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IN THESE <il2EAT TIMES 

In these great times that I have known when they were small, 

and which will become small again, if there is any time left, and 

which, since among organic things no such transformation is 

possible, we ought to refer to as fat times, truly hard times; in 

this time, when what cannot be imagined occurred, and which 

if you did imagine it, wouldn't; in this serious time, which 

died laughing even at the possibility of being serious, and 

which, surprised at its own tragedy, attempts to divert itself 

and catch itself, in fiagrante, still looking for words; in this, 

the loud time which resounds to the clamorous symphony 

of actions that give rise to reports and of reports that give 

rise to actions, in such a time you ought not to expect from 

me any personal word, none but those that barely prevent 

my silence from being misunderstood. Respect for what is 

unchangeable in language, the subordination of language in 

the face of such misfortune, is too deeply rooted in me. In 
the impoverished realms of the imagination where a man dies 

from spiritual famine, without any trace of spiritual hunger, 

where pens are dipped in blood, and words in ink, one is 

compelled to do the unthinkable, and what is not thought 

cannot be uttered. Don't expect from me any personal words. 

Nor would I actually want to say anything new, for in the 

., 

I ; 
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. study there is such noise it would not be possible to decide if 

it comes from animals, children or only the sound of mortars. 

Whoever encourages deeds with words dishonours Words 

and deeds and is doubly execrable That kind of O • · ccupat10n 
always exists, those who have nothing to say because actions 

are doing the talking and still they rattle on. Only someone 

who has something to say should come forward and b'e silent! 

I cannot drag up old words as long as deeds take place that are 

new to us, and which even spectators say are new to them. My 

words could be heard above whirring rotary press machines, 

an~ even if they are reduced to a standstill that proves nothing 

agamst what I was saying. Even the biggest machine hasn't 

achieved that, and the ear which hears the last trumpet does · 
~ot remain deaf to the daily blast. , , 

All that blood has not made the mud oflife congeal in fear, nor 

made the printer's ink turn white with fright. The immense 

maul swallowed up myriad swords and we regarded only the 

maul and measured might by the maul. 'Gold for iron' fell 

from the altar into the operetta - bombing was a refrain _ 

and 15,000 prisoners were the by-line for an extra edition 

from which a soubrette read from.,.the stage before calling in a 

librettist. I, the insatiable one for whom there are never enough 

victims, have not yet reached the quota ordained by destiny. 

For me there is only a real war when the most useless are sent 

to it, if not then my peace lacks repose; I secretly direct myself 

towards the great time and think to myself what can only be 

spoken to God, and not to our dear State which, because of its 

tolerance, does not allow me to speak. For, if it does not now 

come to the conclusion to choke off the freedom of the press, 

which doesn't notice a few white spots, it never will, and were 

I to bring it to such an idea, it would abuse it and my text 
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would be the only victim. But, I must be patient, although I 

am the only Austrian who cannot wait, and who would prefer 

that the end of the world was replaced by a modest auto-da

ft. The idea that I want to bring, to the actual holder of the 

nominal power, is only an obsession of mine. But it is thanks 

to this obsession that one can redress the unstable balance, 

be it of the State or Civilisation. One does not take heed of 

a general when he goes on about the importance of swamps, 

until one day one sees Europe itself as a swamp; of the field 

of manoeuvre I see only swamps and of these only the surface 

and not the depth, from a situation only its appearance, and of 

that appearance, only the outlines. Sometimes an intonation 

or even a momentary fantasy is enough for me. Do this for 

me, just for the fun, of once following me to the surface of 

this world caught up with its problems that only came into 

existence when it became cultivated and which goes around its 

own axis and wishes the sun would revolve around it. 

Above the sublime manifesto, a poem which started up this 

busy epoch, the only poem this epoch has been capable of 

producing up to the present time, above this most humane 

of posters that the street can offer to our view, hangs the head 

of a larger-than-life vaudeville comedian. Above this a rubber 

heel manufacturer desecrates the mystery of creation by 

asserting of a kicking infant, with his brand mark, that this is 

how a human being ought to come into the world. But, when 

I am of the opinion that, if this is how things are for people, 

it would be better that they didn't come into the world, then 

I am considered to be a loony. When I further maintain that · 

under such circumstances man will not come into the world 

anymore, and that at a later date heel-boots may come into 

the world but without the matching persons, because they 
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couldn't keep pac · h h . e wit t eir own developments, and remain 

as the last obstacle to their own progress, ifl maintain such I 

am_regarded as a fool who deduces a whole condition on t~e 

basis of a symptom; from a bubo, a plague. But, ifl were not 

a fool but an educated man, I would draw bold conclusions 

from a bacillus and not from a bubo and one would believe 

me. Yet, how stupid then to say that in order to free. oneself 

from the plague, the bubo ought to be confiscated. 

But I am really of the opinion that in this t1"me h . , owever we 
may want to call or describe it be it out of. . . h ' JOint or set ang t 
w~ether it first in front of Hamlet's eyes accrues murderou~ , 

guilt and ~orruption, or gives resolve to the arm of Fortinbras, 

the condition is that the root lies on the surface. Onl b 

great confusion is such a matter clarified d h y y , an w at once 
was a paradox is now confirmed by this great time B . 

'th . . . . emg 
ne1 er a pol1t1c1an, nor even his half-brother, an aesthete, I 

would not_ deny the necessity of anything that is happening, 

or complam about it that mankind does not kno h 
d. · w ow to 

le m beauty. I know quite well that people h~ve the right to 

bomb cathedrals when they are whtfully u d b h . . - -o se y ot ers as 
military posts. 

*** 
'No offence i' the world', says Hamlet, only that a yawning 

abyss always opens when the question is asked: when does the 

great time of the war commence that of cathed 1 . ' ra s agamst 
people? I know full well that it is necessary s . omeumes to 
transform market places into battlefields so that they may 

become ~arket places again, but one day, a sad cloudy 

day, all ·will see more clearly and ask wheth . . . h , er It 1s ng t to 

take the path that leads away from God, to take the path 
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so resolutely and without missing a step, to ask whether the 

eternal mystery of which man is such a part, and in which he 

participates, really only contains a business secret that gives 

man a superiority over other men and even over one's creator. 

Whoever wants to enlarge ownership or whoever defends it, 

both live in a state of ownership, are always below and never 

above such a state. One avows, the other explains. Are we not 

afraid of that which is beyond possession, when unparalleled 

human sacrifices have been seen and suffered, when one 

assists without reacting to the sacrifices of human beings, and 

also that behind the elevated spiritual language, in the fading 

of the intoxicating music, between earthly and heavenly 

hosts one grey morning the confessions will be sounded that 

'the travelling salesman has to keep his feelers out to keep on 

the pulse of his clients?' Mankind is made up of consumers. 

Between flags and flames, behind heroes and their assistants, 

behind all fatherlands, an altar has been set up before which 

devout science wrings its hands: God created the consumers. 

Yet God didn't create the consumers to be happy on earth, 

but for a more noble end, that the dealer might have earthly 

happiness, for the consumer was born naked and becomes a 

dealer only when he sells clothes. From a philosophical point 

of view would one deny that you have to eat to live, even if 

the public character of this function testifies to a total lack 

of modesty? Culture is the tacit agreement which permits 

the means of sustenance to disappear behind the ends of 

existence. Civilisation is the subordination of the ends of life 

to the means permitting one to live. Progress is in the service 

of this ideal and provides weapons for it. Progress lives to eat 

and proves to us sometimes that it is prepared to perish in 

order to persist. It will bear a thousand ills so that life in the 
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end is easy, it reverts to pathos to formulate its basic tenets. 

For a long time the most extreme affirmation of progress has 

been that demand is dictated by supply, that we eat so that the 

other may be sated and that a pedlar interrupts our thinking 

by proposing to us that of which we have no need. Progress, 

under whose feet the grass mourns, and the forest becomes 

paper from which sheets grow, has subordinated the teasons 

ofliving with the means of subsistence, and made us into the 

component parts of our tools. The tooth of time has carries. 

The tooth of time is hollow, for when it was healthy there 

came the hand that makes its living from fillings. Where all 

energy has been used to make life smooth, nothing remains 

that requires such necessities. Individuality can live in such 

regions, but cannot be born there. With its emotional desires 

it can be a guest there, where comfort and progress pass in 

review and faceless automatons pass without greeting. But as 

a, referee of natural values it will decide otherwise, certainly 

not in favour of that which is only a half measure, and which 

has saved its intellectual life simply to serve in promoting its 

merchandise, abandoned itself to the romanc/ of food-stuffs 

and placed 'art in the service ofbi7sinessmen'. The decision is 

between soul-power and horse-power. After all this to-do no 

race will be stronger, at besr-only for pleasure. The tyranny 

of the necessities of life grants its slaves a threefold freedom: 

opinion thanks to Spirit, entertainment thanks to art, and 

promiscuity thanks to love. There is, thank God, still stock 

that remains stuck even when supposed to be rolling. At the 

end of the day civilisation lives from culture. If the appalling 

voice which of late has been permitted to shout louder than 

that of the commanders, if, in its importuning and delusional 

language, it exhorts the salesman to put out his feelers and 
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gauge the clients in the middle of cannon smoke, if in the 

face of unheard-of things it claims the battlefields for the 

hyenas, then it has some of the dreary sincerity with which 

the Spirit of the Age grins at its martyrs. So indeed we are 

sacrificing ourselves for disposable goods, we are consumers 

and live in the way that the means can consume the ends. 

Indeed, if a torpedo is useful to us, then better we curse God 

than a torpedo. Necessities, required by a world gone awry 

in the labyrinth of economics, must have its martyrs, and 

the dreadful editorialist of passions, the calculating fat Jew, 

a man sitting at the till of world history, records victory and 

notes down day after day the turnover in blood, and when 

it has to do for him with the title and the headlines that 

scream out for profit, the view is taken that the wounded 

and the dead and prisoners are to be counted in the asset 

column, sometimes confusing yours and mine with whores 

and wine, but, gently underlining his modesty, keeping 

perhaps up to the impressions of circles in the know and not 

excluding a certain imaginative flourish, 'laymen's questions 

layman's answers', in the strategic decision he allows himself 

to make. When he then pronounces his blessing on such an 

heroic upsurge of feeling, and wants to send his greetings 

to the army and the 'brave soldiers' in the very jargon of 

efficiency that would greet the end of a successful day at the 

stock exchange, so that there is allegedly only 'one voice' that 

is angry, truly only one, that speaks out today, then what 

difference does it make, when there is only one voice, whose 

echo should be nothing less than a thunderclap unleashed 

against the spectacle of an age that has the courage to call 

itself great and yet does not throw down the gauntlet to such 

a champion of the cause? 

IN THESE GREAT TIMES I 113 

The surface is at the root and clings to it. But since humanity 

is itself in the service of the economy it has no other freedom 

than the freedom of hostility, and when progress sharpened 

its weapons, then it created the most murderous of all, one 

which above and beyond its sacred necessity secured it with 

the ultimate care for its earthly spiritual well-being, the 

press. Progress, which also uses logic, replied that the press 

is just another trade group among others, living from a real 

need. But if this is both really true and correct, and if the 

press is nothing more than a copy of life, then I know what 

the situation is, because I know what this life is made up 

0£ Then it comes to me clearly on a cloudy day that life is 

nothing other than a copy of the pre~s. IfI learned in the days 

dominated by progress to underestimate life, it is probable 

that I overestimated the press. What is it? Just a messenger? 

Something that importunes us with this opinion? Something 

that torments us with this opinion? It presents us with 

interpretations along with the facts. It is something which 

teases us to death along with the reports of atmosphere, 

with observations and perceptions about particulars and 

minutiae, and which never ceases to repeat the same things on 

everything that makes our blood shiver. Is it that which drags 

in its train an entire cortege of important, well-informed 

and sophisticated outstanding personalities who give great 

credit to its affirmations, these significant parasites of the 

superfluous? Is this press a messenger? No, it is the event itself, 

it is not content to pretend that the despatches about events 

are not the events, but creates the uncanny identity, which 

always makes it appear that the actions are reported on before 

they actually occur, and anyway the situation obtains that war 

reporters are not simply there to observe, but that warriors are 
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turned into reporters. From that point of view I freely admit 

I have all my life overestimated the press. It is not a servant, 

how could a servant demand and receive so much? It is the 

event. Once more the instrumental means got the better of us. 

We have placed the individual who is responsible for alerting 

us to the outbreak of a fire, and whose role in the State ought 

to be subsidiary, above the world, above the fire and above 

the house, above the event and beyond our imagination. But 

he ought to be like Cleopatra, curious and disappointed, and 

beat the messenger for the message which he bears; he who 

announces to her a hateful marriage and proceeds to dress up 

the discourse she holds responsible for the marriage. 'Ram 

through thy fruitful tidings in my ears, that long time have 

been barren ... The most infectious pestilence upon thee! 

What say you? Hence, horrible villain, or I'll spurn thine 

eyes like balls before me. I'll unhair thy head, thou shalt be 

whipped with wire and stew'd in brine, smarting in ling'ring 

pickle'. [She strikes him] 'Gracious madam, I that do bring 

the news made not the match.'1 

But the reporter makes the marriage match, sets the house on 

fire and gives credence to the atrocities he has made up, and 

after years of practise he has brought humanity to such a level 

of dullness and absolute lack of imagination that it makes it 

fit to unleash a war of extermination against itself Because 

he can spare himself, thanks to the rapidity of his means, all 

the associations of lived experience with their intellectual 

consequences, he is just about capable of instilling in that 

the necessary death-defying courage with which mankind 

is rushing into war. He has at his disposal the reflection of 

the heroic attitude and his perverted language beautifies a 

misspent life, as if eternity has saved itself up for the higher 
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reach of this epoch, in which the reporter lives. But, do people 

have any idea of that kind of expression of life the newspaper 

is? One that has been. A life that has been for a long time 

nothing other than the expression of the newspaper. Does 

anyone realise what half a century of the assassination of 

the spirit, the plundering of nobility and blasphemy against 

the holy owes to this intelligence which exercises itself in 

complete freedom? Does anyone know what the Sunday belly 

of these monstrous rotating machines swallows in terms oflife 

resources before it can appear 250 pages thick? Does one have 

any clue as to how much systematic expenditure, telegraphic, 

telephonic and photographic, had to be dispensed to teach a 

society that was still open to inner possibilities to be goggle

eyed at the teeniest fact which finds its cliches in the odious 

language of these messengers, when 'somewhere groups are 

forming' or when the public begin 'mass' action? Since all of 

modern life functions according to the principle of quantity, 

which one no longer measures, but which one is always 

attaining, and which will finally have no other result than 

that of devouring itself, and since the record is so self-evident 

that it leaves no room for doubt, ... and that painful perfection 

makes any effort at calculation redundant, it follows that, 
1 

overwhelmed by such a manifold, there can be no further 

interest in the result, and that in an epoch where twice each 

day things of no importance are repeated twenty times, 

impressions of impressions, the great quantity deconstructs 

into individual destinies, perceived only by the individual, 

and suddenly just at the very point where the heroic death 

all wish for the soldier is seen as a cruel twist of fate. Perhaps 

one day man will get behind all of this and see what a small 

occurrence such a world-war was when set against the 
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spiritual self-mutilation of mankind by its newspapers, and 

how the war was at bottom just one of its manifestations. 

Just a few decades ago, Bismarck,2 who also overestimated the 

press, remarked that 'everything which the German people 

have gained by the sword has been spoiled by the press' and 

went as far as making it responsible for three wars. In our time 

the links between editorial offices and catastrophes is more 

profound, and thereby less clear. For in the age in which we 

live the act is stronger than the word, but stronger than acts is 

the echo. We live from the echo and in this topsy-turvy world 

the echo sounds the alarm. In the organisation of such an 

echo the weak is capable of marvellous transformation. The 

State can make use of it, but the world has nothing from it. 

Bismarck, at a time when progress was still in baby shoes and 

not yet managing to crawl along through culture on rubber 

heels, already noticed; 'every country' he said, 'every country 

one day ends up being responsible for the windows broken 

by its press'. He added further: 'in Vienna the press is worse 

than I imagined, more wicked and more pernicious than in 

Prussia'. He stated it directly that a reporter, in order to refute 

the charge of not having good sources, launched either his 

own fabrications or cited the embassy. It is certain that we all 

depend on this business. But when one reads the newspapers 

to be informed one does not learn the truth, not even the 

truth about the newspaper. The truth in the paper does not 

inform one of the content; it is itself the content, even more 

the instigator. Reporting lies about horror, it becomes horrors. 

There is more injustice in the time when there is a press that 

has lied about it and that deplored it. It is not nations that 

fight each other but the international shame, the profession 

which rules the world not despite its irresponsibilities but 
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through its irresponsibilities, which strikes blows, tortures 

prisoners, hounds foreigners, and turns decent people into 

louts. Through its lack of character it gains its power which, 

in association with a greasy will, can change black printer's 

ink into blood. The ultimate unholy miracle of our time. 

At first everything was lies; they always lied so that lies might 

be told elsewhere, and now, immersed in the neur~sthenia 

of hatred, everything is true. There are different nations but 

only one press. ~e despatch is as murderous as a grenade 

that does not take circumstances into account. You believe, 

but these ones know better: you have to pay for your belief. 

The heroes of indiscretion, people with whom no soldier 

would lie down in the trenches, though he would have to 

let himself be interviewed by them, break into even recently

abandoned royal castles, to report: 'we were there first'. To be 

paid for atrocities would not be as shameful as for inventing 

them. Some bravos, however, for those who stay put at home, 

when they don't have the chance to recount some anecdotes 

in the war-correspondents' quarters, or to push themselves 

into the front line, to bring to th4l people day by day so much 

\ horror, until they feel some justification in feeling fearful. Of 

the quantity which is the content of this time, each one gets 

his portion that he can process emotionally, and the cinema 

and the telegraph n\ake what we have in common so vivid 

that we are contented to go home. But, if with his truth 

the reporter kills our imagination, it is with his lies that he 

threatens our life. His imagination is the cruellest Ersatz for 

the one we once had. 

When one lot claim that the other lot have massacred women 

and children, so both sides believe it and do it. Don't people 
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yet feel that the word of such an undisciplined person, 

necessary in times of military conscription, carries further 

than a mortar, and that the spiritual bastions of this time 

are so constructed that they would collapse- when things got 

serious? If States had the foresight to settle on military service 

for everyone and to do without telegraphs, truly a war would 

be more bearable. If they would have the courage at the 

outbreak of such to send the representatives of the other craft 

to an internationally agreed carrion-pit, that might spare the 

nations war. But before journalists and the diplomats whom 

they influence would disarm, it is people who have to pay for 

it. 'Some of the things you read in the newspapers are true after 

all', Bismarck said. But there is something at the very bottom 

of the page and there our brave feuilletonists work; they pray 

during battle for a retainer, kiss allies on the mouth, praise 

the marvellous 'tumult' of our days, are astonished by order as 

they were once by the much prized social cosiness, compare a 

fortress to a beautiful woman or the reverse, it depends, and 

conduct themselves as worthy of these great times. Here one 

describes in a series entitled 'appalling days' his experiences 

in the Capital that he has to leave. What horrified him when 

he had been advised to leave town was that someone wanted 

to give him in exchange for r,ooo Marks only r,200 Francs, 

and above all, that no taxi-cab could be hailed, which also 

occurs in other traffic centres before general mobilisation. 

Nevertheless, he cannot - and one can hardly believe one's 

ears - heap enough praise on the calmness, consideration, 

even compassion of the local population, while meanwhile 

we understand from telegrams that they had just released 

panthers and wolves from a menagerie damaged in a railway 

accident, that in short the pre-war situation was similar, one 
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might say, as elsewhere after a concert. Telegrams are in fact 

the materiel of war. One doesn't quite take feuilletons in 

that way. A truth could slip through them. But as soon as 

they are published, they are perhaps no longer true, because 

in the meantime telegrams have appeared which confirm 

other telegrams and correct the truth. Or, could it be that 

one thinks this Nordau had embellished the facts, 3 so that he 

might be assured of his post after the peace? Thus journalism 

disposes of life according to whether its proper interests do a 

disserv~ce to others. In general one can say that in wartime, 

apart from the work accomplished by solid weapons, there 

are other auxiliaries in the form of the word and opportunity. 

The atrocities committed by an enemy population are of a 

base, or of a very base and therefore cultivated, origin. The 

people and the press stand above national interests, one 

plunders and the other sends telegrams. When the latter tele

grams, the former is enlivened, and for the decisions made in 

editorial offices, nations must pay and make good. 

One refers to every reply to the press as reprisals. It exaggerates 

the condition in which one finds theworldhaving created it. As 

its expression alone it would be terrible. But it is its instigator. 

In Austria it invented and supported the sterile pastime of the 

'conflicts of nations' so it could promote surreptitiously the 

business interests of its debased intellect, and having achieved 

its ends, it puts its patriotism out for later winnings; it buys 

securities that are falling. It is a Phoenix that resurrected itself 

colourfully from the ashes of strangers. 

Allow me to overestimate the press. But if I maintain 

incorrectly that an epoch which takes the special edition so 

lightly as the event itself, and with excited nerves takes lies 
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for facts, if it is not true that more blood has flown from 

telegrams than they claimed to contain, then let this blood 

be on my hands. 

'May it be the last time,' Bismarck exclaimed, 'that the conquest 

of the Prussian sword is given away with such generosity to 

satisfy the demands of a ghost, a completely insatiable ghost, 

which goes under the name of Spirit of the Age, or public 

opinion, numbing the reason of princes and of the people, 

so that everyone is afraid of the shadow of the other, so that 

everyone forgot that under the lion skin of the ghost is hidden 

a noisy creature, which is not in fact very formidable.' This 

was said in 1849. How enormously this na"ivete has grown in 

65 years: when in the face of deeds which it has instigated it 

has not kept silent, one knows well for whose profit it has been 

done. The machine has declared war on God and between the 

performances it finds, which I have always believed it capable 

of, words; and the time takes the measure of itself from this 

and is astonished at how much it has grown overnight. But, it 

was always like that and I didn't notice. Also it was a mistake 

in my viewpoint to see it as small. Moreover to clean up these 

'evils' which flourish on the fai;:ade, behind which something 

great lives, such a task would be too small for me, I would feel 

myself up to it. 

*** 
Someone asked recently where I had been all this time 

and begged me in view of the time we were in to help free 

ourselves of all the old filth. I can't. Something so great and 

elemental must have the force to deal with evils, and does 

not require the help or encouragement of a writer. But the 

great and elemental, despite its visible brilliance, has not yet 
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made it possible. The great has secondary effects. When what 

,follows attains such a height, then watch out for us. The great 

has not yet got rid of the secondary effects overnight. That 

bombs are dropped accompanied by jokes, and that the dives 

announce a programme of 42 mortars, shows how we are at 

once conservative and modern. What is revealing is not the 

occurrence itself, but the numbing that supports and allows 

this. How our sarcastic humour copes with excesses of blood, 

that we already know. But what about our spirit, how do our 

poets and thinkers react? Even if the world is turned on its 

head it would not come up with anything better. Even if the 

world were to pull itself apart no intelligence would drop out. 

It won't appear at a later stage, for it would have by now hidden 

itself and maintained a respectful silence. But, in our cultural 

environment we only see the show, in which intelligence seizes 

on a catch cry, when the personality has not the strength in 

itself to be silent and draw on its own resources. 

By volunteering for war-service poets have gained their entry 

into journalism. Here stands Hauptmann, and misters Dehmel 

and Hofmannsthal, 4 with the @£pectation of a decoration from 

the front lines and behind them the struggle of unbridled 

dilettantism. Never before has there been such a stampede 

to join the banality, and the self-sacrifice of leading intellects 

being so rapid that it gives rise to the suspicion that they have 

no self to sacrifice, but that it had mo;e to do with saving 

themselves there, where it is most secure. 

What is sad today is that literature does not feel its intru

siveness, nor the superiority of the citizens in finding cliches 

as adequate to their expression of experience. Looking for 

jingles, and bad ones at that, to express feeling not theirs, to 
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welcome the boys home with hoorays - hooligans will be fools 

again, pillage the village - is the most tawdry achievement a 

society can expect in hard times of its intellectuals. Even the 

inarticulate jabberings of foreign poets who come to us are 

at least a sign of individually felt emotion, which reduces the 

artist to the dimension of a private man within the borders of 

his own country. That is at least the poem which the tumult 

of events inspired in the poets. 

The accusation of barbarism in times of war was disinfor

mation. Now a barbarism in peacetime which is prepared to 

compose rhymes when the situation gets bad, and transforms 

the strange experiences of others into an editorial, is a disgrace 

and will always be such. Finally, a Holder who is wrong can 

always hold on to his position next to a dozen Haeckels who 

are right. 5 An explosion of anger has more to do with culture 

than a questionnaire which obtained a response of yes to the 

question, 'ought one to perform Shakespeare?' 

Detlev von Liliencron,6 the greatest modern German poet, 

a war poet, a victim of the cultural development stemming 

from victory, would not have had the heart to attach himself 

to a smouldering situation with an opinion, and it remains 

to be seen if there is among any of them that have had war 

experience, and are able to experience as poets, one who will 

emerge and can bring the matter and words to a unified artistic 

result. What will be shown is whether from the quantity any 

bridge lead to the life of the spirit, because such a bridge has 

been blown up, or even if something organic can be produced. 

Intellectuals who, when danger comes along, bed themselves 

down comfortably in the schizo of their knowledge, ought to 

be thrown to the dogs. 
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, Perhaps even the smallest war was always nothing more than a 

surface cleaning exercise, stirring up the depths. What are the 

effects of this great war, great by virtue of the forces against 

which the greatest war ought.to be conducted; does it signify 

salvation or the end? Is it just a continuation? Hopefully the 

consequences of this enormous affair will not be worse than 

the secondary effects, which it doesn't have the force to repel. 

May it never be that emptiness will dominate under the 
1 pretext of how much has been suffered, that sloth covers 

itself in glory, that narrow-mindedness appeals to the world

historicai background, to justify itself, nor that the hand that 

reaches into our pockets first shows us its warts. How could 

it come about that during a world-war a world newspaper 

could celebrate its anniversary, that a stock-exchange hustler 

before a battle involving millions with declamatory headlines 

demands and gets attention for the 50th anniversary of his 

infamous trade? That banks, unable to serve their clients 

because of a moratorium, paid well over 400 crowns for each 

of the hundred announcements in his jubilee number? That 

during the thunder roar of cannons the praise of the news 

vendor could be heard and thatthe line of well-wishers, like 

a casualty list of culture, walked by for weeks? How was it 

possible that in the days the cliche began to bleed and walk 

on its last legs, schmuck would be used to decorate a bordello 

of liberation and that flags were held high by writers as they 

were on the field, and that an account's-clerk and a free-loader 

of culture is elevated by a group of hangers-on as the chief of 

the general staff of culture? May the times be great enough 

not to allow themselves be the victim to a conqueror who 

stamps underfoot the spirit and the economy, great enough 

to overcome the nightmare of a victory that profits those who 
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were not involve~; not to provide the chance to glory hunters 

of decorations to get rid of their honours in peacetime, or the 

stupidity of getting rid of foreign words and names of dishes on 

menus, and for slaves whom the mastery of foreign languages 

has been a life's ambition to have a chance to go around the 

world with the ability not to master languages. You who are 

in war, what do you know of war? You fight, yes. You have not 

remained here. Even for those who have sacrificed their ideal 

for life, the chance will come of sacrificing life itself That the 

epoch may be as great as the dignity of these victims, and not 

so great that they forget their money as they grow into life. 

First published in Die Fackel, 1914. 

NOTES 

r. Shakespeare, Anthony and Cleopatra, Act II, sc. 5. 

2. Bismarck, Count Otto von: (1815-1898) German statesman. 

3. Nordau, Max: (1848-1923) Medical doctor and advocate of Zionism 

along with Herzl. 

4. Dehmel, Richard: (1863-1920) German writer; Hofmannsthal, Hugo 

von: (1874-1929) Austrian writer. 

5. Holder, Ferdinand: (1853-1918) Swiss painter; Haeckel, Ernst (1834-1919) 

German biologist and philosopher. 

6. Liliencron, Dedev von: (1844-1909) German writer and poet. 

HANS MULLER IN 
SCHON BRUNN 

Hans Muller,1 who did not have to go to the front to write 

letters from there - he would be an even greater defender of the 

Fatherland if he were to die without a uniform - has recently 

looked death in the eye. He was in fact in Schonbrunn, in 

the zoo in fact, where a panther lying behind bars looked at 

him. 'I am all alone in the cosmos', said Muller, who didn't 

lose his presence of mind for an instant as the article began 

to take shape in his head. He had come to Schonbrunn with 

the purpose of having some }.,mpression from the panther 

which would allow him draw comparisons with humanity. 

He was attracted to the dangerous but had underestimated it 

here. Thinking about the heroic situation afterwards he put 

it in simple language: 'I am all alone in the cosmos.' We can 

believe that this adventure did take place, although a short 

time before he had gone so far as to claim that he had been 

· received by the German Kaiser in the Hofburg in Vienna. In 
this case Muller describes the panther, from close-up, down to 

its very snout 'under which bristles that are needle-fine stick 

out'. He had not been in Schonbrunn for fifteen years. 'Then 

the world was wide and open. O manifold of the world, 




