you see, not very much is left of your secret. Tewify the situation completely, | shall take thed
step and ask you to inform me fully about the oést. What is your assignment?”

Knecht had sprung to his feet and stood facingdfatlacobus, surprised, embarrassed, feeling
something close to dismay. "You are right,” hearlut at the same time that you relieve me of a
burden, you also shame me by speaking first. | h@avg been considering how | could manage to give
our relationship the clarity you have establishedapidly. The one saving thing is that my request
instruction and our agreement fell in the periotbbemy vacation. Otherwise it truly would have
seemed as if the whole thing had been diplomaayypart, and our studies merely a pretext."

The old man spoke with friendly reassurance: "tetyewanted to help both of us move
forward a step. There is no need for you to aveptlrity of your motives. If | have anticipated you
and helped speed the coming of something thatsglems desirable to you, all is well."

After Knecht had told him the nature of his aseignt, he commented: "Your superiors in
Castalia are not exactly brilliant diplomats, they are not so bad either, and they know a goaod) thi
when they see it. | shall give all the consideratmyour mission, and my decision will depend lyart
on how well you can explain your Castalian conittuand ideals, and make them seem plausible to
me. Let us give ourselves all the time we needHat.” Seeing that Knecht still looked somewhat
crestfallen, he gave a brittle laugh and saidyti like, you can also regard my proceeding thus as
kind of lesson. We are two diplomats, and diplomatercourse is always a combat, no matter how
friendly a form it may take. In our struggle, abdppens, | was momentarily at a disadvantaged | ha
lost the initiative. You knew more than I. Now th@ance has been restored. The chess move was
successful; therefore it was the right one."



Knecht thought it important to win Father Jacobagproval for the Castalian authorities'
project; but it seemed to him far more importanietarn as much as possible from him, and for his ow
part to serve this learned and powerful man a$iagbte guide to the Castalian world. A good many of
Knecht's friends and later disciples envied himeasarkable men are always envied, not only forthei
greatness of soul and energy, but also for theimggg luck, their seeming preferment by destinye Th
lesser man sees in the greater as much as heegaamskeJoseph Knecht's career cannot help striking
every observer as unusually brilliant, rapid, aeemsingly effortless. Certainly we are tempted tp sa
of that period in his life: he was lucky. Nor wowle wish to try to explain this "luck” rationalistilly
or moralistically, either as the causal resultxdeenal circumstances or as a kind of reward fecsd
virtue. Luck has nothing to do with rationality miorality; by its nature it has about it a qualiigrato
magic, belonging to a primitive, more youthful stagf mankind's history. The lucky innocent,
showered with gifts by the fairies, pampered bygbds, is not the object of rational study, anddeen
not a fit subject for biographical analysis; haisymbol who always stands outside the personal and
the historical realms. Nevertheless, there argandsng men with whose lives "luck" is intimately
bound up, even though that luck may consist merelige fact that they and the task proper to their
talents actually intersect on the plane of hiseomg biography, that they are born neither too samn
too late. Knecht seems to have been one of théses fis life, at least for a considerable partisf h
way, gives the impression that everything desirabtely fell into his lap. We do not wish to deny o
to gloss over this aspect of his life. Moreover,ageld explain it rationally only by a biographical
method which is not ours, neither desired nor peeechin Castalia; that is, we would have to entéw i
an almost unlimited discussion of the most persanaskt private matters, of health and sickness, the
oscillations and curves in his vitality and selfhidence. We are quite sure that any such biogecapbhi
approach -- which is out of the question for useuld reveal a perfect balance between Knecht's
"luck" and his suffering, but nevertheless woulgifg our portrayal of his person and his life.

But enough digression. We were saying that marthiage who knew Knecht, or had only
heard of him, envied him. Probably few things ia lifie seemed to lesser folk so enviable as his
relationship to the old Benedictine Father, fomias at one and the same time pupil and teacher, tak
and giver, conquered and conqueror, friend andloofiator. Moreover, none of Knecht's conquests
since his successful courting of Elder Brothemhia Bamboo Grove had given him such happiness. No
other had made him feel so intensely honored andradu, rewarded and stimulated. Of his later
favorite pupils, almost all have testified to hawduently, gladly, and joyfully he would refer tather
Jacobus. Knecht learned from the Benedictine santgtie could scarcely have learned in the Castalia
of those days. He acquired an overview of the nostlud historical knowledge and the tools of
historical research, and had his first practicapplying them. But far beyond that, he experienced
history not as an intellectual discipline, but eality, as life; and in keeping with that, the
transformation and elevation of his own persorialifito history. This was something he could not
have learned from a mere scholar. Father Jacobsim@teonly far more than a scholar, a seer, and a
sage; he was also a mover and shaper. He hadhespddition in which fate had placed him not jost t
warm himself at the cozy fires of a contemplatixestence; he had allowed the winds of the world to
blow through his scholar's den and admitted thésp@nd forebodings of the age into his heart. e h
taken action, had shared the blame and the redplitydior the events of his time; he had not
contented himself with surveying, arranging, artérpreting the happenings of the distant past Aed h
had not dealt only with ideas, but with the refoairtess of matter and the obstinacy of men. Togethe
with his associate and antagonist, a recently deckaesuit, he was regarded as the real architdet o
diplomatic and moral power and the impressive palitprestige that the Roman Church had regained
after ages of meekly borne ineffectuality and ingigance.

Although teacher and pupil scarcely ever discussent politics (the Benedictine's practice
in holding his counsel as well as the younger mahisctance to be drawn into such issues combined



to prevent that), Father Jacobus's political pmsieind activities so permeated his mind that all hi
opinions, all of his glances into the thicket of thorld's squabbles were those of the practical
statesman. Not that he was an ambitious or argintrg politician. He was no regent and leader, no
climber either, but a councilor and arbitrator, anmvhose conduct was tempered by sagacity, whose
efforts were restrained by a profound insight ith® inadequacies and difficulties of human natoog,
whose fame, experience, knowledge of men and dondijtas well as his personal integrity and
altruism, had enabled him to gain significant pawer

Knecht had known nothing of all this when he camblariafels. He had even been ignorant of
Father Jacobus's name. The majority of the inhatsitaf Castalia lived in a state of political ineace
and naiveté such as had been quite common amopgdfessors of earlier ages; they had no political
rights and duties, scarcely ever saw a newspapeh Bas the habit of the average Castalian, sich hi
attitude. Repugnance for current events, polinesyspapers, was even greater among the Glass Bead
Game players who liked to think of themselves asr#fal elite, the cream of the Province, and went t
some lengths not to let anything cloud the raredisdosphere of their scholarly and artistic exisésn
As we have seen, at the time of his first appe&amnthe monastery, Knecht had come not as a
diplomatic envoy but solely as a teacher of thes&Bead Game, and had no political knowledge aside
from what Monsieur Dubois had managed to instd iiew weeks. He was by comparison much more
knowing now, but he had by no means surrenderetMdidzeller's distaste for engaging in current
politics. Although his association with Father Jau® had awakened hini politically and taught him a
good deal, this had not happened because Knechdnaas to this realm. It just happened, as an
inevitable though incidental consequence.

In order to add to his equipment and the bettéulfdl his honorable task of lecturinde rebus
castaliensibuso his pupil, Father Jacobus, Knecht had brougtit hiim from Waldzell literature on
the constitution and history of the Province, om $lgstem of the elite schools, and on the evoluwifon
the Glass Bead Game. Some of these books had de@meadenty years before during his struggle
with Plinio Designori -- and he had not lookedratrh since. Others, meant specially for the offecal
Castalia, had been barred to him as a student.idongad them for the first time. The result was #ta
the very time his areas of study were so notabpasgling, he was also forced once again to
contemplate, understand, and reinforce his owrl@ateial and historical base. In his efforts toganat
the nature of the Order and of the Castalian systefrather Jacobus with maximum simplicity and
clarity, he inevitably stumbled over the weakeshpm his own and all Castalian education. He fbun
that he himself had only a pale and rigidly schénattion of the historical conditions which had le
to the foundation of the Order and everything thdbwed from it. His picture of the conditions vaii
had furthered the growth of the new system lackled\adness and orderliness. Since Father Jacobus
was anything but a passive pupil, the result waisimsified collaboration, an extremely animated
exchange of views. While Joseph tried to presenhibtory of his Castalian Order, Jacobus helped hi
to see many aspects of this history in the prapét for the first time, and to discern its roatsthe
general history of nations. Because of the Benieisttemperament, these discussions often turned
into passionate disputes, and as we shall seectivinued to bear fruit years later and remaineitah
influence down to the end of Knecht's life. On ditleer hand, the close attention Father Jacobus had
given Knecht's exposition, and the thoroughneslk witich he came to know and appreciate Castalia,
was evidenced by his subsequent conduct. Due tavdhle of these two men, there arose between
Rome and Castalia a benevolent neutrality and amtalsscholarly exchange which now and then
developed into actual co-operation and alliancewdtmchately produced the concord which continues
to this day. In time Father Jacobus asked to lvedated to the theory of the Glass Bead Game --
which he had originally pooh-poohed -- for he sdrbat here lay the secret of the Order and what
might be called its faith or religion. Once he ltatisented to penetrate into this world he had tithe
known only from hearsay, and for which he hadlfle liking, he resolutely proceeded in his shtew



and energetic way straight toward its center. Atltbagh he did not become a Glass Bead Game
player -- he was in any case far too old for thélhe devotees of the Game and the Order outsale th
borders of Castalia had hardly a friend as eamrestas influential as the great Benedictine.

Now and then, after a session of joint work, FaffaEobus would indicate that he would be at
home to Joseph that evening. After the strenuasbles and the tense discussions, those were peacefu
hours. Joseph frequently brought his clavichora@l@r a violin, and the old man would sit down at
the piano in the gentle light of a candle whoseetiragrance of wax filled the small room like the
music of Corelli, Scarlatti, Telemann, or Bach whibey played alternately or together. The old man’
bedtime came early, while Knecht, refreshed byedh®gef musical vespers, would continue his studies
into the night, to the limits his self-disciplinenmitted. Aside from his lessons with Father Jasphis
perfunctory course in the Game, and an occasioni@eSe colloquium with Abbot Gervasius, we also
find Knecht engaged at this time in an elaboratk.tBle was taking part in the annual competition of
the Waldzell elite, from which he had abstainethim past two years. The competition involved
working out sketches for Games based on threeuwrgieescribed main themes. Stress was placed on
new, bold, and original associations of themesgitepble logic, and beautiful calligraphy. Moreover,
this was the sole occasion when competitors wemaitted to overstep the bounds of the canon. That
is, they could employ new symbols not yet admittethe official code and vocabulary of hieroglyphs.
This made the competition -- which in any case thasmost exciting annual event in Waldzell except
for the great public ceremonial games -- a corgeging the most promising advocates of new Game
symbols, and the very highest distinction for arvanin this competition consisted in the recognitio
of his proposed additions to the grammar and vdeapwof the Game and their acceptance into the
Game Archives and the Game language. This wasyaraer distinction indeed; usually the winner had
to be content only with the ceremonial performaoickis Game as the best candidate's Game of the
year. Once, some twenty-five years ago, the greatrias von der Trave, the present Magister Ludi,
had been awarded this honor with his new abbrewviatfor the alchemical significance of the signs of
the zodiac -- later, too, Magister Thomas madesl@antributions to the study and classification of
alchemy as a highly meaningful secret language.

For his entry Knecht chose not to draw on any @&me symbols such as virtually every
candidate had in readiness. He also refrained freimg his Game as an avowal of attachment to the
psychological method of Game construction, althotingih would have been closer to his inclinations.
Instead, he built up a Game modern and personaligéniol its structure and themes, but of
transparently clear, classical composition anatsgrsymmetrical development in the vein of the old
masters. Perhaps distance from Waldzell and theeGechives forced him to take this line; perhaps
his historical studies made too great demands ®tirhe and strength; but it may also be that he was
more or less consciously guided by the desire &pasihis Game so that it would correspond as closely
as possible to the taste of his teacher and frieather Jacobus. We do not know.

We have used the phrase "psychological methodaafé€construction,” and perhaps some of
our readers will not immediately understand itkimecht's day it was a slogan bandied about a good
deal. No doubt all periods have seen currents, @agitruggles, and differing views and approaches
among the initiates of the Glass Bead Game. Attthet two opposing concepts of the Game called
forth controversy and discussion. The foremostegiaylistinguished two principal types of Game, the
formal and the psychological. We know that Knetikg Tegularius -- although the latter kept out of
the arguments -- belonged to the champions ofatterltype. Knecht, however, instead of speaking of
the "psychological” mode of play usually prefertbed word "pedagogical.”

In the formal Game the player sought to compos@btine objective content of every game,
out of the mathematical, linguistic, musical, antlden elements, as dense, coherent, and formally
perfect a unity and harmony as possible. In thelpsipgical Game, on the other hand, the object was
to create unity and harmony, cosmic roundednesgarfdction, not so much in the choice,



arrangement, interweaving, association, and cdntfdke contents as in the meditation which
followed every stage of the Game. All the stress placed on this meditation. Such a psychological -
or to use Knecht's word, pedagogical -- Game diddigplay perfection to the outward eye. Rather, it
guided the player, by means of its successionexipely prescribed meditations, toward experiencing
perfection and divinity. "The Game as | conceiveKinecht once wrote to the former Music Master,
"encompasses the player after the completion oftatezh as the surface of a sphere encompasses its
center, and leaves him with the feeling that heexaiacted from the universe of accident and
confusion a totally symmetrical and harmonious aasnand absorbed it into himself."

Knecht's entry, then, was a formally rather thgsychologically constructed Game. Possibly
he wanted to prove to his superiors, and to hinegeliell, that in spite of his elementary coursa an
diplomatic mission in Mariafels, he had lost noméis deftness, elegance, and virtuosity and had no
suffered from lack of practice. If so, he succeeidgoloving it. Since the final elaboration andasie
copy of his Game outline could only be completethemWaldzell Archives, he entrusted this task to
his friend Tegularius, who was himself participgtin the competition. Joseph was able to hand his
drafts to his friend personally, and to discussrthdth him, as well as to go over Tegularius's own
outline; for Fritz was finally able to come to thmnastery for three days. Magister Thomas hadsat la
authorized the visit, after Knecht had made twoiongs requests in vain.

Eager as Tegularius had been to come, and ftreatiuriosity he, as an insular Castalian, had
about life in the monastery, he felt extremely untartable there. Sensitive as he was, he neailylifel
amid all the alien impressions and among thesedlyebut simple, healthy, and somewhat rough-hewn
people, not one of whom would have had the slightederstanding for his thoughts, cares, and
problems. "You live here as if you were on anotblanet,” he said to his friend, "and | don't see/ho
you have been able to stand it for three yearstthimly admire you for that. To be sure, your Eash
are polite enough toward me, but | feel rejected r@pelled by everything here. Nothing meets me
halfway, nothing is natural and easy, nothing cam$similated without resistance and pain. If | tead
live here for two weeks, | would feel as if | wenehell."

Knecht had a difficult time with him. Moreoverwtas disconcerting to witness, for the first
time as an onlooker, how alien the two Ordersweeworlds were to one another. He felt, too, that
oversensitive friend with his air of anxious heff@eess was not making a good impression among the
monks. Nevertheless, they revised their respeGiame plans for the competition thoroughly, each
critically examining the other's work. When, aféer hour of this Knecht went over to Father Jacobus
in the other wing, or to a meal, he had the feelirad he was being suddenly transported from his
native country to an entirely different land, wéldifferent soil and air, different climate, andfetient
stars.

After Fritz had departed, Joseph drew out Fatheoldus on his impressions. "I hope," Jacobus
said, "that the majority of Castalians are more ljou than your friend. You have shown us an
inexperienced, overbred, weakly, and nevertheles®s, afraid, arrogant kind of person. | shall go on
taking you as more representative; otherwise | Ehoertainly be unjust to your kind. For this
unfortunate, sensitive, overintelligent, fidgetysmn could spoil one's respect for your whole
Province."

"Well," Knecht replied, "l imagine that in the ase of the centuries you noble Benedictines
have now and then had sickly, physically feeblé fouthat very reason mentally sound and able men,
such as my friend. | suppose it was imprudent oterteave invited him here, where everyone has a
sharp eye for his weaknesses but no sense ofdmas grtues. He has done me a great kindness by
coming." And he explained to Father Jacobus abisybming in the competition. The Benedictine
was pleased with Knecht for defending his friendell answered," he said with a friendly laugh. "But
it strikes me that all of your friends are diffitth get along with."

He enjoyed Knecht's bewilderment and astonishedession for a moment, then added



casually: "This time | am referring to someone mgsCastalia. Have you heard anything new about
your friend Plinio Designori?"

Joseph's astonishment increased; stunned, he faslad explanation.

It seemed that Designori had written a politioaligmic professing violently anticlerical views,
and incidentally strongly attacking Father Jacolisough friends in the Catholic press, Jacobus had
obtained information on Designori, and in this Wwead learned of Plinio's schooldays in Castalia and
his relationship to Knecht.

Joseph asked to borrow Plinio's article; and dféehad read it he and Father Jacobus had their
first discussion of current politics. A few morejtlonly a few, followed. "It was strange and almost
alarming," Joseph wrote to Ferromonte, "for meet® the figure of our Plinio -- and by-the-by my own
-- suddenly standing on the stage of the worldigipg This was something | had never imagineds" A
it turned out, Father Jacobus spoke of Plinio'smpat in rather appreciative terms. At any rate, he
showed no sign of having taken offense. He praidesignori's style, commenting that his training in
the elite school showed up clearly; in the runwdrgday politics, one had to settle for a far lovessel
of intelligence, he said.

About this time Ferromonte sent Knecht a copyheffirst part of his subsequently famous
work entitledThe Reception and Absorption of Slavic Folk Mugi€Slerman Art Music from Joseph
Haydn onlIn Knecht's letter of acknowledgment we find, amotiger things: "You have drawn a
cogent conclusion from your studies, which | wasil@ged to share for a while. The two chapters
dealing with Schubert, and especially with the tptar are among the soundest examples of modern
musicology that | have read. Think of me sometinh@sn very far from any such harvest as you have
reaped. Although | have reason to be content withif@ here -- for my mission in Mariafels appears
to be meeting with some success -- | do occasipfedll that being so far from the Province and the
Waldzell circle to which | belong is distinctly omgssive. | am learning a tremendous amount hete, bu
adding neither to my certainties nor my profesdiskdls, only to my problems. | must grant, thoiigh
a widening of horizon. However, | now feel muchieaabout the insecurity, strangeness,
despondency, distraitness, self-doubt, and otlsethidit frequently assailed me during my first two
years here. Tegularius was here recently -- foy timee days, but much as he had looked forward to
seeing me and curious though he was about Marjdfglthe second day he could scarcely bear it any
longer, so depressed and out of place did he$&ste a monastery is after all a rather sheltered,
peaceful world, and favorable enough to thingshefdpirit, in no way hike a jail, a barracks, or a
factory, | conclude from my experience that pedpden our dear Province are a good deal more
pampered and oversensitive than we realize."

At about the date of this letter to Carlo, Knepbtsuaded Father Jacobus to address a brief
letter to the directorate of the Castalian Ordejugescing in the proposed diplomatic step. To this
Jacobus added the request that they would pern@tGlass Bead Game player Joseph Knecht, who is
universally popular here" and who was kindly givinigh a private coursée rebus castaliensibutg
remain for a while longer. The Castalian authositiere, of course, glad to oblige. Joseph, who had
been thinking that he was still very far from amgls "harvest,” received a commendation, signed by
the directorate and by Monsieur Dubois, congratudgihim on the success of his mission. But what
struck him as most important about this honorificament and what gave him the greatest pleasure
(he reported it in well-nigh triumphant tones in@e to Fritz) was a short sentence to the effeatt t
the Order had been informed by the Magister Ludiisfdesire to return to the Vicus Lusorum, and
was disposed to grant this request after completidns present assignment. Joseph also read this
passage aloud to Father Jacobus and now confesgegrbatly he had feared possible permanent
banishment from Castalia and being sent to Romegliag, Father Jacobus commented: "Yes, my
friend, there is something about Orders; one psdieing in their bosom rather than out on the
periphery, let alone in exile. You've touched thiesl fringes of politics here, but now go righieal



and forget it, for you are not a politician. But ot break your troth with history, even thoughmay
remain forever a secondary subject and a hobbydor For you had the makings of a historian. And
now let us profit by our time together, as lond have you."

Joseph Knecht seems to have made little use q@irividege to pay more frequent visits to
Waldzell. However, he listened on the radio to seeinar and to a good many lectures and games. So
also, from afar, sitting in his excellent guestroim the monastery, he took part in that "solemnity
the festival hall of the Vicus Lusorum at which tlesults of the prize competition were announces. H
had handed in a rather impersonal and not at\aluéonary, but solid and elegant piece of work
whose value he knew, and he was prepared for aorable mention or a third or second prize. To his
surprise he now heard that he had been awardegfize, and even before surprise had given way to
delight, the spokesman for the Magister Ludi'scefftontinued reading in his beautiful low voice and
named Tegularius as winner of the second prizeat certainly a moving and rapturous experience
that the two of them should emerge from this coitipathand in hand, as the crowned winners. He
sprang to his feet without listening to the reat] &n down the stairs and through the echoing
corridors out into the open air.

In a letter to the former Music Master, writtertlas time, we may read: "l am very happy,
revered Master, as you can imagine. First the ssocgEmy mission and its commendation by the
directorate of the Order, together with the prospeso important to me -- of soon returning home t
friends and to the Glass Bead Game, instead ofjbept in the diplomatic service; and now thistfirs
prize for a Game whose formal aspects | did takespaith, but which for good reasons by no means
drained me of everything | had to contribute. Amdtop of that the joy of sharing this success wwith
friend -- it really was too much all at once. | aappy, yes, but | could not well say that | am merr
Because of the dearth of the preceding periodangtrate what seemed to me a dearth -- my real
feeling is that these fulfillments are coming ratte® suddenly and too abundantly. There is a nreasu
of unease mingled with my gratitude, as if the eéssso filled to the brim that only another disp
needed to tilt it. But, please, consider that ldhawt said this; in this situation every word ieatly too
much."

As we shall see, the vessel filled to the brim destined to have more than just one additional
drop added to it. But at the moment Joseph KneeWbte:d himself to his happiness, and the
concomitant unease, with great intensity, as ifibe a premonition of the impending great change. Fo
Father Jacobus, too, these few months were a happxuberant time. He was sorry that he would
soon be losing this disciple and associate; anldam hours of work together, still more in thaied-
ranging conversations, he tried to bequeath todgmmuch as he could of the understanding he had
acquired during a long life of hard work and hdrishking, understanding of the heights and depths in
the lives of men and nations. He also had somgshim say about the consequences of Knecht's
mission, assessing its meaning, and the value iy @md political concord between Rome and
Castalia. He recommended that Joseph study théneplnich had seen the founding of the Castalian
Order as well as the gradual recovery of Rome aftaumiliating time of tribulation. He also
recommended two books on the Reformation and scbighre sixteenth century, but strongly urged
him to make a principle of studying the primary @s. He advised Joseph to confine himself to
graspable segments of a field in preference toimggebnderous tomes on world history. Finally,
Father Jacobus made no bones about his profourtdustisf all philosophies of history.

SIX



MAGISTER LUDI

KNECHT HAD DECIDEDt0 postpone his final return to Waldzell until thaing, the time of the
great public Glass Bead Game, thalus anniversariusr sollemnis.The era when annual Games
lasted for weeks and were attended by dignitanesrepresentatives from all over the world -- what
we may call the great age in the memorable histbtiiese Games -- already belonged forever to the
past. But these spring sessions, with the one so@ame that usually lasted for ten days to two
weeks, still remained the great festive event efytbar for all of Castalia. It was a festival nathout
its high religious and moral importance, for it bghit together the advocates of all the sometimes
disparate tendencies of the Province in an aggmobslic harmony. It established a truce between the
egotistic ambitions of the several disciplines, aschlled to mind the unity which embraced their
variety. For believers it possessed the sacramtmtad of true consecration; for unbelievers it \aas
least a substitute for religion; and for both itsneabath in the pure springs of beauty. The Passibn
Johann Sebastian Bach had once upon a time -ematush in the time they were written as in the
century following their rediscovery -- been in danifashion a genuine consecratory act for some of
the performers and audience, a form of worshiprafigious substitute for others, and for all togeth
solemn manifestation of art and of tBeeator spiritus.

Knecht had had scant difficulty obtaining the amtsof both the monks and his home
authorities for his decision. He could not quitéedimine the nature of his position after his
reassignment to the little republic of the Vicusbrum, but he suspected that he would not longfbe |
unoccupied and would soon be burdened and honatedgwme new office or mission. For the present
he looked forward happily to returning home, toisgéiis friends and participating in the approaghin
festival. He enjoyed his last days with Father Baspand accepted with dignity and good humor the
rather demonstrative kindnesses of the Abbot anadksnavhen the time came for farewells. Then he
left, feeling some sadness at parting from a phecbad grown fond of and from a stage in his lée h
was now leaving behind, but also in a mood of ¥eséinticipation, for although he lacked guidance
and companions, he had, on his own initiative, gglausly undertaken the whole series of meditation
exercises prescribed as preparations for the &dsBame. He had not been able to prevail on Father
Jacobus to accept the Magister Ludi's formal innitato attend the annual Game and accompany him,
but this had not affected his good spirits; he wsid®d the old anti-Castalian's reserved attitadd,
he himself for the moment felt entirely relievedatifduties and restrictions and ready to surrehder
whole mind to the impending ceremonies.

Festivities have their own peculiar nature. A geadestival cannot go entirely wrong, unless it
is spoiled by the unfortunate intervention of highewers. For the devout soul, even in a downpour a
procession retains its sacral quality, and a bufeast does not depress him. For the Glass Beac&cGam
player every annual Game is festive and in a skabewed. Nevertheless, as every one of us knows,
there are some festivals and games in which evieytjoes right, and every element lifts up,
animates, and exalts every other, just as therthaggrical and musical performances which without
any clearly discernible cause seem to ascend nhinasly to glorious climaxes and intensely felt
experiences, whereas others, just as well prepeesdin no more than decent tries. Insofar as the
achievement of intense experiences depends omtbgomal state of the spectator, Joseph Knecht had
the best imaginable preparation: he was troubleddoyares, returning from abroad loaded with
honors, and looking forward with joyous anticipatio the coming event.

Nevertheless, this time theidus sollemnisvas not destined to be touched by that aura of the
miraculous and so rise to a special degree of coaten and radiance. It turned out, in fact, a
cheerless, distinctly unhappy, and something virgecto an unsuccessful Game. Although many of
the participants may have felt edified and exadtitthe same, the real actors and organizers of the
Game, as always in such cases, felt all the meseonmably that atmosphere of apathy, lack of grace



and failure, of inhibition and bad luck which oveaslowed this festival. Knecht, although he of ceurs
sensed it and found his high expectations someddstted, was by no means among those who felt the
fiasco most keenly. Even though the solemn aatdatib reach the true peak of perfection and blgssin
he was able, because he was not playing and baresponsibility for it, to follow the ingeniously
constructed Game appreciatively, as a devout dpecta let the meditations quiver to a halt
undisturbed, and with grateful devotion to shaeg #xperience so familiar to all guests at these
Games: the sense of ceremony and sacrifice, ofienysion of the congregation at the feet of the
divine, which could be conveyed even by a cerentbay, for the narrow circle of initiates, was
regarded as a "failure.” Nevertheless, he too wasltogether unaffected by the unlucky star that
seemed to preside over this festival. The Gam#,iteebe sure, was irreproachable in plan and
construction, like every one of Master Thomas's €grm fact it was one of his cleanest, most djrect
and impressive achievements. But its performancespacially ill-starred and has not yet been
forgotten in the history of Waldzell.

When Knecht arrived, a week before the openinfp@fyreat Game, he was received not by the
Magister Ludi himself, but by his deputy Bertranhawvelcomed him courteously but informed him
rather curtly and distractedly that the venerabestdr had recently fallen ill and that he, Bertraras
not sufficiently informed about Knecht's missiorréaeive his report. Would he therefore go to
Hirsland to report his return to the directoratehef Order and await its commands.

As he took his leave Knecht involuntarily betrayld tone or gesture, his surprise at the
coolness and shortness of his reception. Bertrastogjzed. "Do forgive me if | have disappointed
you, and please understand my situation," he S&ite Magister is ill, the annual Game is upon us,
and everything is up in the air. | don't know wietthe Magister will be able to conduct the Game or
whether | shall have to leap into the breach." idwered Master's illness could not have come at a
more difficult moment, he went on to say. He waglseas always to assume the Magister's official
duties, but if in addition he had to prepare hifhaebuch short notice to conduct the great Game, h
was afraid it would prove a task beyond his powers.

Knecht felt sorry for the man, who was so obvigw#pressed and thrown off balance; he was
also sorry that the responsibility for the festiwaght now lie in the deputy's hands. Joseph haa be
away from Waldzell too long to know how well fourtdBertram's anxiety was. The worst thing that
can happen to a deputy had already befallen the saame time past he had forfeited the trust of the
elite, so that he was truly in a very difficult gam.

With considerable concern, Knecht thought of theggter Ludi, that great exponent of
classical form and irony, the perfect Master andt@lan. He had looked forward eagerly to the
Magister's receiving him, listening to his repairtd reinstalling him in the small community of
players, perhaps in some confidential post. Itleeh his desire to see the festival Game presided o
by Master Thomas, to continue working under him emwkting his recognition. Now it was painful
and disappointing to find the Magister withdrawtoiillness, and to be directed to other authorities
There was, however, some compensation in the rdapgood will with which the secretary of the
Order and Monsieur Dubois received him and hearddut. They treated him, in fact, as a colleague.
During their first talk he discovered that for fliesent at any rate they had no intention of ukingto
promote the Roman project. They were going to retdpis desire for a permanent return to the Game.
For the moment they extended a friendly invitatiomim to stay in the guesthouse of the Vicus
Lusorum, attend the annual Game, and survey thatgth. Together with his friend Tegularius, he
devoted the days before the public ceremoniesg@xlercises in fasting and meditation. That was one
of the reasons he was able to witness in so dearmligrateful a spirit the strange Game which hias le
an unpleasant aftertaste in the memories of some.

The position of the deputy Masters, also calleadtfdws," is a very peculiar one -- especially
the deputies to the Music Master and the Glass Beade Master. Every Magister has a deputy who is



not provided for him by the authorities. Ratherhimaself chooses his deputy from the narrow ciofle
his own candidates. The Master himself bears thedsponsibility for all the actions and decisiarfs

his deputy. For a candidate it is therefore a giesinction and a sign of the highest trust whensh
appointed deputy by his Magister. He is therebpgezed as the intimate associate and right hand of
the all-powerful Magister. Whenever the Magisteprievented from performing his official duties, he
sends the deputy in his stead. The deputy, howeveot entitled to act in all capacities. For epéan
when the Supreme Board votes, he may transmitaga or nay in the Master's name and is never
permitted to deliver an address or present motonisis own. There are a variety of other
precautionary restrictions on the deputies.

While the appointment elevates the deputy to & liggh and at times extremely exposed
position, it is at a certain price. The deputyasapart within the official hierarchy, and while &njoys
high honor and frequently may be entrusted witmezrely important functions, his position deprives
him of certain rights and opportunities which thleey aspirants possess. There are two points in
particular where this is revealed: the deputy dagsear the responsibility for his official acésnd he
can rise no farther within the hierarchy. The lawnwritten, to be sure, but can be read througthsut
history of Castalia: At the death or resignatiormdflagister, his Shadow, who has represented him so
often and whose whole existence seems to preddstméor the succession, has never advanced to fill
the Master's place. It is as if custom were deteechito show that a seemingly fluid and movable
barrier is in fact insuperable. The barrier betwkmEgister and deputy stands like a symbol for the
barrier between the office and the individual. Thuken a Castalian accepts the confidential post of
deputy, he renounces the prospect of ever becoaggister himself, of ever really possessing the
official robes and insignia that he wears so oftehis representative role. At the same time he
acquires the curiously ambiguous privilege of nemeurring any blame for possible mistakes in his
conduct of his office. The blame falls upon his lié&gy, who is answerable for his acts. A Magister
sometimes becomes the victim of the deputy he hasen and is forced to resign his office because of
some glaring error committed by the deputy. ThedvV&hadow" originated in Waldzell to describe the
Magister Ludi's deputy. It is splendidly appositehis special position, his closeness amounting to
quasi-identity with the Magister, and the make-éadi insubstantiality of his official existence.

For many years Master Thomas von der Trave hadogeqgh a Shadow named Bertram who
seems to have been more lacking in luck than antadr good will. He was an excellent Glass Bead
Game player, of course. As a teacher he was atddaguate, and he was also a conscientious dfficia
absolutely devoted to his Master. Neverthelesthercourse of the past few years, he had become
distinctly unpopular. The "new generation," the yger members of the elite, were particularly hestil
to him, and since he did not possess his Mastensd, chivalric temperament, this antagonism
affected his poise. The Magister did not let himlgat had for years shielded him from friction with
the elite as much as possible, putting him in thiglip eye more and more rarely and employing him
largely in the chanceries and the Archives.

This blameless but disliked man, plainly not facby fortune, now suddenly found himself at
the head of the Vicus Lusorum due to his Masti#ness. If it should turn out that he had to cortduc
the annual Game, he would occupy for the duratidhefestival the most exposed position in the
entire Province. He could only have coped with gresat task if the majority of the Glass Bead Game
players, or at any rate the tutors as a body, bpdated him. Regrettably, that did not happensThi
was why thd_udus sollemniturned into a severe trial and very nearly a desdstr Waldzell.

Not until the day before the Game was it offigiadhnounced that the Magister had fallen
seriously ill and would be unable to conduct then8aWe do not know whether this postponement of
the announcement had been dictated by the sickt#agivho might have hoped up to the last moment
that he would be able to pull himself together preside. Probably he was already too ill to cherish
any such ideas, and his Shadow made the mistdkawhg Castalia in uncertainty about the situation



in Waldzell up to the last moment. Granted, itisredisputable whether this delay was actually a
mistake. Undoubtedly it was done with good intemsian order not to discredit the festival from the
start and discourage the admirers of Master Thdroas attending. And had everything turned out
well, had there been a relation of confidence betwtbe Waldzell community of players and Bertram,
the Shadow might actually have become his repratieatand -- this is really quite conceivable € th
Magister's absence might have gone almost unnotitieddle to speculate further about the matter;
we have mentioned it only because we thought iessary to suggest that Bertram was not such an
absolute failure, let alone unworthy of his offies, public opinion in Waldzell regarded him at that
time. He was far more a victim than a culprit.

As happened every year, guests poured into Waldrattend the great Game. Many arrived
unsuspectingly; others were deeply anxious abauMagister Ludi's health and had gloomy
premonitions about the prospects of the festivalldxell and the nearby villages filled with people.
Almost every one of the directors of the Order dr@lmembers of the Board of Educators were on
hand. Travelers in holiday mood arrived from th@aéer parts of the country and from abroad,
crowding the guest houses.

On the evening before the beginning of the Gaheceremonies opened with the meditation
hour. In response to the ringing of bells the whadlgvaldzell, crowded with people as it was, subdid
into a profound, reverent silence. Next morning edhe first of the musical performances and
announcement of the first movement of the Gamesthmy with meditation on the two musical themes
of this movement. Bertram, in the Magister Ludgstival robes, displayed a stately and controlled
demeanor, but he was very pale. As day followed Hayooked more and more strained, suffering and
resigned, until during the last days he really mdsded a shadow. By the second day of the Game the
rumor spread that Magister Thomas's condition had&ned, and that his life was in danger. That
evening there cropped up here and there, and edlgerinong the initiates, those first contributidas
the gradually developing legend about the sick Btaahd his Shadow. This legend, emanating from
the innermost circle of the Vicus Lusorum, the tgtenaintained that the Master had been willing and
would have been able to conduct the Game, but#hatd sacrificed himself to his Shadow's ambition
and assigned the solemn task to Bertram. But nomavgigend continued, since Bertram did not seem
equal to his lofty role, and since the Game wasipgpa disappointment, the sick man felt to blawre f
the failure of the Game and his Shadow's inadequaaay was doing penance for the mistake. This, it
was said, this and nothing else was the reasatihéorapid deterioration of his condition and theerin
his fever.

Naturally this was not the sole version of theelady but it was the elite's version and indicated
that the ambitious aspirants thought the situadiopalling and were dead set against doing anytioing
improve it. Their reverence for the Master was bedal by their malice for his Shadow; they wanted
Bertram to fail even if the Master himself had tdfer as well.

By and by the story went the rounds that the Magisn his sickbed had begged his deputy and
two seniors of the elite to keep the peace aneéndanger the festival. The next day it was asserted
that he had dictated his will and had named the neaglesired for his successor. Moreover, names
were whispered. These and other rumors circuldtedyavith news of the Magister's steadily
worsening condition, and from day to day spiritggad in the festival hall as well as in the guest
houses, although no one went so far as to abamddiestival and depart. Gloom hung over the entire
performance all the while that it proceeded outlyawdth formal propriety. Certainly there was létl
of that delight and uplift that everyone familiaitvthe annual festival expected; and when on the d
before the end of the game Magister Thomas, tHeauaf the festival Game, closed his eyes forever,
not even the efforts of the authorities could prextee news from spreading. Curiously, a good many
participants felt relieved and liberated by thisomme. The Game students, and the elite in paaticul
were not permitted to don mourning before the dnti@Ludus sollemnisjor to make any break in



the strictly prescribed sequence of the hours, thidir alternation of performances and meditation
exercises. Nevertheless, they unanimously wenugirdhe last act and day of the festival as ifeétev

a funeral service for the revered deceased. Thegwded the exhausted, pale, and sleepless Bertram
who continued officiating with half-closed eyesthva frigid atmosphere of isolation.

Joseph Knecht had been kept in close contactthétlelite by his friend Tegularius. As an old
player, moreover, he was fully sensitive to allstaeurrents and moods. But he did not allow them to
affect him. From the fourth or fifth day on he aadty forbade Fritz to bother him with news aboug th
Magister's illness. He felt, and quite well undegst, the tragic cloud that hung over the festital;
thought of the Master with sorrow and deep concand, of the Shadow Bertram -- condemned as it
were to sharing the Magister's death -- with grgndisquiet and compassion. But he sternly resisted
being influenced by any authentic or mythical actppracticed the strictest concentration,
surrendered gladly to the exercises and the cairde beautifully structured game, and in spitalbf
the discords and dark clouds his experience ofgsieval was one of grave exaltation.

At the end of the festival Bertram was sparedatthditional burden of having to receive
congratulants and the Board in his capacity of-Wtagister. The traditional celebration for studewits
the Glass Bead Game was also cancelled. Immedgitelythe final musical performance of the
festival, the Board announced the Magister's desatiti the prescribed days of mourning began in the
Vicus Lusorum. Joseph Knecht, still residing in thuest house, participated in the rites. The furedra
this fine man, whose memory is still held in highe2m, was celebrated with Castalia's customary
simplicity. His Shadow, Bertram, who had summonpdis last reserves of strength in order to play
his part to the end during the festival, understoisdsituation. He asked for a leave and went on a
walking trip in the mountains.

There was mourning throughout the Game villagd,iadeed everywhere in Waldzell. Possibly
no one had enjoyed intimate, strikingly friendlyateons with the deceased Magister; but the
superiority and flawlessness of his aristocratiireg together with his intelligence and his finely
developed feeling for form, had made of him a régenl representative such as Castalia with its
fundamentally democratic temper did not often poadd he Castalians had been proud of him. If he
had seemed to hold himself aloof from the realmgasfion, love, and friendship, that made him all
the more the object for youth's craving to venerates dignity and sovereign gracefulness -- which
incidentally had earned him the half-affectionattkname "His Excellency" -- had in the course of
years, despite strong opposition, won him a spgasition in the Supreme Council of the Order and i
the sessions and work of the Board of Educators.

Naturally, the question of his successor was htidgussed, and nowhere so intensely as
among the elite of the Glass Bead Game playersr &ie departure of the Shadow, whose overthrow
these players had sought and achieved, the fusatibthe Magister's office were temporarily
distributed by vote of the elite itself among thtemporary deputies -- only the internal functioms
the Vicus Lusorum, of course, not the official wamkthe Board of Educators. In keeping with
tradition, the Board would not permit the Magisyrao remain vacant more than three weeks. In cases
in which a dying or departing Magister left a claancontested successor, the office was in fdetffil
immediately, after only a single plenary sessiothefBoard. This time the process would probably
take rather longer.

During the period of mourning, Joseph Knecht oiceely talked with his friend about the
festival game and its singularly troubled course.

"This deputy, Bertram," Knecht said, "not onlyy®d his part tolerably well right up to the end
-- that is, tried to fill the role of a real Maggst-- but in my opinion did far more than that. He
sacrificed himself to thikudus sollemnigas his last and most solemn official act. You alevharsh --
no, the word is cruel -- to him. You could haveeshthe festival and saved Bertram, and you did not
do so. | don't care to express an opinion aboutdbreduct; | suppose you had your reasons. But now



that poor Bertram has been eliminated and you hadeyour way, you should be generous. When he
comes back you must meet him halfway and showthathave understood his sacrifice.”

Tegularius shook his head. "We did understandhé,%aid, "and have accepted it. You were
fortunate in being able to participate in the Gars@ guest; as such you probably did not follow the
course of events so very closely. No, Joseph, Wlenat have any opportunity to act on whatever
feelings for Bertram we may have. He knows thashizifice was necessary and will not attempt to
undo it."

Only now did Knecht fully understand him. He fielifo a troubled silence. Now he realized that
he had not experienced these festival days ad SVaddzeller and a comrade of the others, bututhtr
much more like a guest; and only now did he grasmiture of Bertram's sacrifice. Hitherto Bertram
had seemed to him an ambitious man who had beemmenay a task beyond his powers and who
henceforth must renounce further ambitious goadstgnto forget that he had once been a Master's
Shadow and the leader of an annual Game. Only hearjng his friend's last words, had he
understood -- with shock -- that Bertram had bedlly tondemned by his judges and would not return.
They had allowed him to conduct the festival Gamist conclusion, and had co-operated just enough
so that it would go off without a public scandalt they had done so only to spare Waldzell, not
Bertram.

The fact was that the position of Shadow demamdeck than the Magister's full confidence --
Bertram had not lacked that. It depended to anlatpgree on the confidence of the elite, and the
unfortunate man had been unable to retain it. blnadered, the hierarchy did not stand behind toim
protect him, as it did behind his Master and modal without the backing of such authority, he was
at the mercy of his former comrades, the tutorthdi/ did not respect him, they became his judiges.
they were unyielding, the Shadow was finished. @m@ugh, Bertram did not return from his outing in
the mountains, and after a while the story wenhdotihat he had fallen to his death from a cliffeTh
matter was discussed no further.

Meanwhile, day after day high officials and distof the Order and of the Board of
Educators appeared in the Game village. Membettseoélite and of the civil service were summoned
for questioning. Now and then some of the mattessugsed leaked out, but only within the elitelftse
Joseph Knecht, too, was summoned and queried,lmyntweo directors of the Order, once by the
philological Magister, then by Monsieur Dubois, aghin by two Magisters. Tegularius, who was also
called in for several such consultations, was pletig excited and joked about this conclave
atmosphere, as he called it. Joseph had alreathedaturing the festival how little of his former
intimacy with the elite had remained, and during pleriod of the conclave he was made more
painfully aware of it. It was not only that he ldvén the guest house like a visitor, and that the
superiors seemed to deal with him as an equalnidrabers of the elite themselves, the tutors as a
body, no longer received him in a comradely fashidrey displayed a mocking politeness toward him,
or at best a temporizing coolness. They had alrbadyn to drift away from him when he received his
appointment to Mariafels, and that was only rigid aatural. Once a man had taken the step from
freedom to service, from the life of student ootub member of the hierarchy, he was no longer a
comrade, but on the way to becoming a superiooeslHe no longer belonged to the elite, and he had
to realize that for the time being they would assuntritical attitude toward him. That happened to
everyone in his position. The difference was theafédit the aloofness and coolness with particular
intensity at this time, partly because the elitphaned as it now was and about to receive a new
Magister, defensively closed its ranks; partly lusesit had just so harshly demonstrated its
ruthlessness in the case of the Shadow, Bertram.

One evening Tegularius came running to the gumssdin a state of extreme excitement. He
found Joseph, drew him into an empty room, clobeddbor behind him, and burst out: "Joseph,
Joseph! My God, | should have guessed it, | oughtaive known, it was likely enough. .. Oh, I'm



altogether beside myself and truly don't know wketlought to be glad." And he, who was privy to

all the sources of information in the Game villagabbled on: it was more than probable, already
virtually certain, that Joseph Knecht would be elddMaster of the Glass Bead Game. The director of
the Archives, whom many had regarded as Master @Bt@predestined successor, had obviously been
eliminated from the sifted group of prospects tag before yesterday. Of the three candidates fhmam t
elite whose names had hitherto headed the listaglthie inquiries, none, apparently, enjoyed the
special favor and recommendation of a Magisterf din@ directors of the Order. On the other hand,

two directors of the Order as well as Monsieur Dslere supporting Knecht. In addition to that,

there was the weighty vote of the former Music Masivho to the certain knowledge of several
persons had been consulted by several Masters.

"Joseph, they're going to make you Magister!"Zeclaimed once more. Whereupon his
friend placed his hand over his mouth. For a momdeséph had been no less surprised and stirred by
the possibility than Fritz, and it had seemed to hltogether impossible. But even while Tegularius
was reporting the various opinions circulatinghie tGame village about the status and course of the
"conclave," Knecht began to realize that his frisrgiess was not likely to be wrong. Rather, in his
heart he felt something akin to assent, a senséé¢hlaad known and expected this all along, thati
right and natural. And so he placed his hand omkisted friend's mouth, gave him an aloof, repngvi
look, as if he had suddenly been removed to a glisetnce, and said: "Don't talk so muahice |
don't want to hear this gossip. Go to your comrades

Tegularius, though he had meant to say a grednu@®, fell silent at once. He turned pale
under the gaze of this utter stranger, and wentlaiér he remarked that at first he had felt Kiisch
remarkable calm and iciness at this moment asniére a blow and an insult, a slap in the faceaand
betrayal of their old friendship and intimacy, dmast incomprehensible overstressing and
anticipation of his impending position as supreraacof the Glass Bead Game. Only as he was
leaving -- and he actually went out like a man \klad been slapped -- did the meaning of that
unforgettable look dawn on him, that remote, ropal, likewise suffering look, and he realized thist
friend was not proud of what had fallen to his if that he was accepting it in humility. He haeiv
reminded, he said, of Joseph Knecht's thoughtfpitession and the note of deep compassion in his
voice when, recently, he had inquired about Bertaauch his sacrifice. It was as if he himself werano
on the point of sacrificing and extinguishing hitf$&e the Shadow. His expression had been at once
proud and humble, exalted and submissive, lonedyrasigned; it was as if Joseph Knecht's face had
become an effigy of all the Masters of Castalia Whd ever been. "Go to your comrades," he had said.
Thus, in the very second he first heard of his deymity, this incomprehensible man had fitted hithse
into it and saw the world from a new center, wasomger a comrade, would never be one again.

Knecht might easily have guessed that this lagtréghest of his calls, the appointment as
Magister Ludi, was coming, or at least he mighténagen it as possible, or even probable. But this
time, too, his promotion startled him. He might @a@wessed it, he afterward told himself, and he
smiled at his zealous friend Tegularius, who telie had not expected the appointment from thg star
but all the same had calculated and predictedvéra¢ days before the decision and announcement.
There were in fact no objections to Joseph's eledt the highest Board except perhaps his youth;
most of his predecessors had entered on theirdifgte at the age of forty-five to fifty, whereas
Joseph was still barely forty. But there was no #gainst any such early appointment

Now, when Fritz surprised his friend with the lésf his surmises and observations, the
observations of an experienced elite player whawkdewn to its smallest detail the complex apparatus
of the small Waldzell community, Knecht had immeeliarealized that Fritz was right; he had
instantly grasped the fact of his election and pteekhis fate. But his first reaction to the newad h
been that rejection of his friend, the refusalhiear this gossip." As soon as Fritz had left, stahand
very nearly insulted, Joseph went to a meditatammnT to order his thoughts. His meditation started



from a memory that had assailed him with unusuaefoln his vision he saw a bare room and a piano.
Through the room fell the cool, blithe light of &roon, and at the door of the room appeared a
handsome, friendly man, an elderly man with grayiag and a lucid face full of kindness and dignity
Joseph himself was a small Latin school pupil whd taited in the room for the Music Master, partly
frightened, partly overjoyed, and who now saw theerated figure for the first time, the Master from
the legendary Province of elite schools, and thgistar who had come to show him what music was,
who then led him step by step into his Province,realm, into the elite and the Order, and whose
colleague and brother he had now become, whilelthenan had laid aside his magic wand, or his
scepter, and had been transformed into an amiabitutn, still kindly, still revered, but still

mysterious elder whose look and example hovered dnseph's life and who would always be a
generation and several stages of life ahead of &mvell as immeasurably greater in dignity and als
modesty, in mastership and in mystery, but wouldhgs remain his patron and model, gently
compelling him to walk in his steps, as a risind artting planet draws its brothers after it.

As long as Knecht permitted the flow of inner ireago come without direction, as they do,
like dreams, in the initial stage of relaxatiorgréa were two principal scenes which emerged fram th
stream and lingered, two pictures or symbols, taxaples. In the first Knecht, as a boy, followed th
Master along a variety of ways. The Music Masteyd# before him as his guide, and each time he
turned around and showed his face he looked atdere tranquil and venerable, visibly approaching
an ideal of timeless wisdom and dignity, while deseph Knecht, devotedly and obediently walked
along after his exemplar, but all the time remagrtime selfsame boy, at which he alternately fettreg
moment shame, at another a certain rejoicing,tisnmething close to defiant satisfaction. And the
second picture was this: the scene in the pianmytioe old man's entering where the boy waited, was
repeated again and again, an infinite number aéginthe Master and the boy followed each othef as i
drawn along the wires of some mechanism, until sboould no longer be discerned which was
coming and which going, which following and whigatling, the old or the young man. Now it
seemed to be the young man who showed honor arilesize to the old man, to authority and dignity;
now again it was apparently the old man who wasired to follow, serve, worship the figure of
youth, of beginning, of mirth. And as he watcheig #t once senseless and significant dream ciiate,
dreamer felt alternately identical with the old nzard the boy, now revering and now revered, now
leading, now obeying; and in the course of theselpkim shifts there came a moment in which he
was both, was simultaneously Master and small papilather he stood above both, was the instigator
conceiver, operator, and onlooker of the cycles thiile spinning race between age and youth. With
shifting sensations he alternately slowed the packspeeded it to a frantic rush. Out of this psece
there evolved a new conception, more akin to a syttian a dream, more insight than image: the
conception or rather the insight that this meanihghd meaningless cycle of master and pupil, this
courtship of wisdom by youth, of youth by wisdoimistendless, oscillating game was the symbol of
Castalia. In fact it was the game of life in gehedtevided into old and young, day and night, yaamgl
yin, and pouring on without end. Having arrivedras in his meditation, Joseph Knecht found his way
from a world of images to tranquility, and aften¢gpabsorption returned strengthened and serenely
cheerful.

When a few days later the directors of the Ordenraoned him, he went confidently. He
received the fraternal greeting of the superiots;ief clasping of hands and suggestion of an eaghra
with composure and grave serenity. He was inforofdds appointment as Magister Ludi, and
commanded to appear at the festival hall on theadlay the morrow for the investiture and swearing-
in. This was the same hall in which, so short devago, the deceased Master's deputy had completed
the dismal ceremonies as if he were a sacrifi@alkbdecked out with gold. The day before the
investiture was to be devoted to a careful studgompanied by ritual meditations, of the formula of
the oath and the "breviary for the Magister" unither guidance and supervision of two superiors. This



time they were the Chancellor of the Order andMlagister Mathematicae, and during the noon rest of
this very strenuous day Joseph vividly recalledadisiission to the Order and how the Music Master
had talked with him beforehand. This time, to beesthe rite of admission did not lead him, as it
yearly did hundreds of others, through a wide g#tea large community. Rather, he was passing
through the eye of the needle into the highestreamcbwest circle, that of the Masters. Later he
confessed to the former Music Master that on thgtaf intensive self-examination one thought had
given him trouble, one altogether ridiculous notible had, he said, feared the moment in which éne o
the Masters would point out to him how unusuallyyg he was to be receiving the highest dignity. He
had seriously had to fight this fear, this childystain thought, and to fight as well the impulse t
answer, if there should be some allusion to his aydy not then wait until | am older? | have never
aspired to this elevation, you know." But furthelfsexamination showed him that unconsciously the
thought of his appointment, and the desire farayld not after all have been so far from his mind.
And, he went on to tell the Music Master, he hachiéteéd this to himself, had recognized the vanity o
his thought and rejected it; moreover, neithert@t tlay nor at any other time did any of his cqjless
remind him of his age.

The election of the new Master was, however halrhore animatedly discussed and criticized
among those who had hitherto been Knecht's fellgpiwrants. He had no downright adversaries, but he
had had rivals, among them some who were of riparg/than he. The members of this circle were not
at all minded to approve the choice without a tfastrength, or at least without subjecting the/ne
Master to extremely exacting and critical scrutiAimost in every case a new Magister's inauguration
and early period in office is a kind of purgatory.

The investiture of a Master is not a public cerayndside from the Board of Educators and
the directorate of the Order, the only participaresthe senior pupils, the candidates, and theia#
of the faculty which is receiving a new Magistet.tAe ceremony in the festival hall, the Mastethaf
Glass Bead Game had to take the oath of officeedeive from the authorities the insignia of his
office, consisting of certain keys and seals, anlet clad by the Speaker of the Order in the festiv
robe which the Magister wears at all the major wenges, especially while celebrating the annual
Game. Such an act lacks the splash and mild irdtigic of public festivities; it is by nature
ceremonious and rather sober. On the other haadnéne presence of all the members of the two
highest authorities confers an uncommon dignityruipoThe small republic of Glass Bead Game
players is receiving a new lord and master, whopvéside over it and speak for its interests witinie
Board. That is a rare and important event, andatih the younger students may not fully grasp its
significance and be conscious only of the ritukhithee other participants are fully aware of jusin
important it is. They are sufficiently integratedtwtheir community, so substantially akin to hat
they experience the event as if it were part amdgbaf themselves.

This time the festive rejoicing was overshadowgarourning for the previous Master, by the
unhappy temper of the annual Game, and by thedyagkthe deputy, Bertram. The investiture was
performed by the Speaker of the Order and the Gtrigiivist of the Game. Together, they held the
robe high and then placed it over the shouldeth@hew Glass Bead Game Master. The brief festival
oration was spoken by the Magister GrammaticaelVihgter of classical philology in Keuperheim. A
representative of the elite of Waldzell handed dkierkeys and seal, and the aged former Music
Master in person stood near the organ. He had ¢tommee his protégé invested, and to give him a glad
surprise by his unexpected presence, perhapsaatsftet a helpful bit of advice. The old man would
have liked to provide the music for the ceremonthwais own hands, but he could no longer risk such
exertions and therefore left the playing to theamigt of the Game Village, but stood behind him
turning the pages. He looked at Joseph with afiieamile, saw him receive the robes and keys, and
heard him first repeat the oath and then deliveielktemporaneous inaugural address to his future
associates, officials, and students. Never befadethis boy Joseph seemed to him as dear andmeasi



as he was today, when he had almost ceased tsbphland was beginning to be no more than the
wearer of robes and the keeper of an office, aljewa crown, a pillar in the structure of the laierhy.
But he was able to speak with his boy Joseph dlmmenly a few minutes. He conferred his serenely
cheerful smile upon him, and admonished: "Make goremanage the next three or four weeks well; a
great deal will be asked of you. Always think o& #hole, and always remember that missing out on
some detail does not count for much now. You masbte your entire attention to the elite; don'nkhi
of anything else. Two men will be sent to helpiaté you. One of them is the yoga specialist
Alexander. | have instructed him myself. Pay clagention to him; he knows his business. What you
need is an unshakable confidence that the supevines right in making you one of their own. Trust
them, trust the people who have been sent to lmlpand blindly trust your own strength. But be on
your guard against the elite; that is what theyeekpYou will win out, Joseph, | know."

The new Magister was familiar with most of thedtians of his office, for he had already
assisted in the performance of them on varioussians, both in lowly and responsible capacitiee Th
most important were the Game courses, stretchorg iourses for schoolboys and beginners,
holidayers and guests, to the practice sessioctsirés, and seminars for the elite. Every newly
appointed Magister could feel himself equal tdoall the last of these tasks, whereas the new fumti
which had previously lain outside his scope caudmsedfar more concern and effort. Such was the case
with Joseph also. He would have liked to turn fafsall, with undivided zeal, to these new dutibe,
properly magisterial duties: sitting on the Supreédeincil of Education, working with the Council of
Magisters and the directorate of the Order, reprt@sg the Vicus Lusorum in dealings with all the
authorities. He was all afire to familiarize hinfsglth these new tasks and to strip them of theamen
of the unknown. He wished that he could initiakgt aside several weeks for a careful study of the
constitution, the formalities, the minutes of ps sessions of the Board, and so on. He knew, of
course, that information and instruction on thesg¢tens were readily available to him. He need only
turn to Monsieur Dubois and to the specialist omjistarial forms and traditions, the Speaker of the
Order. Although not a Magister himself, and therefanked below the Masters, the Speaker held the
chair in all sessions of the Board and took caa¢ tiie traditional rules of order were observedhia
he somewhat resembled the master of ceremoniesoateaeign's court.

Joseph would only too gladly have asked this pntyjdexperienced, inscrutably courteous man,
whose hands had just solemnly decked him with abes of office, for a few private lessons, if only
the Speaker had lived in Waldzell instead of Hivdlahalf a day's journey away. How gladly, too,
Joseph would have fled to Monteport for a whildééoinstructed in these matters by the former Music
Master. But such recourses were out of the quedtiaras not for a Magister to harbor any such
private desires, as if he were still a studentelad, he had to start off by attending to thosg ver
functions which he fancied would give him littl®@tible, and to concentrate his whole mind on them.

During Bertram's festival Game he had observedgisfer forsaken by his own community,
the elite, fighting and as it were suffocating iness space. He had sensed something then, and his
presentiment had been confirmed by the old Musist®t& words on the day of his investiture. Now
he faced it every minute of his official day, aneey moment he could spare for reflection on his
situation: that he must above all concern himsél ¥he elite and the tutorship, with the highegapes
of the Glass Bead Game studies, with the semirzatipe sessions, and with personal intercourse with
the tutors. He could leave the Archives to the iaists, the beginners' courses to the presentfset o
teachers, the mail to his secretaries, and wouldb@meglecting any serious matters. But he did not
dare leave the elite to themselves for a momentadeto keep after them, impose himself on them,
and make himself indispensable to them. He hadteoince them of the merit of his abilities and the
purity of his will; he had to conquer them, codm¢mn, win them, match wits with every candidate
among them who showed a disposition to challenge-hiand there was no lack of such candidates.

In this struggle he was aided by a number of faciich he had earlier considered drawbacks,



in particular his long absence from Waldzell anel ¢lite, who therefore looked upon him as something
of ahomo novustven his friendship with Tegularius proved usefdr Tegularius, that brilliant,

sickly outsider, obviously did not have to be cdesed a rival for office, and seemed so little eare
minded himself that any preference shown him bynéae Magister would not be seen as an affront to
other candidates. Nevertheless it was somethirgtask for Knecht to probe and penetrate this
highest, most vital, restive, and sensitive stratmithe world of the Glass Bead Game, and masts it

a rider masters a thoroughbred horse. For in e@astalian institute, not only that of the Glass@ea
Game, the elite group of candidates, also callamgu- men who have completed their formal
education but are still engaged in free studieshawe not yet been appointed to serve on the Bafard
Educators or the Order -- constitute the most prexstock in Castalian society, the true reserde an
promise for the future. Everywhere, not only in Game Village, this dashing select band of the
younger generation tends to resist and criticize t@achers and superiors, accords a new head tbe ba
minimum of politeness and subordination, and mestdnvinced, overpowered, and won over on a
purely personal basis. The superior must devotevh@e being to courting them before they will
acknowledge him and submit to his leadership.

Knecht took up his task without timidity, but haswmevertheless astonished at its difficulties;
and while he solved them and gradually won the @asduconsuming battle, those other duties which
he had been inclined to worry about receded of then accord and seemed to demand less of his
attention. He confessed to a colleague that hegphettipated in the first plenary session of thai-

- to which he traveled by the fastest express ahdmed in the same way -- almost in a dream and
afterward had no time to give another thought,teatcompletely did his current task claim all his
energies. In fact, even during the conferencefjtakhough the subject interested him and althdugh
had looked forward to it with some uneasiness,esthis was his first appearance as a member of the
Board, he several times caught himself thinkingafdtis colleagues here and the deliberations in
progress, but of Waldzell. He saw himself rathethett blue room in the Archives where he was
currently giving a seminar in dialectics every ¢thitay, with only five participants. Every hourtbat
bred far greater tension and demanded a greateuatoaft energy than all the rest of his official idst
which were also not easy and which he could notlewa postpone. For as the former Music Master
had informed him, the Board provided him with agkeeper and coach who supervised the course of
his day hour by hour, advising him about his sckeedad guarding him against too much
concentration on any one thing, as well as ag#&at overstrain. Knecht was grateful to him, and
even more grateful to Alexander, the man deputimethe directorate of the Order, who enjoyed a
great reputation as master of the art of meditatidexander saw to it that Joseph, even though &= w
working to the utmost limit of his strength, praeti the "little" or "brief" meditation exercise &

times daily, and that he abided strictly by thesprived course and number of minutes for each such
exercise.

Before his evening meditation he and his aidesctiach and the meditation master, were
supposed to review each official day, noting wreat heen well done or ill done, feeling his own puls
as meditation teachers call this practice, thatispgnizing and measuring one's own momentary
situation, state of health, the distribution of ‘srenergies, one's hopes and cares -- in a waehgse
oneself and one's daily work objectively and cargymothing unresolved on into the night and the nex
day.

While the tutors observed the prodigious labortheir Magister with an interest partly
sympathetic, partly aggressive, missing no oppdastua set him new tests of strength, patience, and
quick-wittedness, trying one moment to inspire, rib&t to block his work, an uncomfortable void had
come into being around Tegularius. He understobdoworse, that Knecht could not spare any
attention, any time, any thought or sympathy fon hight now. But he could not harden himself
sufficiently, could not resign himself to beingrseglected. It was all the more painful to him bessau



he not only seemed to have lost his friend fromaeeto the next, but also found himself the obgdct
some suspicion on the part of his associates, @asdsearcely spoken to. That was hardly surprising.
For although Tegularius could not seriously stanthe way of the ambitious climbers, he was known
as one of the new Magister's partisans and fawrite

Knecht could easily have grasped all this. Tolre she responsibilities of the moment
involved his laying aside all private, personaba#ff for a while, including this friendship. Bug he
later admitted to his friend, he did not actualtyttis wittingly and willingly, but quite simply lsause
he had forgotten Fritz. He had so thoroughly comgehimself into an instrument that such personal
matters as friendship vanished into the realm efifipossible. If on occasion, as for example i tha
seminar he held for the five foremost Glass Beaoh&players, Fritz's face and figure appeared before
him, he did not see Tegularius as a friend or petsty, but as a member of the elite, a student,
candidate, and tutor, a part of his work, a soldighe regiment whom he had to train so that hddco
march on to victory with it. A shudder had goneotigh Fritz when the Magister for the first time
addressed him in that way. From Knecht's look,as wlear that this remoteness and objectivity were
not pretense, but uncannily genuine, and that the loefore him who treated him with this matter-of-
fact courtesy, accompanied by intense intellecletness, was no longer his friend Joseph, was
entirely a teacher and examiner, entirely MastehefGlass Bead Game, enveloped and isolated by the
gravity and austerity of his office as if by a shopglaze which had been poured over him in the hea
of the fire, and had cooled and hardened.

During these hectic weeks a minor incident coretketith Tegularius occurred. Sleepless and
under severe psychological strain, he was guiltynduthe seminar of a discourtesy, a minor outhurst
not toward the Magister but toward a colleague whoscking tone had grated on his nerves. Knecht
noticed, noticed also the delinquent's overwrowstgtie. He reproved him wordlessly, merely by a
gesture of his finger, but afterward sent his naitih master to him to calm the troubled soul.
Tegularius, after weeks of deprivation, took ttoscern as a first sign of reviving friendship, Far
assumed that it was an attention directed towargsélif as a person, and willingly submitted to the
cure. In reality Knecht had scarcely been awath®bbject of his solicitude. He had acted solsly a
the Magister, had observed irritability and a la€lself-control in one of his tutors, and had reddb
it as an educator, without for a moment regardimg tutor as a person or relating him to himself.
When, months later, his friend reminded him of gdene and testified how overjoyed and comforted
he had been by this sign of good will, Joseph Kheald nothing. He had completely forgotten the
affair, but did not disabuse his friend.

At last he attained his goal. The battle was wohad been a great labor to subdue this elite, to
drill them until they were weary, to tame the analis, win over the undecided, impress the arrogant.
But now the work was done; the candidates at theé>dillage had acknowledged him their Master
and submitted to him. Suddenly everything went gimigoas if only a drop of oil had been needed.
The coach drew up a last agenda with Knecht, ezpcethe Board's appreciation, and vanished.
Alexander, the meditation master, likewise departestead of a morning massage, Knecht resumed
his customary walks. As yet he could not even begihink of anything like studying or even reading
but now he was able to play a little music somesgdaythe evening before going to sleep.

The next time he attended a meeting of the Bd@mdcht distinctly sensed, although the matter
was never so much as mentioned, that he was nawded by his colleagues as tested and proved. He
was their equal. After the intensity of the strugtyl prove himself, he was now overcome once more
by a sense of awakening, of cooling and soberimgs&Wv himself in the innermost heart of Castalia,
sat in the highest rank of the hierarchy, and dieoed with strange sobriety and almost with
disappointment that even this very thin air wastivable, but that he who now breathed it as though
he had never known anything different was altogethanged. That was the consequence of this harsh
period of trial. It had burned him out as no otbervice, no other effort, had previously done.



The elite's acknowledgment of him as their soggrevas marked this time by a special gesture.
When Knecht sensed the end of their resistancesahigdence and consent of the tutors, and knetv tha
he had successfully put the hardest task behindhemealized that the moment had come for him to
choose a "Shadow." In point of fact he would nevere sorely need someone to relieve him of
burdens than right now, after the victory was wehen he found himself suddenly released into
relative freedom after an almost superhuman tfigtr@ngth. Many a Magister in the past had
collapsed just at this point in his path. Knechivmenounced his right to choose among the candidate
and asked the tutors as a body to select a Shamtdwinfi. Still under the impact of Bertram's fateg t
elite took this conciliatory gesture very serioysipd after several meetings and secret polls, made
their choice, providing the Magister with one oéithbest men, a deputy who until Knecht's
appointment had been regarded as one of the masigng candidates for the office of Magister.

He had survived the worst. Now there was timeafatkks and music again. After a while he
could once more think of reading. Friendship witgtilarius, occasional correspondence with
Ferromonte, would be possible. Now and then he dvbalable to take half a day off, perhaps
sometimes permit himself to go away for a shoratiao. But all these amenities would benefit
another man, not the previous Joseph who had thduigiself a keen Glass Bead Game player and a
tolerably good Castalian, but who had neverthdbesisno inkling of the innermost nature of the
Castalian system. Hitherto he had lived in so imasly selfish, so puerilely playful, so inconcdilya
private and irresponsible a way. Once he recaleddrt reproof he had incurred from Master Thomas
after he had expressed the desire to go on studgety for a while longer: "You say a while, budva
long is that? You are still speaking the languaiggtwdents, Joseph Knecht." That had been onlya fe
years ago. He had listened with admiration, withfgund reverence, along with a mild horror of this
man's impersonal perfection and discipline, antidafelt Castalia reaching out for himself as well,
seeking to draw him close in order, perhaps, toamdkim just such a Thomas some day, a Master, a
sovereign and servant, a perfect instrument. Avd Im@ stood on the spot where Master Thomas had
stood, and when he spoke with one of his tutors,ajrthose clever, sophisticated players and scola
one of those diligent and arrogant princes, heddakcross to him into a different world of alien
beauty, a strange world that had once been histlgxas Magister Thomas had gazed into his own
strange student world.

SEVEN
IN OFFICE

AT FIRST, ASsumMPTIONOf the Magister's office seemed to have broughtenhags than gain. It
had almost devoured his strength and his persieahbd crushed all his habits and hobbies, hiicle
cool stillness in his heart, and in his head somgthesembling the giddiness after overexertiort. Bu
the period that now followed brought recovery,eefion, and habituation. It also yielded new
observations and experiences.

The greatest of these, now that the battle was was his collaboration with the elite on the
basis of mutual trust and friendliness. He conféméh his Shadow. He worked with Fritz Tegularius,
whom he tried out as an assistant on his corresgyaed He gradually studied, checked over, and
supplemented the reports and other notes on stdadtassociates which his predecessor had left.
And in the course of this work Knecht familiarizeiinself, with increasing affection, with this elite
whom he had imagined he knew so well. Now its traeire, and the whole special quality of the



Game Village as well as its role in Castalian kere revealed to him in their full reality for tfiest
time.

Of course he had belonged to this artistic anditiwoois elite and to the Players' Village in
Waldzell for many years. He had felt completelyaat pf it. But now he was no longer just a partt No
only did he intimately share the life of this commity, but he also felt himself to be something litse
brain, its consciousness, and its conscience dsmwatlonly participating in its impulses and des,
but guiding them and being responsible for them.

In an exalted moment, at the end of a trainings®tor teachers of beginners in the Game, he
once declared: "Castalia is a small state in its@lfl our Vicus Lusorum a miniature state withia th
state, a small, but ancient and proud republicakurights and dignities to its sisters, but with
sense of mission lifted and strengthened by theiapartistic and virtually sacramental function it
performs. For our distinction is to cherish theeteanctuary of Castalia, its unique mystery and
symbol, the Glass Bead Game. Castalia rears preestnmusicians and art historians, philologists,
mathematicians, and other scholars. Every Castalsitute and every Castalian should hold to only
two goals and ideals: to attain to the utmost conth@ his subject, and to keep himself and his
subject vital and flexible by forever recognizing ties with all other disciplines and by maintami
amicable relations with all. This second ideal,¢baception of the inner unity of all man's cultura
efforts, the idea of universality, has found petreression in our illustrious Game. It may be tha
physicist, the musicologist, or other scholar atltimes have to steep himself entirely in his own
discipline, that renouncing the idea of universdture will further some momentary maximum
performance in a special field. But we, at any,rate Glass Bead Game players, must never allow
ourselves such specialization. We must neitheragonor practice it, for our own special missios, a
you know, is the idea of tHéniversitas LitterarumOurs to foster its supreme expression, the noble
Game, and repeatedly to save the various discipfioen their tendency to self-sufficiency. But how
can we save anything that does not have the desire saved? And how can we make the
archaeologists, the pedagogues, the astronomersodiorth, eschew self-sufficient specialization a
throw open their windows to all the other discipb® We cannot do it by compulsory means, say by
making the Glass Bead Game an official subjedbénldwer schools, nor can we do it by invoking
what our predecessors meant this Game to be. Weroaa only that our Game and we ourselves are
indispensable by keeping the Game ever at the suafirour entire cultural life, by incorporating ant
it each new achievement, each new approach, amdneac complex of problems from the scholarly
disciplines. We must shape and cultivate our usiaigy, our noble and perilous sport with the idéa
unity, endowing it with such perennial freshnesd lveliness, such persuasiveness and charm, that
even the soberest researcher and most diligeniadigewill ever and again feel its message, its
temptation and allure.

"Let us imagine for the moment that we playerseaterslacken in our zeal for a time, that the
Game courses for beginners became dull and suiaérfitat in the Games for advanced players
specialists of other disciplines looked in vain¥dal, pulsating life, for intellectual contempoity
and interest. Suppose that two or three timesrawaour great annual Game were to strike the guests
as an empty ceremony, a lifeless, old-fashionedhddistic relic of the past. How quickly, then, the
Game and we ourselves would be done for. Alreadaneano longer on those shining heights where
the Glass Bead Game stood a generation ago, wheantiual Game lasted not one or two but three or
four weeks, and was the climax of the year not édmhyCastalia but for the entire country. Today a
representative of the government still attendsdhisual Game, but all too often as a somewhat bored
guest, and a few cities and professions still ssnys. Toward the end of the Game days these
representatives of the secular powers occasiodelyn to suggest that the length of the festivédide
many other cities from sending envoys, and thataes it would be more in keeping with the
contemporary world either to shorten the festivaisiderably or else to hold it only every otherryea



or every third year.

"Well now, we cannot check this development, gl will, decadence. It may well be that
before long our Game will meet with no understagdihall out in the world. Perhaps we shall no
longer be able to celebrate it. But what we must@an prevent is the discrediting and devaluation o
the Game in its own home, in our Province. Herestruggle is hopeful, and has repeatedly led to
victory. Every day we witness the phenomenon: yoelitg pupils who have signed up for their Game
course without any special ardor, and who have d¢eteqb it dutifully, but without enthusiasm, are
suddenly seized by the spirit of the Game, bynitsliectual potentialities, its venerable traditida
soul-stirring forces, and become our passionateradits and partisans. And every year altus
sollemniswe can see scholars of distinction who rather Idakawvn on us Glass Bead Game players
during their work-filled year, and who have not aj wished our institution well. In the course fué t
great Game we see them falling more and more uhéespell of our art; we see them growing eased
and exalted, rejuvenated and fired, until at ksir hearts strengthened and deeply stirred, bircky
good-by with words of almost abashed gratitude.

"Let us consider for a moment the means at oumeana for carrying out our mission. We see
a rich, fine, well-ordered apparatus whose heattcame is the Game Archive, which we gratefully
make use of every hour of the day and which allo$erve, from Magister and Archivist down to the
humblest errand boy. The best and the most vifaf our institution is the old Castalian prplei
of selection of the best, the elite. The school€astalia collect the best pupils from the entoerdry
and educate them. Similarly, we in the Playerdage try to select the best among those endowed by
nature with a love for the Game. We train themrnt@waer-higher standard of perfection. Our courses
and seminars take in hundreds, who then go theisagain; but we go on training the best until they
become genuine players, artists of the Game. Yidinalv that in ours as in every art there is no &nd
development, that each of us, once he belongtelite, will work away all his life at the further
development, refinement, and deepening of himselfaur art, whether or not he belongs to our corps
of officials.

The existence of our elite has sometimes beenuwhaeal as a luxury. It has been argued that
we ought to train no more elite players than ageired to fill the ranks of our officialdom. But the
first place, our corps of officials is not an igtion sufficient unto itself, and in the secondqd not
everyone is suited for an official post, any mdrart every good philologist is suited for teachfg
officials, at any rate, feel certain that the tatare more than a reservoir of talented and expee
players from which we fill our vacancies and drawr successors. | am almost tempted to say that this
is only a subsidiary function of the players' elégen though we greatly stress it to the unirgtads
soon as the meaning and justification of our instiis brought up.

"No, the tutors are not primarily future Mastersurse directors, Archive officials. They are an
end in themselves; their little band is the reahkand future of the Glass Bead Game. Here, irethes
few dozen hearts and heads the developments, atilifis, advances, and confrontations of our
Game with the spirit of the age and with the vasidisciplines take place. Only here is our Game
played properly and correctly, to its hilt, andwitill commitment. Only within our elite is it ame in
itself and a sacred mission, shorn of all diletsanf cultural vanity, self-importance, or superstit
The future of the Game lies with you, the Waldaatbrs. And since it is the heart and soul of asta
and you are the soul and vital spark of Waldzeall gre truly the salt of the Province, its spitt,
dynamism. There is no danger that your numbersdognadw too large, your zeal too hot, your passion
for the glorious Game too great. Increase it, iasesit! For you, as for all Castalians, there isaitom
only a single peril, which we all must guard agassery single day. The spirit of our Province ad
Order is founded on two principles: on objectiatyd love of truth in study, and on the cultivatain
meditative wisdom and harmony. Keeping these tviricpples in balance means for us being wise and
worthy of our Order. We love the sciences and shotisciplines, each his own, and yet we know



that devotion to a discipline does not necessaridgserve a man from selfishness, vice, and abgurdit
History is full of examples of that, and folklorashgiven us the figure of Doctor Faust to repretigat
danger.

"Other centuries sought safety in the union ofogaand religion, research and asceticism. In
their Universitas Litterarumtheology ruled. Among us we use meditation, the giradations of yoga
technique, in our efforts to exorcise the beastiwitis and théiabolusdwelling in every branch of
knowledge. Now you know as well as | that the GBsad Game also has its hidd#abolus,that it
can lead to empty virtuosity, to artistic vanity,gelf-advancement, to the seeking of power ovezrst
and then to the abuse of that power. This is whyeed another kind of education beside the
intellectual and submit ourselves to the moralityhe Order, not in order to reshape our mentally
active life into a psychically vegetative dreang]ibut on the contrary to make ourselves fit fer th
summit of intellectual achievement. We do not idtém flee from thevita activato thevita
contemplativanor vice versa, but to keep moving forward whileialating between the two, being at
home in both, partaking of both."

We have cited Knecht's words -- and many simiiatesnents recorded by his students have
been preserved -- because they throw so cleahtdpn his conception of his office, at least dgri
the first few years of his magistracy. He was areignt teacher; the profusion of copies of his
lectures which have come down to us would alongigeoevidence for that. Among the surprises that
his high office brought him right at the start was discovery that teaching gave him so much
pleasure, and that he did so well at it. He wouthrave expected that, for hitherto he had ne\alyre
felt a desire for teaching. Of course, like evelnmber of the elite, he had occasionally been given
teaching assignments for short periods even wiailevdss merely an advanced student. He had
substituted for other teachers in Glass Bead Gameses at various levels, even more frequently had
helped the participants in such with reviews arill ut in those days his freedom to study and his
solitary concentration had been so dear and impbttehim that he had regarded these assignments as
nuisances, despite the fact that he was even #iénlsand popular as a teacher. He had, afteradio
given courses in the Benedictine abbey, but thelyldegen of minor importance in themselves, and
equally minor for him. There, his studies and asgmn with Father Jacobus had made all other work
secondary. At the time, his greatest ambition heghlto be a good pupil, to learn, receive, form
himself. Now the pupil had become a teacher, arslials he had mastered the major task of his first
period in office: the struggle to win authority afoudge an identity of person and office. In the rssu
of this he made two discoveries. The first wasgieasure it gives to transplant the achievementiseof
mind into other minds and see them being transfdrimi® entirely new shapes and emanations -- in
other words, the joy of teaching. The second waping with the personalities of the students, the
attainment and practice of authority and leadershiip other words, the joy of educating. He never
separated the two, and during his magistracy hemigttrained a large number of good and some
superb Glass Bead Game players, but also by exalmpiimonition, by his austere sort of patience,
and by the force of his personality and charaeféited from a great many of his students the very
best they were capable of.

In the course of this work he had made a chariatitediscovery -- if we may be permitted to
anticipate our story. At the beginning of his magisy he dealt exclusively with the elite, with the
most advanced students and the tutors. Many dattex were his own age, and every one was already
a thoroughly trained player. But gradually, oncenaes sure of the elite, he slowly and cautiousiyyf
year to year, began withdrawing from it an evegdairportion of his time and energy, until at thd en
he sometimes could leave it almost entirely tockise associates and assistants. This process took
years, and each succeeding year Knecht, in therés;tcourses, and exercises he conducted, reached
further and further back to ever-younger studdntthe end he went so far that he several times
personally conducted beginners' courses for yoengst something rarely done by a Magister Ludi.



He found, moreover, that the younger and more igntdnis pupils were, the more pleasure he took in
teaching. Sometimes in the course of these yeardutlly made him uneasy, and cost him tangible
effort, to return from these groups of boys todkdganced students, let alone to the elite. Occabjon

in fact, he felt the desire to reach even furtreakoand to attempt to deal with even younger pupils
those who had never yet had courses of any kinkaed nothing of the Glass Bead Game. He found
himself sometimes wishing to spend a while in Esthbr one of the other preparatory schools
instructing small boys in Latin, singing, or algabwhere the atmosphere was far less intelledhaal t

it was even in the most elementary course in tles$Bead Game, but where he would be dealing with
still more receptive, plastic, educable pupils, vehteaching and educating were more, and more
deeply, a unity. In the last two years of his magisy he twice referred to himself in letters as
"Schoolmaster,” reminding his correspondent thatetkpression Magister Ludi -- which for
generations had meant only "Master of the Gam€astalia -- had originally been simply the name
for the schoolmaster.

There could, of course, be no question of hiszieg such schoolmasterly wishes. They were
arrant dreams, as a man may dream of a midsummaens& gray, cold winter day. For Knecht there
were no longer a multitude of paths open. His duttere determined by his office; but since the
manner in which he wished to fulfill these dutiezsaeft largely to his own discretion, he had ia th
course of the years, no doubt quite unconscioudiysh, gradually concerned himself more and more
with educating, and with the earliest age-grouphiwihis reach. The older he became, the more youth
attracted him. At least so we can observe fromvantage point. At the time a critic would have had
difficulty finding any trace of vagary in his conciwf his office. Moreover, the position itself
compelled him again and again to turn his attentiack to the elite. Even during periods in which he
left the seminars and Archives almost entirelyitodssistants and his Shadow, long-term projects su
as the annual Game competitions or the preparafiwribe grand public Game of the year kept him in
vital and daily contact with the elite. To his fige Fritz he once jokingly remarked: "There haverbee
sovereigns who suffered all their lives from anaquited love for their subjects. Their hearts drew
them to the peasants, the shepherds, the artib@nschoolmasters, and schoolchildren; but they
seldom had a chance to see anything of thesehdgntere always surrounded by their ministers and
soldiers who stood like a wall between them andoi@ple. A Magister's fate is the same. He would
like to reach people and sees only colleagues;cadiike to reach the schoolboys and children and
sees only advanced students and members of the' elit

But we have run far ahead of our story, and ndurneto the period of Knecht's first years in
office. After gaining the desired relationship witte elite, he had next to turn his attention ® th
bureaucracy of the Archives and show it that hended to be a friendly but alert master. Then came
the problem of studying the structure and procezlofehe chancery, and learning how to run it. A
constant flow of correspondence, and repeated nggetir circular letters of the Boards, summoned
him to duties and tasks which were not altogethsy éor a newcomer to grasp and classify properly.
Quite often questions arose in which the variousuRies of the Province were mutually interested an
inclined toward jealousy -- questions of jurisdctj for instance. Slowly, but with growing admicatj
he became aware of the powerful secret functionBeoOrder, the living soul of the Castalian state,
and the watchful guardian of its constitution.

Thus strenuous and overcrowded months had passed) dvhich there had been no room in
Joseph Knecht's thoughts for Tegularius. Howevat,this was done half instinctively, he did assign
bis friend a variety of jobs to protect him froncegsive leisure. Fritz had lost his friend, who had
overnight become his highest-ranking superior ahdrwhe had to address formally as "Reverend sir."
But he took the orders the Magister issued to hEra aign of solicitude and personal concern. Moody
loner though he was, Fritz found himself excitedlgdy his friend's elevation and the excitableado
of the entire elite, partly by the tasks assigrelditn, which were activating him in a way compatibl



with his personality. In any case, he bore thdliothhanged situation better than he himself would
have thought since that moment in which Knechtresgonded to the news that he was destined to be
the Glass Bead Game Master by sending him awawase moreover, both intelligent and

sympathetic enough to see something of the enorstoais his friend was undergoing at this time, and
to sense the nature of that great trial of strenigéhsaw how Joseph was annealed by the fire, and
insofar as sentimental emotions were involved, robgbly felt them more keenly than the man who
was undergoing the ordeal. Tegularius took thetgstgains with the assignments he received from
the Magister, and if he ever seriously regrettedoivn weakness and his unfitness for office and
responsibility, he did so then, when he intensashed to stand by the man he so warmly admired and
give him what help he could as an assistant, aoialffa "Shadow."

The beech forests above Waldzell were already hirmywhen Knecht one day took a little
book with him into the Magister's garden adjoinimg residence, that pretty little garden whichldte
Master Thomas had so prized and often tended hinvgll Horatian fondness. Knecht, like all the
students, had once imagined it as an awesome antifieal spot, a Tusculum and magical island of
the Muses where the Master came for recuperatidmaeditation. Since he himself had become
Magister and the garden his, he had scarcely ehteamd hardly ever enjoyed it at leisure. Evewno
he was coming only for fifteen minutes after dinreerd he allowed himself merely a brief carefree
stroll among the high bushes and shrubs beneatthwiis predecessor had planted a good many
evergreens from southern climes. Then, since italr@ady cool in the shade, he carried a light cane
chair to a sunlit spot, sat down, and opened tlk e had brought with him. It was tRecket
Calendar for the Magister Ludwritten seventy or eighty years before by Ludwigsé&rmaler, the
Glass Bead Game Master of the day. Ever since,@dulk successors had made in it a few
corrections, deletions, or additions, as changmgg indicated. The calendar was intended as a vade
mecum for still inexperienced Masters in theirtfiysars in office, and led the Magister through his
entire working and official year, from week to weeéminding him of his duties sometimes in mere
cue phrases, sometimes with detailed descriptindgparsonal recommendations. Knecht found the
page for the current week and read it through ately. He came upon nothing surprising or
especially urgent, but at the end of the sectiondthe following lines:

"Gradually begin to turn your thoughts to the cognannual Game. It seems early, and in fact
might seem to you premature. Nevertheless | adudse Unless you already have a plan for the Game
in your head, from now on let not a week passagdit not a month, without turning your thoughts to
the future Game. Make a note of your ideas; takeptitern of a classical Game with you now and
then, even on official journeys, and look it ovdremever you have a free half-hour. Prepare yourself
not by trying to force good ideas to come, butégsatling frequently from now on that in the coming
months a fine and festive task awaits you, for Whjiou must constantly strengthen, compose, and
attune yourself."

These words had been written some three genesdtigfiore by a wise old man and master of
his art, at a time incidentally in which the Gl&e=ad Game had probably reached its supreme
refinement in the formal sense. In those days the€s had attained a delicacy and wealth of
ornamentation in their execution comparable toattie of architecture and decoration in the lateh@ot
or rococo periods. For some two decades it had b€eame so fragile that it seemed as if it were
really being played with glass beads, a seeminiglysy game almost empty of content, a seemingly
coquettish and wanton pastime full of frail emis#inents, an airy dance, sometimes a tightrope gdance
with the subtlest rhythmic structure. There wewgypls who spoke of the style of those days as if it
were a lost talisman, and others who condemnesistperficial, cluttered with ornamentation,
decadent, and unmanly. It had been one of the rsaatel co-creators of that style who had composed
the sagacious advice and admonishments in the kagisalendar, and as Joseph Knecht searchingly
read his words a second and third time he feltya lgigssful stirring in his heart, a mood such ashiad



experienced only once before, it seemed to him.MHeereflected, he realized that it had been ih tha
meditation before his investiture; it was the mdivat had swept him as he imagined that strange
round-dance, the round between the Music Mastedasdph, Master and beginner, age and youth. It
had been a very old man who had thought and seh dosse words: "Let no week pass. . ." and ". .
.not by trying to force good ideas." It had beenan who had held the high office of Master of the
Game for at least twenty years, perhaps much loAget in that sportively rococo age he must
undoubtedly have dealt with an extremely spoiled @amogant elite. He had devised and celebrated
more than twenty of those brilliant annual Gamegtvim those days lasted for a month -- an old man
for whom the annually recurring task of composirgrand, solemn Game must long since have ceased
to be merely a high honor and joy, must have bedameore a burden demanding great effort, a
chore to which he had to attune himself, persuanedif, and somewhat stimulate himself.

At this moment Knecht felt something more tharteftd reverence toward this wise old man
and experienced adviser -- for the calendar haghdir served him frequently as a valuable guide. He
also felt a joyous, a gay and high-spirited supéyiothe superiority of youth. For among the many
cares of a Magister Ludi, with which he had alrebdgome acquainted, this particular care did not
occur. He really did not have to force himselfhmk about the annual Game in good time, or worry
about not encountering this task in a sufficieqlyful and composed spirit. He need not fear agk la
of enterprise, let alone ideas, for such a Gameh@montrary, Knecht, who had at times duringehes
few months given an impression of being aged beyosigears, felt at the moment young and strong.

He was unable to yield to this fine feeling fondp He could not savor it to the full, for his rie
period of rest was almost over. But the inspiriiogful emotion remained in him; he took it withni
when he left; and so the brief rest in the Magistgarden, and his reading of the calendar, had altt
borne fruit. It had given him relaxation and a moinagf happily heightened vitality, but it had also
produced two inspired thoughts, both of which ateopassumed the character of decisions. First,
whenever he too became old and weary he woulddawndhis office the moment the composition of
the annual Game became a troublesome duty anduhd fumself at a loss for ideas. Secondly, he
would in fact start work on his first annual Garoers, and he would call in Tegularius to be his
foremost assistant in this work. That would grasifid gladden his friend, and for himself it woulld
good trial step toward a newodus vivendior their temporarily arrested friendship. For thigiative
could not come from Fritz; it had to come from Magister himself.

The task would certainly give his friend plentydim. Ever since his stay in Mariafels, Knecht
had been nurturing an idea for a Glass Bead Ganwhvwe now decided to use for his first ceremonial
Game as Magister. The pretty idea was to basdnhetsre and dimensions of the Game on the ancient
ritual Confucian pattern for the building of a Cése house: orientation by the points of the compass
the gates, the spirit wall, the relationships amttfions of buildings and courtyards, their co-pation
with the constellations, the calendar and family, land the symbolism and stylistic principlestod t
garden. Long ago, in studying a commentary orl tbleing, he had thought the mythic order and
significance of these rules made an unusually dmgeand charming symbol of the cosmos and of
man's place in the universe. The age-old mythigtgdithe people in this tradition of domestic
architecture had also seemed to him wonderfullyiatichately fused with the mandarin and
magisterial spirit of speculative scholarliness.ide lovingly dwelt on the plan for this Game, tgbu
without so far setting down any of it, often enodghthe Game to have really been formulated as a
whole in his mind; but since taking office he had had a chance to apply himself to it. Now he
resolved to construct his festival Game on thimébe idea; and if Fritz proved receptive to thetspi
of the plan, he would ask him to begin at oncehenntecessary background studies and the procedure
for translating it into the Game language. Thers w@e difficulty: Tegularius knew no Chinese. Itswa
far too late for him to learn it now. But with sorbgefing from Knecht himself and from the Far
Eastern College, and some reading up on the syubijece was no reason why Tegularius could not



become sufficiently acquainted with the magical bgtism of Chinese architecture. After all, no
philological questions were involved. Still, thabwd take time, especially for a pampered perdan i
his friend who did not feel up to working every dapnd so it was well to start the business going at
once. In this respect, then, he realized with desemd pleasant feelings of surprise, the cautddis
author of the Pocket Calendar had been perfeght.ri

The very next day, since his office hours happeoexhd early, he sent for Tegularius. He
came, made his bow with that rather markedly susiresand humble expression he had assumed in
his dealings with Knecht, and was quite astonist@do be addressed in the laconic manner hisdrien
had recently adopted. Instead, Joseph nodded teviiima certain roguishness and asked: "Do you
recall that in our student years we once had sdngetike a quarrel in which | failed to convert you
my view? It was about the value and importanceasfBastern studies, particularly Chinese subjects,
and | tried to persuade you to spend a while irctiieege learning Chinese? You do remember? Well, |
am thinking again what a pity that | could not paxde you at that time. It would be so fortunate ifow
you knew Chinese. There's a marvelous project dohwilie could collaborate."”

He teased his friend a while longer, holding hinsuspense, and finally came out with his
proposal: that he wanted to begin working out theual Game and would like Fritz, if it were
agreeable to him, to take over a large part ofilugk, just as he had helped with the preparations
the prize Game in the elite competition while Knewhs living among the Benedictines. Fritz looked
at him almost incredulously, profoundly surprised aelightfully upset by the merry tone and smiling
face of his friend, who had been comporting himselély as superior and Magister toward him.
Joyfully stirred, he was conscious not only of tiemor and confidence expressed by this proposal, bu
also grasped the significance of this handsomeigedtie realized that it was an attempt at hedheg
breach, at reopening the newly closed door betweefriend and himself. He brushed aside the factor
of his ignorance of Chinese, and promptly decldnisdvillingness to be wholly at the Reverend
Magister's disposal and to devote his full timeléoeloping the Game.

"Good," the Magister said, "l accept your offen.\Be shall once again be sharing periods of
work and studies, as we used to in those days#aah strangely far away, when we worked through
and fought through so many a Game. | am glad, Bemisl. And now the main thing is for you to
inform yourself concerning the underlying idealué tGame. You must come to understand what a
Chinese house is and the meaning of the rulessf@onstruction. | shall give you a recommendatmn
the Far Eastern College; they will help you th€e:-- something else occurs to me -- a prettiefomot
Perhaps we can try Elder Brother, the man in thalige Grove, whom | used to tell you so much
about. He may feel it beneath his dignity, or taachntrouble to bother with someone who knows no
Chinese, but we might try it at any rate. If heesatio, this man can make a Chinese of you."

A message was sent to Elder Brother, cordiallytimy him to come to Waldzell for a while as
the Glass Bead Game Master's guest, since theaanéftce did not permit the Magister Ludi to call
on him and explain what help he wanted of him. ERi®ther, however, did not leave his Bamboo
Grove. The messenger returned with a note in Chimdsand script. It read: "It would be honoralde t
behold the great man. But movement leads to olestalcet two small bowls be used for the sacrifice.
The younger one greets the exalted one."

Knecht thereupon persuaded his friend, not witldifficulty, to make the trip to the Bamboo
Grove and ask to be received and instructed. Bujoirney proved fruitless. The hermit in the grove
received Tegularius almost deferentially, but are@every one of his questions with amiable
aphorisms in the Chinese language and did notarinih to stay, despite the fine letter of
recommendation from the hand of the Magister Ldchwn elegantly on handsome paper. Rather out
of sorts, having accomplished nothing, Fritz reqarto Waldzell. He brought back a gift for the
Magister: a sheet of paper on which was carefulllsbed an ancient verse about a goldfish.

Tegularius now had to try his luck in the Colled-ar Eastern Studies. There Knecht's



recommendations proved more effective. As a Magssénissary, the petitioner was given a friendly
reception and all the help he needed. Before lengdd learned as much about his subject as could
possibly be acquired without knowledge of Chinesel in the course of his work he became so
intrigued with Knecht's idea of using house syrndrulfor the underpinning of the Game that his
failure in the Bamboo Grove ceased rankling, and f@ggotten.

While he listened to Fritz's report on his visitHlder Brother, and afterward, by himself, while
he read the lines about the goldfish, Knecht f@lt@unded by the hermit's atmosphere. Vivid
memories arose of his long-ago stay in the hut) tie rustling bamboos and yarrow stalks outside,
along with other memories of freedom, leisure, studlays, and the colorful paradise of youthful
dreams. How this brave, crotchety hermit had ceettito withdraw and keep his freedom; how his
tranquil Bamboo Grove sheltered him from the wonldyw deeply and strongly he lived in his neat,
pedantic and wise Sinicism; in how beautifully centtated and inviolable a way the magic spell ef hi
life's dream enclosed him year after year and deeftér decade, making a China of his garden, a
temple of his hut, divinities of his fish, and aeaf himself! With a sigh, Knecht shook off this
notion. He himself had gone another way, or ratiean led, and what counted was to pursue his
assigned way straightforwardly and faithfully, m@tcompare it with the ways of others.

Together with Tegularius, he sketched out and as®g his Game, using whatever leisure
hours he could find. He left the entire task oes&bn in the Archives, as well as the first andosel
drafts, to his friend. Given this new content, tHeendship acquired life and form once more, thou
the form differed from that of the past. Fritz'seatricities and imaginative subtlety colored and
enriched the pattern of their Game. He was onbaxéd eternally dissatisfied and yet self-sufficient
individuals who can linger for hours over a boucufeflowers or a set table that anyone else would
regard as complete, rearranging the details witive pleasure and nervous loving manipulations,
turning the littlest task into an absorbing daytsky

In future years the association persisted: theraenial Game represented a joint
accomplishment each time thereafter. For Tegulariwas a double satisfaction to prove that he was
more than useful, indispensable, to his friend ldliadter in so important a matter, and to witness the
public performance of the Game as the unnamedbmlidor whose part was nevertheless well known
to the members of the elite.

One day in the late autumn of Knecht's first yieasffice, while his friend was still deep in his
initial studies of China, the Magister paused asas skimming through the entries in his secretaria
daily calendar. He had come upon a note that caughmterest: "Student Petrus, arrived from
Monteport, recommended by Magister Musicae, brsggesial greetings from former Music Master,
requests lodgings and admission to Archives. Has Ipait up in student guesthouse." Knecht could be
easy in his mind about leaving the student andegsest to the Archive staff; that was routine. But
"special greetings from the former Music Master'swizrected only to himself. He sent for the student
-- who turned out to be a quiet young man, at mucgemplative and intense. Evidently he belonged to
the Monteport elite; at any rate he seemed accestdmaudiences with a Magister. Knecht asked
what message the former Music Master had given him.

"Greetings,"” the student said, "very cordial agspectful greetings for you, reverend sir, along
with an invitation."

Knecht asked him to sit down. Carefully choosimgwords, the young man continued: "As |
have said, the venerable former Magister requastetb give you his warmest regards. He also hinted
that he hoped to see you in the near future, inaasoon as possible. He invites you, or urges tgou
visit him before too long a time has passed, assgnaf course, that the visit can be fitted into an
official journey and will not excessively discomneogou. That is the burden of the message."

Knecht studied the young man, convinced that heome of the old Master's protégeés.
Cautiously, he queried: "How long do you lingeour Archives studiosé"



"Until | see that you are setting out for Montepoeverend sir," was the reply.

Knecht considered a moment. "Very well," he s&dd why have you not repeated the exact
wording of the ex-Master's message, as you shaud done?"

Petrus unflinchingly met Knecht's eyes, and aned/stowly, still circumspectly choosing his
words, as if he were speaking a foreign languabjeere is no message, reverend sir," he said, "and
there is no exact wording. You know my reverend télaand know that he has always been an
extraordinarily modest man. In Monteport it is stidt in his youth, while he was still a tutor but
already recognized by the entire elite as prededtio be the Music Master, they nicknamed him 'the
great would-be-small.' Well, this modesty, andgiety no less, his helpfulness, thoughtfulness, and
tolerance have actually increased ever since he gl and more so since he resigned his office.
Undoubtedly you know that better than I. This mdage$ his would forbid him to do anything like
asking your Reverence for a visit, no matter hovelmine desired it. That is whpomine | have not
been honored with any such message and nevertlelessacted as if | received one. If that was a
mistake, you are free to regard the nonexistensaggsas actually nonexistent.”

Knecht smiled faintly. "And what about your workthe Game Archives, my good fellow?
Was that mere pretext?"

"Oh no. | have to obtain the ciphers for a nundfesiefs, so that | would in any case have had
to cast myself upon your hospitality in the nedufa. But | thought it advisable to speed thigditt
journey somewhat."

"Very good," the Magister said, nodding, his exggien once again grave. "Is it permissible to
ask into the reason for this haste?"

The young man closed his eyes for a moment. Hehfsad was deeply furrowed, as though the
question pained him. Then he looked once moretil@dVagister's face with his searching, youthfully
incisive gaze.

"The question cannot be answered unless you wmrikb good as to frame it more precisely.”

"Very well then,"” Knecht said. "Is the former Mass$ health bad? Does it give reason for
anxiety?"

Although the Magister had spoken with the greatabh, the student perceived his affectionate
concern for the old man. For the first time sirfee beginning of their conversation a gleam of good
will appeared in his rather fierce eyes, and agthast prepared to state candidly the real olgEbts
visit, his voice sounded a trace friendlier and léistant.

"Reverend Magister," he said, "rest assured tlyahomored Master's condition is by no means
bad. He has always enjoyed excellent health and slostill, although his advanced age has naturally
greatly weakened him. It is not that his appeardmraseso much changed or that his strength had
suddenly begun to diminish rapidly. He takes Ilitti@lks, plays a little music every day, and until
recently even continued to give two pupils orgastms, beginners moreover, for he has always
preferred to be surrounded by the youngest pupilsthe fact that he dismissed these pupils a few
weeks ago is a symptom that caught my attentiothelsame, and since then | have watched the
venerable Master rather more closely, and drawrcomglusions about him. That is the reason | have
come. If anything justifies my conclusions, and taking such a step, it is the fact that | myselswa
formerly one of the former Music Master's pupilgrmor less one of his favorites, if | may say so;
moreover, for the past year | have served himkasdiof secretary and companion, the present Music
Master having named me to look after him. It wagiy welcome assignment; there is no one in the
world for whom | feel such veneration and attachtr@enl do for my old teacher and patron. It was he
who opened up the mystery of music for me, and nmagleapable of serving it; and everything | may
have acquired since in the way of ideas, respe¢h®Order, maturity, and inner concord has atheo
from him and is his doing. This past year | haverbkving at his side, and although | am occupied
with a few studies and courses of my own, | am gbaat his disposal, his companion at table and on



walks, making music with him, and sleeping in ajoexing room. Being so close to him all the time, |
have been able to keep close watch over the stdges$ suppose | must say, of his aging, his ptgksi
aging. A few of my associates comment pityinghsoornfully now and then about its being a peculiar
assignment that so young a person as myself steullde servant and companion of a very old man.
But they do not know, and aside from myself | sesp® one really knows, what kind of aging the
Master is privileged to undergo. They do not see ¢padually growing weaker and frailer in the body,
taking less and less nourishment, returning frosrshrt walks more fatigued every time, withoutreve
being really sick, and at the same time becommg}yé tranquility of age, more and more spiritual,
devout, dignified, and simple in heart. If my offiof secretary and attendant has any difficultiedla
they arise solely from the fact that his Reverathmes not want to be waited on and tended at all. He
still wants only to give and never to take."

"Thank you," Knecht said. "I am happy to know thet Reverence has so devoted and grateful
a pupil at his side. And now, since you are noakpey on his orders, tell me plainly why you feeht
| should visit Monteport."”

"You asked with concern about the reverend forlhesic Master's health," the young man
answered, "evidently because my request suggestealitthat he might be ill and it could be highdim
to pay him one last visit. To be frank, | do thibis high time. He certainly does not seem to mbé
close to his end, but his way of taking leave efworld is quite unique. For the past several mgnth
for example, he has almost entirely lost the hab#peaking; and although he always preferred brevi
to loquacity, he has now reached a degree of lyravid silence that frightens me somewhat. At first,
when he did not answer a remark or question of plitteought that his hearing was beginning to
weaken. But he hears almost as well as ever; | reade many tests of that. | therefore had to assume
that he was distracted and could no longer focsigtiéntion. But this, too, is not an adequate
explanation. Rather, it is as if he has been onvhig elsewhere for some time, and no longer lives
entirely among us, but more and more in his owndvdte rarely visits anyone or sends for anyone;
aside from me he no longer sees another persataj@. Ever since this started, this absentness, thi
detachment, | have tried to urge the few friendsmvh know he loved most to see him. If you were to
visit him, Domine,you would make your old friend happy, | am sur¢hait, and you would still find
relatively the same man whom you have revered evetl. In a few months, perhaps only in a few
weeks, his pleasure in seeing you and his intargsiu will probably be much less; it is even pbssi
that he would no longer recognize you, or at aty pay attention to you."

Knecht stood up, went to the window, and stoodelier a while looking out and breathing
deeply. When he turned back to Petrus he sawlikagttident was also standing, as though he thought
the audience over. The Magister extended his hand.

"l thank you once more, Petrus," he said. "As gotely know, a Magister has all sorts of
duties. | cannot put on my hat and leave at ortteedules have to be rearranged. | hope that | bhall
able to leave by day after tomorrow. Would thatibe enough, and would you be able to finish your
work in the Archives by then? Yes? Then | shalldstm you when | am ready.”

A few days later Knecht left for Monteport, accanped by Petrus. When they reached the
pavilion in the gardens where the former Music Masbw lived -- it was a lovely and beautifully
tranquil monastic cell -- they heard music from lilzek room, delicate, thin, but rhythmically firmda
deliciously serene music. There the old man satmdga two-part melody with two fingers -- Knecht
guessed at once that it must be from one of theyrhaoks of duets written at the end of the sixteent
century. They remained outside until the music dntleen Petrus called out to his master that he was
back and had brought a visitor. The old man appkarthe doorway and gave them a welcoming look.
The Music Master's welcoming smile, which everytme=d, had always had an open, childlike
cordiality, a radiant friendliness; Joseph Knedd keen it for the first time nearly thirty yeaefdre,
and his heart had opened and surrendered to igaglly man during that tense but blissful morning



hour in the music room. Since then he had seersthile often, each time with deep rejoicing and a
strange stirring of his heart; and while the Mdstgray-shot hair had gradually turned completefyg
and then white, while his voice had grown softé,Handshake fainter, his movements less supme, th
smile had lost none of its brightness and graseuitity and depth. And this time Joseph, the cdah's
friend and former pupil, saw the change beyondubtadrhe radiant, welcoming message of that
smiling old man's face, whose blue eyes and delig#iushed cheeks had grown paler with the passing
years, was both the same and not the same. Itloadthgleeper, more mysterious, and intense. Only
now, as he was exchanging greetings, did Knechiydeagin to understand what the student Petrus
had been concerned about, and how greatly he Himgele thinking he was making a sacrifice for
the sake of this concern, was in fact receivingaefaction.

His friend Carlo Ferromonte was the first persowhom he spoke about this. Ferromonte was
at this time librarian at the famous Monteport musirary, and Knecht called on him a few hours
later. Their conversation has been preservedétter lof Ferromonte's.

"Our former Music Master was your teacher, of seirKnecht said, "and you were very fond
of him. Do you see him often nowadays?"

"No," Carlo replied. "That is, | see him fairlytef, of course, when he is taking his walk, say,
and | happen to be coming out of the library. Boaven't talked with him for months. He is more and
more withdrawing and no longer seems able to beaasility. In the past he used to set aside an
evening for people like me, those among his forsudordinates who are officials in Monteport now;
but that stopped about a year ago. It amazed tisadlhe went to Waldzell for your investiture."

"Ah yes," Knecht said. "But when you do see himasionally, haven't you been struck by any
change in him?"

"Oh yes. You mean his fine appearance, his chiees, his curious radiance? Of course we
have noticed that. While his strength is diminigfitihat serene cheerfulness is constantly incrgasin
We have grown accustomed to it. But | suppose ild/istrike you."

"His secretary Petrus sees far more of him thandm" Knecht exclaimed, "but he hasn't
grown accustomed to it, as you say. He came shetoaWaldzell, on a plausible excuse, of couree, t
urge me to make this visit. What do you think ohff

"Of Petrus? He has a first-rate knowledge of mukicugh he's more on the pedantic than the
brilliant side -- a rather slow-moving if not slowitted person. He's totally devoted to the former
Music Master and would give his life for him. | igiae his serving the master he idolizes is the whol
content of his life; he's obsessed by him. Didai y1ave that impression too?"

"Obsessed? Yes, but | don't think this young nsasbisessed simply by a fondness and passion;
he's not just infatuated with his old teacher arding an idol out of him, but obsessed and enclante
by an actual and genuine phenomenon which he st&s,lor has better understood emotionally, than
the rest of you. | want to tell you how it struclenwWhen | went to the former Master today, after no
having seen him for six months, | expected litdaothing from this visit, after the hints his setary
had dropped. | had simply been alarmed to thinktti@revered old man might suddenly depart from
us in the near future, and had hastened here er twcsee him at least once more. When he recagjnize
and greeted me, his face glowed, but he said ne than my name and shook hands with me. That
gesture, too, and his hand, seemed to me alsowg tie whole man, or at least his eyes, his white
hair, and his rosy skin, seemed to emit a cooltlgeadiance. | sat down with him. He sent the stud
away, just with a look, and there began the oddastersation | have ever had. At the beginning, |
admit, it was very disturbing and depressing for aml shaming also, for | kept addressing the old
man, or asking questions, and his only answer ytharg was a look. | could not make out whether my
guestions and the things | told him were anythingdan annoying noise to him. He confused,
disappointed, and tired me; | felt altogether sfipeus and importunate. Whatever | said to the
Master, the only response was a smile and a biaetg. If those glances had not been so full ofigoo



will and cordiality, | would have been forced tartk that he was frankly making fun of me, of my
stories and questions, of the whole useless trduide taken to come and visit him. As a matter of
fact, his silence and his smile did indeed consamething of the sort. They were actually a form of
fending me off and reproving me, except that theyeaso in a different way, on a differing plane of
meaning from, say, mocking words. | had first taawmyself out and suffer total shipwreck with what
had seemed to me my patient efforts to start aesation, before | began to realize that the old ma
could easily have manifested a patience, persisiemd politeness a hundred times greater than mine
Perhaps the episode lasted only fifteen minutdsliran hour; it seemed to me like half a day.dde

to feel sad, tired, and angry, and to repent myney. My mouth felt dry. There sat the man | redere
my patron, my friend, whom | had loved and trustgdr since | could think, who had always
responded to whatever | might say -- there hersddiatened to me talk, or perhaps did not listen t
me, and had barricaded himself completely behisdddiance and smile, behind his golden mask,
unreachable, belonging to a different world witfietent laws; and everything | tried to bring by
speech from our world to his ran off him like réiom a stone. At last -- | had already given upéep
he broke through the magic wall; at last he heipegat last he said a few words. Those were the onl
words | heard him speak today.

""You are tiring yourself, Joseph,' he said gottlis voice full of that touching friendliness and
solicitude you know so well. That was all. "You &rang yourself, Joseph.' As if he had long been
watching me engaged in a too-strenuous task anteaddo admonish me to stop. He spoke the words
with some effort, as though he had not used hssfbp speaking for a long time. And at that moment
he laid his hand on my arm -- it was light as adatly -- looked penetratingly into my eyes, and
smiled. At that moment | was conquered. Somethirfigocheerful silence, something of his patience
and calm, passed into me; and suddenly | underst@odld man and the direction his nature had
taken, away from people and toward silence, away fivords and toward music, away from ideas and
toward unity. | understood what | was privilegedste here, and now for the first time grasped the
meaning of this smile, this radiance. A saint, i@ had attained perfection, had permitted me to
dwell in his radiance for an hour; and blundereait tham, | had tried to entertain him, to questiam,
to seduce him into a conversation. Thank God tt# had not dawned on me too late. He might have
sent me away and thus rejected me forever. Andulavibave been deprived of the most remarkable
and wonderful experience | have ever had."”

"l see," Ferromonte said thoughtfully, "that yavh discovered something akin to a saint in
our former Music Master. A good thing that you arwhe other has told me about this. | confess that |
would have received such a story with the greatisstust from anyone else. | am, taken all in radi
fond of mysticism; as a musician and historian I@edantically given to neat classification. Sinee w
Castalians are neither a Christian congregatiorartdindu or Taoist monastery, | do not see that any
of us qualify for sainthood -- that is, for a pyretligious category. Coming from anyone but you,
Joseph -- excuse me, | meaamine-- | would regard any such ascription as goingtioé deep end.

But | imagine you do not mean to initiate canon@aproceedings for our former Master; you would
scarcely find a competent consistory for them in@tder. No, don't interrupt me, | am speaking
seriously; | don't mean that as a joke at all. Yiaue told me about an experience, and | must admit
that | feel somewhat ashamed, because neitherdmoof my colleagues here at Monteport has
entirely overlooked the phenomenon you describe wdohave merely noticed it and paid it little heed
| am reflecting on the reason for my failure andimgifference. One explanation of course is thé fac
that you encountered the Master's transformatianfagshed product, whereas | witnessed its slow
evolution. The former Magister you saw months ago the one you saw today differed sharply from
each other, whereas we, his neighbors, meetinghery so often, observed almost imperceptible
changes. But | admit that this explanation doesisfy me. If something like a miracle is takirlgqe
before our eyes, however quietly and slowly, wehtug have been more stirred by it than we have



been, and would have been if we had been unbiékad, | think, I've hit on the reason for my
obtuseness: | was not in the least unbiased.dddd observe the phenomenon because | did not want
to observe it. Like everyone else, | noticed ousidds increasing withdrawal and taciturnity, amel t
concurrent increase in his friendliness, the evegHter and more ethereal radiance of his face when
we met and he responded mutely to my greetingtitea that, of course, and so did everyone elsée. Bu
| fought against seeing anything more in it, afolight against it not from lack of reverence fag tid
Magister, but in part out of distaste for the aflpersonality and enthusiasm in general, in patriod
distaste for such enthusiasm in this special daséhe kind of cult the student Petrus practicés w

his idolization of the Master. I've only fully rezgd all this as you were telling your story."

Knecht laughed. "That was quite a roundabout waydu to discover your own dislike for
poor Petrus," he said. "But what now? Am | alsoyatic and enthusiast? Am | too indulging in the
forbidden cult of personality and hagiolatry? O gou admitting to me what you won't admit to the
student, that we have seen and experienced sometah objective, not mere dreams and fancies?"

"Of course | admit it to you," Carlo replied slgndnd thoughtfully. "No one is going to deny
your experience or doubt the beauty and serenitieoMagister who can smile at us in that increslibl
way. The question is only: Where do we classifg fthhenomenon? What do we call it, how explain it?
That sounds like the pedantic schoolmaster, buCastalians are schoolmasters, after all; and ritw
to classify and find a term for your and our exeece, it is not because | wish to destroy its bebut
generalizing it, but because | want to describe@ederve it as distinctly as possible. If on anpey |
hear a peasant or child humming a melody | havemleeard before, that is likewise an important
experience for me, and if | immediately try to sanbe this melody as precisely as | can, | am not
dismissing and filing it away, but paying due hotmmy experience, and taking care that it is not
lost.”

Knecht gave him a friendly nod. "Carlo," he sditlis a great pity we can so rarely see each
other any more. Not all friendships of youth suevireunions. | came to you with my story about the
old Magister because you are the only person haosgknowing and sharing it matters to me. Now |
must leave it to you to do with my story whateveuyike, and to assign whatever term you will t@ ou
Master's transfigured state. It would make me happyu would call on him and stay in his aura &or
little while. His state of grace, perfection, wisdof age, bliss, or whatever we want to call ityma
belong to religious life. But although we Castatidrave neither denominations nor churches, piety is
not altogether unknown to us. And our former Mudmster in particular was always a thoroughly
pious person. Since there are accounts of blepsei@cted, radiant, transfigured souls in many
religions, why should not our Castalian piety oamaally have this kind of blossoming?. . . It isddy
now -- | ought to go to sleep -- | must leave e@oiyorrow morning. But | hope to come back soon.
Let me just briefly tell you the end of my storyftér he had said to me, "You are tiring yoursélfyas
at last able to stop straining at conversationahaged not only to be still, but to turn my will aw
from the foolish goal of using words in the efftotprobe this man of silence and draw profit from
him. And the moment | gave up that effort and ésférything to him, it all went of its own accordoly
may want to substitute terms of your own for mingt, please listen to me, even if | seem vague or
confound categories. | stayed about an hour oran &nd a half with the old man, and | cannot
communicate to you what went on between us or whatexchanged; certainly no words were
spoken. | felt, after my resistance was brokeny timht he received me into his peace and his
brightness; cheerful serenity and a wonderful pesmctosed the two of us. Without my having
deliberately and consciously meditated, it somewdsembled an unusually successful and gladdening
meditation whose subject might have been the Maiggdiife. | saw or felt him and the course of his
growth from the time he first entered my life, wHemas a boy, up to this present moment. His was a
life of devotion and work, but free of obstructipfree of ambition, and full of music. It was apif
becoming a musician and Music Master he had chosesic as one of the ways toward man's highest



goal, inner freedom, purity, perfection, and asutifoever since making that choice he had done
nothing but let himself be more and more permedtadsformed, purified by music -- his entire self
from his nimble, clever pianist's hands and hig,wasll-stocked musician's memory to all the parts
and organs of body and soul, to his pulses andHingg to his sleep and dreaming -- so that he was
now only a symbol, or rather a manifestation, apeification of music. At any rate, | experienced
what radiated from him, or what surged back anthfbetween him and me like rhythmic breathing,
entirely as music, as an altogether immaterialezgomusic which absorbs everyone who enters its
magic circle as a song for many voices absorbstariag voice. Perhaps a non-musician would have
perceived this grace in different images: an asinmgr might have seen it as a moon circling around a
planet, or a philologist heard it as some magicahg@ language containing all meanings. But enough
for now, | must be going. It's been a great pleastarlo.”

We have reported this episode in some detailedime Music Master held so important a place
in Knecht's life and heart. We have also been dratmprolixity by the chance circumstance that
Knecht's talk with Ferromonte has come down tanuse latter's own record of it in a letter. THs i
certainly the earliest and most reliable accounthefMusic Master's "transfiguration”; later, olucse,
there was a swarm of legends and embroideries.

EIGHT
THE TWO POLES

THE ANNUAL GAME, remembered to this day as the Chinese House Gardeften quoted, was
for Knecht and his friend Tegularius a happy outedmtheir labors, and for Castalia and the Boards
proof that they had done well to summon KnechhwHhighest office. Once more Waldzell, the
Players' Village, and the elite had the satisfactiba splendid and exultant festival. Not for many
years had the annual Game been such an evenwvas this time, with the youngest and most-
discussed Magister in Castalian history makindihss public appearance and showing what he could
do. Moreover, Waldzell was determined to make uglfe failure and disgrace of the previous year.
This time no one lay ill, no cowed deputy awaited great ceremony with apprehension, coldly ringed
by the malevolent distrust of the elite, faithfullyt listessly supported by nervous officials. Quie
inaccessible, entirely the high priest, white-amildgclad major piece on the solemn chessboard of
symbols, the Magister celebrated his and his fieemdbrk. Radiating calm, strength, and dignity,
beyond the reach of any profane summons, he appaatiee festival hall in the midst of his many
acolytes, conducting step after step of his Gantle thie ritual gestures. With a luminous goldenisyl
he delicately inscribed character after charaatethe small tablet before him, and the same chenract
promptly appeared in the script of the Game, eeldighundredfold, upon the gigantic board on the
rear wall of the hall, to be spelled out by a tremdswhispering voices, called out by the Speakers,
broadcast to the country and the world. And wheth@aend of the first act he wrote the summary
formula for that act upon his tablet, with gracednd impressive poise gave instructions for the
meditation, laid down the stylus and, taking histsassumed the perfect meditation posture, in the
hall, in the Players' Village, throughout Castalma beyond, in many countries of the globe, the
faithful devotees of the Glass Bead Game reveresatiylown for the selfsame meditation and
sustained it until the moment the Magister in th# tose to his feet once again. It was all asad h
been many times before, and yet it was all stireand new. The abstract and seemingly timeless world
of the Game was flexible enough to respond, inradhed nuances, to the mind, voice, temperament,



and handwriting of a given personality, and thespeality in this case was great and cultivated ghou
to subordinate his own inspirations to the invitdaibner laws of the Game itself. The assistants an
fellow players, the elite, obeyed like well-drilledidiers, yet each one of them, even though héatmig
be executing only the bows or helping to draw tinéain around the meditating Master, seemed to be
performing his own Game, inspired by his own id&ad. it was the crowd, the great congregation
filling the hall and all of Waldzell, the thousanafssouls who followed the Master down the hieratic
and labyrinthine ways through the endless, multatisional imagery of the Game, who furnished the
fundamental chord for the ceremony, the low, thiobtbase bellnote, which for the more simple-
hearted members of the community is the best andsdlthe only experience the festival yields, but
which also awakens awe in the subtle virtuosi artits of the elite, in the acolytes and officialsthe
way up to the leader and Master.

It was an exalted festival. Even the envoys framdutside world sensed this, and proclaimed
it; and in the course of those days a good manyawwerts were won over to the Glass Bead Game
forever. In the light of this triumph, however, dpk Knecht, at the end of the ten-day festival,enad
some highly curious remarks in summing up the egpee to his friend Tegularius. "We may be
content,” he said. "Yes, Castalia and the Glassl Bzame are wonderful things; they come close to
being perfect. Only perhaps they are too muchasobeautiful. They are so beautiful that one can
scarcely contemplate them without fearing for théris not pleasant to think that some day they are
bound to pass away as everything else does. Andngemust think of that."

With this historic statement, the biographer icéal to approach the most delicate and
mysterious part of his task. Indeed, he would hae¢erred to postpone it for a while longer and
continue -- with that placidity which clear and artaiguous conditions afford to the narrator of them
to depict Knecht's successes, his exemplary corafuis office, the brilliant peak of his life. Biit
would seem to us misleading, and out of keeping witr subject, if we failed to take account of the
duality, or call it polarity, in the revered Mastelife and character, even though it was so famknto
no one but Tegularius. From now on our task, im, fadl be to accept this dichotomy in Knecht's kou
or rather this ever-alternating polarity, as theta feature of his nature, and to affirm it astsuAs a
matter of fact, a biographer who thought it projpedeal with the life of a Castalian Magister egliir
in the spirit of hagiographyd maiorem gloriam Castaliagjould not find it at all difficult to describe
Joseph Knecht's years as Magister, with the salepon of the last moments, entirely as a glorious
list of achievements, duties performed, and suesed® the eye of the historian who holds solely to
the documented facts, Magister Knecht's conduocffioe appears as blameless and praiseworthy as
that of any Glass Bead Game Master in historyemeh excepting that of Magister Ludwig
Wassermaler who reigned during the era of Waldzelbst exuberant passion for the Game.
Nevertheless, Knecht's period in office came tooatranusual, sensational, and to the minds of many
judges scandalous end, and this end was not mareelor misfortune but a wholly logical outcome of
what went before. It is part of our task to shoattihby no means contradicts the reverend Master's
brilliant and laudable achievements. Knecht waseatygan exemplary administrator, an honor to his
high office, an irreproachable Glass Bead Game &aBut he saw and felt the glory of Castalia, even
as he devoted himself to it, as an imperiled gesstrthat was on the wane. He did not participaits in
life thoughtlessly and unsuspectingly, as did treagmajority of his fellow Castalians, for he knew
about its origins and history, was conscious akit historical entity, subject to time, washed and
undermined by time's pitiless surges. This sensjtte the pulse of historical process and thidifiee
for his own self and activities as a cell carriémhg in the stream of growth and transformatiord ha
ripened within him in the course of his historisaldies. Much was due to the influence of the great
Benedictine Father Jacobus, but the germs of smesctousness had been present within him long
before. Anyone who honestly tries to explore thenieg of that life, to analyze its idiosyncrasyll wi
easily discover these germs.



The man who could say, on one of the finest d&yssdife, at the end of his first festival Game
and after a singularly successful and impressiveahstration of the Castalian spirit, "It is notgdant
to think that some day Castalia and the Glass Beade are bound to pass away -- and yet one must
think of that" -- this man had early on, long beftve had acquired insight into history, borne waiithi
himself a metaphysical sense of the transitorioésdl that has evolved and the problematical reatur
of everything created by the human mind. If we gokbto his boyhood we will remember his
depression and uneasiness whenever a fellow pigpippeared from Eschholz because he had
disappointed his teachers and been demoted fromliteeo the ordinary schools. There is no record
that a single one of those expelled had been & élend of young Joseph; what disturbed him was no
personal loss, not the absence of this or thaviddal. Rather, his grief was caused by the milocgh
to his child's faith in the permanence of Castatieder and Castalian perfection. He himself toak hi
vocation so seriously as something sacred, anthget were boys and youths who had been granted
the happiness of acceptance into the elite scloddle Province and had squandered this boon, throw
it away. This was shocking, and a sign of the postehe world outside Castalia. Perhaps also --
though here we can only speculate -- such incidemtgsed the boy's first doubts of the Board of
Educators' infallibility, since this Board now atien brought to Castalia pupils whom it subseqyentl
had to dismiss again. There is no saying whethesetlearliest stirrings of criticism of authoritgal
affected his thinking.

In any case, the boy felt every dismissal of @e @upil not only as a misfortune, but also as an
impropriety, an ugly glaring stain, whose preseames in itself a reproach involving all of Castalia.
This, we think, is the basis for that feeling obsk and distraction which Knecht as a schoolboy
experienced on such occasions. Outside, beyonoitinedaries of the Province, was a way of life
which ran counter to Castalia and its laws, whichribt abide by the Castalian system and could not
be tamed and sublimated by it. And of course heawase of the presence of this world in his own
heart also. He too had impulses, fantasies, andedeshich ran counter to the laws that governed hi
impulses which he had only gradually managed tasalby hard effort.

These impulses, he concluded, could be so stroaggpod many pupils that they erupted
despite all restraints and led those who yieldetthiéon away from the elite world of Castalia anaint
that other world which was dominated not by disoipland cultivation of the mind, but by instincts.
To one striving for Castalian virtue that world sesl sometimes a wicked underworld, sometimes a
tempting playground and arena. For generations npangig consciences have experienced the concept
of sin in this Castalian form. And many years lagsran adult student of history, Knecht was to
perceive more distinctly that history cannot comte being without the substance and the dynamism
of this sinful world of egoism and instinctualignd that even such sublime creations as the Oreler w
born in this cloudy torrent and sooner or latelt isd swallowed up by it again. This is what undgrla
all the powerful movements, aspirations, and upaksan Knecht's life. Nor was this ever merely an
intellectual problem for him. Rather, it engagesl inhermost self more than any other problem, and h
felt it as partly his responsibility. His was onfetlnose natures which can sicken, languish, and die
when they see an ideal they have believed in,ectuntry and community they love, afflicted with
ills.

Tracing this same thread further, we come to Ktigdinst period in Waldzell, his final years as
a schoolboy, and his significant meeting with theg pupil Designori, which we have described in
detail in its proper place. This encounter betwibenardent adherent of the Castalian ideals and the
worldling Plinio was not only intense and long-iagtin its effects, but also had a deeply symbolic
significance for young Knecht. For the strenuous iamportant role imposed upon him at that time,
seemingly sent his way by sheer chance, in factasely corresponded with his whole nature that we
are tempted to say his later life was nothing brgtiteration of this role, an ever more perfect
adaptation to it. The role, of course, was thathampion and representer of Castalia. He had toipla



once more some ten years later against Fatherudscabd as Master of the Glass Bead Game he
played it to the end: champion and representafivieeoOrder and its laws, but one who was constantl
endeavoring to learn from his antagonist and tonte not the rigid isolation of Castalia, but it&l
collaboration and confrontation with the outsiderioThe oratorical contest with Designori had been
partly a game. With his far more substantial frigrahtagonist, Father Jacobus, it was altogether
serious. He had proved himself against both oppisnéad matured in his encounter with them, had
learned from them, had given as much as he had iakbe course of their disputes and exchanges of
views. In neither case had he defeated his antagdram the start that had not, after all, beengbal

of the disputations. But he had succeeded in mad@dp of them respect him as a person, and the
principles and ideal he advocated. Even if theudesjion with the learned Benedictine had not led
directly to its practical result, the establishmeha semiofficial Castalian envoy at the Holy See,
would have been of greater value than the majofitgastalians could have guessed.

These embattled friendships with Plinio Desigraod with the wise old Benedictine had
provided Knecht, who otherwise had had little toadth the world outside Castalia, with some
knowledge, or at any rate some intuitions, aboat World. Few persons in Castalia could say theesam
for themselves. Except for his stay in Mariafelgjaei could scarcely give him any acquaintance with
the real life of the outside world, he had neitbeen nor experienced this worldly life since hidyea
childhood. But through Designori, through Jacolaums through his historical studies he had acqudred
lively sense of its reality. His intimations, thduthey were mostly intuitive and accompanied byver
meager experience, had made him more knowledgeablenore receptive to the world than the
majority of his Castalian fellow citizens, includithe higher authorities. He had always been d loya
and authentic Castalian, but he never forgot tlest&lia was only a small part of the world, thofgh
him the most valuable and beloved part.

What was the character of his friendship withZTiegularius, that difficult and problematical
character, that sublime acrobat of the Glass Bemde;that pampered and high-strung pure Castalian
whose brief visit among the coarse Benedictinddaniafels had made him so wretched that he
declared he could not have stayed there a weekegrominously admired his friend for enduring the
life there quite well for two years? We have erdieitd a wide variety of thoughts about this
friendship, have had to reject some of them, whiileers seemed to stand up to examination. All these
thoughts centered around the question of whatabeand the significance of this lasting friendship
must have been. Above all we should not forgetitihatl of Knecht's friendships, with the possible
exception of that with the Benedictine Father, las wot the seeking, courting, and needy partner. He
attracted, he was admired, envied, and loved sifigplizis noble nature; and from a certain stagei®f
"awakening" on he was even conscious of this gtius he had already been admired and courted by
Tegularius in his early student years, but had gbAaept him at a certain distance.

Nevertheless, there are many tokens that he vadlg fend of his friend. As we see it, it was
not just the latter's outstanding talent, his nasvbrilliance and receptivity, particularly to ik
problems of the Glass Bead Game, that drew Knechint. Rather, Knecht took so strong an interest
not only in his friend's great gifts, but also is faults, in his sickliness, in precisely thosalifies that
other Waldzellers found disturbing and frequentiplierable in Tegularius. This eccentric was uterl
Castalian. His whole mode of existence, inconcdevabtside the Province, was so entirely consonant
with its atmosphere and level of culture that ifa&l not been so eccentric and hard to get alotig wi
he might have deserved the epithet arch-Castaliath yet this arch-Castalian hardly fitted in witis h
fellows; he was no more popular with them than vaghsuperiors, the officials. He constantly
disturbed people, repeatedly offended them, anddouhe stout protection and guidance of his
prudent friend he would probably have been desttayey early. For what was called his illness was
primarily a vice, a character defect, a form ofalébusness. He was profoundly unhierarchical,lipta
individualistic in his attitudes and his conduce &djusted to the system only enough to pass muster



within the Order.

He was a good, even a shining light as a Casttitime extent that he had a many-sided mind,
tirelessly active in scholarship as well as indhieof the Glass Bead Game, and enormously hard-
working; but in character, in his attitude towalné tierarchy and the morality of the Order he was a
very mediocre, not to say bad Castalian. The gseafehis vices was a persistent neglect of
meditation, which he refused to take seriously. ptagose of meditation, after all, is adaptatiomnhef
individual to the hierarchy, and application imiight very well have cured him of his neurasthenia.
For it infallibly helped him whenever, after a ptiof bad conduct, excessive excitement, or
melancholia, his superiors disciplined him by prigsig strict meditation exercises under supervisio
Even Knecht, kindly disposed and forgiving thoughwas, frequently had to resort to this measure.

There was no question about it: Tegularius wadltulymoody person who refused to fit into
his society. Every so often he would display thellness of his intellect. When highly stimulatesl h
could be entrancing; his mordant wit sparkled aa@¥verwhelmed everyone with the audacity and
richness of his sometimes somber inspirations.bRstcally he was incurable, for he did not warthé¢o
cured; he cared nothing for co-ordination and ala the scheme of things. He loved nothing bsit hi
freedom, his perpetual student status, and prefepending his whole life as the unpredictable and
obstinate loner, the gifted fool and nihilist, mléwing the path of subordination to the hieraremg
thus attaining peace. He cared nothing for peaa nlo regard for the hierarchy, hardly minded
reproof and isolation. Certainly he was a mostimvemient and indigestible component in a
community whose idea was harmony and orderlinessbBcause of this very troublesomeness and
indigestibility he was, in the midst of such a lichgnd prearranged little world, a constant sowifce
vital unrest, a reproach, an admonition and warrangpur to new, bold, forbidden, intrepid ideas, a
unruly, stubborn sheep in the herd. And, to ourdnthis was the very reason his friend cherished hi

Certainly there was always a measure of pity iedfit's relationship to Tegularius. His
imperiled and usually unhappy state appealed toisfiriend's chivalric feelings. But this wouldtno
have sufficed to sustain this friendship after Krtiscelevation to an official life overburdenedhwit
work, duties, and responsibilities. We take thewilkat Tegularius was no less necessary and
important in Knecht's life than Designori and Fatb&cobus had been. Moreover, exactly like therothe
two, he was a dynamic element, a small open winithatvlooked out upon new prospects. In this
peculiar friend Knecht sensed, we think, the fezgwof a type. As time went on he realized that the
type was one not yet existent except for Tegulafos Tegularius was a portent of the Castaliaheas
might some day become unless the life of Castatigewejuvenated and revitalized by new encounters,
new forces. Like most solitary geniuses, Tegulanwas a forerunner. He actually lived in a Castalia
that did not yet exist, but might come into beinghe future; in a Castalia still sequestered ftben
world, but inwardly degenerating from senility aindm relaxation of the meditative morality of the
Order; a Castalia in which the highest flightshaf tnind were still possible, as well as totallyabgsd
devotion to sublime values -- but this highly deysdd, freely roaming intellectual culture no longer
had any goals beyond egotistic enjoyment of its owerbred faculties. Knecht saw Tegularius as the
two things in one: embodiment of the finest gitide found in Castalia, and at the same time apbrt
of the demoralization and downfall of those algbti Measures must be taken to keep Castalia from
becoming a dream-ridden realm populated entirelyéyulariuses.

The danger was remote, but it was there. Castallénecht knew it needed only to build its
walls of aristocratic isolation slightly higher,eded only to undergo a decline in the disciplinéhef
Order, a lowering of the hierarchical morality, afeularius would cease to be an eccentric
individual; he would become the prototype of a detating Castalia. Magister Knecht's most
important insight, the source of all his concerasthat the potentiality for such decadence existed
The disposition for it was there; in fact it hadealdy begun. Probably he would have realized this
much later, perhaps never at all, had not thisréu@astalian, whom he knew so intimately, livediat



side. To Knecht's keen instincts, Tegularius wearager signal, as the first victim of a still unkmo
disease would be for a clever physician. And Fwiés after all no average man; he was an aristagrat,
supremely gifted person. If the still unknown dsegust coming to light in this forerunner Teguliari
were ever to spread and change the whole imagasta{tan man, if the Province and the Order were
ever to assume the degenerate, morbid form latethieim, these future Castalians would not be all
Tegulariuses. Not everyone would have his precgfiis, his melancholy genius, his flickering
intensity and acrobatic artistry. Rather, the mgjasf them would have only his unreliability, his
tendency to fritter away his talents, his lack oy discipline or sense of community. In times of
anxiety Knecht seems to have had such gloomy priimos; and surely it cost him a great deal of
strength to overcome them, partly by meditatiomtlpdy intensified activity.

The very case of Tegularius offers an instrucixample of the way Knecht attempted to
overcome morbidity and temperamental difficultigsnreeting them directly. But for Knecht's
watchfulness and pedagogic guidance, his impefiledd would in all likelihood have come to grief
early in his life. What is more, he would undoultygrhave introduced endless disturbances into the
Players' Village. There had in any case been a geatlof such discord ever since Fritz had become a
member of the elite. With consummate art the Magikept his friend tolerably well on course, while
at the same time contriving to employ his gift$he interests of the Glass Bead Game and to extract
fine achievements from Fritz's talent. The patienith which he coped with the latter's eccentristi
overcoming them by tirelessly appealing to hisugd, must be called a masterpiece in the techmfjue
human relations. Incidentally, it would be a fimejpct which might yield some surprising insightge(
should like to recommend it strongly to some of bistorians of the Glass Bead Game) to subject the
annual Games of Knecht's magistracy to a closeysisabf their stylistic peculiarities. These Games,
so majestic and yet sparkling with delightful inrgpions and formulations, so scintillating and orad
in their rhythms, yet such a far cry from smuguwadity, owed their underlying idea, their
development, and the slant of their series of raéidits exclusively to Knecht's mind, whereas the fi
polishing and the minor details of Game technigeeasmostly the work of his collaborator Tegularius.
Even had these Games been forgotten, Knechtardevork would lose none of its attractiveness and
pertinence for posterity. But to our great goodupe they have been recorded and preserved like all
official Games. And they do not merely lie deadha Archives. They survive in our traditions tosthi
day, are studied by the young, supply cherishedhpies for many a Game course and many a
seminar. And in them the collaborator survives, wtieerwise would be forgotten, or would at any rate
be no more than a strange, shadowy figure outeop#st, haunting a host of anecdotes.

Thus, in managing to assign a place to his redrgdtiend Fritz, and in providing him with an
area in which he could work effectively, Knechtiehed the history and culture of Waldzell, while at
the same time assuring his friend's memory a cepimanence. Incidentally, this great educator was
well aware of the real basis of his educationdlirice on his friend. That basis was his friera/e |
and admiration. As we have seen, the Magisterlmd@ious personality, his innate sense of mastery,
had almost from the first won over so many oth#ov¥easpirants and pupils that he counted on this
more than on his high office to sustain his autigpdespite his kindly and conciliatory nature. He
sensed precisely the effect of a friendly word i@feging or appreciation, or of withdrawal and
disregard. Long afterward one of his most ardesttigies related that one time Knecht did not speak
single word to him in class and in his seminarprsagly did not see him, ignored him completely --
and that in all the years of his schooling this badn the bitterest and most effective punishment h
had ever known.

We have considered these retrospective obsergagissential in order that our reader may
perceive the two antipodal tendencies in Kneclgtsqnality. Having followed our account to the
present peak of Knecht's remarkable life, the readlethen be prepared for its final phases. Tle t
tendencies or antipodes of this life, its Yin arahy, were the conservative tendency toward loyalty,



toward unstinting service of the hierarchy on the band, and on the other hand the tendency toward
"awakening," toward advancing, toward apprehendgadity. For Joseph Knecht in his role of believer
and devoted servant, the Order, Castalia, the ®aad Game were sacrosanct. To him in his
awakened, clairvoyant, pioneering role they warespective of their value, full-grown institutigns
their struggles long past, vulnerable to the danfeging, sterility, and decadence. The idea
underlying them always remained sacred to himhleutad recognized the particular forms that idea
had assumed as mutable, perishable, in need wismt He served a community of the mind whose
strength and rationality he admired; but he thoufgivais running grave risks by tending to seevis o
existence as the be-all and end-all, by forgeitisduties to the country and the outside worldkt If
continued along this course, growing increasinglyasated from the whole of life, it was doomed to
fall into sterility. In those earlier years he Haaltl presentiments of this peril; that was why he $@
often hesitated, fearing to devote himself solelyhie Glass Bead Game. In discussions with the
monks, and especially with Father Jacobus, thelpmobad come to mind ever more forcibly, even
while he was bravely defending Castalia. Ever siied@ad been back in Waldzell, and holding office
as Magister Ludi, he had continually seen tangsglaptoms of that danger: in the loyal but unworldly
and formalistic methods of work among his own aéfie and in many of the other departments; in the
highly intelligent but arrogant expertise of the /el elite; and last but not least, in the toumghbut
worrisome personality of his friend Tegularius.

With his first difficult year in office behind hinlhe resumed his historical studies. For the first
time he examined the history of Castalia with lyieeopen, and soon became convinced that things
were not going as well as the inhabitants of theviAce thought. Castalia's relationships with the
outside world, the reciprocal influences operabetjveen Castalia and the life, politics, and celtoir
the country, had been on the downgrade for dec&tested, the Federal Council still consulted the
Board of Educators on pedagogical and culturalensitthe Province continued to supply the country
with good teachers and to pronounce on all questidischolarship. But these matters had assumed a
routine and mechanical cast. Young men from thewuarelites of Castalia nowadays volunteered less
eagerly, and less frequently, for teaching assignsextra murosindividuals and authorities in the
rest of the country less frequently turned for adwvio Castalia, whose opinion had in earlier titmesn
sought and listened to even, for example, on ingpdrtases of law. If the cultural level of Castalia
were compared with that of the country at largbeitame apparent that the two were by no means
approaching each other; rather, they were moviagtap a deeply troubling way. The more cultivated,
specialized, overtired that Castalian intellectydtiecame, the more the world inclined to let the
Province be and to regard it not as a necessityaifs bread, but as a foreign body, somethinget@a b
little proud of, like a precious antique which foe time being the owners would not like to giveoup
give away, but which they would happily keep starethe attic. Without fully grasping the situatjon
people on the outside attributed to Castalians raliy, a morality, and a sense of self which was
longer viable in real, active life.

The interest of the country’s citizens in the tifedhe Pedagogic Province, their sympathy with
its institutions and especially with the Glass B&aine, were likewise on the downgrade, as was the
sympathy of the Castalians for the life and the ttthe country. Knecht had long ago realized that
this lack of interest in each other was a gravé fawboth, and it was a grief to him that as Maste
the Glass Bead Game in his Players' Village het @galusively with Castalians and specialists. Henc
his endeavors to devote himself more and more gnbers' courses, his desire to have the youngest
pupils -- for the younger they were, the more thveye still linked with the whole of life and the
outside world, the less tamed, trained, and speeththey were. Often he felt a wild craving foe th
world, for people, for unreflective life -- assurgithat such still existed out there in the unknown
world. Most of us have now and then been touchethisylonging, this sense of emptiness, this feglin
of living in far too rarefied an atmosphere. TheaBbof Educators, too, is familiar with this prafle



at least it has from time to time looked for methitol combat it, such as by laying more stress on
physical exercises and games, and by experimewiihgvarious crafts and gardening. If our
observations are correct, the directorate of thee©nad of late shown a tendency to abandon some
overrefined specialties in the scholarly discipsirmad to emphasize instead the practice of meatitati
One need not be a skeptic or prophet of doom, wiglayal member of the Order, to concede that
Joseph Knecht was right in recognizing, a conslilerame before the present day, that the
complicated and sensitive apparatus of our reptialccbecome an aging organism, in many respects
badly in need of rejuvenation.

As we have mentioned, from his second year irceftin we find him engaging in historical
studies again. In addition to his investigation€aktalian history, he spent much of his leisuaelirgg
all the large and small papers that Father Jaclhadsvritten on the history of the Benedictine Order
He also found opportunities to vent some of hisimpis on historical matters, and have his interest
kindled anew in conversations with Monsieur Dulaos with one of the Keuperheim philologists,
who as secretary of the Board was present asaki$sions. Such talk was always a delight to énd,
a welcome refreshment, for among his daily assesihé lacked such opportunities. In fact the apathy
of these associates toward any dealings with lyistas embodied in the person of his friend Fritz.
Among other materials we have come across a sheete&s on a conversation in which Tegularius
insisted that history was a subject altogethertdofistudy by a Castalian.

"Of course it's possible to talk wittily, amusiggeven emotionally, if need be, about
interpretations of history, the philosophy of higtd he declared. "There's as much sport in that as
discussing other philosophies, and | don't havedanjgction if someone wants to entertain himsedt th
way. But the thing itself, the subject of this amment, history, is both banal and diabolic, both
horrible and boring. | don't understand how anycere waste time on it. Its sole content is sheer
human egotism and the struggle for power. Thoseged)in the struggle forever overestimate it,
forever glorify their own enterprises -- but itriething but brutal, bestial, material power thegkse a
thing that doesn't exist in the mind of the Caatglor if it does has not the slightest value. \Worl
history is nothing but an endless, dreary accotititerape of the weak by the strong. To assocestk
history, the timeless history of Mind, with thiseagld, stupid scramble of the ambitious for powsd a
the climbers for a place in the sun -- to link thve let alone to try to explain the one by the otheas
in itself betrayal of the living spirit. It remindse of a sect fairly widespread in the nineteemtthe
twentieth century whose members seriously belighatithe sacrifices, the gods, the temples and
myths of ancient peoples, as well as all othergalatithings, were the consequences of a calculable
shortage or surplus of food and work, the results tension measurable in terms of wages and the
price of bread. In other words, the arts and refigiwere regarded as mere fagades, so-called
ideologies erected above a human race concernely sath hunger and feeding."”

Knecht, who had listened with good humor to thitharst, asked casually: "Doesn't the history
of thought, of culture and the arts, have some kincbnnection with the rest of history?"

"Absolutely not," his friend exclaimed. "That igsaetly what | am denying. World history is a
race with time, a scramble for profit, for powent freasures. What counts is who has the strength,
luck, or vulgarity not to miss his opportunity. Taehievements of thought, of culture, of art ast ju
the opposite. They are always an escape from tifigose of time, man crawling out of the muck of his
instincts and out of his sluggishness and climibing higher plane, to timelessness, liberation from
time, divinity. They are utterly unhistorical anatiistorical.”

Knecht went on drawing Tegularius out on this tedor a while longer, smiling at his
hyperbole. Then he quietly brought the conversatioa close by commenting: "Your love for culture
and the products of the mind does you credit. Baadppens that cultural creativity is something we
cannot participate in quite so fully as some pediplek. A dialogue of Plato's or a choral movenignt
Heinrich Isaac -- in fact all the things we capraduct of the mind or a work of art or objectifigpirit



-- are the outcomes of a struggle for purificatéom liberation. They are, to use your phrase, &scap
from time into timelessness, and in most casebdisésuch works are those which no longer show any
signs of the anguish and effort that preceded tlieisia great good fortune that we have these gjork
and of course we Castalians live almost entirelyngyn; the only creativity we have left lies in
preserving them. We live permanently in that rebéyiond time and conflict embodied in those very
works and which we would know nothing of, but foein. And we go even further into the realms of
pure mind, or if you prefer, pure abstraction: ur &lass Bead Game we analyze those products of the
sages and artists into their components, we dewies and patterns of form from them, and we ogerat
with these abstractions as though they were bgltincks. Of course all this is very fine; no ond w
contend otherwise. But not everyone can spendrtiedife breathing, eating, and drinking nothing

but abstractions. History has one great strengéhn the things a Waldzell tutor feels to be wortliy o

his interest: it deals with reality. Abstractiorre &éine, but | think people also have to breatmeaad

eat bread."

Every so often Knecht found time for a brief visitthe aged former Music Master. The
venerable old man, whose strength was now visibhiregy and who had long since completely lost the
habit of speech, persisted in his state of serengosure to the last. He was not sick, and hishdeat
was not so much a matter of dying as a form of egjve dematerialization, a dwindling of bodily
substance and the bodily functions, while histifere and more gathered in his eyes and in theegentl
radiance of his withering old man's face. To mdghe inhabitants of Monteport this was a familiar
sight, accepted with due respect. Only a few peyssunch as Knecht, Ferromonte, and young Petrus,
were privileged to share after a fashion in thissat glow, this fading out of a pure and selfléss |
These few, when they had put themselves into tbpgsrframe of mind before stepping into the little
room in which the Master sat in his armchair, sedeg in entering into this soft iridescence of
disembodiment, in sharing in the old man's sileavement toward perfection. They stayed for rapt
moments in the crystal sphere of this soul, as & realm of invisible radiation, listening to urtbdy
music, and then returned to their daily lives wittarts cleansed and strengthened, as if descending
from a high mountain peak.

One day Knecht received the news of his deattha$éened to Monteport and found the old
man, who had passed peacefully away, lying on &k the small face shrunken to a silent rune and
arabesque, a magical figure no longer readabledxgrtheless somehow conveying smiles and
perfected happiness. Knecht spoke at the fundtat,the present Music Master and Ferromonte. He
did not talk about the enlightened sage of music,af the man's greatness as a teacher, nor of his
kindness and wisdom as the eldest member of theekiguling body in Castalia. He spoke only of the
grace of such an old age and death, of the immibei@lity of the spirit which had been revealed
through him to those who had shared his last days.

We know from several statements of Knecht's teavanted to write the former Master's
biography, but official duties left him no time feuch a task. He had learned to curb his own wishes
Once he remarked to one of his tutors: "It is & ffiat you students aren't fully aware of the lyxand
abundance in which you live. But | was exactly shene when | was still a student. We study and
work, don't waste much time, and think we may tighall ourselves industrious -- but we are scarcel
conscious of all we could do, all that we might mai our freedom. Then we suddenly receive a call
from the hierarchy, we are needed, are given aieg@ssignment, a mission, a post, and from timen o
move up to a higher one, and unexpectedly findedues caught in a network of duties that tightens
the more we try to move inside it. All the tasks ar themselves small, but each one has to besdarri
out at its proper hour, and the day has far maestéhan hours. That is well; one would not waid it
be different. But if we ever think, between classm Archives, secretariat, consulting room, meejng



and official journeys -- if we ever think of theeedom we possessed and have lost, the freedom for
self-chosen tasks, for unlimited, far-flung studi@s may well feel the greatest yearning for those
days, and imagine that if we ever had such freedgamn we would fully enjoy its pleasures and
potentialities."

Knecht had an extraordinary aptitude for fittirg students and officials into their proper place
in the service of the hierarchy. He chose his noere¥ery assignment, for every post, with grea¢.car
His reports on them show keen judgment, espeasibharacter. Other officials often sought his
advice on the handling of personality problems.r&hvweas, for example, the case of the student Petrus
the former Music Master's last favorite pupil. Tiging man, the typical quiet fanatic, had done
remarkably well in his unique role of companionrsey and adoring disciple. But when this role came
to its natural end with the former Magister's deathlapsed into melancholia that was understodd an
tolerated for a while. Soon, however, his sympttiegan to cause Music Master Ludwig, the present
director of Monteport, serious concern. For Peingssted on remaining on in the pavilion where the
deceased Master had spent his last days. He gutireledttage, continued to keep its furnishings and
arrangements painstakingly in their former statel, @specially regarded the room in which the Master
had died, with its armchair, deathbed, and harpst;has a sort of shrine. In addition to caring for
these relics, his only other activity consistedeinding the grave of his beloved Master. His vaxrsgti
he felt, was to devote his life to a permanent afithe dead man, watching over the places assatiat
with his memory as if he were a temple servanth&gs he hoped to see them become places of
pilgrimage. During the first few days after the énal he had taken no food; afterward he limited
himself to the tiny and rare meals with which thadtér had been content during his last days. It
appeared that he intended to go so famitatio of the Master that he would soon follow him into
death. Since he could not sustain this for longydweer, he shifted to the mode of conduct which woul
presumably entitle him to become guardian of h@mkgrave, permanent custodian of this memorial
site. From all this it was plain that the young maaturally obstinate in any case and having emjoye
for some time a distinctive position, was bent otding on to that position and had not the slightes
desire to return to the commonplace duties of fiftedoubt he secretly felt that he could no loraygre
with them. "By the way, that fellow Petrus who vessigned to the late Master is cracked,”
Ferromonte reported acidly in a note to Knecht.

Strictly speaking, a Monteport music student wagoncern of the Waldzell Magister, who
should have felt no call to add to his own respaifises by interfering in a Monteport affair. But
things went from bad to worse. The unfortunate ypoan had to be removed by force from his
pavilion. His agitation did not subside with thespage of time. Distraught, still mourning, he had
lapsed into a state of withdrawal in which he caubd very well be subjected to the usual punishsent
for infractions of discipline. And since his supes were well aware of Knecht's benevolent feelings
toward the young man, the Music Master's officeliado him for advice and intervention. In the
meantime the refractory student was being keptuolgervation in a cell in the infirmary.

Knecht had been reluctant to become involvedimttbublesome affair. But once he had given
some thought to it and had decided to try to hedptook the matter vigorously in hand. He offered t
take Petrus under his wing as an experiment, odition that the young man be treated as if he were
well and permitted to travel alone. With his letie@the Music Master's office he enclosed a brief,
cordial invitation to Petrus, asking him to payhas visit if it were convenient, and hinting thed
hoped for an account of the former Music Mastaiss tays.

The Monteport doctor hesitantly consented. Knecdht/itation was handed to the student, and
as Knecht had rightly guessed, nothing could haenlmore welcome to the young man, trapped as he
was in the deplorable situation he had creatediifoself, than a swift escape from the scene of his
difficulties. Petrus immediately agreed to undegt#tke journey, accepted a proper meal, was given a
travel pass, and set out on foot. He arrived ind&&ll in fair condition. On Knecht's orders, evargo



ignored the jitteriness in his manner. He was puannong the guests of the Archive and found himself
treated neither as a delinquent nor as a patienfon that matter as a person in any way out ef th
ordinary. He was after all not so ill as to failappreciate this pleasant atmosphere; and he baok t
road back into life thus offered him, although dgrthe several weeks of his stay he remained a
considerable nuisance to the Magister. Knecht asdinim the sham task of recording, under strict
supervision, his Master's last musical exercisessamdies, and in addition systematically employed
him for minor routine jobs in the Archives. This the pretext that the Archives personnel were
overburdened at the moment, and it would be goddrofto lend a hand whenever he had the time.

In short, the temporary deviant was guided badkéaright road. After he had calmed down
and seemed ready to fit himself into the hierarémecht began exerting a direct educational infagen
upon him. In a series of brief talks the Magistdiewved the youth of his delusion that setting lup t
deceased Music Master as the subject of an idolairalt was either a religious act or one tenable i
Castalia. Since, however, Petrus was still tertocisen at the prospect of returning to Monteport,
although he seemed otherwise cured, a post otassiausic teacher in one of the lower elite school
was provided for him. In that capacity he hencéfts¢haved quite acceptably.

We might cite a good many other examples of Kriegigtychiatric and educative work.
Moreover, there were many young students who fedlen the gentle sway of his personality and were
won over to a life in the genuine spirit of Castatiuch the way Knecht himself had been won over by
the Music Master. All these examples show us thgisar Ludi as anything but a problematical
character; all are testimonies to his soundnesdalahce. But his kindly efforts to help unstalie a
imperiled personalities such as Petrus or Tegudataisuggest an unusually alert sensitivity to such
maladies or susceptibilities on the part of Castei They suggest that since his first "awakenimgg"
had remained keenly alive to the problems and #mgers inherent in Castalian life. No doubt the
majority of our fellow citizens thoughtlessly or ggly refuse to see these dangers; but he in his
forthright courage could not take such a coursel piesumably he could never follow the practice of
most of his associates in authority, who were cogmti of these dangers but as a matter of principle
treated them as nonexistent. He recognized the&tesce, and his familiarity with the early histary
Castalia led him to regard life in the midst of swlangers as a struggle, and one which he affirided.
loved these very perils, whereas most Castaliansidered their community, and the lives they led
within it, as a pure idyll. From Father Jacobussks on the Benedictine Order he had also absorbed
the concept of an order as a militant communityl afpiety as a combative attitude. "No noble and
exalted life exists," he once said, "without knodge of devils and demons, and without continual
struggle against them."

In our Province explicit friendships among thed®ssk of high office are most rare. We need
therefore not be surprised that during his firsirgen office Knecht entered into no such ties \aitly
of his colleagues. He cordially liked the classjgiilologist in Keuperheim, and felt profound estee
for the directors of the Order; but in these relaships personal affection is almost entirely edetl
private concerns objectified, so that intimaciegdmel the joint work on an official level are scdyce
possible. Nevertheless, one such friendship dieidev

The secret archives of the Board of Educatorsatat our disposal. What we know about
Knecht's demeanor at sessions of the Board, oriteowoted, must therefore be deduced from his
occasional remarks to friends. During his earlysdiayoffice he tended to keep silent at such mgstin
but although later on he spoke up, he seems tod@wve so only rarely, unless he himself had
launched a motion. Mention is made of how quiclkdyidarned the tone traditional at the summit of our
hierarchy, and the gracefulness, ingenuity, andwitht which he used these forms. As is well known,
the heads of our hierarchy, the Masters and direcbthe Order, treat each other in a carefully
sustained ceremonial style. Moreover, it has bbeem tustom, or inclination, or secret ruling ace
when, we cannot say -- to employ more and mordéreolished and strict courtesies, the greater



their differences of opinion and the larger thetooversial question under discussion. Presumaliy th
formality handed down from the past serves, aloitg any other functions it may have, primarily as a
safety valve. The extremely courteous tone of tifeates protects the persons engaged from yielding t
passion and helps them preserve impeccable be#&unbg) addition it upholds the dignity of the Orde
and of the high authorities themselves. It drapesitin the robes of ceremonial and conceals them
behind veils of sanctity. Such no doubt is theoradie of this elaborate art of exchanging complitsien
which the students often make fun of. Before Knsdithe his predecessor, Magister Thomas von der
Trave, had been a particularly admired masterisfdatt. Knecht cannot really be called his sucaesso
in it, still less his imitator; rather, he was mardisciple of the Chinese, so that his mode oftesy

was less pointed and peppered with irony. But beatas considered among his colleagues
unsurpassed in the art of courtesy.

NINE
A CONVERSATION

WE HAVE COMEtO that point in our study when we must focus dterdion entirely upon the
remarkable change of course which occupied they&ests of the Master's life and led to his bidding
farewell to his office and the Province, his cragsinto a different sphere of life, and his death.
Although he administered his office with exempl&ighfulness up to the moment of his departure, and
to his last day enjoyed the affectionate confidesfdais pupils and colleagues, we shall not corginu
our description of his conduct of the office nowattkve see him already weary of it in his innermost
soul, and turning toward other aims. He had alreagbjored all the possibilities the office provided
the utilization of his energies and had reachegthet at which great men must leave the path of
tradition and obedient subordination and, trustsmgupreme, indefinable powers, strike out on new,
trackless courses where experience is no guide.

When he became conscious that this had happeedtispassionately examined his situation
and what might be done to change it. He had aryiaedn unusually early age, upon that summit
which was all that a talented and ambitious Castatbuld imagine as worth striving for. Yet neither
ambition nor exertion had brought him there. He heither tried for his high honor nor consciously
adapted himself to it. It had come almost agaiistil, for an inconspicuous, independent schslar’
life free of official duties would have been mucbmin keeping with his own desires. He did not
especially prize many of the benefits and poweas fibllowed from his position. In fact, within act
time after he assumed office, he seemed alrealdgve tired of some of these distinctions and
privileges. In particular, he always regarded jprditand administrative work in the highest Boascha
burden, although he gave himself to it with unfagliconscientiousness. Even the special, the
characteristic and unique task of his position ttaming of an elite group of perfected Glass Bead
Game players, for all the joy it sometimes brought, and despite the fact that this elite took grea
pride in their Magister, seems in the long runawénbeen more of a burden than a pleasure to him.
What delighted him and truly satisfied him was teag, and in this he discovered by experience that
both his pleasure and his success were the grédaterounger his pupils were. Hence he felt it as a
loss that his post brought to him only youths atlta instead of children.

There were, however, other considerations, expee& and insights which caused him to take
a critical view of his own work, and of a good masfyithe conditions in Waldzell; or at the least to
consider his office as a great hindrance to theldgwment of his finest and most fruitful abilities.



Some of these matters are known to all of us; semenly surmise. Was Magister Knecht right in
seeking freedom from the burden of his office, imdesire for less majestic but more intensive Work
Was he right in his criticisms of the state of @ia? Should he be regarded as a pioneer and bold
militant, or as a kind of rebel, if not a deseftem the cause? We shall not go into these question
they have been discussed to excess. For a tinmtiieoversy over them divided the entire Province
into two camps, and it has still not entirely sdlesi. Although we profess ourselves grateful admirer
of the great Magister, we prefer not to take atpwsin this dispute; the necessary synthesis whiiih
ultimately emerge from the conflict of opinions émseph Knecht's personality and life has long since
begun taking shape. We prefer neither to judgdmaoonvert, but rather to tell the history of our
venerated Master's last days with the greatesilpedsuthfulness. Properly speaking, howeversit i
not really history; we prefer to call it a legeaah, account compounded of authentic information and
mere rumors, exactly as they have flowed from variorystalline and cloudy sources to form a single
stream among us, his posterity in the Province.

Joseph Knecht had already begun thinking of homigt find his way into fresher air when
he unexpectedly came upon a figure out of his youttom he had in the meanwhile half forgotten. It
was none other than Plinio Designori, scion ofdfltefamily that had served Castalia well in the
distant past. The former guest pupil, now a maimfidience, member of the Chamber of Deputies as
well as a political writer, was paying an offictll on the Supreme Board of the Province. Evewy fe
years elections were held for the government cosionsin charge of the Castalian budget, and
Designori had become a member of this commissiba.fifst time he appeared in this capacity at a
session of the directorate of the Order in HirsJahd Magister Ludi happened to be present. The
encounter made a profound impression on him, argdtevhave certain consequences.

Some of our information about this meeting commemfTegularius, some from Designori
himself. For during this period in Knecht's lifehieh is somewhat obscure to us, Designori becase hi
friend again, and even his confidant.

At their first meeting after decades, the Speakeusual introduced the new members of the
budget commission to the Magisters. When KnechtchBasignori's name, he felt somewhat stricken
at not having immediately recognized the friendhigfyouth. But he was quick to rectify this by
omitting the official bow and the set formula okgting, and smilingly holding out his hand.
Meanwhile he searched his friend's features, trionigthom the changes which had foiled recognition
During the session itself his glance frequentlyege®n the once-familiar face. Designori, incidédyta
had addressed him by his title of Magister; Jodegzhto ask him twice before he could be persuaded
to return to the first-name basis of their boyhood.

Knecht had known Plinio as a high-spirited, commoative, and brilliant young man, a good
student and at the same time a young man of thielwdro felt superior to the unworldly Castalians
and often baited them for the fun of it. Perhaps&e been somewhat vain, but he had also been
openhearted, without pettiness, and had charmedested, and attracted his schoolmates. Some of
them, in fact, had been dazzled by his good lobissself-assurance, and the aura of foreignness tha
surrounded him, the hospitant from the outside evorkears later, toward the end of his student days,
Knecht had seen him again, and had been disapdoli@io had then seemed to him shallower,
coarsened, wholly lacking his former magic. Theg parted coolly, with constraint.

Now Plinio once more seemed a totally differentspa. Above all he seemed to have wholly
laid aside or lost his youthful gaiety, his deligihitommunication, argument, talk, his active, vim
extroverted character. His diffidence on meetirggfbrmer friend, his slowness to greet Knecht, and
his qualms at taking up the Magister's requesttivess him with their oldtime intimacy, were sigrfs
a change evident also in his bearing, his lookntasner of speech and movements. In place of his
former boldness, frankness, and exuberance thes@a& constraint. He was subdued, reticent,
withdrawn; perhaps it was stiffness, perhaps oatigtie. His youthful charm had been submerged and



extinguished in it, but the traits of superficiglénd blatant worldliness had also vanished. Thelevh
man, but especially his face, seemed marked, patlyged, partly ennobled by the expression of
suffering.

While the Glass Bead Game Master followed the gedmgs, he dwelt with part of his mind on
this change, wondering what kind of suffering hadravhelmed this lively, handsome, life-loving
man, and set such a mark on him. It seemed to Kraechlien suffering, of a kind he had never
known, and the more he pondered and probed, the h@felt sympathetically drawn to this suffering
man. Mingled with this sympathy and affection wdaiat feeling as if he were somehow to blame for
his friend's sorrow, as if he must in some way nakends.

After considering and rejecting a variety of sugiions about Plinio's sadness, it occurred to
him that the suffering in the man's face was masbmmon. It was, rather, a noble, perhaps a tragic
suffering, and its mode of expression was alsotgpa unknown in Castalia. Knecht recalled having
sometimes seen a similar expression on the fagesagfle who lived in the world, although he had
never seen it in so pronounced and fascinatingra.fele realized that he knew it also from portraits
men of the past, portraits of scholars or artistehich a touching, half morbid, half fated sorrow,
solitariness, and helplessness could be read.&b#uyister, with his artist's fine sensitivity teet
secrets of expressions and his educator's peroegitihe various shades of character, there were
certain physiognomic signs which he instinctivelgnsby, without ever having reduced them to a
system. So, for example, he could recognize a @etulCastalian and a peculiarly worldly way of
laughing, smiling, showing merriment, and likewgspeculiarly worldly type of suffering or sadness.
He now detected this worldly sadness in Designface, expressed there with the greatest purity and
intensity, as though this face were meant to beesgmtative of many, to epitomize the secret
sufferings and morbidity of a multitude.

He was disturbed and moved by this face. It seamédn highly significant that the world
should have sent his lost friend here, so thaid®énd Joseph might truly and validly represent
respectively the world and the Order, just as they once done in their schoolboy debates. But it
struck him as even more important and symbolicith&tis lonely countenance, overlaid by sorrow,
the world had dispatched to Castalia not its lagglits joy in living, its pleasure in power, its
crudeness, but rather its distress, its suffefliingit Designori seemed rather to avoid than to kaak
that he responded so slowly and with such resistageve Knecht much food for thought. It also
pleased him, for he had no doubt that he would thaethess be able to win Plinio over. To be sure, his
former schoolmate, thanks to his education in diastaas not one of those unyielding, sulky, or
downright hostile commission members, such as Kinleath dealt with more than once. On the
contrary, he was an admirer of the Order and apatf the Province, which was indebted to him for
many a service in the past. He had, however, giyethe Glass Bead Game many years before.

We are in no position to report in detail how Magister gradually regained his friend's trust.
Those of us who are familiar with the Master's sityeand affectionate courtesy may imagine the
process in our own way. Knecht steadily continweddurt Plinio, and who in the long run could have
resisted the Magister when he was seriously coedetmwin someone's heart?

In the end, several months after that first renni@esigndri accepted the repeated invitation to
visit Waldzell. One windy, slightly overcast autumfternoon, the two men drove through a
countryside constantly alternating between lightt ahade toward the site of their schooldays anlgt ear
friendship. Knecht was in a blithe frame of mindhil his guest was silent but moody, undergoing
abrupt alternations, like the harvested fields leetwsunlight and shadow, between the joys of return
and the sadness of alienation. Near the villagsy; #ighted and tramped on foot along the old paths
which they had walked together as schoolboys, rdmeeimy schoolmates and teachers and some of
their topics of discussion in those long-ago d&gsignori stayed a day as Knecht's guest, looking o
at all of his official acts and labors, as had bagreed. At the end of the day -- the guest wagaue



leave early next morning -- they sat together ireétit's living room, already on the verge of thdir o
intimacy. The course of the day, during which hd haen able to observe the Magister's work hour by
hour, had made a great impression upon Designbat @vening the two men had a conversation
which Designori recorded immediately after his rethome. Although it incorporates a few
unimportant matters which some readers may feairttishe even flow of our account, we think it
advisable to set down the complete text.

"I had in mind to show you so many things," thegidter said, "and now | did not get to them
after all. For example, my lovely garden -- do il recall the Magister's Garden and Master
Thomas's plantings? Yes, and so many other thirggpe there will be future occasions for seeing
them. But in any case, you have had the chandeeickcon a good many of your recollections, and you
also have some idea of the nature of my officidiefuand my routine."

"I am grateful to you for that," Plinio said. "Qrtioday have | begun to divine again what your
Province really is, and what remarkable secretentains, although over the years | have thought
about all of you here far more than you suspect Nave afforded me a glimpse of your office and of
your life, Joseph, and | hope this will not be khst time and that we shall have many opportunites
discuss the things | have seen here, which | cayetdflk about today. On the other hand, | am well
aware that | should in some way be requiting yaudiality, and that my reserve must have taken you
aback. However, you will visit me too some day, aad my native ground. For the present | can only
tell you a little, just enough for you to know saimag about my situation. Speaking frankly, thoutgh
will be embarrassing and something of a penancen&will probably unburden my heart.

"You know that | come from an old family that heeyved the country well and also been well
disposed toward your Province -- a conservativaljaof landowners and moderately high officials.
But you see, even this simple fact brings me skarplagainst the gulf that separates the two of us.
say 'family' and imagine | am saying something $&npbvious, and unambiguous. But is it? You
people of the Province have your Order and youahify, but you do not have a family, you do not
know what family, blood, and descent are, and yaemo notion of the powers, the hidden and
mighty magic of what is called ‘family.’ | fear thhis is also true for most of the words and cpise
which express the meaning of our lives. The thithgs are important to us are not to you; very many
are simply incomprehensible to you, and others leaieely different meanings among you and
among us. How can we possibly talk to each othen? e, when you speak to me, itis as if a
foreigner were addressing me, although a foreigigrse language | learned and spoke myself in my
youth, so that | understand most of what is said.tBe reverse is not the case; when | speak tp you
you hear a language whose very phrases are orilfahaliar to you, while you are entirely ignorawit
the nuances and overtones. You hear tales abdat a Way of existing, which is not your own. Most
of it, even if it happens to interest you, remaitien and at best only half understood. You remembe
our many debates and talks during our schooldagsn@part they were nothing but an attempt, one of
many, to bring the world and language of your Rrogiinto harmony with my own. You were the
most receptive, the most willing and honest amdhtipase with whom | attempted to communicate in
those days; you stood up bravely for the right€astalia without being against my different wonttla
unsympathetic to its rights, not to speak of desgig. In those days we certainly came rathereluos
each other. But that is a subject we will returiater.”

As he paused to marshal his thoughts, Knechtcgaitiously: "This matter of not being able to
understand may not be as drastic as you make.iOdwourse two peoples and two languages will
never be able to communicate with each other smately as two individuals who belong to the same
nation and speak the same language. But thatrisasmn to forgo the effort at communication. Within
nations there are also barriers which stand imidne of complete communication and complete mutual
understanding, barriers of culture, educationntai@dividuality. It might be asserted that every
human being on earth can fundamentally hold a disawvith every other human being, and it might



also be asserted that there are no two persohge warld between whom genuine, whole, intimate
understanding is possible -- the one statemerst isua as the other. It is Yin and Yang, day amght)i
both are right and at times we have to be remirddxbth. To be sure, | too do not believe that you
and | will ever be able to communicate fully, anithout some residue of misunderstanding, with each
other. But though you may be an Occidental an@hmese, though we may speak different languages,
if we are men of good will we shall have a grealde say to each other, and beyond what is prgcise
communicable we can guess and sense a great adedlestth other. At any rate let us try."

Designori nodded and continued: "For the time ¢peiwant to tell you the little you must know
in order to have some inkling of my situation. W#tlen, first of all, the family is the supreme pvin
a young person's life, whether or not he acknowdsdg | got on well with my family as long as | sva
a guest student in your elite school. Throughoetytkar | was well taken care of among you; during
the holidays | was pampered at home, for | watiig son. | had a deep and in fact a passionat lov
for my mother; separation from her was the onlgfdrfelt each time | departed. My relationshipny
father was cooler, but friendly, at least durinktla¢ years of my boyhood and youth that | spent
among you. He was an old admirer of Castalia andgto see me being educated in the elite schools
and initiated into such elevated matters as thes3®ead Game. My vacations at home were gay and
festive; | might almost say that the family and ki sense knew each other only in party dress.
Sometimes, when | set out for vacation, | pitidcbéalyou who were left behind for having nothing of
such happiness.

"I need not say much about those days; you knewetter than anyone else, after all. | was
almost a Castalian, a little gayer, coarser, anceragperficial, perhaps, but happy and enthusjastic
full of high spirits. That was the happiest periodny life, although of course at the time | never
suspected that this would be so, for during the&sseyin Waldzell | expected that happiness and the
crowning experiences of my life would come aftegturned home from your schools and used the
superiority | had acquired in them to conquer thtsiole world. Instead, after my departure from gou
conflict began which has lasted to this day, ahdJe not been the victor in this struggle. Forglaee
| returned to no longer consisted in just my hoarg] the country had not been simply waiting to
embrace me and acknowledge my Waldzell superidéign at home | soon encountered
disappointments, difficulties, and discords. Itk@owhile before | noticed. | was shielded by mivaa
confidence, my boyish faith in myself, and my haygsis, and shielded also by the morality of the
Order which | had brought back with me, by the habimeditation.

"But what a disappointment and disillusionmenadifat the university where | wanted to study
political subjects. The general tone among theesitg] the level of their education and social life,
personalities of so many of the teachers -- howhadl contrasted with what | had become accustomed
to among you. You recall how in defending our watghinst yours | used to extol the unspoiled, naive
life? If that was a piece of foolishness desengngishment, my friend, | have been harshly punished
Because this naive, innocent, instinctual lifes tthildlike, untrammeled brilliance of the simptauk
may possibly exist among peasants or artisan@roewhere, but | never succeeded in finding it, let
alone sharing in it. You remember too, don't yamwyh would speechify about the arrogance and
affectation of Castalians, attacking them for beangpnceited and decadent lot with their castetspir
and their elite haughtiness. Now | had to discdkiat people in the world were no less proud ofrthei
bad manners, their meager culture, their coarse, hmmor, the dull-witted shrewdness with which
they kept themselves to practical, egotistic goltey regarded themselves as no less precious,
sanctified, and elect in their narrow-minded cryditan the most affected Waldzell show-off could
ever have done. They laughed at me or patted ntleeoimack, but a good many of them reacted to the
alien, Castalian qualities in me with the outrightnity that the vulgar always have for everything
finer. And | was determined to take their dislileeaadistinction."

Designori paused briefly, and threw a glance adfii to see whether he was tiring him. His



eyes met his friend's and found in them an exprassi close attention and friendliness which
comforted and reassured him. He saw that Knechtotally absorbed; he was listening not as people
listen to casual talk or even to an interestingystout with fixed attention and devotion, as if
concentrating on a subject of meditation. At thmesdime Knecht's eyes expressed a pure,
warmhearted good will -- so warm that it seemeBIinio almost childlike. He was swept with a kind

of amazement to see such an expression upon th@falce same man whose many-sided daily labors,
whose wisdom and authority in the governance obffise he had admired all through the day.
Relieved, he continued:

"I don't know whether my life has been uselessrartely a misunderstanding, or whether it
has a meaning. If it does have a meaning, | sheaydt would be this: that one single specific pars
in our time has recognized plainly and experieringtie most painful way how far Castalia has moved
away from its motherland. Or for my part it migl put the other way around: how alien our country
has become from her noblest Province and how Unfifito that Province's spirit; how far body and
soul, ideal and reality have moved apart in oumtgy how little they know about each other, or wan
to know. If | had any one task and ideal in litewas to make myself a synthesis of the two prilesip
to be mediator, interpreter, and arbitrator betwibertwo. | have tried and failed. And since aék
cannot tell you my whole life, and you would notdige to understand it all anyhow, | will describe
only one of the situations in which my failure wasealed.

"The difficulty after | began attending the unisigy consisted not so much in my being unable
to deal with the teasing or hostility that cameway as a Castalian, a show-off. Those few among my
new associates who regarded my coming from the stihools as a glory gave me more trouble, in
fact, and caused me greater embarrassment. Nbatbepart, perhaps the impossible task | set myself
was to continue a life in the Castalian senseeémtidst of worldliness. At first | scarcely noticed
abided by the rules | had learned among you, andgdime time they seemed to prove their validity in
the world. They seemed to strengthen and shieldse@mmed to preserve my gaiety and inner
soundness and to increase my resolve to pass grgtyears in the Castalian way as far as possible,
following the paths that my craving for knowledgelicated and not letting anything coerce me into a
course of studies designed to prepare the studghbeoughly as possible in the shortest possiivle t
for a speciality in which he could earn his liveldd, and to stamp out whatever sense of freedom and
universality he may have had.

"But the protection that Castalia had given mevpdodangerous and dubious, for | did not want
to be like a hermit, cultivating my peace of soudl greserving a calm, meditative state of mind. |
wanted to conquer the world, you see, to understatwiforce it to understand me. | wanted toraffi
it and if possible renew and reform it. In my owerson | wanted to bring Castalia and the world
together, to reconcile them. When after some digaypment, some clash or disturbance, | retired to
meditate, | derived great benefit at first; eaoheti meditation was like relaxation, deep breathing,
return to good, friendly powers. But in time | rieal that this very practice of meditation, the
cultivation and exercising of the psyche, was whalated me, made me seem so unpleasantly strange
to others, and actually rendered me incapableadfyranderstanding them. | saw that | could really
understand those others, those people in the woddof it, if | once again became like them, ifaldh
no advantages over them, including this recoursedditation.

"Of course it may be that | am putting it in atbetight when | describe it in this way. Perhaps
it was simply that without associates trained t]oghme practices, without supervision by teachers,
without the bracing atmosphere of Waldzell, | gr@tulost the discipline, that | grew sluggish and
inattentive and succumbed to carelessness, anththmiments of guilty conscience | then excused
myself on the ground that carelessness was ore@fttributes of this world, and that by giving way
it | was coming closer to an understanding of myimmment. I'm not trying to make things out better
than they are for your sake, but neither do | wartteny or conceal the fact that | went to consitikr



lengths, that | strove and fought, even where | masaken. | was serious about the whole problem.
But whether or not my attempt to find a meaningfalce for myself was mere conceit on my part -- in
any case, it ended as it was bound to end. Thedlwaask stronger than | was; it slowly overwhelmed
and devoured me. It was exactly as if life tookaheny word and molded me wholly to the world
whose rightness, naive strength, and ontologigagésarity |1 so highly praised and defended against
your logic in our Waldzell disputations. You remesnb

"And now | must remind you of something else whyolu probably forgot long ago, since it
meant nothing to you. But it meant a great deah¢g it was important, important and terrible. My
student years had come to an end; | had adaptddyden defeated, but not entirely. Inwardly | still
thought of myself as your equal and imagined thetd made certain adjustments, shed certain
customs, more out of prudence and free choicedbdhe consequence of defeat. And so | also clung
to a good many of the habits and needs of my egiars. Among them was the Glass Bead Game,
which probably had little point, since without ctarst practice and constant association with equal a
especially with better players, it's impossiblégarn anything, of course. Playing alone can at bes
replace such practice the way talking to oneselfaees real, serious dialogue. So without really
understanding how | stood, what had happened tplayer's skill, my culture, my status as an elite
pupil, | struggled to save at least some of thedees. In those days, whenever | sketched a Game
pattern or analyzed a Game movement for one ofriegds who knew something about the Game but
had no notion of its spirit, it probably seemednaki magic to these total ignoramuses. Then, in my
third or fourth year at the university, | took parta Game course in Waldzell. Seeing the courdeysi
and the town again, visiting our old school andRleyers' Village, gave me melancholy pleasure; but
you were not here; you were studying somewhereontEport or Keuperheim at the time, and were
considered an ambitious eccentric. My Game coueseamly a series of summer classes for pitiable
worldlings and dilettantes like myself. Neverthsldsworked hard at it and was proud at the erttef
course to receive the usu@lthat passing mark which qualifies the holder fdufa vacation courses
of the same sort.

"Well, then, a few years later | once again sumedomp the energy and signed up for a
vacation course under your predecessor. | trigiépare myself for Waldzell. | read through my old
exercise books, made some stabs at the techniquamoéntration -- in short, within my modest limits
I composed myself, gathered my energies, and paehiyn the mood for the course rather the way a
real Glass Bead Game player readies himself fogtbat annual Game. And so | arrived in Waldzell,
where after this longer interval | found myself@d deal more alienated, but at the same time
enchanted, as if | were returning to a lovely lahdd lost, in whose language | was no longer very
fluent. And this time my fervent wish to see yowaimgwas granted. Do you by any chance recall,
Joseph?"

Knecht looked earnestly into his eyes, noddedsamited slightly, but said not a word.

"Good," Designori continued. "So you remember. jdat what do you remember? A casual
reunion with a schoolmate, a brief encounter asdmpointment, after which one goes on and thinks
no more about it, unless the other fellow tactiessiminds one about it decades later. Isn't tRaiMas
it anything else, was it more than that for you?"

Although he was obviously trying very hard to hbichself in check, it was apparent that
emotions accumulated over many years, and neveaeradswere on the brink of eruption.

"You are anticipating,” Knecht said carefully. "Widl speak of my impressions when it is my
turn to render an accounting. You have the floaw,linio. | see that the meeting was not pleakant
you. It was not for me either, at the time. And ngovon and tell me what it was like. Speak blufitly.

"I'll try," Plinio said. "I certainly don't wanbtblame you for anything. | must concede that you
behaved with absolute courtesy toward me -- maaa that. When | accepted your invitation to come
here to Waldzell, where | have not been sincegsbabnd course, not even since my appointment to the



Castalian Commission, | made up my mind to confyant with what | experienced at that time,
whether or not this visit turned out pleasantly dArow | mean to continue. | had come to the course
and been put up in the guest house. The peopleindurse were almost all about my age; some were
even a good deal older. There were at most twenig,dhe majority Castalians, but either poor,
indifferent, or slack Glass Bead Game playersankbeginners who had tardily decided that they
ought to obtain some familiarity with the Gamew#s a relief to me that | knew none of them.
Although our instructor, one of the Archive assissareally tried hard and was most friendly toward
us, the whole thing had from the start the feetihgeing a half-baked, useless affair, a make-ups=
whose random collection of students no more bedi@évdts importance or chance of success than does
the teacher, although no one involved will admitwhy, you might have wondered, should this
handful of people get together to engage in somgttiiey had no capacity for nor enough interest in
go at it with perseverance and devotion, and wloylkha skilled specialist bother to give them
instruction and assign them exercises which hediinssarcely thought would come to anything? At
the time | didn't know -- | found out from more expenced persons later on -- that | simply had bad
luck with this course, that another group of pgsaats might have made it stimulating and useful,
even inspiring. It often suffices, | was later taid have two members of the class who kindle each
other, or who already know each other and are @oealds, to give the whole course, for all the
participants and the teacher as well, the necessggtus. But you are the Game Master, after allf y
must know all about such matters.

"Well, then, | had rotten luck. The animating $paas missing from our haphazard group;
there was no impetus, not even a little warmth. Whele thing remained a feeble extension course for
grown-up schoolboys. The days passed, and my d&apment increased with each passing day. Still,
besides the Glass Bead Game there was Waldzédica pf sacred and cherished memories for me. If
the Game course were a failure, | still ought t@bke to celebrate a homecoming, to chat with forme
schoolmates, perhaps have a reunion with the fadmaimore than anyone else represented to me Our
Castalia -- you, Joseph. If | saw a few of the campns of my schooldays again, if on my walks
through this beautiful, beloved region | met agaim lares and penates of my youth, and if good
fortune would have it that we might come closeaoteother again and a dialogue should spring up
between us as in the old days, less between yomarttian between my problem with Castalia and
myself -- then this vacation would not be wastéentit would not so much matter about the course
and all the rest.

"The first two old schoolfellows who crossed mytpaere innocuous enough. They were glad
to see me, patted me on the back and asked chgddesstions about my legendary life out in the world
But the next few were not so innocuous; they weeentvers of the Players' Village and the younger
elite and did not ask naive questions. On the aopitiwvhen we ran into one another in one of the
rooms of your sanctuaries and they could not vezlf avoid me, they greeted me with a pointed and
rather tense politeness, or rather a condescegeéimiglity. They made it clear that they were bugyhw
important matters quite closed to me, that theyrdmtme, no curiosity, no sympathy, no desire to
renew old acquaintance. Well, I did not force miyealthem; | let them alone in their Olympian,
sardonic, Castalian tranquility. | looked acrosthaim and their busy, self-satisfied doings like a
prisoner watching through bars, or the way the plbongry, and oppressed eye the wealthy and
aristocratic, the handsome, cultivated, untroubhell-bred, well-rested members of an upper class
with their clean faces and manicured hands.

"And then you turned up, Joseph, and when | sawiyelt rejoicing and new hope. You were
crossing the yard; | recognized you from behing/byr walk and at once called you by name. At last a
human soul, | thought; at last a friend, or perh@ap®pponent, but someone | can talk to, a Casttdia
the bone, certainly, but someone in whom the QGastabirit has not frozen into a mask and a suit of
armor. A man, someone who understands. You mu#t haticed how glad | was and how much |



expected from you, and in fact you met me halfwity the greatest courtesy. You still recognized me,
| meant something to you, it gave you pleasurestoray face again. And so we did not leave it dt tha
brief warm greeting in the yard; you invited me aleyoted, or rather sacrificed, an evening to ms. B
what an evening that was! The two of us tormentegealves trying to seem jocose, civil, and
comradely toward each other, and how hard it wasigdo drag that lame conversation from one
subject to another. Where the others had beerfendift to me, with you it was worse -- this straine
and profitless effort to revive a lost friendshipsyumuch more painful. That evening finally put ad e
to my illusions. It made me realize with unsparatarity that | was not one of your comrades, not
seeking the same goals, not a Castalian, not apefsmportance, but a nuisance, a fool trying to
ingratiate himself, an uncultivated foreigner. Ahd fact that all this was conveyed to me with such
politeness and good manners, that the disappoittamehimpatience were so impeccably masked,
actually seemed to me the worst of it. If you hatraided me: "What has become of you, my friend,
how could you let yourself degenerate this way®'itk would have been broken and | would have
been happy. But nothing of the sort. | saw thatmoion of belonging to Castalia had come to nothing
that my love for all of you and my studying the &@8ead Game and our comradeship were all
nothing. Elite Tutor Knecht had taken note of myantunate visit to Waldzell; for my sake he had put
himself through a whole evening of boredom, andwhme the door with undeviating courtesy.”

Designori, struggling with his agitation, brokd ahd with a tormented expression looked
across at the Magister. Knecht sat there, all attenabsorbedly listening, but not in the leastetphe
sat looking at his old friend with a smile that via of friendly sympathy. Since Designori did not
continue, Knecht rested his eyes on him, with & lologood will and satisfaction, in fact with a tdu
of amusement. For a minute or longer Plinio bleakBt that gaze. Then he cried out forcefully,
although not angrily: "You're laughing! Laughing®wthink it was all fine?"

"I must admit," Knecht said smilingly, "that yoave described that episode remarkably well,
splendidly. That is exactly how it was, and perhtdaeslingering sense of insult and accusation ryo
voice was needed for you to bring it out as effexdi as you did and to recall the scene to my mind
with such perfect vividness. Also, although I'ma&dryou still see the whole affair in somewhat the
same light as you did then, and have not fully céonterms with it, you told your story with objecti
correctness -- the story of two young men in aglaémbarrassing situation in which both had to
dissemble, and one of whom -- that is, you -- nthéemistake of concealing the painfulness of the
whole matter behind a gay exterior, instead of giog the masquerade. It seems as if you were $o thi
day blaming me more than yourself for the fruitiessss of that encounter, although it was absolutely
up to you to have set its terms. Have you reallgdieto see that? But still you have describeceityv
well, | must say. You've called back the whole senfsoppression and embarrassment over that weird
evening. For a while I've felt as if | had to fight composure again, and I've been ashamed fdnthe
of us. No, your story is exactly right. It's a daee to hear a story so well told."

"Well now," Plinio began, rather astonished, anthwan offended and mistrustful note
lingering in his voice, "it's good that my storyshemused at least one of us. If you want to know, i
didn't amuse me."

"But you do see," Knecht said, "how merrily we ecenw regard this story, which isn't exactly
to the credit of either of us? We can laugh at it."

"Laugh? Why should we?"

"Because this story about the ex-Castalian Pivfio struggled to master the Glass Bead Game
and worked so hard for his former friend's apptemmais now past and over with for good, exactkeli
the story of the tutor Knecht who in spite of af training in Castalian manners was a total duffer
when it came to dealing with this Plinio who sudgdsiew in on him, so that today after so many
years that clumsy behavior can be held up to him asmirror. Once again, Plinio, you have an
excellent memory and you've told the story welleeuldn't have done it justice. It's fortunatetttiee



tale is over and done with and we can laugh at it."

Designori was perplexed. He could not help feetmreywarmth and pleasantness of the
Magister's good humor. It was obviously far remofredn mockery. And he felt also that an intense
seriousness lay behind this gaiety. But in telligstory he had too painfully relived the bittess®f
that episode, and his narrative had been so muttteinature of a confession that he could not chang
key so readily.

"Perhaps you forget," he said hesitantly, alrdaaly persuaded, "that what | related was not the
same for me as it was for you, For you it was astnabagrin; for me it was defeat and collapse, and
incidentally also the beginning of important chasngemy life. When | left Waldzell that time, juss$
soon as the course ended, | resolved never tarbare, and | was close to hating Castalia andfall
you. | had lost my illusions and had realized thabuld never again belong among you, perhaps had
never belonged as much as | had imagined. It wootdhave taken much more to make me into a
renegade and an outright enemy of everything Gastal

Knecht fixed him with a look at once cheerful grahetrating.

"Certainly," he said, "and of course you're gdingell me all about that soon, | very much
hope. But for the present | see our relationshithiss In our early youth we were friends, weretedr
and took very different paths. Then we met agathis-at the time of your unlucky holiday course.
You'd become half or entirely a person of the worlaas a rather conceited Waldzeller, much
preoccupied with Castalian forms; and today we haealled this disappointing and shaming reunion.
We have seen ourselves and our awkwardness dintigaand we have been able to laugh at it, because
today everything is completely different. | freelgimit that the impression you made on me at thra ti
did in fact embarrass me greatly; it was an altogietinpleasant, negative impression. | could make
nothing of you; to me you unexpectedly, disturbyngnd annoyingly seemed unfinished, coarse,
worldly. | was a young Castalian who knew nothifighe world and actually wanted to know nothing
of it. And you, well, you were a young foreignerage reason for visiting us | could not rightly
understand. | had no idea why you were taking a&emurse, for you seemed to have almost nothing
of the elite pupil left in you. You grated on myrmes as | did on yours. Of course | could not help
striking you as an arrogant Waldzeller without &agis for his arrogance who was bent on keeping his
distance from a non-Castalian and amateur at tmeeGAnd to me you were a kind of barbarian,
semicultured, who seemed to be making bothersomgaundless claims upon my interest and my
friendship. We fended each other off; we came clogeting each other. There was nothing we could
do but part, because neither of us had anythirgiv®the other and neither of us could be faiht® t
other.

"But today, Plinio, we have been able to reviva shamefully buried memory and we may
laugh at that scene and at the pair of us, bedadsg we have come together as different men and
with quite different intentions and potentialitiesvithout sentimentality, without repressed fegéirof
jealousy and hatred, without conceit. Both of usagup long ago; both of us are men now."

Designori smiled with relief. But still he aské&re we so sure of that? After all, we had good
will enough even then."

"l should think we had," Knecht said, laughing ntAwith all our good will we drove and
strained ourselves until we couldn't bear it amgker. At that time we disliked each other instinely.

To each of us the other was unfamiliar, disturbaldggn, and repugnant, and only an imaginary sense
of obligation, of belonging together, forced ugptay out that tedious farce for a whole evening. |
realized that soon after your visit. Neither ofnagl properly outgrown either our former friendsbip
our former opposition. Instead of letting that tilaship die we thought we had to exhume it and
somehow continue it. We felt indebted to it and haddea how to pay the debt. Isn't that so?"

"I think," Plinio said thoughtfully, "that evenday you are still being somewhat overpolite.
You say ‘we both,' but in fact it was not the tWaus who were seeking and unable to find each other



The seeking, the love, was all on my side, andhealtsappointment and suffering also. And now | ask
you: What has changed in your life since that nmgétiNothing. In my case, on the other hand, itavas
deep and painful dividing line, and | cannot acgeqtr laughing way of dismissing it."

"Forgive me," Knecht amiably apologized. "I havelgably rushed matters. But | hope that in
time you too will be able to laugh at that incidedf course you were wounded then, though not by
me, as you thought and still seem to think. Youemgounded by the gulf between yourself and
Castalia, by the chasm between your world and mvimeh we seemed to have bridged in the course of
our schoolboy friendship but which suddenly yawbetbre us so fearfully wide and deep. Insofar as
you blame me personally, | beg you to state yoausation frankly."

"Oh, it was never an accusation. But it was anplafou didn't hear it at the time, and it seems
you don't want to hear it even now. At the time ymswered it with a smile and a show of good
manners, and you're doing the same thing again."

Although he sensed the friendship and profoundigeid in the Magister's eyes, he was
impelled to stress this point; it was necessaryHis burden he had borne for so long to be at last
thrown off.

Knecht's expression did not change. After a motmeetlection he said cautiously: "Only now
am | beginning to understand you, friend. Perhapsare right and we must discuss this too. Stidlym
I remind you that you could legitimately have exgelcme to enter into what you call your plaint only
if you had really expressed it. But the fact weet thuring that evening's conversation in the guest
house you expressed no plaints whatsoever. Ing@magut as brisk and brave a face as possibleen th
whole thing, just as | did. Like me, you acted ti&rless warrior who has no grievances. But sacretl
you expected, as you now tell me, for me to heahildden plaint somehow and to recognize your true
face behind your mask. Well, | fancy | did noticeething of the sort at the time, though far from
everything. But how was | to suggest to you thatk worried about you, that I pitied you, without
offending your pride? And what would have beengbed of my extending my hand, since my hand
was empty and | had nothing to give you, no advicecomfort, no friendship, because our ways had
parted so completely? As a matter of fact, atithe the hidden uneasiness and unhappiness that you
concealed behind a brash manner annoyed me; tate 1 found it repugnant. It contained a claim on
my sympathy which was contradicted by your manhteit there was something importunate and
childish about it, and it made my feelings chilvaxd you all the more. You were making claims on
my comradeship. You wanted to be a Castalian, ag®@a&ad Game player; and at the same time you
seemed so uncontrolled, so odd, so lost in ego@stiotions. That was the tenor of my opinion at the
time, for | could see clearly that virtually notbimas left of the Castalian spirit in you. You had
apparently forgotten even the elementary rulesy VeI, that wasn't my affair. But then why were
you coming to Waldzell and wanting to hail us asnyellows? As I've said, | found that annoying and
repugnant, and at the time you were absolutelyt ifgfou interpreted my assiduous politeness as
rejection. | did instinctively reject you, and ragcause you were a worldly person, but because you
were asserting a claim to be regarded as a CastBlig when you recently reappeared after so many
years, there was no longer any trace of that. ¥okdd worldly and talked like a man from outside. |
noticed the difference especially in the expressiosadness, grief or unhappiness on your facel But
liked everything about you, your bearing, your wgrelven your sadness. They were beautiful, suited
you, worthy of you. None of that bothered me; Ildaaccept you and affirm it all without the sligkte
inner resistance. This time no excessive politea@sl good manners were necessary, and so |
promptly met you as a friend and tried to show gouaffection and concern. But this time the
situation was reversed, this time it was | whodtie win you while you held back. My only
encouragement was that | tacitly understood yopeapance in our Province and your interest in our
affairs as a sign of attachment and loyalty. Smliinally you responded to my wooing, and we have
now come to the point of opening our hearts to edbbr and in this way, | hope, being able to renew



our old friendship.

"You were just saying that our meeting at thaktwas painful for you, but insignificant for
me. We won't argue about that; you might be riBlt. our present meetingmice is by no means
insignificant for me. It means a great deal morm&than | can possibly tell you, more than you can
possibly guess. Just to give you the briefest nfshit means more to me than the return of aftastd
and the resurrection of times past with new for ia a new light. Above all it represents to me a
kind of call, an approach toward me from outsid®pens a way for me into your world; it confronts
me once more with the old problem of a synthesiséen you and us. And this occurs at the right
moment. This time the call does not find me dddfnds me more alert than | have ever been, becaus
it does not really surprise me. It does not comméoas something alien, something from outside
which | may or may not respond to, as | pleaseh&ait comes out of myself; it is the twin to aye
powerful and insistent desire, to a need and aihgngithin myself. But let us talk of this some eth
time; it is already late and we both need our rest.

"You spoke of my good cheer and your sadnessyandneant, it seems to me, that | was not
being fair to what you call your ‘plaint," and thatave not been fair to it today either, sincedpond
to this plaint with smiles. There is something hleden't quite understand. Why should not a conmplai
be listened to with cheerfulness; why must one vaedoleful face instead of a smile? From the fact
that you came to Castalia again, and to me, witlr goief and your burden, | think | may conclude
that our cheerful serenity means something to Boif | do not go along with your sadness, do not
let myself be infected by it, that does not medon't recognize it or take it seriously. | fullycognize
and honor your demeanor, which your life in the liidvas imprinted upon you. It becomes you and
belongs to you; it is dear to me and deserves cgsaiéhough | hope to see it change. Of coursel ¢
only guess at its source; you will tell me or redt ine about it later, as seems right to you. | se@
only that you seem to have a hard life. But whyydo think | would not or cannot be fair to you and
your burdens?"

Designori's face had clouded over once more. "$iomes," he said resignedly, "it seems to me
that we have not only two different languages aagiswof expressing ourselves, each of which can
only vaguely be translated into the other, but tiraiare altogether and fundamentally different
creatures who can never understand each other hghigs is really the authentic and integral human
being, you or me? Every so often | doubt that eitieis is. There were times when | looked up ta yo
members of the Order and Glass Bead Game playdrsuch reverence, such a sense of inferiority,
and such envy that you might have been gods orsgre forever serene, forever playing, forever
enjoying your own existences, forever immune tdesufg. At other times you seemed to me either
pitiable or contemptible, eunuchs, artificially éoed to an eternal childhood, childlike and clsldlin
your cool, tightly fenced, neatly tidied playgrouamld kindergarten, where every nose is carefully
wiped and every troublesome emotion is soothedyad@ngerous thought repressed, where everyone
plays nice, safe, bloodless games for a lifetine erery jagged stirring of life, every strong feelj
every genuine passion, every rapture is promptickéd, deflected, and neutralized by meditation
therapy. Isn't it an artificial, sterilized, didatlly pruned world, a mere sham world in which you
cravenly vegetate, a world without vices, withoasgions, without hunger, without sap and salt, a
world without family, without mothers, without ctilen, almost without women? The instinctual life is
tamed by meditation. For generations you havedefithers dangerous, daring, and responsible things
like economics, law, and politics. Cowardly and Iwebtected, fed by others, and having few
burdensome duties, you lead your drones' lives sartiat they won't be too boring you busy
yourselves with all these erudite specialties, teyhables and letters, make music, and play tlas$
Bead Game, while outside in the filth of the wagplabr harried people live real lives and do realkwor

Knecht had listened to him with unswervingly frigynattentiveness.

"My dear friend," he said deliberately, "how stgbnyour words remind me of the spirited



battles of our schooldays. The difference is thday | no longer need play the same part as Iraid.t
My task today is not defense of the Order and tio@iRce against your assaults, and | am very glad
that this troublesome task, which overtaxed méatime, is mine no longer. You see, it's become
rather difficult to repel the sort of glorious cé&yacharge you've once again mounted. You talk, for
example, of people out in the rest of the countip e real lives and do 'real work'. That souads
fine and absolute -- practically axiomatic -- ahdne wanted to oppose it one would have to rudely
remind the speaker that his own 'real work' coagattly in sitting on a committee for the bettentne
of Castalia. But let us leave joking aside for th@ment. It is apparent from your words and youeton
that your heart is still full of hatred for us, aatdthe same time full of despairing love towargdful$ of
envy and longing. To you we are cowards, droneshidren playing in a kindergarten, but at times
you have also seen us as godlike in our seremitymFall this, though, | think | may rightly concled
one thing: Castalia is not to blame for your sadngsur unhappiness, or whatever we choose tatcall
That must come from elsewhere. If we Castaliangweblame, your accusations against us would not
be just what they were in the discussions of oyhbod. In later conversations you must tell me more
and | don't doubt that we shall find a way to mg&a happier and more serene, or at least to change
your relationship toward Castalia into a freer amate pleasant one. As far as | can see right now, y
have a false, constrained, sentimental attitudatdws. You have divided your own soul into a
Castalian and worldly part, and you torment yodreetessively about things for which you bear no
responsibility. Possibly you also do not take agsip enough other things for which you do bear
responsibility. | suspect that it is some time sigou have done any meditation exercises. Isit't tha
so?"

Designori gave an anguished laugh. "How keen yeiDomine!Some time, you say? Many,
many years have passed since | gave up the magieditation. Now you are suddenly so concerned
about me! That time you met me here in Waldzellrduthe vacation course and showed me so much
courtesy and contempt, and turned down my pleadorradeship in so polished a manner, | left here
with the firm resolve to put an end to everythings@lian about me. From then on | gave up the Glass
Bead Game, ceased meditating; even music was ddoilene for a considerable time. Instead | found
new friends who gave me instruction in worldly asments. We drank and whored; we tried all
available narcotics; we sneered at decency, regerégiealism. Of course the thing didn't go on very
long at such a crude level, but long enough to remmmmpletely the last traces of Castalian veneer.
And then, years later, when | occasionally realitted | had gone too far and badly needed somteof t
techniques of meditation, | had become too prowstad again.”

"Too proud?" Knecht murmured.

"Yes, too proud. | had meanwhile plunged intowweld and become a man of the world. |
wanted nothing more than to be one with the otHessinted no other life than the world's life s it
passionate, childlike, crude, ungoverned life Vatiilg forever between happiness and fear. | diszthi
the idea of procuring a degree of relief and saaescendence over others by employing your
methods."

The Magister gave him a sharp look. "And you eeduhat, for many years? Didn't you use
any other methods to cope with it all?"

"Oh yes," Plinio confessed. "I did and still dd.tAnes | go back to drinking, and usually | need
all kinds of sedatives so that | can sleep."”

For a second Knecht closed his eyes, as thougtesbdweary; then he fixed his gaze upon his
friend once more. Silently, he looked into his fae@rnestly probing at first, but with his own
expression gradually growing gentler, friendliearener. Designori has recorded that he had never
before encountered such a look in anyone's eyleskaat once so searching and so loving, so inrnfocen
and so critical, radiating such kindness and sunchiscience. He admits that this look disturbed him
unpleasantly at first, but gradually reassured@retcame him by its gentle insistence. But he uills s



trying to fight back.

"You said that you know ways to make me happierraore serene. But you don't ask whether
that is what | really want."

"Well," Joseph Knecht said, laughing, "if we caaka a person happier and more serene, we
should do it in any case, whether or not he asks.usnd how could you not want that and not be
seeking it? That's why you are here, that's whyameonce again sitting face to face, that's why you
returned to us, after all. You hate Castalia, yespise it, you're far too proud of your worldlinessl
your sadness to wish to find relief through the afseeason and meditation. And yet a secret,
ungquenchable longing for us and our serenity reethimith you all through these years, luring you to
return, to try us once more. And | must tell yoattiiou have come at the right moment, when | too
have been longing intensely for a call from yourldpofor an opening door. But we'll talk about that
next time. You've confided a great deal to menfitieand | thank you for it. You will see that | too
have some things to confess to you. It is late;rgdaaving tomorrow, and another day of official
routines awaits me. We must go to bed. But pleaserge another fifteen minutes."

He stood up, went to the window, and looked ughatstarry, crystalline night sky overlaid by
the scudding clouds. Since he did not return tahgr at once, his guest also stood up and carme ov
to the window beside him. The Magister stood theérmking in the cool, thin air of the autumnal hig
with rhythmic inhalations. He pointed toward thg sk

"Look," he said. "This landscape of clouds and gWyfirst glance you might think that the
depths are there where it is darkest; but thenrgalize that the darkness and softness are only the
clouds and that the depths of the universe bedinairthe fringes and fjords of this mountain rage
clouds -- solemn and supreme symbols of clarity@a@rliness. The depths and the mysteries of the
universe lie not where the clouds and blacknesslaeedepths are to be found in the spaces otylari
and serenity. Please, just before going to sleelp lp for a while at these bays and straits agaith,
all their stars, and don't reject the ideas ormiethat come to you from them."

A strange quiver went through Plinio's heart -cbald not tell whether it was of grief or
happiness. An unimaginably long time ago, he redaih the lovely, serene beginnings of his lif@as
Waldzell student, he had been summoned in simitadsito his first meditation exercises.

"And let me say one word more," the Glass Bead &htaster resumed, again in his low voice.
"l would like to say something more to you abowetiul serenity, the serenity of the stars andhef t
mind, and about our Castalian kind of serenity .afsmu are averse to serenity, presumably because
you have had to walk the ways of sadness, and Hdwightness and good cheer, especially our
Castalian kind, strikes you as shallow and childgsid cowardly to boot, a flight from the terrorsla
abysses of reality into a clear, well-ordered warlanere forms and formulas, mere abstractions and
refinements. But, my dear devotee of sadness, tevergh for some this may well be a flight, though
there may be no lack of cowardly, timorous Castaliplaying with mere formulas, even if the majority
among us were in fact of this sort -- all this wibuabt lessen the value and splendor of genuine
serenity, the serenity of the sky and the mindn&m there are those among us who are too easily
satisfied, who enjoy a sham serenity; but in catttathem we also have men and generations of men
whose serenity is not playful shallowness, but estrdepth. | knew one such man -- | mean our former
Music Master, whom you used to see in Waldzell aow then. In the last years of his life this man
possessed the virtue of serenity to such a debetét radiated from him like the light from a stao
much that it was transmitted to all in the formbehevolence, enjoyment of life, good humor, trust,
and confidence. It continued to radiate outwardnfad! who received it, all who had absorbed its
brightness. His light shone upon me also; he tratetnto me a little of his radiance, a little bkt
brightness in his heart, and to our friend Ferromm@s well, and a good many others. To achieve this
cheerful serenity is to me, and to many othersfittest and highest of goals. You will also find it
among some of the patriarchs in the directoratb@fOrder. Such cheerfulness is neither frivoliby n



complacency; it is supreme insight and love, affition of all reality, alertness on the brink of all
depths and abysses; it is a virtue of saints amahights; it is indestructible and only increasethwage
and nearness to death. It is the secret of beawtyre real substance of all art. The poet whespgai
the splendors and terrors of life in the dance-mmessof his verse, the musician who sounds thean in
pure, eternal present -- these are bringers of, ligbreasers of joy and brightness on earth, éviey
lead us first through tears and stress. Perhapsotewhose verses gladden us was a sad solitaty, a
the musician a melancholic dreamer; but even sowwk shares in the cheerful serenity of the gods
and the stars. What they give us is no longer teikness, their suffering or fears, but a dropwt
light, eternal cheerfulness. Even though whole feEsoand languages have attempted to fathom the
depths of the universe in myths, cosmogonies, aligions, their supreme, their ultimate attainment
has been this cheerfulness. You recall the antlardus -- our teacher in Waldzell once spoke so
beautifully about them. A people of suffering, ebbding, of penance and asceticism; but the great
ultimate achievements of their thought were brayid cheerful; the smile of the ascetics and the
Buddhas are cheerful; the figures in their profquamdgmatic mythologies are cheerful. The world
these myths represent begins divinely, blissfuligiantly, with a springtime loveliness: the golden
age. Then it sickens and degenerates more and ingrews coarse and subsides into misery; and at
the end of four ages, each lower than the othieisripe for annihilation. Therefore it is tramgle
underfoot by a laughing, dancing Siva -- but itsloet end with that. It begins anew with the srofle
dreaming Vishnu whose hands playfully fashion anghyunew, beautiful, shining world. It is wonderful
-- how these Indians, with an insight and capduaitysuffering scarcely equalled by any other pepple
looked with horror and shame upon the cruel gameaofd history, the eternally revolving wheel of
avidity and suffering; they saw and understoodftagility of created being, the avidity and dialsoti

of man, and at the same time his deep yearninguity and harmony; and they devised these glorious
parables for the beauty and tragedy of the creatighty Siva who dances the completed world into
ruins, and smiling Vishnu who lies slumbering atayfully makes a new world arise out of his golden
dreams of gods.

"But to return to our own, Castalian cheerfulnéssiay be only a lateborn, lesser variety of
this great universal serenity, but it is a compiekegitimate form. Scholarship has not been chéderf
always and everywhere, although it ought to be.Vtt us scholarship, which is the cult of truth, i
closely allied to the cult of the beautiful, antleal also with the practice of spiritual refreshrnbn
meditation. Consequently it can never entirely litsserene cheerfulness. Our Glass Bead Game
combines all three principles: learning, veneratbthe beautiful, and meditation; and therefore a
proper Glass Bead Game player ought to be drenohdteerfulness as a ripe fruit is drenched in its
sweet juices. He ought above all to possess therithaerenity of music, for after all music is hivig
but an act of courage, a serene, smiling, striingard and dancing through the terrors and flaafes
the world, the festive offering of a sacrifice. $lkind of cheerful serenity is what | have been
concerned with ever since | began dimly to serssméaning during my student days, and | shall never
again relinquish it, not even in unhappiness arfiésng.

"We shall go to sleep now, and tomorrow morning goe leaving. Come back soon, tell me
more about yourself, and | shall begin to tell yima. You will hear that even in Waldzell and even
the life of a Magister there are doubts, disappoarits, despairs, and dangerous passions. But now |
want you to take an ear filled with music to bedhwiou. A glance into the starry sky and an edadil
with music is a better prelude to sleep than alingedatives."

He sat down and carefully, very softly, played @azement from the Purcell sonata which was
one of Father Jacobus's favorite pieces. The rielldato the stillness like drops of golden ligkt
softly that along with them the song of the oldrftain in the yard could be heard. Gently, austerely
sparingly, sweetly, the lovely separate voices anet mingled; bravely and gaily they paced their
tender rondo through the void of time and transi&ss, for a little while making the room and the



night hour vast as the universe. And when the @isdmade each other good night, the guest's face had
changed and brightened, although his eyes had fii¢h tears.

TEN
PREPARATIONS

Now THAT KNECHT had managed to break the ice, a vital associatimitalizing to the two of
them, began between himself and Designori. Therlattho for long years had lived in resigned
melancholia, had to admit that his friend was rig¥tiat had drawn him back to the Pedagogic
Province was in fact the longing for a cure, faghtness, for Castalian cheerfulness. While Tegudar
observed the new development with jealous mistRIgstjo began visiting frequently, even when he
had no commission business. Soon Magister Kneaw ail he needed to know about him.
Designori's life had been neither so extraordimanyso complicated as Knecht had imagined after
those initial revelations. In his youth Plinio heuffered certain disappointments and humiliatidne,
more painful to one of his active, enthusiasticgerament, of which we have already heard. He had
failed in his efforts to become a mediator betwienworld and Castalia; he had not contrived to
create a synthesis of the worldly and Castalianpmorants in his background and character, and had
instead turned into an isolated and embitteredaeitsNevertheless, he was not simply a failure. In
defeat and renunciation he had in spite of evemgtBhaped a selfhood.

In him Castalian education seemed to have miszhrAt least it had so far produced nothing
but conflicts and disappointments for him, and @qund loneliness difficult for a man of his sast t
bear. It seemed, moreover, that since he had dao®ked into this thorny path of maladjustment, he
was driven to commit all kinds of acts that incezhkis isolation and his difficulties. Thus whitéla
student he found himself irreconcilably at oddgwiiis family, in particular with his father.

Although not reckoned among actual political leadais father like all the Designoris had
been a lifelong supporter of the conservative,gweernment party. He was hostile to all innovatjons
opposed to the claims of the underprivileged to ngivs and a fair share in the economy. He was
suspicious of men without name or rank, devotetthéoold order, and prepared to make sacrifices for
everything he regarded as legitimate and sacrethdii having any special religious vein, he was
friendly toward the Church. And although he did lamk a sense of justice, benevolence, charity, and
helpfulness, he was obstinately and on principlgospd to the efforts of tenant-farmers to betteirth
lot. He was wont to cite the program and slogarts®party as a rationalization for this harshnéss.
reality, what motivated him was neither convictimor insight, but blind loyalty to his class and the
traditions of his family. This spirit was in keepgiwith a deep chivalrousness and feeling for chiwval
honor, and an outspoken contempt for everythingghetended to be modern, progressive, and
contemporary.

It was a bitter blow to a man of this sort whes $on Plinio, while still in his student days,
joined a distinctly oppositional and modernistictpaln those days a youthful left wing of an old
middle-class liberal party had been formed, ledlmgan named Veraguth, a publicist, deputy, and
forceful orator. He was a highly emotional popudistl libertarian with a tendency to become
intoxicated by his own rhetoric. This man courted students by giving public lectures in university
towns, and met with considerable success. Amonegr @hthusiastic followers, he won over Designori.
The young man, disappointed with the university s@eking something to sustain him, some
substitute for the Castalian morality which had ltshold on him, seeking some kind of new idealis



and program, was carried away by Veraguth's lestiite admired the man's passion and fighting
spirit, his wit, his hortatory style, his good I@énd fine speech. Soon Plinio joined a faction of
students who had been converted by Veraguth'sreecand were working for his party and aims.

When Plinio's father learned of this, he set awiree for the university town. In a thundering
rage, shouting at his son for the first time inlties he charged him with conspiracy, betrayahisf
father, his family, and the traditions of his housed ordered him to undo his error at once byrisye
all ties with Veraguth and his party. This was amtiy not the right way to influence the young man,
who saw his position turning into a kind of martynal Plinio stood up to his father's thunder. He
hadn't attended the elite school for ten yearsti@diniversity for several, he declared, in ordegive
up his power of judgment. He was not going to leligue of selfish landowners prescribe his views o
government, economics, and justice. In framing téy, he profited by the example of Veraguth,
who modeled himself on the great tribunes of theppeein never speaking of his own or class interest
but only of pure absolute justice and humanity.

Plinio's father burst into bitter laughter and gested that his son at least finish his studies
before he meddled in grown-up affairs and fanded he knew more about human life and justice than
venerable generations of noble families whose degéa scion he was and whom he was now
traitorously stabbing in the back. With every wtind quarrel grew more bitter and insulting, urité t
father suddenly stopped in icy shame, as thoughrammad shown him his own face distorted with
rage. In silence, he took his leave.

From then on, Plinio's old pleasant and intimatationship to his paternal home was never
restored. He remained loyal to his faction anahés-liberalism. What is more, after completing his
studies he became Veraguth's disciple, assistatiindimate associate, and a few years later ms so
in-law. Since Designori's psychic equilibrium haskh disturbed by his education in the elite schools
or perhaps we should say by his difficulties indjaating to the world and to life back home, sa tiea
was already beset by problems, these new relaiigmgirew him into an exposed, complex, and
delicate situation. He gained something of induldg¢avalue, a kind of faith, political convictiorend
membership in a party which satisfied his youtlefalving for justice and progressiveness. In Veragut
he acquired a teacher, leader, and older friendméiicfirst he uncritically admired and loved, anidov
moreover seemed to need him and appreciate hirgalhed a direction and goal, work and a mission
in life. That was a good deal, but it had to berlygaought. To some degree the young man came to
terms with the loss of his natural position in faigher's family and among his peers; to some deugee
managed to meet expulsion from a privileged castd,its subsequent hostility, with a sort of relish
martyrdom. But there were some things he could ngetover, above all the gnawing sense that he
had inflicted pain on his beloved mother, had pideer in an uncomfortable position between his
father and himself, and by doing so had probabdyteined her life. She died soon after his marriage.
After her death Plinio scarcely ever visited hisneg and when his father died he sold the ancient
family seat.

Among those who have made heavy sacrifices farsétipn in life, a government post, a
marriage, a profession, there are some who coril@ve their position and affirm it the more dret
strength of these very sacrifices. What they ha¥kesed for constitutes their happiness and their
fulfillment. Designori's case was different. Alttgluhe remained loyal to his party and its leadisr, h
political beliefs and work, his marriage and higatism, he began to doubt everything connected with
these things. His whole life had become problemét him. The political and ideological fervor of
youth subsided. In the long run, the struggle tavproneself right no more made for gladness than ha
the trials undertaken out of defiance. Experiengerofessional life had its sobering effect. Ulttelg
he wondered whether he had become a follower ciyeh out of a sense of truth and justice or
whether he had not been at least half seducedebmém's gifts as a speaker and rabble-rouser, his
charm and nimble wit in public appearances, th@stnof his voice, his splendid virile laughtend



the intelligence and beauty of his daughter.

More and more he began to doubt whether old Desigyith his class loyalty and his obduracy
toward the tenant-farmers had really held the baser. He became uncertain whether good and bad,
right and wrong, had any absolute existence aPallhaps the voice of one's own conscience was
ultimately the only valid judge, and if that weie ghen he, Plinio, was in the wrong. For he was no
happy, calm, and balanced; he was not confidensandre. On the contrary, he was plagued by
uncertainty, doubts, and guilts. His marriage watsumhappy and mistaken in any crude sense, Blut sti
it was full of tensions, complications, and resises. It was perhaps the best thing he possessgeitl, b
did not give him that tranquility, that happinetfgt innocence and good conscience he so badly
missed. It required a great deal of circumspedctioth self-control. It cost him much effort. Moreover
his handsome and gifted small son Tito very soaabe a focal point of struggle and intrigue, of
courting and jealousy, until the boy, pampered exxessively loved by both parents, inclined more
and more to his mother's side and became her aariihat was the latest and, so it seemed, the
bitterest sorrow and loss in Designori's life.admot broken him; he had assimilated it and foamd
attitude toward it, a dignified, but grave, worndamelancholy way of bearing it

While Knecht was gradually learning all this frdws friend in the course of frequent visits, he
had also told him a great deal about his own egpegs and problems. He was careful not to letd’lini
fall into the position of the one who has madedoisfession only to regret it at a later hour othve
change of mood, to wish to take it all back. Ondbetrary, he won Plinio's confidence by his own
candor and strengthened it by his own revelatibmthe course of time he showed his friend what his
own life was like -- a seemingly simple, uprighlggulated life within a clearly structured hieraxchi
order, a career filled with success and recognithorh nevertheless a hard and completely lonedydff
many sacrifices. And although as an outsider ther® much that Plinio could not entirely grasp, he
did understand the main currents and basic emot@asainly he could comprehend Knecht's craving
to reach out to the youth, to the younger pupilspaiied by miseducation, and sympathize with his
desire for some modest employment such as thatafia or music teacher in a lower school, free of
glamor and of the eternal obligation to play a putile. It was wholly in the style of Knecht's
methods of teaching and psychotherapy that hemgtwon over this patient by his frankness, bubals
planted the thought in Plinio's mind that he ccuddp his friend, and thus spurred him really tasdo
For in fact Designori could be highly useful to tagister, not so much in helping him to solve his
main problem, but in satisfying his curiosity ahddt for knowledge about innumerable details f&f i
in the world.

We do not know why Knecht undertook the difficialsk of teaching his melancholy boyhood
friend to smile and laugh again, or whether anygi of a reciprocal service was involved.
Designori, at any rate, who was certainly in a fiasito know, did not think so. He later said:
"Whenever | try to fathom how my friend Knecht mgad to do anything with a person as
confirmedly unhappy as myself, | see more and rptaimly that his power was based on magic and, |
must add, on a streak of roguishness. He was &rrague, far more than his own underlings realized,
full of playfulness, wit, slyness, delighting in gieian's tricks, in guises, in surprising disappeaes
and appearances. | think that the very momenst fiuirned up at the Castalian Board meeting he
resolved to snare me and exert his special sonfloence on me -- that is, to awaken and reform me
At any rate he took pains to win me over from teepfirst. Why he did it, why he bothered with rhe,
cannot say. | think men of his sort usually do stithgs unconsciously, as a kind of reflex. Whesyth
encounter someone in distress they feel it as thskrto respond to that appeal immediately. Hadiou
me distrustful and shy, by no means ready to ffiddl his arms, let alone ask him for help.

"He found me, his once frank and communicativenfd, disillusioned and reticent; yet this
very obstacle seemed to stimulate him. He did e gp, prickly though | was, and he finally
achieved what he wanted. Among other things he ritagem that our relationship was one of mutual



aid, as though my strength were equal to his, mgttwto his, my need of help paralleled by an equal
need on his part. In our very first long convematie implied that he had been waiting for somethin
like my appearance, that he had in fact been lanfginit, and gradually he admitted me into hisnpla
of resigning his office and leaving the Province. &lways made me aware of how much he counted
on my advice, my assistance, my secrecy, since &gt me he had not a single friend in the world
outside, and no experience at all with that wdrltdmit that | liked to feel this, and that it cabtited

a good deal toward my trusting him completely arydputting myself more or less at his mercy. |
believed him absolutely. But later, in the courbére, the whole thing began to seem totally dukio
and improbable, and | would have been unable tondether and to what extent he really expected
something from me, and whether his way of captunmegwas innocent or politic, naive or sly, sincere
or contrived and a kind of game. He was so far sapto me, and did me so much good, that | would
never have ventured to look deeper into the mdtieany case, nowadays | regard the fiction that hi
situation was similar to mine, and he just as ddpathon my sympathy and aid as | on his, as merely
form of politeness, an engaging and pleasant welngdestion that he wove around me. Only that to
this day | cannot say to what extent his game wighwas conscious, preconceived, and deliberate, to
what extent it was in spite of everything naive angure product of his nature. For Magister Joseph
was certainly a great artist. On the one hand tge to educate, to influence, to heal and help and
develop the personalities of others, was so sttbaghe scarcely scrupled about the means he ased;
the other hand it was impossible for him to undextaven the smallest task without devoting himself
totally to it. But one thing is certain: that aethme he took me under his wing like a friend &kel a
great physician and guide. He did not let go ofanee he held me, and ultimately he awakened me
and cured me as far as that was possible. Ancetharkable thing, so utterly typical of him, wasttha
while he pretended to be asking me to help himpesé@m his office, and while he listened calmly
and often with actual approval to my crude and $eampinded jibes at Castalia, and while he himself
was struggling to free himself from Castalia, heualty lured and guided me back there. He persuaded
me to return to meditation. He schooled and reshapeby means of Castalian music and
contemplation, Castalian serenity, Castalian fodftt He made me, who in spite of my longing for
your way had become so utterly un-Castalian andCagtalian, into one of your sort again; he
transformed my unrequited love for you into a réegilove."

Such were Designori's comments, and no doubt dedeson for his admiring gratitude. It may
not be too difficult to teach boys and young memnlifestyle of the Order, with the aid of our triadd
true methods. It was surely a difficult task in t@se of a man who was already approaching his
fiftieth year, even if this man were himself fuflgood will. Not that Designori ever became anyghin
like a model Castalian. But Knecht succeeded fnllywhat he had set out to do: in lifting the bitter
weight of unhappiness, in leading Designori's tgueulnerable soul back to something like harmony
and serenity, and in replacing a number of hishzduts by good ones. Naturally the Magister Ludi
could not himself undertake all the detailed wdrittwas involved. He enlisted the apparatus and
energies of Waldzell and the Order in behalf of thonored guest. For a while he even dispatched a
meditation master from Hirsland, the seat of thdeDs directorate, to stay a while with Designow a
supervise his exercises. But the whole plan arettion of the cure remained in Knecht's hand.

It was in his eighth year as Magister that hest yielded to his friend's repeated invitations
and visited him at his home in the capital. Withrpission from the directorate of the Order, with
whose President, Alexander, he had close and mffate relations, he devoted a holiday to his visit
Although he expected a great deal of it, he had Ipesting it off for a whole year, partly because h
first wished to be sure of his friend, partly, mubt, out of a natural timidity. This was, aftelk, &is
first step into that world from which his friendiftb had brought his stony sadness, the world which
held so many important secrets for him.

He found the modern house which his friend hadharged for the old Designori townhouse



presided over by a stately, highly intelligent, aaegerved lady. She, however, was dominated by her
handsome, cheeky, and rather ill-behaved son wiimee to be the center of everything here and who
had apparently taken over from his mother a sulp@usi and rather insulting attitude toward his &th

Initially rather cool and suspicious of everythi@gstalian, both mother and son soon came
under the spell of the Magister, whose office glawe, in their eyes, an almost mythical aura of
mystery and consecration. Nevertheless, the atneosmturing this first visit was stiff and forced.
Knecht remained rather quiet, observing and awgaewvents. The lady of the house received him with
formal politeness and inner distaste, as if he vadngh officer of some enemy army being quartered
on her. Tito, the son, was the least constraingtethree; probably he had often enough lookeuthon
amusement on similar situations. No doubt he hsal piofited by them. His father seemed to be only
playing the part of master of the house. Betweandnd his wife the prevailing tone was one of
gentle, cautious, rather anxious politeness, aadh of them were walking on tiptoe. This tone was
maintained far more easily and naturally by theawiifan by her husband. As for the son, Plinio was
always making overtures of comradeship to the bbickwwere at times taken up for selfish reasons, at
other times impudently rebuffed.

In short, the three lived together in a sultry @sphere of effort, guiltiness, and sternly
repressed impulses, filled with fear of frictiordagruptions, in a state of perpetual tension. Tle f
behavior and speech, like the style of the wholgskopwas a little too careful and deliberate, asgh
a solid wall had to be built against eventual bheacand assaults. Knecht also noted that a grabbvfle
Plinio's regained serenity had vanished from hae fagain. Though in Waldzell or in the guest house
of the Order in Hirsland he was by now almost fségloom, in his own house he still stood in the
shadows, and provoked as much criticism as pity.

The house was a fine one. It bespoke wealth andibus tastes. In each room the furnishings
were of the right proportions for the space; eaab tuned to a pleasant harmony of two or three
colors, with here and there a valuable work oftlaniecht looked about him with pleasure; but in the
end all these delights to the eye struck him dsde too handsome, too perfect, and too well thobugh
out. There was no sense of growth, of movemengmdwal. He sensed that this beauty of the house
and its belongings was also meant as a land of spaéfensive gesture, and that these rooms,rptu
vases, and flowers enclosed and accompanied ef kfain longing for harmony and beauty which
could be attained only in the form of tending suall-co-ordinated surroundings.

It was in the period after this visit, with itsrsewhat unedifying impressions, that Knecht sent a
meditation teacher to his friend's home. After hgwpent a single day in the curiously taut and
charged atmosphere of this house, the Magisterrstoel much that he had not wished to know but
needed to learn for his friend's sake. Nor wasfitgsvisit the last. He came again, several tinaesl
on some of these occasions the talk turned to ¢iducand the difficulties with young Tito. In these
conversations Tito's mother took a lively part. Mhagister gradually won the confidence and likirig o
this highly intelligent and skeptical woman. Onaten he said half jokingly that it was a pity heyb
had not been sent to Castalia early, while therestil time for him to be educated there, she tthek
remark seriously as if it were a reproof, and céonger own defense. She doubted, she said, whether
Tito would have been admitted; he was gifted enpuagttainly, but hard to handle, and she would
never have wished to impose her own ideas on thieAfter all, a similar attempt in the case of his
father had not worked out well. Besides, neither sbr her husband had ever thought to claim the old
Designori family privilege for their son, since yhiead broken with Plinio's father and the whole
tradition of the ancient house. Finally, she adaéth a painful smile, that in any case she wouwit n
have been able to part with her child, since heallatat made her life worth living.

Knecht gave a great deal of thought to this lastark, which obviously had been made without
reflection. So her house, in which everything waslistinguished, elegant, and harmonious, so her
husband, her politics, her party, the heritageneffather she had once adored -- so all this was no



enough to give meaning to her life. Only her cloitdild make it worth living. And she would rather
allow this child to grow up under the harmful carahs that prevailed in this house than be separate
from him for his own good. For so sensible and segiy so cool and intellectual a woman, this was
an astonishing confession. Knecht could not hetbalirectly as he had her husband, nor did he hav
the slightest intention of trying. But as a resilhis rare visits and of the fact that Plinio wemler his
influence, some moderation and a reminder of betssts were introduced into the warped and wrong-
headed family situation. The Magister himself, hegre as he gained increasing influence and
authority in the Designori household with each secling visit, found himself more and more puzzled
by the life of these worldly people. Unfortunatehg know very little about his visits in the capigad

the things he saw and experienced there, so thatwsé content ourselves with the matters we have
already indicated.

Knecht had not hitherto approached the PresidaiiecOrder in Hirsland any more closely
than his official functions demanded. He probalaly $iim only at those plenary sessions of the Board
of Educators which took place in Hirsland, and ethemn the President generally performed only the
more formal and ornamental duties, the receptiahcamgé of his colleagues, with the principal work
of conducting the session being left to the Speakee previous President, who at the time of Knecht
assuming office was already an old man, had begnyhrespected by the Magister Ludi, but had made
not a single gesture toward lessening the distbatgeen them. For Knecht he was scarcely a human
being, no longer had any personality; he hoverdtgla priest, a symbol of dignity and composure,
silent summit and crowning glory, above the entierarchy. This venerable man had recently died,
and the Order had elected Alexander its new Preside

Alexander was the same Meditation Master whonh#eds of the Order had assigned to our
Joseph Knecht years ago, during the early periddsofnagistracy. Ever since, the Magister had
retained an affectionate gratitude for this exemyptapresentative of the spirit of hierarchy. And
Alexander himself, during the time he daily watclweer the Magister Ludi and became virtually his
father confessor, had seen enough of his persgraid conduct to come to love him. Both grew aware
of the hitherto latent friendship from the momédrdttAlexander became Knecht's colleague and
President of the Order. Henceforth they saw edoeérdtequently and had work to do together. It was
true that this friendship lacked a foundation iemday, commonplace tasks, just as it lacked shared
experiences in youth. It was rather the mutual sstimpof two colleagues at the summit of their
respective vocations, who expressed their frieedbrby a slightly greater warmth in greetings and
leave-takings, by the deftness of their mutual ca&hension, at most by a few minutes of chatting
during brief breaks at a sitting of the Board.

Constitutionally, the President, who was alsoethMaster of the Order, was in no way
superior to his colleagues, the other Magisters.H&had acquired an indefinable superiority due to
the tradition that the Master of the Order presideer the meetings of the Supreme Board. And as the
Order had grown more meditative and monastic duhiegast several decades, his authority had
increased -- although only within the hierarchy #&mel Province, not outside it. Within the Board of
Educators, the President of the Order and the Maétbae Glass Bead Game had more and more
become the twin exponents and representativeed@ #stalian spirit. As against the ancient discgdi
handed down from pre-Castalian eras -- such asrgayrastronomy, mathematics, or music -- the
Glass Bead Game and discipline of the mind thraugtitation had become the truly characteristic
values of Castalia. It was therefore of some sigguifce that the two present leaders in these fields
stood in a friendly relationship to each other. €ach it was a vindication of his own worth, foclea
an extra dash of warmth and satisfaction in hés fibr both it was an additional spur to the fldfiént
of their task of embodying in their own personsdieepest values, the sacral energies of the Castali
world.

To Knecht, therefore, this meant one more tie,ronee counterpoise to his growing urge to



renounce everything and achieve a breakthroughaimew and different sphere of life. Nevertheless,
this urge developed inexorably. Ever since he hiinieal become fully aware of it -- that may have
been in the sixth or seventh year of his magistrattyhad grown steadily stronger. Subscribindghas
did to the idea of "awakening," he had unfalteryngdceived it into his conscious life and thinkivge
believe we may say that from that time on the tndwd his coming departure from his office and from
the Province was familiar to him. Sometimes it seéfiike a prisoner's belief in eventual freedom,
sometimes like knowledge of impending death asugtrappear to a man gravely ill.

During his first frank conversation with Pliniog thad for the first time expressed the thing in
words. Perhaps he had done so only in order toowén his friend and persuade him to open his heart;
but perhaps also he had intended, by this initebAcommunication, to turn this new awakening of
his, this new attitude toward life, in an outwaicedtion. That is, by letting someone into his s¢tre
was taking a first step toward making it a realityhis further conversations with Designori, Knésh
desire to shed his present mode of life sooneater,|to undertake the leap into a new life, assutine
status of a decision. Meanwhile, he carefully baiithis friendship with Plinio, who by now was
bound to him not only by his former admiration, higo by the gratitude of a cured patient. In that
friendship Knecht now possessed a bridge to theideitvorld and to its life so laden with enigmas.

It need not surprise us that the Magister waitetbsg before allowing his friend Tegularius a
glimpse of his secret and of his plan for brealamgy. Although he had shaped each of his friendship
with kindness and with regard for the good of ttieeo, he had always managed to keep a clear,
independent view of these relationships, and tectlitheir course. Now, with the re-entry of Plimto
his life, a rival to Fritz had appeared, a new-oieind with claims upon Knecht's interest and eoni
Knecht could scarcely have been surprised thatl&dge reacted with signs of violent jealousy. Bor
while, until he had completely won over Designtite Magister may well have found Fritz's sulky
withdrawal a welcome relief. But in the long ruro#imer consideration took a larger place in his
thoughts. How could he reconcile a person like Tagus to his desire to slip away from Waldzell and
out of his magistracy? Once Knecht left Waldzed Would be lost to this friend forever. To taketFri
along on the narrow and perilous path that lay teefidom was unthinkable, even if Fritz should
unexpectedly manifest the desire and the couragtdécenterprise.

Knecht waited, considered, and hesitated for @ Marg time before initiating Fritz into his
plans. But he finally did so, after his decisioridave had long been settled. It would have begtlyo
unlike him to keep his friend in the dark, and mordess behind his back prepare steps whose
consequences would deeply affect him as well. $sgge Knecht wanted to make him, like Plinio, not
only an initiate, but also a real or imaginary aisiace activity makes every situation more bearabl

Knecht had, of course, long ago made his friemgyfo his ideas about the doom threatening
the Castalian organization, as far as he caredrtonwnicate these ideas and Tegularius to receive
them. After he resolved to tell Fritz of his intiemis, the Magister used these ideas as his linktrary
to his expectations, and to his great relief, Ftitznot take a tragic view of the plan.

Rather, the notion that a Magister might fling past back at the Board, shake the dust of
Castalia from his feet, and seek out a life thaeduhis tastes, seemed to please Fritz. The ickealéy
amused him. Individualist and enemy of all standartibn that he was, Tegularius invariably sided
with the individual against authority. If there \@gsrospect of fighting, taunting, outwitting thewsrs
of officialdom, he was always for it.

His reaction gave Knecht a valuable clue as to toogo on. With an easier conscience, and
laughing inwardly, the Magister promptly enteretbihis friend's attitude. He did not disabuse Foitz
his notion that the whole thing was a kindcofip de mairagainst bureaucracy, and assigned him the
part of an accomplice, collaborator, and conspirdtavould be necessary to work out a petitionriro
the Magister to the Board, he said -- an expositioall the reasons that prompted him to resign his
office. The preparation of this petition was todhgefly Tegularius's task. Above all he must askitai



Knecht's historical view of the origins, developmemd present state of Castalia, then gatherridato
materials with which Knecht's desires and proposailgd be documented. That this would lead him
into a field he had hitherto rejected and scortteelfield of history, seemed not to disturb Tegukat

all, and Knecht quickly taught him the necessancpdures. Soon Tegularius had immersed himself in
his new assignment with the eagerness and terfaeigyways had for odd and solitary enterprisess Thi
obstinate individualist took a fierce delight ireie studies which would place him in a position to
challenge the bigwigs and the hierarchy in genarad, show them their shortcomings.

Joseph Knecht took no such pleasure in these eadgaor had he any faith in their outcome.
He was determined to free himself from the fettérisis present situation, leaving himself
unencumbered for tasks which he felt were awaiting But he fully realized that he could not
overpower the Board by rational arguments, norgigkeTegularius any part of the real work that had
to be done. Nevertheless, he was very glad to khatfritz was occupied and diverted for the short
while that they would still be living in proximitip each other. The next time he saw Plinio Designor
he was able to report: "Friend Tegularius is nosyhand compensated for what he thinks he has lost
because of your reappearance on the scene. Hisiggaills almost cured, and working on something for
me and against my colleagues is doing him goodstémost happy. But don't imagine, Plinio, that |
count on anything concrete coming out of this pjaside from the benefit to himself. It is most
unlikely that our highest authority will grant thpetition of mine. In fact, it's out of the questidt
best they will reply with a mild reprimand. Whataitns my request is the nature of our hierarchyfitsel
A Board that would release its Magister Ludi inp@sse to a petition, no matter how persuasively
argued, and would assign him to work outside Castabuldn't be to my liking at all. Besides, these
the character of our present Master of the Ordastkr Alexander is a man whom nothing can bend.
No, | shall have to fight this battle out alonetBat us allow Tegularius to exercise his mindtfoe
present. All we lose by that is a little time, winicneed in any case so as to leave everythingdtere
well arranged that my departure will cause no harwaldzell. But meanwhile you must find me
some place to live on the outside, and some emm@aymo matter how modest; if necessary | shall be
content with a position as a music teacher, sayeétl only be a beginning, a springboard.”

Designori said he thought something could be foand when the time came his house was at
his friend's disposal for as long as he liked. Bogécht would not accept that.

"No," he said, "l wouldn't do as a guest; | mustdrsome work. Besides, my staying more than
a few days in your house, lovely as it is, wouldyadd to the tensions and troubles there. | hagatg
confidence in you, and your wife, too, nowadayatsene in a friendly way, but all this would look
entirely different as soon as | ceased to be #oviand Magister Ludi, and became a refugee and
permanent guest.”

"Surely you're being a little too literal-mindebaat it," Plinio said. "Once you've made your
break and are living in the capital, you'll soondfiered a suitable post, at least a professomhipe
university -- you can count on that as a certaiBiyt such things take time, as you know, and ofseu
| can only begin working in your behalf after yoaMe won your freedom."

"Of course," the Master said. "Until then my demismust remain secret. | cannot offer myself
to your authorities before my own authority here haen informed and has made its decision; that
goes without saying. But for the present, you knbam not at all seeking a public appointment. My
wants are few, probably fewer than you can imadineed a little room and my daily bread, but above
all work to do, some task as a teacher; | needomefew pupils to whom | can be near and whom |
can influence. A university post is the last thorgmy mind. | would be just as glad -- no, | woblid
far prefer -- to work with a boy as a private tutor something of the sort. What | am seeking ahdtw
I need is a simple, natural task, a person whoseedd Appointment at a university would from the
start mean my fitting into a traditional, sanctifi@nd mechanized bureaucracy, and what | crgustis
the opposite of that."



Hesitantly, Designori brought up the project thatl been on his mind for some time.

"l do have something to propose," he said, "amaehgu will at least think it over. If you can
possibly accept it, you would be doing me a sertace Since that first day | visited you here yavé
given me a great deal of help. You've also comexttw my household and know how things stand
there. My situation isn't good, but it is bettearthit has been for years. The thorniest probletinds
relationship between me and my son. He is spoiedimpudent; he's made himself a privileged
position in our house -- as you know, this waswsdlty pressed on him while he was still a child and
courted by both his mother and myself. Since thea tiecidedly gone over to his mother's side, and
gradually whatever authority | might have had dvien has been adroitly taken out of my hands. | had
resigned myself to that, as | have to so muchielsey botched life. But now that | have recovered
somewhat, thanks to you, I've regained hope. Yousea what | am driving at. | would think it a pec
of great good fortune if Tito, who is having diffities in school anyhow, were to have a tutor who
would take him in hand. It's a selfish requestd\w, and | have no idea whether the task appeals to
you at all. But you've encouraged me to make tiggestion, as least.”

Knecht smiled and extended his hand.

"Thank you, Plinio. No proposal could be more wete to me. The only thing lacking is your
wife's consent. Furthermore, the two of you muspiegpared to leave your son entirely to me for the
time being. If  am to do anything with him, theilganfluence of his home must be excluded. You
must talk to your wife and persuade her to acdaptdondition. Go at it cautiously; give yourselves
time."

"Do you really think you can do something withort Designori asked.

"Oh yes, why not? He has good blood and high enaants from both parents. What is missing
is the harmony of these forces. My task will beweaken in him the desire for this harmony, or rathe
to strengthen it and ultimately to make him congsiof it. | shall be happy to try."

Thus Joseph Knecht had his two friends occupi¢l ks affair, each in a different way. While
Designori in the capital presented the new plamisavife and tried to couch it in terms acceptdble
her, Tegularius sat in a carrel in the library alu¥¢ell following up Knecht's leads and gathering
material for the petition. The Magister had put gobd bait in the reading matter he had prescribed.
Fritz Tegularius, the fierce despiser of histognls his teeth into the history of the warring epcaid
became thoroughly infatuated with it. With his argiasm for any pastime, he ferreted out more and
more anecdotes from that epoch in the dark prafyistiothe Order. Soon he had collected such copious
notes that when he presented them to his friendcKincould use only a tenth of them.

During this period Knecht made several visits® tapital. Because a sound, integrated
personality often finds easy access to troubleddaffidult people, Designori's wife came to trustnh
more and more. Soon she consented to her husla'sTito himself, on one of these visits, boldly
informed the Magister that he no longer wishedde@bidressed with the familiar pronoun, as if heewer
a child, since everyone nowadays, including hislieg used the polite pronoun to him. Knecht
thanked him with perfect courtesy and apologizadis$ Province, he explained, the teachers used the
familiar form to all students, even those who wauée grown up. After dinner he invited the boygm
for a walk with him and show him something of thiy.c

In the course of the walk Tito guided him downtatedy street in the old part of the city, where
the centuries-old houses of wealthy patrician fesistood in an almost unbroken row. Tito paused in
front of one of these substantial, tall, and narbawdings and pointed to a shield over the doorway
"Do you know what that is?" he asked. When Kneealt ke did not, he explained: "Those are the
Designori arms, and this is our old house. It bgézhto the family for three hundred years. But we a
living in our meaningless, commonplace house jestbse after grandfather's death my father took it
into his head to sell this marvelous old mansiod lamild himself a fashionable place that by nowtisn
so modern any more. Can you understand anyoneg dige that?"



"Are you very sorry about the old house?" Knedtiteal.

"Very sorry," Tito said passionately, and repedtesdguestion: "Can you understand anyone's
acting like that?"

"Things become understandable if you look at tirethe right light,” the Magister said. "An
old house is a fine thing, and if the two had steiig by side and your father were choosing between
them, he probably would have kept the old one.dldst, old houses are beautiful and distinguished,
especially so handsome a one as this. But it Gsalseautiful thing to build one's own house, ahenv
an ambitious young man has the choice of comfgrtabd submissively settling into a finished nest, o
building an entirely new one, one can well see tiganay decide to build. As | know your father --
and | knew him when he was a spirited fellow justat as old as you are -- the sale of the house
probably hurt no one more than himself. He had@gpdinful conflict with his father and his family,
and it seems his education in our Castalia waslhagether the right thing for him. At any rateauld
not deter him from several impatient acts of pasdrvobably the sale of the house was one of those
acts. He meant it as a thrust at tradition, a datitan of war upon his family, his father, the whaolf
his past and his dependency. At least that is anetarsee it. But man is a strange creature, and so
another idea does not appear altogether improlbalvte, the idea that by selling this old house your
father wanted primarily to hurt himself rather ththe family. To be sure, he was angry at the family
they had sent him to our elite schools, had giviendur land of education, only to confront him de h
return with tasks, demands, and claims he couldhantlle. But | would rather go no further in
psychological analysis. In any case the story isfshle shows how telling the conflict between éash
and sons can be -- this hatred, this love turndthte. In forceful and gifted personalities thisftiot
rarely fails to develop -- world history is full ekamples. Incidentally, | could very well imagiae
later young Designori who would make it his missiotife to regain possession of the house for the
family at all costs."

"Well," Tito exclaimed, "wouldn't you think he waght?"

"l would not like to judge him. If a later Desigmoecalls the greatness of his family and the
obligations that such greatness imposes, if heesdhe city, the country, the nation, justice, and
welfare with all his energies and in the processwgrso strong that he can recover the house, then h
will be a worthy person and we would want to take lvats off to him. But if he knows no other gaal i
life besides this house business, then he is melegssed, a fanatic, a man surrendering to aopassi
and in all probability someone who never graspeditieaning of such youthful conflicts with a father
and so went on shouldering their load long aftebédeame a man. We can understand and even pity
him, but he will not increase the fame of his ligealt is fine when an old family remains
affectionately attached to its residence, but refuation and new greatness spring solely from sdrs w
serve greater goals than the aims of the family."

Although on this walk Tito listened attentivelycaguite willingly to his father's guest, on other
occasions he exhibited dislike and fresh defiahtthis man, whom his otherwise discordant parents
both seemed to hold in high esteem, Tito sensexhe@pwhich threatened his own pampered freedom,
so that at times he treated Knecht with outrigheness. Each time, however, he would be sorry and
try to make up for such breaches, for it offendiesdsklf-esteem to have shown weakness in the flace o
the serene courtesy that surrounded the Magigealicoat of shining armor. Secretly, too, in his
inexperienced and rather unruly heart, he sensgdlls was a man he might love and revere.

He felt this particularly one half-hour when hensaupon Knecht alone, waiting for his father,
who was busy with affairs. As Tito entered the rdmensaw their guest sitting still, with eyes half
closed, in a statuesque pose, radiating such tilgggund peace in his meditation that the boy
instinctively checked his stride and began to gptat of the room again. But at that point the Mégagi
opened his eyes, gave him a friendly greeting,, rioskcated the piano in the room, and asked whethe
he liked music.



Tito said he did, although he had not had musisdas for quite some time and had left off
practicing because he was not doing so well in alcaind those drill-masters who called themselves
teachers were always keeping after him. Still dhbdedd always enjoyed listening to music. Knecht
opened the piano, sat down at it, found it wasduaed played an andante movement of Scarlatti's
which he had recently used as the basis for a ®@ead Game exercise. Then he stopped, and seeing
the boy rapt and attentive, began outlining morkess what took place in such an exercise. He
dissected the music, giving examples of some oéttadytical methods that could be used and the
ways the music could be translated into the higyagg of the Game.

For the first time Tito saw the Magister not aguast, not as a learned celebrity whom he
resented as a danger to his own self-esteem. Ra#eaw him at his work, a man who had acquired a
subtle, exacting art and practiced it with a médgteand. Tito could only dimly sense the meaning of
that art, but it seemed to be deserving of fullad®mn and to call forth all the powers of an intsgd
personality. That this man thought him grown-up amdlligent enough to be interested in these
complicated matters also gave him greater assuréfecgrew quiet, and during this half-hour he began
to divine the sources of this remarkable man'séheess and unruffled calm.

During this last period Knecht's official actiés were almost as strenuous as they had been in
the difficult time after his assumption of offidde was determined to leave all the areas under his
control in exemplary condition. Moreover, he acli@this aim, although he failed in his further @m
making his own person appear dispensable, or stt éaaily replaceable. That is almost always tse ca
with the highest offices in our Province. The Magiovers rather like a supreme ornament, a
gleaming insigne, above the complex affairs ofdumain. He comes and goes rapidly, flirting amiably
by, says a few words, nods an assent, suggests@miaent by a gesture, and is already gone, glread
talking to the next subordinate. He plays on higi@l apparatus like a musician on his instrument,
seems to expend no force and scarcely any thoygh¢verything runs as it should. But every officia
in this apparatus knows what it means when the 8degis away or ill, what it means to find a
substitute for him even for a few hours or a day.

Knecht spent his time rushing once more throughathole principality of the Vicus Lusorum,
checking everything and especially taking painseoretly groom his Shadow for the task the man
would soon confront, that of representing him irearnest. But all the while he could observe #iat
heart he had already liberated himself from ali,thad moved far away from it. The preciosity a$th
well-arranged little world no longer enraptured hide saw Waldzell and his magisterial function as
something that already virtually lay behind himmegion he had passed through, which had given him a
great deal and taught him much, but which couldbnger tempt him to new accomplishments, to a
fresh outpouring of energy. More and more, durlng period of slow breaking loose and bidding
farewell, he came to see the real reason for lésation and desire to escape. It was probablyheot,
thought, his knowledge of the dangers to Castalihhas anxiety about her future, but simply that a
hitherto idle and empty part of his self, of histheand soul, was now demanding the right to fulfil
itself.

At this time he once again carefully studied tlmm§itution and Statutes of the Order. His
escape from the Province would not, he saw, beasb o accomplish, so nearly impossible as he had
initially imagined. He did have the right to resilgis office on grounds of conscience, and even to
leave the Order. The Order's vow was not a lifetinadter, although members had claimed this
freedom seldom, and a member of the highest Boawdrn\What made the step seem so difficult to
him was not so much the strictness of the law heithierarchic spirit itself, the loyalty within hosvn
heart. Of course he was not planning to skip oaitywhs preparing a circumstantial petition for re¢ga
and that dear fellow Tegularius was working day aigtt at it. But he had no confidence in the
success of this petition. He would receive sootlassurances, admonishments, would perhaps be
offered a vacation in Mariafels, where Father Jasdiad recently died, or perhaps in Rome. But the



authorities would not let him go; that seemed na@ more clear. To release him would violate al th
traditions of the Order. If the Board were to doisavould be admitting that his request was justif
admitting that life in Castalia, and what was mioreuch a high post, might in some circumstancés no
be satisfying to a man, might mean renunciationiamptisonment.

ELEVEN
THE CIRCULAR LETTER

WE ARE APPROACHINGhe end of our tale. As we have already indicabed knowledge of this
end is fragmentary, rather more in the naturelefand than of a historical narrative. We shallehtos
be content with that. We therefore take all theereasure in being able to fill out this next-&stl
chapter of Knecht's life with an authentic documeainely with that voluminous memorandum in
which the Glass Bead Game Master himself preshatauthorities with the reasons for his decision
and asks them to release him from his office.

As we have repeatedly stated, Joseph Knecht ryetdrelieved in the success of this
memorandum which he had had so conscientiouslyapeepWe must admit, moreover, that when the
time came he wished he had neither written nor édia this "petition." He suffered the fate of all
who exercise a natural and initially unconscioug@oover other men: this power is not exercised
without a certain cost to its possessor. AlthoughNlagister had been glad to win his friend
Tegularius's support for his plans, and to haveertach a promoter and associate in them, the
consequences went far beyond what he had concerwehed. He had coaxed or misled Fritz into
undertaking a task whose value he himself, aaiitsos, no longer believed in; but when his friend a
last presented him with the fruits of his labors,dould no longer undo the work. Nor, since the
purpose of the assignment had been to make Ftitzrkzdle to bear their separation, could he lay th
data aside and leave them unused without thorougfféyding and disappointing his friend. At the
time, we are convinced, Knecht would much ratheeharusquely resigned his office and declared his
withdrawal from the Order instead of choosing thendabout mode of the "petition,” which in his
eyes had become virtually a farce. But considendto Tegularius caused him to restrain his
impatience for a while longer.

It would no doubt be interesting if we had hisuettious friend's manuscript at our disposal. It
consisted mainly of historical material meant toveeas proof or illustration; but we may safely
assume that it contained a good many sharp ang eptgrams on the hierarchy, as well as on the
world and world history. But even if this documertmposed as it was in months of tenacious labor,
were still in existence -- as it quite possibly nieey-- we would have to forbear from publishing it
here, since this book of ours would not be the erqgace for it.

Our concern is only with the use the Magister Lmdide of his friend's work. When Tegularius
solemnly presented this document to him, he acdapteith cordial words of gratitude and
appreciation, and knowing what pleasure this waive, asked Fritz to read it aloud. For severalkgay
therefore, Tegularius spent half an hour in the istags garden, for it was summertime, and reatd wit
gusto the many pages of his manuscript. Oftendgbding was interrupted by peals of laughter on the
part of both. These were good days for TegulaAdierward, however, Knecht went into seclusion in
order to compose his letter to the Board. We presere its exact text. No further commentary an it
necessary.



The Magister Ludi's Letter to the
Board of Educators

Various considerations have prompted me, the Meagisidi, to present to the Board a special
request in this separate and somewhat more prinateorandum, instead of including it in my official
report. Although | am appending this memorandurtiéoofficial accounting that is now due, and
await an official reply, | regard it rather as ecaiar letter to my colleagues in office.

Every Magister is required to inform the Boarcaoly hindrances or danger to his conducting
his office in keeping with the Rule. Although | leeendeavored to serve with all my strength, the
conduct of my office is (or seems to me to be)dtered by a danger which resides in my own person,
although that is probably not its sole origin. Ayaate, | see my suitability to serve as Magiktedi
as imperiled, and this by circumstances beyond omgrol. To put it briefly: | have begun to doubt my
ability to officiate satisfactorily because | camesi the Glass Bead Game itself in a state of ciigie
purpose of this memorandum is to convince the Bt@atthe crisis exists, and that my awareness of i
demands that | seek a position other from the orau hold.

Permit me to clarify the situation by a metapfoman sits in an attic room engaged in a subtle
work of scholarship. Suddenly he becomes awardfitieatas broken out in the house below. He will
not consider whether it is his function to sed toti whether he had not better finish his tabatsi He
will run downstairs and attempt to save the hobksze | am sitting in the top story of our Castalian
edifice, occupied with the Glass Bead Game, workwith delicate, sensitive instruments, and instinct
tells me, my nose tells me, that down below sometis burning, our whole structure is imperiledd an
that my business now is not to analyze music andefiles of the Game, but to rush to where the
smoke is.

Most of us brothers of the Order take Castalia,@uler, our system of scholarship and
schooling, together with the Game and everythimpeated with it, as much for granted as most men
take the air they breathe and the ground they stan#iardly anyone ever thinks that this air and th
ground could sometime not be there, that we migirtesday lack air or find the ground vanishing from
under us. We have the good fortune of living weditpcted in a small, neat, and cheerful world, and
the great majority of us, strange as it may seaid to the fiction that this world has always eatbt
and that we were born into it. | myself spent myiyger years in this extremely pleasant delusion,
although | was perfectly well aware of the reattigt | was not born in Castalia, but only sent Hsre
the educational authorities and raised here. | kalea that Castalia, the Order, the Board, thesgeH,
the Archives, and the Glass Bead Game have notyalexsted, are by no means a product of nature,
but a belated and noble creation of man's will, madsitory like all such things. | knew all thimyt it
had no reality for me; | simply did not think of ignored it, and | knew that more than three-cgrart
of us will live and die in this strange and pledsHmsion.

But just as there have been centuries and millewithout the Order and without Castalia,
there will again be such eras in the future. Andfay | remind my colleagues and the honorable
Board of this platitude, and call upon them to tumeir eyes for once to the dangers that threateif u
| assume for a moment the unenviable and ofterciads role of prophet, warner, and sermonizer, | do
so fully prepared to accept mocking laughter; bubpe nevertheless that the majority of you witide
my memorandum to the end and that some of you mary agree with me on a few of its points. That
in itself would be a good deal.

An institution such as our Castalia, a small Pmogidedicated to the things of the mind, is
prone to internal and external perils. The intepells, or at least a good many of them, are kntawn
us; we keep watch for them and take the necessaagumes. Every so often we send individual pupils
back, after having admitted them to the elite stdydmecause we discover in them ineradicable traits



and impulses which would make them unfitted for cemmunity and dangerous to it. Most of them,
we trust, are not lesser human beings on that sbatenerely unsuited to Castalian life, and atfteir
return to the world are able to find conditions emappropriate to them, and develop into capable men
Our practice in this respect has proved its vadne, on the whole our community can be said to Busta
its dignity and self-discipline and to fulfill itask of being and constantly recruiting a nobidifithe

mind. Presumably we have no more than a normat@achble quota of the unworthy and slothful
among us.

The conceit that can be observed among the membets Order is rather more objectionable.
| am referring to that class arrogance to whichrgegistocracy inclines, and with which every
privileged group is charged, with or without just#tion. The history of societies shows a constant
tendency toward the formation of a nobility as @pex and crown of any given society. It would seem
that all efforts at socialization have as theimidgome kind of aristocracy, of rule of the besere
though this goal may not be admitted. The holdéower, whether they have been kings or an
anonymous group, have always been willing to furthe rise of a nobility by protection and the
granting of privileges. This has been so no matteat the nature of the nobility: political, by Wirtby
selection and education. The favored nobility Hasgs basked in the sunlight; but from a certain
stage of development on, its place in the surritsleged state, has always constituted a tenyptati
and led to its corruption. If, now, we regard oud€r as a nobility and try to examine ourselvesdae
to what extent we earn our special position byamrduct toward the whole of the people and toward
the world, to what extent we have already beercteféby the characteristic disease of nobility --
hubris,conceit, class arrogance, self-righteousness, gapl@ness -- if we conduct such a self-
examination, we may be seized by a good many dotlih&spresent-day Castalian may not be lacking
in obedience to the rules of the Order, in indysincultivated intelligence; but does he not often
suffer from a severe lack of insight into his platé¢he structure of the nation, his place in theld/
and world history? Is he aware of the foundatiohisfexistence; does he know himself to be a kaf,
blossom, a twig or root of a living organism? Dbeshave any notion of the sacrifices the nation
makes for his sake, by feeding and clothing himubgerwriting his schooling and his manifold
studies? And does he care very much about the ngpahiour special position? Does he have any real
conception of the purpose of our Order and life?

There are exceptions, granted, many and praisbywerxceptions. Nevertheless | am inclined to
answer all these questions with a No. The averagptalian may regard the man of the outside world,
the man who is not a scholar, without contemptyenv malice, but he does not regard him as a
brother, does not see him as his employer, doem tloé least feel that he shares responsibility fo
what is going on outside in the world. The purpofSkis life seems to him to be cultivation of the
scholarly disciplines for their own sake, or perhagen to be taking pleasurable strolls in the gauad
a culture that pretends to be a universal cultutieout ever being quite that. In brief, this Caistal
culture of ours, sublime and aristocratic thougteittainly is, and to which | am profoundly gratefs
for most of those associated with it not an inseatthey play on like a great organ, not active and
directed toward goals, not consciously serving sbing greater or profounder than itself. Rather, it
tends somewhat toward smugness and self-praisardawe cultivation and elaboration of intellectual
specialism. | know there are a large number of &iasts who are men of integrity and worth, who
really desire only to serve. | mean the teachers ark the products of our system, who then go out
into the country to engage in unselfish and indalaly important service far from the pleasant cliena
and the intellectual luxuries of our Province. Téh&gre teachers out there are, strictly speakimg, t
only ones among us who are really carrying ouptimpose of Castalia. Through their work alone we
are repaying the nation for the many benefits weike from it. Granted that every one of us brather
of the Order knows that our supreme and most sdaskdconsists in preserving the intellectual
foundation of our country and our world. That foatidn has proved to be a moral element of the



highest efficacy, for it is nothing less than tlease of truth -- on which justice is based, as agko
much else. But if we examine our real feelings, nodsis would have to admit that we don't regaed th
welfare of the world, the preservation of intelleadthonesty and purity outside as well as inside ou
tidy Province, as the chief thing. In fact, it istrat all important to us. We are only too gladeiave it

to those brave teachers out there to pay our debetworld by their self-sacrificing work, and more

or less justify the privileges we enjoy, we GlagaB Game players, astronomers, musicians, and
mathematicians. It is part of the above-mentionedgance and caste spirit that we do not much care
whether we earn our privileges by accomplishmdgxsn though our abstemious way of life is
prescribed by the Order, a good many of us plummsebees on it, as if it were a virtue we were
practicing purely for its own sake instead of ity the least that we owe to the country that make
our Castalian existence possible.

| shall content myself with merely referring te#e internal defects and dangers. They are not
insignificant, although in peaceful times they wibuabt come anywhere near imperiling our existence.
But as it happens, we Castalians are dependewnhobn our own morality and rationality. We
depend vitally on the condition of the country e will of the people. We eat our bread, use our
libraries, expand our schools and archives -- failmiei nation no longer wants to authorize thisf dr
should be struck by impoverishment, war, and sdlwen our life and studying would be over in a
minute. Some day our country might decide thatdstalia and our culture are a luxury it can no
longer afford. Instead of being genially proud sf it may come round to regarding us as noxious
parasites, tricksters, and enemies. Those arextemal dangers that threaten us.

To portray these dangers in any graphic form, lildgrobably have to draw upon examples
from history. And if | were talking to the avera@astalian, | would surely encounter a measure of
passive resistance, an almost childish ignoranderatifference. As you know, among Castalians
interest in world history is extremely weak. Mo$us, in fact, not only lack interest but also resp
for history. We fail to do it justice, | might sa@ver the years | have done considerable searahiog
the sources of this feeling -- this mixture of iifielience and arrogance toward world history -- Bnd
have found that it derives from two causes. Fih&,content of history strikes us as rather inferid
am not speaking of intellectual and cultural higtavhich is of course within our purview. Insofa a
we have any notions at all about world history,s&e it as consisting in brutal struggle for power,
goods, lands, raw materials, money -- in shortfHose material and quantitative things which we
regard as far from the realm of Mind and rathertemmptible. For us the seventeenth century is tlee ag
of Descartes, Pascal, Froberger, not of Cromwaeloaris XIV.

The second reason we fight shy of history is caditional and | would say valid distrust of a
certain kind of history writing which was very pdauin the age of decadence before the founding of
our Order. A priori we have not the slightest cdafice in that so-called philosophy of history of
which Hegel is the most brilliant and also mostginous representative. In the following centutgdk
to the most repulsive distortion of history andtdestion of all feeling for truth. To us, a biag this
sham philosophy of history is one of the princifeatures of that era of intellectual debasement and
vast political power struggles which we occasionadll the Century of Wars, but more often the Age
of the Feuilleton. Our present culture, the Ordet @astalia, arose out of the ruins of that agepbu
the struggle with and eventual defeat of its mémytal or insanity.

But it is part of our intellectual arrogance tiagt confront world history, especially in modern
times, in much the same spirit that the hermitsasutics of early Christianity confronted the
theatrum mundithe great theater of the world. History seems taruarena of instincts and fashions,
of appetite, avarice, and craving for power, ofdoldust, violence, destruction, and wars, of arbsi
ministers, venal generals, bombarded cities, antbweasily forget that this is only one of its man
aspects. Above all we forget that we ourselvesagrart of history, that we are the product of glowt
and are condemned to perish if we lose the capmityrther growth and change. We are ourselves



history and share the responsibility for world digtand our position in it. But we gravely lack
awareness of this responsibility.

Let us glance at our own history, at the periodahich the present pedagogic provinces arose,
in our own country and in so many others. Let angé at the origins of the various Orders and
hierarchies of which our Order is one. We see imately that our hierarchy and our homeland, our
beloved Castalia, was certainly not founded by oo held so proudly detached an attitude toward
world history as we do. Our predecessors and fagrakggan their work in a shattered world at the end
of the Age of Wars. Our official explanation of ttzage, which began approximately with the so-called
First World War, is all too one-sided. The troubas, we say, that the things of the mind did noint¢o
in those days; that the powerful rulers considéemésllect itself merely a weapon of inferior quglit
and meant only for occasional use. This attitudesay, was a consequence of "feuilletonistic”
corruption.

Very well -- the anti-intellectuality and brutaliof that period are all too visible to us. When |
call it anti-intellectual, | do not mean to deny itnposing achievements in intelligence and
methodology. But we in Castalia are taught to abersintellect primarily in terms of striving foruth,
and the kind of intellect manifested in those dsgmsms to have had nothing in common with striving
for truth. It was the misfortune of that age there was no firm moral order to counter the resgs
and upheaval engendered by the tremendously napiddase in the human population. What remnants
there were of such a moral order were suppressélebgontemporary sloganizing. And those
struggles produced their own strange and terriblglicts. Much like the era of Church schism
introduced by Luther four centuries earlier, thérerworld was gripped by an immense unrest.
Everywhere lines of battle formed; everywhere biglemity sprang up between old and young,
between fatherland and humanity, between Red aniteWWhNe in our day can no longer reconstruct, let
alone comprehend and sympathize with the impetdgawer of such labels as Red and White, let
alone the real meanings of all those battle cNagh as in Luther's time, we find all over Europed
indeed over half the world, believers and heretiosiths and old men, advocates of the past and
advocates of the future, desperately flailing aheather. Often the battlefronts cut across fraatie
nations, and families. We may no longer doubt thiathe majority of the fighters themselves, or at
least for their leaders, all this was highly sigr@ht, just as we cannot deny many of the spokesmen
those conflicts a measure of robust good faitheasure of idealism, as it was called at the time.
Fighting, killing, and destroying went on everywleand everywhere both sides believed they were
fighting for God against the devil.

Among us, that savage age of high enthusiasmsefleatreds, and altogether unspeakable
sufferings has fallen into a kind of oblivion. Thatard to understand, since it was so closekelin
with the origin of all our institutions, was thedimand cause of those institutions. A satiristhiig
compare this loss of memory with the kind of fofgktess that parvenu adventurers who have at last
obtained a patent of nobility have for their biatid parentage.

Let us continue to dwell a little longer on thagarlike times. | have read a good many of their
documents, taking less interest in the subjugaééidms and destroyed cities than in the attitudinef
intellectuals of the day. They had a hard time,admd most of them did not endure. There were
martyrs among the scholars as well as among tihgycland the example of their martyrdom was not
entirely without some effect, even in those timesscustomed to atrocities. Still and all, most rmen
mind did not stand up under the pressures of tiodgérvt age. Some capitulated and placed their tglen
knowledge, and techniques at the disposal of tleesu- let us recall the well-known statement of a
university professor in the Republic of the Massagie'Not the faculty but His Excellency the Gehera
can properly determine the sum of two and two."é@tput up a struggle as long as it was possible to
do so in a reasonably safe fashion, and publishe@gts. A world-famous author of the time -- so we
read in Ziegenhalss -- in a single year signed rti@e two hundred such protests, warnings, appeals



to reason, and so on -- probably more than he tiagldy read. But most learned the art of silence;
they also learned to go hungry and cold, to begraael from the police. They died before their time
and were envied for this by the survivors. Cousti@smbers took their own lives. There was truly no
pleasure and no honor in being a scholar or a wiiteose who entered the service of the rulers and
devised slogans for them had jobs and livelihobdsthey suffered the contempt of the best among
their fellows, and most of them surely sufferedgsaaf conscience also. Those who refused such
service had to go hungry, live as outlaws, andrdimisery or exile. A cruel, an incredibly harsh
weeding out took place. Scientific research thdtrdit directly serve the needs of power and warfare
rapidly sank into decadence. The same was trutaéowhole educational system. History, which each
of the leading nations of any given period refergdiusively to itself, underwent revision and
fantastic simplification. Historical philosophy afeliilletonism dominated the field.

So much for details. Those were wild and violémes, chaotic and Babylonian times in which
peoples and parties, old and young, Red and Whatégnger understood each other. After sufficient
bloodletting and debasement, it came to its ergtgtarose a more and more powerful longing for
rationality, for the rediscovery of a common langeafor order, morality, valid standards, for an
alphabet and multiplication table no longer decreggower blocs and alterable at any moment. A
tremendous craving for truth and justice aroserdason, for overcoming chaos. This vacuum at the
end of a violent era concerned only with superfittiangs, this sharp universal hunger for a new
beginning and the restoration of order, gave nseur Castalia. The insignificantly small, couraggo
half-starved but unbowed band of true thinkers hdgae aware of their potentialities. With heroic
asceticism and self-discipline they set about distahg a constitution for themselves. Everywhere,
even in the tiniest groups, they began working anoee, clearing away the rubble of propaganda.
Starting from the very bottom, they reconstructaellectual life, education, research, culture.

Their labors were fruitful. Out of those intre@dd impoverished beginnings they slowly
erected a magnificent edifice. In the course ofegations they created the Order, the Board of
Educators, the elite schools, the Archives andectiins, the technical schools and seminariesttend
Glass Bead Game. Today we live as their heirshuilaing almost too splendid. And let it be said
once again, we live in it like rather vapid and @decent guests. We no longer want to know anything
about the enormous human sacrifices our foundatadts were laid on, nor anything about the ordeals
of which we are the beneficiaries, nor anythingulfostory which favored or at least tolerated the
building of our mansion, which sustains and toksais today and possibly will go on doing so for a
good many Castalians and Magisters after our datywhich sooner or later will overthrow and devour
our edifice as it overthrows and devours everythirgs allowed to grow.

Let me return from history and draw my conclusidfhat all this means to us at the present
time is this: Our system has already passed iedilimg. Some time ago it reached that summit of
blessedness which the mysterious game of worldttyistometimes allows to things beautiful and
desirable in themselves. We are on the downwagkslour course may possibly stretch out for a very
long time, but in any case nothing finer, more liéalyand more desirable than what we have already
had can henceforth be expected. The road leadshdibwiistorically we are, | believe, ripe for
dismantling. And there is no doubt that such wdldur fate, not today or tomorrow, but the dayrafte
tomorrow. | do not draw this conclusion from angessively moralistic estimate of our
accomplishments and our abilities; | draw it farrenvom the movements which | see already on the
way in the outside world. Critical times are apmtuag; the omens can be sensed everywhere; the
world is once again about to shift its center @hvifly. Displacements of power are in the offingeyh
will not take place without war and violence. Fridm Far East comes a threat not only to peacdpbut
life and liberty. Even if our country remains pwi#lly neutral, even if our whole nation unanimagusl
abides by tradition (which is not the case) andmaftts to remain faithful to Castalian ideals, thigit
be in vain. Some of our representatives in Parliaraee already saying that Castalia is a rather



expensive luxury for our country. The country maywsoon be forced into serious rearmament --
armaments for defensive purposes only, of couraad-great economies will be necessary. In spite of
the government's benevolent disposition towardrussh of the economizing will strike us directly.

We are proud that our Order and the cultural contjrit provides have cost the country as little as
they have. In comparison with other ages, espgdiadl early period of the Feuilletonistic Age with
lavishly endowed universities, its innumerable edt@ts and opulent institutes, this toll is reaiiyt
large. It is infinitesimal compared with the sunamisumed for war and armaments during the century
of wars. But before too long this kind of armameraty once again be the supreme necessity; the
generals will again dominate Parliament; and ifgeeple are confronted with the choice of sacnfici
Castalia or exposing themselves to the danger oawa destruction, we know how they will choose.
Undoubtedly a bellicose ideology will burgeon. Thash of propaganda will affect youth in particular.
Then scholars and scholarship, Latin and mathemaaucation and culture, will be considered worth
their salt only to the extent that they can sehe&dnds of war.

The wave is already gathering; one day it will vas away. Perhaps that will be as it should
be. But for the present, my revered colleaguesstillgpossess that limited freedom of decision and
action which is the human prerogative and which esakorld history the history of mankind. We may
still choose, in proportion to our understandingeénts, in proportion to our alertness and our
courage. We can, if we will, close our eyes, fa danger is still fairly far away. Probably we wdre
Magisters today will be able to complete our teoheffice in peace and lie down to die in peace
before the danger comes so close that it is visd&l. But for me, and no doubt for others like,m
such peace could not be had with a clear consciémgguld rather not continue to administer my
office in peace and play Glass Bead Games, comt¢nét the coming upheavals will probably find me
no longer alive. Rather, it seems to me urgengtolfect that we too, nonpolitical though we are,
belong to world history and help to make it. Therefl said at the beginning of this memorandum that
my competence as Magister Ludi is compromised esimannot keep my mind from dwelling
anxiously upon the future danger. | do not allowseif/to imagine what form the disaster might
assume for us and for me. But | cannot close mydrtorthe question: What have we and what have |
to do in order to meet the danger? Permit me taaday words more about this.

| am not inclined to urge Plato's thesis thatdtieolar, or rather the sage, ought to rule the stat
The world was younger in his time. And Plato, altfb the founder of a sort of Castalia, was by no
means a Castalian. He was a born aristocrat, afl gscent. Granted, we too are aristocrats amal for
a nobility, but one of the mind, not the bloodol bt believe that man will ever succeed in bregdin
hereditary nobility that is at the same time aellattual nobility. That would be the ideal aristacy,
but it remains a dream. We Castalians are notdtoteruling, for all that we are civilized and hig
intelligent people. If we had to govern we would do it with the force and naiveté that the genuine
ruler needs. Moreover, our proper field and realceon, cultivation of an exemplary cultural life,
would be quickly neglected. Ruling does not reqgualities of stupidity and coarseness, as corteite
intellectuals sometimes think. But it does reqwielehearted delight in extroverted activity, aten
for identifying oneself with outward goals, andcolurse also a certain swiftness and lack of scruple
about the choice of ways to attain success. Ansktlee traits that a scholar -- for we do not wish
call ourselves sages -- may not have and doesavet bhecause for us contemplation is more important
than action, and in the choice of ways to attaingmals we have learned to be as scrupulous ang war
as is humanly possible.

Therefore it is not our business to rule and notlusiness to engage in politics. We are
specialists in examining, analyzing, and measui¥ig.are the guardians and constant verifiers of all
alphabets, multiplication tables, and methods. Védlze bureaus of standards for cultural weights an
measures. Granted we are many other things alsmnie circumstances we can also be innovators,
discoverers, adventurers, conquerors, and reimgins: But our first and most important functidre t



reason the people need us and keep us, is to ypedber purity of all sources of knowledge. In traite
politics, and what have you, turning an X into andy occasionally prove to be a stroke of genius; bu
never with us.

In former ages, during the wars and upheavals-aiadied periods of "grandeur,” intellectuals
were sometimes urged to throw themselves intoipsliThis was particularly the case during the late
Feuilletonistic Age. That age went even furtheitsrdemands, for it insisted that Mind itself must
serve politics or the military. Just as the chuselis were being melted down for cannon, as hapless
schoolboys were drawn on to fill the ranks of tleeithated troops, so Mind itself was to be harnessed
and consumed as one of the materials of war.

Naturally we could not accept this demand. In g@ecies a scholar might be called from his
lectern or his desk and made into a soldier. Inesoimtumstances he might volunteer for such service
In a country exhausted by war the scholar musticesimself in all material things, even to tharmgo
of sheer starvation. Surely all this is taken farged. The higher a person's cultivation, thetgrahe
privileges he has enjoyed, the greater must beausfices in case of need. We hope that every
Castalian would recognize this as a matter of agufshe time should come. But although we are
prepared to sacrifice our well-being, our comfartd our lives to the people, when danger threatens,
that does not mean that we are ready to sacrificel Mself, the tradition and morality of our spiral
life, to the demands of the hour, of the peoplefdhe generals. He would be a coward who withdrew
from the challenges, sacrifices, and dangers loplpéhad to endure. But he would be no less a abwar
and traitor who betrayed the principles of the tifehe mind to material interests -- who, for exden
left the decision on the product of two times twdhe rulers. It is treason to sacrifice love othr,
intellectual honesty, loyalty to the laws and mehof the mind, to any other interests, includimgse
of one's country. Whenever propaganda and theicoaflinterests threatens to devalue, distort, and
do violence to truth as it has already done toviddials, to language, to the arts, and to evergtieise
that is organic and highly cultivated, then it ig duty to resist and save the truth, or ratheistheing
for truth, since that is the supreme article in on@ed. The scholar who knowingly speaks, writes, o
teaches falsehood, who knowingly supports liesdewkptions, not only violates organic principles.
He also, no matter how things may seem at the givement, does his people a grave disservice. He
corrupts its air and soil, its food and drink; feegons its thinking and its laws, and he givesaad
comfort to all the hostile, evil forces that thexathe nation with annihilation.

The Castalian, therefore, should not become @igah. If need be, he must sacrifice his
person, but never his fealty to the life of the dnifthe mind of man is beneficent and noble onlynwhe
it obeys truth. As soon as it betrays truth, ashsait ceases to revere truth, as soon as itcagl|st
becomes intensely diabolical. Then it becomes fansesthan instinctual bestiality, which always
retains something of the innocence of nature.

| leave it to each of you, my esteemed colleagioersflect upon the duties of the Order when
the country and the Order itself are imperiled.t&iaty there will be a variety of opinions. | hang
own, and after much consideration of all the questil have posed here, | have for my part come to a
clear conception of what seems to me desirablehat my duty is. This leads me to a personal
petition to the honorable Board, with which | stahclude my memorandum.

Of all the Masters composing our Board, | as Mgitudi am probably most remote from the
outside world, by virtue of my office. The matheroan, the philologist, the physicist, the pedagagu
and all the other Masters labor in fields whichytsaare with the profane world. In the ordinarynno
Castalian schools of our country, mathematics argliistics are part of the normal curriculum.
Astronomy and physics have a place in the seculiaetsities. Even the completely untutored make
music. All these disciplines are age-old, much otdan our Order; they existed long before it anil w
outlive it. Only the Glass Bead Game is our owremion, our speciality, our favorite, our toy.dtthe
ultimate, subtlest expression of our Castalian wyfpatellectuality. It is both the most preciousdahe



most nonutilitarian, the most beloved and the nragfile jewel in our treasury. It is the first pregs
stone that will be destroyed if the continuanc€astalia is imperiled, not only because it is taddst
of our possessions, but also because to laymsmitdoubtedly the most dispensable aspect of
Castalia. Therefore when the time comes to savedhastry every needless expenditure, the elite
schools will be contracted, the funds for the neance and expansion of the libraries and collestio
will be trimmed and ultimately eliminated, our mealill be cut down, our clothing allowance
withdrawn, but all the principal subjects in dumiversitas Litterarunwill be allowed to continue
except for the Glass Bead Game. Mathematics isatkedter all, to devise new firearms, but no one
will believe -- least of all the military -- thatasing the Vicus Lusorum and abolishing our Gamié wi
cause the country and people the slightest loss.Glass Bead Game is the most outlying and most
vulnerable part of our structure. Perhaps thisarplwhy the Magister Ludi, head of our unworldlies
discipline, should be the first to sense the conaimgmity, or at any rate the first to express taeing
to our Board.

In case of political upheavals, therefore, esplgdithey involve war, | regard the Glass Bead
Game as a lost cause. It will deteriorate rapidbwever many individuals cling to it, and it wikkwer
be restored. The atmosphere which will follow a rexev of wars will not condone it. It will vanishsju
as surely as did certain highly cultivated custam®usical history, such as the choruses of
professional singers of the period around 1608h@iSunday concerts of figurate music in churches
around 1700. In those days men's ears heard sourad®e angelic purity cannot be conjured up again
by any amount of science or magic. In the samethayslass Bead Game will not be forgotten, but it
will be irrecoverable, and those who study itsdmgtits rise, flourishing, and doom, will sigh aedvy
us for having been allowed to live in so peacefultivated, and harmonious a world of the mind.

Although | am now Magister Ludi, | do not at afiresider it my (or our) mission to prevent or
postpone the ultimate end of our Game. Beauty, sugmassing beauty, is perishable like all other
things, as soon as it has become a historical phenon upon this earth. We know that and can grieve
that it is so, but cannot seriously try to chartgéor it is unalterable law. When the Glass Beain®
is destroyed, Castalia and the world will sufféoss, but they will scarcely be aware of it at the
moment, for at the time of great crisis they wal &bsorbed in saving whatever can still be saved. A
Castalia without the Game is conceivable, but noastalia without reverence for truth, without
fidelity to the life of the mind. A Board of Educas can function without a Magister Ludi. But
although we have almost forgotten it, "Magister Lud course originally meant not the office we
have in mind when we use the word, but simply stthaster. And the more endangered Castalia is,
the more its treasures stale and crumble awayntire our country will need its schoolmasters, its
brave and good schoolmasters. Teachers are m@etiabshan anything else, men who can give the
young the ability to judge and distinguish, whoveethem as examples of the honoring of truth,
obedience to the things of the spirit, respectdnguage. That holds not only for our elite schpols
which will be closed down sooner or later, but asd primarily for the secular schools on the altsi
where burghers and peasants, artisans and soldaditgsians, military officers, and rulers are edted
and shaped while they are still malleable childfiémat is where the basis for the cultural life foé t
country is to be found, not in the seminars ohie Glass Bead Game. We have always furnished the
country with teachers and educators, and theyaarehave said, the best among us. But we musirdo f
more than we have done hitherto. We must no lorgjgron a constant influx of the best from the
schools outside to help maintain our Castalia. Mor@ more we must recognize the humble, highly
responsible service to the secular schools adhieé @and most honorable part of our mission. That i
what we must seek to extend.

Which brings me to my personal petition to theeested Board. | herewith request the Board to
relieve me of my office as Magister Ludi and enttosme an ordinary school, large or small, outside
in the country; to let me staff it with a groupyafuthful members of our Order. | would recruit as



teachers those whom | could confidently expecteip imstil our principles into young people out in
the world.
| hope that the esteemed Board will deign to eramiy petition and its reasoning with due
benevolence and let me know its decisions.
The Master of the Glass Bead Game.

Postscript:

Permit me to cite a remark of the Reverend Fataeobus, which | noted down in the course of
one of his private lessons:

"Times of terror and deepest misery may be iroffiag. But if any happiness at all is to be
extracted from that misery, it can be only a spaithappiness, looking backward toward the
conservation of the culture of earlier times, lowkiorward toward serene and stalwart defenseeof th
things of the spirit in an age which otherwise nigiiccumb wholly to material things."

Tegularius did not know how little of his work wpgesent in this memorandum; he was not
shown the final version, although Knecht did lehhiead two earlier, much more detailed drafts. The
Magister Ludi dispatched the memorandum and awd#ited@oard's answer with far less impatience
than his friend. He had come to the decision natyolve Fritz in his further actions. He therefore
forbade him to discuss the matter any more, meneligating that it would surely be a long time
before the Board reacted to the memorandum.

When in fact the reply arrived sooner than hedyqubcted, Tegularius heard nothing about it.
The letter from Hirsland read:

To His Excellency the Magister Ludi in Waldzell.
Esteemed Colleague:

The Directorate of the Order and the Assembly aktdrs have taken note of your warmhearted
and perspicacious circular letter with more thadirary interest. We have found your historical
observations no less absorbing than your ominaztane of the future, and some of us will
undoubtedly long continue to ponder and to drawifpirem your reflections, which surely are not
groundless. We have all recognized, with gladnadsd@ep appreciation, the principles that inspire
you, the truly Castalian principles of altruism. B&e that you are motivated by a profound and y no
almost instinctive love for our Province, for itteland its customs, a concerned and at the moment
somewhat overanxious love. With equal gladnessaapdeciation we observe the personal overtones
of that love, its spirit of sacrifice, its activepulse, its earnestness and zeal, and its heemiesit. In
all this we recognize the character of our GlassdB8ame Master as we know it; we see his energy,
his ardor, his daring. How characteristic of thedéais Benedictine's disciple that he does not study
history as a mere scholarly end in itself, an ag&tlgyame to be regarded without emotion, but rathe
applies his historical knowledge directly to cutreaeds; that his perceptions impel him to takéager
measures. And, revered colleague, how perfectgritesponds with your character that you should
feel drawn not to political missions, not to postsnfluence and honor, but to the role of simpledL
Magister, that of a schoolmaster.

Such are some of the impressions, some of thatiteuhat were awakened by the very first
reading of your circular letter. Most of your caltgies responded in much the same way. The Board
has not, however, been able to take a stand onwannings and requests. We have met and held a
lively discussion of your view that our very existe is threatened. Much was said about the nature,
extent, and possible imminence of the dangers.nidjerity of our members obviously took these



questions most seriously indeed, and grew quitéeldea discussing them. But we are compelled to
inform you that on none of these questions did poritg favor your view. The imaginative power and
farsightedness of your historico-political obselmas was acknowledged; but none of your specific
conjectures, or shall we say prophecies, was aplyroved. None was accepted as wholly convincing.
Only a few of us agreed with you (and then withereations) even on the question of the degree to
which the Order and our Castalian system has shibheactsponsibility for the unusually long era of
peace, or whether the Order can even be held arfiacpolitical history. In the view of the majoyit
the calm that has descended upon our Continentlmeusscribed partly to the general prostration
following the bloodlettings of the terrible warsjtdar more to the fact that the Occident has ak&se
be the focal point of world history and the aremavhich claims to hegemony are fought out. Ceryainl
we would not wish to cast doubt upon the true acreents of our Order. Nevertheless, we cannot
grant that the Castalian ideal, the ideal of highute under the aegis of disciplined meditaticas h
any powers to shape history, any vital influenceruprorld political conditions. Urges or ambitionfs o
this sort are totally alien to the Castalian metytaBeveral serious disquisitions on the subjesteh
stressed the point that Castalia seeks neithetigablsway nor influence on peace or war. Indeleee
could be no question of Castalia's having any guchose, so the argument has gone, because
everything Castalian is related to reason and ogeraithin the framework of rationality -- which
certainly could not be said of world history, oidsanly by someone willing to revert to the theatag
and poetic sentimentalities of romantic historgglilosophy. From that vantage point, of course, the
whole murderous, destructive course of politicatdry could be explained as merely the method of
cosmic Reason. Moreover, even the most casualysofibe history of thought shows that the great
ages of culture have never been adequately expléyp@olitical conditions. Rather, culture, or mind
or soul, has its own independent history -- a séceacret, bloodless, and sanctified history -nioig
parallel to what is generally called world histoloy, which we mean incessant struggles for material
power. Our Order deals only with this sanctified aecret history, not with "real," brutal world
history. It can never be our task to be continueking soundings in political history, let alomehtelp
to shape it.

It therefore does not matter whether or not théipal constellation is really as your circular
letter suggests. In any case, our Order has notogio anything about it. Our only position must b
one of patient waiting to see what comes. And floeeeyour argument that this constellation requires
us to take an active position was decisively rejgdty the majority, with only a few votes in ity da.

Your views of the present world situation and ysuggestions regarding the immediate future
obviously impressed most of our colleagues. In, fe@me of them were thunderstruck. But here too,
although most of the speakers manifested respegbfo knowledge and acuity, there was no evidence
that the majority agreed with you. On the contréng, consensus was that your comments on this
matter were remarkable and extremely interestingekcessively pessimistic. One colleague raised hi
voice to ask whether it might not be describedawgérous, if not outrageous -- but surely frivoleus
for a Magister to alarm his Board by such sinigtages of allegedly imminent perils and tribulaton
Certainly an occasional reminder of the perishgbdf all things was permissible; every man, and
especially everyone holding a high position of ceggbility, must occasionally cry out to himseléth
memento morBut to announce in such sweeping terms the impgndioom of the entire body of
Masters, the entire Order, and the entire hieravedty a tasteless assault upon the tranquility laed t
imagination of his colleagues, and threatened fii@ency of the Board itself. The work of a Magist
surely could not profit by his going to his offiegery day with the thought that his position itskl
labors, his pupils, his responsibility to the Ordes life for and in Castalia -- that all this rhigoe
wiped out by tomorrow or the day after. . . Althbuge majority did not support the colleague who
raised this objection, he received considerabléaaige.

We shall keep our present communication brief dvatat your disposal for a discussion in



person. From our brief summary you can alreadytisateyour circular letter has not had the effeai yo
may have hoped for. In large part its failure nalatds based on objective grounds, the incompdtibil
of your opinions with those of the majority. Buetk are also purely formal reasons. At any rate it
seems to us that a direct personal discussion betyeurself and your colleagues would have taken a
significantly more harmonious and positive couk¥e. would moreover suggest that it was not only
your couching of the matter in the form of a writtemorandum that affected the Board adversely.
Far more striking was your combining, in a way yglnusual among us, a professional
communication with a personal request, a petitidost of your colleagues consider this fusion an
unfortunate attempt at innovation; some bluntlyezhlt impermissible.

This brings us to the most delicate point ofydur request for release from your office and
transfer to some secular school system. The pag¢itishould have realized from the outset that the
Board could not possibly approve so sudden anagsiy argued a request. Of course the Board's
reply is, "No."

What would become of our hierarchy if the Ordeldamger assigned each man to his place?
What would become of Castalia if everyone wishedsgess his own gifts and aptitudes and choose his
position for himself? We suggest that the MastdhefGlass Bead Game reflect upon this subjed for
few minutes, and bid him to continue administetimg honorable office he has been entrusted with.

In saying this we have met your request for ayréplyour letter. We have been unable to give
the answer you may have hoped for. But we shouldl ldte to express our appreciation for the
stimulating and admonitory value of your docum&\é trust we will be able to discuss its content
with you orally, and in the near future. For altgbuhe directorate of the Order believes thatnt redy
on you, that point in your memorandum in which wpeak of an incapacity to conduct the affairs of
your office naturally gives us grounds for concern.

Knecht read the letter without any great expeatati but with the closest attention. He had
expected that the Board would have "grounds foceom” and moreover had had signs that it was
truly worried. A guest from Hirsland had recentbnee to the Players' Village, provided with a regula
pass and a recommendation from the directorateeo®rder. He had requested hospitality for a few
days, supposedly for work in the Archives and liprand had also asked permission to audit a few of
Knecht's lectures. An elderly man, silent and dittenhe had turned up in almost all the departsient
and buildings of the Village, had inquired aftegliarius, and had several times called on the airec
of the Waldzell elite school, who lived in the viity. There could scarcely be any doubt that thea ma
had been sent as an observer to determine whétrerwere any traces of negligence in the Players'
Village, whether the Magister was in good healtt ahhis post, the officials diligent, the students
stimulated. He had stayed for a full week and niiss@ne of Knecht's lectures. Two of the officials
had even commented on his quiet ubiquitousnessgeitly the directorate of the Order had waited for
the report from this investigation before dispatchits reply to the Magister.

What was he to think of this answer, and who hatably been its author? The style betrayed
nothing; it was the conventional, impersonal offiese the occasion demanded. But on subtler asalysi
the letter revealed more individuality than he Hamlight at first reading. The basis of the entire
document was the hierarchic spirit, a sense oicistnd love of order. It was plain to see how
unwelcome, inconvenient, not to say troublesomeaammbying Knecht's petition had been. Its
rejection had undoubtedly been decided at oncéadwntthor of this reply, without regard to the
opinions of others. On the other hand, the vexatiasa leavened by another emotion, for there was a
clear note of sympathy present in the letter, w#hmention of all the more lenient and friendly
comments Knecht's petition had received duringtibeting of the Board. Knecht had no doubt that
Alexander, the President of the Order, was theauhthis reply.



We have now reached the end of our journey, ape fiwat we have reported all the essentials
of Joseph Knecht's life. A later biographer will d@ubt be in a position to ascertain and impa@dg
many additional details about that life.

We forbear to present our own account of the Magsslast days, for we know no more about
them than every Waldzell student and could nothellstory any better than thegend of the
Magister Ludi,many copies of which are in circulation. Presumablyas written by some of the
departed Magister's favorite students. With thigeted we wish to conclude our book.

TWELVE
THE LEGEND

WHEN WE LISTENto our fellow students talk about our Master's pigsarance, about the
reasons for it, the rightness or wrongness of &@sibns and acts, the meaning or meaninglessiess o
his fate, it sounds to us like Diodorus Siculuslaipng the supposed causes for the flooding of the
Nile. We would think it not only useless but wralegadd to such speculations. Instead, we wish to
preserve in our hearts the memory of our Masteg sdsoon after his mysterious departure into the
world passed over into a still more mysterious Imelydlis memory is dear to us, and for this reasen w
wish to set down what we have learned about thesete

After the Master had read the letter in whichBwoard denied his petition, he felt a faint shiver,
a matutinal coolness and sobriety which told hiat the hour had come, that from now on there could
be no more hesitating or lingering. This peculegling, which he was wont to call "awakening," was
familiar to him from other decisive moments of hiis. It was both vitalizing and painful, mingliray
sense of farewell and of setting out on new advestwshaking him deep down in his unconscious
mind like a spring storm. He looked at the clockah hour he had to face a class. He decided to
devote the next hour to meditation, and went ihtodquiet Magister's garden. On his way a line of
verse suddenly sprang into his mind:

In all beginnings is a magic source. . .

He murmured this under his breath, uncertain wherkad read it. The line appealed to him and
seemed to suit the mood of this hour. In the gardersat down on a bench strewn with the firstdade
leaves, regulated his breathing, and fought foeirtranquility, until with a purged heart he santoi
contemplation in which the patterns of this houhis life arranged themselves in universal,
suprapersonal images. But on the way to the setlite room, the line of verse came back to him. He
turned the words over in his mind, and thought Heatlid not have them quite right. Suddenly his
memory cleared. Under his breath he recited:

In all beginnings dwells a magic force
For guarding us arid helping us to live.

But it was not until nearly evening, long after lésture was over and he had passed on to all gbrts
other routine matters, that he discovered the miagithe verses. They were not the work of some old
poet; they came from one of his own poems, whichddewritten in his student days. He remembered
now that the poem had ended with the line:



So be it, heart: bid farewell without end!

That very evening he sent for his deputy and mf him that on the morrow he would have to
leave for an indefinite time. He put him in chagjeall current affairs, with brief instructions, dbade
good-by in a friendly and matter-of-fact way, aswaild ordinarily have done before departing on a
brief official journey.

He had realized some time earlier that he woulet lta leave without informing his friend
Tegularius and burdening him with farewells. Thisise was essential, not only to spare his
oversensitive friend, but also in order not to ergda his whole plan. Presumably Fritz would malee hi
peace with the accomplished fact, whereas an abisgbsure and a farewell scene might lead to a
regrettable emotional upheaval. Knecht had for dendven thought of departing without seeing Fritz
for the last time. But now he decided that it woskegm too much like evading a difficult encounter.
However wise it was to spare his friend agitatiod an occasion for follies, he had no right to make
the thing so easy for himself. A half-hour remaithedore bedtime; he could still call on Tegularius
without disturbing him or anyone else.

Night had already settled in the broad inner gaud as he crossed to his friend's cell. He
knocked with that strange feeling of: this is thstltime, and found Tegularius alone. Delightedz Fr
laid aside the book he had been reading and inWrextht to sit down.

"An old poem came to my mind today," Knecht renearkasually, "or rather a few lines from
it. Perhaps you know where the rest can be foutwdd'he quoted: "In all beginnings dwells a magic
force. . ."

Tegularius traced it with no great trouble. Aftefiew minutes of reflection he recognized the
poem, got up, and produced from a desk drawer #reusctript of Knecht's poems, the original
manuscript which Knecht had once presented to Hierlooked through it and brought out two sheets
of paper containing the first draft of the poem.il8mly, he held them out to the Magister.

"Here," he said, "your Excellency may examine tiiemself. This is the first time in many
years that you have deigned to remember these pbems

Joseph Knecht studied the two sheets attentivedywath some emotion. In his student days,
during his stay in the College of Far Eastern Stsidne had covered these two sheets of paper with
lines of verse. They spoke to him of a remote gaatrything about them, the faintly yellowed paper,
the youthful handwriting, the deletions and corige in the text, reminded him painfully of almost
forgotten times. He thought he could recall notydhk year and the season when these verses had
been written, but even the day and the hour. Tbanee to him now the very mood, that proud and
strong feeling that had gladdened him and foundessgion in the poem. He had written it on one of
those special days on which he had experiencedpiivdiual shock which he called "awakening."

The title of the poem had obviously been writtgarebefore the poem itself, and had
seemingly been intended as the first line. It heeinbset down in a large impetuous script, and read:
"Transcend!"

Later, at some other time, in a different mood sitwktion, this title as well as the exclamation
mark had been crossed out, and in smaller, thimnere modest letters another title had been written
in. It read: "Stages."

Knecht now remembered how at the time, filled wiitl idea of his poem, he had written down
the word "Transcend!" as an invocation and impeeata reminder to himself, a newly formulated but
strong resolve to place his actions and his liféaurthe aegis of transcendence, to make of itenséyr
resolute moving on, filling and then leaving behimoh every place, every stage along the way. Almost
whispering, he read some lines to himself:



Serenely let us move to distant places
And let no sentiments of home detain us.
The Cosmic Spirit seeks not to restrain us
But lifts us stage by stage to wider spaces.

"l had forgotten these lines for many years," &id,s'and when they happened to come to my
mind today, | no longer knew how | knew them andihdirealize they were mine. How do they strike
you today? Do they still mean anything to you?"

Tegularius considered.

"I have always had a rather odd feeling aboutghigicular poem," he said finally. "The poem
itself is among the very few you've written thalidn't really like. There was something about #tth
repelled or disturbed me. At the time | had no idéat it was. Today | think | see it. | never rgall
liked this poem of yours, which you headed 'Trandteas if that were a marching order -- thank God
you later substituted a better title -- | nevedlgeliked it because it has something didactic, aliaing,
or schoolmasterly about it. If this element couddstripped away, or rather if this whitewash cdagd
scrubbed off, it would be one of your finest poem&ve just realized that again. The real meanéng
rather well suggested by the title 'Stages,' aljhogou might just as well and perhaps better have
called it 'Music' or 'The Nature of Music.' Fome discount the moralizing or preachy attitudés it
really about the nature of music, or if you wikang in praise of music, of its serenity and retsw
its quality of being constantly present, its mdpiand unceasing urge to hasten on, to leave theesp
has only just entered. If you contented yoursethwlis contemplation or praise of the spirit ofgiay
if you had not turned it into an admonition andhsen -- though obviously you had pedagogic
ambitions even then -- the poem might have beesrfagt jewel. But as it stands it seems to me not
only too hortatory but also afflicted by faulty loglt equates music and life solely for the sakéhe
moral lesson. But that is highly questionable aisgutable, for it transforms the natural and megrall
neutral impulse which is the mainspring of musioia 'Life’ that summons, calls, commands us, and
wants to impart good lessons to us. To put it briéh this poem a vision, something unique, bdalti
and splendid, has been falsified and exploitedifdactic ends, and it is this aspect that always
prejudiced me against it."

The Magister had been listening with pleasureisifriend worked himself up into that angry
ardor which he so liked in him.

"Let's hope you're right," he said half jokingly.ou certainly are right in what you say about
the poem's relationship to music. The idea of sgyemoving to distant places and the underlying
concept of the lines actually does come from mugithout my having been conscious of it. | really
don't know whether | corrupted the idea and fadsdifihe vision; you may be right. When | wrote the
poem, at any rate, it no longer dealt with musid,with an experience -- the very experience that t
lovely parable of music had revealed its moral asfieme and become, within me, an awakening and
an admonition to respond to the summons of lifee ifperative form of the poem, which so
particularly displeases you, is not the expressitany desire to command or teach, because the
command is addressed to myself alone. That shaud heen clear from the last line, my friend, even
if you weren't already well aware of it. | expered an insight, a perception, an inward vision, and
was bent on telling the content and the moral sfittsight to myself, and impressing it on my mind.
That is why the poem remained in my memory, altholgyas not conscious of it. So whether these
lines are good or bad, they've accomplished thefpgse; the admonition remained alive inside me and
was not forgotten. Today | hear it again as if@revbrand new. That's a fine little experience, yaoad
mockery can't spoil it for me. But it's time for nieego. How lovely were those days, my friend, when
we were both students and could so often allowedues to break the rules and stay together far into
the nights, talking. A Magister can no longer alloimself such luxuries -- more's the pity."



"Oh," Tegularius said, "he could allow it -- ilsquestion of not having the courage.”

Laughing, Knecht placed a hand on his shoulder.

"As far as courage goes, my boy, | might be guwftyorse pranks than that. Good night, old
grumbler.”

Gally, he left the cell. But on the way out thrbute deserted corridors and courtyards of the
Vicus Lusorum his seriousness returned, the sergsssof parting. Leave-takings always stir
memories. Now, on this nocturnal walk, he rememdbéhnat first time he had strolled through Waldzell
and the Vicus Lusorum as a boy, a newly arrivedd2&ll pupil, filled with misgivings and hopes.
Only now, moving through the coolness of the nighthe midst of silent trees and buildings, did he
realize with painful sharpness that he was sedlrgiga for the last time, listening for the lashe to
silence and slumber stealing over the Playersayd| by day so lively; for the last time seeinglittie
light above the gatekeeper's lodge reflected irbtsn of the fountain; for the last time watchthg
clouds in the night sky sailing over the treesiefMagister's garden. Slowly, he went over allghéhs
and into all the nooks and corners of the Playélisige. He felt an impulse to open the gate of his
garden once more and enter it, but he did not Ha&ey with him, and that fact swiftly sobered him
and caused him to collect himself. He returnediscapartment, wrote a few letters, including one to
Designori announcing his arrival in the capitald @&men spent some time in careful meditation toncal
his intense emotions, for he wanted to be strortbermorning for his last task in Castalia, the
interview with the Head of the Order.

The following morning the Magister rose at hisustomed hour, ordered his car, and drove
off; only a few persons noticed his departure amaengave it any thought. The morning seemed to be
drowning in the mists of early autumn as he droveard Hirsland. He arrived toward noon and asked
to be announced to Magister Alexander, the Presiofethe Order. Under his arm he carried, wrapped
in a cloth, a handsome metal casket normally keptsecret compartment in his office. It contained
the insignia of his office, the seals and the keys.

He was received with some surprise in the "maffit® of the Order. It was almost
unprecedented for a Magister to appear there unenweol and uninvited. On instructions from the
President of the Order he was given lunch, themvaho a rest cell in the old cloisters and informed
that His Excellency hoped to be able to find timeHim in two or three hours. He asked for a copy o
the rules of the Order, settled down with it anadréhrough the entire booklet, to assure himseateon
more of the simplicity and legality of his plan.\Megtheless, even at this late hour he could noheee
to put into words its meaning and its psychologjaatification.

There was a paragraph in the rules that had omee &ssigned to him as a subject for
meditation, in the last days of his youthful freedd hat had been shortly before his admissiontimo
Order. Now, reading the paragraph again, he meditan it once more, and while doing so he became
aware of how utterly different a person he was frem the rather anxious young tutor he had then
been. "If the High Board summons you to a posg"ghssage read, "know this: Each upward step on
the ladder of officialdom is not a step into freegdout into constraint. The greater the power ef th
office, the stricter the servitude. The stronger plersonality, the more forbidden is the arbitrary
exercise of will." How final and unequivocal alkthhad once sounded, but how greatly the meaning of
so many of the words had changed, especially sugitlious words as "constraint,” "personality,”
"will." And yet how beautifully clear, how well-foned and admirably suggestive these sentences
were; how absolute, timeless, and incontestably ttney could appear to a young mind! Ah yes, and so
they would have been, if only Castalia were theleyahe whole multifarious but indivisible world,
instead of being merely a tiny world within the @tier, or a section boldly and violently carved ofut
it. If the earth were an elite school, if the Ordare the community of all men and the Head of the
Order God, how perfect these sentences would lehaw flawless the entire Rule. Ah, if only that
had been so, how lovely, how fecund and innocdrebutiful life would be. And once that had really



been so; once he had been able to see it thatth@@rder and the Castalian spirit as equivaletido
divine and the absolute, the Province as the wQ@dédtalians as mankind, and the non-Castalian spher
as a kind of children's world, a threshold to thevihce, virgin soil still awaiting cultivation and
ultimate redemption, a world looking reverentlytogCastalia and every so often sending charming
visitors such as young Plinio.

How strange was his own situation, how strangenttare of Joseph Knecht's own mind! In
former days, and in fact only yesterday, had hecoasidered his own special kind of perceptiomat t
way of experiencing reality which he called "awakefi -- as a slow, step-by-step penetration int th
heart of the universe, into the core of truth; @seathing in itself absolute, a continuous path or
progression which nevertheless had to be achieragtiiglly? In his youth he had thought it right and
essential to acknowledge the validity of the owsabrid as Plinio represented it, but at the same t
deliberately to hold aloof from it. At that timehad seemed to him progress, awakening, to make
himself a Castalian. And again it had been progmass his own truth, when after years of doubtiag h
had decided in favor of the Glass Bead Game antif¢ghef Waldzell. It had been the same again when
at Master Thomas's command he entered the sewaseinducted into the Order by the Music Master,
and later when he accepted the appointment as Magisach time he had taken a larger or smaller
step on a seemingly straight road -- and yet he stoad at the end of this road, by no means at the
heart of the universe and the innermost core i tiRather, his present awakening, too, was no more
than a brief opening of his eyes, a finding himgekl new situation, a fitting into new constelbets.

The same strict, clear, unequivocal, straight pradih had brought him to Waldzell, to Mariafelsoint

the Order, into the office of Magister Ludi, wasankeading him out again. What had been a
consequence of acts of awakening had likewise bexemsequence of partings. Castalia, the Game, the
magistracy -- each had been a theme which needsel developed and dismissed; each had been a
space to pass through, to transcend. Already thepehind him. And evidently, even in times past
when he had thought and done the opposite of thgdthe was thinking and doing today, he had
somehow known or at least dimly divined the dubimss of it all. Had he not, in that poem written in
his student days and dealing with stages and pastplaced above it the imperative title "Trans¢&hd

Thus his path had been a circle, or an ellipsgpoal or whatever, but certainly not straight;
straight lines evidently belonged only to geometiot, to nature and life. Yet he had faithfully obdy
the exhortation and self-encouragement of his p@wem after he had long forgotten the poem and the
awakening he had then experienced. Granted, hadtaabeyed perfectly, not without falterings,
doubts, temptations, and struggles. But he hadagaausly passed through stage upon stage, space
upon space, composedly and with reasonable seremtt with such radiant cheerfulness as the old
Music Master, but without weariness and dejectwithout disloyalty and defection. And if at this
point he had at last become a defector from théaGias point of view, if he were flouting all the
morality of the Order, seemingly serving only theeds of his own individuality -- still, this too wial
be done in the spirit of courage and of music. Naiten how it turned out, he would do it with setgni
and a clean tempo. If only he had been able taclar Master Alexander what seemed so clear to
him; if only he had been able to prove that theaappt willfulness of his present action was initgal
service and obedience, that he was moving not tbivaedom, but toward new, strange, and hitherto
unknown ties; that he was not a fugitive, but a mesponding to a summons; not headstrong, but
obedient; not master, but sacrifice!

And what about the virtues of serenity, firm tengal courage? They dwindled in size
perhaps, but remained intact. Even if he mighth@oadvancing on his own, but was only being led,
even if what he was undergoing was not indepenanscending, but merely a revolving of the space
outside him around himself as its center, the estpersisted and retained their value and theanogt
They consisted in affirmation instead of negatiargcceptance instead of evasion. And perhaps there
might even be some small virtue in his conductimgself as if he were the master and an active focus



in accepting life and self-deception -- with itg@tary self-determination and responsibility --thout
examining these things too closely. Perhaps itimasrently virtuous that for unknown reasons he was
by nature more inclined to acting than acquiringwtedge, that he was more instinctual than
intellectual. Oh, if only he could have a talk wihther Jacobus about these matters!

Thoughts or reveries of this sort reverberatelinm after his meditation. "Awakening," it
seemed, was not so much concerned with truth aguittan, but with experiencing and proving
oneself in the real world. When you had such arkawiag, you did not penetrate any closer to the
core of things, to truth; you grasped, accomplisioeeé@ndured only the attitude of your own egdi® t
momentary situation. You did not find laws, but @ato decisions; you did not thrust your way inte th
center of the world, but into the center of youmawdividuality. That, too, was why the experierate
awakening was so difficult to convey, so curiousdéyd to formulate, so remote from statement.
Language did not seem designed to make commumsafiiom this realm of life. If, once in a great
while, someone were able to understand, that pevsann a similar position, was a fellow sufferer o
undergoing a similar awakening. Fritz Tegulariud tmsome degree shared this insight; Plinio's
understanding had gone somewhat further. Whomecelskel he name? No one.

Twilight was already beginning to fall; he had beampletely lost in his reflections, was
altogether remote from his actual situation, whesre came a knock on the door. Since he did not
respond at once, the person outside waited adititethen tried once more, knocking softly. Thiseti
Knecht answered; he rose and went along with tresemgyer, who led him into the secretariat and
without any further ado into the President's offigdiaster Alexander came forward to meet him.

"A pity you came without warning, so that we hadckéep you waiting," he said. "l am eager to
hear what has brought you here so suddenly. Nottelg | hope?"

Knecht laughed. "No, nothing bad. But do | realyme so unexpectedly and have you no idea
why | want to see you?"

Alexander gave him a troubled look. "Well, yesg"daid, "I do have some idea. | had, for
example, been thinking in the past few days thastibject of your circular letter had certainly not
been treated adequately as far as you were cortérhe Board was obliged to answer rather tersely,
and perhaps both the tone and the substance ahtveer were disappointing to yddomine"

"Not at all," Joseph Knecht replied. "I hardly exped any other answer as far as the substance
of the Board's reply went. And as for the tonet fhaased me greatly. | could tell that the repg h
cost the author considerable effort, almost soranvd that he felt the need to mingle a few drops of
honey in an answer that was necessarily unpleasahtather a snub to me. Certainly he succeeded
remarkably well, and | am grateful to him for tHat.

"Then you have taken the substance of the rephgéot, esteemed Master?"

"Taken note of it, and | should say that at bottdrave also understood it and approved it. |
suppose the reply could not have been anything Ibejection of my petition, together with a gentle
reprimand. My circular letter was something untadyand altogether inconvenient to the Board -- |
never for a moment doubted that. Moreover, insa$ait contained a personal petition, it probablg wa
not couched in a suitable way. | could scarcelyeekpnything but a negative reply."

"We are pleased,"” the President of the Orderwdfda hint of acerbity, "that you regard it in
this light and that our letter therefore could hate surprised you in any painful way. We are very
pleased by that. But | still do not understandi Mvriting your letter you already -- | do understiayou
aright, don't I? -- did not believe in its succetid, not expect an affirmative answer, and in faete
convinced in advance that it would fail, why diduypersist with it and go to the farther troubléhe
whole thing must have involved considerable effodf making a clean copy and sending it out?"

Knecht gave him an amiable look as he replied:utvexcellency, my letter had two purposes,
and | do not think that both were entirely fruide#t contained a personal request that | be retieof
my post and employed at some other place. | cagdnd this personal request as relatively subsgidiar



for every Magister ought to regard his personaliedfas secondary, insofar as that is possible. The
petition was rejected; | had to make the best aff. tBut my circular letter also contained something
quite different from that request, namely a consilke number of facts and ideas which | thought it
my duty to call to the attention of the Board aodsk you all to weigh carefully. All the Masteos,at
any rate the majority of them, have read my exposi- let us not say my warnings -- and although
most of them were loath to ingest them and reaegttfda good deal of annoyance, they have at any
rate read and registered what | believed it essieiotisay. The fact that they did not applaud dtet

is, to my mind, no failure. | was not seeking apgkaand assent; | intended rather to stir uneasites
shake them up. | would greatly regret if | had stesl from sending my letter on the grounds you
mention. Whether it has had much or little eff@atvas at least a cry of alarm, a summons."

"Certainly," the President said hesitantly. "Buattexplanation does not solve the riddle for me.
If you wished your admonitions, warnings, criegatzfrm to reach the Board, why did you weaken or at
least diminish the effectiveness of your goldendsdsy linking them with a private request, moreover
a request which you yourself did not seriouslyédiwould be or could be granted? For the present |
don't understand that. But | suppose the mattéwitlarified if we talk it over. In any case, thés
the weak point in your circular letter: your contieg the cry of alarm with the petition. | shouhdrtk
that you surely had no need to use the petitica\a=hicle for your sermon. You could easily have
reached your colleagues orally or in writing if yiought they had to be alerted to certain dangers.
And then the petition would have proceeded alosgwn way through official channels."”

Knecht continued to look at him with the utmostridliness. "Yes," he said lightly, "it may be
that you are right. Still -- consider the complioat of the matter once more. Neither the admamitio
nor the sermon was anything commonplace, ordirargprmal. Rather, both belonged together in
being unusual and in having arisen out of necessitiya break with convention. It is not usual and
normal for anyone, without some urgent provocatiom outside, to suddenly implore his colleagues
to remember their mortality and the dubiousnegbaif entire lives. Nor is it usual and commonplace
for a Castalian Magister to apply for a post a®stteacher outside the Province. To that extent the
two separate messages of my letter do belong teggtlite well. As | see it, a reader who had really
taken the entire letter seriously would have hacbtoclude that this was no matter of an eccentric's
announcing his premonitions and trying to preachisacolleagues, but rather that this man was in
deadly earnest about his ideas and his distresshéhwas ready to throw up his office, his digniitig
past, and begin from the beginning in the most rebdeplaces; that he was weary of dignity, peace,
honor, and authority and desired to be rid of theenthrow them away. From this conclusion -- I am
still trying to put myself into the mind of the s of my letter -- two corollaries would have hee
possible, so it seems to me: the writer of thisnegr is unfortunately slightly cracked; or else wréaer
of this troublesome sermon is obviously not cracked normal and sane, which means there must be
more than whim and eccentricity behind his pessimpeachments. And that 'more' must then be a
reality, a truth. | had imagined some such proae$ise minds of my readers, and | must admit that |
miscalculated. My petition and my admonition did sopport and reinforce each other. Instead, they
were both not taken seriously and were laid asiden neither greatly saddened nor really surprised
this rejection, for at bottom, | must repeat, | digpect it to turn out that way. And | must alsonad
that | desired it so. For my petition, which | ass&d would fail, was a kind of feint, a gesture, a
formula.”

Master Alexander's expression had become everigad overcast with gloom. But he did
not interrupt the Magister.

"The case was not," Knecht continued, "that ipdishing my petition | seriously hoped for a
favorable reply and looked forward joyfully to rédag it; but it is also not the case that | was
prepared to accept obediently a negative answan asalterable decision from above."

". .. not prepared to accept obediently a negaivswer as an unalterable decision from above



-- have | heard you aright, Magister?" the Preditbeoke in, emphasizing every word. Evidently he
had only at this point realized the full gravitytbe situation.

Knecht bowed slightly. "Certainly you have heariglat. The fact was that | could scarcely
believe my petition had much prospect of succass| thought | had to make it to satisfy the
requirements of decorum. By doing so | was, s@&ak, providing the esteemed Board with an
opportunity to settle the matter in a relativelyrhbess way. But if it eschewed such a solutionasun
any case resolved neither to be put off nor sogtbetto act.”

"And to act how?" Alexander asked in a low voice.

"As my heart and my reason command. | was deteanio resign my office and take on work
outside Castalia even without an assignment oelé&m the Board."

The Head of the Order closed his eyes and seamtseiio longer listening. Knecht saw that he
was performing that emergency exercise used by reends the Order in moments of sudden danger
to regain self-control and inner calm; it consistetivice emptying the lungs and holding the breath
for long moments. As Knecht watched, Alexandere faaled slightly, then regained color as he
inhaled slowly, beginning with the muscles of thensach. Knecht was sorry to be inflicting psychic
distress on a man whom he so highly esteemed, dndeed. He saw Alexander's eyes open with a
staring, abstracted look, then focus and grow keé&Nih a faint sense of alarm he saw those clear,
controlled, disciplined eyes, the eyes of a maraltggreat in obeying and commanding, fixed upon
him now, regarding him with cool composure, probimg, judging him. He withstood that gaze in
silence for what seemed long minutes.

"l believe | have now understood you," Alexandadsat last in a quiet voice. "You have been
weary of your office or weary of Castalia for adptime, or tormented by a craving for life in the
world. You chose to pay more heed to this mood tbahe laws and your duties. You also felt no need
to confide in us and ask the Order for advice asiséance. For the sake of form and to relieve your
conscience, you then addressed that petition ta pstition you knew would be unacceptable, but
which you could refer to when the matter came uplfecussion. Let us assume that you have reasons
for such unusual conduct and that your intentioeshanorable -- | really cannot conceive them to
have been otherwise. But how was it possible tht such thoughts, cravings, and decisions in your
heart, inwardly already a defector, you could keégnt and remain in your office for so long a time
continuing to conduct it flawlessly, so far as amy@an see?"

"I am here," the Magister Ludi replied with unadté friendliness, "to discuss all this with you,
to answer all your questions. And since | haveluwesbupon a course of self-will, | have made up my
mind not to leave Hirsland and your house untihdw that you have gained some understanding of
my situation and my action."”

Master Alexander considered. "Does that mean ype& me to endorse your conduct and
your plans?" he asked hesitantly.

"Oh, | have no thought of winning your endorsem&uit | hope that you will understand me
and that | shall retain a remnant of your respdwmi go. This will be my one and only leave-taking
of our Province. Today | left Waldzell and the Vsduusorum forever."

Again Alexander closed his eyes for a few secoHasfelt battered by the revelations coming
all at once from this incomprehensible man.

"Forever?" he said. "Then you are thinking of rettirning to your post at all? | must say, you
are a master of surprises. One question, if | nskyitaDo you still regard yourself as Magister L2id

Joseph Knecht picked up the small casket he btomigin him.

"I was until yesterday," he said, "and considesatiyliberated today by returning to you, as
representative of the Board, the seals and keyssiridignia are intact, and when you go to inspect
things in the Players' Village you will find evelnyng in order."

Slowly, the President of the Order rose. He lookedry and suddenly aged.



"Let us leave your casket standing here for tlesgmt," he said drily. "If by receiving the seals
| am supposed to be accepting your resignatioméestemind you that | am not so empowered. At
least a third of the Board would have to be preséoti used to have so much feeling for the old
customs and forms that | cannot adjust so quiakihis new mode of doing things. Perhaps you will
be kind enough to give me until tomorrow beforegmeon with our conversation?"

"l am completely at your disposal, your Reverentmi have known me and known my respect
for you for a good many years. Believe me, thatiwschanged in the slightest. You are the only
person | am bidding good-by to before leaving theviace, and | am addressing you now not only in
your capacity as President of the Order. Justhavé returned the seals and keys to your hantsy | a
hope you will release me from my oath as a memb#reoOrder, once we have discussed everything
fully, Domine"

Alexander met his eyes with a sorrowful, searchamd, and stifled a sigh. "Leave me now.
You have given me cares enough for one day andgedwmaterial enough for reflection. Let that do
for today. Tomorrow we shall speak further; rethame about an hour before noon."

He dismissed the Magister with a courteous gesturé that gesture, full of resignation, full of
deliberate politeness of the kind no longer meanafcolleague, but for a total stranger, pained th
Glass Bead Game Master more than anything he lad sa

The attendant who fetched Knecht for the evenieglra while later led him to a guest table
and informed him that Master Alexander had withdrdar meditation and assumed that the Magister
would not wish company tonight, and that a gueshrdnad been prepared for him.

The Magister Ludi's visit and announcement hadnaklexander completely by surprise. Ever
since he had edited the Board's reply to the @ardelter, he had of course counted on Knechtsrgr
up sooner or later, and had thought of the enstdisgussion with faint uneasiness. But that Magister
Knecht, noted for his exemplary obedience, hiswvatied formalities, his modesty and profound tact,
could one day descend on him without warning, rekig office on his own initiative and without
previously consulting the Board, and throw ovewuathge and tradition in this startling manner esth
were acts he would have considered absolutely igiples Granted, Knecht's manner, tone, and
language, his unobtrusive courtesy, were the saneser; but how appalling and offensive, how novel
and surprising, and above all how totally un-Caatalvere the substance and the spirit of everything
he said. No one hearing and seeing the Magisterwadld have suspected him of being ill,
overworked, irritated, and not completely mastehiaiself. The scrutiny which the Board had recently
ordered in Waldzell had turned up not the slightestige of disturbance, disorder, or neglect e th
life and work of the Players' Village. And nevettss this appalling man, until yesterday the deares
of his colleagues, now stood here and depositedrtast with the insignia of office as if it were a
suitcase, declaring that he had ceased to be Magistd ceased to be a member of the Board, a
brother of the Order and a Castalian, and had é&apponly to say good-by. This was the most
disturbing situation his office as President of @reler had ever involved him in, and he had hadtgre
difficulty in preserving his outward composure.

And what now? Should he resort to force -- pldeeNlagister Ludi under house arrest, say, and
at once, this very evening, send emergency messagdsnembers of the Board and call a meeting?
Was there any objection to his doing so? Was tbathe most logical and correct procedure? It was,
and yet something within him protested. What wdwdeally achieve by such measures? Nothing but
humiliation for Magister Knecht, and nothing atfalt Castalia; at most some alleviation for himself
who would no longer have to face this ugly and clexgituation alone, bearing all the responsihility
If anything could still be saved out of this vexats affair, if any appeal to Knecht's sense of lhono
were possible and if it were conceivable that hghinchange his mind, such an outcome could only be
achieved in a private interview. The two of themgel€ht and Alexander, would have to fight out this
bitter conflict to the end -- no one else. And easrhe thought this he had to concede that basicall



Knecht had acted correctly and honorably by refngiirom further contact with the Board, which he
no longer recognized, but coming personally to atifsm, the President, for the final struggle and
leave-taking. This man Joseph Knecht, even whaticheomething so outrageous and repulsive,
nevertheless acted with taste and tact.

Master Alexander decided to trust to his own pexdmpersuasion and leave the entire official
apparatus out of the affair. Only now, after he banhe to this decision, did he begin to reflectrupo
the details of the matter and to ask himself totvelxéent the Magister's action was right or wrong -
for after all, Knecht seemed to have no doubt efitibegrity and justness of his incredible stepwNo
that he tried to classify the Magister Ludi's audas plan and determine where it stood legallyk- f
no one knew the rules of the Order better thanr he came to the surprising conclusion that Joseph
Knecht was not in fact violating the letter of thuides. Granted, for decades no one had ever tdsted
relevant clauses, but the rules did provide thatyemnember of the Order was at liberty to resigyn an
time he so desired. Of course he would at the semgerenounce all his privileges and separate
himself from the Castalian community. If Knecht nmturned his seals, informed the Order of his
resignation, and betook himself into the worldweaes to be sure doing something unheard of in living
memory, something highly unusual, alarming, andv@ps unseemly, but he was committing no
infraction of the rules. Incomprehensible the steght be, but it was not illegal in any formal way.
And that he chose not to take it behind the Presiglback, but was ready to come and announce his
decision, was in fact more than punctilious. Buiviad this venerated man, one of the pillars of the
hierarchy, come to such a decision? After all, wietvas planning was nothing short of desertion.
How could he invoke the written rules when a huddrewritten but no less sacred and self-evident
ties should have kept him from taking this step?

Alexander heard a clock strike. He wrenched hifresghy from his profitless thoughts, took
his bath, spent ten minutes on careful breathimgases, and then went to his meditation cell oreor
to store up strength and tranquility for an houobe going to sleep. He would think no more of this
matter until the morrow.

Next morning a young servant of the directorajasst house led the Magister Ludi to the
President, and was thus privy to the way the two greeted each other. Accustomed as the youth was
to the manner prevalent among these masters otatiedi and self-discipline, he was nevertheless
struck by something in the appearance, the beaaimd)the tone of these two notables as they greeted
each other. There was something new, an extraoyddegree of composure and clarity. It was, so he
told us, not quite the usual salutation betweendihie highest dignitaries of the Order, which imig
be either a serene and casual ceremony or an aarhadl but joyful festivity -- although occasiohal
it also turned into a competition in courtesy, defee, and stressed humility. It was rather asghau
stranger were being received, say a great mastergaf come from afar to pay his respects to the
President of the Order and cross swords with himvdrd and gesture both men were exceedingly
modest and sparing, but their eyes and their egjes, though tranquil, collected, and composed,
were charged with a hidden tension, as though Wwetle luminescent or carrying an electric current.
Our informant did not have the opportunity to se@@ar any more of the encounter. The two vanished
into the office, presumably going to Master Alexansl study, and remained there for several hours.
No one was permitted to disturb them. What recoechave of their conversations comes from
accounts set down on various occasions by the hbfeobDelegate Designori, to whom Joseph Knecht
related some details.

"You took me by surprise yesterday," the Presitbegan, "and very nearly disconcerted me. In
the meantime | have been able to reflect upon thggeemsomewhat. My viewpoint has not changed, of
course; | am a member of the Board and the diratgaf the Order. According to the letter of the
Rule, you have the right to announce your withdilaama resign your post. You have come to the point
of regarding your post as burdensome and of feelimgttempt to live outside the Order as a negessit



What if | were now to propose that you make thii tbut not in terms of your categorical decisiens
rather in the form of a prolonged or even an indeteate leave? Actually, this is what your petition
sought to accomplish."

"Not entirely," Knecht said. "If my petition hagén approved, | would certainly have remained
in the Order, but not in office. Your kind proposaluld be an evasion. Incidentally, Waldzell ane th
Glass Bead Game would scarcely be well servedMggister who was absent on leave for a long or
indeterminate period of time and who might or migbt return. Moreover, if he did return after aryea
or two, his skills in the conduct of his office aimchis discipline, the Glass Bead Game, would only
have suffered, not advanced."

Alexander: "He might have profited in all sortsvedys. Perhaps he would have learned that the
world outside is not what he imagined and needsrtarmore than he does it. He might come back
reassured and glad to remain in old and well-teg&sds."

"Your kindness goes very far indeed. | am gratéduit; nevertheless | cannot accept it. What |
am seeking is not so much fulfillment of idle cwity or of a hankering for worldly life, but expenice
without reservations. | do not want to go out itite world with insurance in my pocket, in case | am
disappointed. | don't want to be a prudent traviglking a bit of a look at the world. On the conjrd
crave risk, difficulty, and danger; | am hungry feslity, for tasks and deeds, and also for depdua
and suffering. May | ask you not to press your kimdposal, and altogether to abandon any attempt to
sway me and coax me back? It would lead to nothtvhgvisit with you would lose its value and its
solemnity for me if it now brought me approval of petition after all, when | no longer desire tHat.
have not stood still since writing that petitionetway | have embarked on is now my one and all, my
law, my home, my service."

With a sigh, Alexander nodded assent. "Let usrassihen," he said patiently, "that you in fact
cannot be influenced or dissuaded. Let us assuatedmtrary to all appearances you are deaf to all
representations, all reason, all kindness, thatayeurunning amok or going berserk, so that people
must simply keep out of your path. For the timengdiwill not try to change your mind or influence
you. But tell me what you came here to tell me.ethear the story of your defection. Explain the
acts and decisions which are to us so shocking tNéhevhat you have to offer is a confession, a
justification, or an indictment, | want to heat it.

Knecht nodded. "Running amok though | am, | pdasexpress my gladness. | have no
indictments to make. What | wish to say -- if oitlyvere not so hard, so incredibly hard to put into
words -- seems to me a justification; to you it nb@ya confession."

He leaned back in his chair and looked up, whaees of Hirsland's former days as a
monastery showed in the vault of the ceiling, iarsp, dreamlike lines and colors, patterns of flswe
and ornamentation.

"The idea that even a Magister could tire of list@nd resign it first came to me only a few
months after my appointment as Magister Ludi. Oaeldvas sitting reading a little book by my once
famous predecessor Ludwig Wassermaler, a journieobfficial year, in which he offers guidance to
his successors. There | read his admonition to tyively thought to the public Glass Bead Game for
the coming year. If you felt no eagerness for @ &tked ideas, he wrote, you should try to put
yourself into the right mood by concentration. Whtly strong awareness of being the youngest
Magister, | smiled when | read this. With the braets of youth | was a bit amused at the anxiefies o
the old man who had written it. But still | alsoané in it a note of gravity and dread, of something
menacing and oppressive. Reflecting on this, Idktihat if ever the day came when the thought of
the next festival game caused me anxiety instegiaoiess, fear instead of pride, | would not giteg
to work out a new festival game, but would at oreign and return the emblems of my office to the
Board. This was the first time that such a thoygbstented itself to me. At the time | had just come
through the great exertions of mastering my offas®] had all my sails spread to the wind, so talspe



In my heart | did not really believe in the poskipithat | too might some day be an old man, tioéd
the work and of life, that | might some day be wnedo the task of tossing off ideas for new Glass
Bead Games. Nevertheless, | made the decisiomttirte. You knew me well in those days, your
Reverence, better perhaps than | knew myself. Yexewny adviser and father confessor during that
first difficult period in office, and had taken yodeparture from Waldzell only a short while befbre

Alexander gave him a searching look. "I have sgrever had a finer assignment,” he said,
"and was then content, in a way that one rarelwii, you and myself. If it is true that we mustydar
everything pleasant in life, then | must now atéoremy elation at that time. | was truly proud afuy
then. | cannot be so today. If you cause the GQatppointment, if you shock all of Castalia, | tno
that | share the responsibility. Perhaps at tima¢ thwhen | was your companion and adviser, | should
have stayed in your Players' Village a few weekgér, or handled you somewhat more roughly,
subjected you to stricter examination."

Knecht cheerfully returned his look. "You must have such misgiving&omine or | should
have to remind you of various admonishments ydictdled upon to give me at the time when I, as the
youngest Magister, took the duties of my office seviously. At one such moment you told me -- |
have just remembered this -- that if I, the Magitiadi, were a scoundrel or an incompetent and did
everything a Magister is forbidden to do, in fddtdeliberately set out to use my high positiordtoas
much harm as possible, all this would no more distur dear Castalia or affect it any more
profoundly than a pebble that is thrown into a lakdéew ripples and circles and all trace is goReat
is how firm, how secure our Castalian Order is, lowiolable its spirit, you said. Do you recall? No
you are certainly not to blame for any efforts ahento be as bad a Castalian as possible and tioedo
greatest possible harm to the Order. Moreover,also know that what | do cannot shake your own
tranquility. But | want to go on with my story. Tiect that | could make such a decision at the very
beginning of my magistracy, and that | did not frg, but am now about to carry it out -- thattfesc
related to a kind of spiritual experience | hawanirtime to time, which | call awakening. But you
already know about that; | once spoke to you aliputhen you were my mentor and guru. In fact |
complained to you at the time that since my acoessi office that experience had not come to me,
and seemed to be vanishing more and more intoistende.”

"I remember," the President agreed. "l was sometelkan aback at the time by your capacity
for this kind of experience; it is rather rare amas, whereas in the world outside it occurs imsmy
varied forms: sometimes in the genius, especialtatesmen and generals, but also in feeble, semi-
pathological, and on the whole rather meagerlediftersons such as clairvoyants, telepaths, and
mediums. You seemed to me to have no kinship atitilithese two types, the aggressive heroes or the
clairvoyants and diviners. Rather you seemed toh@e, and until yesterday, to be a good Castalian,
prudent, clearheaded, obedient. | thought it cotepleut of the question that you should ever lee th
victim of mysterious voices, whether of divine éalablic origin, or even voices from within your own
self. Therefore | interpreted the states of 'awalgmwhich you described to me simply as your
becoming aware occasionally of personal growthe@ithat interpretation, it followed that these
spiritual insights would not be coming your way &considerable time. After all, you had just esder
office and had assumed a task which still hungdtyaround you like an overcoat too big for you --
you would still have to grow into it. But tell meis: have you ever believed that these awakenirgs a
anything like revelations from higher powers, comgations or summons from the realm of an
objective, eternal, or divine truth?"

"In saying this," Knecht replied, "you bring mertty present difficulty: to express in words
something that refuses to be put into words; toemakional what is obviously extrarational. No, |
never thought of those awakenings as manifestatibagyod or daimon or of some absolute truth.
What gives these experiences their weight and psigeness is not their truth, their sublime origin,
their divinity or anything of the sort, but thee@ality. They are tremendously real, somewhat the ava



violent physical pain or a surprising natural eyanstorm or earthquake, seem to us charged with an
entirely different sort of reality, presence, inedaility, from ordinary times and conditions. Thesg

of wind that precedes a thunderstorm, sendingtostiire house and almost wrenching the front door
away from our hand -- or a bad toothache which sgensoncentrate all the tensions, sufferings, and
conflicts of the world in our jaw -- these are suehlities. Later on we may start to question tloem
examine their significance, if that is our bent{ Buthe moment they happen they admit no doulids an
are brimful of reality. My 'awakening’ has a simikend of intensified reality for me. That is why |

have given it this name; at such times | really &seif | had lain asleep or half asleep for a ltintg,

but am now awake and clearheaded and receptivevayd never am ordinarily. In history, too,
moments of tribulation or great upheavals haver tslement of convincing necessity; they create a
sense of irresistible immediacy and tension. Wheatéive consequence of such upheavals, be it beauty
and clarity or savagery and darkness, whateverdrepwill bear the semblance of grandeur, necessity,
and importance and will stand out as utterly ddferfrom everyday events."

He paused to catch his breath, then continued: [&une try to examine this matter from
another angle. Do you recall the legend of St. €bpher? Yes? Well now, Christopher was a man of
great strength and courage, but he wanted to sattver than to be a master and govern. Service was
his strength and his art; he had a faculty faBitt whom he served was not a matter of indifferetoce
him. He felt that he had to serve the greatestirtbst powerful master. And when he heard of a
mightier master, he promptly offered his serviddmve always been fond of this great servant,land
must in some way resemble him. At any rate, dutivegone period in my life when | had command
over myself, during my student years, | searchebhauillated for a long time before deciding what
master to serve. For years | remained mistrustfth® Glass Bead Game and fended it off, although |
had long ago recognized it as the most preciousharhcteristic fruit of our Province. | had tastiee
bait and knew that there was nothing more attraaivd more subtle on earth than the Game. | had
also observed fairly early that this enchanting @a®emanded more than naive amateur players, that it
took total possession of the man who had succurnoisl magic. And an instinct within me rebelled
against my throwing all my energies and interesis this magic forever. Some naive feeling for
simplicity, for wholeness and soundness, warne@ganst the spirit of the Waldzell Vicus Lusorum.
| sensed in it a spirit of specialism and virtupsdertainly highly cultivated, certainly richly
elaborated, but nevertheless isolated from humamtythe whole of life -- a spirit that had soateal
high into haughty solitariness. For years | doulated probed, until the decision had matured within
me and in spite of everything | decided in favothed Game. | did so because | had within me thge ur
to seek the supreme fulfillment and serve onlygiteatest master."

"l understand,” Master Alexander said. "But noteraihow | regard it and no matter how you
try to represent it, | come up against the samgomeaor your singularities. You have an excessive
sense of your own person, or dependence on it,hwkifar from the same thing as being a great
personality. A man can be a star of the first magla in gifts, will-power, and endurance, but sdl we
balanced that he turns with the system to whichdiengs without any friction or waste of energy.
Another may have the same great gifts, or evem bnes, but the axis does not pass precisely throug
the center and he squanders half his strengthcengtic movements which weaken him and disturb his
surroundings. You evidently belong to this typelydrmmust admit that you have contrived to conceal
it remarkably. For that very reason the malady setenie breaking out now with all the greater
virulence. You spoke of St. Christopher, and | naast that although there is something grand and
touching about this saint, he is not a model feevant of our hierarchy. One who wishes to serve
should abide by the master he has sworn to sengofad and ill, and not with the secret reservation
that he will change as soon as he finds a more ifr@gmt master. In assuming such an attitude the
servant makes himself his master's judge, andriieed is what you are doing. You always want to
serve the highest master, and are naive enougéctdealfor yourself the rank of the masters among



whom you make your choice."

Knecht had listened attentively, although a shadbsadness passed across his face. Now he
continued: "l respect your opinion, and could na¢dnimagined that it would be any different. Bt le
me go on with my story just a little longer. | be@@Magister Ludi and in fact was sure for a good
while that | was serving the highest of all mast@tsany rate my friend Designori, our patron ie th
Federal Council, once described to me in extremieig terms what an arrogant, conceited, blasé
elitist and virtuoso of the Game | once was. Bunuist also tell you the meaning that the word
‘transcend' has had for me since my student yearsng 'awakening.' It came to me, | think, while
reading a philosopher of the Enlightenment, anceutite influence of Master Thomas von der Trave,
and ever since then it has been a veritable magid vor me, like ‘awakening,’ an impetus, a
consolation, and a promise. My life, | resolvedglouto be a perpetual transcending, a progression
from stage to stage; | wanted it to pass througharea after the next, leaving each behind, ascmusi
moves on from theme to theme, from tempo to terpfaying each out to the end, completing each and
leaving it behind, never tiring, never sleepingefeer wakeful, forever in the present. In connettio
with the experiences of awakening, | had noticed $luch stages and such areas exist, and that each
successive period in one's life bears within itsadfit is approaching its end, a note of fading) an
eagerness for death. That in turn leads to a 8gift a new area, to awakening and new beginnings.
am telling you about the significance to me of s@nding in order to provide another clue which may
help you interpret my life. The decision in favditioe Glass Bead Game was an important stage, as
was the first time | took my place in the hierarddyyaccepting an assignment. | have also experience
such movements from stage to stage in my offiddagister. The best thing the office has given me
was the discovery that making music and playingGless Bead Game are not the only happy
activities in life, that teaching and educating barjust as exhilarating. And | gradually discokre
furthermore, that teaching gave me all the morasulee, the younger and more unspoiled by
miseducation the pupils were. This too, like matheothings, led me in the course of the years to
desire younger and younger pupils, so that | wbialde liked most to have become a teacher in an
elementary school. In short, at times my imagimatiwelt on matters which in themselves lay outside
my functions.”

He paused for a moment to rest. The PresidentrkemayY ou astonish me more and more,
Magister. Here you are speaking about your own difel you mention scarcely anything but subjective
experiences, personal wishes, personal developraadtdecisions. | really had no idea that a
Castalian of your rank could see himself and tfesih such a light."

His voice had a note between reproach and soitg@ained Knecht, but he remained equable
and exclaimed merrily: "Esteemed Magister, we atespeaking about Castalia, about the Board and
the hierarchy at the moment, but only about meuatie psychology of a man who unfortunately has
been forced to cause you great inconvenience. utdMoe improper for me to speak of my conduct of
office, the way | have met my obligations, my vatudack of it as a Castalian and Magister. My
conduct of office lies open before you. You canlgdsok into it, as you can into the entire extarof
my life. You will not find much to censure. But wthae are concerned with here is something wholly
different. | am trying to show you the path | haxedden as an individual, which has led me out of
Waldzell and will lead me out of Castalia tomorrd¥ease, be so kind as to listen to me a littidevhi
longer.

"My consciousness of a world outside our littl@¥nce | owe not to my studies, in which this
world occurred only as the remote past, but priltpaoi my fellow student Designori, who was a guest
from outside, and later to my stay among the Bentiedis, and to Father Jacobus. What | have seen of
the world with my own eyes is very little, but FatRlacobus gave me an inkling of what is called
history. And it may be that in acquiring that | waging the groundwork for the isolation into which
stumbled after my return. | returned from the mésgsinto a land where history virtually didn't sii



into a Province of scholars and Glass Bead Ganyerdaa highly refined and extremely pleasant
society, but one in which | seemed to stand egtane with my smattering of the world, my
curiosity about that world, and my sympathy foiTib. be sure, there was enough to compensate me
here. There were several men | revered, so thgit &lf at once abashed, delighted, and honored to
work with them as their colleague, and there wdegge number of well-bred and highly cultivated
people. There was also work aplenty and a greay ried@nted and lovable students. The trouble was
that during my apprenticeship under Father Jacbhad made the discovery that | was not only a
Castalian, but also a man; that the world, the ehadrld, concerned me and exerted certain claims
upon me. Needs, wishes, demands, and obligatiasg aut of this discovery, but | was in no position
to meet any of them. Life in the world, as the @izt sees it, is something backward and infegor,
life of disorder and crudity, of passions and d@istions, devoid of all that is beautiful or deslealiBut
the world and its life was in fact infinitely vast@nd richer than the notions a Castalian has dfitas
full of change, history, struggles, and eternabbywrbeginnings. It might be chaotic, but it was ltloene
and native soil of all destinies, all exaltatioal arts, all humanity; it had produced languagesples,
governments, cultures; it had also produced usoan€astalia and would see all these things perish
again, and yet survive. My teacher Jacobus hadédnd me a love for this world which was forever
growing and seeking nourishment. But in Castakadlwas nothing to nourish it. Here we were
outside of the world; we ourselves were a smalifgaé world, but one no longer changing, no longer
growing."

He took a deep breath and fell silent for a witiliece the president made no reply, and only
looked expectantly at him, he gave a pensive nodcantinued: "For me, this meant bearing two
burdens, and | did so for a good many years. Itbadiminister an important office and meet its
responsibilities, and | had to deal with this Idgethe world. My office, | realized from the ouls,
must not suffer because of this love. On the coptighought it ought to benefit. | hoped to caoyt
my duties as thoroughly and irreproachably as aisfegis expected to; but if | should fall short in
these, | nevertheless knew that inwardly | was nategt and alive than a good many of my more
punctilious colleagues, and that | had somethingjte to my students and associates. | regardssl it
my mission to expand Castalian life and thoughwbtand gently without breaking with tradition, to
add to its warmth, to infuse it with new blood frdine world and from history. By the happy workings
of Providence, at the same time, outside in ounttgua man of the world had precisely the same
thought. He dreamed ofrapprochemenand interpenetration of Castalia and the world.t Than was
Plinio Designori."

Master Alexander's mouth took on a slightly soyression as he said: "Well yes, | have never
hoped for anything very good from this man's inflce upon you, any more than | have from your
spoiled protege Tegularius. So it is Designori ehought you to the point of a complete breach with
the system?"

"No, Domine but he helped me, in part without being awari. die brought fresh air into my
quietude. Through him | came into contact with dlkside world again, and only then was | able to
realize and to admit to myself that | was at thé ehmy career here, that | had lost all real joyny
work, and that it was time to put an end to theeatdOne more stage had been left behind; | had
passed through another area, another space, wingctinoe was Castalia.”

"How you phrase that!" Alexander remarked, shakiisghead. "As if Castalian space were not
large enough to serve a great many people wordlliyeir lives! Do you seriously believe that you
have traversed this space and gone beyond it?"

"Oh no," Knecht replied with strong feeling. "I'mever believed anything of the sort. When |
say that | have reached the border of this spaceah only that | have done all that | as an dfici
could do here. In this sense | have reached myslifabr some time | have been standing at theiéont
where my work as Magister Ludi has become eteg@lirence, an empty exercise and formula. | have



been doing it without joy, without enthusiasm, stimes even without faith. It was time to stop."”

Alexander sighed. "That is your view, but not tiew of the Order and its rules. A brother in
our Order has moods, and at times he wearies a¥dris -- there is nothing new and remarkable about
that. The rules show him the way to regain harmémyind his center again. Had you forgotten that?"

"l do not think so, your Reverence. My administnatis open to your inspection, and only
recently, after you had received my circular lety@u conducted an investigation of the Players'
Village and of me personally. You learned thatwleek was being done, that Secretariat and Archive
were in order, that the Magister Ludi showed nasigf illness or vagary. | was able to carry ord an
sustain my strength and composure, because of eogeules which you so skillfully taught me. But
it cost me great effort. And now, unfortunatelyisicosting me almost as much effort to convince yo
that | am not giving in to moods, whims, or vageansnings. But whether or not | succeed, | insist at
least on your acknowledging that my personality mrydvork were sound and useful up to the moment
you last evaluated them. Is that asking too mugjoof?”

Master Alexander's eyes twinkled rather sardobhjical

"My dear colleague,” he said, "you address méas were two private individuals holding a
casual conversation. But that applies only to yelfirgou are now in fact a private individual. | am
not, and whatever | think and say, | do not speakrfyself, but as President of the Order, and he is
responsible to his Board for every word. What yoeisaying here today will remain without
consequences. No matter how earnest your intenyauoss is the speech of a private person urgiag hi
own interests. But for me, my office and resporigypbcontinue, and what | say or do today may have
consequences. | shall plead your cause beforedaedBYou want the Board to accept your account of
the circumstances, or perhaps even acknowledggdbatave made a correct decision. Your case then
is that until yesterday, though you may have hadats of weird ideas in your head, you were an
irreproachable Castalian, an exemplary Magistat, you may have experienced temptations, spells of
weariness, but that you consistently fought andaaree them. Let us assume that | accept that; but
then how am | to understand that the upright Magiato only yesterday obeyed every rule today
suddenly defects? You must admit this is more wtdadable in terms of a Magister whose mind had
in fact been impaired, who was suffering from psgdlness, so that he went on considering himself
an excellent Castalian long after he had in realtgsed to be one. | also wonder why you make guch
point of your having been a dutiful Magister ughe very end. Since you have after all taken tap,st
broken your vow of obedience, and committed theo&desertion, why be concerned about
establishing such a point?"

Knecht protested. "l beg your pardon, your Revegebut why should | not be concerned about
that? My name and reputation is involved, the mgnhshall leave behind here. Also involved is the
possibility of my working for Castalia on the owatsi | am not here to salvage something for myself,
even to win the Board's approval of my action.umted on being regarded by my colleagues
henceforth as a dubious phenomenon, and am prefoaréttht. But | don't want to be regarded as a
traitor or madman; that is a verdict | cannot atckpave done something you must disapprove df, bu
| have done it because | had to, because it wasribent upon me, because that is my destiny, which |
believe in and which | assume with good will. Ifuycannot concede this much, then | have been
defeated and have spoken with you in vain."

"Again and again it comes down to the same thiAtgkxander replied. "You want me to
concede that in some circumstances an individuattaright to break the laws in which | believel an
which it is my task to represent. But | cannot diameously believe in our system and in your peason
right to violate it -- please, don't interrupt nhean concede that to all appearances you are moedi
of the rightness and meaningfulness of your drdadép, and that you believe you have been catled t
take such action. You certainly don't expect magprove the step itself. On the other hand, yoehav
achieved something, for | have given up my initredught of winning you back and changing your



decision. | accept your withdrawal from the Orded ghall pass on to the Board the news of your
voluntary resignation of your post. | cannot makg further concessions to you, Joseph Knecht."

The Magister Ludi made a gesture of submissioenTie said quietly: "Thank you. | have
already given you the casket. | now turn over to,\as representative of the Board, my notes on the
state of affairs in Waldzell, especially on the paod tutors and my recommendations on the persons |
consider possible successors to my office.”

He took a few folded sheets of paper from his pbekd placed them on the table. Then he
rose, and the President rose also. Knecht too&patstvard him, looked into his eyes for a long
moment in sorrowful friendliness, then bowed and:s& had wanted to ask you to shake hands with
me in parting, but | suppose | must forgo this n¥wu have always been especially dear to me, and
today has not changed that in any way. Good-by, aleé revered Master."

Alexander stood still. He was rather pale. Foramant it seemed as though he meant to extend
his hand to the departing Magister. He felt hissay@wing moist. Then he inclined his head,
responded to Knecht's bow, and let him go.

After Knecht had closed the door behind him, thesklent stood unmoving, listening to the
departing footsteps. When the last one had fadexy anwd there was nothing more to be heard, he
walked back and forth across the room for a whifgil footsteps again sounded outside and there was
a soft knock at the door. The young servant entanedreported that a visitor wished to see him.

"Tell him that | can receive him in an hour andtthrequest him to be brief; there are urgent
matters to attend to. No, wait a moment. Also gth&oSecretariat and inform the First Secretary to
convoke a meeting of the entire Board for the dégr domorrow. All members must attend; only
severe illness will be acceptable as an excusalfeence. Then go to the steward and tell him | must
leave for Waldzell early tomorrow morning; have oar ready by seven.”

"l beg your pardon,"” the young man said, "butMegister Ludi's car is at your disposal.”

"How is that?"

"His Reverence came by car yesterday. He hasgiistord that he is continuing his journey
on foot and leaving the car here at your disposal.”

"Very well, I'll take the Waldzell car tomorroweReat, please.”

The servant repeated: "The visitor will be recdiuean hour; he is to be brief. The First
Secretary is to convoke the Board for the day afterorrow, attendance mandatory, absence excused
only on grounds of severe illness. Departure fotd&&ll at seven o'clock tomorrow morning in the
Magister Ludi's car."

Master Alexander took a deep breath once the yowarghad gone. He went over to the table
where he had sat with Knecht. Still echoing indass were the footsteps of that incomprehensible ma
whom he had loved above all others and who hattiedl this great grief upon him. He had loved this
man ever since the days he had first helped hichaamong other traits it had been Knecht's way of
walking that had appealed so strongly to him 4fra,frhythmic step that was also light, almost airy
expressing something between dignity and childiédssn between priestliness and the dance -- a
strange, lovable, and elegant walk that accordéhl Mmecht's face and voice. It accorded equallyt wel
with his peculiar way of being a Castalian and Mg, his kind of mastership and serenity, which
sometimes reminded Alexander of the aristocraficakasured manner of his predecessor, Master
Thomas, sometimes of the simple, heartwarming foivhesic Master. So he had already left, in his
haste, and on foot, who could say where, and ptgliedy Alexander, would never see him again,
never again hear his laugh and watch the fine, &nyslender fingers of his hand drawing the
hieroglyphs of a Glass Bead Game phrase. Alexardehed for the sheets of paper that had been left
lying on the table and began reading them. Theyusneal to a brief testament, extremely terse and
matter-of-fact, frequently consisting only of cuerds rather than sentences; their purpose was to
facilitate the Board's work in the forthcoming istigation of the Vicus Lusorum and the appointment



of a new Magister. The laconic, sensible remarésdthere in neat, small letters, the words and
handwriting just as uniquely and unmistakably tgpiaf Joseph Knecht as his face, his voice, his gai
The Board would scarcely find a man of his stafarénis successor; real masters and real persmsalit
were all too rare, and each one was a matter ad ek and a pure gift, even here in Castalia, the
province of the elite.

Joseph Knecht enjoyed walking; it was years shcbad last traveled on foot. In fact, when he
reviewed the matter it seemed to him that hisrieait walking tour had been the one that had lormy ag
taken him from Mariafels monastery back to Castafid to that annual game in Waldzell which had
been so overshadowed by the death of Magister Thamader Trave and had resulted in his own
appointment to succeed the Magister Ludi. Ordigawhen he thought back upon those days, let alone
upon his student years and the Bamboo Grove, ialvaays been as if he were gazing from a cool, dull
room out into broad, brightly sunlit landscape$p ithe irrevocable past, the paradise of memorghSu
recollections had always been, even when they fieeeof sadness, a vision of things remote and
different, separated from the prosaic present imysterious festiveness. But now, on this bright and
cheerful September afternoon, with the strong ggeer browns all around him and the ethereal,
gently misted tones of blue verging into violette distance, as he trudged along at an easy wéhbe,
frequent pauses to look about him, that walking tfiso long ago did not seem a distant paradise cu
off from a resigned present. Rather his presemhpuwas the same as that of the past, the present
Joseph Knecht was close as a brother to the Kioé¢hose days. Everything was new again,
mysterious, promising; all that had been could reend many new things as well. It was long, long
since he had looked out upon the day and the veorttlseen them as so unburdened, so beautiful and
innocent. The happiness of freedom, of commandisg\n destiny, flooded through him like a
strong drink. How long it was since he had last theslfeeling, last entertained this lovely and
rapturous illusion. He pondered that, and recaledime this precious feeling had first been ledjs
then given a fatal blow. It had happened duringraversation with Magister Thomas, under the latter’
friendly and ironic glance. He now recalled thasge sensation of that hour in which he had Iast hi
freedom. It had not really been a pang, a burnimguesh, but rather an onset of timidity, a faintveh
at the nape of his neck, an organic warning somesvaleove his diaphragm, a change in the
temperature and especially in the tempo of his@onsness of life. That anxious, constricting
sensation, the hidden threat of suffocation of thtgful hour, was being recompensed now, or healed

The day before, during his drive to Hirsland, Kimelead decided that whatever might happen
there, he would not repine. Now he forbade himsethink over the details of his conversations with
Alexander, of his struggle with him and his striegtgl win him. He left himself entirely open to the
feeling of relaxation and freedom that filled hiikel the approach of evening leisure for a peasant
whose day's work lies behind him. He was conscafieing safe and under no obligations. For a
moment he was utterly dispensable, exempt fromeafpponsibilities, not required to perform any tasks
to do any thinking. The bright, varicolored dayrsunded him with a gentle radiance, wholly visual,
wholly present, imposing no demands, having neifesterday nor tomorrow. Now and then as he
walked he contentedly hummed one of the marchimgsde and his schoolmates used to sing in three
or four parts on outings, when he was an elitel@tgtschholz, and out of that serene early moroing
his life small bright memories and sounds camesftirig to him like the chirping of birds.

Under a cherry tree with leaves already showinggbf purple he stopped to rest and sat down
in the grass. He reached into the pocket of his @od took out a thing that Master Alexander would
never have guessed he would be carrying, a smalleroflute, which he contemplated for a moment
with tenderness. He had not owned this naive, @hittboking instrument for long, perhaps half aryea
and he recalled with pleasure the day he had axdjitirHe had ridden to Monteport to discuss some



problems of musical theory with Carlo Ferromonteeif conversation had turned to the woodwinds of
certain ages, and he had asked his friend to slrowhe Monteport instrument collection. After an
enjoyable stroll through several halls filled wdll organ manuals, harps, lutes, and pianos, thdy h
come to a building where instruments for the sch@are stored. There Knecht had seen a whole
drawer full of such little flutes; he had examireed tried one, and asked his friend whether he imigh
have one. Laughing, Carlo had invited him to chpesk laughing, he had presented him with a
receipt to sign; but then he had seriously expthihe structure of the instrument, its fingeringg @ahe
technique of playing it. Knecht had taken the gréttle toy with him, and practiced on it occasably

-- for he had not played a wind instrument sineeréecorder of his boyhood in Eschholz, and hachofte
resolved to learn one again. In addition to scdled)ad used a book of old melodies which Ferromont
had edited for beginners, and every so often thigsmeet notes of the flute had sounded from the
Magister's garden or from his bedroom. He wasrfanfa master of the instrument, but had learned to
play a number of chorales and songs; he knew treecrnby heart, and also the words of a good many
of them. One of these songs now sprang into hisiniiseemed highly suitable to the moment. He
sang a few lines under his breath:

My body and head

Lay asleep like the dead,
But now | stand strong,

Gay as the day is long

And turn my face to heaven.

He brought the instrument to his lips and blewrntedody, looking out into the radiant plain
that arched toward the distant mountains, listetinifpe serenely devout song ringing out in theegwe
notes of the flute, and feeling at one and coniegtht the sky, the mountains, the song, and the day.
With pleasure, he felt the smooth wand betweefimgers and reflected that aside from the clothes o
his body this toy flute was the only piece of pnapée had allowed himself to take from Waldzetl. |
the course of years he had accumulated a good thargs that could be more or less regarded as
personal property, above all writings, notebooksl 80 on. He had left all these things behind; the
Players' Village might use them as it wished. Baihad taken the flute, and he was glad to havéht w
him; it was a modest and lovable traveling companio

On the second day he arrived in the capital ohdod called at the Designori home. Plinio
sped down the steps to meet him and embraced Himewiotion.

"We have been longing for you, and anxiously waitior you!" he exclaimed. "You have taken
a great step, friend -- may it bring good thingsitaf us. But to think that they let you go! Ives
would have believed it."

Knecht laughed. "You see, | am here. But I'll y@lu about it by and by. But now I'd like to
greet my pupil, and of course your wife, and disoergerything with you -- how we are going to
arrange my new position. | am eager to start 6n it.

Plinio called a maid and told her to bring his sbonce.

"The young gentleman?" she asked, seemingly as$tedj but hurried off while Plinio showed
his friend to the guest room. He began eagerlyrdesg what preparations he had made for Knecht's
arrival, and how he imagined the tutoring of yodmnig would work out. Everything had been arranged
as Knecht wished it, he said; Tito's mother, adtane initial reluctance, had also grasped the rsaso
for these wishes and assented to them. The famihed a vacation cottage in the mountains, called
Belpunt, pleasantly situated on a lake. There Kneduld live with his pupil for the time being. An
elderly servant would keep house for them; sheaha@ddy left several days ago to put the place in
order. Of course they could stay there only foharstime, at most till the onset of winter; butbku



isolation would certainly be beneficial, especidbly the initial period. Fortunately, Tito lovedeth
mountains and Belpunt, so the boy made no diffiesilabout going there. He was even looking

forward to the project. At this point Designori rembered that he had an album of photos of the house
and its environs. He drew Knecht along into hislgiisearched eagerly for the album, and when he
had found it began showing his guest the housealasadribing the big farm kitchen-living room, the

tile stove, the arbors, the lake shore, the wdterfa

"Does it seem nice to you?" he asked insistetl§ill you feel comfortable there?"

"Why not?" Knecht said calmly. "But | wonder whérgo is. It's been quite some time since he
was sent for."

They chatted for a while longer. Then they heamtdteps outside. The door opened, but
neither Tito nor the maid dispatched for him erdefewas Tito's mother, Madame Designori. Knecht
rose to greet her. She extended her hand, smilithganssomewhat artificial friendliness; he coulé se
beneath this polite smile an expression of anxaety vexation. She barely managed a few words of
welcome and then turned to her husband and impstyiburst out with what was troubling her.

"It's really so awkward," she exclaimed. "Imagities boy has vanished and is nowhere to be
found."

"Oh well, I imagine he has gone out,” Plinio ssadthingly. "He'll be along."”

"Unfortunately that isn't likely," his wife saitiHe's been gone all day. | noticed his absence
early this morning."

"And why am | only now being told about it?"

"Because | naturally expected him back any mimun& saw no reason to trouble you
needlessly. At first | took it for granted that ined simply gone for a walk. When he didn't retuyn b
noon | began to worry. You were not lunching withtaday or | would have spoken to you. Even then,
| tried to persuade myself that it was simply casshess on his part to make me wait so long. But it
seems it wasn't that."

"Permit me a question,” Knecht said. "The young hku@ew | would be arriving soon, didn't he,
and about your plans for him and me?"

"Of course, Magister. And he seemed to be agredalihose plans -- or at least he preferred
having you as his teacher to being sent back tesmhool.”

"Oh well," Knecht said, "then there is nothingatorry about. Your son is used to a great deal
of freedom, Signora, especially of late. It's ustemdable that the prospect of a tutor and dis@pikn
should be rather dreadful to him. And so he's nudfiat just the moment he was to be turned over to
his new teacher -- probably less with the hopectfally escaping his fate than with the thought tha
he'll lose nothing by postponement. Besides, hbably wanted to play a trick on his parents and the
schoolmaster they've found for him, and so shovdéfgance to the whole world of grown-ups and
teachers."

Designori was glad that Knecht took the incidenltightly. He himself was full of anxiety; with
his intense love for his son, he imagined all softdangers. Perhaps, he thought, the boy hadwag a
in all earnest; perhaps he even intended to dodtireeme harm. It seemed as if they were going to
pay for all their faults of omission and commissiorthe boy's upbringing, just when they were hgpin
to remedy things.

Against Knecht's advice, he insisted that somgthnst be done; he could not take this latest
crisis passively, and worked himself up to a pa€impatience and nervous agitation which his fiien
found deplorable. It was therefore decided to sardsages to the homes of a few of Tito's friends,
where he sometimes stayed overnight. Knecht was/eel when Madame Designori left to attend to
this, and he had Plinio to himself for a while.

"Plinio," he said, "you look as if your son hadtjlbeen carried dead into the house. He is no
longer a small child and is not likely to have be@m over or to have eaten deadly nightshade. Sa ge



grip on yourself, my dear fellow. Since the boytisiere, permit me for a moment to teach you
something in his stead. | have been observing yduiad that you're not in the best of form. The
moment an athlete receives an unexpected blowessspre, his muscles react of their own accord by
making the necessary movements, stretching oractitg automatically and so helping him master
the situation. You too, my pupil Plinio, the momgot received the blow -- or what you exaggeratedly
thought a blow -- should have applied the firstetsive measure against psychic assaults and résorte
to slow, carefully controlled breathing. Insteadiyareathed like an actor when he seeks to represent
extreme emotion. You are not sufficiently armongal) people in the world seem to be singularly
exposed to suffering and cares. There is sometiefgless and touching about your state; though
often, when real suffering is involved and theren&saning to such pangs, it is also magnificent.fBut
everyday life these protective measures are masalke and should not be ignored. | will make sure
that your son will be better armed when he needk sgquipment. And now, Plinio, be so kind as to do
a few exercises with me, so that | can see whethehave really forgotten it all."

With the breathing exercises, which he guidedthgtl/ rhythmical commands, he was able to
distract Plinio from his self-induced agonies uhglwas willing to listen to rational arguments and
dismantle the structure of alarm and anxiety hedwaldvishly built. They went up to Tito's room,
where Knecht looked benignly around at the confusibboyish possessions. He picked up a book
lying on the night-table, saw a slip of paper pgtirom it, and found it was a note from the vaaih
boy. Laughing, he handed the paper to Designomsatexpression immediately brightened. Tito had
written that he was leaving at daybreak and goontpé mountains alone, where he would wait at
Belpunt for his new teacher. He hoped, the messaigke that his parents would not mind his having
this last little jaunt before his freedom was onwae awfully restricted; his spirits sank when he
thought of having to make this pleasant little jueyr accompanied by his teacher, a prisoner under
supervision.

"Quite understandable,"” Knecht commented. "ldMe for Belpunt tomorrow and will probably
find the boy already there. But now you'd bettet@gour wife and tell her the news."

For the rest of the day the atmosphere in thedhauas happy and relaxed. That evening, on
Plinio's insistence, Knecht summarized the evehtiseopast several days, and in particular desdribe
his two conversations with Master Alexander. On thaeening he also scribbled some curious lines of
verse on a scrap of paper which is today in thegeson of Tito Designori. That came about in the
following way.

Before dinner his host had left him alone for an Knecht saw a bookcase full of old books
which aroused his curiosity. ldle reading was aeofileasure which he had unlearned and almost
forgotten in years of abstinence. This moment newinded him intensely of his student years: to
stand before a shelf of unknown books, reach ordratom, and choose one or another volume whose
gilt or author's name, format or the color of tlweding, appealed to him. With pleasure he glanced
over the titles on the spines and saw that thd sbakisted entirely of nineteenth- and twentieth-
century belles-lettres. Finally he picked out aefddloth-bound volume whose titMjisdom of the
Brahmanstempted him. Standing for a while, then seatedehfed through the book, which contained
many hundreds of didactic poems. It was a curiamsposite of learned loquacity and real wisdom, of
philistinism and genuine poetry. This strange anathing book held, it seemed to him, a good deal of
important esoteric philosophy, but this was alntast in the heavyhanded treatment. The best poems
were by no means the ones in which the poet tréed to give form to a theory or a truth, but thesn
in which the poet's temperament, his capacitydee] his sincerity, humanitarianism, and deep
respectability, found expression. As Knecht delwved the book, with mixed feelings of esteem and
amusement, he was struck by a stanza which helsdgbornth satisfaction and assent. Reading it, he
nodded smilingly, as if it had been specially gerttim for this day in his life. It went:



Our days are precious but we gladly see themggoin
If in their place we find a thing more preciousging:

A rare, exotic plant, our gardener's heart déiigf)

A child whom we are teaching, a booklet we ariing.

He opened the drawer of the desk, found a shgmpdr, and copied out the stanza. Later he
showed it to Plinio, and commented: "l liked théses. There is something special about them; they
are so dry and at the same time so deeply felt.tAeg so well suit me and my momentary situation
and mood. Although | am not a gardener and dotehohto devote my days to the cultivation of an
exotic plant, | am a teacher, and am on the wagytaask, to the child | mean to teach. How | am
looking forward to it! As for the author of theseds, the poet Ruckert, | would suppose he posdesse
all three of these noble passions: that of gardeeacher, and writer. | suppose the third ranked
highest with him; he shapes the stanza so thatdives the maximum stress, and dotes so on the
object of his passion that he becomes positivelgee and calls it not a book, but a booklet. How
touching that is.”

Plinio laughed. "Who knows," he observed, "whetherdiminutive is not just a rhymester's
trick because he needed a two-syllable insteadookasyllable word there."

"Let us not underestimate him," Knecht replied.man who wrote tens of thousands of lines of
verse in his lifetime would not be driven into areer by shabby metrical necessity. No, just ligtert,
how loving it sounds, and at the same time jugtla Eheepish: a booklet we are writing. Perhaps i
isn't only his affection that transforms the bontoia booklet. Perhaps he also meant it apolodigtica
Probably this poet was so devoted to his writireg tiow and again he felt his own passion for making
books as a kind of vice. In that case the word beiokould have not only the sense of an endearment,
but also a propitiating, disarming connotationpwd&i®n a gambler invites someone to a 'little gama' o
drinker asks for 'just a drop.' Well, these arecgfsions. In any case, | find myself in full agment
and sympathy with the poet about the child he vegsbdeach and the booklet he wants to write.
Because | am not only familiar with the passiontéaching; I'm also rather inclined to do a little
scribbling too. And now that | have liberated my$edm officialdom, | am much drawn to the idea of
using my leisure and good spirits one of these tiaygite a book -- or rather, a booklet, a litieng
for friends and those who share my views."

"What about?" Designori asked with curiosity.

"Oh, anything, the subject would not matter. ltudbonly be a pretext for me to seclude myself
and enjoy the happiness of having a great deaisdidle. The tone would be what mattered to me, a
proper mean between the solemn and the intimateesi@mess and jest, a tone not of instructionpbut
friendly communication and discourse on variouadsil think | have learned. | don't suppose the way
this poet Friedrich Rickert mixes instruction ahithking, information and casual talk, would be my
way, and yet something about it appeals strongipeoit is personal and yet not arbitrary, playnd
yet submits to strict rules of form. I like that.eW for the present | shall not enter upon thesjend
problems of writing little books; | have to keep mynd on other tasks. But some time later, | imagin
I might very well experience the joys of authorshapthe sort | foresee: an easygoing, but careful
examination of things not just for my solitary eee, but always with a few good friends and remader
in mind."

Next morning Knecht set out for Belpunt. Desigriad wanted to accompany him, but Knecht
had firmly vetoed the idea, and when the fatheamaptted to press it, had almost snapped at him. "The
boy will have enough to do coming to terms witlsthuisance of a new teacher,” he said curtly. "To
foist his father on him at the same time would selyrhelp things."

As he rode through the brisk September mornirtgencar Plinio had hired for him, his good
humor of yesterday returned. He chatted frequenitlly the chauffeur, asking him to stop or drive



slowly every so often when the landscape looketiquéarly attractive, and several times he played h
little flute. It was a beautiful and exciting riffl®m the lowlands in which the capital lay towahe t
foothills and on into the high mountains. The jayralso led from fading summer deeper into autumn.
About noon the last great climb began, over swagpérpentines, through thinning evergreen forest,
past foaming mountain streams roaring betweerscliffer bridges and by solitary, massive walled
farmhouses with tiny windows, into a stony, evargieer and more austere world of mountains, amid
whose bleakness and sobriety the flowering meadidowmned like tiny paradises with doubled
loveliness.

The small cottage they reached at last was tualkey near a mountain lake, among gray cliffs
with which it scarcely contrasted. The traveler \whence aware of the austerity, even the gloom, of
this kind of building, which so accorded with theygedness of the mountains. But then a cheerful
smile lighted his face, for in the open door of llmise he saw a figure standing, a young man in a
colorful jacket and shorts. It could only be higppdito, and although he had not really been sesip
concerned about the fugitive, he nevertheless hedad grateful sigh of relief. If Tito were heredan
welcoming his teacher on the threshold, all wad;wet disposed of a good many possible
complications he had been considering during tihe. ri

The boy came forward to meet him, smiling, frigndind a little embarrassed. While helping
Knecht out of the car, he said: "I didn't mean ednbrrid, letting you travel alone." And before Khe
had a chance to reply, he added trustfully: "l khjou understood my feeling. Otherwise you would
have brought my father with you. I've already lieh know that | arrived safely."

Laughing, Knecht shook hands with the boy. He guiaded into the house, where the servant
welcomed him and promised that supper would soarédy. Yielding to an unwonted need, he lay
down for a little while before the meal, and ortign realized that he was curiously tired, in fact
exhausted, from the lovely automobile trip. Durthg evening, moreover, as he chatted with his pupil
and looked at Tito's collections of mountain flosvand butterflies, his fatigue increased. He ee#in f
something akin to giddiness, a kind of emptineghénhead that he had never experienced before, and
an annoying weakness and irregularity of his heatttBut he continued to sit with Tito until their
agreed bedtime, and took pains not to show anyth@grhe was not feeling well. Tito was somewhat
surprised that the Magister said not a word abmeibeginning of school, schedules, report cards$, an
similar matters. In fact, when he ventured to @z on this good mood and proposed a long walk fo
the morning, to acquaint his teacher with his nawaindings, the proposal was readily accepted.

"I am looking forward to the walk," Knecht addédnd want to ask you a favor right now.
While looking at your plant collection | could séeat you know far more about mountain plants than |
do. One of the purposes of our being togethem®ra other things, that we exchange knowledge and
reach a balance with each other. Let us begin by gloecking over my meager understanding of
botany and helping me go further in this field."

By the time they bade each other good night, Wis in excellent spirits and had made some
good resolutions. Once again he had found this 8egKnecht very much to his liking. Without using
fancy language and going on about scholarshipyejithe aristocracy of intellect, and so on, as his
schoolteachers were prone to do, this serenedfsienan had something in his manner and his speech
that imposed an obligation and brought out yourdgabivalric, higher aspirations and forces. Itidou
be fun, and sometimes you felt it as a badge obhdo deceive and outwit the ordinary schoolmaster
but in the presence of this man such notions newen occurred to you. He was -- why, what exactly
was he like? Tito reflected on this, trying to detme what it was about this stranger that was so
likeable and at the same time so impressive. Helddc¢hat it was the man's nobility, his innate
aristocratic quality. This was what drew him to Khg this above all. He was a nobleman, although no
one knew his family and his father might have beshoemaker. He was nobler and more aristocratic
than most of the people Tito knew, more aristocrétan Tito's own father. The boy, who highly



prized the patrician instincts and traditions &f house and could not forgive his father for having
broken with them, was for the first time encoumtgrintellectual aristocracy, cultivated nobility.
Knecht was an example of that power which undeori@ve conditions can sometimes work miracles,
overleaping a long succession of ancestors andnaatkingle human life transforming a plebeianathil
into a member of the highest nobility. In the pramdl fiery boy's heart there stirred an inkling tioa
belong to this kind of nobility, and to serve itigint be a duty and honor for him; that here perhaps
embodied in this teacher who for all his gentlersass friendliness was a nobleman through and
through, the meaning of his own life was drawingmie him, that his own goals were being set.

Knecht, after being shown to his room, did nodievn at once, although he craved rest. The
evening had cost him a great effort. He had fotndafficult to comport himself so that nothing ish
expression, posture, or voice would reveal his jp@ctatigue or depression or iliness to the young
man, who was undoubtedly observing him closelyl, 8& seemed to have succeeded. But now he had
to meet and master this vacuity, this nauseaathisning giddiness, this deathly tiredness whick wa
at the same time restiveness. He could mastetitibime recognized its cause. This was not hard to
find, although it took him some time. The reasonhiis indisposition, he decided, was simply the
journey which had taken him in so short a time fittva lowlands to an altitude of close to seven
thousand feet. Except for a few outings in hisyegouth, he was unaccustomed to such heights and
had not reacted well to the rapid ascent. Probiitydisability would last another day or two.tlflid
not disappear by then, he would have to return heitteTito and the housekeeper, in which case
Plinio's plan for a stay in lovely Belpunt wouldnge to nothing. That would be a pity, but no great
misfortune.

After these reflections, he went to bed, and ssileep refused to come, spent the night partly in
reviewing his travels since his departure from V¥ell] partly trying to quiet his heartbeat and his
exacerbated nerves. He also thought a good deat htsopupil, with pleasure, but without making any
plans. It seemed to him wiser to tame this nobtedivactory colt by kindness and slow domestiagtio
nothing must be hasty or forced in this case. ldeght that he would gradually bring the boy to an
awareness of his gifts and powers, and at the samenourish in him that noble curiosity, that
aristocratic dissatisfaction from which springsdder the sciences, the humanities, and the ahnis. T
task was a rewarding one, and his pupil was noétgog talented young man whom he had to awaken
and train. As the only son of a wealthy and infliedrpatrician he was also a future leader, onthef
social and political shapers of the country andntiigon, destined to command and to be imitated.
Castalia had failed the Designori family; it had aducated Tito's father thoroughly enough, had not
made him strong enough for his difficult positiomiged between the world and culture. As a result,
gifted and charming young Plinio had become an pppanan with a life out of balance and ill
managed. As a further result, his only son was egeled in his turn and had been drawn into his
father's difficulties. Here was something to heal enake good; here was a debt to be paid. It seemed
meaningful, and gladdened him, that this task shéall to him of all persons, to him the disobedien
and seemingly apostate Castalian.

In the morning, when he sensed the house awakemengse. Finding a dressing gown laid
ready beside his bed, he put it on, and steppethoaigh the rear door that Tito had shown him the
night before into the arcade that connected thadaetith the bath hut by the lake.

Before him the little lake lay motionless, grayegn. Further off was a steep cliff, its sharp,
jagged crest still in shadow, rearing sheer and b the thin, greenish, cool morning sky. But he
could sense that the sun had already risen behisdrest; tiny splinters of its light glitteredreeand
there on corners of rock. In a few minutes thewaunld appear over the crenellations of the mountain
and flood lake and valley below with light. In a oabof earnest attentiveness, Knecht studied the
scene, whose stillness, gravity, and beauty heelinfamiliar and nevertheless of deep concern and
instructiveness to him. Now, even more strongiynttiaring yesterday's ride, he felt the



ponderousness, the coolness and dignified strasgerfehis mountain world, which does not meet
men halfway, does not invite them, scarcely toegdhem. And it seemed to him strange and
significant that his first step into the freedonlitd in the world should have led him to this verace,
to this silent and cold grandeur.

Tito appeared, in bathing trunks. He shook hanitls tive Magister and pointing to the cliffs
opposite said: "You've come at just the right motnire sun will be rising in a minute. Oh, it's
glorious up here."

Knecht gave him a friendly nod. He had learnedjlago that Tito was an early riser, a runner,
wrestler, and hiker, if only from protest against father's casual, unsoldierly, comfort-loving \say
For the same reason he refused to drink wine. Tleasgngs occasionally led him into a pose of being
an anti-intellectual child of nature -- the Desigaseemed to have this bent for exaggeration. But
Knecht welcomed it all, and was determined to sh&énterest in sports as a means for winning over
and taming the temperamental young man. It wouldridg one means among several, and not at all
the most important; music, for example, would lga&m much further. Of course he had no thought of
matching the young man in physical feats, let akumpassing him. But harmless participation would
suffice to show the boy that his tutor was neithepward nor a mere bookworm.

Tito looked eagerly toward the dark crest of thmuntain, behind which the sky pulsed in the
morning light. Now a fragment of the rocky ridgaghed violently like a glowing metal beginning to
melt. The crest blurred and seemed suddenly |lcageif,it were melting down, and from the fiery gap
the dazzling sun appeared. Simultaneously, thengkaihe house, and their shore of the lake were
illuminated, and the two, standing in the strondjaace, instantly felt the delightful warmth ofghi
light. The boy, filled with the solemn beauty oétmoment and the glorious sensation of his youth an
strength, stretched his limbs with rhythmic arm emments, which his whole body soon took up,
celebrating the break of day in an enthusiasticdamd expressing his deep oneness with the surging
radiant elements. His steps flew in joyous homagetd the victorious sun and reverently retreated
from it; his outspread arms embraced mountain,, lakd sky; kneeling, he seemed to pay tributedo th
earth mother, and extending his hands, to the waffeihe lake; he offered himself, his youth, his
freedom, his burning sense of his own life, likiestive sacrifice to the powers. The sunlight gledm
on his tanned shoulders; his eyes were half-closéte dazzle; his young face stared masklike aith
expression of inspired, almost fanatical gravity.

The Magister, too, was overpowered by the solgnectacle of dawn breaking in this silent,
rocky solitude. But he was even more fascinatethbyhuman spectacle taking place before his eyes,
this ceremonial dance performed by his pupil tocaele the morning and the sun. The dance elevated
this moody, immature youth, conferring upon hinri@gtly solemnity, suddenly in a single moment
irradiating and revealing to the onlooker his detp@d noblest tendencies, gifts, and destini¢sagis
the appearance of the sun opened and illuminatedadld, gloomy mountain dale. In this moment the
young man seemed to him stronger and more impeesisan he had hitherto thought, but also harder,
more inaccessible, more remote from culture, magap. This ceremonial and sacrificial dance under
the sign of Pan meant more than young Plinio's@peeand versemaking ever had,; it raised the boy
several stages higher, but also made him seematierg more elusive, less obedient to any summons.

The boy himself was in the grip of his impulsetheut knowing what was happening to him.
He was not performing a dance he already knewnaalhe had practiced before. This was no familiar
rite of celebrating sun and morning that he had lago invented. Only later would he realize that hi
dance and his transported state in general weyepamtly caused by the mountain air, the sun, the
dawn, his sense of freedom. They were also a regponthe change awaiting him, the new chapter in
his young life that had come in the friendly andeawnspiring form of the Magister. In that morning
hour many elements conspired in the soul of youihgtd shape his destiny and distinguish this hour
above a thousand others as a high, a festive,secmated time. Without knowing what he was doing,



asking no questions, he obeyed the command oédsistic moment, danced his worship, prayed to
the sun, professed with devout movements and geshis joy, his faith in life, his piety and
reverence, both proudly and submissively offereéhupe dance his devout soul as a sacrifice to the
sun and the gods, and no less to the man he adancketeared, the sage and musician, the Master of
the magic Game who had come to him from mystenieabns, his future teacher and friend.

All this, like the torrent of light from the sussg, lasted only a few minutes. Stirred to the core,
Knecht watched the wonderful show, in which hisipbpfore his eyes, changed and revealed himself,
presenting himself in a new light, alien and ehyites equal. Both of them stood on the walk betwee
house and hut, bathed in the radiance from theagaistieeply shaken by their experience. Tito, lavin
barely completed the last step of his dance, avirake his ecstasy and stood still, like an animal
surprised in solitary play, aware that he was tmte that not only had he experienced and perfdrme
something unusual, but that he had also had aatpecHtiis first thought was how to extricate hinisel
from the situation, which struck him now as someliangerous and shaming. He had to act
vigorously, and smash the magic of these strangaents, which had totally absorbed and
overwhelmed him.

His face, but a moment before an ageless, stesk,raasumed a childish and rather foolish
expression, like that of a person awakened tooplyrirom a deep sleep. His knees swayed slightly;
he looked into his teacher's face with vapid astamient, and in sudden haste, as though something
very important had just occurred to him, somethiadhad neglected, he stretched out his right adn an
pointed toward the opposite shore of the lake, whiong with half the lake's waters still lay ireth
great, rapidly contracting shadow of the cliff wadsp had already been conquered by the brilliahce
the dawn.

"If we swim very fast," he called out with boyishpetuosity, "we can just reach the other
shore before the sun.”

The words were barely uttered, the challengeswienming race with the sun barely issued,
when Tito with a tremendous leap plunged headfitstthe lake, as if in his high spirits or his slegs
he could not get away fast enough and obliterat@einory of the preceding ritual by intensified
activity. The water splashed up and closed aroumd A few moments later his head, shoulders, and
arms reappeared and remained visible on the bleeagsurface, swiftly moving away.

Knecht had not, when he came out, had in mincatbéor swim. Both air and water were
much too cool, and after his night of semi-illnesgimming would probably do him little good. But
now, in the beautiful sunlight, stirred by the seére had just witnessed, and with his pupil urdiimg
into the water in this comradely fashion, he fotimel venture less deterring. Above all he fearet tha
the promise born in this morning hour would be taddsf he disappointed the boy by opposing cool,
adult rationality to this invitation to a test dfength. It was true that his feeling of weakness a
uncertainty, incurred by the rapid ascent intortfmintains, warned him to be careful; but perhajss th
indisposition could be soonest routed by forcindgtera and meeting it head-on. The summons was
stronger than the warning, his will stronger thanihstinct. He quickly shed the light dressing gow
took a deep breath, and threw himself into the nattéhe same spot where his pupil had dived.

The lake, fed by glacial waters so that even @wtlarmest days of summer one had to be inured
to it, received him with an icy cold, slashing is @nmity. He had steeled himself for a thorough
chilling, but not for this fierce cold which seentedsurround him with leaping flames and after a
moment of fiery burning began to penetrate rapily him. After the dive he had risen quickly teth
surface, caught sight of Tito swimming far aheadiiof, felt bitterly assailed by this icy, wild, htds
element, but still believed he could lessen theadise, that he was engaging in the swimming raas, w
fighting for the boy's respect and comradeshiphfsrsoul -- when he was already fighting with Deat
who had thrown him and was now holding him in astles's grip. Fighting with all his strength,
Knecht held him off as long as his heart continteeldeat.



The young swimmer had looked back frequently a®hswvith satisfaction that the Magister
had followed him into the water. Now he peered cag&in, no longer saw him, and became uneasy.
He looked and called, then turned and swam raflidbk. He could not find him. Swimming and
diving, he searched for the lost swimmer untildtrength too began to give out in the bitter cold.
Staggering, breathless, he reached land at lagthgadressing gown lying on the shore, and picking
up began mechanically rubbing his body and limkd tire numbed skin warmed again. Stunned, he
sat down in the sunlight and stared into the watbse cool blue-green now blinked at him strangely
empty, alien, and evil. He felt overpowered by pexiy and deep sorrow, for with the waning of his
physical weakness, awareness and the terror of hdthhappened returned to him.

Oh! he thought in grief and horror, now | am guif his death. And only now, when there was
no longer need to save his pride or offer resigahe felt, in shock and sorrow, how dear this naoh
already become to him. And since in spite of albreal objections he felt responsible for the Mdste
death, there came over him, with a premonitory deudf awe, a sense that this guilt would utterly
change him and his life, and would demand muchtgreaings of him than he had ever before
demanded of himself.

JOSEPH
KNECHT'S
POSTHUMOUS
WRITINGS

THE POEMS
OF KNECHT'S
STUDENT YEARS

Lament

No permanence is ours; we are a wave
That flows to fit whatever form it finds:
Through day or night, cathedral or the cave
We pass forever, craving form that binds.

Mold after mold we fill and never rest,

We find no home where joy or grief runs deep.
We move, we are the everlasting guest.

No field nor plow is ours; we do not reap.



What God would make of us remains unknown:
He plays; we are the clay to his desire.

Plastic and mute, we neither laugh nor groan;
He kneads, but never gives us to the fire.

To stiffen into stone, to persevere!
We long forever for the right to stay.
But all that ever stays with us is fear,
And we shall never rest upon our way.

A Compromise

The men of principled simplicity

Will have no traffic with our subtle doubt.
The world is flat, they tell us, and they shout:
The myth of depth is an absurdity!

For if there were additional dimensions
Beside the good old pair we'll always cherish,
How could a man live safely without tensions?
How could he live and not expect to perish?

In order peacefully to coexist
Let us strike one dimension off our list.

If they are right, those men of principle,
And life in depth is so inimical,
The third dimension is dispensable.

But Secretly We Thirst. . .

Graceful as dancer's arabesque and bow,
Our lives appear serene and without stress,
A gentle dance around pure nothingness
To which we sacrifice the here and now.

Our dreams are lovely and our game is bright,
So finely tuned, with many artful turns,
But deep beneath the tranquil surface burns



Longing for blood, barbarity, and night.

Freely our life revolves, and every breath
Is free as air; we live so playfully,

But secretly we crave reality:

Begetting, birth, and suffering, and death.

Alphabets

From time to time we take our pen in hand
And scribble symbols on a blank white sheet.
Their meaning is at everyone's command;

It is a game whose rules are nice and neat.

But if a savage or a moon-man came

And found a page, a furrowed runic field,

And curiously studied lines and frame:

How strange would be the world that they revealed.
A magic gallery of oddities.

He would see A and B as man and beast,

As moving tongues or arms or legs or eyes,

Now slow, now rushing, all constraint released,
Like prints of ravens' feet upon the snow.

He'd hop about with them, fly to and fro,

And see a thousand worlds of might-have-been
Hidden within the black and frozen symbols,
Beneath the ornate strokes, the thick and thin.
He'd see the way love burns and anguish trembles,
He'd wonder, laugh, shake with fear and weep
Because beyond this cipher's cross-barred keep
He'd see the world in all its aimless passion,
Diminished, dwarfed, and spellbound in the symbols,
And rigorously marching prisoner-fashion.

He'd think: each sign all others so resembles

That love of life and death, or lust and anguish,
Are simply twins whom no one can distinguish. . .
Until at last the savage with a sound

Of mortal terror lights and stirs a fire,

Chants and beats his brow against the ground

And consecrates the writing to his pyre.

Perhaps before his consciousness is drowned

In slumber there will come to him some sense

Of how this world of magic fraudulence,

This horror utterly behind endurance,



Has vanished as if it had never been.
He'll sigh, and smile, and feel all right again.

On Reading an Old Philosopher

These noble thoughts beguiled us yesterday;
We savored them like choicest vintage wines.
But now they sour, meanings seep away,
Much like a page of music from whose vines

The clefs and sharps are carelessly erased:
Take from a house the center of gravity,

It sways and falls apart, all sense debased,
Cacophony what had been harmony.

So too a face we saw as old and wise,
Loved and respected, can wrinkle, craze,
As, ripe for death, the mind deserts the eyes,
Leaving a pitiful, empty, shriveled maze.

So too can ecstasy stir every sense

And barely felt can quickly turn to gall,
As if there dwelt within us cognizance
That everything must wither, die, and fall.

Yet still above this vale of endless dying
Man's spirit, struggling incorruptibly,
Painfully raises beacons, death defying,
And wins, by longing, immortality.

The Last Glass Bead Game Player

The colored beads, his playthings, in his hand,
He sits head bent; around him lies a land

Laid waste by war and ravaged by disease.
Growing on rubble, ivy hums with bees;

A weary peace with muted psalmody

Sounds in a world of aged tranquility.

The old man tallies up his colored beads;

He fits a blue one here, a white one there,



Makes sure a large one, or a small, precedes,
And shapes his Game ring with devoted care.
Time was he had won greatness in the Game,
Had mastered many tongues and many arts,
Had known the world, traveled in foreign parts --
From pole to pole, no limits to his fame.
Around him pupils, colleagues always pressed.
Now he is old, worn-out; his life is lees.
Disciples come no longer to be blessed,

Nor masters to invite an argument.

All, all are gone, and the temples, libraries,
And schools of Castalia are no more. At rest
Amid the ruins, the glass beads in his hand,
Those hieroglyphs once so significant

That now are only colored bits of glass,

He lets them roll until their force is spent

And silently they vanish in the sand.

A Toccata by Bach

Frozen silence. . . Darkness prevails on darkness.
One shaft of light breaks through the jagged clouds
Coming from nothingness to penetrate the depths,
Compound the night with day, build length and btead
Prefigure peak and ridge, declivities, redoubts,

A loose blue atmosphere, earth's deep dense fsllnes

That brilliant shaft dissevers teeming generation
Into both deed and war, and in a frenzy of creation
Ignites a gleaming terrified new world.

All changes where the seeds of light descend,
Order arises, magnificence is heard

In praise of life, of victory to light's great end.

The mighty urge glides on, to move

Its power into all creatures' being,

Recalling far divinity, the spirit of God's doing:
Now joy and pain, words, art, and song,

World towering on world in arching victory throng
With impulse, mind, contention, pleasure, love.

Translated by Alex Page



A Dream

Guest at a monastery in the hills,

| stepped, when all the monks had gone to pray,
Into a book-lined room. Along the walls,
Glittering in the light of fading day,

| saw a multitude of vellum spines

With marvelous inscriptions. Eagerly,
Impelled by rapturous curiosity,

| picked the nearest book, and read the lines:
The Squaring of the Circle -- Final Stage.

| thought: I'll take this and read every page!
A quarto volume, leather tooled in gold,
Gave promise of a story still untold:

How Adam also ate of the other tree. . .

The other tree? Which one? The tree of life?
Is Adam then immortal? Now | could see

No chance had brought me to this library.

| spied the back and edges of a folio

Aglow with all the colors of the rainbow,

Its hand-painted title stating a decree:

The interrelationships of hues and sound:
Proof that for every color may be found

In music a proper corresponding key.

Choirs of colors sparkled before my eyes
And now | was beginning to surmise:

Here was the library of Paradise.

To all the questions that had driven me

All answers now could be given me.

Here | could quench my thirst to understand,
For here all knowledge stood at my command.
There was provision here for every need:

A title full of promise on each book
Responded to my every rapid look.

Here there was fruit to satisfy the greed

Of any student's timid aspirations,

Of any master's bold investigations.

Here was the inner meaning, here the key,
To poetry, to wisdom, and to science.

Magic and erudition in alliance

Opened the door to every mystery.

These books provided pledges of all power
To him who came here at this magic hour.

A lectern stood near by; with hands that shook



| placed upon it one enticing book,
Deciphered at a glance the picture writing,
As in a dream we find ourselves reciting

A poem or lesson we have never learned.
At once | soared aloft to starry spaces

Of the soul, and with the zodiac turned,
Where all the revelations of all races,
Whatever intuition has divined,

Millennial experience of all nations,
Harmoniously met in new relations,

Old insights with new symbols recombined,
So that in minutes or in hours as | read

| traced once more the whole path of mankind,
And all that men have ever done and said
Disclosed its inner meaning to my mind.

| read, and saw those hieroglyphic forms
Couple and part, and coalesce in swarms,
Dance for a while together, separate,

Once more in newer patterns integrate,

A kaleidoscope of endless metaphors --
And each some vaster, fresher sense explores.

Bedazzled by these sights, | looked away

From the book to give my eyes a moment's rest,
And saw that | was not the only guest.

An old man stood before that grand array

Of tomes. Perhaps he was the archivist.

| saw that he was earnestly intent

Upon some task, and | could not resist

A strange conviction that | had to know

The manner of his work, and what it meant.

| watched the old man, with frail hand and slow,
Remove a volume and inspect what stood
Written upon its back, then saw him blow

With pallid lips upon the title -- could

A title possibly be more alluring

Or offer greater promise of enduring

Delight? But now his finger wiped across

The spine. | saw it silently erase

The name, and watched with fearful sense of loss
As he inscribed another in its place

And then moved on to smilingly efface

One more, but only a newer title to emboss.
For a long while | looked at him bemused,
Then turned, since reason totally refused

To understand the meaning of his actions,
Back to my book -- I'd seen but a few lines --
And found | could no longer read the signs



Or even see the rows of images.

The world of symbols | had barely entered
That had stirred me to such transports of bliss,
In which a universe of meaning centered,
Seemed to dissolve and rush away, careen
And reel and shake in feverish contractions,
And fade out, leaving nothing to be seen

But empty parchment with a hoary sheen.

| felt a hand upon me, felt it slide

Over my shoulder. The old man stood beside
My lectern, and | shuddered while

He took my book and with a subtle smile
Brushed his finger lightly to elide

The former title, then began to write

New promises and problems, novel inquiries,
New formulas for ancient mysteries.

Without a word, he plied his magic style.
Then, with my book, he disappeared from sight.

Worship

In the beginning was the rule of sacred kings

Who hallowed field, grain, plow, who handed down
The law of sacrifices, set the bounds

To mortal men forever hungering

For the Invisible Ones' just ordinance

That holds the sun and moon in perfect balance
And whose forms in their eternal radiance

Feel no suffering, nor know death's ambience.

Long ago the sons of the gods, the sacred line,
Passed, and mankind remained alone,

Embroiled in pleasure and pain, cut off from being,
Condemned to change unhallowed, unconfined.

But intimations of the true life never died,

And it is for us, in this time of harm

To keep, in metaphor and symbol and in psalm,
Reminders of that former sacred reverence.

Perhaps some day the darkness will be banned,
Perhaps some day the times will turn about,
The sun will once more rule us as our god



And take the sacrifices from our hands.

Soap Bubbles

From years of study and of contemplation
An old man brews a work of clarity,

A gay and involuted dissertation
Discoursing on sweet wisdom playfully.

An eager student bent on storming heights
Has delved in archives and in libraries,

But adds the touch of genius when he writes
A first book full of deepest subtleties.

A boy, with bowl and straw, sits and blows,
Filling with breath the bubbles from the bowl.
Each praises like a hymn, and each one glows;
Into the filmy beads he blows his soul.

Old man, student, boy, all these three

Out of the Maya-foam of the universe
Create illusions. None is better or worse.
But in each of them the Light of Eternity
Sees its reflection, and burns more joyfully.

After Dipping Into the Summa Contra Gentiles

To truth, it seems to us, life once was nearer,
The world ordered, intelligences clearer,
Wisdom and knowledge were not yet divided.
They lived far more serenely, many-sided,
Those ancients of whom Plato, the Chinese,
Relate their incandescent verities.

Whenever we entered the temple of Aquinas,
The gracefuBumma contra Gentiles,

A new world greeted us, sweet, mature,

A world of truth clarified and pure.

There all seemed lucid, Nature charged with Mind,
Man moving from God to Him, as He designed.
The Law, in one great formulary bound,



Forming a whole, a still unbroken round.
But we who belong to his posterity

Seem condemned to doubt and irony,

To journeys in the wilderness, to strife,
Obsessions, and longings for a better life.

But if our children's children undergo

Such sufferings as ours, they will bestow

Praise upon us as blessed and as wise.

We will appear transfigured in their eyes,

For out of our lives' harsh cacophonies

They will hear only fading harmonies,

The legends of an anguish often told,

The echoes of contentions long grown cold.

And those of us who trust ourselves the least,
Who doubt and question most, these, it may be,
Will make their mark upon eternity,

And youth will turn to them as to a feast.

The time may come when a man who confessed
His self-doubts will be ranked among the blessed
Who never suffered anguish or knew fear,
Whose times were times of glory and good cheer,
Who lived like children, simple happy lives.

For in us too is part of that Eternal Mind
Which through the aeons calls to brothers of itslki
Both you and | will pass, but it survives.

Stages

As every flower fades and as all youth
Departs, so life at every stage,

So every virtue, so our grasp of truth,
Blooms in its day and may not last forever.
Since life may summon us at every age

Be ready, heart, for parting, new endeavor,
Be ready bravely and without remorse

To find new light that old ties cannot give.
In all beginnings dwells a magic force

For guarding us and helping us to live.

Serenely let us move to distant places
And let no sentiments of home detain us.
The Cosmic Spirit seeks not to restrain us



But lifts us stage by stage to wider spaces.

If we accept a home of our own making,
Familiar habit makes for indolence.

We must prepare for parting and leave-taking
Or else remain the slaves of permanence.

Even the hour of our death may send

Us speeding on to fresh and newer spaces,
And life may summon us to newer races.
So be it, heart: bid farewell without end.

The Glass Bead Game

We re-enact with reverent attention

The universal chord, the masters' harmony,
Evoking in unsullied communion

Minds and times of highest sanctity.

We draw upon the iconography

Whose mystery is able to contain

The boundlessness, the storm of all existence,
Give chaos form, and hold our lives in rein.

The pattern sings like crystal constellations,

And when we tell our beads, we serve the whole,
And cannot be dislodged or misdirected,

Held in the orbit of the Cosmic Soul.

THE
THREE
LIVES

ONE
THE RAINMAKER

IT wAS MANY thousands of years ago, when women ruled. In &imefamily, mothers and



grandmothers were revered and obeyed. Much morenads of the birth of a girl than of a boy.

There was an ancestress in the village, a huraretbre years ago, whom everyone revered
and feared as if she were a queen, although im#rmeory of man she had seldom lifted a finger or
spoken a word. Many a day she sat by the entranigerthut, a retinue of ministering kinsfolk around
her, and the women of the village came to pay ttesipects, to tell her their affairs, to show Heirt
children and ask her blessing on them. The pregmanten came to ask her to touch their bellies and
name the expected child. Sometimes the tribal matleld give the touch, sometimes she only
nodded or shook her head, or else remained mosen&he rarely said anything; she was merely there,
sitting and ruling, sitting with her yellowish-whihair falling in thin strands around her leathery,
farsighted eagle's face, sitting and receiving vainan, presents, requests, news, reports, aconsati
sitting and known to all as the mother of severgthéers, and the grandmother and ancestor of many
grandchildren and great-grandchildren, sitting haldiing in those wrinkled features and back of that
brown forehead the wisdom, the tradition, the lthve, morality, and the honor of the village.

It was a spring evening, overcast, the darkndbsdgaarly. The ancient herself was not sitting
in front of the mud hut. In her stead was her déeglalmost as white-haired and stately and nottrmuc
younger. She sat and rested. Her seat was thétides flat field stone, covered with a skin indco
weather. At a little distance from her a few chelay women, and boys squatted in a semicircle in the
sand or grass. They squatted here every evenihg thas not raining or too cold, for they wanted t
hear the ancient's daughter tell stories or simfjssg-ormerly, the ancient herself had done this,
now that she was too old and no longer communieaher daughter took her place. Just as she had
learned all the stories and spells from the old wonso she also had her voice, her figure, thet quie
dignity of her bearing, her movements, and herdagg. The younger listeners knew her much better
than her mother and by now scarcely realized thatsat here in another's place passing on the tales
and wisdom of the tribe. The wellspring of knowledtpwed from her lips on these evenings. She
preserved the tribe's treasure under her white Bahind her gently furrowed old brow dwelt the
memory and the mind of the village. Anyone who kraw spells or stories had learned them from
her. Aside from her and the ancient, there was oné/other guardian of knowledge in the tribe,Hmut
remained hidden most of the time: a mysteriousextticemely silent man: the Rainmaker, or as he was
also called, the Weathermaker.

Crouching among the listeners was also the boycKnand beside him a little girl named Ada.
He was fond of this girl, often played with her grdtected her, not out of love, for he knew noghin
of that as yet, was still too much a child, butdaese she was the Rainmaker's daughter. Knechtcadore
the Rainmaker; next to the ancient and her daugfet@dmired no one so strongly as the Rainmaker.
But the others were women. You could venerate aadthem, but you could not conceive the thought,
could not possibly cherish the wish to become wihey were. The Rainmaker was a rather
unapproachable man; it was not easy for a boyarstar him. That had to be managed in roundabout
ways, and one of these roundabout ways to the R&ienwas Knecht's concern for his child. As often
as possible he went to the Rainmaker's somewHatesbhut to fetch her. Then he would sit with her
listening to the old woman's tales, and later tadsehome. He had done this today, and now he was
squatting beside her in the dark group, listening.

Today the old woman was telling about the Witchéltage:

"Sometimes there is a wicked woman in a villag®wiishes harm to everyone. Usually these
women conceive no children. Sometimes one of theseen is so wicked that the village will no
longer let her stay. Then the villagers go to hdrdt night, her husband is fettered, and the woisian
beaten with switches and driven far out into th@#gand swamps. She is cursed with a curse and left
there. Soon the husband's fetters are removed aeds not too old, he can take himself anothde wi
But if the expelled woman does not die, she wandeaait in the woods and swamps, learns the
language of animals, and when she has roamed twwypé, sooner or later she finds her way to a



small village that is called the Witches' Villagdere all the wicked women who have been driven
from their villages have come together and maddlage of their own. There they live, do their
wickedness, and make magic. But especially, beddeyehave no children of their own, they like to
coax children from the proper villages, and whehi¢gd is lost in the woods and never seen again, it
may not have drowned in the swamp or been eatenvioylf, but led astray by a witch and taken to the
Witches' Village. In the days when | was stilllétand my grandmother was the eldest in the village
girl once went to pick bilberries with the othessd while she was picking she grew tired and fell
asleep. She was small, the ferns hid her from sagit the other children moved on and did not eotic
until they were back in the village and it was athg evening. Then they saw that the girl was no
longer with them. The young men were sent out; gearched and called in the woods until night fell,
and then they came back and had not found herthBdittle girl, after she had slept enough, wemt o
and on in the woods. And the more frightened slvatoe, the faster she ran, but she no longer had any
idea where she was and only ran farther away ffanvillage, deeper and deeper into wild country.
Around her neck, on a strip of bast, she wore @'®t@oth that her father had given her. He had
brought it back from the hunt, and with a stond bmyed a hole through the tooth so that the bast
could be drawn through it, and before that he t@kkth the tooth three times in boar's blood andysun
good spells, and anyone who wore such a tooth wdsgied against many kinds of magic. Now a
woman appeared from among the trees. She was la. \Bite put on a kindly face and said: 'Greetings,
pretty child, have you lost your way? Come alonthvme, I'll take you home.' The child went along.
But she remembered what her mother and fatherdiddhér, that she should never let a stranger see
the boar's tooth, and so while she walked sheedtippe tooth off the strip of bast and tuckedti iner
belt without being noticed. The woman walked foutsowith the girl; it was already night when they
reached the village, but it was not our villagey#s the Witches' Village. There the girl was |atkg

in a dark stable, but the witch went to sleep inth. In the morning the witch said: 'Don't yowea
boar's tooth with you?" The child said no, she had one, but she had lost it in the woods, and she
showed her necklace with the tooth missing frorflien the witch took a clay pot filled with earth,
and three plants were growing in the earth. Thieldboked at the plants and asked what they were.
The witch pointed to the first plant and said: ‘Tisayour mother's life." Then she pointed to teeand
and said: 'That is your father's life." Then shmtaal to the third plant: 'And that is your owrelifAs

long as the plants are green and growing, youlbadi\ee and well. If one withers, then the one who
life it is falls sick. If one is pulled out, as inagoing to pull one out now, then the one whoseitifs

will surely die.' She took hold of the plant thagant the father's life and began tugging at it,\&hdn
she had pulled it out a little so that a piecehefwhite root could be seen, the plant gave a diggp .

At these words the little girl beside Knecht sgyém her feet as if she had been bitten by a
shake, screamed, and ran headlong away. She hadgittéey for a long time fighting back the terror
caused by the story, until she could no longer emduOne old woman laughed. Other listeners were
almost as frightened as the little girl, but theyrolled themselves and remained seated. But Knech
startled out of his trance of fear, also sprangumgb ran after the girl. The old woman went on Viign
story.

The Rainmaker had his hut close by the villagedpand Knecht looked for the runaway in this
direction. He searched and tried to lure her odtidihg with coaxing, reassuring hums, and singsong
and clucks, using the voice that women use tootadkens, sweet, long drawn-out notes, intent on
enchantment. "Ada," he called and sang. "Adaeliftla, come here, Ada, here | am, Knecht." He sang
again and again, and before he had heard a sooimdhier or caught a glimpse of her he suddenly felt
her small soft hand force its way into his. She baen standing by the path, pressed against th@fval
a hut, and been waiting for him since hearing ingt €all. With a sigh of relief she moved close to
him; he seemed to her as tall and strong as a man.



"Were you frightened?" he asked. "You shouldn'tifmeone will hurt you, everyone likes Ada.
Come, we'll go home." She was still trembling aodksng a little, but was already calmer, and went
gratefully and trustfully along with him.

Dim red light filtered through the doorway of thet. Inside, the Rainmaker sat stooped by the
hearth. Yellow and red light gleamed through hisvihg hair. The hearth-fire was lit and he was
boiling something in two small pots. Before entgrwmith Ada, Knecht watched curiously from outside
for a few moments. He could see at once that wieateas being boiled was not food; that was done in
different pots, and besides it was already mucHdateto prepare a meal. But the Rainmaker had
already heard him. "Who is standing at the doog?tdlled out. "Step forward, come in! Is it you,
Ada?" He placed lids on his pots, raked glowing erslup against them, and turned around.

Knecht was still peering at the mysterious ligitas; he felt curiosity, awe, and a sense of
oppression all at once, as he always did wheneyenkered this hut. He came here as often as he
could, made up all sorts of pretexts for coming,dnce he was here he always felt this half-timg)i
half-warning sensation of slight uneasiness, oteagriosity and pleasure warring with fear. The ol
man knew that Knecht had long been trailing after, hurning up as he did at odd moments and
unlikely places. The boy was pursuing him like ateu following a spoor, and mutely offering his
services and his company.

Turu, the Rainmaker, looked at him with his brightvk's eyes. "What are you doing here?" he
asked coolly. "This is no time of day for visitsdtwange huts, my boy."

"I've brought Ada home, Master Turu. She wastistg to the Mother tell stories about witches
and all of a sudden she was so frightened shemmegaso | walked her home."

The Rainmaker turned to his daughter. "You'rettmid, Ada. Sensible little girls need not fear
witches. You're a sensible little girl, aren't ydbu?

"Yes, but the witches know all sorts of wickeaks, and if you don't have a boar's tooth. . ."

"l see, you'd like to have a boar's tooth. AlhtigBut | know something even better, a special
root I'll give you. We'll look for it in the autumiit protects sensible girls from all kinds of magnd
even makes them prettier."

Ada smiled happily; she was already reassured,thatthe smell of the hut and the familiar
firelight surrounded her. Shyly, Knecht asked: "@axt | help look for the root? If you would only
describe the plant to me. . ."

Turu's eyes narrowed. "A good many little boys iddike to know that," he said, but his voice
did not sound angry, only slightly mocking. "Thergfne for that. Perhaps in the autumn."

Knecht slipped away and went to the youth houserevhe slept. He had no parents; he was an
orphan; for that reason, too, he was entranceddayahd her hut.

Turu the Rainmaker was not fond of words. He ditllike to hear himself or others talking.
Many tribesmen thought him peculiar, and some suBait he was neither. He knew what was going
on around him, or at any rate knew more than anyaméd have expected in a man seemingly so
solitary, absent-minded and full of learning. Amartger things he knew quite well that this somewhat
bothersome but handsome and evidently clever beyruaning after him and observing him. He had
noticed this as soon as it began, for it had be@mggon a year or longer now. He knew, too, exactly
what it meant. It meant a great deal for the bfutlsre, and also meant a great deal for him, the
Rainmaker. It meant that this boy had fallen indlavith rainmaking and was longing to learn the art.
Every so often there would be such boys in thagél and they would begin to hang about him, much
as this boy was doing. Some could easily be disgmd and frightened away, others not; and he had
taken on two of them as his disciples and apprestiBoth had married into other villages far away
and were the rainmakers or simples gatherers tBaree then, Turu had been alone, and if he ever
again took another apprentice, it would be to thaim as his own successor. That was how it had
always been; that was how it ought to be, andutdcbe no other way. A gifted boy always had tatur



up and attach himself to the man whom he saw asétster of his craft. Knecht was talented; he had
what was needed, and he also had several sigsrimend him: above all the look in his eyes, at once
piercing and dreamy; the reserve and quiet in lismar; and in the expression of his face and the
carriage of his head something questing, scendéind alert, an attentiveness to noises and smells.
There was something of the hawk and somethingeohtinter about him. Surely this boy could
become a weathermaker, perhaps a magician alscould@ be taught. But there was no hurry; the boy
was still too young, and there was no reason tavstim that he had been recognized. Apprenticeship
must not be made too easy for him; he must go ti@emvay himself. If he could be intimidated,
deterred, shaken off, discouraged, he would bereatdoss. Let him wait and serve; let him creep
around and pay court.

Knecht sauntered through the gathering night, uad#oudy sky with two or three stars. He
made his way into the village, content and happxgited. This village knew nothing of the luxuries,
beauties, and refinements which we today takermntgd and which even the poorest among us regard
as indispensable. The village had no culture andrt®o Its only buildings were the crooked mud huts
It knew nothing of iron and steel tools. Even whesad wine were unknown. Inventions such as
candles or lamps would have seemed dazzling wordé¢hgse people. But Knecht's life and the world
of his imagination were no poorer on that accotlihe world surrounded him like a picture book full
of inexhaustible mysteries. Every day he conquarexther little piece of it, from the animal andmila
life to the starry sky; and between mute, mysterioature and the breathing soul in his solitary,
nervous boyish frame there dwelt all the kinshid at the tension, anxiety, curiosity, and craviog
understanding of which the human soul is capablilaofigh there was no written knowledge in his
world, no history, no books, no alphabets, andoaith everything that lay more than three or four
hours' walk beyond his village was totally unknoawd unreachable, he nevertheless lived fully and
completely in his village, in the things that wéie. The village, home, the community of the tribe
under the guidance of the mothers gave him evergtthiat nation and state can give to man: a soil
filled with thousands of roots among whose intecagtwork he himself was a fiber, sharing in tfee li
of all.

Contentedly, he sauntered along. The night wintspéred in the trees. Branches creaked.
There were smells of moist earth, of reeds and iuthe smoke of wood still partly green, an oihda
sweetish smell that meant home more than any adinerfinally, as he approached the youth hut, there
was its smell, the smell of boys, of young mendiés. Noiselessly, he ducked under the reed ntat, in
the warm, breathing darkness. He settled into tifasvsand thought about the story of the witches, th
boar's tooth, Ada, the Rainmaker and his littlespotthe fire, until he fell asleep.

Turu only grudgingly yielded to the boy's imporitynhe did not make it easy for him. But the
youth was always on his trail. Something drew honthie old man, though he himself often did not
know what it was. Sometimes, when the Rainmakeroffesomewhere in a remote spot in the woods,
swamp, or heath, setting a trap, sniffing the smd@n animal, digging a root, or collecting sedus,
would suddenly feel the boy's eyes upon him. Iimésimaking no sound, Knecht had been following
him for hours, watching his every move. SometinmesRainmaker would pretend not to notice;
sometimes he growled and ungraciously ordered dlggdomake himself scarce. But sometimes he
would beckon him and let him stay for the day, wioagsign him tasks, show him one thing and
another, give him advice, set tests for him, teti the names of plants, order him to draw water or
kindle fires. For each of these procedures he lsmaeial tricks, knacks, secrets, and formulas which
must, he impressed this on the boy, be kept strsettret. And finally, when Knecht was somewhat
older, he took him from the youth house into hisxdwit, thus acknowledging the boy as his
apprentice. By that act Knecht was distinguishddreeall the people. He was no longer one boy
among others, he was the Rainmaker's apprentidehah meant that if he bore up and amounted to
something, he would be the next Rainmaker.



From the moment the old man took Knecht into hits the barriers between them dropped --
not the barrier of veneration and obedience, bulisifust and constraint. Turu had submitted; ke ha
allowed Knecht to conquer him by tenacious couptsNiow he wanted nothing more than to make a
good Rainmaker and successor of the boy. In thisseoof instruction there were no concepts,
doctrines, methods, script, figures, and only vfery words. The Master trained Knecht's senses far
more than his intellect. A great heritage of traditand experience, the sum total of man's knovdedg
of nature at that era, had to be administered, @yepl, and even more, passed on. A vast and dense
system of experiences, observations, instincts haiits of investigation was slowly and hazily laid
bare to the boy. Scarcely any of it was put intoospts; virtually all of it had to be grasped, teat,
tested with the senses. The basis and heart ad¢l@ace was knowledge of the moon, of its phasds a
effects as it waxed and waned, peopled by the sdule dead whom it sent forth into new births in
order to make room for the newly dead.

Like that evening when he had escorted the friggdeAda to her father's hearth, another time
was deeply etched on Knecht's memory. This wama when the Master woke him two hours after
midnight and went out with him in deep darknesshow him the last rising of a vanishing crescent
moon. The Master in motionless silence, the boyeseat tremulous, shivering from lack of sleep,
they waited a long time on a ledge of rock in thdshof the forested hills, watching the spot iradéed
by the Master, until the thin, gently curving lioethe moon appeared in the very position and shape
had described beforehand. Fearful and fascinatedclt stared at the slowly rising heavenly body.
Gently it floated between dark banks of cloudsnnstand of clear sky.

"Soon it will change its shape and wax again; théhcome the time to sow the buckwheat,"
the Rainmaker said, counting out the days on higefis. Then he lapsed into silence again. Knecht
crouched as if he were alone on the rock gleamiitig dew. He trembled with cold. From the depths
of the forest came the long-drawn call of an owle Dld man pondered for a long while. Then he rose,
placed his hand on Knecht's hair, and said sayif awakening from a dream: "When | die, my $piri
will fly into the moon. By then you will be a mandneed a wife. My daughter Ada will be your wife.
When she has a son by you, my spirit will returd dwell in your son, and you will call him Turu, bs
am called Turu."

The apprentice heard all this in astonishmentdidenot dare say a word. The thin silvery
sickle rose and was already half devoured by thedd. A strange tremor passed through the young
man, an intimation of many links and associatioepgetitions and crosscurrents among things and
events. He felt strangely poised both as spectatdmparticipant against this alien night sky witaee
thin, sharp crescent, precisely predicted by thetktahad appeared above endless woods and hills.
How wonderful the Master seemed, and veiled inoasand secrets -- he who could think of his own
death, whose spirit would live in the moon and mefuom the moon back into a person who would be
Knecht's son and bear the former Master's namefultee, the fate before him, seemed strangely torn
asunder, in places transparent as the cloudy skitree fact that anyone could know it, define gl a
speak of it seemed to throw open a view into indalgle spaces, full of wonders and yet also full of
orderliness. For a moment it seemed to him thairtimel could grasp everything, know everything,
hear the secrets of everything -- the soft, sutesmof the planets above, the life of man and alsim
their bonds and hostilities, meetings and strugglesrything great and small along with the death
locked within each living being. He saw or felttlis as a whole in a first shudder of premonitiamg
himself fitted into it, included within it as a paf the orderliness, governed by laws accessbthd
mind. This first inkling of the great mysteriesethdignity and death as well as their knowabildgme
to the young man in the coolness of the foresigist moved toward morning and he crouched on the
rock above the multitude of whispering treetopsgaltne to him, touched him like a ghostly hand. He
could not speak of it, not then and never in hishtife, but he could not help thinking of it many
times. In all his further learning and experiengcitige intensity of this hour was present in hisanin



‘Think of it,” it reminded him, "think that all thiexists, that there are rays and currents betheen
moon and you and Turu and Ada, that there is dmadhthe land of the souls and a returning therefrom
and that in your heart there is an answer to alkiings and sights of the world, that everything
concerns you, that you ought to know as much abeeitything as it is possible for man to know."

Something like this was what the voice said. Foeght, this was the first time he heard the
inner voice speaking thus, heard the seductivarapdrative bidding of man's spirit. He had seen
many a moon wander across the sky and heard maogtarnal owl shrieking; and laconic though the
Master was, he had heard many a word of anciemtomisor of solitary reflection from his lips, but at
this moment something new and different had sthiok-- presentiment of wholeness, the feeling for
connections and relations, for the order that idetiihim and gave him a share in the responsilbdity
everything. If you had the key to that, you did need to depend on footprints to recognize an dnima
or roots or seeds to know a plant. You would be #&blgrasp the whole world, stars, spirits, men,
animals, medicines, and poisons, to grasp eveythiits wholeness and to discern, in every padt an
sign, every other part. There were good hunters eaubd read more than others in a track, in fewmets
a patch of fur and remains; they could say frorevatiny hairs not only what kind of animal these
came from, but also whether it was old or youngenoa female. From the shape of a cloud, a smell in
the air, the peculiar behavior of animals or plaateers could foretell the weather for days inaatbe;
his master was unsurpassed in this art, and nedaljible. Still others had an inborn skill: theneere
boys who could hit a bird with a stone at thirtegs. They had not learned it; they could simplytdo
it did not come by effort, but by magic or grac@eTstone in their hand flew off by itself; the ston
wanted to hit and the bird wanted to be hit. Thveeee said to be others who knew the future, whether
a sick man would live or die, whether a pregnantan would give birth to a boy or a girl. The tribal
mother's daughter was famous for this, and therRalter too was said to possess some of this
knowledge. There must, it seemed to Knecht atrtiument, be a center in the vast net of associations
if you were at this center you could know everythioould see all that had been and all that was to
come. Knowledge must pour in upon one who stodHbigatcenter as water ran to the valley and the
hare to the cabbage. His word would strike shaaply infallibly as the stone in the sharpshooter's
hand. By virtue of the mind's power he would uillehese wonderful gifts and abilities within
himself, and use them at will. He would be the @etrfwise, insurpassable man. To become like him,
to draw nearer to him, to be on the way to himt thas the way of ways, that was the goal, that gave
sacredness and meaning to a life.

Something like this was the way he felt, and dtemapts to speak of it in our conceptual
language, which he could never know, convey notbintpe awe and the passion of his experience.
Rising at night, being led through the dark, stitiods full of dangers and mysteries, waiting on the
ledge in the chill of night and early morning, tiqgpearance of the thin phantom of a moon, the wise
Master's few words, being alone with the Mastesoag¢xtraordinary an hour -- all this was experience
and preserved by Knecht as a solemn mystery, alems initiation, as his admission into a leagué an
a cult, into a humble but honorable relationshigh® Unnamable, the cosmic mystery. This and many
another similar experience could not be put intughts, let alone words. Even more remote from his
way of thinking, even more impossible than any otheught, would have been words such as this: "Is
it only I alone who have created this experiences @ objective reality? Does the Master have the
same feelings as I, or would mine amuse him? Arehayghts new, unique, my own, or have the
Master and many before him experienced and thoexgtly the same?" No, for him there were no
such analyses and differentiations. Everything rgafity, was steeped in reality, full of it as liea
dough is of yeast. The clouds, the moon, and tlienghscenes in the theater of the sky, the coéd w
limestone under his bare feet, the damp, tricktialgl dew in the pallid night air, the comforting
homelike smell of hearth smoke and bed of leavfasing the skin the Master had slung around him,
the dignity and the faint note of old age and reeass for death in his rough voice -- all that was



beyond reality and penetrated almost violently thi® boy's senses. And sense impressions are a
deeper soil for growing memories than the besesystand analytical methods.

Although the Rainmaker was one of the few membétke tribe who had an occupation, who
had developed a special art and ability, his ewveyyde outwardly did not differ greatly from that
the other members of the tribe. He was an important with considerable prestige; he also received
payment from the tribe whenever he had to do s@nace for the community; but this happened only
on special occasions. By far his most importantsaated function came in the spring when he
determined the proper day for sowing every kinérait and plant. He did this by carefully considwyi
the state of the moon, partly by handed-down rydag]y by his own experience. But the solemn &ct o
opening the season of seeding -- the strewingeofitst handful of grain and seeds on the community
land -- was no longer part of his office. That tasks too high for any mere man; it was performed
every year by the tribal mother herself or by Hdest female relative. The Master became the
principal person in the village only when he re&fd to function as Weathermaker. This happened
when a long drought, or a long spell of damp ard,&iruck the fields and threatened the tribe with
famine. Then Turu had to apply the methods effectigainst drought and poor crops: sacrifices,
exorcisms, processions. According to legend, iesa$ obstinate drought or endless rain, when all
other means failed and the spirits could not beaddw persuasion, pleas, or threats, there wast a la
infallible method used in the days of the motherd grandmothers: sacrifice of the Weathermaker
himself by the community. The tribal mother, it weesd, had witnessed one such sacrifice.

Aside from looking after the weather, the Mastsodad a kind of private practice as an
exorcist, as a maker of amulets and charms, asdrnre cases as a doctor, wherever medical matters
were not reserved to the tribal mother. But forrdst, Master Turu lived the life of every other
tribesman. He helped to till the common land whisrtdrn came, and also had his own small garden
near the hut. He gathered and stored fruit, mushspand firewood. He hunted and fished, and kept a
goat or two. As a farmer he was like all the othbrg as hunter, fisherman, and herb gatherer lse wa
not like anyone else. Rather, he was a solitaryugemith a reputation for knowing a great many
natural and magical tricks, devices, knacks, add.dt was said he could weave a willow noose which
no animal could escape. He had special recipefssfobait; he knew how to lure crayfish; and there
were some who thought that he understood the lgyggaBmany a beast. But his real specialty was
more arcane: observation of the moon and the $taosyledge of the weather signs, ability to forécas
weather and growth, and a command of many magifeadts. Thus he was a great collector of plant
and animal materials efficacious for remedies amdgnms, for working magic, for conferring blessings
and for fending off dangerous spirits. He knew vehterfind even the rarest plants; he knew when they
blossomed and ripened seed, and the right timegtthdir roots. He knew where to find all kinds of
shakes and toads, knew how to use horns, hoofgs clair. He knew what to do with growths,
deformities, weird and horrible excrescences: krtataors, burls, and scales, of wood, of leaves, of
grain, of nuts, of horns and hoofs.

Knecht had more to learn with his feet and hahiseyes, skin, ears, and nose, than with his
intellect, and Turu taught far more by example bypdlumbshow than by words and prescription. The
Master rarely spoke coherently, and even when éhéidiwords were only a supplement to his
singularly impressive gestures. Knecht's apprestigediffered little from the apprenticeship a ygun
hunter or fisherman undergoes with a good masterjtagave him great pleasure, for he learned only
the things that were already latent within him.lelrned to be in wait, to listen, to stalk, to wato
be on his guard, to be alert, to spy and sensehbudame that he and his master stalked was hpt on
fox and badger, otter and toad, bird and fish,dssence, the whole, meaning, relationship. They
sought to determine, to recognize, to guess amtdst the fleeting, unstable weather, to know the
death lying hidden in a berry or snakebite, to sdv@p on the secret relations between clouds or
storms and the phases of the moon, relations tfeatted the growth of crops as they did the halenes



or doom of man and beast. No doubt they were realking the same ends as the science and
technology of later centuries, dominance over reatund a control over her laws; but they went aliout
in an entirely different way. They did not standlfodm nature and try to penetrate into her sedrgts
violence. They were never opposed and hostile tiar@abut always part of her and reverently devoted
to her. It is quite likely that they knew her be@®ad dealt more wisely with her. But one thing was
utterly impossible for them: not even in their mastlacious moments would it have occurred to them
to meet nature and the world of spirits without féet alone to feel superior to them. Such hutvas
unthinkable; they could not have imagined having athmer attitude but fear toward the forces of
nature, toward death and the demons. Fear loomedtio® life of man. It could not be overcome. But

it could be pacified, outwitted, masked, broughi bounds, placed within the orderly framework of
life as a whole. The various systems of sacrifemsed this purpose. Fear was the permanent peessur
upon the lives of these people, and without thghlgressure their life would have lacked stress, of
course, but also lacked intensity. A man who hashlable to ennoble his fear by transforming part of
it into awe had gained a great deal. People ofsthis people whose fear had become a form of piety
were the good men and the progressive men of featldhere were many sacrifices and many kinds of
sacrifice; and a certain portion of these sacrdjaeth their accompanying rites, fell within the
province of the Weathermaker.

Alongside Knecht in the hut, little Ada grew upa-pretty child, the old man's darling; and
when he thought the time had come, he gave hastdistiple for a wife. From this point on Knecht
was considered the Rainmaker's assistant. Turempiexs him to the village Mother as his son-in-law
and successor, and thereafter allowed him to @arrynany official acts and functions as his deputy.
Gradually, as the seasons and years passed, tRawmichaker lapsed into the solitary meditativeness
of age and left all his duties to Knecht. By thredithe old man was found dead, crouched over some
small pots of magic brew on the hearth, his whitg kinged by the fire -- the boy, the disciple khe
had long been familiar to the village as the RaikenaHe demanded that the village council provide
an impressive funeral for his teacher, and as @fisacburned a whole heap of precious medicinal
herbs and roots over the grave. That, too, haddraaplong ago, and several of Knecht's children
already crowded Ada's hut, among them a boy named. Tn him the old man had returned from his
death flight to the moon.

Knecht fared much as had his teacher in times Past of his fear was transformed into piety
and thought. Part of his youthful aspiration arglgrofound longings remained alive, part faded away
and evaporated as he grew older in his work, indvis and solicitude for Ada and the children. His
foremost passion was still for the moon and itkigrice upon the seasons and the weather; to this he
devoted persistent study, and in knowledge of tiestters he reached and ultimately surpassed his
master, Turu. And because the waxing and wanirtgeomoon are so closely bound up with the birth
and death of men; because of all the fears in wimieh live, fear of having to die is the strongest,
Knecht acquired from his adoration and knowledgthefmoon a devout and purified attitude toward
death. In his riper years he was less subjectedethr of death than other men. He could speak
reverently with the moon, or supplicatingly or terigt; he knew that he was linked to it by delicate
spiritual bonds. He knew the moon's life with gneagcision, shared with all the force of his ownlso
in the episodes of the moon's destiny. He expeeigits disappearance and rebirth like a mystery
within himself, suffered with it, felt alarm whehe dreaded event occurred and the moon seemed
exposed to illness and dangers, change and harem ivlost its brightness, changed color, darkened
until it seemed on the verge of extinction. At stiales, it was true, everyone sympathized with the
moon, trembled for it, recognized menace and thriimance of disaster in its eclipse, and stared
anxiously at its old, ravaged face. But precise¢lguzh times Rainmaker Knecht showed that he was
closer to the moon and knew more about it thanrstter although he shared in its suffering, altifou
his heart constricted with anxiety, his memoryiafi&r experiences was keener, his confidence bette



founded. He had greater faith in eternity and @sdacoming, in the possibility of revising and
conquering death. Greater, too, was the degresafdvotion; at such times he felt in himself a
readiness to share the fate of the celestial othegoint of doom and rebirth. At times he evén fe
something akin to temerity, a kind of rash courage the resolution to defy death by the power of
mind, to strengthen his own selfhood by surrendeuperhuman destinies. Some trace of this was
apparent in his manner; others sensed it and reddmdn as knowing and devout, a man of great calm
and little fear of death, one who stood well whlke higher powers.

He had to prove these gifts and virtues in mamd kests. Once he had to withstand a period of
poor crops and adverse weather that extended woeydars. It was the greatest trial of his life.
Troubles and bad portents had begun with the regbBapostponed sowing, and then every imaginable
misfortune had affected the crops, until in the tre&y were virtually destroyed. The village had
starved cruelly, and Knecht, the Rainmaker, witlt ivas a considerable achievement in itself teeha
survived this bitter year without losing all crederand standing, so that he could still help titeetr
bear the catastrophe with humility and some degf@emposure. When the next year, after a hard
winter in which many of the tribe perished, all theseries of the preceding year were repeated, when
during the summer the common land parched and edaicka stubborn drought, the mice multiplied
fearfully, and the solitary conjurations and sace$ of the Rainmaker proved as vain as the public
ceremonies, the drum choruses, and the processidhs whole community; when evidence mounted
that this time the Rainmaker could not make rdimas no small matter and more than ordinary
strength was needed to bear the responsibilityhafdiup his head against the frightened and intedia
people. There were two or three weeks in which Khstood entirely alone confronting the entire
village, confronting hunger and despair, confrogtine ancient belief among the people that only
sacrifice of the Weathermaker could propitiategbevers. He had won the victory by yielding. He had
not opposed the idea, had offered himself as tbefise. Moreover, with enormous toil and devotion
he had helped to alleviate distress, had repeatisitpvered sources of water, divining a springghar
trickling stream there. Even in a time of greatistress he had not allowed the villagers to sl&rgh
all their livestock. Above all he had lent his sapgo the tribal mother, who had succumbed to
fatalism and weakness in these difficult times.aBlyice, threat, magic, and prayer, by example and
intimidation, he saved her from collapsing comgietand letting everything drift wildly. In thosenties
of calamity and universal anxiety it became apptteat a man is the more useful, the more his life
and thinking is turned toward matters of the spmiatters that go beyond the personal realm, the mo
he has learned to venerate, observe, worship, sendesacrifice. The two terrible years, which had
almost cost him his life, ended with his being mioighly regarded and trusted than ever, not by the
thoughtless crowd, of course, but by the few whielvesponsibility and were able to judge a man of
his type.

His life had passed through these and many otiads by the time he reached the best years of
his maturity. He had officiated over the burialtwb of the tribal mothers, had lost a charming six-
year-old son who had been carried off by a wolf.Hdd survived a severe illness without outside help
acting as his own physician. He had suffered huagdrcold. All this had marked his face, and his
soul no less. He had also made the discoveryithatcertain peculiar manner, men of thought gave
offense and aroused the repugnance of their felld\vsy might be valued at a distance and called on
in emergencies, but others neither love them noe@tcthem, rather give them a wide berth. He had
also learned that the sick and unfortunate arentae receptive to traditional magic spells and
exorcisms than to sensible advice; that people meadily accept affliction and outward penancestha
the task of changing themselves, or even examiheagselves; that they believe more easily in magic
than reason, in formulas than experience. Thesmatters which in the several thousand years since
his era have probably not changed so much as amaag history books claim. But he had also
learned that a seeking, thoughtful man dare né¢itdove; that he must meet the wishes and folies



men halfway, not showing arrogance but also naktmg to them; that it is always only a singlepste
from sage to charlatan, from priest to mounteb&okn helpful brother to parasitic drone, and thnet t
people would by far prefer to pay a swindler anakgloited by a quack than accept help given freely
and unselfishly. They would much rather pay in nyoaed goods than in trust and love. They cheat
one another and expect to be cheated themselveshatbto learn to see man as a weak, selfish, and
cowardly creature; you also had to realize how mafrthese evil traits and impulses you shared
yourself; and nevertheless you allowed yourselfalieve, and nourished your soul on the faith, that
man is also spirit and love, that something dwiellsim which is at variance with his instincts and
longs to refine them. But all these thoughts areoubt far too abstract and explicit for Knechhtwe
been capable of them. Let us say: he was on theéawhyem; his way would some day lead him to
them and past them.

While he went his way, longing for abstract thoulgiat living far more in the senses, in the
spell of the moon, in the pungency of an herb stiléness of a root, the taste of a piece of bark,
cultivating simples, blending salves, submittingtte whims of weather and atmosphere, he developed
many abilities within himself, including some thves of a later generation no longer possess and only
half understand. The most important of these &slivas, of course, rainmaking. Although there were
a good many special times when the sky stayed abeland seemed to mock his efforts, Knecht
nevertheless made rain hundreds of times, and akwesy time in a slightly different way. He would,
of course, never have dared to make the slighkestge or omission in the sacrifices and the rite of
processions, conjurations, and drumming. But the anly the official, the public part of his wotke
priestly side, which was for show; and undoubtetilyas very fine and produced a fine exalted faglin
when after a day of sacrifices and processionskiiggave way in the evening, the horizon clouded
over, the wind began to smell damp, the first drojpsin splattered down. But it had taken the
Weathermaker's art to choose the day well, natriwesblindly when the prospects were poor. You
could implore the powers, even besiege them, buthaal to do so with feeling and moderation, with
submission to their will. Even more than those iglas triumphant experiences of felicitous
intercession he preferred certain others that molban himself knew about, and even he knew about
them only timorously, more with his senses thanuniderstanding. There were weather conditions,
tensions of the atmosphere and of heat, cloud fiomaand winds, smells of water and earth and, dust
threats and promises, moods and whims of the wed#mons, which Knecht detected in advance
with his skin, his hair, with all his senses, satthe could not be surprised by anything, couldoot
disappointed. He concentrated the very vibratidrie@weather within himself, holding them within
him in such a way that he could command the cl@ndisthe winds -- not, to be sure, just as he
pleased, but out of the very intimacy and attacttrherhad with them, which totally erased the
difference between him and the world, between msiadd outside. At such times he could stand rapt,
listening, or crouch rapt, with all his pores opand not only feel the life of the winds and clouds
within his own self, but also direct and engentlesamewhat in the way we can awaken and reproduce
within ourselves a phrase of music that we knovhé&grt. Then he needed only to hold his breath --
and the wind or the thunder stopped; he neededtormipd or shake his head -- and the hail pelted
down or ceased; he needed only to express by a imeilbalance of the conflicting forces within
himself -- and the billows of clouds would partyealing the thin, bright blueness. There were many
times of unusually pure harmony and composuresrsbul when he carried the weather of the next
few days within himself with infallible foreknowlge, as if the whole score were already writtenisn h
blood in such a way that the outside world musy phery note exactly as it stood. Those were hs$ be
days, his reward, his delight.

But when this intimate connection with the outsigies broken, when the weather and the world
were unfamiliar, incomprehensible, and unpredigatiien currents were interrupted and
derangements occurred within him. Then he felt lgatvas not a real Rainmaker, that his



responsibility for weather and crops was an erngr @uisance. At such times he was domestic,
behaved obediently and helpfully toward Ada, sedsilp shared the household tasks with her, made
toys and tools for the children, pottered abouppring medicines, craved love and wanted nothing
better than to differ as little as possible frorhestmen, to conform wholly to them in customs and
morals, and even to listen to the otherwise vexatgossip of his wife and the neighboring women
about the life, health, and conduct of others. iBigood times his family saw little of him, for thée
roamed, fished, hunted, searched for roots, ldlgergrass or crouched in trees, sniffed, listened,
imitated the voices of animals, kindled little 8rand compared the shapes of the smoke clouds with
the clouds in the sky, drenched his skin and hdfr feg, rain, air, sun, or moonlight, and incideiht
gathered, as his Master and predecessor Turu hediddis lifetime, objects whose inner character
and outward form seemed to belong to differentmsain which the wisdom or whimsicality of nature
seemed to reveal some fragment of her rules andtseaf creation, objects which seemed to unite
symbolically widely disparate ideas: gnarled brasctvith the faces of men or animals, water-polished
pebbles grained like wood, petrified animals of piienordial world, misshapen or twinned fruit pits,
stones shaped like kidneys or hearts. He readdimings of a leaf, the pattern on a mushroom cagh, a
divined mysteries, relations, futures, possibiitithe magic of symbols, the foreshadowing of numbe
and writing, the reduction of infinitudes and mplicities to simplicity, to system, to concept. Fdr
these ways of comprehending the world through timelmo doubt lay within him, nameless, unnamed,
but not inconceivable, not beyond the bounds asgmément, still in the germ, but essential to his
nature, part of him, growing organically within hidnd if we were to go still further back beyondsth
Rainmaker and his time which to us seems so eadypamitive, if we were to go several thousands of
years further back into the past, wherever we famad we would still find -- this is our firm belief

the mind of man, that Mind which has no beginnind always has contained everything that it later
produces.

The Weathermaker was not destined to win immaytaly any one of his premonitions, or to
come any closer to proving their validity. For himgeed, they scarcely needed proof. He did not
become one of the many inventors of writing, nogebdmetry, nor of medicine or astronomy. He
remained an unknown link in the chain, but a liskradispensable as any other. He passed on what he
had received, and he added what he had newly a&ehyr his own struggles. For he too had disciples.
In the course of the years he trained two apprestic be Rainmakers, one of whom was later to
become his successor.

For long years he had gone about his affairs aactiped his craft alone and unobserved. Then,
shortly after a great crop failure and time of faejia boy started appearing, watching him, spymg o
him, adoring him, and generally skulking aboutreavho was drawn to rainmaking and the Master.
With a strange, sorrowful tug at his heart he sgise recurrence and reversal of the great expmrien
of his youth, and at the same time had that auetimg, at once constricting and stirring, that
afternoon had set in, that youth was gone and ropdssed, that the blossom had become a fruit.
And to his own surprise he behaved toward the lxagty as old Turu had once behaved toward him.
The stiff rebuff, the delaying, wait-and-see att#éucame of its own accord; it was neither an itaita
of his deceased Master nor did it spring from mstialand pedagogic considerations that a young man
must be tested for a long time to see whether berisus enough, that initiation into mysterieswdtio
not be made easy, and similar theories. On theagntKnecht simply behaved toward his apprentices
the way every somewhat aging solitary and learmedrdric behaves toward admirers and disciples.
He was embarrassed, shy, distant, ready for flightful for his lovely solitude and his freedom to
roam in the wilderness, to go hunting and collecaione, to dream and listen. He was full of agaal
love for all his habits and hobbies, his secretsrapditations. There could be no question of his
embracing the timid youth who approached him witirshipful curiosity, no question of helping him
overcome this timidity by encouraging him, no qigsbof his rejoicing and having a sense of reward,



appreciation, and pleasant success because the efdhe others was at last sending him an emissary
and a declaration of love, because someone wasirgphim, someone felt drawn to him, and like
himself called to the service of mysteries. Ondbmtrary, at first he felt it merely as a troubleso
disturbance, infringement on his rights and halbitss of his independence. For the first time he
realized how much he prized that independenceebisted the wooing and became clever at
outwitting the boy and hiding himself, at coverimg tracks, evading and escaping. But what had
happened to Turu now happened to him also: thesthayy, mute courtship slowly softened his heart,
slowly, slowly wore down his resistance, so thatihore the boy gained ground, the more Knecht
learned to turn to him and open his mind to hinprape his longing, accept his courtship, and
eventually come to regard the new and often venatduty of teaching and having a disciple as
inevitable, imposed by fate, one of the requirem@efta life of thought. More and more he had to bid
farewell to the dream, the feeling and the pleasiiiefinite potentialities, of a multiplicity ofutures.
Instead of the dream of unending progress, of tine &f all wisdom, his pupil stood by, a small, near
demanding reality, an intruder and nuisance, bubnger to be rebuffed or evaded. For the boy
represented, after all, the only way into the feflre, the one most important duty, the one narrow
path along which the Rainmaker's life and actsqipies, thoughts, and glimmerings could be saved
from death and continue their life in a small navd bSighing, gnashing his teeth, and smiling, he
accepted the burden.

But even in this important, perhaps most respadasibpect of his work, the passing on of
tradition and the education of successors, the Meéeaiaker was not spared bitter disillusionment. The
first apprentice who sued for his favor was nameddyland when after long delay and every form of
deterrence he accepted the boy, Maro disappoimtedhha way he could never quite reconcile himself
to. The boy was obsequious and wheedling, and limn@time pretended unconditional obedience, but
he had certain faults. Above all he lacked couratgewas especially afraid of night and darkness, a
fact he tried to hide. Knecht, when he noticed laat, continued for a long time to regard it as
lingering childishness which would eventually digegr. But it did not disappear. This disciple also
completely lacked the gift of selfless devotiorotiservation for its own sake, to the procedures and
processes of the Rainmaker's work, and to ideaspecllations. He was clever, had a quick, bright
mind, and he learned easily and surely whatevelddmeilearned without surrender of the self. But it
became more and more apparent that he had seifigesins, and that it was for the sake of these tha
he wanted to learn rainmaking. Above all he wastatus; he wanted to count for something and make
an impression. He had the vanity of talent butafatocation. He longed for applause. As soon as he
acquired some scraps of knowledge and a few triekshowed off to his fellows. This, too, could be
considered childish and might be outgrown. But la@ted more than applause; he also strove for
power and advantages over others. When the Magebé&gan to notice this, he was alarmed and
gradually withdrew his favor from the young man.rblaad been an apprentice for some years when
Knecht caught him in serious misdemeanors. One tieas induced, in return for presents, to treat a
sick child with medicines without his Master's knedge and authorization. Another time he
undertook on his own to rid a hut of rats by regjtspells. And when, in spite of all his Master's
warnings and his own pledges, he was caught agaimiilar practices, the Master dismissed him,
informed the tribal mother of the affair, and trimdbanish the ungrateful and useless young mam fro
his memory.

His two later disciples compensated for this digaptment, especially the second, who was his
own son Turu. He deeply loved this youngest aniddBbis apprentices, and believed the boy could
become greater than himself. Plainly, his granefeshspirit had returned in him. Knecht experienced
the invigorating satisfaction of having passedl@dum of his knowledge and belief to the futunel a
of having a person who was his son twice over,liorw he could hand over his duties any time these
became too heavy for him. But still that ill-favdrrst disciple could not be dismissed from his li



and thoughts. In the village Maro became a man wihite not especially enjoying high honor, was
nevertheless extremely popular and wielded considerinfluence. He had taken a wife, amused many
people by his talents as a kind of mountebank asigj, and had even become chief drummer in the
drum corps. He remained a secret enemy of the R&kiemconsumed by envy and inflicting large and
small injuries upon him whenever he could. Knecd hever had a gift for friendship and
gregariousness. He needed solitude and freedohmdheever sought out respect or love, except for
the time he was a boy seeking to win over Masteu.TBut now he learned how it felt to have an
enemy, someone who hated him. It spoiled a good/raghis days.

Maro had been one of those highly talented puylils in spite of their talent are always
unpleasant and a grief to their teachers becaeget#ttent has not grown from below and from within
It is not founded on organic strength, the delicateobling mark of a good endowment, of sound
blood and a sound character, but is in a curioussemething adventitious, accidental, perhaps even
usurped or stolen. A pupil of meager charactemhigh intelligence or sparkling imagination invariyab
embarrasses the teacher. He is obliged to tranerttits pupil the knowledge and methodology he
himself has inherited, and to prepare him for tfeedf the mind -- and yet he cannot help feelingtt
his real and higher duty should be to protect tt®and sciences against the intrusion of young men
who have nothing but talent. For the teacher issaopposed to serve the pupil; rather, both are the
servants of their culture. This is the reason teecfeel slightly repelled by certain glitterindetats. A
pupil of that type falsifies the whole meaning eflpgogy as service. All the help given to a pupibw
can shine but cannot serve basically means doing taservice and is, in a way, a betrayal of aeltu
We know of periods in the history of many nationsvhich profound upheavals in cultural processes
led to a surge of the merely talented into leagiagitions in communities, schools, academies, and
governments. Highly talented people sat in allsoftposts, but they were people who wanted to rule
without being able to serve. Certainly it is ofiary difficult to recognize such people in gooddim
before they have entrenched themselves in thdentehl professions. It is equally difficult to ate
them with the necessary ruthlessness and sendithekrio other occupations. Knecht, too, had made
mistakes; he had been patient far too long witraprentice Maro. He had entrusted esoteric
knowledge to a superficial climber. That was a péyd the consequences for himself were far greater
than he could ever have foreseen.

A year came -- by then Knecht's beard was alregitg gray -- in which the orderly
relationships between heaven and earth seemed¢dde@n distorted by demons of unusual strength
and malevolence. These distortions began in thevautvith events of such fearful majesty that every
soul in the village shook with terror. Shortly aftee equinox, which the Rainmaker always observed
with heightened attentiveness and celebrated wigm#ity and reverent worship, there was a display
in the heavens that had not occurred within the amgraf man. An evening came that was dry, windy,
and rather cool. The sky was crystal clear exaapa ffew restless small clouds which floated a¢iy v
great height, holding the rosy light of the settsum for an unusually long time. They looked likede
and foamy bundles of light drifting in cold, palesenic space. For several days past Knecht haddense
something that was stronger and more remarkabiettieafeeling he had every year at this time when
the days began growing shorter: a seething of theeps in the sky, a sense of alarm in earth, plants
and animals, a nervousness in the air, somethoanstant, expectant, frightened, lowering in all of
nature. The small clouds with their lingering, qeniwng flames formed part of the strangeness. Their
fluttery movements did not correspond with the clien of the wind on the ground. After a long sad
struggle against extinction, their piteous redtigiew cold and faded, and suddenly they were
invisible.

It was quiet in the village. The circle of childrbefore the tribal mother's hut had long
scattered. A few boys were still chasing abouttasdling, but all the rest of the tribe were inithe
huts. Everyone had eaten. Many were already asteepcely anyone but the Rainmaker observed the



twilit clouds. Knecht walked back and forth in trmall garden behind his hut, pondering the weather,
tense and restive. At times he sat down for a Ipeigff on a stump that stood among the nettles and
served him for splitting wood. As soon as the ¢dishmer of cloud was extinguished the stars suddenl
appeared against the greenish glow of the skyrapidly grew in number and brightness. Where there
had been only two or three visible a moment befibrere were now ten, twenty. The Rainmaker was
familiar with many of them individually and in tmegroups and families. He had seen them many
hundreds of times; there was always something ueiagsabout their unvarying reappearance. Stars
were comforting. Though they hung so high, remoig @old, radiating no warmth, they were reliable,
firmly aligned, proclaiming order, promising durati Seemingly so aloof and far and opposed to life
on earth, seemingly so untouched by the warmthwiiteings, the sufferings and ecstasies in tree lif
of man, so superior in their cold majesty and etethat they seemed to make mock of human things,
the stars nevertheless had a relation to us. Theled and governed us perhaps, and if any human
knowledge, any intellectual hold, any surenesssameriority of the mind over transitory things abul
be attained and retained, it would resemble ths,sthining like them in cool tranquility, comfartj

with chilly shivers of awe, looking down eternadipd somewhat mockingly. That was how they had
often seemed to the Rainmaker, and although héofglird the stars nothing like the close,
stimulating, constantly changing and recurringtrefeship he had toward the moon, the great, near,
moist orb, the fat magic fish in the sea of heatennevertheless revered them and attached many
beliefs to them. To gaze at them for a long time altow their influence to work upon him, to expose
his intelligence, his warmth, his anxiety to the#renely cold gaze, often laved and assuaged kena/li
healing draft.

Tonight, too, they looked as they always did, @xtkat they were very bright and seemed
highly polished in the taut, thin air; but he coulat find within himself the repose to surrender to
them. From unknown realms some power was tuggitgnatit ached in his pores, sucked at his eyes,
quietly and continually affected him. It was a emt; a warning quiver. In the hut nearby the warm,
dim light of the hearth-fire glimmered. Life floweshall and warm inside: a cry, a laugh, a yawn,
human smells, skin warmth, motherhood, childrele'sgs All that innocent presence seemed to deepen
the night, to drive the stars still further bactoithe incomprehensible distances and heights.

And now, while Knecht heard Ada's voice inside ltié crooning and humming a low melody
as she quieted a child, there began in the skgalzamity that the village would remember for many
years. A flickering and glimmering appeared here @hiere in the still, glittering network of staes if
the usually invisible threads of the net were salidkeaping into flame. Like hurled stones, glowing
and guttering, a few stars fell slantwise acrossskty, one here, two there, a few more here; afatde
the eye had turned from the first vanished falktey, before the heart, stilled at the sight, heglin to
beat again, the lights falling or hurled at a slana slight arc across the sky began to come arrew
of dozens, hundreds. A countless host, borne ast mute storm, they slanted across the sileiht nig
as if a cosmic autumn were tearing all the stkeswithered leaves from the tree of heaven and
flinging them noiselessly into the void. Like witleel leaves, like wafting snowflakes, they rushed
away and down, thousands upon thousands, in feslénice, vanishing beyond the wooded mountains
to the southeast where never a star had set smeemhmemorial.

With frozen heart and swimming eyes, Knecht stbaad tilted back, gazing horrified but
insatiably at the transformed and accursed skytyusigng his eyes and yet only too certain of the
direness of what they beheld. Like all who watcties nocturnal spectacle, he thought the familiar
stars themselves were wavering, scattering, antgpig down, and he expected that if the earthfitsel
did not swallow him first, the firmament would soappear black and emptied. After a while, however,
he recognized what others could not know -- thatvtiell-known stars were still present, here andethe
and everywhere; that the frightful dispersion wasrg place not among the old, familiar stars,ibut
the space between earth and sky, and that theskghasy fallen or flung, so swiftly appearing and



swiftly vanishing, glowed with a fire of anotherrsérom the old, the proper stars. This was soméwha
reassuring and helped him regain his balance. Bar & these were new, transitory, different stars
scattering through the air, still it meant disasted disorder. Deep sighs came from Knecht's pdrche
throat. He looked toward the earth; he listenefihid out whether this uncanny spectacle were
appearing to him alone, or whether others weresdging it. Soon he heard groans, screams, argl crie
of terror from other huts. Others had seen it tbeir cries had alarmed the sleepers and the ueawar
in a moment panic had seized the entire villageh\Wisigh, Knecht took the burden on himself. This
misfortune affected him, the Rainmaker, above thiérs, for he was in a way responsible for order in
the heavens. Always before he had known or sensad gatastrophes in advance: floods, hailstorms,
tempests. Always he had warned the mothers andseldde prepared. He had averted the worst evils.
He had interposed himself, his knowledge, his ageyand his confidence in the powers above,
between the village and consternation. Why hadhekhown nothing this time, so that he could take
no measure? Why had he said not a word to anyotieeafbscure foreboding he had, after all, felt?

He lifted the mat hung over the entrance of thiedmd softly called his wife's name. She came,
her youngest at her breast. He took the baby fremahd laid it on the pallet. Holding Ada's hanel, h
placed a finger to his lips, enjoining silence, éadiher out of the hut. He saw her patiently trahq
face grow distorted by terror.

"Let the children sleep; | don't want them to 8eg, do you hear?" he whispered intensely.
"Don't let any of them come out, not even Turu. And yourself stay inside."

He hesitated, uncertain how much to say, how naditnys thoughts he ought to reveal. Finally
he added firmly: "Nothing will harm you and the Idnen."

She believed him at once, although her face andhivel had not yet recovered from the fright.

"What is it?" she asked, again staring at the 4kyit, very bad?"

"It is bad," he said gently. "I think it may beryebad. But it doesn't concern you and the
children. Stay in the hut; keep the mat drawn. sttalk to the people. Go in, Ada."

He pressed her through the opening, drew the arafuly closed, and stood for the span of a
few breaths with his face turned toward the comtiguain of stars. Then he bowed his head, sighed
heavily once more, and walked swiftly through tinghtitoward the tribal mother's hut.

Half the village was already assembled there. Aechwoar rose from them, a tumult half
numbed by terror and choked by despair. There weraen and men who surrendered with a kind of
voluptuous rage to their sense of horror and impgndoom. Some stood stiff, rapt. Others jerked
about wildly with uncontrolled movements of thembs. One woman was foaming at the mouth as she
danced, alone, a despairing and obscene dante saine time pulling out whole handfuls of her long
hair. Knecht realized that the effects were alreaidyork. Almost all had succumbed to the
intoxication; they were bewitched or driven madthg falling stars, and an orgy of madness, furg, an
self-destructiveness might follow. It was high titoecollect the few brave and sensible members of
the tribe, and support their courage.

The ancient tribal mother was calm. She beliehadl the end of all things had come, and that
there was nothing to be done about it. Toward tlegitable she showed a firm, hard face that looked
almost mocking in its pinched astringency. He padsa her to listen to him. He tried to show het tha
the old stars, the ones that had always been, stilrm the sky. But she could not grasp it, eithe
because her eyes no longer had the strength terdifitem, or because her conception of the stass wa
too unlike the Rainmaker's. She shook her headremndtained her courageous grin, but when Knecht
implored her not to abandon the people to theioteshe instantly was of his mind. A small grodp o
frightened but not yet maddened villagers stilliwg to be led formed around her and the
Weathermaker.

Up to the moment he reached the group, Knechtbaéd to be able to check the panic by
example, reason, speech, explanations, and enenesg. But his brief conversation with the tribal



mother had shown him that it was too late for amgtlof the sort. He had hoped to let the othersesha
in his own experience, to make them a gift of & likhd hoped to persuade them that the stars
themselves were not falling, or not all of thengttho cosmic storm was sweeping them away. He had
imagined that by such urging he would be able tgertbem from helpless dismay to active
observation, so that they would be able to beashioek. But he quickly saw that there were very few
villagers who would hearken to him, and by the timewon them over all the others would have
utterly given way to madness. No, as was so oftercase, reason and sensible speech could
accomplish nothing here.

Fortunately there were other means. Although & imgossible to dispel their mortal terror by
appeal to reason, this terror could still be gujdedanized, given shape, so that the confusion of
maddened people could be made into a solid umigwild, single voices merged into a chorus. But
there was no time to be lost. Knecht stepped bef@a@eople, loudly crying the well-known prayers
that opened public ceremonies of penance and nmayrtiie lament for the death of a tribal mother, or
the ceremony of sacrifice and atonement in the ¢dgerils such as epidemics and floods. He shouted
the words in rhythm and reinforced the rhythm pgling his hands; and in the same rhythm, shouting
and clapping his hands all the while, he stoopetbat to the ground, straightened up, stooped again,
and straightened up. Almost at once ten or twetttgrs joined in his movements. The white-haired
mother of the village murmured in the same rhytima with tiny bows sketched the ritual movements.
Those who were still flocking to the assemblagenftbe huts at once joined in the beat and thetspiri
of the ceremony; the few who had gone off theirdsezollapsed, and lay motionless, or else were
caught up in the murmur of the chorus and theimlggenuflections. His method was effective.
Instead of a demoralized horde of madmen, therestowad a reverent populace prepared for sacrifice
and penance, each one benefiting, each one enealibgghow having to lock his horror and fear of
death within himself, or bellow it crazily for himk alone. Each now fitted into his place in thdarty
chorus of the multitude, keeping to the rhythmhaf €xorcistic ceremony. Many mysterious powers
are present in such a rite. Its greatest comfats isniformity, confirming the sense of communiity,
infallible medicine meter and order, rhythm and imus

While the whole night sky was still covered by ttwst of falling stars like a rushing, silent
cascade consisting of droplets of light -- for dm@ottwo hours it went on squandering its great red
globules of fire -- the horror in the village chaalgto submission and devotion, to prayers to the
powers and penitential feelings. In their fear amékness men met the disorder of the sky with order
and religious concord. Even before the rain ofsstegan to slacken, the miracle had taken plaee; th
inner miracle radiated healing powers; and by itne the sky seemed slowly to be quieting down and
recovering, all the dead-tired penitents had tdeeeing feeling that their worship had placated the
powers and restored order in the heavens.

That night of terror was not forgotten. The vikkaiglked about it all through the autumn and
winter. But soon this was no longer done in timaradnispers, but in an everyday tone of voice and
with that satisfaction that people feel when thmykl back upon a disaster faced and withstood, i& per
successfully overcome. The villagers now battenedetails; each had been surprised in his own way
by the incredible event; each claimed to have lbleeriirst to discover it. Some ventured to make fun
of those who had been particularly shaken by it.&mng time a certain amount of excitement
persisted in the village. There had been a greattegomething extraordinary had happened.

Knecht did not share this mood, or feel the saradugl loss of interest in the phenomenon. For
him, the whole uncanny experience remained an geftable warning, a thorn that continued to prick
him. He could not dismiss it on the grounds thatid passed, that the danger had been averted by
processions, prayers, and penances. The furthesgzatled in time, in fact, the greater its imporénc
became for him, because he filled it with meanlhgave full scope to his tendency to brood and
interpret. The event in itself, the whole of thatanulous natural spectacle, had been an enormously



difficult problem involving many aspects. A man whad once seen it could probably spend a lifetime
pondering it.

Only one other person in the village would havéched the rain of stars from a kindred point
of view, and on the basis of similar knowledge. filwas his own son and disciple, Turu. Only what
this one witness would have said, to bear out oevgse his own observation, would have mattered to
Knecht. But he had let this son sleep; and thedohg wondered why he had done so, why he had
refrained from sharing the sight of the incrediélent with the only eyewitness whose judgment he
would have taken seriously, the more convinceddoaime that he had acted rightly, obeying a wise
instinct. He had wanted to spare his family thésiocluding his apprentice and associate; hadedan
to spare him especially, for he loved no one sohmrascTuru. For that reason he had concealed the rai
of falling stars from him, had defrauded him of #ight. He believed in the good spirits of sleep,
especially of the sleep of youth. Moreover, if Benembered rightly, the first sight of the heavesign
had scarcely seemed to betoken any momentary demger lives of the villagers. Rather, he had
instantly decided that the event was an omen aféudisaster, and one that concerned no one so
closely as himself, the Weathermaker. The calamihgen it came, would strike him alone. Something
was in the offing, a threat from that realm withigrhhis office linked him. No matter what the form
which it came, he would be the one who would clib#ar its brunt. To keep himself alert to this
danger, to oppose it resolutely when it came, épare his soul and accept it but not let it intiatédor
dishonor him -- such was the resolve he came tth sas the command he thought he had received
from the great omen. The danger that loomed woalldar a mature and courageous man. For that
reason it would not have been well to draw hisiatmit, to have him as a fellow sufferer, or exa=na
partner in the knowledge. For although he thougttighly of his son, he did not know whether a
young and untested person would be able to cogethét menace.

His son Turu, however, was most unhappy becausadslept through the great spectacle. No
matter how it was interpreted, it had been a gteag in any case, and perhaps nothing of the sort
would happen all the rest of his life. For quiterlsile he was resentful toward his father on that
account. Knecht overcame the resentment by inadegtsentiveness and affection. He drew Turu more
and more into all the duties of his office. In aigation of things to come, he took greater pains t
complete Turu's training and make him as perfedhiiate and successor as possible. Although he
rarely spoke with him about the rain of stars, timigted him with less and less restraint into his
secrets, his practices, his knowledge and resegrahd allowed the boy to accompany him on his
walks and investigations of nature, and to join mmexperiments. All this he had previously shared
with no one.

The winter came and passed, a damp and rathemnmtdr. No more stars fell, no great and
unusual things happened. The village was reasshikgently, the hunters went out looking for game.
On racks beside the huts hung stiffly frozen busdliehides, clacking against one another in windy
weather. Loads of wood were dragged in from thedbon long, smoothed boards that rode lightly
over the snow. It happened that just during thefleriod of hard frost an old woman died. She @¢oul
not be buried at once; for some days, until theigdothawed again, the frozen corpse was laid out
beside the door of her hut.

The spring partly confirmed the Weathermaker'slfodings. It was a dreary, joyless spring,
without ardor and sap, betrayed by the moon. Themeas always tardy; the various signs that
determined the day of sowing never coincided. &nftirest the flowers blossomed sparsely; buds
shriveled on the twigs. Knecht was deeply troubbed,did not show it; only Ada and especially Turu
could see how anxious he was. He not only undertioelusual incantations, but also made private
sacrifices, boiling savory, aromatic brews and sidas for the demons, as well as cutting his beard
short on the night of the new moon and burning & mixture of resin and damp bark that produced
heavy smoke. He postponed as long as possibleuthiee geremonies, the village sacrifices, the



processions, and the drum choruses. As long afhpmse kept the accursed weather of this evilngpri
as his private concern. But eventually, when thealBme for sowing was already many days past, he
had to report to the tribal mother. Sure enougle ko he encountered misfortune and trouble. The
old tribal mother, who was his good friend and hattier maternal feelings for him, did not receive
him. She was ill, lying in bed, and had handed @leher duties to her sister. This sister, as it
happened, was distinctly cool toward the RainmaRbe did not have the older woman's austere,
straightforward character, was rather fond of diibns and frivolities, and hence had taken adjkb
Maro, the drummer and mountebank, who knew hownter&ain and flatter her. And Maro was
Knecht's enemy. Knecht sensed at their first cagat@n her coolness and dislike, although she in no
way questioned his proposals. He urged that theyppoe the sowing for a while longer, as well as
any sacrifices or processions. She agreed tolthisshe had received him icily and treated him &ke
subordinate. She refused his request to see thérkial mother, or at least to be allowed to prepa
medicine for her.

Knecht returned from this interview dejected, ifi@glpoorer, and with a bad taste in his mouth.
For half a moon he tried in his own way to make tiveawhich would permit sowing. But the weather,
which had so often followed the same directionhasdurrents within him, remained unmanageable. It
mocked all his efforts. Neither spells nor saceiiavorked. The Rainmaker had no choice; he had to g
to the tribal mother's sister again. This time tas wirtually pleading for patience, for postponetnen
and he realized at once that she must have spoiklethat clown Maro about him and his affairs. For
in the course of the conversation on the necess$igetting the day for sowing, or else ordering
ceremonies of public prayer, the old woman showetder knowledge and used a few expressions
which she could only have learned from Maro, thenkr Rainmaker's apprentice. Knecht asked for
three days' grace and then decided that the ctaigielwas more favorable. He set the sowing fer th
first day of the third quarter of the moon. The wldman consented, and pronounced the ritual words.
The decision was proclaimed to the village, andyeuge prepared for the rite of sowing.

But now, when everything seemed to be in hanéfehile, the demons again showed their
malice. On the very day of the longed-for and adhgfprepared sowing, the old tribal mother died.
The ritual sowing had to be postponed and her alneepared instead. It was celebrated with great
solemnity; behind the new village mother, with bsters and daughters, the Rainmaker took his place
in the robes reserved for great processions, wgaistall, pointed fox-fur headdress. He was ésgis
by his son Turu, who struck the two-toned hardwdagpers together. Great honors were shown to the
deceased and to her sister, the new tribal mofanro, leading the drummers, kept in the forefrdnt o
the mourners and won much attention and appladseyvillage wept and celebrated, lamented and
feasted, enjoyed the drum music and the sacriflcess a fine day for all, but the sowing had agai
been put off. Knecht stood through it all with digrand composure, but he was profoundly saddened.
It seemed to him that along with the tribal mothemwas burying all the good days of his life.

Soon afterward, at the request of the new trib@ther, the sowing was likewise celebrated with
special magnificence. Solemnly, the procession het@round the fields; solemnly, the old woman
scattered the first handfuls of seed on the comiaadh. To either side of her walked her sistersheac
carrying a pouch of grain into which the eldestpdigh her hand. Knecht breathed a little easier when
this ceremony was finally completed.

But the seed sowed so festively was destineditg Imo joy and no harvest. It was a merciless
year. Beginning with a relapse into wintry frogtee weather indulged in every imaginable capriat an
spite that spring. In summer, when meager crofasatovered the fields thinly, half as tall asythe
should have been, the last blow of all came: aretible drought, the worst anyone could remember.
Week after week the sun blazed in a white hazesat.lThe smaller brooks dried up. Only a muddy
marsh remained of the village pond, a paradiseragonflies and a monstrous brood of mosquitoes.
Deep cracks gaped in the parched earth. The vilagmuld see the crops withering. Now and then



clouds gathered, but the lightning storms remadahgdIf a brief shower fell, it was followed by day
of a parching east wind. Lightning often struck tades, setting fire to their withered tops.

"Turu," Knecht said to his son one day, "this witit turn out well. We have all the demons
against us. It began with the falling stars. | khilnis going to cost me my life. Remember thist If
must be sacrificed, assume my office at once asidtithat my body be burned and my ashes strewn on
the fields. You will suffer great hunger througle tinter. But the evil spells will be broken. Yowst
see to it that no one touches the community's gesgd, under penalty of death. Next year will be
better, and people will say: 'Good that we haveniw young Weathermaker." "

There was despair in the village. Maro incitedkeple. Frequently, threats and curses were
shouted at the Rainmaker. Ada fell sick and lajkshay vomiting and fever. The processions, the
sacrifices, the long, heart-throbbing drum chorwsere useless. Knecht led them, for that was his
duty, but when the people scattered again, he sitwoae, shunned by all. He knew what was
necessary, and he knew also that Maro had alresslgded the tribal mother with demands that he be
sacrificed. For his own honor and his son's sakeobk the last step himself. He dressed Turuen th
ceremonial robes, went to the tribal mother witimh&nd proposed him as his successor, at the same
time offering himself as a sacrifice. She lookediat for a short while with a curious, searching
glance. Then she nodded and assented.

The sacrifice was carried out that same day. Tiheewillage would have attended, but many
lay sick with dysentery. Ada, too, was gravelyTluru, in his robes, with the tall fox-fur headdseall
but collapsed from heatstroke. All the dignitarsesl leaders of the village who were not ill joined
the procession, including the tribal mother witlotef her oldest sisters, and Maro, the chief of the
drum corps. Behind them followed the mass of thlagers. No one insulted the old Rainmaker; the
procession was silent and dejected. They marchétetevoods and sought out a large circular clearing
that Knecht himself had appointed as the site ®@fticrifice. Most of the men had their stone axés w
them to cut wood for the funeral pyre.

When they reached the clearing, they placed thenkeker in the center and the dignitaries of
the village formed a small ring around him, witle tiest of the crowd in a larger circle on the algsi
There was an indecisive, embarrassed silence,tbhatRainmaker himself spoke.

"l was your Rainmaker," he said. "I did my workvesll as | could for many years. Now the
demons are against me; nothing | do succeeds. foinerehave offered myself for a sacrifice. Thatl wi
placate the demons. My son Turu will be your newnRaker. Now kill me, and when | am dead do
exactly as my son says. Farewelll And now who ballmy executioner? | recommend the drummer
Maro; he is surely the right man for the task."

He fell silent. No one stirred. Turu, flushed dgamder the heavy fur headdress, gave a
tormented look around the circle. His father's rhautisted mockingly. At last the tribal mother
stamped her foot furiously, beckoned to Maro armugdd at him: "Go ahead! Take the axe and do it."

Maro, axe clutched in his hands, posted himsdtireehis former teacher. He hated him more
than ever; the lines of scorn around those sil&htijps irked him bitterly. He raised the axe amdiag
it over his head. Taking aim, he held it aloftristg into the victim's face, waiting for him to sle his
eyes. But Knecht did not; he kept his eyes widenpfired steadily on the man with the axe. They
were almost expressionless, but what expressioe thas hovered between pity and scorn.

In fury, Maro flung the axe away. "l won't do ih& murmured, and pressing through the circle
of dignitaries he lost himself in the crowd. Severdagers laughed softly. The tribal mother had
turned pale with rage, as much at Maro's uselessares cowardice as at the arrogance of the
Rainmaker. She beckoned to one of the oldest meuied, dignified person who stood leaning on his
axe and seemed to be ashamed of this whole unssesmng. He stepped forward and gave the victim a
brief, friendly nod. They had known each other siboyhood. And now the victim willingly closed his
eyes; Knecht closed them tightly, and bowed hisifgebttle. The old man struck with the axe. Knecht



fell. Turu, the new Rainmaker, could not say a wétd gave the necessary orders with gestures alone.
Soon the pyre was heaped up and the body laid @hét solemn ritual of making fire with two
consecrated sticks was Turu's first official act

TWO
THE FATHER CONFESSOR

IN THE DAYSWhen St. Hilarion was still alive, although far adeced in years, there lived in the
city of Gaza a man named Josephus Famulus whohistiirtieth year or longer had led a worldly
life and studied the books of the pagans. Theoutiin a woman whom he was pursuing, he had been
instructed in the divine doctrine and the sweetiésise Christian virtues, had submitted to holy
baptism, renounced his sins, and sat for seveeak\a the feet of the presbyters of his city. In
particular he listened with burning curiosity t@thopular tales of the life of pious hermits in the
desert, until one day, at the age of thirty-sixsbeout on the path already taken by St. Paulsand
Anthony, and which so many devout souls have takere. He gave his goods to the elders, to be
distributed to the poor of the community, badeviaakto his friends at the city gate, and wandeyatl
into the desert, out of this vile world, to takethp life of the penitent.

For many years the sun seared and parched hirsctdped his knees on rock and sand as he
prayed. He waited, fasting, for the sun to set teef® chewed his few dates. Devils tormented him
with temptations, mockery, and trials, but he drihem down with prayer, with penitence, with
renunciation of self, in the ways we may find déssdl in the Lives of the blessed Fathers. Through
many sleepless nights he gazed at the stars, @mdtles stars provided temptations and confusions fo
him. He scanned the constellations, for he hach&zhto read in them stories of the gods and symbols
of human nature. The presbyters held this sciamedomination, but he was still engrossed by
fantasies and ideas he had entertained in his e

In those times eremites lived wherever the bandaterness was broken by a spring, a patch of
vegetation, a large or small oasis. Some dweltagtalone, some in small brotherhoods, as they are
pictured in a painting in the Campo Santo of Risacticing poverty and love of neighbor. They
became adepts of a languishemg moriend, the art of dying: mortification of the ego andrtyto the
world, passing through death to Him, the Redeetodhe inalienable reward. They were attended by
angels and devils; they wrote hymns, expelled demoealed and blessed, and seemed to have
assumed the duty of making up for the pleasureisgekrutality, and sensuality of many past and
future ages by engendering a mighty surge of erghosand devotion, an ecstatic excess of
renunciation. Many of them probably were acquainmtétl ancient pagan practices of purification,
methods and exercises of spiritualization elabdratéAsia for centuries. But nothing was said aftsu
matters. These methods and yoga exercises wemngerltaught; they lay under the ban that
Christianity more and more sternly imposed upomdhéng pagan.

In some of these penitents the fervor of the& diEveloped special gifts, gifts of prayer, of
healing by laying on of hands, of prophecy, of exan, gifts of judging and punishing, comforting
and blessing. In Josephus too a gift slumberedyatidthe passing years, as his hair began to gray,
slowly came to flower. It was the gift of listeningyhenever a brother from one of the hermitages, or
child of the world harried and troubled of soulir@ato Joseph and told him of his deeds, sufferings,
temptations, and missteps, related the story difgishis struggle for goodness and his failurethie
struggle, or spoke of loss, pain, or sorrow, Josemw how to listen to him, to open his ears arsd hi



heart, to gather the man's sufferings and anxigtteshimself and hold them, so that the peniteas w
sent away emptied and calmed. Slowly, over longsyehis function had taken possession of him and
made an instrument of him, an ear that peopleddust

His virtues were patience, a receptive passiaity] great discretion. More and more frequently
people came to him to pour out their hearts, teveltheir pent-up distress; but many of them, even
though they had come a long way to his reed hutlaviind they lacked the courage to confess. They
would writhe in shame, be coy about their singh $igavily, and remain silent for hours. But he
behaved in the same way toward all, whether thekesfreely or reluctantly, fluently or hesitantly,
whether they hurled out their secrets in a furyhasked in self-importance because of them. He
regarded every man in the same way, whether hesadddod or himself, whether he magnified or
minimized his sins and sufferings, whether he cesdd a killing or merely an act of lewdness, whethe
he lamented an unfaithful sweetheart or the logsso$oul's salvation. It did not alarm Josephuswh
someone told of converse with demons and seemiegel ¢m the friendliest terms with the devil. He did
not lose patience when someone talked at greathevigjle obviously concealing the main issue. Nor
was he stern when someone charged himself wittsdgliand invented sins. All the complaints,
confessions, charges, and qualms of consciencevédratbrought to him seemed to pour into his ears
like water into the desert sands. He seemed toraggigment upon them and to feel neither pity nor
contempt for the person confessing. Neverthelegsehaps for that very reason, whatever was
confessed to him seemed not to be spoken intoditg but to be transformed, alleviated, and
redeemed in the telling and being heard. Only yadel he reply with a warning or admonition, even
more rarely did he give advice, let alone any ar8ech did not seem to be his function, and hieisal
apparently sensed that it was not. His function iwwagouse confidence and to be receptive, tanliste
patiently and lovingly, helping the imperfectly foed confession to take shape, inviting all that was
dammed up or encrusted within each soul to flow@ma out. When it did, he received it and
wrapped it in silence.

His response was always the same. At the endarf@onfession, the terrible ones and the
innocuous ones, the contrite ones and the vain, ti@asould tell the penitent to kneel beside hird an
recite the Lord's Prayer. Then he would dismiss, kissing him on the brow. Imposing penances and
punishments was not his business, nor did he easdrefpowered to pronounce a proper priestly
absolution. Neither judging nor forgiving sin wads &ffair. By listening and understanding he seemed
to take upon himself a share of the transgressierseemed to help to bear it. By remaining sileat,
seemed to bury what he had heard and consigrihetpast. By praying with the penitent after the
confession, he seemed to receive him as his bratieeacknowledge him as his fellow. By kissing
him, he seemed to bless him in a more brotherly graestly, a more affectionate than ceremonial
manner.

His reputation spread through the whole neighbodhaf Gaza and beyond. Sometimes he was
even mentioned in the same breath as the greaittarchfather confessor Dion Pugil. The latter's
fame, however, was already some ten years olddnvas founded on quite different abilities. For
Father Dion was celebrated for being able to readsbuls of those who sought him out without
recourse to words. He often surprised a falteriegitent by charging him bluntly with his still
unconfessed sins. Joseph had heard a hundred gnséaiies about his acuity, and would never had
ventured to compare himself with him. Father Dicasvalso a wise counselor of erring souls, a great
judge, chastiser, and rectifier. He assigned pergroastigations, and pilgrimages, ordered masiage
compelled enemies to make up, and enjoyed the atytlod a bishop. Although he lived in the vicinity
of Ascalon, people came to him from as far awayexssalem and places even more remote.

Like most eremites and penitents, Josephus Farhaldi$ived through long years of passionate
and exhausting struggle. Although he had abandbiselife in the world, had given away his house
and possessions and left the city with its manifoldtations to the pleasures of the senses, hestilas



saddled with his old self. Within his body and saelre all those instincts which can lead a man into
distress and temptation. At first he had strugglecharily against his body; he had been stern and
harsh with it, subjecting it to hunger and thitstscars and calluses, until it had gradually witke

But even in its gaunt ascetic's shell the old Adawd shamefully catch him by surprise and vex him
with foolish cravings and desires, dreams and badations. We know well that the devil lays special
siege to penitents and fugitives from this worlché&i, therefore, people seeking consolation and
confession occasionally visited him, he gratefadknowledged their coming as a sign of grace, and a
consolation to him in his ascetic's life. For he baen given a meaning beyond himself. A task had
been conferred upon him. He could serve othersenre God as an instrument for drawing souls to
Him.

That had been a wonderful and elevating feeling.iBthe course of time he had learned that
even the goods of the soul belong to the eartldinrand can become temptations and snares. For
often, when such a traveler arrived, either on @waiding, stopped at his cave for a drink of wassnd
asked the hermit to hear his confession, a feelfreatisfaction and pleasure would creep over our
Joseph. He felt well pleased with himself. As saerhe recognized this vanity and self-love, he was
profoundly alarmed. Often he knelt to beg God'gif@ness and ask that no more penitents be sent
him in his unworthiness, neither from the hutsha &iscetic brethren in the vicinity nor from the
villages and towns of the world. But when for a l@hio one came to confess, he found himself not
much better off, and on the other hand when tleastrof penitents resumed, he caught himself sinning
once more. After a time, listening to some confassj he found himself subject to spasms of coldness
and lovelessness, even to contempt for the penit#éith a sigh he accepted these struggles too, and
there were periods during which he inflicted sojitaumiliations and penances upon himself afteheac
confession. Moreover, he made it a rule to trdgieitents not only as brothers, but also withral k
of special deference. The less he liked the petbemmore respectfully he behaved toward him, €or h
regarded each one as a messenger from God, gest tom. Belatedly, after many years, when he was
already approaching old age, he arrived at a ceetgilanimity. To those who lived in the vicinity he
seemed to be a man without faults who had foungéése in God.

But peace, too, is a living thing and like alelit must wax and wane, accommodate, withstand
trials, and undergo changes. Such was the casdheithbeace Josephus Famulus enjoyed. It was
unstable, visible one moment, gone the next, sonestinear as a candle carried in the hand, sometimes
as remote as a star in the wintry sky. And in taameew and special kind of sin and temptation more
and more often made life difficult for him. It wast a strong, passionate emotion such as indigmatio
or a sudden rush of instinctual urges. Rathegat®ed to be the opposite. It was a feeling very &as
bear in its initial stages, for it was scarcelygegtible; a condition without any real pain or
deprivation, a slack, lukewarm, tedious state efg¢bul which could only be described in negative
terms as a vanishing, a waning, and finally a cetephbsence of joy. There are days when the sun
does not shine and the rain does not pour, bugkheinks quietly into itself, wraps itself up,gsay
but not black, sultry, but not with the tensioraofimminent thunderstorm. Gradually, Joseph's days
became like this as he approached old age. Leskessnidould he distinguish the mornings from the
evenings, feast days from ordinary days, hourgpture from hours of dejection. Everything ran
sluggishly along in limp tedium and joylessnesdsTiéold age, he thought sadly. He was sad because
he had expected aging and the gradual extinctidnisgbassions to bring a brightening and easing of
his life, to take him a step nearer to harmony rmature peace of soul, and now age seemed to be
disappointing and cheating him by offering nothing this weary, gray, joyless emptiness, this fegli
of chronic satiation. Above all he felt sated: Iyear existence, by breathing, by sleep at nighliféy
in his cave on the edge of the little oasis, byetegnal round of evenings and mornings, by theipgs
of travelers and pilgrims, camel riders and dontégrs, and most of all by the people who came to
visit him, by those foolish, anxious, and childisbredulous people who had this craving to tell him



about their lives, their sins and their fears, tienptations and self-accusations. Sometimes it al
seemed to him like the small spring of water tlmdliected in its stone basin in the oasis, flowed
through grass for a while, forming a small broakd &hen flowed on out into the desert sands, where
after a brief course it dried up and vanished. Biry, all these confessions, these inventoriesirs,
these lives, these torments of conscience, bigsarall, serious and vain, all of them came pounng i
his ear, by the dozens, by the hundreds, more amd af them. But his ear was not dead like the
desert sands. His ear was alive and could not dsiukllow, and absorb forever. It felt fatigued,
abused, glutted. It longed for the flow and splaghof words, confessions, anxieties, charges, self-
condemnations to cease; it longed for peace, daathstillness to take the place of this endless.fl

That was it, he wished for the end. He was tihedl had enough and more than enough. His
life had become stale and worthless. Things wef@saith him that at times he felt tempted to pat
end to it, to punish and extinguish himself, astth#or Judas had done when he hanged himsetf. Jus
as the devil had plagued him in the earlier stafdwss ascetic's life by smuggling into his soé th
desires, notions, and dreams of sensual and wagsldBsures, so the evil one now assailed him with
ideas of self-destruction, so that he found himseitfsidering every tree with the view to its hofglan
noose, every cliff in the vicinity with a view tasting himself from its top. He resisted the tertipta
He fought. He did not yield. But day and night ivedl in a fire of self-hatred and craving for death
Life had become unbearable and hateful.

To such a pass had Joseph come. One day, wheashagain standing on one of the cliffs, he
saw in the distance between earth and sky tworeettiny figures. Obviously they were travelers,
perhaps pilgrims, perhaps visitors who intendecklbon him for the usual reason. And suddenly he
was seized by an irresistible craving to leaveaasds possible, to get away from this place a¢ cic
escape from this life. The craving that seized Wias so overpowering, so instinctive, that it swept
away all the thoughts, objections, and scruplesrthturally came to him -- for how could a pious
penitent have obeyed an impulse without twingesookcience? But he was already running. He sped
back to the cave where he had dwelt through so meass of struggle, where he had experienced so
many exaltations and defeats. In reckless hastgatiered up a few handfuls of dates and a gourd of
water, stuffed them into his old traveling poudhng it over his shoulder, took up his staff, aeft |
the green peace of his little home, a fugitive esglless roamer, fleeing away from God and man, and
most of all fleeing from what he had formerly thbtithe best he had to offer, his function and his
mission.

At first he tore on frantically, as if those figagrin the distance whom he had seen from the cliff
were enemies who would pursue him. But after am bbtramping, his anxious haste ebbed away.
Movement tired him pleasantly, and he stopped st edthough he did not allow himself to eat -- it
had become a sacred habit for him to take no f@ddre sunset. While he rested, his reason, skiled
self-examination, once more asserted itself. Ikémbinto his instinctive action, seeking to form a
judgment. And it did not disapprove, wild thougle tiction might seem, but rather viewed it with
benevolence. His reason decided that for thetfirgt in a long while he was doing something
harmless and innocent. This was flight, a suddehrash flight, granted, but not a shameful one. He
had abandoned a post which he was no longer fiBprunning away he had admitted his failure to
himself and to Him who might be observing him. Hellgiven up a daily repeated, useless struggle
and confessed himself beaten. There was nothimglgreeroic, and saintly about that, his reason
decided, but it was sincere and seemed to haveibestapable. Now he found himself wondering that
he had attempted this flight so late, that he held on for so long. It now seemed to him that the
doggedness with which he had for so long defendedtgosition had been a mistake. Or rather that i
had been prompted by his egotism, his old Adam. Kewhought he understood why this obstinacy
had led to such evil, to such diabolic consequertoesuch division and lethargy in his soul, andrev
to demonic possession, for what else could hehéallirge toward death and self-destruction? Cdytain



a Christian ought to be no enemy of death; cestarpenitent and saint ought to regard his lifaras
offering; but the thought of suicide was utterlhalablic and could arise only in a soul no longeedul
and guarded by God's angels, but by evil demons.

For a while he sat lost in thought and deeplyttaen, and finally, shaken and profoundly
contrite. For from the perspective that a few mdégramping had given him, he saw the life he had
been living with fuller awareness, the miseralfie dif an aging man who had gone astray, so much so
that he had been haunted by the gruesome temptdtltanging himself from the branch of a tree like
the Saviour's betrayer. If the idea of voluntargttieso horrified him, there certainly lingered hist
horror a remnant of primeval, pre-Christian, antgagan knowledge: knowledge of the age-old
custom of human sacrifice, whereby the king, thetsthe chosen man of the tribe gave up his bfe f
the general welfare, often by his own hand. Bt #tho of forbidden heathen practices was only one
aspect of the matter that made it so horrifyingefemore terrible was the thought that after all the
Redeemer's death on the cross had also been garglinuman sacrifice. As he thought about it he
realized that a germ of this awareness had indeed present in that longing for suicide: a boldethac
urge to sacrifice himself and thus in an outragenaaner to imitate the Saviour -- or outrageously t
imply that His work of redemption had not been egtaltHe was deeply shocked by this thought, but
also grateful that he had now escaped that peril.

For a long time he considered the penitent Josdphnow, instead of imitating Judas or Christ,
had taken flight and thus once again put himseédf dod's hand. Shame and dejection grew in him the
more plainly he recognized the hell from which lagl just escaped. After a while his misery lumped in
his throat like a choking morsel. It grew into arbearable sense of oppression, and suddenly found
release in a torrent of tears that miraculouslpéelhim. How long he had been unable to weep! The
tears flowed, his eyes were blurred, but the destigngulation was eased, and when he became aware
of himself again, tasted the salt on his lips, eealized that he had been weeping, he felt for enemt
as if he had become a child again and knew notbiireyil. He smiled, slightly ashamed of his
weeping. At last he rose and continued his jourhkiyfelt uncertain, for he did not know where his
flight was leading him and what would become of hihe was like a child, he thought, but there was
no longer any conflict or will within him. He movexh easily, as if he were being led, as if a distan
kind voice were calling and coaxing him, as if joisrney were not a flight but a homecoming. Now he
was growing tired, and reason too fell still, ostezl, or decided that it was dispensable.

Joseph spent the night at a water hole where @lesamels and a small company of travelers
were camped. Since there were two women among thempntented himself with a gesture of
greeting and avoided falling into talk. After hedheaten a few dates at sunset, prayed, and lain tow
rest, he overheard the conversation between twg amnold and one somewhat younger, for they
were lying close by him. It was only a fragmentlodir talk that he could hear; the rest was lost in
whispers. But even this small passage stirrednégest. It gave him matter for thought through hal
the night.

"All right," he heard the old man's voice sayitigs fine that you want to go to a pious man
and make your confession. These people understang things, let me tell you. They know a thing or
two, and some of them are skilled in magic. Whey fjust call out a word to a springing lion, the
beast crouches, tucks his tail between his legsshnks away. They can tame lions, | tell you. @he
them was so holy that his tame lions actually ding lis grave when he died, neatly scraped the earth
into a mound over him, and for a long time twoldarmn kept watch over the grave day and night. And
it isn't only lions they can tame, these peoples Ohthem gave a Roman centurion a piece of hisimin
That was a cruel bastard, that soldier, and thetwanoreson in all Ascalon. But the hermit so krezhd
his wicked heart that the man stole away frightes®d mouse and looked for a hole to hide in.
Afterward he was almost unrecognizable, he'd becsmmguiet and meek. On the other hand, the man
died soon afterward -- that's something to thinéuaty



"The holy man?"

"Oh no, the centurion. His name was Varro. After holy man gave him such a jolt, he went to
pieces fast -- had the fever twice and was a deadthree months later. Oh well, no great loss. But
still, I've often thought the hermit didn't jusiivdr the devil out of him. He probably said a litseell
that put the man six feet under.”

"Such a pious man? | can't believe that."

"Believe it or not, my friend, but from that dag the man was changed, not to say bewitched,
and three months later. . ."

There was silence for a little while. Then the pger man revived the conversation: "There's a
holy man who must live somewhere right around hE&hey say he lives all alone near a small spring
on the Gaza road. His name is Josephus, Josephugusal've heard a lot about him."

"Have you now? Like what?"

"He's supposed to be awfully pious and neveraé it a woman. If a few camels happen to
come by his place and there's a woman on one of,the matter how heavily veiled, he just bolts into
his cave. Lots of people have gone to confessno-hthousands."

"l guess he can't be so famous or else | woule m@ard of him. What kind of thing does he
do, this Famulus of yours?"

"Oh, you just go to confess to him, and | supgosaple wouldn't go if he wasn't good and
didn't understand things. The story is he hardyys saword, doesn't scold or bawl anyone out, dbesn'
order penances or anything like that. He's supptzsed gentle and shy."

"But if he doesn't scold and doesn't punish aresd® open his mouth, what does he do?"

"They say he just listens and sighs marveloustiyraakes the sign of the cross."

"Sounds like a quack saint to me. You wouldn'sbéoolish as to apply to this silent Joe,
would you?"

"Yes, that's what | mean to do. I'll find himcHln't be much farther from here. This evening
there was a poor monk standing around the watetteste, you know. I'm going to ask him tomorrow
morning. He looks like a hermit himself."

The old man flared up. "You'd be wasting your tilenan who only listens and sighs and is
afraid of women can't do or understand anything.INdell you the one to go to. It's a bit fapm
here, beyond Ascalon, but he's the best hermitantessor there is. Dion is his nhame, and he'sdall
Dion Pugil -- that means 'the boxer," because ks pight into all the devils, and when somebody
confesses his sins, my friend, Pugil doesn't sighlkeep his counsel. He sounds off and givesthéo
man straight from the shoulder. They say he agtirhts some till they're black and blue. He made
one man kneel bare-kneed on the rocks all niglg &md on top of that ordered him to give forty
pennies to the poor. There's a hermit for you, my, be'll make you sit up and take notice. When he
looks at you, you'll shake; his eyes go right tigtoyou. None of this sighing business. That man has
the stuff. If a man can't sleep or has bad dreards/sions, Pugil will put him on his feet agaiet ine
tell you. I don't say this on hearsay; | know besgalve been to him myself. Yes | have -- | maybe
poor fool, but | betook myself to the hermit Didhe man of God, God's boxer. | went there in misery
nothing but filth and shame on my conscience, deft tlean and bright as the morning star, antigha
as true as my name is David. Remember what | tell the name is Dion, called Pugil. You go see
him as soon as you can, and you'll be amazed.dsefaesbyters, and bishops have gone to him for
advice."

"Yes," the younger man said, "next time I'm inttheighborhood I'll consider it. But today is
today and here is here, and since I'm here todayrenhermit Josephus is located in these parts and
I've heard so much good about him. . ."

"Good? What so commends this Famulus to you?"

"l like the way he doesn't scold and make a fugsst like that, | tell you. I'm not a centurion



and I'm not a bishop either; I'm just a nobody Bmdsort of timid myself. | couldn't stand a lot fire
and brimstone. God knows, | don't have anythingresjdeing treated gently -- that's just the way |
am."

"Treated gently -- | like that! When you've corded and done penance and taken your
punishment and purged yourself, all right, maylsnth's time to treat you gently. But not when yeu'
unclean and stand before your confessor and juilgers) like a jackal.”

"All right, all right. Not so loud -- the othersant to sleep.”

Suddenly the younger man chuckled. "By the wayst remembered a funny story | heard
about him."

"About whom?"

"About the hermit Josephus. You see, after somgbadld his story and confessed, the hermit
blesses him and before he leaves gives him a kisiseocheek or the brow."

"Does he now? He certainly has peculiar habits."

"And, you see, he's so shy of women. They sayalhatriot from the neighborhood once went
to him in man's clothing and he didn't notice astéhed to her lies, and when she was finished
confessing he bowed to her and solemnly gave kissd'

The old man burst into titters; the other hasttyished him, and thereafter Joseph heard
nothing more than half-suppressed laughter that werior a while.

He looked up at the sky. The crescent moon huimgatind keen beyond the tops of the palm
trees. He shivered in the cold of the night. It badn strange, like looking into a distorting mifro
listening to the camel drivers talking about hina &ine office which he had just abandoned. Strange
but instructive. And so a harlot had played thlejon him. Well, that was not the worst, thouglvats
bad enough. He lay for a long time pondering theveosation between the two men. And when, very
late, he was at last able to fall asleep, it wasabse his meditations had not been fruitless. tde ha
come to a conclusion, to a resolve, and with tkis nesolve fixed firmly in his heart he slept degepl
until dawn.

His resolve was the very one that the youngehetwo camel drivers had not taken. He had
decided to take the older man's advice and pagigteiDion, called Pugil, of whom he had heard for
so many years and whose praises had been so eoablyagiuing this very night. That famous
confessor, adviser, and judge of souls would suraiye advice, judgment, punishment for him, would
surely know the proper way for him. Josephus waualdo him as a spokesman of God and willingly
obey whatever course he prescribed.

He left while the two men were still asleep, aftdraa tiring tramp reached a spot which he
knew was inhabited by pious brethren. From theredped he would be able to reach the usual
caravan route to Ascalon.

The place he reached toward evening was a smoadllyl green oasis. He saw towering trees,
heard a goat bleating, and thought he detectedutii@es of roofs amid the green shadows. It seemed
to him too that he could scent the presence of lsme hesitantly drew closer, he felt as if heaver
being watched. He stopped and looked around. Usnieof the outermost trees, he saw a figure sitting
bolt upright. It was an old man with a hoary beand a dignified but stern and rigid face, starihg a
him. The man had evidently been looking at himsimme time. His eyes were keen and hard, but
without expression, like the eyes of a man whoseduto observing but without either curiosity or
sympathy, who lets people and things approach hititiges to discern their nature, but neither attra
nor invites them.

"Praise be to Jesus Christ," Joseph said.

The old man answered in a murmur.

"l beg your pardon,” Joseph said. "Are you a gfesulike myself, or are you an inhabitant of
this beautiful oasis?"



"A stranger," the white-bearded man said.

"Perhaps you can tell me, your Reverence, whétlgepossible to reach the road to Ascalon
from here?"

"It is possible,” the old man said. Now he slowstgod up, rather stiffly, a gaunt giant. He stood
and gazed out into the empty expanse of desedpldslt that this aged giant had little wish for
conversation, but he ventured one more query.

"Permit me just one other question, your Revergruesaid politely, and saw the man's eyes
return from his abstraction and focus on him. Ggdlttentively, they looked at him.

"Do you by any chance know where Father DionechDion Pugil, may be found?"

The stranger's brows contracted and his eyes leeadmce colder.

"I know him," he said curtly.

"You know him?" Joseph exclaimed. "Oh, then ted, rior it is to Father Dion | am
journeying."

From his superior height the old man scrutinizil. iHe took his time answering. At last he
stepped backward to his tree trunk, slowly settethe ground again, and sat leaning against thtr
in his previous position. With a slight movementd hand he invited Joseph to sit also.
Submissively, Joseph obeyed the gesture, feelimg asit down the great weariness in his limbs; but
he forgot this promptly in order to focus his fattention on the old man, who seemed lost in
meditation. A trace of unfriendly sternness appeaigon his dignified countenance. But that was
overlaid by another expression, virtually anotlesrefthat seemed like a transparent mask: an
expression of ancient and solitary suffering wipclde and dignity would not allow him to express.

A long time passed before the old man's eyesmetuto him. Then he again scrutinized Joseph
sharply and suddenly asked in a commanding tonghd'are you?"

"l am a penitent,” Joseph said. "l have led adffevithdrawal from the world for many years."

"l can see that. | asked who you are."”

"My name is Joseph, Joseph Famulus."

When Joseph gave his name, the old man did mpbstihis eyebrows drew together so sharply
that for a while his eyes became almost invisiblle seemed to be stunned, troubled, or disappointed
by the information he had received. Or perhapsag anly a tiring of the eyes, a distractednessgsom
small attack of weakness such as old people areefdm At any rate he remained utterly motionless,
kept his eyes shut for a while, and when he opémet again their gaze seemed changed, seemed to
have become still older, still lonelier, still ftiar and long-suffering, if that were possible.\8lg his
lips parted and he asked: "I have heard of you.ydrethe one to whom the people go to confess?"

Abashed, Joseph said he was. He felt this redograts an unpleasant exposure. For the second
time on his journey he was ashamed to encounteepigation.

Again the old man asked in his terse way: "Anehew you are on your way to Dion Pugil?
What do you want of him?"

"l would like to confess to him."

"What do you expect to gain by that?"

"l don't know. | trust him, and in fact it seenesne that a voice from above has sent me to
him."

"And after you have confessed to him, what then?"

"Then | shall do what he commands."

"And suppose he advises or commands you wrongly?"

"l shall not ask whether it is right or wrong, simply obey."

The old man said no more. The sun had moved fandoward the horizon. A bird cried
among the leaves of the tree. Since the old maairexd silent, Joseph stood up. Shyly, he reveded t
his request.



"You said you knew where Father Dion can be folvay | ask you to tell me the place and
describe the way to it?"

The old man's lips contracted in a kind of feedstéle. "Do you think you will be welcome to
him?" he asked softly.

Strangely disconcerted by the question, Josephatideply. He stood there abashed. At last he
said: "May | at least hope to see you again?"

The old man nodded. "I shall be sleeping heresaag until shortly after sunrise,” he replied.
"Go now, you are tired and hungry."

With a respectful bow, Joseph walked on, and a& ¢rll arrived at the little settlement. Here,
much as in a monastery, lived a group of so-calertbbites, Christians from various towns and
villages who had built shelters in this solitarag® in order to devote themselves without disturban
to a simple, pure life of quiet contemplation. jus®as given water, food, and a place to sleep, and
since it was apparent how tired he was, his hgstsesl him questions and conversation. One cenobite
recited a prayer while the others knelt; all praomzed the Amen together.

At any other time the community of these pious menld have been a joy to him, but now he
had only one thing in mind, and at dawn he hastéaed#t to the place where he had left the old man.
He found him lying asleep on the ground, rolle@ithin mat, and sat down under the trees off to one
side, to await the man's awakening. Soon the sidegmame restive. He awoke, unwrapped himself
from the mat, and stood up awkwardly, stretchirgydtiffened limbs. Then he knelt and made his
prayer. When he rose again, Joseph approachedoaretitsilently.

"Have you already eaten?" the stranger asked.

"No. It is my habit to eat only once a day, anti@&iter sunset. Are you hungry, your
Reverence?"

"We are on a journey," the man replied, "and wekaith no longer young men. It is better for
us to eat a bite before we go on."

Joseph opened his pouch and offered some of tes.dde had also received a millet roll from
the friendly folk with whom he had spent the nigirid he now shared this with the old man.

"We can go," the old man said after they had eaten

"Oh, are we going together?" Joseph exclaimed plghsure.

"Certainly. You have asked me to guide you to Didame along."

Joseph looked at him in happy astonishment. "Hma kou are, your Reverence!" he
exclaimed, and began framing ceremonious thankistH&ustranger silenced him with a curt gesture.

"God alone is kind," he said. "Let us go now. Astdp calling me 'your Reverence.' What is the
point of civilities and courtesies between two b&tmits?"

The tall man set off with long strides, and Joskegpt pace with him. The sun had risen fully.
The guide seemed sure of his direction, and prairtis&t by noon they would reach a shady spot
where they could rest during the hours of hottest $hereafter they spoke no more on their way.

When they reached the resting place after sesgeiuous hours in the baking heat, and lay
down in the shade of some vast boulders, Joseph addressed his guide. He asked how many days'
marches they would need to reach Dion Pugil.

"That depends on you alone," the old man said.

"On me?" Joseph exclaimed. "Oh, if it dependedneralone | would be standing before him
right now."

The old man did not seem any more inclined to eosation than before.

"We shall see," he said curtly, turning on hisesaehd closing his eyes. Joseph did not like to be
in the position of observing him while he slumbereel moved quietly off to one side, lay down, and
unexpectedly fell asleep, for he had lain long aavdl4ring the night. His guide roused him when the
time for resuming their journey had come.



Late in the afternoon they arrived at a campirag@lwith water, trees, and a bit of grass. Here
they drank and washed, and the old man decideake a halt. Joseph timidly objected.

"You said today," he pointed out, "that it depesthde me how soon or late | would reach Father
Dion. | would gladly press on for many hours ifdutd actually reach him today or tomorrow."

"Oh no," the other man replied. "We have gonesfayugh for the day."

"Forgive me," Joseph said, "but can't you undacstay impatience?"

"l understand it. But it will not help you."

"Why did you say it depends on me?"

"It is as | said. As soon as you are sure of yimsire to confess and know that you are ready to
make the confession, you will be able to make it."

"Even today?"

"Even today."

Astonished, Joseph stared at the quiet old face.

"Is it possible?" he cried, overwhelmed. "Are yaurself Father Dion?"

The old man nodded.

"Rest here under the trees," he said in a kindlge; "but don't sleep. Compose yourself, and |
too will rest and compose myself. Then you mayrtedl what you crave to tell me."

Thus Joseph suddenly found himself at his goalv Ne could scarcely understand how it was
that he had not recognized the venerable man spafter having walked beside him for an entire day.
He withdrew, knelt and prayed, and rallied his djiots. After an hour he returned and asked whether
Dion was ready.

And now he could confess. Now all that he hadditleough for years, all that for a long time
seemed to have totally lost meaning, poured fraips in the form of narrative, lament, queryf-sel
accusation -- the whole story of his life as a €tfmn and ascetic, which he had intended for
purification and sanctification and which in theddrad become such utter confusion, obscuration, and
despair. He spoke also of his most recent expeggerits flight and the feeling of release and hbpé
this flight had given him, how it was that he hatided to go to Dion, the encounter of the previous
evening, his feeling of instant trust and affectionthe older man, but also how in the coursend t
day he had several times condemned him as colgeculiar, or at any rate moody.

The sun was already low by the time he had firdsspeaking. Old Dion had listened with
unflagging attentiveness, refraining from the diggh interruption or question. And even now, when
the confession was over, not a word fell from Ips.IHe rose clumsily, looked at Joseph with great
friendliness, then stooped, kissed him on the beowd, made the sign of the cross over him. Only late
did it occur to Joseph that this was the same brbtlyesture of forbearance with which he himsati h
dismissed so many penitents.

Soon afterward they ate, said their prayers, apdibwn to sleep. Joseph reflected for a while.
He had actually counted on a strong upbraidingaastiict sermon. Nevertheless he was neither
disappointed nor uneasy. Dion's look and fratekissl had comforted him. He felt inwardly tranquil,
and soon fell into a beneficial sleep.

Without wasting words, the old man took him alorext morning. They covered a good deal of
ground that day, and after another four or fivesdagached Dion's cell. There they dwelt. Joseph
helped Dion with his daily chores, became acqudinatgh his routine and shared it. It was not soyver
different from the life he himself had led for samy years, except that now he was no longer alone.
He lived in the shadow and protection of anothennaad for that reason it was after all a totally
different life. From the surrounding settlementeni Ascalon and from even further away, came
seekers of advice and penitents eager to conféggsAJoseph hastily withdrew each time such
visitors came along, and reappeared only after ltfaelleft. But more and more often Dion called him
back, as one calls a servant, ordered him to hwetgr or perform some other menial task; and after



this had gone on for some time Joseph grew accestoéonattending a confession every so often, and
listening unless the penitent himself objected. lost of them were glad not to have to sit or kneel
before the dreaded confessor Pugil alone; theresaragthing reassuring about the presence of this
quiet, kind-looking, and assiduous helper. In théy Joseph gradually became familiar with Dion's
way of listening to confession, offering consolatilmtervening and scolding, punishing and advising
Only rarely did Joseph venture to question Diohaslid one day after a scholar or literary man jpaid
call, since he was passing by.

This man, as became apparent from his storiesfrieais among the magi and astrologers.
Since he was stopping for a rest, he sat for aewhilh the two old ascetics, a civil and loquacious
guest. He talked long, learnedly, and eloquenthyualthe stars and about the pilgrimage which man as
well as all his gods must make through all the sighthe zodiac from the beginning to the end of
every aeon. He spoke of Adam, the first man, maairtg that he was one and the same as the crucified
Jesus, and he called the Redemption Adam's paksagéhe Tree of Knowledge to the Tree of Life.
The serpent of Paradise, he contended, was thdigonasf the Sacred Fount, of the dark depths from
whose night-black waters all forms, all men andgy@dose.

Dion listened attentively to this man, whose Synigas heavily sprinkled with Greek, and
Joseph wondered at his patience. It bothered hifiact, that Dion did not lash out against these
heathen errors. On the contrary, the clever monm@sgeemed to entertain Dion and engage his
sympathy, for he not only listened with keen aftamtbut also smiled and nodded at certain phrases,
though he were highly pleased.

After the man had left, Joseph asked, in a zsdlmt'e, with something bordering on rebuke:
"How could you have listened so calmly to the falsetrines of this unbelieving heathen? It seerned t
me that you listened not only with patience, butialty with sympathy and a certain amount of
appreciation. How could you fail to oppose him? Wiign't you try to refute this man, to strike down
his errors and convert him to faith in our Lord?"

Dion's head swayed on his thin, wrinkled neclditl not refute him because it would have
been useless, or rather, because | would not hese d&ble to. In eloquence and in making
associations, in knowledge of mythology and thessthis man is far ahead of me. | would not have
prevailed against him. And furthermore, my sofs iteither my business nor yours to attack a man's
beliefs and tell him these are lies and errorginhiithat | listened to this clever man with a good
measure of appreciation. | enjoyed him becausgblkeesso well and knew a great deal, but above all
because he reminded me of my youth. For in my yeudgys | devoted a great deal of my time to just
such studies. Those stories from mythology, whiehdtranger charted about so gracefully, are by no
means benighted. They are the ideas and parabéesbgion which we no longer need because we
have acquired faith in Jesus, the sole RedeeméfoBthose who have not yet found our faith,
perhaps never can find it, their own faith, deryvirom the ancient wisdom of their fathers, is tigh
deserving of respect. Of course our faith is dédfer entirely different. But because our faith dones
need the doctrine of constellations and aeon$eoptimal waters and universal mothers and similar
symbols, that does not mean that such doctrinelsegrand deception.”

"But our faith is superior,” Joseph exclaimed. YAresus died for all men. Therefore those who
know Him must oppose those outmoded doctrines ahthp new, right teaching in their place.”

"We have done so long ago, you and | and so mtdrerg” Dion said calmly. "We are
believers because the faith, the power of the Redeand His death for the salvation of all men, has
overwhelmed us. But those others, those who cartstmythologies and theologies of the zodiac and
out of ancient doctrines, have not been overwhelbyetthat power, not yet, and it is not for us to
compel them. Didn't you notice, Joseph, how grdlyeéund skillfully this mythologist could talk and
compose his metaphors, and how comfortable hemdsing so, how serenely he lives in his wisdom
of images and symbols? That is a token that this isiaot oppressed by suffering, that he is content



that all is well with him. Such as we have nothiogay to men for whom all goes well. Before a man
needs redemption and the faith that redeems, bbfemd faith departs from him and he stakesall h
has on the gamble of belief in the miracle of staddwva things must go ill for him, very ill indeeHe

must have experienced sorrow and disappointmetteriess and despair. The waters must rise up to
his neck. No, Joseph, let us leave this learnedmpagthe happiness of his philosophy, his idead, a
his eloquence. Tomorrow perhaps, or perhaps iraagrein ten years something may happen that will
shatter his arts and his philosophy; perhaps theamohe loves will die or his only son will be kdle

or he will fall into sickness and poverty. Shoutattoccur and we meet him again, we will try tgphel
him; we will tell him how we have tried to masterffering. And if he then asks us: 'Why didn't you
tell me that yesterday or ten years ago?' we eily: "You were too fortunate at the time.""

He subsided into a grave silence for a while. Tlasnf rousing himself from reveries of the
past, he added: "I myself once amused myself wighphilosophies of the fathers, and even afterd wa
aiready on the way of the Cross, playing with tbggloften gave me pleasure, though grief enough
too. My thoughts dwelt mostly on the Creation @ thorld, and with the fact that at the end of the
work of Creation everything in the world should Bdxeen good, for we are told: '‘God saw everything
that he had made, and behold, it was very good.irBueality it was good and perfect only for a
moment, the moment of Paradise, and by the veryymerent guilt and a curse had entered into the
perfection, for Adam had eaten of the tree whichvas forbidden to eat of. There were teachers who
said: the God who made the Creation and alongitidam and the Tree of Knowledge is not the sole
and highest God, but only a part of him, or anrinfegod, the Demiurge. Creation was not good, they
said, but a failure; and therefore created being aezursed and given over to evil for an aeon tiil
himself, God the One Spirit, decided to put an &entthe accursed aeon by means of his Son.
Thereatfter, they taught, and | thought as theyttiel Demiurge and his Creation began to perish, and
the world will continue gradually to fade away UWimia new aeon there will be no Creation, no world
no flesh, no lust and sin, no carnal begettingribgaand dying, but a perfect, spiritual, and mded
world will arise, free of the curse of Adam, frefeeternal damnation and the urges of cupidity,
generation, birth, and death. We blamed the Deraiuorgre than the. first man for the present evils of
the world. We thought that if the Demiurge hadlsebeéen God, he would have made Adam
differently or have spared him temptation. And stha end of our reasoning we had two Gods, the
Creator God and God the Father, and we did nothlahpassing judgment on the first. There were
even some among us who went a step further anémded that the Creation was not God's work at
all, but the devil's. We thought all our cleveradavere going to be helpful to the Redeemer and the
coming aeon of the Spirit, and so we reasoned @d$ gnd worlds and cosmic plans. We disputed and
theologized, until one day | fell into a fever dmecame deathly ill. In my deliriums the Demiurge
continually filled my mind. | had to wage war argllsblood, and the visions and nightmares grew
more and more ghastly, until one night when my rfevas raging | thought | had to kill my own
mother in order to undo my carnal birth. Yes, iogh deliriums the devil harried me with all his
hounds. But | recovered, and to the disappointraénty former friends | returned to life a silent,
stupid, and dull person who soon regained physitahgth but never recovered his pleasure in
philosophizing. For during the days and nights gfeaanvalescence, when those horrible fevered
visions had vanished and | was sleeping almoshaltime, | felt the Redeemer with me in every
waking moment. | felt strength pouring in and olim@ from Him, and when | was well again | was
aware of a deep sadness that | could no longeHisgdresence. | then felt a great longing for that
presence, and regarded this longing as my mosiopiepossession. But as soon as | began listeaing t
disputations again, | could feel how this longingsan danger of vanishing, of sinking into thoughts
and words as water sinks into sand. To make adtmyg short, my friend, that was the end of my
cleverness and theology. Since then | have beenfahe simple souls. But | do not despise and do
not like to bait those who know how to philosophézel mythologize and play those games | myself



once indulged in. Just as | had to rest conterit igiting the incomprehensible relations and idersi
of Demiurge and Spirit-God, Creation and Redemptiemain unsolved riddles for me, so | must also
rest content with the fact that | cannot conveitggophers into believers. That is not my provifice.

Once, after a man had confessed to murder anteagluDion said to his assistant: "Murder and
adultery -- it sounds atrocious and grandiose,camthinly it is bad enough, | grant you. But | tgu,
Joseph, in reality these people in the world ateeal sinners at all. Whenever | attempt to pusetiy
entirely into the minds of any of them, they strike as absolutely like children. They are not decen
good, and noble; they are selfish, lustful, overioeg and wrathful, but in reality and at bottoneyh
are innocent, innocent in the same way as chiltiren.

"And yet," Joseph said, "you often belabor therghtily and paint them a vivid picture of
hell."

"Exactly. They are children, and when they havegsaof conscience and come to confess, they
want to be taken seriously and reprimanded segioéslleast that is my view. You went about it
differently; you didn't scold and punish and deat penances, but were friendly and sent the pesiten
off with a brotherly kiss. | don't mean to critieigou, but that wouldn't be my way."

"No doubt,” Joseph said hesitantly. "But then il why, after | made my confession, you did
not treat me as you would your other penitents sbbently kissed me and said not a word about
penances?"

Dion Pugil fixed his piercing eyes upon him. "Walsat | did not right?" he asked.

"l am not saying it was not right. It was surdalyht, for otherwise that confession would not
have done me so much good."

"Well then, let it be. In any case, | did imposer’g and stern penance on you, without calling
it such. | took you with me and treated you as e1yant, and led you back to your duty, forcing you
hear confessions when you had tried to escapettatry

He turned away; the conversation had already tm®etong for his liking. But this time Joseph
was pressing.

"You knew in advance that | would follow your ordel'd pledged that before the confession
and even before | knew who you were. No, tell mas W really for this reason that you treated me
so?"

Dion Pugil took a few steps back and forth. Therstopped in front of Joseph and laid his hand
on his shoulder. "Worldly people are children, royp.sAnd saints -- well, they do not come to confess
to us. But you and | and our kind, we asceticssaekers and eremites -- we are not children and are
not innocent and cannot be set straight by morgjigermons. We are the real sinners, we who know
and think, who have eaten of the Tree of Knowle@dgel, we should not treat one another like children
who are given a few blows of the rod and left talgeir way again. After a confession and penance we
do not run away back to the world where childreleloeate feasts and do business and now and then
kill one another. We do not experience sin likgiafthad dream which can be thrown off by
confession and sacrifice; we dwell in it. We argardénnocent; we are always sinners; we dwell i si
and in the fire of conscience, and we know thatwe never pay our great debt unless after our
departure God looks mercifully upon us and receigemto His grace. That, Joseph, is the reason |
cannot deliver sermons and dictate penances taydune. We are not involved in one or another
misstep or crime, but always and forever in origsia itself. This is why each of us can only assur
the other that he shares his knowledge and feethdmly love; neither of us can cure the other by
penances. Surely you must have known this?"

Softly, Joseph replied: "It is so. | knew it."

"Then let us not waste our time in talk,"” the olen said curtly. He turned to the stone in front



of his hut, on which he was accustomed to pray.

Several years passed. Every so often Father Dasnswhbject to spells of weakness, so that
Joseph had to help him in the mornings, for otheswie could not stand up by himself. Then he would
go to pray, and after prayer he was again unahiséovithout aid. Joseph would help him, and then
Father Dion would sit all day long staring into spaThis happened on some days; on others the old
man would manage to stand up by himself. He alsiddomot hear confessions every day; and
sometimes, after Joseph had acted as his subsbiote would want a few words with the visitor and
would tell him: "My end is nearing, my child, myekrs nearing. Tell the people that Joseph heregyis m
successor."” And when Joseph demurred at suchth@llkald man would fix him with that terrible look
of his that penetrated like an icy ray.

One day, when he had been able to stand withdpit éued seemed stronger, he called Joseph
and led him to a spot at the edge of their smatiga

"Here is where you will bury me," he said. "Welwiig the grave together; we have a little
time, | think. Bring me the spade.”

Thereafter he had Joseph dig a little early inntleening every day. If Dion was feeling
stronger, he would himself scoop out a few spadeaftiearth with great difficulty, but also with air
of gaiety, as though he enjoyed the work. All tiglouhe day this gaiety would persist. From the time
he started the project, he remained in continuatigaumor.

"You will plant a palm on my grave," he said oray dvhile they were working. "Perhaps you
will even live to eat its fruit. If not, another WiEvery so often | have planted a tree, but ®we,ffar
too few. Some say a man should not die withoutrgapianted a tree and left a son behind. Well, | am
leaving behind a tree and leaving you also. Youayeson."

He was calm and more cheerful than Joseph hadkewegrn him, and he grew more and more
so. One evening as it was growing dark -- theydleghdy eaten and prayed -- he called out to Joseph
and asked him to sit beside his pallet for a while.

"l want to tell you something," he said cheerfulle seemed wakeful and not at all tired. "Do
you remember, Joseph, the time you were so misenalylour cell near Gaza and tired of your life?
And then you fled, and decided to find old Dion aekihim your story? And in the cenobite settletnen
you met the old man whom you asked to direct yoDitm Pugil? You remember. And was it not like
a miracle that the old man turned out to be Diondalf? | want to tell you now how that happened.
Because you see, it was strange and like a mifaclae too.

"You know what it is like when an ascetic and &thonfessor grows old and has listened to so
many confessions from sinners who think him sinbass a saint, and don't know that he is a greater
sinner than they are. At such times all his wornse useless and vain to him, and everything tha on
seemed important and sacred -- the fact that Gdadibsigned him to this particular place and honored
him with the task of cleansing human souls of tfitlr -- all that seems to him too much of an
imposition. He actually feels it as a curse, ancbgt by he shudders at every poor soul who comes to
him with his childish sins. He wants to get ridtleé sinner and wants to get rid of himself, evameif
has to do it by tying a rope to the branch of a.tfiéhat is how you felt at the time. And now theihof
confession has come for me too, and | am confesgihgppened that way to me also. | too thought |
was useless and spiritually dead. | thought | canaldonger bear to have people flocking to me so
trustfully, bringing me all the filth and stenchlmiman life that they could not cope with, and thab
could no longer cope with.

"l had often heard talk of a hermit named Joseptausulus. People also flocked to him for
confession, | heard, and many preferred him tobaeause he was said to be a gentle, merciful fellow
who asked nothing of them and did not berate thmmtreated them like brothers, merely listened to



them and dismissed them with a kiss. That was yovay, as you well know, and the first few times |
heard stories about this Josephus, his method skenmee rather foolish and infantile. But now that
had begun to doubt my own way, it behooved memptss judgment on this method of Joseph's, or to
set up my own as superior to it. What kind of paswaid this man have, | wondered. | knew he was
younger than I, but still ripe in years. That remed me, for | would not have found it easy tottaus
young man. But | did feel drawn to this Josephusias. And so | decided to make a pilgrimage to
him, to confess my misery to him and ask him forieel or, if he gave no advice, perhaps to receive
consolation and strength from him. The very deaisl me good, and relieved me.

"l set out on my journey and made my way towasdgltace where his cell was said to be. But
meanwhile Brother Joseph had been having the sapazience as myself, and had done exactly what
| was doing; he had taken flight in order to segkiee from me. When | ran into him, under to bessur
odd circumstances, he was enough like the man ekpédcted for me to recognize him. But he was a
fugitive; things had gone badly with him, as baaéy/for me, or perhaps worse, and he was not at all
inclined to hear confessions. Rather, he was aljjdg make a confession of his own, and to plase hi
distress in another's hands. That was a singudapgdbintment to me, and | was very sad. For if this
Joseph, who did not recognize me, had also grawd 6f his service and was in despair over the
meaning of his life -- did that not seem to meaat thoth of us amounted to nothing, that both dia$
lived uselessly, were both failures?

"l am telling you what you already know -- let foe brief. | stayed alone that night while you
were shown hospitality by the cenobites. | meditagand put myself into Joseph's mind, and | thought
what will he do if he learns tomorrow that his edas in vain and he has vainly placed his faith in
Pugil; if he learns that Pugil too is a fugitivedasubject to temptation? The more | put myself imt
place, the sorrier | was for Joseph, and the miareemed to me that God had sent him to me sd that
might understand and cure him, and in doing so owrself. After coming to this conclusion | was able
to sleep; by then half the night was gone. Nextyday joined up with me and have become my son.

"l wanted to tell you this story. | hear that yane weeping. Weep on; it will do you good. And
since | have fallen into this unseemly talkativenyelo me the kindness to listen a little longed #ake
what | now say into your heart: Man is strange, s@arcely be relied on, and so it is not impossible
that those sufferings and temptations will somesteake you once again and threaten to overcome you.
May our Lord then send you as kindly, patient, aadsoling a son and disciple as He has given to me
in you. But as for the branch on the tree and #aldof Judas Iscariot, visions of which the tempte
sent you in those days, | can tell you one thihgs mot merely a folly and a sin to inflict suchi@ath
on oneself, although our Redeemer can well forgixen such a sin. But it also a terrible pity fanan
to die in despair. God sends us despair not taikjlHe sends it to us to awaken new life in usekvh
on the other hand He sends us death, Joseph, whé&eés$ us from the earth and from the body and
summons us to Himself, that is a great joy. To éenitted to sleep when we are tired, to be allowed
drop a burden we have borne for a long time, isegipus, a wonderful thing. Since we have dug the
grave -- don't forget the young palm you are topta it -- ever since we began digging the grave |
have been happier and more content than in mamg.yea

"l have babbled on long, my son; you must be tifgadl to sleep; go to your hut. God be with
you!"

On the following day Dion did not appear for therming prayer, nor did he call Joseph. When
Joseph grew alarmed and looked into Dion's hutphied the old man in his last sleep. His face was
illumined with a childlike, radiant smile.

Joseph buried him. He planted the tree on theegaad lived to see the year in which the tree
bore its first fruit.



THREE
THE INDIAN LIFE

WHEN VISHNU, oRrather Vishnu in his avatar as Rama, fought hisgawbattles with the
prince of demons, one of his parts took on humapstand thus entered the cycle of forms once more.
His name was Ravana and he lived as a warlike @iiyathe Great Ganges. Ravana had a son named
Dasa. But the mother of Dasa died young, and time@took another wife. Soon this beauteous and
ambitious lady had a son of her own, and she redahe young Dasa. Although he was the firstborn,
she determined to see her own son Nala inherituleeship when the time came. And so she contrived
to estrange Dasa's father from him, and meantsjoodie of the boy at the first opportunity. But ofhe
Ravana's court Brahmans, Vasudeva the Sacrifieegrbe privy to her plan. He was sorry for the boy
who, moreover, seemed to him to possess his methemnt for piety and feeling for justice. So the
Brahman kept an eye on Dasa, to see that the g tmno harm until he could put him out of reach
of his stepmother.

Now Rajah Ravana owned a herd of cows dedicat&dalbbma. These were regarded as sacred,
and frequent offerings of their milk and butter evenade to the god. The best pastures in the country
were reserved for these cows.

One day a herdsman of these sacred cows came paldce to deliver a batch of butter and
report that there were signs of drought in theaegvhere the herd had been grazing. Hence the band
of herdsmen were going to lead the cows up intortbentains, where water and grass were available
even in the driest of times.

The Brahman had known the herdsman for many yesaasfriendly and reliable man. He took
him into his confidence. Next day, when little RenDasa could not be found, only Vasudeva and the
herdsman knew the secret of his disappearancehdigsman took the boy Dasa into the hills with
him. They caught up with the slowly moving herdd dyasa gladly joined the band of herdsmen. He
helped to guard and drive the cows, learned to,mlikyed with the calves, and idled about in the
mountain meadows, drinking sweet milk, his bare $seeared with cow-dung. He liked the life of the
herdsmen, learned to know the forest and its meddruits, loved the mango, the wild fig, and the
varinga tree, plucked the sweet lotus root outregg forest pools, on feast days wore a wreatheof t
red blossoms of the flame-of-the-woods. He becargeainted with the ways of all the animals of the
wilderness, learned how to shun the tiger, to niagads with the clever mongoose and the placid
hedgehog, and to while away the rainy seasonidtisky shelter of a makeshift hut where the boys
played games, recited verse, or wove baskets audmats. Dasa did not completely forget his former
home and his former life, but soon these seemadthidike a dream.

One day, when the herd had moved on to anotharreDasa went into the forest to look for
honey. Ever since he had come to know the woodmbdoved them, and this particular forest seemed
to him uncommonly beautiful. The rays of sunligldumd through leaves and branches like golden
serpents; the noises of the forest, bird calld]ewd treetops, jabber of monkeys, twined intowely,
mildly luminescent network resembling the light drthie branches. Smells, too, similarly joined and
parted again, the perfumes of flowers, varietiewadd, leaves, waters, mosses, animals, fruitth ear
and mold, pungent and sweet, wild and intimatey@dtting and soothing, gay and sad. In some unseen
gorge a stream gurgled; a velvety green butteritit Wack and yellow markings danced over white
flowers; deep among the blue shadows of the tréearech broke and leaves dropped heavily into
leaves, or a stag bellowed in the darkness, orrgable she-ape scolded her family.

Dasa forgot about looking for honey. While listagpito the singing of several jewel-bright



small birds, he noticed a trail running betweehfeahs that stood like a dense miniature foreshmwi
the great forest. It was the narrowest of footpadhsl he silently and cautiously pressed between th
ferns and followed where it led. After a while e upon a great banyan tree with many trunks.
Beneath it stood a small hut, a kind of tent wogéfern leaves. Beside the hut a man sat motionless
His back was straight as a rod and his hands laydam his crossed feet. Under the white hair and
broad forehead his eyes, still and sightless, fieamased on the ground. They were open, but looking
inward. Dasa realized that this was a holy marmgg@.\He had seen others before; they were men
favored by the gods. It was good to bring thensgaftd pay them respect. But this man here, sitting
before his beautifully made and well-concealed faut) so perfectly motionless, so lost in meditatio
more strongly attracted the boy and seemed to &rer and more venerable than any of the others he
had seen. He seemed to be floating above the gragihd sat there, and it was as if his abstracee g
saw and knew everything. An aura of holiness sumded him, a magic circle of dignity, a flame of
concentrated intensity and a wave of radiant yogages, which the boy could not pass through,
which he would not have dared to breach by a wbgteeting or a cry. The majesty of his form, the
light from within which radiated from his face, thbemposure and bronze unassailability of his
features, emanated waves and rays in the midshmhvhe sat enthroned like a moon; and the
accumulated spiritual force, the calmly concenttatél, wove such a spell around him that Dasa
sensed that here was someone who, by a mere wikbught, without even raising his eyes, could kill
and restore to life.

More motionless than a tree, whose leaves andgststigin respiration, motionless as the stone
image of a god, the yogi sat before his hut; anthfthe moment he had seen him the boy too remained
motionless, fascinated, fettered, magically ateddiy the sight. He stood staring at the Mastersdie
a spot of sunlight on his shoulder, a spot of gjrlon one of his relaxed hands; he saw the fletks
light move slowly away and new ones come into beamgl he began to understand that the streaks of
light had nothing to do with this man, nor the sefbirds and the chatter of monkeys from the
woods all around, nor the brown wild bee that edttin the sage's face, sniffed at his skin, craaled
short distance along his cheek, and then flew gdira nor all the multifarious life of the forestl
this, Dasa sensed, everything the eyes couldlseeatrs could hear, everything beautiful or ugly,
engaging or frightening -- all of it had no connewtat all to this holy man. Rain would not chitl o
incommode him; fire could not burn him. The wholerld around him had become meaningless
superficiality. There came to the princely cowhandinkling that the whole world might be no more
than a breath of wind playing over the surfacepple of waves over unknown depths. He was not
conscious of this as a thought, but as a physigakq and slight giddiness, a feeling of horror and
danger, and at the same time of intense yearnmgths yogi, he felt, had plunged through the acef
of the world, through the superficial world, inteetground of being, into the secret of all thirtgs.
had broken through and thrown off the magical rfi¢he senses, the play of light, sound, color, and
sensation, and lived secure in the essential aodanging. The boy, although once tutored by
Brahmans who had cast many a ray of spiritual ligign him, did not understand this with his intetlle
and would have been unable to say anything abautnbrds, but he sensed it as in blessed moments
one senses the presence of divinity; he senseditshudder of awe and admiration for this man,
sensed it as love for him and longing for a lifefsas this man sitting in meditation seemed to be
living. Strangely, the old man had reminded hinhmigforigins, of his royalty. Touched to the quiblk,
stood there on the edge of the fern thicket, igrpthe flying birds and the whispered conversatmins
the trees, forgetting the forest and the distand hgelding to the spell while he stared at thgesa
captivated by the incomprehensible stillness arghssivity of the man, by the bright serenity of his
face, by the power and composure of his postur¢hédyomplete dedication of his service.

Afterward he could not have said whether he haahispvo or three hours, or days, at the hut.
When the spell released him, when he noiselessiyt track between the ferns, found the path out of



the woods, and finally reached the open meadowshenterd, he did so without being aware of what
he was doing. His soul was still entranced, anditienot really come to until one of the herdsmen
called him. The man was angry with him for havirghb away so long, but when Dasa only stared at
him in wide-eyed astonishment, as if he did notassthnd what was being said to him, the herdsman
broke off, disconcerted by the boy's strange lauk $olemn bearing. "Where have you been, my boy?"
he asked. "Have you seen a god by any chancenontma demon?"

"l was in the woods," Dasa said. "Something dresvthere; | wanted to look for honey. But
then | forgot about it because | saw a man thehermit, who sat lost in meditation or prayer, and
when | saw the way his face glowed | could not stgmding still and watching him for a long time. |
would like to go again this evening and bring hiifitsg He is a holy man."

"Do so," the herdsman said. "Bring him milk andestbutter. We should honor the holy men
and give them what we can."

"But how am | to address him?"

"There is no need to address him, Dasa. Only bwhpéace the gifts before him. No more is
needed.”

Dasa did so. It took him a while to find the plaggin. The clearing in front of the hut was
deserted, and he did not dare go into the huf.itdel therefore laid his gifts on the ground at the
entrance and left.

As long as the herdsmen remained with the cowisisnvicinity, Dasa brought gifts every
evening, and once he went there by day again. tiedfthe holy man deep in meditation, and this time
too felt impelled to stand there in a state ofd)lreceiving those rays of strength and felicigt th
emanated from the yogi.

Long after they had left the neighborhood and vaenéng the herd to new pastures, Dasa
remembered his experience in the forest. And #isvay of boys, when he was alone he sometimes
daydreamed of himself as a hermit and practitiafigoga. But with time the memory and the dream
faded, all the more so since Dasa was now rapidiwigg into a strong young man who threw himself
with zest into the sports and brawls of his felloBst a gleam, a faint inkling remained in his saul
suggestion that the princely life and the sovergidne had lost might some day be replaced by the
dignity and power of yoga.

One day, when they had come to the vicinity ofdapital, they heard that a great festival was
in preparation. Old Prince Ravana, bereft of hisnfer strength and grown quite frail, had appointed
the day for his son Nala to succeed him.

Dasa wanted to go to the festival. He wished éotke city once more, for he had only the
faintest memories of it from his childhood. He wethto hear the music, to watch the parade and the
tournament among the nobles; and he also wanteau® a look at that unknown world of townsfolk
and magnates who figured so largely in tales agerds, for he knew, although this was only a tale o
legend or something even more insubstantial, the¢ @pon a time, ages ago, their world had been his
own.

The herdsmen were supposed to deliver a loadttértto the court for the festival sacrifices,
and to his joy Dasa was one of the three youngchesen by the chief herdsman for this task.

They brought their butter to the palace on theafbe festival. The Brahman Vasudeva
received it from them, for it was he who had charfjthe sacrifices, but he did not recognize the
youth. Then the three herdsmen joined the throtigading the celebrations. Early in the morning/the
watched the beginning of the sacrifices under trenBian's direction. They saw the masses of shining
golden butter given to the flames, watched as # tiansformed into leaping fire; flickering, itglit
and fatty smoke soared toward the Infinite, a dltg the thrice-ten gods. They watched the elefshan
leading the parade, their riders in howdahs wittiegl roofs. They beheld the flower-decked royal
carriage containing the young Rajah Nala, and héeranighty reverberations of the drums. It was all



very magnificent and glittering and also a litfiéiculous, or at least that is how it seemed tongpu
Dasa. He was stunned and enraptured, intoxicatékeogoise, by the carriages and caparisoned
horses, by all the pomp and extravagance; he wwasdalighted by the dancing girls who cavorted in
front of the royal carriage, their limbs slendedaough as lotus stems. He was astonished atzbe si
and beauty of the city, but still and all he regar@verything, in the midst of his excitement and
pleasure, with the sober good sense of the herdarharbasically despises the townsman.

That he himself was really the firstborn, that$tespbrother Nala, whom he had forgotten
completely, was being anointed, consecrated, aiteldhia his stead, that he himself, Dasa, ought by
rights to be riding in the flower-decked carriagsuch thoughts did not even occur to him. On the
other hand, he took a strong dislike to this N#ia;young man seemed to him stupid arid mean in his
self-indulgence, unbearably vain and swollen wél-snportance. He would rather have liked to play
a trick on this youth acting the part of rajahte¢ach him a lesson; but there was surely no oppitytu
for anything of the sort, and in any case he qyiéigot all about it, for there was so much to,dee
hear, to laugh at, to enjoy. The townswomen weettypand had pert, alluring looks, movements, and
turns of speech. A good many phrases were flutigeathree herdsmen which rang in their ears for a
long while afterward. These phrases were calledwitlit overtones of mockery, for townsfolk feel
about herdsmen just the way herdsmen do about folkneach despises the other. But still and all
those handsome, stalwart young men, nourished tkamil cheese and living under the open sky
almost all the year, were much to the liking of tanswomen.

By the time Dasa returned from this festival, hel become a man. He chased girls and had to
hold his own in a good many hard boxing and wnegtinatches with other young fellows. They were
now making their way into a different region, aicegof flat meadows and wetlands planted to rushes
and bamboo trees. Here he saw a girl by the narReavfati, and was seized by a mad love for this
beautiful young woman. She was a tenant farmeugtitar, and Dasa was so infatuated that he forgot
everything else and threw away his freedom in otdevin her. When the time came for the herdsmen
to move along to fresh pastures, he brushed adideeaand warnings, bade farewell to them and the
herdsman'’s life he had dearly loved, and settlechdéle succeeded in winning Pravati as his wife. In
return he tilled his father-in-law's millet fieldsd rice paddies, and helped with the work in amid
woodlot. He built a bamboo and mud hut for his wied kept her shut up within it.

It must be a tremendous power that can move agyoan to give up his previous joys and
friends and habits, to change his existence entiagld to live among strangers in the unenviabie ro
of son-in-law. But so great was Pravati's beaudygreat and alluring the promise of amorous detight
that radiated from her face and figure, that Daszahne blind to everything else and surrendered
utterly to this woman. And in fact he found greappiness in her arms. Many stories are told of gods
and holy men so enraptured by an enchanting wohrtrtliey remain locked in intimate embrace with
her for days, moons, and years, wholly absorbedotyptuousness and forgetting all other matters.
Dasa, too, would have wished his lot and his lavied like that. But he was destined for other thjng
and his happiness did not last long. It lasted dhowear, and this period, too, was not filled witire
felicity. There was ample room for much else, fexatious demands on the part of his father-in-law,
for the taunts of his brothers-in-law, and for tit@ms of his young wife. But whenever he went & i
with her on their pallet, all this was forgottemmished into thin air, such was the magic of halesm
S0 sweet was it to caress her slender limbs, saerfuily did the garden of delight in her young pod
bloom with a thousand flowers, fragrances, andljoskadows.

His happiness was not yet a whole year old whee,day, noise and unrest stirred the
neighborhood. Mounted messengers appeared annguheirtoming of the young Rajah. Then came
troops, horses, the supply train, and finally Rajaha himself, to hunt in the countryside. Tentsave
pitched here and there; horses could be heardingigind horns blowing.

Dasa paid no attention to all this. He workedhia fields, tended the mill, and kept out of the



way of hunters and courtiers. But one day whereh&med to his hut he found his wife missing. He
had strictly forbidden her to set foot outside dgrthis period, while the court was in the
neighborhood, and now he felt at once a stabbingipaiis heart and a premonition of disaster. He
hurried to his father-in-law's house. Pravati wasthere either, and no one would admit to having
seen her. The pang in his heart intensified. Heched the cabbage patch and the fields; he spent a
whole day and then another going back and fortivéeh his hut and his father-in-law's; he lurked in
the field, climbed down into the well, called hemme, coaxed, cursed, hunted for footprints.

At last the youngest of his brothers-in-law, whasvetill a boy, told him the truth. Pravati was
with the Rajah; she was living in his tent and badn seen riding on his horse.

Dasa lurked invisibly about Nala's encampmentyaag the sling he had used during his days
as a herdsman. Day or night, whenever the priteetsseemed to be unguarded for a moment, he
would steal closer; but each time guards soon apdeand he had to flee. Hiding in the branches of a
tree, he looked down on the camp and saw the Rajabse repellent face he remembered from the
time of the festival. Dasa watched him mount hissbeand ride off. When he returned hours later,
dismounted, and threw back the tent flap, Dasadcee# into the shadowy interior where a young
woman came forward to welcome the prince. He ndatllyrom the tree as he recognized his wife
Pravati. Now he was certain, and the pressure hgoheart grew unbearable. Great as the happiness
of his love for Pravati had been, the anguishy#ige, the sense of loss and insult were greater now
That is how it is when a man fastens all his capdor love upon a single object. With its loss
everything collapses for him, and he stands impsked amid ruins.

For a day and a night Dasa drifted about the waotlse neighborhood. He was utterly
exhausted, but after every brief rest the misetyisrheart lashed him on. He had to stir and keep
moving; he felt as if he would have to tramp ontht® end of the world and to the end of his lifejakh
had lost all its meaning and all its glory. Nevet#ss, he did not wander off to distant, unknown
regions. He remained in the vicinity of his mistorés. He circled about his hut, the mill, the fglthe
Rajah’'s hunting tent. Finally he concealed himag#in in the trees overlooking the tent. He crodche
in his leafy hiding place, bitter and burning dsuagry beast of prey, until the moment came forciwhi
he had been saving his last energies -- until ggalRstepped outside the tent. Then he slippenitlile
down from the branch, raised the sling, and sthislenemy squarely in the forehead with the stone.
Nala fell and lay motionless on his back. Therersskto be no one about. For a moment the storm of
voluptuous, vengeful delight that roared througls®s senses was checked, fearfully and strangely, b
a profound silence. Then, before a clamor brokeaomtind the slain man and the space in front of the
tent began to swarm with servants, Dasa was iwtwggls, lost in the bamboo thickets that sloped
down toward the valley.

In the delirium of action, as he leaped from ttee tand aimed the sling, letting it hurl forth its
death, he had felt as if he were extinguishingolig life also, as if he were discharging his lgstrk
of vitality and flinging himself, along with the ddly stone, into the abyss of annihilation, content
die if only his hated foe fell a moment before hBoit now that the deed had been followed by that
unexpected moment of silence, a craving for lifeclvthe had not realized was in him drew him back
from the abyss. A primitive instinct took posseasid his senses and his limbs, drove him into the
depths of the woods and the bamboo thickets, cordethhim to flee and hide.

Awareness of. what was happening came to him aitdy he had reached a refuge and was safe
from immediate danger. As he collapsed exhaustaedygling for breath, his frenzy giving way to
weakness and sobriety, he felt disappointment endlsion at having escaped. But when his breathing
slowed and his dizziness passed, this repugnaetaeyi to a defiant determination to live, and once
more his heart gloried savagely in the deed.

The hunt for the killer began. Soon searchers wewming through the woods. They beat the
thickets throughout the day, and he evaded thegnlmdause he kept utterly still in his hiding plate



the marsh, which no one dared penetrate too déepfgar of tigers. He slept a little, lay on tHera
for a while, crawled on a bit, rested again, andhgythird day had made his way beyond the hills,
whence he pushed on toward the higher mountains.

The homeless life he led thereafter took him laere there. It made him harder and more
callous, but also wiser and more resigned. Neviesseduring the nights he repeatedly dreamed of
Pravati and his former happiness, or what he haldempast called his happiness. He also dreamed
many times of the pursuit and his flight-frightfakart-stopping dreams such as this: He would be
fleeing through woods, the pursuers close behimdviith drums and hunting horns. Through forest
and swamp and briers, over rotting, collapsingdeg&] he would be carrying something, a burden, a
bale, something wrapped up, concealed, unknowrhéknew about it was that it was precious and
that under no circumstances must he let it oui©hhnds; it was something valuable and imperged,
treasure, perhaps something stolen, wrapped imghtmioth with a russet and blue pattern, such as
Pravati's holiday dress had been. Laden with thck pthis treasure, or these stolen goods, he wmild
fleeing and skulking, amid toil and danger, cregpinder low-hanging branches or overhanging rocks,
stealing past snakes and crossing rivers full ofadiles on vertiginous narrow planks, until at ke
stopped in exhaustion, fumbled with the knot ofghéng that tied his pack, slowly unwrapped the
cloth and spread it out, and the treasure he tobktdast and held in shuddering hands was his own
head.

He led the stealthy life of a vagabond, no loraggually fleeing from people, but rather
avoiding them. And one day his roaming led him tigto a hilly region of lush grass which looked
lovely and serene and seemed to welcome him, aglthloe ought to know it. In one place he
recognized a meadow with softly swaying grassé®wer, in another a willow grove which reminded
him of the serene and innocent days when he haget&nown love and jealousy, hatred and revenge.
It was the pastureland where he had once tendduktidewith his companions; that had been the most
untroubled period of his youth. Now he looked bapkn it across vast chasms of irrevocability. A
sweet melancholy in his heart answered the volwatswelcomed him here, the wind fluttering the
silvery willows, the jolly song of the little broskthe trilling of the birds, and the deep goldeazof
bumblebees. It all sounded and smelled of refugmeh never before, used as he was to the roaming
herdsman's life, had he ever felt that a counteysids so homelike, so much part of him.

Accompanied and guided by these voices in his, sath feelings like those of a soldier home
from the wars, he wandered about this pleasanstape, for the first time in many terrible montlo$ n
a stranger, a fugitive, a candidate for deathwatt an open heart, thinking of nothing, desiring
nothing, surrendering utterly to the tranquil presgrateful and somewhat astonished at himselfsand
this new, unwonted, rapturous state of mind, thideaimanding receptivity, this serenity without
tensions, this new mode of taking delight in clobservation. He felt drawn to the forest which lay
beyond the green meadows. In among the trees, tamidusk speckled by sunlight, the feeling of
returning home intensified, and led him along pathgh his feet seemed to find by themselves, until
he passed through a fern thicket, a dense littiestaof ferns in the midst of the greater woodsl, an
reached a tiny hut. On the ground in front of thedat the motionless yogi whom he had once
watched, and to whom he had brought milk and butter

Dasa stopped, as if he had just awakened. Evagytiere was the same as it had been; here no
time had passed, there had been no killing an@saff. Here, it seemed, time and life were hard as
crystal, frozen in eternity. He stood looking a thid man, and there returned to his heart that
admiration, love, and longing which he had felt mas first sight of the yogi. He looked at the hut
and thought that it probably needed some repaftadéhe onset of the next rainy season. Then he
ventured a few cautious steps forward. He entdredtit and peered around. There was little there,
almost nothing: a pallet of leaves, a gourd comtgisome water, and an empty pouch made of bast.
He took the pouch and went into the woods seardoinfpod. He returned with fruit and the sweet



pith of certain trees. Then he went off with theigband filled it with fresh water.

Now he had done all that could be done here. Tlagseso little a man needed to live. Dasa
kneeled on the ground and sank into reveries. Heomatent with this silent repose and dreaming in
the woods, content with himself, with the voicehirthim that had led him here where as a boy he had
once sensed something like peace, happiness, amel ho

And so he remained with the silent yogi. He rergte pallet of leaves, found food for the
two of them, repaired the old hut, and began bagdi second for himself a short distance away. The
old man appeared to tolerate him, but Dasa couldjnite make out whether he had actually taken
notice of him. When he rose from his meditationydis only in order to go to sleep in the hut, tbeea
bite, or to walk a bit in the woods. Dasa livedhwitim like a servant in the presence of a nobleraan,
rather the way a small pet, a tame bird or a mosggosay, lives along with human beings, useful and
scarcely noticed. Since he had been a fugitiveddong, unsure of himself, suffering pangs of
conscience, seeking concealment and perpetualinfepursuit, this life of repose, the effortlessal
labors and the presence of a man who did not seemtice him, did him a great deal of good for a
while. His sleep was not troubled by frightful dmesg for half and then whole days at a time he forgo
what had happened. The future did not enter higipand if ever a longing or desire came to him, it
was to remain where he was, to be accepted byatjeand initiated into the secret of a hermit's, |t
become a yogi himself and partake of the proudferdince of yoga. He had begun to imitate the
venerable ascetic's posture, to sit motionlesshikewith crossed legs, like him to gaze into an
unknown and superreal .world, and to cultivate lap&d everything around him. Whenever he made
such attempts, he tired quickly; he found his lirmb# and his back aching, was plagued by
mosquitoes or bothered by all sorts of itches antthes which compelled him to move, to scratch
himself, and finally to stand up again. But sevéraks he had felt something different, a sense of
emptiness, lightness, and floating in air, suchkasetimes comes in dreams in which we touch the
ground only lightly now and then, gently pushinfifodm it to drift like a wisp of fluff. At such
moments he had an inkling of what it must be likéidat about that way all the time, body and soul
divesting themselves of all weight and sharingrtfteements of a greater, purer, sunnier life, egalte
and absorbed by a beyond, by timelessness and abitityt But these intimations had lasted only a
moment. And every time he plummeted back into hisnary self, disappointed, he thought that he
must persuade the master to become his teachaitiade him into his exercises and secret arts and
make a yogi of him also. But how was he to do tliadftd not seem as if the old man would ever
notice him, that there would ever be an exchangeoofls between them. Just as the yogi seemed
beyond the day and hour, beyond the forest anchlews)so seemed beyond all words.

Nevertheless, one day he spoke a word. There agimee during which Dasa again dreamt
night after night, often bewilderingly sweet antkof bewilderingly dreadful dreams, either of hiewi
Pravati or the horrors of life as a fugitive. Angldlay he made no progress, could not long endure
sitting and practicing, could not help thinking abavomen and love. He tramped about the forest a
great deal. He blamed the weather for his conditioese were sultry days with sudden gusts of hot
wind.

One more such bad day came. The mosquitoes hunibasd.had had another of his anguished
dreams that left him with a sense of fear and cggio@. He no longer remembered it, but upon waking
it seemed to him that it had been a wretched, gatras, and shameful relapse into earlier states and
stages of his life. All day long he moved restivabout the hut, or squatted gloomily. He dabbed at
odd tasks, several times sat down for meditati@ra@ses, but would each time be seized by a faveris
unrest. His limbs twitched, he felt as if ants werawling over his feet, had a burning sensatiotihén
nape of his neck, and was unable to endure stilfeeamore than a few moments. Now and then he
cast shy and ashamed glances at the old man, whotbka perfect posture, eyes turned inward, face
floating above his body in inviolable serenity litee head of a flower.



On this day, when the yogi rose and turned towlaechut, Dasa went up to him. He had waited
long for this moment, and now blocked his way aritth Whe courage of fear addressed him.

"Forgive me for disturbing your peace, reverentidg" he said. "I am seeking peace,
tranquility; 1 would like to live as you do and tmeue like you. As you see, | am still young, buava
already tasted much suffering. Destiny has playadlly with me. | was born to be a prince and cast
out to become a herdsman. | became a herdsman ugrestrong and happy as a young bull, innocent
in my heart. Then my eyes were opened to womenyduash | beheld the most beautiful of them, | put
my life at her service. Not to possess her woultehalled me. | left my companions, the herdsmen. |
sued for Pravati's hand, was granted it, becanoa-anslaw, and labored hard for her. But Pravatswa
mine and loved me, or so | thought. Every evenirgurned to her arms, lay upon her heart. Then,
behold, the Rajah came to the neighborhood, the gamwhose account | had been cast out as a child.
He came and took Pravati from me; | was condemoeeéée her in his arms. That was the greatest
agony | have ever experienced; it changed me and/imaje life. | slew the Rajah. | killed and led the
life of a criminal and fugitive. Every man's handsiagainst me; my life was not safe for an houit unt
| stumbled upon this place. | am a foolish manerewnd father; | am a killer and perhaps may still b
caught and drawn and quartered. | can no longeurerttis terrible life; | want to be done with it."

The yogi had listened quietly to this outburstthwdowncast eyes. Now he opened them and
fixed his gaze upon Dasa's face, a bright, pief@hgost unbearably firm, composed, and lucid gaze.
And while he studied Dasa's face, seemingly ponddris tale, his mouth slowly twisted into a smile,
then a laugh. Soundlessly laughing, he shook rad jend said: "Maya! Maya!"

Utterly bewildered and shamed, Dasa stood stoltk@te yogi, before his evening meal, took
a short walk on the narrow path that led into #ra$. With quiet, rhythmic step he paced back and
forth. After several hundred paces, he returnedesntéred his hut. His face was once more as it had
always been, turned toward something other thamtirll of appearances. What had been the
meaning of the laugh breaking through that impa&ssountenance? Had that terrible laughter at Dasa's
anguished confession and plea been benevolent ckingy comforting or condemning, divine or
demonic? Had it been merely the cynical bleat abldrman no longer able to take things seriously, o
the amusement of a sage at another's folly? Haekib rejection, farewell, dismissal? Or was it nhean
as advice, an invitation to Dasa to follow his ep#&rand join in his laughter? Dasa could not sdtive
riddle. Late into the night he continued to poniiher meaning of this laughter with which the old man
seemed to have summed up his life, his happinadshia misery. His thoughts chewed on it as if it
were a tough root that somehow had a hidden savat likewise he chewed upon and pondered and
mulled over the word that the old man had calledsououdly, so laughingly and gaily and with such
incomprehensible amusement: "Maya! Maya!" He hatW, half guessed the general meaning of the
word, and the intonation the laughing old man hiaémgit seemed also to suggest a meaning. Maya --
that was Dasa'’s life, Dasa's youth, Dasa's swhkatyfend bitter misery. Beautiful Pravati was May
love and its delights were Maya; all life was Maya.the eyes of this yogi Dasa's life, all men/sdi
everything was Maya, was a kind of childishnesspectacle, theater, an illusion, emptiness in brigh
wrappings, a soap bubble -- something one coulghla and at the same time despise, but by no
means take seriously.

But although the yogi might be able to dismissdXxalfe with laughter and the word Maya,
Dasa himself could not. Much as he might wish todnee a laughing yogi himself, and to see his own
life as nothing but Maya, the whole of that lifedi@een roused in him once more during these restive
days and nights. He remembered now all the thiegsad nearly forgotten when he found refuge here
after the stresses of his life as a fugitive. Trememed to him only the slightest hope that he avoul
ever be able to learn the art of yoga, let alongetmtome as adept at it as the old man himselftHzut -

- what was the sense of his lingering in this fti#dshad been an asylum; he had recuperatedaamtit
gathered strength, had come to his senses somélttatwas something, was in fact a great deal. And



perhaps out in the country the hunt for the Rajafusderer had ended and he could continue his
wanderings without any great danger.

He decided to do so. He would depart next day.Wird was vast; he could not remain in this
hiding place forever.

This decision gave him a measure of peace.

He had intended to leave at dawn. But when he awafter a long sleep the sun was already
high in the sky. The yogi had begun his meditataong Dasa did not want to leave without bidding
good-by. Moreover, he still had a request to makel so he waited, hour after hour, until the man
rose, stretched his limbs, and began his pacingn Thrasa once more blocked his way, bowed
repeatedly, and obstinately remained until the eraditected an inquiring look at him.

"Master," he said humbly, "I am going my way. &mo longer disturb your tranquility. But
permit me a request this one last time, veneratleef. When | told you about my life, you laughed
and exclaimed, 'Maya!' | implore you, teach me naiyeut Maya."

The yogi turned toward the hut, his eyes commanfiasa to follow. Picking up the water
gourd, the old man held it out to Dasa, signingito to wash his hands. Obediently, Dasa did sonThe
the master poured the remainder of the water h#ddrns, held the gourd out to Dasa once agath, an
asked him to fetch fresh water. Dasa obeyed. Heeraotions of parting tugging at his heart, for the
last time down the little footpath to the springr Ehe last time he carried the light husk with its
smooth, worn rim to the little pool which so oftexflected in scattered flecks of light the muzzés
deer, the arching of treetops, and the sweet Hltleecsky. Now, as he stooped over it, it refledtsd
the last time his own face in the russet dusk. igpetl the gourd slowly and thoughtfully into the
water, feeling a weird sense of uncertainty. Hdatowt understand why, or why it had hurt him, sinc
he meant to leave anyhow, that the old man hadsiad him to stay a while longer, or perhaps stay
forever.

Crouching by the brink of the spring, he took imkirThen he rose, holding the gourd carefully
so as not to spill any of the water. He was abouéturn along the path when his ear caught attwate
both delighted and horrified him. This was the edi@ had heard in so many of his dreams, thatdhe ha
remembered with such bitter longing in many a wgkiour. It coaxed so sweetly, sounded so
charming, so childlike and loving in the dusk of florest, that his heart shivered with fright and
pleasure. It was his wife Pravati's voice. "Dasag called coaxingly.

Incredulously, he looked around, still holding tfaurd; and suddenly she appeared among the
tree trunks, slender as a reed on her long legeaati, his unforgettable, faithless beloved. He
dropped the gourd and ran toward her. Smiling, sama¢ abashed, she stood before him, looking up at
him with her big doe's eyes. As he approached Welsat she wore red leather sandals and a beautiful
costly dress. There was a gold bracelet on heranohprecious stones flashed in her black hair. He
checked his stride. Was she still a rajah’'s comaibHad he not killed Nala? Was she still goinguabo
with his gifts? How could she come before him addrwith these clasps and gems and dare to call his
name? '

But she was lovelier than ever, and before hetinaelto demand an explanation he could not
resist taking her into his arms, pressing his feeghagainst her hair, raising her face and kidsang
mouth; and as he did so he felt that everythingreaultned to him, that everything was his once more
all that he had ever possessed, his happiness,listgjoy in life, passion. All his thoughts halleady
moved far from the forest and the old hermit; theouds, the hermitage, meditation, and yoga had
vanished, were forgotten. He gave not another thbtagthe old man's gourd, which he was to bring
back filled with water. It remained where he hadpgred it by the spring as he rushed toward Pravati.
And she, for her part, began hastily to tell himviibwas she had come here, and all that had hagpen
in the interval.

Her story was astonishing, astonishing and ddligHike a fairy tale, and Dasa plunged into



his new life as if it were a fairy tale. PravatisMais again; the odious Rajah Nala dead. The pgubui
the murderer had long since ceased. But more th#mag Dasa, the prince who had become a
herdsman, had been proclaimed the rightful heirratet. In the city an old herdsman and an old
Brahman had revived the almost forgotten storyi®epulsion and made it the talk of the countrg. H
who had been hunted high and low to be torturedexteduted as Nala's murderer was now being
sought much more ardently throughout the landhabtie could be brought solemnly to his father's
palace and installed as Rajah.

It was like a dream, and what pleased the amazsad Dhost was the pretty chance that of all
the seekers sent about the country, it had beerafPraho had found him and been the first to salute
him. On the edge of the forest he found tents ededhe smell of smoke and roasting game filled the
air, Pravati was joyously hailed by her retinugd argreat feast began at once when she presented
Dasa, her husband. Among the throng was a man athdoéen Dasa's companion in his days as a
herdsman. It was he who had led Pravati and tiveueshere, with the thought that Dasa might be
found at one of the places dear to him from ead#yrs. The man laughed with pleasure when he
recognized Dasa. He ran up to him, ready to embrewer give him a friendly pat on the back. But
his fellow herdsman had become a rajah, and hestbas if suddenly numbed, then moved slowly
and respectfully forward and bowed low. Dasa ratsed clasped him to his breast, affectionately
called him by name, and asked how he could rewiand The herdsman wanted a heifer calf, and three
were promptly assigned to him from the Rajah’'s bexik.

More and more people were introduced to the nemcer officials, huntsmen, court Brahmans.
He received their salutations. A meal was servagsioof drums, sitars, and nose-flutes sounded; and
all the festivity and pomp seemed to Dasa likeemdr. He could not fully believe in it. For the pres
the only reality seemed to him Pravati, his yourifg wwwvhom he again held in his arms.

Moving by small daily stages, the procession agpned the capital city. Runners had been sent
ahead to announce that the young Rajah had bead md was on his way. The city resounded with
the boom of gongs and drums as Dasa and his redppm®ached. A white-clad parade of Brahmans
came forward to meet him, headed by the succe$sbabVasudeva who some twenty years before
had sent Dasa to the herdsmen. The old man haadigdecently. The Brahmans hailed the new
Rajah, sang hymns, and led him to the palace, wdeareral great sacrificial fires had been lit. Dasa
was shown into his new home. There were more wealtgggnhomages, benedictions, and speeches.
Outside the palace, the city celebrated joyfullyildate into the night.

Instructed daily by two Brahmans, Dasa quicklylacefl the knowledge necessary to a ruler.
He attended sacrifices, pronounced judgments, eaxtiped the arts of chivalry and war. A Brahman
named Gopala taught him politics. He explainedaibstion of his house and its regal privileges, wha
claims his future sons would have, and who werehé&mies. The principal one was Nala's mother
who in the past had robbed Prince Dasa of hissight had sought to take his life, and who now must
certainly hate her son's murderer. She had fledegrotection of their neighbor, Prince Govinda] a
was living in his palace. This Govinda and his lehad been dangerous foes from time immemorial.
They had made war upon Dasa's forefathers and etagartain parts of his territory. On the other
hand the Prince of Gaipali, Dasa's neighbor testheh, had been friendly with his father and had
always disliked Rajah Nala. Visiting him, lavishigdts upon him, and inviting him to the next great
hunt belonged among Dasa's important duties.

The lady Pravati had rapidly adapted to the wdykenobility. She had the bearing of a
princess, and in her beautiful dresses and jevatleylooked splendid, as if she sprang from asdine
lineage as her husband. Year after year they liogdther in harmonious love, and their happiness
gave them a certain glow, like those whom the dadsr, so that the people adored them. And when,
after long waiting, Pravati at last bore him a h#alboy to whom he gave his father's name, Rayana
his happiness was complete. All that he possesdldtie land and power, the estates and barnsedair



cattle, and horses, acquired a fresh importanbésieyes, an added glory and value. His wealth had
pleased him because it could be lavished on Praviatise loveliness could be enhanced with apparel
and jewelry. Now his rich possessions delighted &lithe more, and seemed far more important,
because he saw in them his son Ravana's inherigamtfiture happiness.

Pravati's chief pleasures lay in festivals, pasadad pomp, luxury in dress and finery, and a
large corps of servants. Dasa preferred the joyssojarden. He had ordered rare and precious trees
and flowers planted there, and stocked the grounttisparrots and other brilliantly plumaged birds.
Feeding and talking with these pets became onesafdily pleasures. In addition, learning attracted
him. He proved a grateful pupil of the Brahmanarmed to read and write, memorized many poems
and proverbs, and kept a personal scribe who utodetshe art of making scrolls out of palm leaves.
Under the scribe's skillful hands a modest libigmgw. The books were kept in a small opulent room
with gilded paneling of precious woods, carved wehefs representing incidents in the lives of the
gods. Here he sometimes invited his Brahmans atemfost scholars and thinkers among the priests,
to conduct disputations on sacred subjects: ogréntion of the world and on great Vishnu's Maya, o
the holy Vedas, the power of sacrifice, and thegteater power of penance, by virtue of which a
mortal man can make the very gods tremble with é&éd&im. Those Brahmans who had spoken best
and advanced the most elegant arguments receivedifis. As the prize for a successful disputagtion
some departed leading away a fine cow. On occdkene was something both ridiculous and touching
when great scholars, who a few moments before bad keciting maxims from the Vedas along with
brilliant exegeses of the same, or who had justgadhe depth of their knowledge of all the heavens
and seas, stalked off swollen with pride in theiaeds, or fell to bickering with one another ovesit
prizes.

In general, for all his happiness, his wealth,da@sden, and his books, Prince Dasa at times
could not help regarding everything that pertaiteeduman life and human nature as both strange and
dubious, at once touching and ridiculous, like theame sagacious and vain Brahmans, at once bright
and dark, desirable and contemptible. When his dazst on the lotus flowers in the ponds of his
garden, on the lovely iridescent plumage of hixpeks, pheasants, and rhinoceros birds, on thedjild
carvings of his palace, these things sometimes agéonhim virtually divine, aglow with the fires of
eternal life. But other times, and even at the saimes, he sensed in them something unreal,
unreliable, questionable, a tendency toward pebiihaand dissolution, a readiness to relapse into
formlessness, into chaos. Just as he himself hexdl @rince, became a herdsman, descended to the
nadir of a murderer and outlaw, and ultimately lbeea prince once more, moved and guided by
unknown powers, with all his tomorrows forever umaim, so life's wayward Maya everywhere
contained simultaneously nobility and basenessnigyeand death, grandeur and absurdity. Even his
beautiful, beloved Pravati had sometimes, for bmefnents, appeared to him in a ludicrous light,
stripped of her charm; she wore too many bracedbets too much of pride and triumph in her eyes, and
tried too hard to move majestically.

Even dearer to him than his garden and his boasshis son Ravana, the fulfillment of his
love and his life, the object of his tenderness soititude. He was a true prince, a lovely, dééca
child, doe-eyed like his mother and inclined to geeness and reverie like his father. Often, when
Dasa saw the boy standing for a long time in fadrdne of the ornamental trees in the garden, or
sitting on a rug, absorbed in contemplation ofoast a carved toy, or a feather, eyebrows slightly
raised and eyes staring quietly, somewhat absehfigemed to him that this son was very like hifnse
Dasa realized fully how intensely he loved himfing time that he had to leave the boy for an
indefinite period.

One day a messenger arrived from the frontieioregihere his land bordered on that of his
neighbor Govinda and reported that Govinda's mendanched a raid, stolen cattle, and even
kidnapped a number of Dasa's subjects. Dasa imtegdiaade his preparations. He took with him the



colonel of his bodyguard and a few dozen horsesvar and set off in pursuit of the raiders. The
moment before he rode off, he took his small sém fiis arms and kissed him; and love flared in his
heart like a fiery pang. The force of that pangpssed him; it affected him like some bidding frohe
unknown; and during the long ride his reflectionsitoripened into understanding. For as he rode he
pondered the reason he was sitting in the saddligalioping so sternly and swiftly over the
countryside. What power, he wondered, was causimgdundertake such efforts? Pondering, he
realized that at the bottom of his heart it wasro&ll concern to him that cattle and men shoulaghav
been snatched from him somewhere on his bordergv@ity and the flouting of his authority could not
suffice to kindle his rage and spur him to actibrvould have been more natural to him to have
dismissed the news of the raid with a compassicsratke. But to have done so, he knew, would have
been to commit a bitter injustice to the messeriffee. poor fellow had run all the way with his news
until he was ready to drop with exhaustion. No lgeslld he have wronged the people who had been
captured and who were now prisoners, carried away their homes and their peaceful life into
foreign slavery. Moreover, all his other subjettsugh they had not been harmed in the least, would
also have felt wronged. They would have resentsgassivity, not understanding why the prince
could not protect his country better. They todboitgranted that if violence were done to any @fth
they could count upon their ruler for aid and veargee.

He realized that it was his duty to undertake éxigedition of reprisal. But what is duty? How
many duties there are that we so often neglectowitthe slightest compunction? What was the reason
that this duty of vengeance was no trivial onet beacould not neglect it, and that in fact he wats
performing it perfunctorily and halfheartedly, mith zest and passion? As soon as the questioe aros
in his mind, his heart answered it, for once agiaguivered with that pang he had felt on parting
little Prince Ravana. If the Rajah, he realizeddenao resistance when cattle and people were taken
from him, robbery and violence would spread from blorders of his country closer and closer to the
center, and ultimately the enemy would stand diydmtfore him and would strike him where he was
prone to the bitterest pain: in the person of bis §hey would take his son, his successor, fram hi
they would carry the boy off and kill him, perhapsder torture; and that would be the most extreme
suffering he could ever experience, even worseyéase, than the death of Pravati herself. Sowviaat
the reason he was riding off so zealously and watusiful a sovereign. Not from concern for theslos
of cattle and land, not from kindness for his satgenot from ambition to match his father's noble
name, but out of intense, painful, irrational Idgethis child, and out of intense, irrational fedithe
pain he would feel at the loss of this child.

Thus far he had come in understanding duringriiat He had not, however, managed to
apprehend and punish Govinda's men. They escaplkdheir booty, and in order to show his
determination and prove his courage he himself ha@to raid across the border, damage one of his
neighbor's villages, and carry off some cattle arfielw slaves.

He had been away many days. On the homewardaidetor, he had again sunk into
meditation, and returned home very quietly andeiasiorrowful. For in the course of his meditations
he had realized how entirely ensnared he was, withoy hope of escaping; his whole nature and all
his actions were caught and being strangled iralaadic net. While his leaning toward philosophys hi
love for quiet contemplation and a life of innocerand inaction, were constantly growing, there was
likewise growing from another source his love f@v@&na, his anxiety about his son's life and future,
an equally forceful compulsion to action and entamgnt. Out of affection grew conflict, out of love
war. Already, in the effort to mete out justice,ltexl seized a herd, terrified a village, and fdycib
carried off poor innocent people. Out of that, oficse, would grow a new act of vengeance, new
violence, and so on and on until his whole life amdwhole country were plunged in warfare and
violence and the clash of arms. It was this insighwvision, which made him so silent and sorrowful
upon his homecoming.



He had been right, for the hostile neighbor gawero peace. The incursions and raids were
repeated. Dasa had to march out again for repasalsiefense, and when the enemy withdrew, his
own soldiers and chasseurs had to be turned ugometighboring people. Mounted and armed men
were more and more a familiar sight in the capitah good many frontier villages there were now
permanent garrisons of soldiers on guard. Miliwoyferences and preparations troubled Dasa's days.
He could not see what purpose this endless guewdlfare served; he grieved for the plight of the
victims, for the lives of the dead. He grieved hessamore and more he had to neglect his garden and
his books. He grieved for the lost peace of hissdayd his heart. Often he spoke with Gopala, the
Brahman, about these matters, and sometimes vatiife Pravati.

Should they not ask one of the respected neighgmiinces to act as mediator? For his part he
would gladly help to bring about peace by condiiatand surrendering a few pastures and villages. H
was disappointed and somewhat angered when néig&rahman nor Pravati would hear of anything
of the kind.

His difference of opinion with Pravati on this gtien led to an extremely violent quarrel, and
ended with a serious estrangement. Insistentlpldéeded his points with her. But she behaved as if
every word were directed not against the war arduteless killing, but solely against herself. In a
verbose, furious retort she declared that it wasipely the enemy's aim to take advantage of Dasa's
good nature and love of peace (not to say hisdewasar); the enemy would persuade him to conclude
one peace treaty after another, each paid for allsancessions of territory and population. And in
the end he would still not be satisfied, but amsa® Dasa was sufficiently weakened, would retarn t
open war and seize everything that was left to 5he was not concerned about herds and villages,
merits and demerits, but with the fate of the whtileir survival or annihilation. And if Dasa didtn
know what he owed to his dignity, his son, andwife, she would have to be the one to teach him. He
eyes blazed; her voice shook; it was long sinckdteseen her so beautiful and so passionate, but he
felt only sorrow.

Meanwhile the border raids and breaches of peawcegntied; they came to a temporary end
only with the beginning of the rainy season. By rtbere were two factions at Dasa's court. One side,
the peace party, was very small; aside from Dasaritbered only a few of the older Brahmans. These
were all learned men absorbed in their meditatiBusg the war party, the party of Pravati and Gopala
had the majority of priests and all the army officen its side. The country armed feverishly, dnd i
was known that the hostile neighbor was doing #mes The chief huntsman instructed Prince Ravana
in the art of the bow, and his mother took him glém every inspection of troops.

During this period Dasa sometimes thought of tredt where he had lived for a while as a
poor fugitive, and of the white-haired old hermhiovived there absorbed in contemplation.
Sometimes he felt a desire to call upon the yagsete him again and ask his advice. But he did not
know whether the old man was still living, nor winet he would listen and give counsel. And even if
he were alive and would advise, everything wouldentheless take its course. Nothing could be
changed. Meditation and wisdom were good, wereentithgs, but apparently they throve only on the
margin of life. If you swam in the stream of lifadastruggled with its waves, your acts and suftgrin
had nothing to do with wisdom. They came abouhefrtown accord, were fated, and had to be done
and suffered. Even the gods did not live in etepea@ice and eternal wisdom. They too experienced
danger and fear, struggle and battle; that he Knew the many tales of the gods.

And so Dasa yielded. He no longer contended widtlv&i. He reviewed the troops, saw the
war coming, anticipated it in debilitating drearasd as his body grew leaner, and his face darker, h
saw his happiness fading, his gaiety shrivelingerélremained only his love for his son. That
increased along with his anxiety, increased aloitly the arming and the drilling of soldiers. It whe
flaming red flower in his parching garden. He woredeat how much emptiness and joylessness a man
could endure; at how easy it was to grow accustamedre and gloom, and he also wondered that so



anxious and solicitous a love could so painfullynilate a life that had seemingly lost the capdoity
passion. Although his life might be meaninglessas certainly not without a center; it revolved
around his love for his son. It was on Ravana's@atthat he rose from his bed in the morning and
spent his days in occupations and exertions dideséely toward war, and therefore repugnant to. him
On Ravana's account he patiently conferred witlglrgerals, and withstood majority opinion only to
the extent that he prevailed on them to wait amd et plunge recklessly into adventures.

Just as his joys, his garden, and his books hedligily deserted him, so he was also deserted
by those who for so many years had shaped his hegpand represented his pleasures. It had begun
with politics, with Pravati's passionate speecloexting his fear of sinning and love of peace,@tn
openly calling all that cowardice. She had spokéh flushed cheeks and in fiery phrases of heroism,
a prince's honor, and the prospect of disgracéh#ttime, stunned and with a sense of giddiness, h
had suddenly realized how far his wife had becostarged from him, or he from her. Ever since, the
gulf between them had widened. It was still growiagd neither of them did anything to check its
growth. Or rather, it should have fallen to Dasddcsomething about it. For only he saw the guif fo
what it was. In his imagination it more and morewgiinto the gulf of gulfs, became a cosmic abyss
between man and woman, between yes and no, besgeéand body. In retrospect he thought he saw
the whole thing with, complete clarity. He remendzEhow Pravati, magically beautiful, had
captivated him until he parted with his friendsygap his carefree life as a herdsman, and foshlez
lived as a servant in an alien world, the son-im-ia the house of unkind people who exploited his
infatuation to extract labor from him. Then Nalallmme along, and his misfortunes had begun. The
wealthy, handsome Rajah with his fine clothes @mdst his horses and servants, had seduced his wife
That might have cost him little effort, for pooraati had not been accustomed to regal splenddr. Bu
would she really have been led astray so easilygaiukly if she had been faithful and virtuous at
heart? Very well, the Rajah had seduced her, gplgitaken her, and thus inflicted upon him the most
horrible grief he had ever experienced. But he aDhad taken revenge. He had killed the thief sf hi
happiness, and had felt the killing as a momemigth triumph. But scarcely was the deed done than
he had had to flee. For days, weeks, and monthatdived in swamp and forest, an outlaw, trusting
no man.

And what had Pravati been doing all that time? fidee of them had never spoken much about
that. In any case, she had not fled also. She dxaghs$ and found him only after he had been
proclaimed Nala's successor, because of his lainth she needed him in order to enter the palace and
ascend the throne. Then she had appeared, haddédiah from the forest and the venerable hermit's
purlieus. He had been dressed in fine garmentseRaghh, and since then he had had nothing but
glory and felicity -- but in reality: what had hbamdoned at that time, and what had he gained in
exchange? He had gained the splendor and the ddittesovereign, duties that had been initiallyyeas
and had ever since grown harder and harder. Heduaihed his beautiful wife, the sweet hours of
lovemaking with her, and then his son, who hadhébg heart a new kind of love and increasing
concern for his imperiled life and happiness, i ttow the whole country was on the brink of war.
This was what Pravati had conferred upon him whnendiscovered him by the spring in the woods.
But what had he left behind, what had he sacriftdde had left behind the peace of the forest, pious
solitude, and the presence and the example ofyaylogli. In addition he had sacrificed the hope of
becoming a disciple and successor, of sharingafe's profound, radiant, unshakable peace of sbul,
being liberated from the struggles and passiotiseofSeduced by Pravati's beauty, entangled by the
woman, and infected by her ambition, he had abagditime only way that led to liberation and peace.

That was how the story of his life appeared to how. And in fact it could easily be
interpreted thus. Only a few blurrings and omissia@re needed to see it that way. He had omitted,
among other things, the fact that he had not beemérmit's disciple at all. On the contrary, hd ha
been on the point of leaving him voluntarily. Betrgpectives often shift in hindsight.



Pravati regarded these matters quite differeatthough she was far less inclined to reflection
than her husband. She did not think about Nald.aDa the other hand, if she remembered rightly it
had been she alone who had founded Dasa's gooadoi$he was responsible for his becoming the
Rajah. She had given him a son, had lavished lodeéhappiness upon him. But in the end she had
found him unable to match her greatness, unwortlnepsoaring projects. For it was clear to het tha
the coming war could have no outcome other thamésg¢ruction of the enemy and the doubling of her
own power and possessions. But instead of exuitinkis prospect and collaborating enthusiastigally
Dasa, most unlike a prince, hung back from war@mdjuest and would have preferred to grow old
idling away his time with his flowers, trees, pds;cand books. On the other hand there was
Vishwamitra, the commander of the cavalry forceswés a different sort of man, next to herself the
most ardent partisan of the war, repeatedly urthagthey strike for victory as soon as possibieany
comparison between the two, Vishwamitra could redp Ishowing to advantage.

Dasa had not failed to notice his wife's growingrfdship with Vishwamitra. He saw how
much she admired him, and let herself be admiretthisybrave and cheerful but possibly rather
shallow, perhaps somewhat unintelligent army offigiéh his manly smile, his fine strong teeth and
well-tended beard. Dasa observed it all with bilgsis and at the same time with contempt. He
deceived himself into thinking he felt only scorifudifference. He did not spy on them or try to
discover whether their friendship had oversteppeditnits of decency. He regarded Pravati's
infatuation with the handsome cavalryman, and dlo&3 which showed how she preferred him to her
unheroic husband, with the same outwardly indifieranwardly embittered calm with which he was
wont to view everything that happened. Whethemhis was determined upon infidelity arid betrayal,
or whether she was merely expressing her contesndsa’s principles, it did not matter. The thing
had come and was developing, was beginning to eaothfrim like the war and the disaster whose
imminence he sensed. There was nothing to be domeé &. The only possible attitude toward it was
one of acceptance, of stoic endurance. For theteaal of attack and conquest, was Dasa's kind of
manliness and heroism.

Whether or not Pravati's admiration for the cavahptain, and his for her, remained within the
bounds of morality, in any case Pravati was lesiygilnan he, Dasa, himself. That much he
understood. To be sure, thinker and doubter thatds he tended to blame her for the evaporation of
his happiness. Or at any rate he considered tleatvak partly responsible for his having stumbled in
the complexities of life, into love, into ambitioimto acts of revenge and raids. In his thoughteven
blamed woman, love, and lust for everything onreddr the whole crazy dance, the whole wild chase
of passions and desires, of adultery, of deatkillofg, of war. But at the same time he knew quite
well that Pravati was not to blame. She was nause, but herself a victim. She had not made, and
could not be held accountable for, either her beautis love for her. She was only a grain of dost
the rays of the sun, a ripple in the stream. lusthtrave been his task, and his alone, to withdram
woman and love, from ambition and the hunger fapiess. He should have remained either a
contented cowherd among herdsmen, or else he shauddtried to overcome his own inadequacy by
the mysterious path of yoga. He had neglected tsoddad failed; he had no vocation for greatnass,
else he had not kept faith with his vocation, s #fter all his wife was right to regard him as a
coward. On the other hand, she had given him tmsthis frail, handsome boy for whom he felt so
fearful but whose existence filled his own life lvineaning, who was in fact a great joy -- a painful
and fearful joy, certainly, but still a joy, hisier happiness. Now he was paying for this happiwibs
the sorrow and bitterness in his heart, with heglhreess for war and death, with his consciousniss o
moving toward a dire fate.

Meanwhile Rajah Govinda sat in his own capitalelning to the bidding of the mother of Nala,
the slain seducer of evil memory. Govinda's inansiand challenges were growing ever more
frequent and brazen. Only an alliance with the pfwi®ajah of Gaipali could have made Dasa strong



enough to enforce peace and neighborly relationstiBs Rajah, although he was well disposed
toward Dasa, was Govinda's kinsman and had poliegulsed all efforts to win him over to such an
alliance. There was no escape, no hope of santyimianity. The fated outcome was drawing nearer
and would have to be undergone. Dasa himself allonged for the war now. If only the accumulated
lightnings would strike; if only the calamity woutthme speedily, since it could no longer be averted

Once more he paid a visit to the Rajah of Gaigiadl exchanged fruitless courtesies with him.
In his council he urged moderation and patienceblwmnow he was doing so without hope. For the
rest, he improved his armaments. The council waslelil only on the question of whether to respond
to the enemy’s next raid with invasion of his tery and outright war, or whether to await his nnajo
offensive, so that the people and all neutrals dseke who was truly guilty of violating the peace.

The enemy, unconcerned with such questions, panhdrio reflection, discussion, and
hesitation. One day he struck. He staged a majmraich inveigled Dasa, along with the cavalry
captain and his best troops, into rushing to tbaetfer. While they were on the way, Govinda's main
force invaded the country, stormed the gates oBaspital, and besieged the palace. As soon as
Dasa heard the news he turned back. He knew thatifé and his son were encircled in the palace,
and that bloody battles were raging in the strettle city. His heart pounded with fury and sorrow
when he thought of his loved ones and the danpatddced them. Now he was no longer a reluctant
and cautious commander. He burned with anguishragel urged his men homeward in wild haste,
found the battle surging through the streets, @ay through to the palace, confronted the enemy
and fought like a madman until, at twilight on thédody day, he collapsed exhausted, bleeding from
several wounds.

When he recovered consciousness, he found himgeisoner. The battle was lost. City and
palace were in the hands of his enemies. Boundidsetaken before Govinda, who greeted him
disdainfully and led him into one of the other raoaf the palace. It was the room with the carvedl an
gilded walls where Dasa kept his scrolls. Herdéingjtbolt upright on one of the rugs, stony-faceds
his wife Pravati. Armed guards stood behind hero8s her knees lay their son. Like a broken flower
that frail body lay dead, face gray, his garmentked with blood. The woman did not turn when her
husband was led in. She did not see him; sheaatgtexpressionlessly at the small corpse. But she
seemed to Dasa strangely transformed. It took &evidkeifore he realized that her hair, which onlgw f
days before he had seen raven black, was now eliergvghot through with gray. She seemed to have
been sitting that way for a long time, the boy en llap, numbed, her face a mask.

"Ravana!" Dasa exclaimed. "Ravana, my child, now#r!" He knelt. His face fell forward
upon the dead boy's head. As if in prayer he Kredtbire the mute woman and the child, mourning
both, paying homage to both. He smelled the oddtadd and death, mingled with the fragrance of
the aromatic pomade on the child's hair.

With numbed gaze Pravati stared blankly down attwo of them.

Someone touched his shoulder. It was one of Gelsnzhptains, who ordered him to stand up.
The soldiers led him out. He had not addressedrd teoPravati, or she to him.

Bound, he was placed on a wagon and taken to gedumin Govinda's capital. There his fetters
were partly loosened. A soldier brought a jug ofevand put it on the stone floor. The door was
closed and barred, and he was left alone. A woumki®shoulder burned like fire. He groped for the
water jug and moistened his hands and face. Heedanotdrink, but forbore; this way he would die
faster, he thought. How much longer would it tdk@y much longer! He longed for death as his
parched throat longed for water. Only death wotiltitee torture in his heart. Only then would the
picture of the mother with their dead son be eraBetlin the midst of his agony, merciful weariness
and weakness overcame him. He sank down and fe#as

When he returned hazily to consciousness afterthef slumber, he tried to rub his eyes, but
could not. Both hands were occupied, were holdorgething tightly. When he took heart and forced



his eyes open, he saw that he was no longer sutealoy dungeon walls. Greenish light flowed bright
and strong over leaves and moss. He bunked sdirees. The light struck him like a fierce though
noiseless blow. A twitch of horror, a shudder @rfgpassed through the nape of his neck and dosvn hi
spine. Once more he blinked, screwed up his fadeh@swere weeping, and opened his eyes wide.

He was standing in a forest, holding in both haamdsurd full of water. At his feet the basin of
a spring reflected browns and greens. Beyond tinetiiécket, he recalled, stood the hut and theingit
yogi who had sent him to fetch water, who had laagso strangely and whom he had asked to teach
him something about Maya.

He had lost neither a battle nor a son. He had hegher a rajah nor a father. Rather, the yogi
had granted his wish and taught him about Mayadesdnd garden, library and aviary, the cares of
sovereignty and paternal love, war and jealousy|dvie for Pravati and his violent suspicion of her
all that had been nothing. No, not nothing. It baén Maya! Dasa stood there shattered. Tears ran
down his cheeks. His hands trembled, shaking thedyee had just filled for the hermit. Water spille
over the rim and onto his feet. He felt as if someebad just amputated one of his limbs, removed
something from his head. Suddenly the long yeatsaldived, the treasures cherished, the delights
enjoyed, the pangs suffered, the fears endurediasgair he had tasted to the brink of death thall
had been taken from him, extinguished, reduceatbingness. And yet not to nothingness! For the
memory was there. The images had remained with Hevstill saw Pravati sitting, tall and rigid, with
her hair so suddenly gray, her son in her laphasgh she herself had killed him. The child layr¢he
like the prey of some beast, his legs dangling lyngeross her knees.

Oh how swiftly, how swiftly and horribly, how crilye and thoroughly, had he been taught
about Maya! Everything had been deranged; chargadsyhad shrunk to moments. All that crowded
reality had been a dream. Perhaps, too, he hadhdrkall that had happened previously; the tales of
Prince Dasa, of his life as a herdsman, his magriag vengeance upon Nala, his taking refuge with
the hermit. All that had been pictures such asroigdt admire on a carved palace frieze where
flowers, stars, birds, monkeys, and gods couldelea amid the foliage. And was what he was
experiencing this moment, what he saw before hes egwakening from rulership and war and
imprisonment, standing beside the spring, this ddum which he had just spilled a little water,
together with what he was now thinking about it-alivas not all this made of the same stuff? Was it
not dream, illusion, Maya? And everything he wostitl experience in the future, would see with his
eyes and feel with his hands, up to the momenisofiéath -- was it any different in substance, any
different in kind? It was all a game and a shatfpam and dream. It was Maya, the whole lovely and
frightful, delicious and desperate kaleidoscopgfeiwith its searing delights, its searing griefs.

Dasa still stood numbed. Again the gourd shodkisrhands and its water spilled, wetting his
toes and running into the ground. What ought hao®® Fill the bowl again, carry it back to the yodgi,
and be laughed at for all that he had suffereddrdream? That was not alluring. He let the goiltd t
emptied it, and threw it into the moss. Then hedsain on the green bed and began to reflect
seriously. He had had enough and more than endufjisareaming, of this diabolic texture of
experiences, joys, and sufferings that crushed keart and made your blood stand still, only to be
suddenly revealed as Maya, so that you were notii@ fool. He had had enough of everything. He
no longer craved either wife or child, either aotie or victory or revenge, either happiness or
cleverness, either power or virtue. He desiredingtbut peace, nothing but an end of turmoil. He no
longer wanted anything but to check this endleslying wheel, to stop this endless spectacle, to
extinguish it all. He wanted to find rest for hirtfsend extinguish himself. That was what he had
wanted when he hurled himself at the enemy inlt#sttbattle, slashing all about and being slashed a
in return, giving wounds and receiving them, uhélcollapsed. But what then? Then there was a brief
pause of unconsciousness, or slumber, or deathpanddiately afterward you were awake again, had
to admit the currents of life into your heart omeere and once more let the dreadful, lovely, tézrib



flood of pictures pour into your eyes, endlesshgsicapably, until the next unconsciousness, udil t
next death. That was, perhaps, a pause, a momesggtph chance to catch your breath. But then it
went on, and once again you were one of the thauignres engaged in the wild, intoxicating,
desperate dance of life. Ah, there was no extinctibwent on forever.

Unrest drove him to his feet once more. If theegawno rest in this accursed round-dance, if his
one most acute desire could not be fulfilled, themmight just as well fill his gourd again and lgrin
to this old man who had sent him on this erranthoaigh he did not really have any right of command
over him. It was a service that had been askedhoflhwas an assignment. He might just as wellyobe
and carry it out. That was better than sitting reerd pondering methods of self-destruction.
Altogether, obeying and serving were better aneéamier, seemlier and far more harmless, than
commanding and taking responsibility. That muctkhew. Very well, Dasa, take the gourd, fill it
carefully with water, and bring it to your master!

When he reached the hut, the master received litimavstrange look, a slightly questioning,
half-compassionate, half-amused look of complieitguch a look as an older boy might have for a
younger one whom he sees returning from a strenalmdisomewhat shameful adventure, a test of
courage that has been assigned to him. This herdpnrace, this poor fellow who had stumbled in
here, was only coming back from the spring, wheréd&d been for water, and had been gone no more
than fifteen minutes. But still he was also comiirggm a dungeon, had lost a wife, a son, and a
principality, had completed a human life and hadlgta a glimpse of the revolving wheel. The chances
were that this young man had already been wakeneel ar several times before, and had breathed a
mouthful of reality, for otherwise he would not leasome here and stayed so long. But now he seemed
to have been properly awakened and become ripgeting out on the long journey. It would take a
good many years just to teach this young man tbpesrposture and breathing.

By this look alone, this look which contained ace of benevolent sympathy and the hint of a
relationship that had come into being between thikerelationship between master and disciple -- by
this look alone the yogi accepted the disciplesTdre look banished the fruitless thoughts from the
disciple's head. It bound him in discipline andvars. There is no more to be told about Dasa'sfiifie
all the rest took place in a realm beyond pictamed stories. He never again left the forest.
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