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PREFACES



TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE

ANY introduction referring to the subject of this book would be superfluous. It records the opinions, on
the most varied topics, of one of the greatest literary geniuses of the present century, during the last ten
years of a very long life. Goethe was born in August, 1749, and died im March, 1832, so that his age is
seventy-three when the Conversations begin, and eighty-two when they terminate.

However, the form in which this translation is presented to the English public requires a short
explanation.

In 1836, John Peter Eckermann, who gives a full account of himself in the “Introduction,” published,
in two volumes, his “Conversations with Goethe.” In 1848, he published a third volume, containing
additional Conversations, which he compiled from his own notes, and from that of another friend of
Goethe's, M. Soret, of whom there is a short account in the “Preface to the Third or Supplemental
Volume.” Both these works are dedicated to Her Imperial Highness Maria Paulouna, Grand Duchess of
Saxe-Weimar and Eisenach.

Had I followed the order of German publication, I should have placed the whole of the Supplementary
Volume after the contents of the first two; however, as the Conversations in that volume are not of a later
date than the others (which, indeed, terminate with the death of Goethe), but merely supply gaps, I
deemed it more conducive to the reader's convenience to re-arrange in chronological order the whole of
the Conversations, as if the Supplement had not been published separately.

Still, to preserve a distinction between the Conversations of the First Book and those of the
Supplement, I have marked the latter with the abbreviation “Sup.,” adding an asterisk (thus, Sup.*) when
a Conversation has been furnished, not by Eckermann, but by Soret.

I feel bound to state that, while translating the First Book, I have had before me the translation by Mrs.
Fuller, published in America. The great merit of this version I willingly acknowledge, though the frequent
omissions render it almost an abridgement. The contents of the Supplementary Volume are now, I
believe, published for the first time in the English language.

J. 0. (1850.)



AUTHOR'S PREFACE TO THE FIRST TWO VOLUMES

THIS collection of Conversations with Goethe took its rise chiefly from an impulse, natural to my mind,
to appropriate to myself by writing any part of my experience which strikes me as valuable or
remarkable.

Moreover, I felt constantly the need of instruction, not only when I first met with that extraordinary
man, but also after I had lived with him for years; and I loved to seize on the import of his words, and to
note it down, that I might possess them for the rest of my life.

When I think how rich and full were the communications by which he made me so happy for a period
of nine years, and now observe how small a part I have retained in writing, I seem to myself like a child
who, endeavouring to catch the refreshing spring shower with open hands, finds that the greater part of it
runs through his fingers.

But, as the saying is that books have their destiny, and as this applies no less to the origin of a book
than to its subsequent appearance in the broad wide world, so we may use it with regard to the origin of
this present book. Whole months often passed away, while the stars were unpropitious, and ill health,
business, or various toils needful to daily existence, prevented me from writing a single line; but then
again kindly stars arose, and health, leisure, and the desire to write, combined to help me a good step
forwards. And then, where persons are long domesticated together, where will there not be intervals of
indifference; and where is he who knows always how to prize the present at its due rate?

I mention these things to excuse the frequent and important gaps which the reader will find, if he is
inclined to read the book in chronological order. To such gaps belong much that is good, but is now
lost, especially many favourable words spoken by Goethe of his widely scattered friends, as well as of
the works of various living German authors, while other remarks of a similar kind have been noted down.
But, as I said before, books have their destinies even at the time of their origin.

For the rest, I consider that which I have succeeded in making my own in these two volumes, and
which I have some title to regard as the ornament of my own existence, with deep-felt gratitude as the gift
of Providence, and I have a certain confidence that the world with which I share it will also feel gratitude
towards me.

I think that these conversations not only contain many valuable explanations and instructions on
science, art, and practical life, but that these sketches of Goethe, taken directly from life, will be
especially serviceable in completing the portrait which each reader may have formed of Goethe from his
manifold works.

Still, I am far from imagining that the whole internal Goethe is here adequately portrayed. We may, with
propriety, compare this extraordinary mind and man to a many-sided diamond, which in each direction
shines with a different hue. And as, under different circumstances and with different persons, he became
another being, so I, too, can only say, in a very modest sense, this is my Goethe.

And this applies not merely to his manner of presenting himself to me, but to my capacity for
apprehending and re-producing him. In such cases a reflection!! takes place, as in a mirror; and it is very
seldom that, in passing through another individuality, nothing of the original is lost, and nothing foreign is



blended. The representations of the person of Goethe by Rauch, Dawe, Stieler, and David have all a high
degree of truth, and yet each bears more or less the stamp of the individuality which produced it. If this
can be said of bodily things, how much more does it apply to the fleeting, intangible objects of the mind!
However it may be in my case, I trust that all those who, from mental power or personal acquaintance
with Goethe, are fitted to judge, will not misinterpret my exertions to attain the greatest possible fidelity.

Having given these explanations as to the manner of apprehending my subject, I have still something to
add as to the import of the work.

That which we call the True, even in relation to a single object, is by no means something small,
narrow, limited; rather is it, even if something simple, at the same time something comprehensive, which
like the various manifestations of a deep and widely reaching natural law, cannot easily be expressed. It
cannot be disposed of by a sentence, or by sentence upon sentence, or by sentence opposed to
sentence, but, through all these, one attains just an approximation, not the goal itself. So, to give a single
mstance, Goethe's detached remarks on poetry often have an appearance of one-sidedness, and indeed
often of manifest contradiction. Sometimes he lays all the stress on the material which the world affords;
sometimes upon the internal nature of the poet; sometimes the only important point is the subject;
sometimes the mode of treating it; sometimes all is made to depend on perfection of form; sometimes
upon the spirit, with a neglect of all form.

But all these contradictions are single sides of the True, and, taken together, denote the essence of
truth itself, and lead to an approximation to it. I have, therefore, been careful, in these and similar cases,
not to omit these seeming contradictions, as they were elicited by different occasions, in the course of
dissimilar years and hours. I rely on the insight and comprehensive spirit of the cultivated reader, who
will not be led astray by any isolated part, but will keep his eye on the whole, and properly arrange and
combine each particular.

Perhaps, too, the reader will find much here which at first sight seems unimportant. But if, on looking
deeper, he perceive that such trifles often lead to something important, or serve as a foundation to
something which comes afterwards, or contribute some slight touch to a delineation of character, these
may be, if not sanctified, at least excused, as a sort of necessity.

And now I bid a loving farewell to my so long cherished book on its entrance into the world, wishing
it the fortune of being agreeable, and of exciting and propagating much that is good.

WEIMAR, 31st October, 1835.

[1] Inthe German “Spiegelung,” but “refraction” furnishes a more adequate image.—Trans.



PREFACE TO THIRD OR SUPPLEMENTAL VOLUME

NOW, I at last see before me this long promised third part of my Conversations with Goethe: I enjoy the
pleasant sensation of having overcome great obstacles.

My case was very difficult; it was like that of a mariner who cannot sail with the wind that blows to-
day, but must often patiently wait whole weeks and months for a favourable gale, such as has blown
years ago. When I was so happy as to write my first two parts, I could sail with a fair wind, because the
freshly-spoken words were then still ringing in my ears, and the living intercourse with that wonderful
man sustained me in an element of mspiration, through which I felt borne, as if on wings, to my goal.

But now when that voice has been hushed for many years, and the happiness of those personal
mterviews lies so far behind me, I could attain the needful inspiration only in those hours in which it was
granted me to enter into my own interior, and, in undisturbed reverie, to give a fresh colouring to the
past, where it began to revive within me, and I saw great thoughts, and great characteristic traits before
me, like mountains; distant indeed, but nevertheless plainly discernible, and illumined as by the sun of the
actual day.

Thus did my inspiration arise from my delight in that great man; the details of thought and of oral
expression were again fresh, as if [ had experienced them yesterday. The living Goethe was again there: I
again heard the peculiarly charming sound of his voice, to which no other can compare. I saw him again
in the evening, with his black frock and star, jesting, laughing, and cheerfully conversing amid the social
circle in his well-lighted room. Another day, when the weather was fine, he was with me in the carriage in
his brown surtout, and blue cloth cap, with his light grey cloak laid over his knees; there he was, with his
countenance brown and healthy as the fresh air; his words freely flowing forth, and sounding above the
noise of the wheels. Or I saw myself in the evening by the quiet taper light again transported into his
study, where he sat opposite to me at his table, in his white flannel dressing-gown, mild as the impression
of a well spent day. We talked about things good and great: he set before me the noblest part of his own
nature, and his mind kindled my own—the most perfect harmony existed between us. He extended his
hand to me across the table, and I pressed it: I then took a full glass which stood by me, and which I
drank to him without uttering a word, my glances being directed into his eyes across the wine.

Thus was I again associated with him as in actual life, and his words again sounded to me as of old.

But as it is generally the case n life, that, although we can think of a dear departed one, our thoughts
for weeks and months can be but transient, on account of the claims of the actual day; and that the quiet
moments of such a reverie, in which we believe that we once more possess, in all its living freshness, a
beloved object that we have lost, belong to a few happy hours—so was it with me with respect to
Goethe.

Months often passed when my soul, engrossed by the contact of ordinary life, was dead to Goethe,
and he uttered not a word to my mind. And again came other weeks and months, during which I was in a
barren mood, so that nothing would bud or blossom within me. I was forced, with great patience, to let
these periods of inanity pass unemployed, for anything written under such circumstances would have
been worthless. I was compelled to wait for my good fortune to bestow a return of those hours when the
past would stand before me in all its liveliness, and my soul would be elevated to such a degree of mental



strength and sensible ease, as to be a worthy receptacle for the thoughts and feelings of Goethe; for |
had to do with a hero whom I must not allow to sink. To be truly delineated he must appear in all the
mildness of his disposition; in the full clearness and power of his mind; and in the accustomed dignity of
his august personality—and this was no trifling requisition.

My relation to him was peculiar, and of a very intimate kind: it was that of the scholar to the master; of
the son to the father; of the poor in culture to the rich in culture. He drew me into his own circle, and let
me participate in the mental and bodily enjoyments of a higher state of existence. Sometimes I saw him
but once a week, when I visited him in the evening; sometimes every day, when I had the happiness to
dine with him either alone or in company. His conversation was as varied as his works. He was always
the same, and always different. Now he was occupied by some great idea, and his words flowed forth
rich and inexhaustible; they were often like a garden in spring where all is in blossom, and where one is
so dazzled by the general brilliancy that one does not think of gathering a nosegay. At other times, on the
contrary, he was taciturn and laconic, as if a cloud pressed upon his soul; nay, there were days when it
seemed as if he were filled with icy coldness, and a keen wind was sweeping over plains of frost and
snow. When one saw him again he was again like a smiling summer's day, when all the warblers of the
wood joyously greet us from hedges and bushes, when the cuckoo's voice resounds through the blue
sky, and the brook ripples through flowery meadows. Then it was a pleasure to hear him; his presence
then had a beneficial influence, and the heart expanded at his words.

Winter and summer, age and youth, seemed with him to be engaged in a perpetual strife and change;
nevertheless, it was admirable in him, when from seventy to eighty years old, that youth always
recovered the ascendancy; those autumnal and wintry days I have indicated were only rare exceptions.

His self-control was great—nay, it formed a prominent peculiarity in his character. It was akin to that
lofty deliberation (Besonnenheit) through which he always succeeded in mastering his material, and
giving his single works that artistical finish which we admire in them. Through the same quality he was
often concise and circumspect, not only in many of his writings, but also in his oral expressions. When,
however, in happy moments, a more powerful demon!!! was active within him, and that self-control
abandoned him, his discourse rolled forth with youthful impetuosity, like a mountain cataract. In such
moments he expressed what was best and greatest in his abundant nature, and such moments are to be
understood when his earlier friends say of him, that his spoken words were better than those which he
wrote and printed. Thus Marmontel said of Diderot, that whoever knew him from his writings only knew
him but half; but that as soon as he became animated in actual conversation he was incomparable, and
rresistibly carried his hearers along.

If, on the other hand, I may now hope that I have succeeded in preserving in these conversations
much that belonged to those happy moments, it is, perhaps, on the other hand, no less advantage to this
book that it contains two reflections of Goethe's personality, one towards myself, the other towards a
young friend.

M. Soret, of Geneva, a liberal republican, called to Weimar in the year 1822, to superintend the
education of the hereditary Grand Duke, remained, from that year to Goethe's death, in very close
connection with him. He was a constant guest at Goethe's table, and a frequent and welcome visitor at
the evening parties; moreover, his attainments in natural science offered many points of contact on which
to base a lasting intercourse. As a profound mineralogist he arranged Goethe's crystals, while his
knowledge of botany enabled him to translate Goethe's “Metamorphosis of the Plants” into French, and
thus to give a wider circulation to that important work. His position at court likewise brought him
frequently into Goethe's presence, as he sometimes accompanied the prince to Goethe's house, while
sometimes commissions to Goethe, from His Royal Highness the Archduke, and Her Imperial Highness



the Archduchess, gave him occasion for visits.

These personal interviews were often recorded by M. Soret in his journals; and some years ago he
was kind enough to give me a small manuscript compiled from this source, in order that I might, if I
pleased, take what was best and most interesting, and introduce it into my third volume in chronological
order.

These notes, which were written in French, were sometimes complete, but sometimes cursory and
defective, accordingly as the author found time to make them in his hurried and often greatly occupied
days. Since, however, no subject appears in his manuscript which was not repeatedly and thoroughly
discussed by Goethe and myself, my own journals were perfectly adapted to complete the notes of
Soret, to supply his deficiencies, and to develop sufficiently what he often had only indicated. All the
conversations which are based on Soret's manuscript, or for which that manuscript has been much used,
as is particularly the case in the first two years, are marked with an asterisk (*) placed against the date, to
distinguish them from those which are by me alone, and which, with a few exceptions, make up the years
from 1824 to 1829 (inclusive), and a great part of 1830, 1831, and 1832.

I have now nothing further to add, but the wish that this third volume, which I have so long and so
fondly kept by me, will meet with that kind reception which was so abundantly accorded to the first two.

WEIMAR, 21st December, 1847.

[1] It is almost needless to observe that the word “demon” is here used in reference to its Greek origin, and implies nothing
evil—Trans.



INTRODUCTION



T

AT Winsen on the Luhe, a little town between Liineburg and Hamburg, on the border of the marsh and
heathlands, I was born, at the beginning of the nineties, in nothing better than a hut, as we may well call a
small house which had only one room capable of being heated, and no stairs, and in which they mounted
at once to the hayloft by a ladder, which reached to the house-door.

As the youngest born of a second marriage, I, properly speaking, did not know my parents till they
had reached an advanced age; and, to a certain extent, I grew up with them alone. Two sons of my
father's first marriage were still alive. One of them, after several voyages as a sailor, had been taken
prisoner in foreign parts, and had not since been heard of; while the other, after being several times
engaged in the whale and seal fisheries in Greenland, had returned to Hamburg, and there lived i
moderate circumstances. Two sisters of my father's second marriage had grown up before me. When I
had attained my twelfth year they had already left the parental hut, and were in service in our town and in
Hamburg.

The principal means of supporting our little family was a cow, which not only supplied us with milk
for our daily wants, but gave us every year a calf for fattening, and sometimes milk enough to sell for a
few groschen. We had besides a piece of land, which supplied us with vegetables for the wants of the
year. Corn for bread, and flour for the kitchen, we were, however, obliged to buy.

My mother was particularly expert at spinning wool; she also gave much satisfaction by the caps she
made for the women of the village, and in both ways earned some money.

My father's business consisted of a small traffic, which varied according to the seasons, and obliged
him to be often absent from home, and to travel on foot about the country. In summer he was seen with
a light wooden box on his back, going in the heath-country from village to village, hawking ribbons,
thread, and silk. At the same time he purchased here woollen stockings and Beyderwand! (a cloth
woven out of the wool of the sheep on the heaths, and linen yarn), which he again disposed of in the
Vierlande on the other side the Elbe, where he likewise went hawking. In the winter he carried on a trade
in rough quills and unbleached linen, which he bought up in the villages of the hut and marsh country,
and took to Hamburg when a ship offered. But in all cases his gains must have been very small, as we
always lived in some degree of poverty.

If now I am to speak of my employments in childhood, these varied according to the season. When
spring commenced, and the waters of the Elbe had receded after their customary overflow, I went daily
to collect the sedges which had been thrown upon the dykes and other places, and to heap them up as
litter for our cow. But when the first green was springing over the broad meadows, I, with other boys,
passed long days in watching the cows. In summer I was actively employed on our field, and brought
dry wood from the thickets scarce a mile (German) off, to serve for firing throughout the year. In harvest
time I passed weeks in the field as a gleaner, and when the autumn winds shook the trees I gathered
acorns, which I sold by the peck to persons of opulence, to feed their geese. When I was old enough, I
went with my father on his travels from hamlet to hamlet, and helped to carry his bundle. This time
affords some of the fairest remembrances of my youth.

Under such influences, and busied in such employments, during which, at certain periods, I attended a
school, and barely learned to read and write, I reached my fourteenth year; and every one will confess,
that from this situation to an intimate connection with Goethe there was a great step, and one that seemed
scarcely probable. I knew not that there were in the world such things as Poetry or the Fine Arts; and,
fortunately, there was not within me even so much as a blind longing and striving after them.

It has been said that animals are instructed by their very organization; and so may it be said of man,



that, by something which he does quite accidentally, he is often taught the higher powers which slumber
within him. Something of the sort happened to me, which, though insignificant in itself, gave a new turn
to my life, and is therefore stamped indelibly on my memory.

[ sat one evening with both my parents at table by the light of a lamp. My father had just returned from
Hamburg, and was talking about his business there. As he loved smoking, he had brought back with him
a packet of tobacco, which lay before him on the table, and had for the crest a horse. This horse seemed
to me a very good picture, and, as I had by me pen, ink, and a piece of paper, I was seized with an
irresistible inclination to copy it. My father continued talking about Hamburg, and I, being quite
unobserved, became wholly engaged in drawing the horse. When finished, it seemed to me a perfect
likeness of the original, and I experienced a delight before unknown. I showed my parents what I had
done, and they could not avoid praising me and expressing admiration. I passed the night in happy
excitement, and almost sleepless; I thought constantly of the horse I had drawn, and longed impatiently
for morning, that I might have it again before my eyes, and delight myself with beholding it.

From this time the once-excited propensity for visible imitation was never forgotten. And as I found
no other help of any sort in our place, I deemed myself most happy when our neighbour, who was a
potter, lent me some outlines, which served him as models for painting his plates and dishes.

These outlines I copied very carefully with pen and ink, and thus arose two books of drawings, which
soon passed from hand to hand, and at last came under the eye of the upper Bailiff (Oberamtmann),
Meyer, the first man of the place. He sent for me, made me a present, and praised me in the kindest
manner. He asked me if I should like to become a painter, for if so, he would, when I was confirmed,
send me to a proper master at Hamburg. I said that I should like it very much, and would talk of it with
my parents. They, however, who belonged to the peasant class, and lived in a place where scarce any
occupations were followed except tilling and grazing, thought of a painter only as one who paints doors
and houses. They, therefore, advised me earnestly against it, saying it was not only a very dirty, but a
very dangerous trade, at which one might break one's legs or neck, as was indeed often the case,
especially in Hamburg, where the houses are seven stories high. As my own ideas of a painter were not
more elevated, I abandoned my fancy for this trade, and put quite out of my head the offer of the good
Bailiff.

However, the attention of higher persons having been once bestowed on me, I was kept in sight, and
efforts were made to aid me in various ways. I was permitted to take private lessons with the few
children of that rank; I learned French, and a little Latin and music: I was also provided with better
clothing, and the worthy superintendent, Parisius, did not disdain to give me a seat at his own table.

Henceforth, I loved school very much. I sought to make this pleasant state of things last as long as
possible, and my parents readily consented that I should not be confirmed before my sixteenth year.

But now arose the question, what was to be done with me? Could I have followed my wishes, I
should have been sent to pursue learned studies at a gymnasium; but this was out of the question, as I
was not only destitute of means, but felt myself imperiously called upon by my circumstances to get into
some situation as soon as possible, where I could not only take care of myself, but in some measure
help my poor old parents.

Such a situation presented itself immediately after my confirmation, for a judicial functionary
(Justizbeamter) of the place offered to take me to do copying and other little services for him, and I
joyfully consented. I had, during the last year and a half of my schooling, acquired not only a good hand,
but practised a great deal in composition, so that I might consider myself very well qualified for such a
post. I also carried on some of the minor parts of an advocate's business, frequently drawing up both
judgment and petition, according to prescribed forms: this lasted two years, viz. till 1810, when the



Hanoverian office, at Winsen on the Luhe, was broken up, and the place being taken into the department
of Lower Elbe, was incorporated with the French empire.

I then received an appointment in the office of direct taxes at Liineburg, and when this was also
broken up in the following year, I entered the office of the under prefect in Uelzen. Here I worked till near
the end of the year 1812, when the prefect, Herr von Diiring, patronized me, and made me secretary of
the mayoralty at Bevensen. This post I held till the spring of 1813, when the approach of the Cossacks
gave us hopes of being freed from the French yoke.

I now took my leave and returned home, with no other intention than that of joining the ranks of those
patriotic warriors who began secretly to form themselves in various places.

This plan I carried out. Towards the end of the summer I joined as a volunteer, with rifle and holster,
the Kielmannsegge Jager corps, and in Captain Knop's company made the campaign of the winter of
1813-14, through Mecklenburg, Holstein, and before Hamburg, against Marshal Davoust. Afterwards we
crossed the Rhine against General Maison, and in the summer marched about a great deal in the fertile
provinces of Flanders and Brabant.

Here, at the sight of the great pictures of the Netherlands, a new world opened to me; I passed whole
days in churches and museums. These were, in fact, the first pictures I ever saw in my life. I understood
now what was meant by being a painter. I saw the honoured happy progress of the scholars, and I could
have wept that [ was not permitted to pursue a similar path. However, I took my resolution at once. I
made the acquaintance of a young artist at Tournay; I obtained black crayons and a sheet of drawing-
paper of the largest size, and sat down at once before a picture to copy it. My enthusiasm somewhat
supplied my deficiencies in practice and instruction, and thus I succeeded in the outlines of the figures. |
had also begun to shade the whole from the left side, when marching orders broke up my happy
employment. 1 hastened to indicate the gradations of light and shade in the still unfinished parts with
single letters, hoping that thus I might yet complete my work in some tranquil hour. I then rolled up my
picture, and put it in a case, which I carried at my back with my gun, all the long march from Tournay to
Hameln.

Here, in the autumn of 1814, the Jager corps was disbanded. I went home; my father was dead; my
mother was still alive, and resided with my elder sister, who had married, and had taken possession of
the paternal house. I began now to continue my drawing. I completed first the picture I had brought from
Brabant; and then, as I had no proper models, I stuck to some little engravings of Ramberg's, of which I
made enlarged copies in black chalk. But here I felt the want of proper knowledge and preparation. I had
no idea of the anatomy either of men or animals; I knew as little how to treat properly the various kinds
of trees and grounds; and it cost me unspeakable toil to make anything look decently well by my own
mode of proceeding.

Thus I soon saw that, if I wished to become an artist, I must set to work in a way somewhat different,
and that more of this groping about in my own way would only be lost labour. Now my plan was to find
a suitable master, and begin from the very beginning.

The master whom I had in my eye was no other than Ramberg, of Hanover, and it seemed to me the
more possible to stop in that city, as a beloved friend of my earlier days lived there in easy
circumstances. On his friendship I could rely for my support, and he was constantly inviting me.

Without further delay, therefore, 1 tied up my bundle, and took, in the midst of the winter of 1815, a
walk of almost forty leagues, quite alone, over the heath and through the deep snow. I arrived at Hanover
in a few days, without accident.

I went immediately to Ramberg, and told him my wishes. After looking at what I laid before him, he
seemed not to doubt my talent, yet he remarked that I must have bread first; that the mastery of the



technical part of art demanded much time, and that the prospect of earning a subsistence by art lay at a
great distance. Meanwhile, he showed himself willing to help me as much as he could; he looked up
immediately, from the mass of his drawings, some suitable sheets with parts of the human body, and
gave them to me to copy.

So I lived with my friend, and drew after Ramberg. I made good progress, for the drawings which he
gave me were more and more advanced. I drew the whole anatomy of the human frame, and was never
weary of repeating difficult hands and feet. So passed some happy months. When we came to May,
however, my health began to give way; and on the approach of June my hands trembled so much that I
could no longer hold a pencil.

We consulted a skilful physician, and he found my situation dangerous. He said that in consequence
of the campaign, perspiration was checked, that my internals were attacked by a consuming heat, and
that, if I continued a fortnight in this condition, I should inevitably be a corpse. He prescribed warm
baths, and similar remedies to restore the action of the skin; cheering signs of improvement very soon
appeared, but the continuation of my artistic studies was not to be thought of.

My friend had hitherto paid me the kindest care and attention; there was not the least thought or hint
that I was, or could afterwards become, a burden to him. I, however, thought of it, and as the uneasiness
which I had long harboured on this head had probably hastened the breaking out of my dormant illness,
so did it now come forward in all its force, as I saw heavy expenses before me on account of my
recovery.

At such a time of external and internal embarrassment, the prospect opened to me of an appointment,
with a commission, which had for its object the clothing of the Hanoverian army, and hence it was not
surprising that, renouncing the artistical path, I yielded to the pressure of circumstances, solicited the
appointment, and was delighted to obtain it.

My recovery was soon complete, and a state of health and cheerfulness returned which I had not
enjoyed for a long time. I found myself able, in some measure, to requite the kindness my friend had
generously shown me. The novelty of the services into which I was now to be initiated gave occupation
to my mind. My superiors seemed to me men of the noblest views, and with my colleagues, some of
whom had made the campaign in the same corps with me, I was soon on a footing of cordial ntimacy.

Being now fairly settled, I began with some freedom to look about the city, which contained much that
was worth observation, and, in leisure hours, I was never weary of rambling, over and over again, about
its beautiful environs. With a pupil of Ramberg's, a promising young artist, I formed a close intimacy,
and he was my constant companion in my rambles. And since I was forced to give up the practice of Art
on account of my health and other circumstances, it was a great solace that I could, at least, daily
converse about it with him. I took interest in his compositions, which he showed me in sketches, and
about which we conversed. He introduced me to many istructive works; I read Winckelmann and
Mengs; but, never having had before me the objects which they discuss, I could only imbibe generalities
from their works, and received, indeed, but little benefit.

My friend, who had been born and brought up in the city, was in advance of me in every kind of
mental culture, and had, what I entirely wanted, considerable acquaintance with the belles lettres. At that
time Theodore Korner was the venerated hero of the day. My friend brought me the “Lyre and Sword,”
which did not fail to make a deep impression on me, as well as others, and to excite my admiration.

Much has been said of the artistical effect of poems, and many have ranked it very high; but it seems
to me that the subject-matter is, after all, the chief point. Unconsciously, I made this experience in
reading the “Lyre and Sword.” For that I, like Korner, had fostered in my bosom an abhorrence of those
who had been our oppressors for so many years; that I, like him, had fought for our freedom, and, like



him, had been familiar with all those circumstances of tedious marches, nightly bivouacs, outpost
service, and skirmishes, and amid them all had been filled with thoughts and feelings similar to his: this it
was which gave to these poems so deep and powerful an echo in my heart.

Since nothing of import could have an effect upon me without moving me deeply and rendering me
productive, so it was with these poems of Theodore Korner. I bethought me that I too had, in childhood
and the years immediately following, written little poems from time to time, without caring any more
about them, because at the time I attached no great value to things so easily produced, and because a
certain mental ripeness is required for appreciation of poetical talent. This talent now in Korner appeared
to me as something enviable and noble, and I felt a great desire to try if I could succeed, by following
him in some degree.

The return of our patriotic warriors from France afforded me a good opportunity, and, as I had fresh
in my memory all the unspeakable hardships which the soldier must undergo in the field, while often no
inconvenience is endured by the citizen in his comfortable home, I thought it would be good to set forth
this contrast in a poem, and, by working on the feelings, to prepare for the returning troops a more
cordial reception.

I had several hundred copies of this poem printed at my own expense, and distributed through the
town. The effect produced was favourable beyond my expectations. It procured me a throng of very
pleasant acquaintances; people sympathized with the views and feelings I had uttered, encouraged me to
make similar attempts, and were generally of opinion that I had given proof of a talent which deserved
further cultivation. The poem was copied into periodicals, printed, and sold separately in various places;
I even had the pleasure of seeing it set to music by a very favourite composer, though, in fact, it was ill
adapted for singing, on account of its length and rhetorical style.

Not a week passed now in which I was not happy enough to produce some new poem. I was now in
my four-and-twentieth year: within me, a world of feelings, impulses, and good-will, was i full action;
but I was entirely deficient in nformation and mental culture. The study of our great poets was
recommended to me, especially of Schiller and Klopstock. I procured their works—I read, I admired
them, without receiving much assistance from them; the path of these geniuses, though I was not aware
of it at the time, being too far from the natural tendency of my own mind.

At this time, I first heard the name of Goethe, and obtained a volume of his poems. I read his songs
again and again, and enjoyed a happiness which no words can express. I seemed as if I had not till now
begun to wake, and attain real consciousness; it appeared to me that my own inmost soul, till then
unknown even to myself, was reflected in these songs. Nowhere did I meet any learned or foreign matter
beyond the reach of my own uncultivated thoughts and feelings; nowhere any names of outlandish and
obsolete divinities, which to me said nothing; but, on the contrary, I found the human heart, with its
desires, joys, and sorrows—I found a German nature, clear as the bright actual day—pure reality in the
light of a mild glorification.

I lived whole weeks and months absorbed in these songs. Then I succeeded in obtaining “Wilhelm
Meister,” then “Goethe's Life,” then his dramas. “Faust,” from whose abysses of human nature and
perdition I at first, shuddering, drew back, but whose profound enigmatical character ever attracted me
again. I read always in holidays. My admiration and love increased daily; for a long time I completely
lived in these works, and thought and talked of nothing but Goethe.

The advantage which we derive from studying the works of a great author may be of different kinds;
but the chief benefit probably consists in this, that we become more clearly conscious, not only of our
own internal nature, but also of the varied world without us. Such an effect was produced on me by the
works of Goethe. I was also impelled by them to a better observation and apprehension of sensible



objects and characters; I came gradually to understand the unity or internal harmony of an individual with
itself, and thus the enigma of the great variety in phenomena, both of nature and art, was solved to me
more and more.

After I had in some measure grounded myself in Goethe's writings, and had also made many practical
attempts in poetry, I turned to some of the best writers of other countries and earlier times, and read in
the best translations, not only the principal pieces of Shakspeare, but also Sophocles and Homer.

Here, however, I soon perceived that in these sublime works I could only appreciate the generally
Human (das Allgemeinmenschliche), and that the understanding of the details, both of language and
history, presupposed an amount of knowledge and an education that is commonly acquired only in
schools and universities.

Moreover, it was shown to me, from many sides, that I was toiling in vain by thus following my own
way, and that, without what is called a classical education, a poet can never succeed either in writing his
own language with elegance and expression, or, indeed, performing anything excellent even as to its
import. When, too, I read many biographies of distinguished men to see what educational path they had
adopted to attain to anything good, and perceived how they all went through the routine of schools and
colleges, I resolved, in spite of my advanced age and the many obstacles which surrounded me, to do
the same.

I forthwith applied to an eminent philologian, who had been appointed teacher in the gymnasium at
Hanover, and took private instruction, not only in Latin, but also in Greek, on which studies I spent all
the time which the hours (at least six a day) claimed from me by my office would afford me.

Thus I passed a year. I made good progress, but with my excessive ardour it seemed to me that |
went on too slowly, and must devise some other plan. I thought that if I could pass four or five hours
daily in the gymnasium, and thus live altogether in a learned atmosphere, I should progress in quite
another fashion, and attain my end infinitely sooner.

In this opinion I was confirmed by the advice of competent persons; I therefore resolved to carry out
my scheme, and easily obtamned the consent of my superiors; for the hours of the gymnasium chiefly fell
in a part of the day when I was disengaged.

I therefore applied for admission; and, accompanied by my teacher, went on a Sunday forenoon to the
worthy director to go through the requisite probation. He examimed me with all possible kindness; but as
I was not prepared for the traditional school questions, and with all my industry lacked the proper
routine, I did not stand so well as I really ought to have done. However, on the assurance of my teacher
that I knew more than appeared from my examination, and, in consideration of my uncommon ardour,
the director placed me in the second class.

I need hardly say that a man of nearly twenty-five, and one already employed i the king's service,
made but an odd figure among scholars who were, for the most part, mere boys, and that my situation
was at first rather strange and unpleasant; but my great thirst for knowledge enabled me to overlook and
endure everything. And, on the whole, I had no cause for complaint. The tutors esteemed me; the elder
and better scholars of the class treated me in the most friendly manner, and even the most mischievous
had forbearance enough not to play their tricks on me.

I was thus, on the whole, very happy in the attainment of my object, and proceeded with great zeal in
this new path. I woke at five in the morning, and soon set about preparing my lessons. About eight I
went to the school, and stayed till ten. Thence I hastened to my office, where my attendance was
required till one. I then flew home, swallowed a little dinner, and was again at school soon after one. The
hours then lasted till four, after which I was occupied in my office till seven, and devoted the remainder
of the evening to preparation and private mstruction.



Thus I lived some months; but my strength was unequal to such exertion, and the ancient saying, “No
man can serve two masters,” was confirmed. Want of free air and exercise, and of time and quiet for
eating, drinking, and sleep, gradually reduced me to an unhealthy state; I found myself paralyzed both in
body and mind, and saw that I must, as a matter of necessity, give up either the school or my office. As
my subsistence depended on the latter, I had only the former alternative, and again left the school in the
beginning of the spring of 1817. As I saw it was my destiny to make many trials, I did not repent that I
had also made trial of a learned school.

Indeed, I had advanced a good step; and as I still had the University in view, there was no course left
me but to go on with my private mstruction, which I did with the greatest ardour.

After getting rid of the burden of the winter, I the more cheerfully enjoyed the spring and summer. |
was much in the open country, which this year spoke with peculiar sympathy to my heart, and many
poems were produced; Goethe's juvenile songs were floating as a high example before my eyes.

On the commencement of winter, I began seriously to think how it would be possible to enter the
University, at least within a year. | was so far advanced in Latin as to write metrical translations of such
parts as especially struck me in Horace's Odes, Virgil's Eclogues, and Ovid's Metamorphoses, and
could read with some facility Cicero's Orations and Casar's commentaries. With this I could by no
means look upon myself as suitably prepared for academical studies, but I thought that I might advance
considerably within a year, and then make good all deficiencies in the University myself.

Among the higher persons i the city, I had gained many patrons; they promised me their aid, on
condition, however, I would choose what is called a Bread study./”! But as this did not belong to the
tendency of my nature, and as I lived in the firm conviction that man must only cultivate that to which he
is directed by a constant internal impulse, I adhered to my own plans, and my friends refused their
assistance, granting nothing beyond a free board.

I had now only to carry out my scheme with my own resources, and to set about a literary production
of some importance.

Miillner's “Schuld” (Crime) and Grillparzer's “Ahnfrau” (the Ancestress)®! were then the order of the
day, and attracted much attention. To my natural feeling these artificial works were repugnant, and still
less could I reconcile myself to the ideas of destiny which they contained, and which I thought would
have a demoralizing effect on the public; I therefore resolved to appear against them, and to show that
destiny depends on character. However, I intended to fight not by words, but in act. A piece was to be
produced which should utter the truth, that man in the present sows seeds for the future, which bring
forth good or evil fruit according to his sowing. Being unacquainted with the history of the world, I had
to invent the character and the course of the action. I carried it in my head for a full year, and imagined
the single scenes and acts down to the minutest details, till at last [ wrote it, in the winter of 1820, in the
morning hours of a few weeks. 1 was supremely happy in doing this, for the whole flowed forth easily
and naturally. But, in opposition to the above-named poets, | had my eye too steadily fixed on real life,
and never thought of the theatre. Thus it was more a quiet delineation of situations than a rapidly
progressive action, and only poetical and rhythmical where characters and situations required it.
Subordinate persons had too much room, and the whole piece too much breadth.

I showed it to my most mtimate friends and acquaintance, but it was not received as I wished: they
objected that some scenes belonged to comedy, and, further, that I had read too little. As I had expected
a better reception, I was at first quietly offended, but I gradually came to the conviction that my friends
were not so very wrong, and that my piece, even if the characters were correctly drawn, and the whole
was well designed, and produced with some degree of care and facility, was of far too small merit to be
fit for public representation, with respect to the views of life which it developed.



When I consider my origin, and the little I had studied, this was not to be wondered at. I determined
to remodel the piece, and arrange it for the theatre; but first to progress in my studies, that I might be
capable to give everything a higher character. My anxiety to go to the University, where I hoped to attain
all I wanted, and through which I expected to improve my position in life, became a positive passion. I
resolved to publish my poems, as a chance of obtaining my wishes. As I had not that established
reputation which would lead me to expect a handsome sum from a publisher, I chose the way of
subscription as more suitable to my position.

This was conducted by my friends, and had the happiest result. I again went before my superiors with
my views as to Gottingen, and asked for my dismissal. As they were convinced that I was really in
earnest, and would not give way, they favoured my designs. On the representation of my chief, Colonel
von Berger, the war-office (Kriegs-Canzlei) granted me my dismissal, and also a hundred and fifty
dollars yearly for two years, to aid me in the prosecution of my studies.

I was now happy in the realization of the schemes I had cherished for years. I had the poems printed
and sent off as quickly as possible, and derived from them, after deducting all expenses, a clear profit of
one hundred and fifty dollars.

In May, 1821, I went to Gottingen, leaving one behind me I dearly loved.

My first attempt to reach the University had failed, because I obstinately refused any “Bread study,”
as it is called. Now, however, grown wiser by experience, and only too well aware of the unspeakable
struggles which then awaited me, both on the side of my nearest acquaintance and on that of higher
persons of influence, I was prudent enough to submit to the views of a too-potent world, and to declare
that I would choose a “Bread study,” and devote myself to jurisprudence.

My powerful patrons, and all who set their heart on my worldly advancement, while they had no
notion of the urgency of my wants, found my plan very rational. All opposition was now at an end. I
found everywhere kind advances, and a ready furtherance of my views. To confirm me in such good
mtentions, they did not fail to allege that the juridical studies were by no means of such a kind as to
preclude higher mental advantages. They said that I should thus gain an insight into civil and social
relations, such as I could attain in no other way; that this study was by no means so extensive as to
hinder my pursuing many so-called higher studies; and they told me of various celebrated persons, who
had studied all the departments of law, and also attained the highest proficiency in other ways.

However, both my friends and myself overlooked the fact that such men not only came to the
University well stored with school-learning, but had, besides, a much longer time to expend on their
studies than the imperious necessity of my circumstances would permit to me.

Suffice it to say, that, as I deceived others, I gradually deceived myself also, and really fancied that I
might seriously study law, and, at the same time, attain my own peculiar ends.

Under this delusion, of seeking that which I had no wish to possess and apply, I began with
jurisprudence as soon as I reached the University. I found the science by no means of a repulsive kind,
but rather such that, if my head had not been already too full of other plans and wishes, I could willingly
have given myself up to it. But I was like a maiden, who finds abundant reasons for objecting to a
proposed marriage, merely because she unfortunately has a secret love in her heart.

At the lectures on the Institutes and Pandects, I was often absorbed in inventing dramatic scenes and
acts. I zealously tried to fix my mind on the matter delivered by the lecturer, but it always wandered. I
really thought of nothing but poetry and heart, and the higher human culture to attain which I had for
years passionately endeavoured to reach the University.

Heeren was the person who most assisted me in my immediate objects during this first year at the
University. His ethnography and history laid the best foundation for further studies of the same kind,



while the clearness and closeness of his style was of important advantage to me in other respects. I
attended every lecture with delight, and never left one without being penetrated with the highest
veneration and affection for that eminent man.

I judiciously began my second academic year by setting aside entirely the study of jurisprudence,
which was, indeed, much too important to be made subordinate to others, and which was too great a
hindrance with regard to my principal object. I devoted myself to philology, and was now as much
indebted to Dissen as I had been the first year to Heeren. For not only because his lectures gave my
studies the food most needed and desired, did I find myself daily enlightened and advanced, and receive
safe directions for my future works, but I had also the happiness of becoming personally acquainted
with this excellent man, and of receiving from him guidance and encouragement in my studies.

My daily intercourse with the best minds among the students, and the conversations on the noblest
subjects during our walks and often till late at night, were to me invaluable, and exercised a most
favourable influence on the development of my faculties.

In the mean while, the end of my pecuniary means drew near. On the other hand, during the past year
and a half, I had accumulated daily new treasures of knowledge; and to heap more together, without any
practical application, would not have suited my natural disposition and my course of life. Hence, my
passionate desire now was, by some literary undertaking, to make myself once more free, and sharpen
my appetite for further study.

I intended to complete my dramatic work, which still interested me, as far as the subject was
concerned, but which was to be elevated both in form and import, and also to bring forward some ideas
relating to the principles of poetry, which had developed themselves in opposition to the views then
prevalent. These two labours were to be undertaken in succession.

I, therefore, left the University in the autumn of 1822, and took lodgings in the country near Hanover. |
first wrote my theoretical essays, which I hoped might aid youthful talents, not only in production, but in
criticising poetical works, and gave them the title of “Beytrige zur Poesie.”l"!

In May, 1823, I had completed this work. As I needed not only a good publisher, but also a handsome
remuneration, | took the resolution at once to send my work to Goethe, and ask him to say some words
of recommendation to Herr von Cotta.

Goethe was still, as formerly, the poet to whom I daily looked up to as my infallible polar star; whose
utterance harmonized with my thought, and led me constantly to a higher and higher pont of view;
whose high art in treating the most varied subjects I was ever striving to fathom and imitate; and towards
whom my love and veneration had almost the nature of a passion.

Soon after my arrival in Gottingen, I had sent him a copy of my poems, accompanied by a light
sketch of the progress of my life and culture, and had the great joy, not only to receive some lines written
by his own hand, but to hear from travellers that he had a good opinion of me, and proposed to make
mention of me in the numbers of “Kunst und Alterthum.”!!

In my situation, at that time, the knowledge of this fact was of great importance, and gave me courage
to show him the manuscript I had just completed.

I had no other desire at present than to see him personally for some moments, to attain which object I
set off, about the end of May, and went on foot over Gottingen and the Werrathal, to Weimar.

During this journey, which the heat of the weather often made fatiguing, I frequently felt within me the
consolatory belief that I was under the especial guidance of kindly powers, and that this journey would
be of great importance to my success in life.

[1] Anglice, Linsey-woolsey—Trans.



[2] That is a course of study for the express purpose of gaining a subsistence, as distinguished from that study which seeks
learning for its own sake.—Trans.

[3] Two plays.—Trans.
[4] Contributions to Poetry.

[5] Artand Antiquity.



1822



(Sup.*) Sat., Sept. 21.

This evening at Goethe's, with Counsellor (Hofrath) Meyer. The conversation turned principally upon
mineralogy, chemistry, and natural science (physik). The phenomena of the polarization of light appeared
to interest him particularly. He showed me various preparations, chiefly after his own designs, and
expressed a wish to make some experiments with me.

In the course of our conversation, Goethe became more and more free and communicative. I
remained more than an hour, and at my departure he said many kind things to me.

His figure is still to be called handsome; his forechead and eyes are extremely majestic. He is tall and
well built, and so vigorous in appearance that one can scarcely comprehend how he has been able for
some years to declare himself too old to enter into society, and to go to court.

(Sup.*) Tues., Sept. 24.

The evening spent at Goethe's, with Meyer, Goethe's son, Frau von Goethe, and his physician,
Counsellor (Hofrath) Rehbein. To-day, Goethe was particularly lively. He showed me some splendid
lithographs from Stuttgard, the most perfect things of the kind I had ever seen. After that we conversed
on scientific subjects, especially on the advancement of chemistry. Iodine and chlorine occupied him
particularly; he spoke about these substances as if the new discoveries in chemistry had quite taken him
by surprise. He had some iodine brought in, and volatilized it, before our eyes, in the flame of a taper; by
which means he did not fail to make us admire the violet-vapour as a pleasing confirmation of a law in his
theory of colours.

(Sup.*) Thurs., Oct. 1.

To an evening party at Goethe's. I found amongst the assembled guests, Chancellor von Miiller,
President Peucer, Dr. Stephan Schiitze, and Counsellor (Regierungsrath) Schmidt, which last played
some sonatas of Beethoven's with rare perfection. I also derived great enjoyment from the conversations
of Goethe and his daughter-in-law, who had all the cheerfulness of youth, and in whom an amiable
disposition was united with infinite intelligence.

(Sup.*) Thurs., Oct. 10.

To an evening party at Goethe's, with the renowned Blumenbach from Gottingen. Blumenbach is old,
but with an animated and cheerful expression. He has contrived to preserve the whole activity of youth.
His deportment is such, that no one would know that a learned man stood before him. His cordiality is
frank and jovial; he is quite unceremonious, and one is soon upon an easy footing with him. His
acquaintance was to me as interesting as agreeable.

(Sup.*) Tues., Nov. 5.



An evening party at Goethe's. Amongst the assembled guests was the artist Kolbe. We were shown a
beautifully executed painting by him—a copy of Titian's Venus, from the Dresden Gallery.

This evening, I also found with Goethe, Herr von Eschwege, and the celebrated Hummel. Hummel
improvised for nearly an hour upon the piano, with a force and a talent of which it is impossible to form
a conception unless one has heard him. I found his conversation simple and natural, and himself, for a
virtuoso of such celebrity, surprisingly modest.

(Sup.*) Tues., Dec. 3.

At an evening party at Goethe's. Herren Riemer, Coudray, and Meyer, Goethe's son, and Frau von
Goethe, were amongst those assembled.

The students at Jena are in an uproar, and a company of artillery has been sent to quiet them. Riemer
read a collection of songs, which were prohibited, and which had thus given occasion or pretext to the
revolt. All these songs, being read aloud, received decisive applause, on account of the great talent they
displayed. Goethe himself thought well of them, and promised me a private mspection of them.

After we had spent some time in examining copper-plates and valuable books, Goethe, to our great
delight, read to us the poem of “Charon.” I could not but admire the clear, distinct, and energetic manner
in which Goethe read the poem. I have never heard so beautiful a declamation. What fire! what a glance!
and what a voice! Alternately like thunder, and then soft and mild. Perhaps, in some parts, he displayed
too much force for the small room in which we were assembled; but yet there was nothing in his delivery
which we could wish otherwise. Goethe afterwards conversed upon literature, and upon his works, also
upon Madame de Stael, and kindred subjects. He is at present occupied with the translation and
arrangement of the fragments of the “Phaéton” of Euripides. He began this work about a year ago, and
has lately resumed it.

(Sup.*) Thurs., Dec. 5.

This evening, at Goethe's, I heard the rehearsal of the first act of an opera which will shortly be
produced, “The Count of Gleichen,” by Eberwein. Since Goethe resigned the direction of the theatre,
this is the first time, I have been told, that he had had at his house so great an operatic company. Herr
Eberwein directed the singing. Some ladies of Goethe's acquaintance jommed in the choruses, whilst the
solo parts were sung by members of the operatic company. Some pieces appeared to me very
remarkable, especially a canon for four voices.

(Sup.*) Tues., Dec. 17.

In the evening at Goethe's. He was very cheerful, and treated with much spirit the theme that the follies
of fathers are lost for their children.

The mvestigations which are now being made touching the discovery of salt springs evidently
mterested him. He inveighed against the stupidity of certain projectors, who totally disregard the outward
signs, and the position and order of the strata under which rock-salt lies, and through which the auger
must pass, and who, without knowing or seeking to discover the right spot, obstinately continue to work



at random at the same shaft and in the same place.



1823



(Sup.*) Mon., Feb. 9.

This evening at Goethe's, whom I found alone, in conversation with Meyer. I perused an album
belonging to bygone times, containing the handwriting of several renowned men, such as Luther,
Erasmus, Mosheim, and others. The last-mentioned has written, in Latin, the following remarkable
words: “Renown is a source of toil and sorrow; obscurity is a source of happiness.”

(Sup.*) Mon., Feb. 23.

Goethe has been for some days dangerously ill; yesterday he lay n a hopeless condition. To-day,
however, a crisis has arrived, by which he appears to be saved. Still, this morning he said that he
considered himself lost; later, at noon, he seemed to hope that he might recover; and again, in the
evening, he said that, if he escaped, it must be allowed that, for an old man, he had played too high a
game.

(Sup.*) Tues., Feb. 24.

This day has been an anxious one on account of Goethe, because there was not at noon the same
improvement in him which was observable yesterday. In a paroxysm of weakness he said to his
daughter-in-law, “I feel that the moment is come in which the struggle between life and death begins
within me.” Still, in the evening the invalid retamed his full intellectual consciousness, and even displayed
a playful levity. “You are too timid with your remedies,” said he to Rehbein; “you spare me too much:
when one has a patient like me to deal with, one must set to work a little in the Napoleon fashion.”
Thereupon he drank off a cup of decoction of arnica, which, employed by Huschke at the most
dangerous moment yesterday, had brought on the favourable crisis. Goethe gave a beautiful description
of this plant, and extolled its powerful effect to the skies. He was told that the physicians would not
allow the grand-duke to see him: “Were I the grand-duke,” exclaimed Goethe, “I would have asked a
great deal, and troubled myself a great deal about you.” At a moment when he felt better, and when his
chest appeared less oppressed, he spoke with facility and clear mtelligence whereupon Rehbein
whispered in the ear of a bystander, “A better respiration generally brings with it a better inspiration.”
Goethe, who heard this, immediately exclaimed, very pleasantly, “I knew that long ago; but this truth
does not apply to you, you rogue.”

Goethe sat upright in his bed, facing the open door of his workroom, where his nearest friends were
assembled without his knowledge. His features appeared to me little altered; his voice was clear and
distinct, still there was a solemnity in its tone like that of a dying man. “You seem to believe,” said he to
his children, “that I am better, but you deceive yourselves.” We endeavoured playfully to reason him out
of his apprehensions, and he appeared to take it in good part. More persons were constantly entering the
chamber, which appeared to me by no means desirable, for the presence of so many people would
needlessly deteriorate the air, and hinder the attendants on the patient. I could not forbear to speak of it,
and went down into the lower room, whence I issued my bulletins to her imperial highness.

(Sup.*) Wed., Feb. 25.



Goethe has caused an account to be given of the treatment which has been employed towards him up
to the present time; he has also read a list of the persons who have made inquiries concerning the state of
his health, of whom the number daily was very great. He afterwards received the grand-duke, and did not
appear fatigued by his visit. I found fewer persons in his work-room to-day; whereupon I observed, to
my joy, that my remark yesterday had been productive of some good. Now that the disease is removed,
people seem to dread the consequences. His left hand is swollen, and there appear threatening
precursors of the dropsy. We shall not know for some days what will be the final result of the illness. To-
day, for the first time, Goethe has inquired after one of his friends; namely, his oldest friend Meyer. He
wished to show him a scarce medal which he has received from Bohemia, and with which he is
enraptured.

I came at twelve o'clock; and when Goethe heard that I had arrived, he had me called to his side. He
gave me his hand, saying, “You see in me one risen from the dead.” He then commissioned me to thank
her imperial highness for the sympathy which she had shown him during his illness. “My recovery will be
very slow,” he added; “but to the physicians, notwithstanding, belongs the honour of having worked a
little miracle upon me.”

After a few minutes I withdrew. His colour is good; only he has much fallen away, and still breathes
with some pain. It appeared to me that he spoke with greater difficulty than yesterday. The swelling of
the left arm is very conspicuous. He keeps his eyes closed, and only opens them when he speaks.

(Sup.*) Mon., Mar. 2.

This evening at Goethe's, whom I had not seen for several days. He sat in his arm-chair, and had with
him his daughter and Riemer. He was strikingly better. His voice had recovered its natural tone; his
breathing was free; his hand was no longer swollen; his appearance again was what it had been in a state
of health; and his conversation was easy. He rose and walked, without effort, into his sleeping-room and
back. We took tea with him; and as this was the first time, I playfully reproached Frau von Goethe with
having forgotten to place a nosegay on the tea-tray. Frau von Goethe directly took a coloured ribbon
from her hat, and bound it on the tea-urn. This joke appeared to give Goethe much pleasure.

We afterwards examined a collection of imitated jewels, which the grand-duke had received from
Paris.

(Sup.*) Sat., Mar. 22.

To-day, in celebration of Goethe's recovery, his Tasso was represented at the theatre with a prologue
by Riemer, spoken by Frau von Heigendorf. His bust was adorned with a crown of laurel, amidst the
loud exclamations of the excited spectators. After the performance was over, Frau von Heigendorf went
to Goethe's. She was still in the costume of Leonora, and presented to Goethe the crown of Tasso;
which he took, to adorn with it the bust of the Grand-Duchess Alexandra.

(Sup.*) Wed., Apr. 1.
I brought Goethe, from her imperial highness, a number of the French “Journal des Modes,” in which



a translation of his works was discussed. On this occasion we conversed on “Rameau's Neffe”
(Rameau's Nephew), the original of which has long been lost. Many Germans believe that the original
never existed, and that it is all Goethe's own invention. Goethe, however, affirms that it would have been
impossible for him to imitate Diderot's spirited style and manner, and that the German Rameau is nothing
but a very faithful translation.

(Sup.*) Fri., Apr. 3.

A portion of this evening was passed at Goethe's, in company with Herr Coudray, the government
architect. We talked about the theatre, and the improvements which have taken place i it lately. “I have
remarked it without going there,” said Goethe, laughing. “Two months ago my children always came
home i an ill-humour; they were never satisfied with the entertainment which had been provided. But
now they have turned over a new leaf; they come with joyful countenances, because for once and away
they can have a good cry. Yesterday, they owed this ‘pleasure in weeping’!!! to a drama by Kotzebue.”

[1] These words “Wonne der Thrianen” are put in inverted commas, probably with reference to “Wonne der Wehmuth,” the
title of a little poem by Goethe.—Trans.

(Sup.*) Wed., Apr. 13.

This evening alone with Goethe. We talked about literature, Lord Byron, his Sardanapalus and Werner.
We then came to Faust, a subject on which Goethe frequently and willingly speaks. He wished that it
might be translated into French, in the style of Marot's period. He considers it as the source whence
Byron derived the tone of his “Manfred.” Goethe thinks that Byron has made decided progress in his
two last tragedies; because in these he appears less gloomy and misanthropical. We afterwards spoke
about the text of “Zauberflote,” to which Goethe has written a sequel; but he has not yet found a
composer to treat the subject properly. He admits that the well-known first part is full of improbabilities
and jests which every one cannot understand and appreciate; still we must at all events allow that the
author understood, to a high degree, the art of producing great theatrical effects by means of contrasts.

(Sup.*) Wed., Apr. 15.

This evening at Goethe's, with the Countess Caroline Egloffstein. Goethe joked about the German
almanacs, and some other periodical publications; all pervaded by a ridiculous sentimentality, which
appears to be the order of the day. The Countess remarked that German novelists had made the
beginning, by spoiling the taste of numerous readers; and that now the readers spoil the novelists,
because, in order to find a publisher for their manuscripts, they must suit the prevailing bad taste of the
public.

(Sup.*) Sun., Apr. 26.



I found Coudray and Meyer at Goethe's. We conversed on various subjects. “The library of the
grand-duke,” said Goethe, among other things, “contains a globe, which was made by a Spaniard in the
reign of Charles V. There are some remarkable mscriptions upon it, as, for example, ‘the Chinese are a
people bearing a strong resemblance to the Germans.’”

“In former times,” continued Goethe, “the African deserts were depicted on the maps, with
representations of the wild beasts. In the present day, this custom is abandoned; the geographers prefer
to leave us carte blanche.”

(Sup.*) Wed., May 6.

This evening at Goethe's. He endeavoured to give me an idea of his theory of colours. “Light,” said
he, “is by no means a compound of different colours; neither can light alone produce any colour; for
that requires a certain modification and blending of light and shade.”

(Sup.*) Tues., May 13.

I found Goethe occupied with collecting his little poems and short addresses (Bldttchen) to persons.
“In earlier times,” said he, “when I was more careless with my things, and neglected to make copies, I
lost hundreds of such verses.”

(Sup.*) Mon., June 2.

The chancellor, Riemer, and Meyer were with Goethe. We discussed Béranger's poems; and Goethe
commented upon, and paraphrased some of them, with great originality and good humour.

The conversation then turned on natural science (physik) and meteorology. Goethe is on the point of
working out a theory of the weather, in which he will ascribe the rise and fall of the barometer entirely to
the action of the earth, and to her attraction and repulsion of the atmosphere.

“The scientific men, and especially the mathematicians,” continued Goethe, “will not fail to consider
my ideas perfectly ridiculous; or else they will do still better: they will totally ignore them in a most stately
manner. But do you know why? Because they say that I am not one of the craft.”

“The caste spirit of the learned by profession,” I replied, “is very pardonable. When errors have crept
mto their theories, and have been borne along with them, we must seek for the cause n this: that such
errors were handed down to them as dogmas, at a time when they themselves were still seated on their
school-benches.”

“That is true,” exclaimed Goethe; “your learned men act like the bookbinders of Weimar. The
masterpiece that is required of them to be admitted into the corporation is not a pretty binding, in the
newest style. No; far from that. There must always be supplied a thick folio bible, just in the fashion of
two or three hundred years ago, with clumsy covers, and in strong leather. The task is an absurdity. But
it would go hard with the poor workman if he were to affirm that his examiners were blockheads.”



Weimar, June 10.1!]

I arrived here a few days ago, but did not see Goethe till to-day. He received me with great cordiality;
and the impression he made on me was such, that I consider this day as one of the happiest in my life.

Yesterday, when I called to inquire, he fixed to-day at twelve o'clock as the time when he would be
glad to see me. I went at the appointed time, and found a servant waiting for me, preparing to conduct
me to him.

The mterior of the house made a very pleasant impression upon me; without being showy, everything
was extremely simple and noble; even the casts from antique statues, placed upon the stairs, indicated
Goethe's especial partiality for plastic art, and for Grecian antiquity. I saw several ladies moving busily
about in the lower part of the house, and one of Ottilie's beautiful boys, who came familiarly up to me,
and looked fixedly in my face.

After I had cast a glance around, I ascended the stairs, with the very talkative servant, to the first floor.
He opened a room, on the threshold of which the motto Salve was stepped over as a good omen of a
friendly welcome. He led me through this apartment and opened another, somewhat more spacious,
where he requested me to wait, while he went to announce me to his master. The air here was most cool
and refreshing; on the floor was spread a carpet: the room was furnished with a crimson sofa and chairs,
which gave a cheerful aspect; on one side stood a piano; and the walls were adorned with many pictures
and drawings, of various sorts and sizes.

Through an open door opposite, one looked into a farther room, also hung with pictures, through
which the servant had gone to announce me.

It was not long before Goethe came in, dressed in a blue frock-coat, and with shoes. What a sublime
form! The impression upon me was surprising. But he soon dispelled all uneasiness by the kindest
words. We sat down on the sofa. I felt m a happy perplexity, through his look and his presence, and
could say little or nothing.

He began by speaking of my manuscript. “I have just come from you,” said he; “I have been reading
your writing all the morning; it needs no recommendation—it recommends itself.” He praised the
clearness of the style, the flow of the thought, and the peculiarity, that all rested on a solid basis, and had
been thoroughly considered. “I will soon forward it,” said he; “to-day I shall write to Cotta by post, and
send him the parcel to-morrow.” I thanked him with words and looks.

We then talked of my proposed excursion. I told him that my design was to go into the Rhineland,
where I intended to stay at a suitable place, and write something new. First, however, I would go to Jena,
and there await Herr von Cotta's answer.

Goethe asked whether I had acquaintance in Jena. I replied that I hoped to come in contact with Herr
von Knebel; on which he promised me a letter which would insure me a more favourable reception.
“And, indeed,” said he, “while you are in Jena, we shall be near neighbours, and can see or write to one
another as often as we please.”

We sat a long while together, in a tranquil, affectionate mood, I was close to him; I forgot to speak for
looking at him—I could not look long enough. His face is so powerful and brown! full of wrinkles, and
each wrinkle full of expression! And everywhere there is such nobleness and firmness, such repose and
greatness! He spoke in a slow composed manner, such as you would expect from an aged monarch.
You perceive by his air that he reposes upon himself, and is elevated far above both praise and blame. I
was extremely happy near him; I felt becalmed like one who, after many toils and tedious expectations,
finally sees his dearest wishes gratified.

He then spoke of my letter, and remarked that I was perfectly right, and that, if one can treat one
matter with clearness, one is fitted for many things besides.



“No one can tell what turn this may take,” said he; “I have many good friends in Berlin, and have lately
thought of you in that quarter.” Here he smiled pleasantly to himself. He then pointed out to me what I
ought now to see in Weimar, and said he would desire secretary Krauter to be my cicerone. Above all, I
must not fail to visit the theatre. He asked me where I lodged, saying that he should like to see me once
more, and would send for me at a suitable time.

We bade each other an affectionate farewell; I was supremely happy; for every word of his spoke
kindness, and I felt that he was thoroughly well-intentioned towards me.

[1] This is the first day in Eckermann's first book, and the first time in which he speaks in this book, as distinguished from
Soret.—Trans.

Wed., June 11.

This morning I received a card from Goethe, written by his own hand, desiring me to come to him. |
went and staid an hour. He seemed quite a different man from that of yesterday, and had the impetuous
and decided manner of a youth.

He entered, bringing two thick books. “It is not well,” said he, “that you should go from us so soon;
let us become better acquainted. I wish more ample opportunity to see and talk with you. But, as the
field of generalities is so wide, I have thought of something in particular, which may serve as a ground-
work for intercourse. These two volumes contain the ‘Frankfurter Gelehrte Anzeigen’ (Frankfort Literary
Notices) of the years 1772 and 1773, among which are almost all my little critiques written at that time.
These are not marked; but, as you are familiar with my style and tone of thought, you will easily
distinguish them from the others. I would have you examine somewhat more closely these youthful
productions, and tell me what you think of them. I wish to know whether they deserve a place n a future
edition of my works. From my present self these things stand so far, that I have no judgment about them.
But you younger people can tell whether they are to you of any value, and how far they suit our present
literary point of view. I have already had copies taken of them, which you can have by-and-by to
compare with the originals. Afterwards, by a careful survey, we might ascertain whether here and there
some trifle might not be left out, or touched up with advantage, and without injuring the general character
of the whole.”

I replied that I would gladly make the attempt, and that nothing could gratify me more than to proceed
according to his intention.

“You will find yourself perfectly competent,” said he, “when you have once entered on the
employment; it will come quite naturally to you.”

He then told me that he intended to set off for Marienbad in a week, and that he should be glad if I
could remain at Weimar till then; that we might see one another in the mean time, and become better
acquainted.

“I wish, too,” said he, “that you would not merely pass a few days or weeks in Jena, but would live
there all the summer, till I return from Marienbad towards that autumn. Already I have written about a
lodging for you, and other things of the kind necessary to make your stay convenient and pleasant.

“You will find there the most various resources and means for further studies, and a very cultivated
social circle; besides, the country presents so many aspects, that you may take fifty walks, each different
from the others, each pleasant, and almost all suited for undisturbed meditation. You will find there
plenty of leisure and opportunity to write many new things for yourself, and also to accomplish my



designs.”

I could make no objection to such good proposals, and consented joyfully to them all. When I
departed he was especially amiable, and he fixed another hour the day after to-morrow for further
converse.

Mon., June 16.

I have lately been frequently with Goethe. To-day, we talked principally of business. I declared my
opinion also of his Frankfort criticisms, calling them echoes of his academic years, an expression which
seemed to please him, as marking the point of view from which these youthful productions should be
regarded.

He then gave me the first eleven numbers of “Kunst und Alterthum,”!) that I might take them with me
to Jena, together with the Frankfort critiques as a second task.

“It 1s my wish,” said he, “that you should study carefully these numbers, and not only make a general
index of contents, but also set down what subjects are not to be looked upon as concluded, that I may
thus see at once what threads I have to take up again and spin longer. This will be a great assistance to
me, and so far an advantage to you, that, in this practical way, you will more keenly observe and
apprehend the import of each particular treatise, than by common perusal, regulated solely by
inclination.”

I found these remarks judicious, and said that I would willingly undertake this labour also.

[1] Artand Antiquity.

Thurs., June 19.

I was to have gone to Jena to-day; but Goethe yesterday requested earnestly that I would stay till
Sunday, and then go by the post. He gave me yesterday the letters of recommendation, and also one for
the family of Frommann. “You will enjoy their circle,” said he; “I have passed many delightful evenings
there. Jean Paul, Tieck, the Schlegels, and all the other distinguished men of Germany, have visited there,
and always with delight; and even now it is the union-point of many learned men, artistes, and other
persons of note. In a few weeks, write to me at Marienbad, that I may know how you are going on, and
how you are pleased with Jena. I have requested my son to visit you there during my absence.”

[ felt very grateful to Goethe for so much care, and was very happy to see that he regarded me as one
of his own, and wished me to be so considered.

* % %

Saturday, the 21st June, I bade farewell to Goethe, and on the following day went to Jena, where I
established myself in a rural dwelling, with very good, respectable people. In the families of von Knebel
and Frommann, I found, on Goethe's recommendation, a cordial reception and very instructive society. I
made the best possible progress with the work I had taken with me, and had, besides, the pleasure of
receiving a letter from Herr von Cotta, in which he not only declared himself ready to publish my
manuscript which had been sent him, but promised me a handsome remuneration, adding that I myself
should superintend the printing at Jena.



Thus my subsistence was secured for at least a year, and I felt the liveliest desire to produce
something new at this time, and so to found my future prosperity as an author. I hoped that I had
already, in my “Beitrdge zur Poesie,” come to an end with theory and criticism; I had in them
endeavoured to get clear views as to the principal laws of art, and my whole inner nature now urged me
to a practical application. I had plans for innumerable poems, both long and short, also for dramas of
various sorts; and I had now, as I thought, only to think which way I should turn, to produce one after
the other, with some degree of convenience to myself.

I was not long content in Jena; my life there was too quiet and uniform. I longed for a great city, where
there was not only a good theatre, but where a popular life was developed on a great scale, that I might
seize upon important elements of life, and advance my own mental culture as rapidly as possible. In such
a town, too, I hoped to live quite unobserved, and to be free always to isolate myself for completely
undisturbed production.

Meanwhile, I had sketched the index which Goethe wished for the first four volumes of “Kunst und
Alterthum,” and sent it to Marienbad with a letter, n which 1 openly expressed my plans and wishes. I
received in answer the following lines:—

“The index arrived just at the right time, and corresponds precisely with my wishes and intentions. Let
me, when I return, find the Frankfort criticisms arranged in a like manner, and receive my best thanks,
which I already silently pay beforehand, by carrying about with me your views, situation, wishes, aims,
and plans, so that, on my return, I may be able to discuss more solidly your future welfare. To-day 1 will
say no more. My departure from Marienbad gives me much to think of and to do, while my stay, all too
brief, with persons of interest, occasions painful feelings.

“May I find you in that state of tranquil activity, from which, after all, views of the world and
experiences are evolved in the surest and purest manner. Farewell. Rejoice with me in the anticipation of
a prolonged and more intimate acquaintance.—GOETHE.—Marienbad, Aug. 14, 1823.”

By these lines of Goethe's, the reception of which made me extremely happy, I felt tranquillized as to
the future. They determined me to take no step for myself, but to be wholly resigned to his will and
counsel. Meanwhile, I wrote some little poems, finished arranging the Frankfort criticisms, and expressed
my opinion of them in a short treatise, intended for Goethe. I looked forward with eagerness to his return
from Marienbad; for my “Beitrdge zur Poesie” was almost through the press, and I wished, at all events,
to refresh myself this autumn, by going for a few weeks to the Rhine.

Jena, Sept. 15.

Goethe is returned safe from Marienbad, but, as his country-house in this place is not so convenient
as he requires, he will only stay here a few days. He is well and active, so that he can take walks several
miles long, and it is truly delightful to see him.

After an interchange of joyful greetings, Goethe commenced speaking on the subject of my affairs:—

“To speak out plainly,” he began, “it is my wish that you should pass this winter with me in Weimar.”
These were his first words. Approaching closer to me, he continued thus—*“With respect to poetry and
criticism, you are in the best possible condition. You have a natural foundation for them. They are your
profession, to which you must adhere, and which will soon bring you a good livelihood. But yet there is
much, not strictly appertaining to this department, which you ought to know. It is, however, a great point
that you should not expend much time upon this, but get over it quickly. This you shall do with us this
winter in Weimar, and you will wonder to find what progress you have made by Easter. You shall have



the best of everything; because the best means are in my hands. Thus you will have laid a firm
foundation for life. You will have attained a feeling of comfort, and will be able to appear anywhere with
confidence.”

I was much pleased by this proposal, and replied, that I would regulate myself entirely by his views
and wishes.

“With a home in my neighbourhood,” continued Goethe, “I will provide you; you shall pass no
unprofitable moment during the whole winter. Much that is good is brought together in Weimar, and you
will gradually find, in the higher circles, a society equal to the best in any of the great cities. Besides,
many eminent men are personally connected with me. With them you will gradually make acquaintance,
and you will find their conversation in the highest degree useful and instructive.”

Goethe then mentioned many distinguished men, indicating, in a few words, the peculiar merits of
each.

“Where else,” he continued, “would you find so much good in such a narrow space? We also
possess an excellent library, and a theatre which, in the chief requisites, does not yield to the best in other
German towns. Therefore,—I repeat it,—stay with us, and not only this winter, but make Weimar your
home. From thence proceed highways to all quarters of the globe. In summer you can travel, and see, by
degrees, what you wish. I have lived there fifty years; and where have I not been? But I was always glad
to return to Weimar.”

I was very happy in being again with Goethe, and hearing him talk, and I felt that my whole soul was
devoted to him. If I could only have thee, thought 1, all else will go well with me. So I repeated to him the
assurance that [ was ready to do whatever he, after weighing the circumstances of my peculiar situation,
should think right.

Jena, Thurs., Sept. 18.

Yesterday morning, before Goethe's return to Weimar, I had the happiness of another interview with
him. What he said at that time was quite important; to me it was quite invaluable, and will have a
beneficial influence on all my life. All the young poets of Germany should know it, as it may be of great
profit to them.

He introduced the conversation by asking me whether I had written any poems this summer. I replied
that [ had indeed written some, but that on the whole I lacked the feeling of ease requisite for production.

“Beware,” said he, “of attempting a large work. It is exactly that which injures our best minds, even
those distinguished by the finest talents and the most earnest efforts. I have suffered from this cause, and
know how much it injured me. What have I not let fall into the well? If | had written all that I well might, a
hundred volumes would not contain it.

“The Present will have its rights; the thoughts and feelings which daily press upon the poet will and
should be expressed. But, if you have a great work in your head nothing else thrives near it, all other
thoughts are repelled, and the pleasantness of life itself is for the time lost. What exertion and expenditure
of mental force are required to arrange and round off a great whole, and then what powers, and what a
tranquil, undisturbed situation in life, to express it with the proper fluency. If you have erred as to the
whole, all your toil is lost; and further, if, in treating so extensive a subject, you are not perfectly master
of your material in the details, the whole will be defective, and censure will be incurred. Thus, for all his
toil and sacrifice, the poet gets, instead of reward and pleasure, nothing but discomfort and a paralysis
of his powers. But if he daily seizes the present, and always treats with a freshness of feeling what is



offered him, he always makes sure of something good, and if he sometimes does not succeed, has, at
least, lost nothing.

“There 1s August Hagen, in Konigsberg, a splendid talent: have you ever read his ‘Olfried and Lisena?’
There you may find passages which could not be better; the situations on the Baltic, and the other
particulars of that locality, are all masterly. But these are only fine passages; as a whole, it pleases
nobody. And what labour and power he has lavished upon it; indeed, he has almost exhausted himself.
Now, he has been writing a tragedy.” Here Goethe smiled, and paused for a moment. I took up the
discourse, and said that, if I was not mistaken, he had advised Hagen (in ‘Kunst und Alterthum’) to treat
only small subjects. “I did so, indeed,” he replied; “but do people conform to the instructions of us old
ones? Each thinks he must know best about himself, and thus many are lost entirely, and many for a long
time go astray. Now it is no more the time to blunder about—+zhat belonged to us old ones; and what
was the use of all our seeking and blundering, if you young people choose to go the very same way over
again. In this way we can never get on at all. Our errors were endured because we found no beaten path;
but from him who comes later into the world more is required; he must not be seeking and blundering,
but should use the instructions of the old ones to proceed at once on the right path. It is not enough to
take steps which may some day lead to a goal; each step must be itself a goal and a step likewise.

“Carry these words about with you, and see how you can apply them to yourself. Not that I really feel
uneasy about you, but perhaps by my advice I help you quickly over a period which is not suitable to
your present situation. If you treat, at present, only small subjects, freshly dashing off what every day
offers you, you will generally produce something good, and each day will bring you pleasure. Give what
you do the pocket-books and periodicals, but never submit yourself to the requisition of others; always
follow your own sense.

“The world 1s so great and rich, and life so full of variety, that you can never want occasions for
poems. But they must all be occasional!l poems; that is to say, reality must give both impulse and
material for their production. A particular case becomes universal and poetic by the very circumstance
that it 1s treated by a poet. All my poems are occasional poems, suggested by real life, and having therein
a firm foundation. I attach no value to poems snatched out of the air.

“Let no one say that reality wants poetical interest; for in this the poet proves his vocation, that he has
the art to win from a common subject an interesting side. Reality must give the motive, the points to be
expressed, the kernel, as I may say; but to work out of it a beautiful, animated whole, belongs to the
poet. You know Fiirnstein, called the Poet of Nature; he has written the prettiest poem possible, on the
cultivation of hops. I have now proposed to him to make songs for the different crafts of working-men,
particularly a weaver's song, and I am sure he will do it well, for he has lived among such people from
his youth; he understands the subject thoroughly, and is therefore master of his material. That is exactly
the advantage of small works; you need only choose those subjects of which you are master. With a
great poem, this cannot be: no part can be evaded; all which belongs to the animation of the whole, and
is interwoven into the plan, must be represented with precision. In youth, however, the knowledge of
things is only one-sided. A great work requires many-sidedness, and on that rock the young author
splits.”

I told Goethe that I had contemplated writing a great poem upon the seasons, in which I might
interweave the employments and amusements of all classes. “Here is the very case in point,” replied
Goethe; “you may succeed in many parts, but fail in others which refer to what you have not duly
mnvestigated. Perhaps you would do the fisherman well, and the huntsman ill; and if you fail anywhere, the
whole is a failure, however good single parts may be, and you have not produced a perfect work. Give
separately the single parts to which you are equal, and you make sure of something good.



“I especially warn you against great inventions of your own; for then you would try to give a view of
things, and for that purpose youth is seldom ripe. Further, character and views detach themselves as
sides from the poet's mind and deprive him of the fulness requisite for future productions. And, finally,
how much time is lost in invention, internal arrangement, and combination, for which nobody thanks us,
even supposing our work is happily accomplished.

“With a given material, on the other hand, all goes easier and better. Facts and characters being
provided, the poet has only the task of animating the whole. He preserves his own fulness, for he needs
to part with but little of himself, and there is much less loss of time and power, since he has only the
trouble of execution. Indeed, I would advise the choice of subjects which have been worked before.
How many Iphigenias have been written! yet they are all different, for each writer considers and arranges
the subject differently; namely, after his own fashion.

“But, for the present, you had better lay aside all great undertakings. You have striven long enough; it
is time that you should enter into the cheerful period of life, and for the attainment of this, the working
out of small subjects is the best expedient.”

During this conversation, we had been walking up and down the room. I could do nothing but assent,
for I felt the truth of each word through my whole being. At each step 1 felt lighter and happier, for I
must confess that various grand schemes, of which I had not as yet been able to take clear view, had
been no little burden to me. I have now thrown them aside, and shall let them rest till I can take up and
sketch off one subject and one part after another in cheerfulness, as by study of the world 1 gradually
become master of the several parts of the material.

I feel, through these words of Goethe's, several years wiser, and perceive, in the very depths of my
soul, the good fortune of meeting with a true master. The advantage is incalculable.

What shall I not learn from him this winter! what shall I not gain merely from intercourse with him,
even in times when he does not speak what is so very important! His personality, his mere presence,
seems to educate me, even when he does not speak a word.

[1] The word “Gelegenheitsgedicht” (occasional poem) properly applies to poems written for special occasions, such as
birthdays, weddings, &c., but Goethe here extends the meaning, as he himself explains. As the English word “occasional” often
implies no more than “occurrence now and then,” the phrase “occasional poem” is not very happy, and is only used for want of
a better. The reader must conceive the word in the limited sense, produced on some special event.—Trans.

Weimar, Thurs., Oct. 2.

I came here yesterday from Jena, favoured by very agreeable weather. Immediately after my arrival,
Goethe, by way of welcoming me to Weimar, sent me a season-ticket for the theatre. I passed yesterday
in making my domestic arrangements; and the rather, as they were very busy at Goethe's; for the French
Ambassador from Frankfort, Count Reinhard, and the Prussian State Councillor (Staatsrath) Schultz,
from Berlin, had come to visit him.

This forenoon I was again at Goethe's. He was rejoiced to see me, and was in every way kind and
amiable. As I was about to take my leave, he said he would first make me acquainted with the State
Councillor, Schultz. He took me into the next room, where I found that gentleman busy in looking at the
works of art, introduced me, and then left us together for further discourse.

“I am very glad,” said Schultz, “that you are to stay in Weimar, and assist Goethe in arranging his
unpublished works. He has been telling me how much advantage he promises himself from your
assistance, and that he now hopes to complete many new plans.”



I replied that I had no other aim m life than to aid German literature; and that, in the hope of being
useful here, I had willingly laid aside, for the present, my own literary designs. I added, that a practical
mtercourse with Goethe would have a most favourable effect on my own culture. I hoped, by this
means, to gain a certain maturity in some years, and thus, in the end, better to perform those tasks for
which [ was at present less perfectly prepared.

“Certainly,” replied Schultz, “the personal influence of so extraordinary a man and a master as Goethe
is quite invaluable. I, too, have come hither to refresh myself once more from his great mind.”

He then inquired about the printing of my book, concerning which Goethe had written to him last
summer. [ said that [ hoped, in a few days, to receive the first copies from Jena, and would not fail to
present him with one, and to send it to Berlin, if he should not be here.

We separated with a cordial shake of the hand.

Tues., Oct. 14.

This evening, I went for the first time to a large tea-party at Goethe's. I arrived first, and enjoyed the
view of the brilliantly lighted apartments, which, through open doors, led one into the other. In one of the
furthest, I found Goethe, who came to meet me, with a cheerful air. He was dressed in black, and wore
his star, which became him so well. We were for a while alone, and went into the so-called “covered
room” (Deckenzimmer), where the picture of the Aldobrandine Marriage, which was hung above a red
couch, especially attracted my attention. On the green curtains being drawn aside, the picture was before
my eyes in a broad light, and I was delighted to contemplate it quietly.

“Yes,” said Goethe, “the ancients had not only great intentions, but they carried them into effect. On
the contrary, we moderns have also great intentions, but are seldom able to bring them out with such
power and freshness as we have thought them.”

Now came Riemer, Meyer, Chancellor von Miiller, and many other distinguished gentlemen and ladies
of the court. Goethe's son and Frau von Goethe, with whom I was now for the first time made
acquainted, also entered. The rooms filled gradually, and there was life and cheerfulness in them all.
Some pretty youthful foreigners were present, with whom Goethe spoke French.

The society pleased me, all were so free and unconstrained; each stood or sat, laughed and talked with
this person and that, just as he pleased. I had a lively conversation with young Goethe about Houwald's
“Bild” (picture),!!l which was given a few days since. We had the same opinion about the piece, and 1
was greatly pleased to see this young man expound the different points with so much animation and
mtelligence.

Goethe himself appeared very amiable in society. He went about from one to another, and seemed to
prefer listening, and hearing his guests talk, to talking much himself. Frau von Goethe would often come
and lean upon him, and kiss him. I had lately said to him that I enjoyed the theatre highly, and that I felt
great pleasure in giving myself up to the impression of the piece, without reflecting much upon it. This to
him seemed right, and suited to my present state.

He came to me with Frau von Goethe. “This is my daughter-in-law,” said he; “do you know each
other?”

We told him that we had just become acquainted.

“He is as much a child about a theatre as you, Ottilie!” said he; and we exchanged congratulations
upon this taste which we had in common. “My daughter,” continued he, “never misses an evening.”

“That is all very well,” said 1, “as long as they give good lively pieces; but when the pieces are bad,



they try the patience.”

“But,” said Goethe, “it is a good thing that you cannot leave, but are forced to hear and see even what
is bad. By this means, you are penetrated with the hatred for the bad, and come to a clearer insight into
the good. In reading, it is not so,—you throw aside the book, if it displeases you; but at the theatre you
must endure.” I gave my assent, and thought how the old gentleman always said something opportune.

We now separated, and joined the rest, who were loudly and merrily amusing themselves about us,—
now in this room, now in that. Goethe went to the ladies, and I joined Riemer and Meyer, who told us
much about Italy.

Afterwards, Councillor Schmidt seated himself at the piano, and played some of Beethoven's pieces,
which seemed to be received with deep sympathy by the company. An intelligent lady then related many
nteresting particulars respecting Beethoven. Ten o'clock came at last, and thus had passed an extremely
pleasant evening.

[1] A drama of some celebrity—7rans.

Sun., Oct. 19.

To-day, I dined for the first time with Goethe. No one was present except Frau von Goethe, Friulein
Ulrica, and little Walter, and thus we were all very comfortable. Goethe appeared now solely as father of
a family, helping to all the dishes, carving the roast fowls with great dexterity, and not forgetting between
whiles to fill the glasses. We had much lively chat about the theatre, young English people, and other
topics of the day; Fraulein Ulrica was especially lively and entertaining. Goethe was generally silent,
coming out only now and then with some pertinent remark. From time to time he glanced at the
newspaper, now and then reading us some passages, especially about the progress of the Greeks.

They then talked about the necessity of my learning English, and Goethe earnestly advised me to do
so, particularly on account of Lord Byron; saying, that a character of such eminence had never existed
before, and probably would never come again. They discussed the merits of the different teachers here,
but found none with a thoroughly good pronunciation; on which account they deemed it better to go to
some young Englishman.

After dinner, Goethe showed me some experiments relating to his theory of colours. The subject was,
however, new to me; I neither understood the phenomena, nor what he said about them. Nevertheless, I
hoped that the future would afford me leisure and opportunity to initiate myself a little into this science.

Tues., Oct. 21.

I went to see Goethe this evening. We talked of his “Pandora.” I asked him whether this poem was to
be regarded as a whole, or whether there was anything further. He said there was nothing further in
existence, and that he had written no more for the very reason that the first part was planned on so large
a scale, that he could not afterwards get through with a second. Besides, what was done might be
regarded as a whole, so he felt quite easy about the matter.

I said that [ had only penetrated the meaning of this difficult poem by degrees, namely, after I had read
it so many times as almost to know it by heart. Goethe smiled, and said, “I can well believe that; for all
its parts are, as one may say, wedged one within another.”



I added, that I could not be perfectly satisfied with Schubarth's remarks upon this poem, who found
there united all which had been said separately in “Werther,” “Wilhelm Meister,” “Faust,” and the
“Elective Affinities,” thus making the matter very mcomprehensible and difficult. “Schubarth,” said
Goethe, “often goes a little deep, but he is very clever, and all his words are fraught with deep meaning.”

We spoke of Uhland, and Goethe said, “When I see great effects, I am apt to suppose great causes;
and, with a popularity so extensive as that of Uhland, there must be something superior about him.
However, I can scarcely form a judgment as to his poems (“Gedichte.”) I took up his book with the best
intentions, but fell immediately on so many weak and gloomy poems that I could not proceed. I then
tried his ballads, where I really did find distinguished talent, and could plainly see that there was some
foundation for his celebrity.”

I then asked Goethe his opinion as to the kind of verse proper for German tragedy. “People in
Germany,” he replied, “will scarcely come to an agreement on that point. Every one does just as he likes,
and as he finds somewhat suitable to his subject. The Iambic trimetre would be the most dignified
measure, but it is too long for us Germans, who, for want of epithets, generally find five feet quite
enough. The English, on account of their many monosyllables, cannot even get on so far as we do.”

Goethe then showed me some copperplates, and afterwards talked about old German architecture,
adding that, by degrees, he would show me a great deal in this way.

“We see in the works of the old German architecture,” he said, “the flower of an extraordinary state of
things. Whoever comes immediately close to such a flower, will only stare at it with astonishment; but he
who sees into the secret inner life of the plant, into the stirring of its powers, and observes how the
flower gradually unfolds itself, sees the matter with quite different eyes—he knows what he sees.

“I will take care that in the course of this winter you attain more insight into this important subject, that
when you visit the Rhine next summer, the sight of the Minster of Strasburg and the Cathedral of
Cologne may do you some good.”

(Sup.*) Fri., Oct. 24.
This evening at Goethe's. Madame Szymanowska, whose acquaintance he made this summer, at
Marienbad, played a fantasia on the piano. Goethe, absorbed in listening, seemed at times much affected.

Sat., Oct. 25.

At twilight, I passed half an hour at Goethe's. He sat in a wooden arm-chair before his table. I found
him in a singularly gentle mood, as one who is quite filled with celestial peace, or who is recalling a
delicious happiness which he has enjoyed, and which again floats before his soul in all its fulness.
Stadelman gave me a seat near him.

We talked of the theatre, which was one of the topics which chiefly interested me this winter. The
“Erdennacht” (Night on Earth) of Raupach was the last piece I had seen. I gave it as my opinion that the
piece was not brought before us as it existed in the mind of the poet; that the Idea was more
predominant than Life; that it was rather lyric than dramatic; and that what was spun out through five acts
would have been far better in two or three. Goethe added that the idea of the whole which turned upon
aristocracy and democracy, was by no means of universal interest to humanity.

I then praised those pieces of Kotzebue's which I had seen—namely, his “Verwandschaften”



(Affinities), and his “Versohnung” (Reconciliation). I praised in them the quick eye for real life, the
dexterity at seizing its interesting side, and the genuine and forcible representation of it. Goethe agreed
with me. “What has kept its place for twenty years, and enjoys the favour of the people,” said he, “must
have something in it. When Kotzebue contented himself with his own sphere, and did not go beyond his
powers, he usually did well. It was the same with him as with Chodowiecky, who always succeeded
perfectly with the scenes of common citizens' life, while if he attempted to paint Greek or Roman heroes
it proved a failure.”

He named several other good pieces of Kotzebue's, especially “die beiden Klinsberge” (the two
Klingsbergs). “None can deny,” said he, “that Kotzebue has looked about a great deal in life, and ever
kept his eyes open.

“Intellect, and some poetry, cannot be denied to our modern tragic poets, but most of them are
incapable of an easy, living representation; they strive after something beyond their powers; and for that
reason I might call them forced talents.”

“I doubt,” said I, “whether such poets could write a piece in prose, and am of opinion that this would
be the true touchstone of their talent.” Goethe agreed with me, adding that versification enhanced, and
even called forth poetic feeling.

We then talked about various works. The conversation turned upon his “Journey through Frankfort
and Stuttgard to Switzerland,” which he has lying by him in three parts, in sheets, and which he will send
me, in order that [ may read the details, and plan how they may be formed into a whole. “You will see,”
said he, “that it was all written off on the impulse of the moment; there was no thought of plan or
artistical rounding: it was like pouring water from a bucket.”

I was pleased with this simile, which seemed very appropriate, to illustrate a thing utterly without plan.

Mon., Oct. 27.

This morning, I was invited to a tea-party and concert, which were to be given at Goethe's house this
evening. The servant showed me the list of persons to be invited, from which I saw that the company
would be very large and brilliant. He said a young Polish lady had arrived, who would play on the piano.
I accepted the invitation gladly.

Afterwards the bill for the theatre was brought, and I saw that the “Schachmaschine” (Chess-machine)
was to be played. I knew nothing of this piece; but my landlady was so lavish in its praise, that I was
seized with a great desire to see it. Besides, I had not been in my best mood all day, and the feeling grew
upon me that [ was more fit for a merry comedy than for such good society.

In the evening, an hour before the theatre opened, I went to Goethe. All was already in movement
throughout the house. As I passed I heard them tuning the piano, in the great room, as preparation for
the musical entertainment.

I found Goethe alone in his chamber; he was already dressed, and I seemed to him to have arrived at
the right moment. “You shall stay with me here,” he said, “and we will entertain one another till the arrival
of the others.” I thought, “Now I shall not be able to get away: stop, I must; and, though it is very
pleasant to be with Goethe alone, yet, when a quantity of strange gentlemen and ladies come, | shall feel
quite out of my element.”

I walked up and down the room with Goethe. Soon the theatre became the subject of our discourse,
and I had an opportunity of repeating that it was to me a source of new delight, especially as I had seen
scarce anything in early years, and now almost every piece made quite a fresh impression upon me.



“Indeed,” added I, “I feel so much about it, that I have had a severe contest with myself,
notwithstanding the great attractions of your evening party.”

“Well,” saild Goethe, stopping short, and looking at me with kindness and dignity, “go then; do not
constrain yourself; if the lively play this evening suits you best, is more suitable to your mood, go there.
You have music here, and that you will often have again.” “Then,” said I, “I will go; it will, perhaps, do
me good to laugh.” “Stay with me, however,” said Goethe, “till six o'clock: we shall have time to say a
word or two.”

Stadelman brought in two wax lights, which he set on the table. Goethe desired me to sit down, and he
would give me something to read. And what should this be but his newest, dearest poem, his “Elegy
from Marienbad!”

I must here go back a little for a circumstance connected with this poem. Immediately after Goethe's
return from Marienbad, the report had been spread that he had there made the acquaintance of a young
lady equally charming in mind and person, and had been inspired with a passion for her. When her voice
was heard in the Brunnen-Allee, he had always seized his hat, and hastened down to join her. He had
missed no opportunity of being in her society, and had passed happy days: the parting had been very
painful, and he had, in this excited state, written a most beautiful poem, which, however, he looked upon
as a sort of consecrated thing, and kept hid from every eye.

I believed this story, because it not only perfectly accorded with his bodily vigour, but also with the
productive force of his mind, and the healthy freshness of his heart. I had long had a great desire to see
the poem itself, but naturally felt unwilling to ask Goethe. I had, therefore, to congratulate myself on the
fortunate moment which brought it before me.

He had, with his own hand, written these verses, in Roman characters, on fine vellum paper, and
fastened them with a silken cord into a red morocco case; so that, from the outside, it was obvious that
he prized this manuscript above all the rest.

I read it with great delight, and found that every line confirmed the common report. The first verse,
however, intimated that the acquaintance was not first made, but only renewed, at this time. The poem
revolved constantly on its own axis, and seemed always to return to the point whence it began. The
close, wonderfully broken off, made quite a deep and singular impression.

When I had finished, Goethe came to me again. “Well,” said he, “there I have shown you something
good. But you shall tell me what you think a few days hence.” I was very glad that Goethe, by these
words, excused me from passing a judgment at the moment; for the impression was too new, and too
hastily received, to allow me to say anything that was appropriate.

Goethe promised to let me see it again in some tranquil hour. The time for the theatre had now arrived,
and we separated with an affectionate pressure of the hand.

The “Chess-machine” was, perhaps, a good piece, well-acted, but I saw it not—my thoughts were
with Goethe. When the play was over, I passed by his house; it was all lighted up; I heard music from
within, and regretted that I had not stayed there.

* % %

The next day, I was told that the young Polish lady, Madame Szymanowska, in whose honour the
party had been given, had played on the piano in most excellent style to the enchantment of the whole
company. I learned, also, that Goethe became acquainted with her last summer at Marienbad, and that
she had now come to visit him.

At noon, Goethe sent me a little manuscript, “Studies by Zauper,” in which I found some very apt
remarks. I sent him some poems I had written this summer at Jena, and of which I had spoken to him.



Wed., Oct. 29.

This evening I went to Goethe just as they were lighting the candles. I found him in a very animated
state of mind: his eyes sparkled with the reflection of the candlelight; his whole expression was one of
cheerfulness, youth and power.

As he walked up and down with me he began immediately to speak of the poems which I sent him
yesterday.

“I understand now,” said he, “why you talked to me at Jena, of writing a poem on the seasons. [ now
advise you to do so; begin at once with Winter. You seem to have a special sense and feeling for natural
objects.

“Only two words would I say about your poems. You stand now at that point where you must
necessarily break through to the really high and difficult part of art—the apprehension of what is
individual. You must do some degree of violence to yourself to get out of the /dea. You have talent, and
have got so far; now you must do this. You have lately been at Tiefurt; that might now afford a subject
for the attempt. You may perhaps go to Tiefurt and look at it three or four times before you win from it
the characteristic side, and bring all your means (motivelll) together; but spare not your toil; study it
throughout, and then represent it; the subject is well worth this trouble. I should have used it long ago,
but I could not; for I have lived through those important circumstances, and my being is so interwoven
with them, that details press upon me with too great fulness. But you come as a stranger; you let the
Castellan tell you the past, and you will see only what is present, prominent, and significant.”

I promised to try, but could not deny that this subject seemed to me very far out of my way, and very
difficult.

“I know well,” said he, “that it is difficult; but the apprehension and representation of the individual is
the very life of art. Besides, while you content yourself with generalities, every one can imitate you; but,
n the particular, no one can—and why? because no others have experienced exactly the same thing.

“And you need not fear lest what is peculiar should not meet with sympathy. Each character, however
peculiar it may be, and each object which you can represent, from the stone up to man, has generality;
for there is repetition everywhere, and there is nothing to be found only once in the world.

“At this step of representing what is individual,” continued Goethe, “begins, at the same time, what we
call composition.”

This was not at once clear to me, though I reframed from questions. “Perhaps,” thought I, “he means
the blending of the Ideal with the Real,—the union of that which is external with that which is innate. But
perhaps he means something else.” Goethe continued:

“And be sure you put to each poem the date at which you wrote it.” I looked at him inquiringly, to
know why this was so important. ““Your poems will thus serve,” he said, “as a diary of your progress. I
have done it for many years, and can see its use.”

It was now time for the theatre. “So you are going to Finland?” called he, jestingly, after me; for the
piece was “Johann von Finland” (John of Finland), by Frau von Weissenthurn.

The piece did not lack effective situations, but it was so overloaded with pathos, and the design was
so obvious in every part, that, on the whole, it did not impress me favourably. The last act, however,
pleased me much, and reconciled me to the rest.

This piece suggested to me the following remark: Characters which have been but indifferently drawn
by the poet gain on the stage, because the actors, as living men, make them living beings, and impart to
them some sort of individuality. But the finely drawn characters of the great poet, which already stand
out with a sharply marked individuality, must lose on the stage, because actors are not often perfectly
fitted for such parts, and very few can completely lay aside their own individualities. If the actor be not



the counterpart of the character, or if he do not possess the power of utterly laying aside his own
personality, a mixture ensues, and the character loses its purity. Therefore, the play of a really great poet
only appears in single figures, just as it was originally intended.

[1] The word “motive,” which is of frequent occurrence in critical disquisition, is exactly defined in Heyse's
“Fremdworterbuch,” a means in art calculated to produce an effect.—Trans.

Mon., Nov. 3.

I went to Goethe at five o'clock. I heard them, as I came upstairs, laughing very loud, and talking in
the great room. The servant said that the Polish lady dined there to-day, and that the company had not
yet left the table. I was going away, but he said he had orders to announce me, and that perhaps his
master would be glad of my arrival, as it was now late. I let him have his way, and waited a while, after
which Goethe came out in a very cheerful mood, and took me to the opposite room. My visit seemed to
please him. He had a bottle of wine brought at once, and filled for me and occasionally for himself.

“Before I forget it,” said he, looking about the table for something, “let me give you a concert-ticket.
Madame Szymanowska gives, to-morrow evening, a public concert at the Stadthaus, and you must not
fail to be there.” I replied that I certainly should not repeat my late folly. “They say she plays very well,” I
added. “Admirably,” said Goethe. “As well as Hummel?” asked 1. “You must remember,” said Goethe,
“that she is not only a great performer, but a beautiful woman; and this lends a charm to all she does. Her
execution is masterly,—astonishing, indeed.” “And has she also great power?” said I, “Yes,” said he,
“great power; and that is what is most remarkable in her, because we do not often find it in ladies.” I said
that I was delighted with the prospect of hearing her at last.

Secretary Krauter came in to consult about the library. Goethe, when he left us, praised his talent and
integrity in business.

I then turned the conversation to the “Journey through Frankfort and Stuttgard into Switzerland, in
1797,” the manuscript of which he had lately given me, and which I had already diligently studied. I
spoke of his and Meyer's reflections on the subjects of plastic art.

“Ay,” said Goethe, “what can be more important than the subject, and what is all the science of art
without it? All talent is wasted if the subject is unsuitable. It is because modern artists have no worthy
subjects, that people are so hampered in all the art of modern times. From this cause we all suffer. I
myself have not been able to renounce my modernness.

“Very few artists,” he continued, ‘““are clear on this point, or know what will really be satisfactory. For
mstance, they paint my ‘Fisherman’ as the subject of a picture, and do not think that it cannot be painted.
In this ballad, nothing is expressed but the charm in water which tempts us to bathe in summer; there is
nothing else in it: and how can that be painted?”

I mentioned how pleased I was to see how, in that journey, he had taken an interest in everything, and
apprehended everything; shape and situation of mountains, with their species of stones; soil, rivers,
clouds, air, wind, and weather; then cities, with their origin and growth, architecture, painting, theatres,
municipal regulations and police, trade, economy, laying out of streets, varieties of human race, manner
of living, peculiarities; then again, politics, martial affairs, and a hundred things beside.

He answered, “But you find no word upon music, because that was not within my sphere. Each
traveller should know what he has to see, and what properly belongs to him, on a journey.”

The Chancellor came in. He talked a little with Goethe, and then spoke to me very kindly, and with



much acuteness, about a little paper which he had lately read. He soon returned to the ladies, among
whom I heard the sound of a piano.

When he had left us, Goethe spoke highly of him, and said, “All these excellent men, with whom you
are now placed in so pleasant a relation, make what I call a home, to which one is always willing to
return.”

I said that I already began to perceive the beneficial effect of my present situation, and that I found
myself gradually leaving my ideal and theoretic tendencies, and more and more able to appreciate the
value of the present moment.

“It would be a pity,” said Goethe, “if it were not so. Only persist in this, and hold fast by the present.
Every situation—nay, every moment—is of infinite worth; for it is the representative of a whole eternity.”

After a short pause, I turned the conversation to Tiefurt, and the mode of treating it. “The subject,”
said I, “is complex, and it will be difficult to give it proper form. It would be most convenient to me to
treat it in prose.”

“For that,” said Goethe, “the subject is not sufficiently significant. The so-called didactic, descriptive
form would, on the whole, be eligible; but even that is not perfectly appropriate. The best method will be
to treat the subject in ten or twelve separate little poems, in rhyme, but in various measures and forms,
such as the various sides and views demand, by which means light will be given to the whole.” This
advice I at once adopted as judicious. “Why, indeed,” continued he, “should you not for once use
dramatic means, and write a conversation or so with the gardener? By this fragmentary method you make
your task easy, and can better bring out the various characteristic sides of the subject. A great,
comprehensive whole, on the other hand, is always difficult; and he who attempts it seldom produces
anything complete.”

Wed., Nov. 10.

Goethe has not been very well for the last few days; it seems he cannot get rid of a very bad cold. He
coughs a great deal, very loud, and with much force; but, nevertheless, the cough seems to be painful,
for he generally has his hand on his left side.

I passed half an hour with him this evening before the theatre. He sat in an arm-chair, with his back
sunk in a cushion, and seemed to speak with difficulty. After we had talked a little, he wished me to read
a poem with which he intended to open a new number of “Kunst und Alterthum.” He remained sitting,
and showed me where it was kept. I took the light, and sat down at his writing-table to read it, at a little
distance from him.

This poem was singular in its character, and, though I did not fully understand it on the first reading, it
affected me in a peculiar manner. The glorification of the Paria was its subject, and it was treated as a
Trilogy. The prevailing tone seemed to me that of another world, and the mode of representation such,
that I found it very difficult to form a lively notion of the subject. The personal presence of Goethe was
also unfavourable to thorough abstraction: now I heard him cough; now I heard him sigh; and thus I was,
as it were, divided in two—one half read, and the other felt his presence. I was forced to read the poem
again and again, only to approximate to it. However, the more I penetrated into it, the more significant in
character, and the higher in art, did it seem to be.

At last I spoke to Goethe, both as to the subject and treatment, and he gave me much new light by
some of his remarks.

“Indeed,” said he, “the treatment is very terse, and one must go deep nto it to seize upon its meaning.



It seems, even to me, like a Damascene blade hammered out of steel wire. I have borne this subject
about with me for forty years; so that it has had time to get clear of everything extraneous.”

“It will produce an effect,” said I, “when it comes before the public.”

“Ah, the public!” sighed Goethe.

“Would it not be well,” said I, “to aid the comprehension, and to add an explanation as we do to
pictures, when we endeavour to give life to what is actually present, by describing the preceding
circumstances?”’

“I think not,” said he; “with pictures it is another matter; but, as a poem is already expressed in words,
one word only cancels another.”

I thought Goethe was here very happy in pointing out the rock on which those who mnterpret poems
are commonly wrecked. Still it may be questioned whether it be not possible to avoid this rock, and affix
some explanatory words to a poem without at all injuring the delicacy of its inner life.

When I went away, he asked me to take the sheets of “Kunst und Alterthum” home with me, that I
might read the poem again, and also the “Roses from the East” (Oestliche Rosen) of Riickert, a poet
whom he seems highly to value, and to regard with great expectation.

(Sup.*) Tues., Nov. 11.

No evening company at Goethe's, who has again been suffering for some time. His feet were wrapped
in a woollen coverlet, which he had taken with him everywhere since the campaign in Champagne.
Apropos of this coverlet, he related an anecdote of the year 1806, when the French had occupied Jena,
and the chaplain of a French regiment required some hangings to adorn his altar. “He was supplied with a
splendid piece of crimson stuff,” said Goethe; “but this was not good enough for him. He complained
of this to me. ‘Send me the stuff,” said I; ‘I will see if I can procure something better.” In the mean time,
we were just bringing out a new piece at the theatre, and I made use of the magnificent red stuff to
decorate my actors. As for my chaplain, he received nothing else; he was forgotten; and he must have
seen what good he got.”

Wed., Nov. 12.

Towards evening, I went to see Goethe; but heard, before I went upstairs, that the Prussian minister,
von Humboldt, was with him, at which I was pleased, being convinced that this visit of an old friend
would cheer him up and do him good.

I then went to the theatre, where “Die Schwestern von Prag” (the Sisters of Prague), got up to
perfection, was done admirably, so that it was impossible to leave off laughing throughout the whole
piece.

Thurs., Nov. 13.

Some days ago, as I was walking one fine afternoon towards Erfurt, I was joined by an elderly man,
whom [ supposed, from his appearance, to be an opulent citizen. We had not talked together long,
before the conversation turned upon Goethe. I asked him whether he knew Goethe. “Know him?” said



he, with some delight; “I was his valet almost twenty years!” He then launched into the praises of his
former master. I begged to hear something of Goethe's youth, and he gladly consented to gratify me.

“When I first ived with him,” said he, “he might have been about twenty-seven years old; he was thin,
nimble, and elegant in his person. I could easily have carried him in my arms.”

I asked whether Goethe, in that early part of his life here, had not been very gay. “Certainly,” replied
he; “he was always gay with the gay, but never when they passed a certain limit; in that case he usually
became grave. Always working and seeking; his mind always bent on art and science; that was generally
the way with my master. The duke often visited him in the evening, and then they often talked on learned
topics till late at night, so that I got extremely tired, and wondered when the duke would go. Even then he
was interested in natural science.

“One time he rang in the middle of the night, and when I entered his room I found he had rolled his
iron bed to the window, and was lying there, looking out upon the heavens. ‘Have you seen nothing in
the sky?’ asked he, and when I answered in the negative, he bade me run to the guard-house, and ask the
man on duty if he had seen nothing. I went there; the guard said he had seen nothing, and I returned with
this answer to my master, who was still in the same position, lying in his bed, and gazing upon the sky.
‘Listen,” said he to me; ‘this is an important moment; there is now an earthquake, or one is just going to
take place;’ then he made me sit down on the bed, and showed me by what signs he knew this.”

I asked the good old man “what sort of weather it was.”

“It was very cloudy,” he replied; “no air stirring; very still and sultry.”

I asked if he at once believed there was an earthquake on Goethe's word.

“Yes,” said he, “I believed it, for things always happened as he said they would. Next day he related
his observations at court, when a lady whispered to her neighbour, ‘Only listen, Goethe is dreaming.” But
the duke, and all the men present, believed Goethe, and the correctness of his observations was soon
confirmed; for, in a few weeks, the news came that a part of Messina, on that night, had been destroyed
by an earthquake.”

Fri., Nov. 14.

Towards evening Goethe sent me an invitation to call upon him. Humboldt, he said, was at court, and
therefore I should be all the more welcome. I found him, 