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NARCISSUS

an ascetic monk; a rigorous intellectual remains in the
monastery to become an abbot; the epitome of the mas-
culine, analytical mind.

GOLDMUND

romantic, dreamy, flaxen-haired boy; celebrates the lush,
lyrical, rapturous, sensuous quality of women; leaves the
monastery to find his true nature; he epitomizes the
feminine mind.

NARGISSUS AND GOLDMUND
two antithetical natures, the best of friends, who under-
stand and assist each other.

“Hesse lifts the contrapuntal play of conflicting forces
into a plane as close to music as words will come, What
lingers in the reader's mind is a melancholy melody, a

romantic “lied” full of wanderlust for a trip into the id.”
~—Saturday Review
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NARCISSUS AND GOLDMUND






Outside the entrance of the Mariabronn cloister,
whose rounded arch rested on slim double col-
umns, a chestnut tree stood close to the road. It
was a sweet chestnut, with a sturdy trunk and a
full round crown that swayed gently in the wind,
brought from Italy many years earlier by a monk
who had made a pilgrimage to Rome. In the
spring it waited until all the surrounding trees
were green, and even the hazel and walnut trees
were wearing ruddy foliage, before sprouting its
own first leaves; then, during the shortest nights of
the year, it drove the delicate white-green rays of
its exotic blossoms out through tufts of leaves,
fllling the air with an admonishing and pungent
fragrance. In October, after the grape and apple
harvests, the autumn wind shook the prickly chest-
nuts out of the tree’s bumnished gold crown; the
cloister students would scramble and fight for the
nuts, and Prior Gregory, who came from the south,
roasted them in the fireplace in his room. The
beautiful treetop—secret kin to the portal's slender
sandstone columns and the stone ormaments of the
window vaults and pillars, loved by the Savoyards
and Latins—swayed above the cloister entrance, a
conspicuous outsider in the eyes of the natives.
Generations of cloister boys passed beneath the
foreign tree, carrying their writing tablets, chat-
ting, laughing, clowning, and squabbling, barefoot
or shod according to the season, a flower or a nut
1
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between their teeth or a snowball in their fists.
There were always newcomers; and the faces
changed every few years, yet most of them resem-
bled one another, if only for their blond and curly
hair. Some stayed for life, becoming novices and
monks; they had their hair shorn, donned habit
and cincture, read books, taught boys, grew old,
died. Others after finishing their studies were tak-
en home by their parents to castles, or to mer-
chants’ and artisans’ houses, and then went out into
the world and lived by their wits or their crafts.
They returned to the cloister occasionally as grown
men, bringing their little sons to be taught by the
priests, stood for a while smiling pensively at the
chestnut tree, then vanished once more. The cells
and halls of the cloister, between the thick round
window vaults and the trim double columns of red
stone, were filled with life, with teaching, learning,
administration, ruling; many kinds of arts and
sciences—the pious and worldly, the frivolous and
somber—were pursued here, and were passed on
from one generation to another. Books were writ-
ten and annotated, systems invented, ancient
scrolls collected, new scrolls illuminated, the faith
of the people fostered, their credulity smiled upon.
Erudition and piety, simplicity and cunning, the
wisdom of the testaments and the wisdom of the
Greeks, white and black magic—a little of each
flourished here; there was room enough for every-
thing, room for meditation and repentance, for gre-
gariousness and the good life. One interest would
usually outweigh another, predominating in ac-
cord with the personality of the incumbent abbot
or the tendency of the day. At times the cloister’s
reputation for exorcism and demon-detecting
would attract visitors; at other times the cloister
would be known for its fine music, or for a holy
monk who had the power to heal and perform
miracles, or for the pike soup and stag-liver pies
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served in the refectory. And among the throng of
monks and pupils, whether pious or lukewarm,
fasting or fat, who came and lived there and died,
there would always be one or another who was
special, whom all loved or all feared, who seemed
to be chosen, of whom people spoke long after his
contemporaries had been forgotten.

Even now the cloister of Mariabronn had in its
midst two persons who were out of the ordinary,
one old and one young. Among the many brethren
who flocked to the dormitories, chapels, and class-
rooms were two of whom all were aware, whom zll
respected: Abbot Daniel and Brother Narcissus.
Though the latter had only recently entered on his
novitiate, he had, because of his gifts, been ap-
pointed a teacher, mainly of Greek, against all
tradition. These two, the aging Abbot and the nov-
ice, had special standing in the house; they
aroused curiosity and were watched, admired, en-
vied, and sometimes slandered.

Most brothers loved the Abbot for his kindness,
simplicity, and humility. Only the learned were a
trifle condescending in their affection for him, be-
cause, for all his saintliness, Abbot Daniel would
never be a scholar. He had the simplicity of wis-
dom, but his Latin was modest and he knew no
Greek whatsoever.

The few who permitted themselves an occasion-
al smile at their Abbot’s simplicity were all the
more enamored of Narcissus, the handsome prodi-
gy who possessed elegant Greek, impeccable man-
ners, quietly penetrating thinker’s eyes, and beauti-
ful, sharply outlined lips. The scholars admired
him for his extraordinary Greek; almost all the
others, for his nobility and refinement. Many quite
simply loved him, but there were inevitably those
who resented his extreme reserve, self-control, and
exquisite manners.

Abbot and novice, each bore his fate and ruled
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and suffered in his own way. They felt closer and
more drawn to each other than to anyone else in
the cloister, yet neither found the way to the other
or felt at ease in the other’s presence. The Abbot
treated the young man with the greatest solicitude,
worried about him as though he were a rare, sensi-
tive, perhaps dangerously precocious younger
brother. The young man accepted the Abbot’s every
order, counsel, and good word with perfect equa-
nimity, never argued or sulked, and if the Abbot
was right in finding that Brother Narcissus's only
sin was pride, Narcissus was a master at concealing
it. There was nothing to be said against him; he
was perfect and no one was a match for him. Yet,
apart from the learned, he had few friends; his
distinction surrounded him like a chilling draft.

Once, after confession, the Abbot said to him:
“Narcissus, I admit that I am guilty of having
judged you harshly, Often I have considered you
arrogant, and perhaps I have done you an injus-
tice. You are very much alone, my young broth-
er, you have admirers, but no friends. 1 wish I had
reason to scold you from time to time, but I have
none. I wish you would misbehave occasionally, as
young people of your age often do. But you never
misbehave. I worry about you a little, Narcissus.”

The young novice fixed his dark eyes on the old
Abbot.

“I wish above all not to worry you, gentle father.
It may well be that I am arrogant. If so, I beg you
to punish me. Sometimes I feel an urge to punish
myself. Send me to a hermitage, father, or assign
me lowly chores.”

“You are too young for either, dear brother,” said
the Abbot. “Besides, you are eminently gifted in
speech and thought. To assign you lowly chores
would be wasting these God-given talents. In all
probability you will become a teacher and a schol-
ar. Is that not your own wish?”
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“Forgive me, father, I am not certain what my
own wishes are. I shall always take pleasure in
study, how could it be otherwise? But I do not
believe that my life will be limited to study. A man’s
wishes may not always determine his destiny, his
mission; perhaps there are other, predetermining,
factors.”

The Abbot listened gravely. Still, a smile played
about his old face as he said: “Insofar as I have
come to know people, we all have a slight tenden-
cy, especially while we are young, to confuse our
wishes with predestination. But tell me, since you
believe that you have foreknowledge of your desti-
ny, tell me what you believe yourself destined
for?”

Narcissus let his dark eyes close until they disap-
peared in the shadows of his long black lashes. He
did not answer.

“Speak, my son,” the Abbot ordered after much
waiting.

In a low voice, his eyes on the ground, Narcissus
began: “I believe, gentle father, that I am destined
above all else for cloister life. I believe that I shall
become a monk, a priest, a prior, perhaps an ab-
bot. I do not believe that this is because I wish it. 1
do not wish for offices. They will be laid upon
me.”

Both were silent for a long time.

“What gives you this belief?” the old man asked
hesitantly, “What talent is there in you, other than
learning, that expresses itself in this belief?”

“It is a capacity to sense the characters and
destiny of people,” Narcissus said slowly, “not only
my own destiny, but that of others as well. It
obliges me to serve others by ruling over them.
Were I not born for cloister life, I should have to
become a judge or a statesman.”

“Perhaps,” nodded the Abbot. “Have you tested
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your capacity to recognize people’s characters and
destinies? Have you examples?”

“I have.”

“Are you willing to give me an example?”

“I am.”

“Very well, Since I do not wish to pry into the
secrets of our brothers without their knowledge,
you might perhaps tell me what you think you
know about me, your Abbot Daniel.”

Narcissus raised his lids and looked the Abbot in
the eye.

“Is that an order, gentle father?”

“An order.”

“I find it difficult to speak, father.”

“And I, my young brother, I find it difficult to
force you to speak. And yet I do. Speak.”

Narcissus bowed his head and said in a whisper:
“I know little of you, gentle father. I know that you
are a servant of God who would rather watch
over goats and ring the bell in a hermitage and
listen to peasants’ confessions than head a large
cloister. I know that you have a special love for the
Holy Mother of God and that most of your prayers
are addressed to her. Occasionally you pray that
Greek and similar subjects that are studied in this
cloister do not lead the souls in your care into con-
fusion and danger. Occasionally you pray for con-
tinued patience with Prior Gregory. Sometimes you
pray for a gentle end. And I think that your prayer
will be heard and that your end will be gentle.”

It was very still in the Abbot’s small office. At
last the old man spoke.

“You are a romantic and you have visions,” said
the old gentleman in a friendly voice. “But even
pious, friendly visions may trick us; do not rely on
them any more than I rely on them.—Can you see,
my romantic brother, what I think about this mat-
ter in my heart?”

“Father, I can see that you have very friendly
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thoughts about it. You are thinking the following;:
“This youthful scholar is slightly in danger. He has
visions. Perhaps he meditates too much. Perhaps 1
could impose penance on him; it would do him no
harm. But the penance that I shall impose on him,
I will also impose on myself.’” That is what you are
thinking.”

The Abbot rose and smiled. He waved to the
novice to take his leave.

“All right” he said. “Do not take your visions
altogether too seriously, my young brother. God
demands much else of us besides visions. Let us
assume that you have flattered an old man by
promising him an easy death. Let us assume that,
for an instant, the old man was glad to hear this
promise. That is sufficient for now. You will say a
rosary tomorrow morning, after early mass. You
will say it humbly and with devotion, not superfi-
cially. And I shall do the same. Go now, Narcissus,
there have been words enough.”

On another occasion Abhot Daniel had to settle
a disagreement between the youngest of the
teaching fathers and Narcissus on the point of the
teaching method. Narcissus passionately urged the
introduction of certain changes and justified them
with convincing arguments; but out of a kind of
jealousy Father Lorenz refused to hear of any
changes, and each new discussion would be fol-
lowed by days of ill-humored silence and sulking,
until Narcissus, who was sure he was right, would
broach the subject once more. Finally Father Lo-
renz, mildly offended, said: “Well, Narcissus, let us
put an end to this quarrel. As you know, the deci-
sion is mine and not yours. You are not my col-
league, you are my assistant, you must do as I say.
But since this matter seems so important to you and
since I am your superior only by rank and not by
knowledge or talent, I will not take the decision
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upon myself. We shall submit the matter to our
father the Abbot and let him decide.”

This they did. Abbot Daniel listened with gentle
patience as the two learned men argued about
their conceptions of the teaching of grammar.

After each had stated his point of view and
defended it, the old man looked at them with an
amused air, shook his gray head softly, and
said: “My dear brothers, neither of you thinks
that I know as much of these matters as you
do. I commend Narcissus for having a keen enough
interest in the school to want to improve the
teaching method. However, if his superior holds a
different opinion, Narcissus must be silent and
obey, because no improvement of the school would
make up for the slightest disturbance of order and
obedience in this house. I reprove Narcissus for not
knowing how to give in. And I hope that you two
young scholars may never lack superiors who are
less intelligent than you; it is the best cure for
pride.” With this amiable jest he dismissed them.
But during the next few days he did not forget to
keep an eye on the two teachers to see if harmony
had been restored.

And then it happened that a new face appeared
in this cloister which had seen so many faces come
and go, a new face that did not pass unremarked
and unremembered. An adolescent, previously en-
rolled by his father, arrived one day in spring to
study at the cloister school. Father and son teth-
ered their horses under the chestnut tree; the por-
ter came out to meet them.

The boy looked up at the tree still bare with
winter. “I've never seen a tree like that,” he said.
“What a strange, beautiful tree. I wonder what it is
called.”

The father, an elderly gentleman with a wor-
ried, slightly pinched face, paid no attention to his
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son’s question. But the porter, who liked the boy
immediately, told him the tree’s name. The young
man thanked him in a friendly voice, held out his
hand, and said: “I am Goldmund, I'll be going to
school here.” The porter smiled and led the new-
comers through the portal and up the wide stone
steps, and Goldmund entered the cloister with
confidence, feeling that he had already met two
beings in his new environment with whom he
could be friends, the tree and the porter.

Father and son were received first by the priest
who headed the school, then, toward evening, by
the Abbot himself. Both times the father, who was
in the service of the Emperor, introduced his son
Goldmund and was invited to stay for a while as a
guest of the cloister. But he accepted only for a
night, saying that he had to ride back the next
day. He offered one of his two horses to the cloister
as a gift, and it was accepted. His conversation was
courteous and cool; but both abbot and priest
locked with pleasure upon the respectfully silent
Goldmund. They had taken an immediate liking to
the delicate, good-looking boy. Without regret,
they let the father depart the following day; they
were glad to keep the son. Goldmund was taken to
see the teachers and given a bed in the students’
dormitory. Sad-faced and respectful, he said good-
bye to his father and stood gazing after him until
he had disappeared through the narrow arched
gate of the cloister's outer wall. between the gra-
nary and the mill. A tear hung on his long blond
lashes when he finally tumed away; but the porter
:;lvas there to give him a friendly pat on the shoul-

er.

“Young master,” he said consolingly, “don’t be
sad. Most everyone is a little homesick at first, for
his father, his mother, his brothers and sisters. But
you'll see: life isn’t bad here either, not bad at all.”

“Thank you, brother porter,” said the boy. “I
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have no brothers or sisters, and no mother; my
father is all I have.”

“You'll find schoolmates here to make up for him,
and books and music and new games you never
played before, all kinds of things, youll see. And
if you feel the need for a friend, come to me.”

Goldmund smiled at him. “Thank you very
much. Would you do me a favor then, please, and
show me where I can find the horse my father left
behind. I'd like to say hello to him and see if he is
happy here.”

The porter led him to the stable beside the
granary. The lukewarm twilight smelled strongly of
horses, manure, and oats, and in one of the stalls
Goldmund found the little brown horse that had
carried him to the cloister. He wrapped both arms
around the neck of the animal, which was
stretching a long head toward him in greeting; he
put his cheek to the wide dappled forehead, ca-
ressed it tenderly, and whispered into an ear: “Hel-
lo there, Bless, my dear, my good horse, are you
happy? Do you love me still? Have you been fed?
Do you stll remember our home? Bless, my little
horse, my friend, I'm so glad that you've stayed, I'll
come to see you often.” From the cuff of his sleeve
he pulled a slice of bread that he had hidden there,
broke it into small pieces, and fed it to the horse.
Then he said goodbye and followed the porter
across a courtyard as wide as the marketplace of a
large city, shaded in places by linden trees. At the
inner gate he thanked the porter and shook his
hand. Then he realized that he no longer knew the
way to the classroom he had been shown yester-
day, laughed a little, blushed, and asked the porter
to take him there, which the porter was glad to do.
He entered the classroom, where a dozen boys and
young men were sitting on benches, and the assist-
ant teacher, Brother Narcissus, turned his head.

“I am Goldmund,” he said, “the new scholar,”
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Narcissus nodded to him, and briefly, without a
smile, indicated a seat on the rear bench and went
on with the lesson.

Goldmund sat down. He was surprised to
find the teacher so young, only a few years older
than himself, surprised and deeply delighted to
find this young teacher so handsome and refined,
so stern, yet so charming and likable. The porter
had been nice to him; the Abbot had given him a
friendly reception. Not far away in the stable was
his Bless, a little bit of home, and now there was
this surprisingly young teacher, grave as a scholar,
polished as a prince, with his cool, controlled, mat-
ter-of-fact yet compelling voice. He listened grate-
fully, although without at first understanding the
subject of the lesson. He began to feel happy. He
was among good, likable men and was ready to
seek their friendship. In his bed that morning he
had awakened with a feeling of anguish, still tired
from the long journey. And saying goodbye to his
father had made him cry a little. But now all was
well, he was happy. Again and again, for long
moments, he looked at the teacher, took pleasure
in the straight, slender figure; the cool, sparkling
eyes; the firm lips that were forming clear, precise
syllables; the inspired, untiring voice.

But when the lesson was over and the pupils
stood up noisily, Goldmund started and realized a
little shamefacedly that he had been asleep for
quite some time. And he was not the only one to
realize it; the boys on the bench beside him had
noticed too and passed it on in whispers. As soon as
the young teacher had walked out of the room,
théey nudged Goldmund and pulled at him from all
sides.

“Had a nice nap?” asked one of them with a grin.

“A fine scholar!” jeered another. “He’s going to be
a true pillar of the church, falling asleep during his
first lesson!”
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“Let’s put the baby to bed,” proposed another.
And they seized his arms and legs to carry him off
with mocking laughter.

Goldmund was startled; it made him angry. He
struck out at them, tried to free himself, got
punched several times, and was finally dropped to
the ground, one of the boys still holding him by a
foot. He kicked himself free, threw himself upon
the boy who happened to be standing nearest, and
was soon involved in a violent fistfight. His adver-
sary was strong; everyone watched the fight eager-
ly. When Goldmund stood his ground and landed a
few well-aimed blows, he made a few friends
among his classmates before he knew a single one
by name. But suddenly they all scattered and were
hardly gone when Father Martin, the head of the
school, entered and faced the boy, who was still
standing on the same spot, alone. Astonished, he
looked at the boy, whose embarrassed blue eyes
were looking out of a flushed, somewhat scarred
face.

“What has happened to youP” Father Martin
asked. “Arent you Goldmund? Have they been
rough with you, the scoundrels?”

“Oh no,” said the boy. “I got even with him.”

“With whom?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know anyone by name yet.
One of them had a fight with me.”

“He did? Did he start it?”

“I'm not sure. No, I guess I started it myself.
They were teasing me and I got angry.”

“An auspicious beginning my boy. Now you lis-
ten to me. If I catch you once more fighting in the
classroom, you'll be punished. Now off with you to
supper!”

With a smile he watched the embarrassed
Goldmund run off, trying to smooth his tousled
blond hair with his fingers as he ran.

Goldmund thought that his first act in the clois-
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ter had been ill-mannered and foolish; rather de-
jectedly, he looked for his classmates at the supper
table. But they welcomed him with friendship and
respect. He made an honorable peace with the
enemy and from that moment on he felt that he
belonged to the school



Although he was on good terms with everyone, he
had not made a real friend. There was no one
among his classmates for whom he felt any particu-
lar affinity, let alone fondness. And to their amaze-
ment, the others discovered in the fistfighter they
had first taken for a rowdy a peace-loving com-
panion, a model student who seemed to be striving
for scholarly laurels.

There were two men in the cloister to whom
Goldmund’s heart reached out, who filled his
thoughts, whom he admired and revered: Abbot
Daniel and the assistant teacher, Brother Narcis-
sus. He felt that the Abbot was a saint. He was
immensely attracted by his kind simplicity, his
clear, concerned eyes, by the way he gave orders
and made decisions, humbly, as though it were a
task, by his good, quiet gestures. He would have
liked to become the personal servant of this pious
man, to be in his presence constantly, obedient and
serving, to bring him the sacrifice of all his youth-
ful need for devotion and dedication, to leam a
pure, noble, saintly life from him. Goldmund
wished not only to finish the cloister school but to
remain in the cloister, indefinitely perhaps, dedicat-
ing his life to God. This was his intention, as it
was his father's wish and command and, most like-
ly, God’s own decision and command. Nobody
seemed aware of the burden that lay upon the
handsome radiant boy, an original burden, a secret

14
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destiny of atonement and sacrifice. Even the Abbot
was not aware of it, although Goldmund's father
had dropped several hints and clearly expressed
the wish that his son remain in the cloister forever.
Some secret flaw seemed attached to Goldmund's
birth, something unspoken that sought expiation.
But the Abbot felt little sympathy for the father,
whose words and air of self-importance he had
countered with polite reserve, dismissing the hints
as not particularly important,

The other man who had aroused Goldmund’s
admiration had sharper eyes and a keener intui-
tion, but he did not come forward. Narcissus knew
only too well what a charming golden bird had
flown to him. This hermit soon sensed a kindred
soul in Goldmund, in spite of their apparent con-
trasts. Narcissus was dark and spare; Goldmund, a
radiant youth. Narcissus was analytical, a thinker;
Goldmund, a dreamer with the soul of a child. But
something they had in common bridged these con-
trasts: both were refined; both were different from
the others because of obvious gifts and signs; both
bore the special mark of fate.

Narcissus took an ardent interest in this young
soul, whose character and destiny he had been
quick to recognize. Fervently Goldmund admired
his beautiful, outstandingly intelligent teacher. But
Goldmund was timid; the only way he knew to
court Narcissus was to exhaust himself in being an
attentive, eager student. But more than timidity
held him back. He sensed a danger to himself in
Narcissus. It was impossible to emulate simultane-
ously the kindly humble Abbot and the extremely
intelligent, learned, brilliant Brother Narcissus. Yet
every fiber of his youthful soul strove to attain
these two incompatible ideals. It caused him much
suffering. There were days during his first months
at the cloister school when Goldmund’s heart was
so torn, so confused, he felt strongly tempted to
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run away or to take his anguish and anger out on
his classmates. Sometimes a bit of innocent teasing
or a prank would stir such a wild rage inside this
warm-hearted boy that the utmost control was
required to hold it in; he would close his eyes and
turn away, silent and deathly pale. Then he would
go to the stable to find Bless, lean his head against
the horse’s neck, kiss him and cry his heart
out. Gradually his suffering increased and be-
came noticeable. His face grew thinner; his
eyes became dull; he rarely laughed the laugh all
liked so much.

He didn’t know what was happening to him. He
honestly wished, was honestly determined, to be a
good scholar, to begin his novitiate as soon as pos-
sible, and after that to become a quiet, prayerful
monk of the cloister. He firmly believed that all his
strength and talent drove toward this mild, pious
goal; he knew nothing of other drives. How strange-
ly sad then to find this simple, beautiful goal so
difficult to attain, Occasionallv he would be dis-
couraged, bewildered to detect hateful moods and
tendencies in himself: he’d feel distracted, un-
willing to learn. He'd daydream or drowse through
a lesson, rebel with sudden distaste against the
Latin teacher, be cranky and impatient with his
classmates. And what was most confusing was that
his love for Narcissus seemed to fight his love for
Abbot Daniel. Yet at moments he felt almost cer-
tain that Narcissus loved him also, that he was
concerned about him, was waiting for him.

Narcissus’s thoughts were far more occupied
with Goldmund than Goldmund imagined. He
wanted the bright boy as a friend. He sensed in
him his opposite, his complement; he would have
liked to adopt, lead, enlighten, strengthen, and
bring him to bloom. But he held himself back, for
many reasons, almost all of them conscious. Most of

all, he felt tied and hemmed in by his distaste for
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teachers or monks who, all too frequently, fell in
love with a pupil or a novice. Often enough, he
had felt with repulsion the desiring eyes of older
men upon him, had met their enticements and
cajoleries with wordless rebuttal. He understood
them better now that he knew the temptation to
love the charming boy, to make him laugh, to run a
caressing hand through his blond hair. But he
would never do that, never. Moreover, as a mere
tutor, with the rank but not the position or the
authority of a teacher, he had become especially
cautious and watchful. He was used to conducting
himself with pupils only a few years younger than
himself as though he were twenty years their sen-
ifor, to forbidding himself sternly all partiality
toward a pupil, to forcing himself to particular
fairness and concern for those pupils who were
naturally repugnant to him. His was the service of
the mind, and to that he dedicated his strict life.
Ounly secretly, during his most unguarded mo-
ments, did he permit himself the pleasure of arro-
gance. No, no matter how tempting a friendship
with Goldmund seemed, it could only be a danger;
he must never let it touch the core of his existence.
The core and meaning of his life was to serve the
mind, to serve the word: the quiet, superior, self-
negating guidance of his pupils—and pot only of
his pupils—toward high spiritual goals.

For a year or more, Goldmund had been a stu-
dent at the cloister school of Mariabronn. He had
played some hundred times with his classmates
under the linden trees in the courtyard and under
the beautiful chestnut tree—ball games, races,
snowball fights. Now spring had come, but
Goldmund felt tired and sick and often had
headaches; he found it hard to stay awake in class,
hard to concentrate.

Then one evening Adolf came yp to him, the
classmate he had first met during a fistight and with
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whom he had begun to study Euclid that winter. It
was in the hour after supper, an hour of recreation
when the boys were permitted to play in the dor-
mitories, to walk and talk in the outer cloister
ard.

Y “Goldmund,” he said, pulling him down the
stairs after him, “I want to tell you something,
something funny. But you're such a model student—
youll probably end up a bishop one of these days.
First you must give me your word of honor that
you won't tell the teachers on me.”

Goldmund immediately gave his word. There
was cloister honor and student honor, and occa-
sionally one contradicted the other, Goldmund was
well aware of that. But, as anywhere else in the
world, the unwritten law defeated the written one;
he would never try to evade student laws and
codes while he was himself a student.

Adolf dragged him outside the arch under the
trees. There was, he whispered, a group of good,
strong-hearted classmates—he himself was one of
them—who were carrying on an old student tradi-
tion, of reminding themselves that they were not
monks. They would occasionally steal away from
the cloister for an evening in the village. It was the
kind of prank or adventure no decent fellow could
avoid taking part in; later during the night they
would sneak back again.

“But the gates are locked at that hour”
Goldmund objected.

Of course they were locked. Precisely. ‘That was
the fun of the whole thing. But there were secret
ways to get back inside unnoticed; it wouldn't be
the first time.

Goldmund recalled hearing the expression: “go-
ing to the village.” It stood for boys' nocturnal
escapades, for all kinds of secret adventures and
pleasures which were forbidden on pain of heavy
punishment. He froze inside. “Going to the village”
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was a sin, something forbidden. At the same time
he understood only too well that that was precisely
why the “regulars” considered it a point of honor to
take the risk and that it was a certain distinction to
be asked to join in this adventure.

He would have liked to say no, to run back and go
to bed. He felt tired and weak; his head had ached
all afternoon. But he felt slightly embarrassed in
front of Adolf. And who could tell: perhaps there
would be something new, something beautiful out-
side the cloister, something that might make one
forget headaches and listlessness and all kinds of
pain. It was an excursion into the world—although
secret and forbidden, nothing to feel proud of. Still,
perhaps it would bring release, be an experience.
He stood undecided while Adolf continued to talk;
suddenly he laughed and said yes.

Unobserved, they slipped out under the linden
trees in the vast darkening courtyard; the outer
gate had already been locked. Adolf led him to the
cloister mill through which one could easily sneak
out, unseen in the twilight, and unheard because of
the constant whirring of wheels. In complete
darkness they climbed through a window onto a
pile of slippery-wet planks, one of which they
pulled out and used as a bridge to cross the little
stream. And now they were outside, on the pale
glistening road that disappeared into the dark for-
est. All this was exciting and secret; he enjoyed it
very much.

At the edge of the forest they found a third
classmate, Konrad; they waited for a long time and
were joined by a fourth, big Eberhard. All four
tramped through the forest. Nightbirds rose
above them in a rustle of wings; a few stars peeked
wet and bright through quiet clouds. Konrad chat-
tered and joked. Occasionally he’d make the others
laugh, but there hung above them the solemn anx-
iety of night that made their hearts beat faster.
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After barely an hour they came to the village on
the other side of the forest. It seemed asleep. The
low gables shimmered faintly, criss-crossed by
dark ribs of timber; there wasn’t a light anywhere.
Adolf led the way. Silent, on tiptoe, they circled
several houses, climbed a fence, stood in a garden,
sank into the soft earth of a flower bed, stumbled
over steps, stopped by the wall of a house. Adolf
knocked at a shutter, waited, knocked again. There
was a sound inside. Soon a light shone, the shutter
opened, and one after the other they climbed into
a kitchen with a black hearth and an earthen floor.
A tiny oil l]amp was standing on the stove, its
feeble flame flickering on a thin wick. And there
was a girl, a haggard servant girl, who stood hold-
ing out her hand to greet the intruders. Another
girl stepped out of the shadows behind the first
one, a young thing with long black braids. Adolf
had brought gifts for them, half a loaf of white
cloister bread, and something in a paper sack,
a handful of stolen incense perhaps, thought
Goldmund, or candle wax or the like. The young
girl with the braids went out of the kitchen, groped
her way through the darkness to the door, stayed
away for a long while, returned with a jug of gray
clay with a blue flower painted on it and offered
the jug to Konrad. He drank from it, passed it on.
They all drank; it was strong apple cider.

In the light of the tiny lamp they sat down, the
girls on rigid little stools and the students around
them on the floor. They spoke in whispers, with
interruptions for sips of cider, Adolf and Konrad
making most of the conversation. From time to
time one of them would get up and caress the hair
and neck of the older girl, and whisper into her ear;
no one touched the younger girl. The big one was
probably the maid, Goldmund thought, and the
smaller, pretty one the daughter of the house. But
what difference did it make. It was none of his
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business and he would never come back here. The
secrecy of the escapade, the walk through the night
forest had been beautiful, out of the ordinary, excit-
ing but not dangerous. Forbidden yes, but even so
the transgression did not burden one’s conscience.
Whereas this, visiting girls at night, was more than
just forbidden; he felt it was a sin. Perhaps for the
others even this was only a small adventure, but
not for him; he knew that he was destined for the
ascetic life of a monk, and playing with girls was
not permitted him. No, he would never come back
here. But his heart pounded with anguish in the
flickering half light of the poor ldtchen.

The others were showing off in front of the girls
and spiking their talk with tidbits of Latin. The
servant girl seemed to like all three; they would
sidle up to her with their awkward little caresses, a
timid kiss at most. They seemed to know exactly
how much was permitted. And since the whole
conversation had to be held in whispers, there was
something rather silly about the scene, but
Goldmund did not see it that way. He crouched on
the floor and stared into the flickering flame of the
lamp, not saying a word. Occasionally a slightly
eager side glance would catch one of the caresses
the others were exchanging. Stiffly he stared
straight ahead again. More than anything else he
would have liked to look at the younger girl with
the braids, at no one but her, but that especially he
forbade himself. And every time his will slackened
and his eyes strayed to the sweet quiet face of the
girl, he found her dark eyes riveted on his face,
staring at him as though she were spellbound.

An houwr may have passed—mever had Gold-
mund lived through a longer hour. The students
had exhausted their conversation and caresses;
they sat in embarrassed silence; Eberhard be-
gan to yawn. The servant girl said it was time to
leave. They stood up, shook her hand—Goldmund
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last. Then they shook hands with the younger girl-
Goldmund last. Konrad was first to climb out
through the window, followed by Eberhard and
Adolf. As Goldmund was climbing out, he felt a
hand hold him back by a shoulder. He could not
stop; once outside on the ground he slowly turned
his head. The younger girl with the braids was
leaning out of the window.

“Goldmund!” she whispered. He stood and
waited.

“Are you coming backP” she asked Her timid
voice was no more than a breath.

Goldmund shook his head. She reached out with
both hands, seized his head; her small hands felt
warm on his temples. She bent far down, until her
dark eyes were close before his.

“Do come back!” she whispered, and her mouth
touched his in a child’s kiss.

Quickly he ran through the small garden, top-
pled across the flower beds, smelled wet earth and
dung. A rosebush tore his hand. He climbed over
the fence and trotted after the others out of the
village toward the forest. “Never again!” command-
ed his will. “Againl Tomorrow!” begged his heart.

Nobody surprised the night owls. Nothing hin-
dered their return to Mariabronn, across the little
stream, through the mill, across the square of lin-
den trees, along secret passageways, over gables,
around window columns, into the cloister and the
dormitory.

Big Eberhard had to be punched awake in the
morning, he was sleeping so heavily. They were all
on time for early mass, moming soup and assembly
in the auditorium; but Goldmund looked pale, so
pale Father Martin asked him if he were ill. Adolf
shot him a warning glance and Goldmund said he
felt all right. But during Greek, around noon, Nar-
cissus did not take his eyes off him. He, too, saw
that Goldmund was ill, but said nothing and
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watched closely. At the end of the lesson he called

him, sent him on an errand to the library to avoid

:ﬁusing the students’ curiosity, and followed him
ere.

“Goldmund,” he said, “can I help you? I see you
are in trouble. Perhaps you're not feeling well. In
which case we shall put you to bed and send you
some soup and a glass of wine. You have no head
for Greek today.”

For a long while he waited for an answer. The
pale boy looked at him out of troubled eyes, hung
his head, raised it again. His lips quivered; he
wanted to speak but could not. Suddenly he sank
to one side, leaned his head on a lectern, between
the two small oak angels’ heads that framed the
lectern, and burst into such violent weeping that
Narcissus felt embarrassed and averted his eyes for
some time before touching the sobbing boy to raise
him up.

“All right,” he said in a voice that was friendlier
than Goldmund had ever heard from him. “All
right, amicus meus, you just weep; it will soon
make you feel better. There, sit down; there is no
need to speak. I can see that it has been too much
for you. It was probably difficult for you to stay on
your feet all moming without letting anyone no-
tice; you've been very courageous. Weep now, it is
the best you can do. NoP All finished? Back on
your feet so soon? All right, well go to the
infirmary then and you’ll lie down., and by evening
you'll feel much better. Let’s go.”

He led Goldmund to the sick room, careful not to
pass any study halls on the way. He pointed to one
of two empty beds and left the room when
Goldmund obediently began to undress, and went
to the superior to have the boy put on the sick list.
He also ordered the promised soup and a glass of
wine at the refectory, two special treats the cloister
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habitually allowed the ailing, who enjoyed it great-
ly when they did not feel too sick.

Goldmund lay on the bed in the sick room,
trying to think himself out of his confusion.
Something like an hour ago he could perhaps
have explained to himself why he felt so inde-
scribably tired today, what deathly strain on
the soul drained his mind and made his eyes burn.
It was the desperate, constantly renewed, constant-
ly failing effort to forget last night—but not the
night itself, not the foolish, enjoyable escapade
from the locked cloister, or the walk through the
forest, or the slippery makeshift bridge across the
little black stream behind the mill, or the climbing
over fences in and out of gardens, through win-
dows, sneaking along passageways, but the single
second outside the dark kitchen window, the girl's
words, her breath, the pressure of her hands, the
touch of her lips.

But now something new had occurred, another
shock, another experience. Narcissus cared for him,
Narcissus loved him, Narcissus had taken trouble
over him—the refined, distinguished, intelligent
young teacher with the narrow, slightly sarcastic
mouth—and he, Goldmund, had let himself break
down in front of him, had stood before him in stam-
mering embarrassment, and had finally started to
bawll Instead of winning this superior being with
the noblest weapons, with Greek and philosophy,
with spiritual heroism and dignified stoicism, he
had collapsed in disgraceful weakness. He'd never
forgive himself for it. Never would he be able to
look Narcissus in the eye again without shame.

But his weeping had released the great tension.
The quiet loneliness of the room and the bed were
doing him good; the despair had lost more than
half of its impact. After an hour or so, one of the
lay brothers came in, brought a gruel soup, a piece
of white bread, and a small mug of red wine which
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the students normally drank only on holidays.
Goldmund ate and drank, emptied half the plate,
pushed it aside, started to think again, but
couldn’t, reached for the bow! once more, ate a few
more spoonfuls. And when, somewhat later, the
door quietly opened and Narcissus came in to look
after his patient, Goldmund was asleep and a rosy
glow had already returned to his cheeks. Narcissus
looked at him for a long time, with love, curiosity,
and also a slight envy. He saw that Goldmund was
pot ill; there would be no need to send him wine
tomorrow. But he knew that the ice was broken,
that they would be friends. Today it was
Goldmund who needed him, whom he was able to
serve. Another time he himself might be weak and
in need of assistance and love. And from this boy
he would be able to accept it, were it to come to
that some day.



It was a curious friendship that had begun between
Narcissus and Goldmund, one that pleased only a
few; at times it seemed to displease even the two
friends.

At first it was Narcissus, the thinker, who had
the harder time of it. All was mind to him, even
love; he was unable to give in to an attraction
without thinking about it first. He was the guiding
spirit of this friendship. For a long time he alone
consciously recognized its destiny, its depth, its
significance. For a long time he remained lonely,
surrounded by love, knowing that his friend would
fully belong to him only after he had been able to
lead him toward recognition. With glowing fervor,
playful and irresponsible, Goldmund abandoned
himself to this new life; while Narcissus, aware and
responsible, accepted the demands of fate.

For Goldmund it was a release at first, a conva-
lescence. His youthful need for love had been pow-
erfully aroused, and at the same time hopelessly
intimidated, by the looks and the kiss of a pretty
girl. Deep inside himself he felt the life he had
dreamed of up to now, all his beliefs, all the things
for which he felt himself destined, his entire voca-
tion, threatened at the root by the kiss through the
window, by the expression of those dark eyes. His
father had decided that he was to lead the life of a
monk, and with all his will he had accepted this de-
cision. The fire of his first youthful fervor burned

28
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toward a pious, ascetic hero-image, and at the first
furtive encounter, at life’s first appeal to his
senses, at the first beckoning of femininity he had
felt that there was an enemy, a demon, a danger:
woman. And now fate was offering him salvation,
now in his most desperate need this friendship
came toward him and offered his longing a new
alter for reverence. Here he was permitted to love,
to abandon himself without sinning, to give his
heart to an admired older friend, more intelligent
than he, to spiritualize the dangerous flames of the
senses, to transform them into nobler fires of sacd-
fice.

But during the first spring of this friendship he
ran up against unfamiliar obstacles, unexpected,
incomprehensible coolness, frightening demands. It
never occurred to him to see himself as the contra-
diction, the exact opposite of his friend. He thought
that only love, only sincere devotion was needed to
fuse two into one, to wipe out differences and
bridge contrasts. But how harsh and positive this
Narcissus was, how merciless and precise! Innocent
abandonment, grateful wandering together in the
land of friendship seemed unknown and undesir-
able to him. He did not seem to understand, to
tolerate dreamy strolls on paths that led in no par-
ticular direcion. When Goldmund had seemed ill,
he had shown concern, and loyally he helped and
advised him in all matters of school and learning;
he explained difficult passages in books, opened
new horizons in the realm of grammar, logic, and
theology. Yet he never seemed genuinely satisfed
with his friend, or to approve of him; quite often
he seemed to be smiling, seemed not to take him
seriously. Goldmund felt that this was not mere
pedantry, not just the condescension of someone
older and more intelligent, but that there was
something else behind it, something deeper and
important. But he was unable to recognize this
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deeper something, and this friendship often made
him feel sad and lost.

Actually Narcissus recognized his friend’s quali-
ties only too well; he was not blind to the budding
beauty, the vital force of nature in him, his flower-
ing opulence. He was no pedant bent on feeding
Greek to a fervent young soul, on repaying an
innocent love with logic. On the contrary, he loved
the blond adolescent altogether too much, and this
was dangerous for him, because loving, to him, was
not a natural condition but a miracle. To fall in love
was not permitted him; he could not be content
with the joyful contemplation of those eyes, with
the nearness of this golden light Not even for a
second could he let this love dwell upon the
senses. Because where Goldmund fel? himself des-
tined for monkish asceticism and a lifelong striving
for saintliness, Narcissus was truly destined for that
life. To him, loving was permitted only in its high-
est form. Narcissus did not believe in Goldmund’s
calling to be an ascetic. He knew how to read peo-
ple more clearly than most, and here love increased
his clarity. He recognized Goldmmnd’s nature and
understood it deeply, in spite of the contrasts, be-
cause it was the other, the lost half of his own. He
saw that this nature was armored by a hard shell,
by fantasies, faults of upbringing and paternal
words; he had long semsed the whole, unoompli-

Months went by before a serious approach became
possible between the two, a deep-reaching conver-
sation. In spite of their friendship, they were so far
apart, the bowstring was so taut between them: a
seeing man and a blind man, they walked side by
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side; the blind man’s unawareness of his own
blindness was a consolation only to himself.

Narcissus made the first breakthrough when he
tried to discover what the experience had been
that had driven the boy toward him at a weak
moment. It turned out to be less difficult than he
had expected. Goldmund had long felt the need to
confess the experience of that night, but there was
no one, outside the Abbot, whom he trusted
enough, and the Abbot was not his confessor. And
when Narcissus reminded his friend, at a moment
he judged favorable, of the very beginnings of
their bond and gently hinted at the secret,
Goldmund immediately said, “If only you were an
ordained priest and able to confess me; I would
have liked to free myself of that matter in con-
fession and I would gladly have done penance for
it. But I couldnt tell my confessor.”

Carefully, shrewdly, Narcissus dug deeper; the
vein had been found. “You remember the morning
when you seemed to be il,” he ventured. “You
can’t have forgotten, since that was when we be-
came friends. I think of it often. Perhaps you didn't
notice, but I was rather helpless that morning.”

“You helpless!” cried his friend, incredulous. “But
I was the helpless onel! It was I who stood there,
swallowing, unable to utter a word, who final-
ly began to weep like a childl Ugh, to this day 1
feel ashamed of that moment; I thought I could
never face you again, You had seen me so disgrace-
fully weak.”

Narcissus groped ahead.

“I understand,” he said. “Tt must have been un-
pleasant for you. Such a firm, courageous boy
breaking into tears in front of a stranger, and a
teacher at that, it was quite out of character. Well,
that morning I merely thought you were ill In the
throes of a fever, even a man like Aristotle may
behave strangely. But you were not ill. You had no
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fever! And that is why you feel ashamed. No one
feels ashamed of succumbing to a fever, does he?
You felt ashamed because you had succumbed to
something else, to something that overpowered
you? Did something special happent”

Goldmund hesitated a second, then he said slow-
ly: “Yes, something special did happen. Let’s pre-
tend you're my confessor; sooner or later this thing
must be told.”

With bowed head, he told his friend the story of
that night.

Smilingly, Narcissus replied: “Well yes, ‘going to
the village’ is of course forbidden. But one can do
all kinds of forbidden things and laugh them
away, or one can confess them and that is that;
they need no longer concern one. Why shouldn’t
you commit these little foolishnesses like other stu-
dents? What is so terrible about that?

Angrily, without holding back, Goldmund burst
out: “You do talk like a schoolmaster' You know
very well what it is all about! Of course I don't see
a great sin in breaking the house rules for once, to
play a student prank, although it’s not exactly
part of the preparatory training for cloister life.”

“Just a moment, my friend,” Narcissus called
sharply. “Don’t you know that manv pious fathers
went through precisely that kind of preparatory
training? Don't you know that a wastrel’s life may
be one of the shortest roads to sainthood?

“Oh, don't lecturel” protested Goldmund. “It
wasn’t a trifling disobedience that weighed on my
conscience. It was something else. It was that girl.
I can’t describe the sensation to you. It was a
feeling that if I gave in to the enticement, if I
merely reached out to touch the girl. Pd never be
able to turn back, that sin would swallow me like
the maw of hell and not give me up ever. That it
would be the end of every beautiful dream, of all
virtue, of all love of God and good.”
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Narcissus nodded, deep in thought.

“Love of God,” he said slowly, searching for
words, “is not always the same as love of good. 1
wish it were that simple. We know what is good, it
is written in the Commandments. But God is not
contained only in the Commandments, you know;
they are only an infinitesimal part of Him. A man
may abide by the Commandments and be far from
God.”

“But don’t you understand?®” Goldmund com-
plained.

“Certainly I understand. You feel that woman,
sex, is the essence of everything you call ‘world’ or
‘sin’. You think yourself incapable of all other sins;
or, if you did commit them, you think they would
not crush you, that you could confess them and be
whole again,”

“Yes, that is exactly how I feel.”

“You see, I do understand. You're not so terribly
wrong after all; the story of Eve and the serpent is
sertainly no idle tale. And yet you are not right
about this, my dear friend. You would be right if
you were the Abbot Daniel, or your baptismal
saint, the holy Chrysostom, or a bishop, or a priest,
even a simple monk. But you aren’t You are a
student, and although you wish to remain in the
cloister for life, or your father wishes it for you, still
you have not taken any vows; you have not been
consecrated. If some pretty girl were to tempt you
one of these days and you were to give in to the
temptation, you would not have broken any vows.”

“No written vows!” Goldmund cried heatedly.
“But an unwritten one, the most sacred, something
I carry inside me. Can’t you see that this may
apply to many others but not to me? You have not
been consecrated either, nor have you taken any
vows yet, but you would never permit yourself to
touch a woman! Or am I mistaken? Isn’t that how
you are? Or arent you the man I thought you
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were? Didn’t you long ago, in your heart, make
the vow that has not yet been made with words
before superiors, and don’t you feel bound by it
forever? Aren’t you exactly like me?”

“No, Goldmund, I am not like you, not in the
way you think, although I. too, am keening an un-
spoken vow—in that respect you are right—but I
am in no way like you. Some day you will think of
what I am going to say to you now: our friendship
has no other purpose. no other reason, than to
show you how utterly unlike me you are.”

Goldmund was stunned; Narcissus’s expression
and tone permitted no contradiction. He was silent.
Why had Narcissus said these words? Why should
Narcissus’s unspoken vow be more sacred than his
own? Didn’t he take him at all seriously? Did he
see nothing but a child in him? The confusions
and griefs of this strange friendship were begin-
ning all over again,

Narcissus no longer had any doubt about the
nature of Goldmund’s secret. It was Eve who stood
behind it, the original mother. But how was it
possible that the awakening of sex met with such
bitter antagonism in such a beautiful, healthy, flow-
ering adolescent? There must be a secret enemy
who had managed to split this mapnificent human
being within himself and turn him against his natu-
ral urges. This demon had to be discovered, had to
be conjured up and made visible; only then could
it be defeated.

Meanwhile Goldmund had been more and more
neglected by his classmates, or rather they felt
neglected by him, betrayed. His friendship with
Narcissus pleased no one. The slanderers, those
who had themselves been in love with one or the
other, said the whole thing was against nature.
Even those who were certain that no vice could be
suspected here shook their heads. No one wanted
to see these two friends together. It seemed that
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they were setting themselves apart from the others
by this friendship, arrogantly, as though they were
aristocrats for whom the others were not good
enough; that was unbrotherly, not in keeping with
the cloister spirit, not Christian,

Many things about the two—rumors, accusa-
tions, slander—reached Abbat Daniel. He had seen
many friendships between young men in over forty
years of cloister life; they belonged to cloister life
and were a pleasant tradition, sometimes amusing,
sometimes a danger, He waited, watched, did not
intervene. Such a violent, exclusive friendship was
rare, probably not undangerous, but since he did
not for an instant doubt its purity, he decided to
let it take its course. If it had not been for Narcis-
sus’s exceptional position among students and
teachers, the Abbot would not have hesitated to
place a few separating rules between the two. It
was not good for Goldmund to have withdrawn
from his classmates and to be in close association
only with someone older, with a teacher. But was it
permissible to disturb the extraordinary, highly
gifted Narcissus, whom all teachers considered
their equal if not their superior, in his privileged
career and relieve him of his teaching position?
Had Narcissus not proved himself as a teacher, had
this friendship led to partiality and neglectfulness,
the Abbot would have demoted him immediately.
But there was nothing to be held against him, only
rumors and others’ jealous suspicions. Moreover,
the Abbot knew of Narcissus’s special gifts, of his
curiously penetrating, perhaps slightly presump-
tuous, insight into people. He did not overestimate
these gifts, he would have preferred Narcissus to
have other gifts; but he did not doubt that Narcis-
sus had noticed something unusual in the student
Goldmund, that he knew him far better than he, or
anyone else in the cloister. He himself, the Abbot,
had not noticed anything unusual about Gold-
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mund, apart from his winning nature, and perhaps
a certain eagerness, a somewhat precocious zeal
that made him conduct himself, still a student
and a boarder, as though he belonged to the
cloister and was one of the hrothers. He saw no
reason to fear that Narcissus would encourage
this immature though touching zeal or that he
would spur it on. He feared rather, for Gold-
mund, that his friend might infect him with a
certain spiritual pride and erudite arrogance; but
this danger seemed unlikely for this particular pu-
pil; it was all right to wait and see. When he
thought how much simpler it was for a superior,
how much more peaceful and comfortable, to rule
over average rather than strong or exceptional
characters, he had to sigh and smile. No, he was
not going to let himself be infected by suspicions;
he did not wish to be ungrateful for the two excep-
tional human beings entrusted to his care.

Narcissus pondered a great deal about his
friend. His special gift of spotting and emotionally
recognizing the nature and destiny of others had
lIong since told him about Goldmund. All that was
alive and radiant in this young man spoke only too
clearly: he bore all the marks of a strong human
being, richly endowed sensually and spiritually,
perhaps an artist, but at any rate a person with a
great potential for love, whose fulfillment and hap-
piness consisted of being easily inflamed and able
to give himself. Then why was this being with such
rich and perceptive senses so set on leading the
ascetic life of the mind? Narcissus thought at great
length about it. He knew that Goldmund's father
favored his son’s determination. Could the father
have inspired it? What spell had he cast over his
son to make him believe that this was his destiny,
his duty? What sort of a person was this father?
Narcissus had often intentionally touched on the
subject of this father—and Goldmund had frequent-
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ly spoken of him—and yet he could not imagine him,
could not see him. Was it not strange and suspi-
cious? Whenever Goldmund told a story about a
trout he had caught as a boy, when he described a
butterfly, imitated the call of a bird, spoke of a
friend, a dog, a beggar, he created a vivid picture.
Whenever he spoke of his father, one saw nothing.
No, if his father had really been such an impor-
tant, powerful, dominant figure in Goldmund’s life,
he would have been able to describe him different-
ly, to conjure up vivid images of him. Narcissus did
not think highly of this father, he did not like him;
sometimes he wondered if he were really Gold-
mund’s father. But what gave him such pow-
er? How had he succeeded in filling Goldmund’s
soul with dreams so alien to his soul?

Goldmund also brooded a great deal. He did feel
warmly loved by his friend, and yet he often had the
unpleasant sensation of not being taken seriously,
of being treated a little like a child. And what did
it mean when his friend insinuated, again and
again, that he was not like him?

Yet thinking did not £ill all of Goldmund’s days.
He was not able to think for too long at a time.
There were other things to be done in the course of
a day. He often went to see the friar porter, with
whom he was on excellent terms. He'd beg and
coax for an opportunity to ride the horse Bless for
an hour or two, and he was very popular with the
few nearby cloister tenants, especially with the
miller. He'd often stalk otters with the miller’s man,
or they'd bake pancakes with the finely ground
prelate’s flour, which Goldmund could tell from all
other kinds of flour, eyes closed, just by the smell
of it. Although he spent time with Narcissus, there
still remained a number of hours in which he pur-
sued his old habits and pleasures. And usually the
service was also a joy to him. He loved to sing in
the student choir; he loved to say a rosary in front
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of a favorite altar, to listen to the solemnly beauti-
ful Latin of the mass, to see the gold of the recep-
tacles and ornaments glitter through clouds of in-
cense, and the quiet venerable saints’ figures stand-
ing on columns, the evangelists with the beasts, St.
Jacob with his hat and pilgrim’s satchel

He felt drawn toward these wood and stone
figures; he liked to think that they stood in secret
relationship to him, perhaps like immortal, omnis-
cient godfathers who protected and guided his life.
He felt the same secret bond and love for the
columns and capitals of the windows and doors, for
the altar ornmaments, for the beautifully profiled
staves and wreaths, for the flowers and thickets of
sprouting leaves that burst from the stone of the
columns and unfolded so eloquently and intensely.
It seemed a valuable, intimate secret to him that,
outside of pature with its plants and creatures,
there existed a second, silent, man-made nature:
these men, beasts, and plants of stone and wood.
He spent many of his free hours copying these
figures, animal heads and leaf clusters; sometimes
];e also tried to draw real flowers, horses, human

aces.

And he was very fond of the hymns, especially
of those in honor of Mary. He loved the firm severe
pace of these songs, their constantly recurring
rhythms and praises. He could follow their reverent
meaning adoringly, or he could forget their mean-
ing and become engrossed in the solemn cadence
of the verses and let himself be filled by them, by
the deep, drawn-out notes, the full sound of the
vowels, the pious refrains. Deep down in his heart
he had no love for learning, grammar, and logic,
although they, too, had their beauty. His real love
was for the image-and-sound world of liturgy.

And every so often, for brief moments, he’d
break the estrangement that had set in between
him and his classmates. It annoyed and bored him



NARCISSUS AND GOLDMUND 37

in the long run to find himself surrounded by rejec-
tion and coolness. Every so often he’d make a

py bench companion laugh or start a taciturn
bed neighbor chatting; he’d work at it for an hour,
ingratiating himself and winning back a couple of
friends for a while. Twice these approaches
brought him, much against his intention, an invita-
tion to “go to the village”™ Then he’d become
frightened and quickly draw back. No, he was not
going to the village again, and he managed to for-
get the girl with the braids, never—or almost never
~to think of her any more.



Narcissus’s long siege had not succeeded in bring-
ing Goldmund’s secret out into the open. For a
long time he had apparently labored in vain to
awaken him, to teach him the language in which
the secret could be told.

Goldmund’s description of his home and child-
hood gave no clear picture. There was a shadow-
life, faceless father whom he venerated, and then
there was the legend of a mother who had van-
ished, or perished, long ago, who was nothing but a
pallid name. Narcissus, the experienced reader of
souls, had gradually come to recognize that
Goldmund was one of those people part of whose
lives have been lost; pressure of circumstances or
some kind of magic power has obliterated a portion
of their past. He realized that nothing would be
gained by mere questioning and teaching, that he
had overestimated the power of logic and spoken
many useless words.

But the love that bound him to his friend and
their habit of spending much time together had not
been fruitless. In spite of the vast differences of
their characters, each had learned much from the
other. Beside the language of reason, a lanruage of
the soul had gradually come into being between
them; it was as if, branching off the main street,
there are many small, almost secret lanes. Gradual-
ly the imaginative power of Goldmund’s soul had
tracked such paths into Narcissus's thoughts and

38
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expressions, making him understand—and sympa-
thize with—many of Goldmund’s perceptions and
feelings, without need for words. New links from
soul to soul developed in the warm glow of love;
words came later. That is how, one holiday, in the
library, there occurred a conversation between
the friends that neither had expected—a conversa-
tion that touched at the core and purpose of their
friendship and cast new, far-reaching lights.

They had been talking about astrology, a forbid-
den science that was not pursued in the cloister.
Narcissus had said that astrology was an attempt to
arrange and order the many different types of hu-
man beings according to their natures and desti-
nies. At this point Goldmund had objected: “You're
forever talking of differences—I've finally recog-
nized a pet theory of yours. When you speak of the
great difference that is supposed to exist between
you and me, for instance, it seems to me that this
difference is nothing but your strange determina-
tion to establish differences.”

Narcissus: “Yes. You've hit the nail on the head.
That's it: to you, differences are quite unimportant;
to me, they are what matters most. I am a scholar
by nature; science is my vocation. And science is,
to quote your words, nothing but the ‘determination
to establish differences.” Its essence couldnt be
defined more accurately. For us, the men of
science, nothing is as important as the establish-
ment of differences; science is the art of differenti-
ation. Discovering in every man that which distin-
guishes him from others is to know him.”

Goldmund: “If you like. One man wears wooden
shoes and is a peasant; another wears a crown and
is a king, Those are differences, I grant you. But
children can see them, too, without any science.”

Narcissus: “But when peasant and king are
dressed alike, the child can no longer tell one from
the other.”
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Goldmund: “Neither can science.”

Narcissus: “Perhaps it can. Not that science is
more intelligent than the child, but it has more pa-
tience; it remembers more than just the most obvi-
ous characteristics.”

Goldmund: “So does any intelligent child. He
will recognize the king by the look in his eyes, or
by his bearing. To put it plainly: you learned men
are arrogant, you always think everybody else stu-
pid. One can be extremely intelligent without
learning,”

Narcissus: “I am glad that you're beginning to
realize that. Youll soon realize, too, that I don’t
mean intelligence when I speak of the difference
between us. I do not say, you are more intelligent,
or less intelligent; better or worse. I merely say,
you are different.”

Goldmund: “That’s easy enough to understand.
But you don't speak only of our difference in char-
acter; you often speak also of the differences in
fate, in destiny, Why, for instance, should your
destiny be different from mine? We are both Chris-
tians, we are both resolved to lead the life of the
cloister, we are both children of our good Father
in heaven. Qur goal is the same: eternal bliss. Our
destiny is the same: the return to God.”

Narcissus: “Very good. True, in the view of dog-
ma, one man is exactly like another, but not in life.
Take Our Saviour’s favorite disciple, John, on
whose breast he rested his head, and that other
disciple who betrayed him—you hardly can say
that they had the same destiny.”

Goldmund: “Narcissus, you are a sophist. We'll
never come together on that kind of road.”

Narcissus: “No road will bring us together.”

Goldmund: “Don’t speak like that.”

Narcissus: “T'm serious. We are not meant to
come together, not any more than sun and moon
were meant to come together, or sea and land.
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We are sun and moon, dear friend; we are sea
and land. It is not our purpose to become each
other; it is to recognize each other, to learn to see
the other and honor him for what he is: each the
other's opposite and complement.”

Goldmund was perplexed. He bowed his head,
and his face was sad.

Finally he said: “Is that why you so often don't
take my thoughts seriously?”

Narcissus hesitated before he answered. His voice
was clear and hard when he said: “Yes, that is
why. I take only you seriously, dear Goldmund;
you'll have to get used to that. Believe me, there
isn’t an intonation in your voice, not a gesture, not
a smile that 1 dont take seriously. But your
thoughts I take less seriously. 1 take seriously all
that I find essential and necessary in you. Why do
you want particular attention paid to your
thoughts, when you have so manv other gifts?”

Goldmund smiled bitterly: “You've always con-
sidered me a child; I've said it before.”

Narcissus remained firm: “Part of your thought I
consider a child’s thought. Remember what we
said earlier: an intelligent child need not be less
intelligent than a learned scholar. But when the
child wants to assert its opinion in matters of
learning, then the scholar doesn’t take it seri-
ously.”

Goldmund said with violence: “You smile at me
even when we don’t discuss matters of learning!
For instance, you always act as though all my
piety, my efforts to advance my studies, my desire
to become a monk were so many childish fan-
tasies.”

Narcissus looked at him gravely: “I take you
seriously when you are Goldmund. But you're not
always Goldmund. I wish nothing more than to see
you become Goldmund through and through. You
are not a scholar, you are not a monk—scholars
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and monks can have a coarser grain. You think
you're not learned or logical or pious enough for
me. On the contrary, you are not enough yourself.”

Perplexed and even hurt, Goldmund had with-
drawn after this conversation. And yet a few days
later he himself wished to hear more. And this
time Narcissus was able to give Goldmund a pic-
ture of their different natures that he found more
acceptable.

Narcissus had talked himself into a fever; he felt
that Goldmund was accepting his words more
openly and willingly, that he had power over him.
His success made him give in to the temptation to
say more than he had intended; he let himself be
carried away by his own words.

“Look,” he said, “I am superior to you only in
one point: I'm awake, whereas you are only half
awake, or completely asleep sometimes. I call a
man awake who knows in his conscious reason his
innermost unreasonable force, drives, and weak-
nesses and knows how to deal with them. For you
to learn that about yourself is the potential reason
for your having met me. In your case, mind and na-
ture, consciousness and dream world lie very far
apart. You've forgotten your childhood; it cries for
you from the depths of your soul. It will make you
suffer until you heed it.

“But enough of that! Being awake, as I've al-
ready said, makes me stronger than you. This is the
one point in which I am superior to you, and that
is why I can be useful to you. In every other
respect you are superior to me, my dear Gold-
mund—or rather, you will be, as soon as you've
found yourself.”

Goldmund had listened with astonishment, but
at the words “you’ve forgotten your childhood” he
flinched as though pierced by an arrow. Narcissus
didn't notice; he often kept his eyes closed for long
moments while he spoke, or he'd stare straight
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ahead, as though this helped him to find his words.
He did not see Goldmund’s face twitch suddenly.

“I . .. superior to youl” stammered Goldmund,
feeling as though his whole body had been lamed.

“Why, yes,” Narcissus continued. “Natures of
your kind, with strong, delicate senses, the soul-
oriented, the dreamers, poets, lovers are almost
always superior to us creatures of the mind. You
take your being from your mothers. You live fully;
you were endowed with the strength of love, the
ability to feel. Whereas we creatures of reason,
we don’t live fully; we live in an arid land, even
though we often seem to guide and rule you.
Yours is the plenitude of life, the sap of the fruit,
the garden of passion, the beautiful landscape of
art. Your home is the earth; ours is the world
of ideas. You are in danger of drowning in the
world of the senses; ours is the danger of suffocat-
ing in an airless void. You are an artist; I am
a thinker. You sleep at the mother’s breast; I
wake in the desert. For me the sun shines; for
you the moon and the stars. Your dreams are of
girls; mine of boys . . .”

Goldmund listened, wide-eyed. Narcissus spoke
with a kind of rhetorical self-intoxication. Sev-
eral words struck Goldmund like swords. Toward
the end he grew pale and closed his eyes, and
when Narcissus became aware of it and asked with
sudden fear what was wrong, the deathly pale boy
said: “Once I broke down in front of you and
burst into tears—you remember. That must not
happen again. I'd never forgive myself—or youl
Please go away at once and let me be alone.
You've said terrible words to me.”

Narcissus was overcome. His words had carried
him away; he had felt that he was speaking better
than usual. Now he saw with consternation that
some of his words had deeply affected his friend
and somehow pierced him to the quick. He found it
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hard to leave him at that moment and hesitated a
second or two, but Goldmund’s frown left him no
choice. Confused, he ran off to allow his friend the
solitude he needed.

This time the extreme tension in Goldmund’s
soul did not dissolve itself in tears. He was still,
feeling deeply, desperately wounded, as though his
friend had plunged a knife into his breast. He
breathed heavily, with mortally contracted heart, a
wax-pale face, limp hands. This was the old pain,
only considerably sharper. the same inner choking,
the feeling that something frightful had to be
looked in the eye, something unbearable. But this
time there was no relief of tears to overcome the
pain. Holy Mother of God. what then could this be?
Had something happened® Had he been murdered?
Had he killed someone? What had been said that
was so frightful?

He panted, pushing his breath away from him,
Like a person who has been poisoned, he was
bursting with the feeling that he had to free him-
self of something deadly. deep inside him. With
the movements of a swimmer he rushed from his
room, fled unconsciously to the quietest, loneliest
parts of the cloister, through passages, down stair-
ways and out into the open. He had wandered into
the innermost refuge of the cloister into the court
of the cross. The sky stretched clear and sunny
over the few bright flower beds; the scent of
roses drifted through the cool stony air in sweet
hesitant threads.

Without knowing it, Narcissus had accomplished
his long-desired aim: he had named the demon
by which his friend was possessed: he had called it
out into the open. One of his many words had
touched the secret in Goldmund’s heart, which had
reared up in furious pain. For a long time Narcis-
sus wandered through the cloister, looking for his
friend, but he could not find him.
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Goldmund was standing under one of the mas-
sive stone arches that led from the passageway out
into the little cloister garden; on each column three
animal heads, the stone-carved heads of dogs and
wolves, glared down at him, Pain was raging in-
side him, pushing, finding no way toward the light,
toward reason. Deathly fear clutched at his throat,
knotted his stomach. Mechanically he looked up,
saw the animal heads on the capital of one of the
columns, and began to feel that those three mon-
strous heads were squatting, glaring, barking inside
him,

“‘I'm going to die any moment,” he felt with
terror. “T'll lose my mind and those animal snouts
will devour me.”

His body twitched; he sank down at the foot of
the column. The pain was too great; he had
reached the limit. He fainted; he drowned in
longed-for oblivion.

It had been a rather unsatisfactory day for Abbot
Daniel. Two of the older monks had come to him,
foaming with excitement, full of accusations, bring-
ing up petty old jealousies, squabbling furiously. He
had listened to them altogether too long, had un-
successfully admonished them, and dismissed them
severely with rather heavy penances. With a feel-
ing of futility in his heart, he had withdrawn for
prayer in the lower chapel, prayed, and stood up
again, unrefreshed. Now he stepped out into the
court a moment for some air, attracted by the
smell of roses. There he found the pupil Goldmund
lying in a faint on the stones. He looked at him
with sadness, frightened by the pallor and remote-
ness of the usually winsome face. It had not been
a good day, and now this to top it alll He tried to
lift the young man, but was not up to the effort.
With a deep sigh the old man walked away to call
two younger brothers to carry Goldmund upstairs
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and to send Father Anselm to him, the cloister
physician. He also sent for Brother Narcissus, who
soon appeared before him.

“Have you heard?” he asked.

“About Goldmund? Yes, gentle father, I just
heard that he has been taken ill or has had an
accident and has been carried in.”

“Yes, I found him lying in the inner court, where
actually he had no business to be. It was not an
accident that he fainted. I don't like this. It would
seem to me that you are somehow connected with
it, or at least know of it, since you are so intimate.
That is why I have called you. Speak.”

With his usual control of bearing and speech,
Narcissus gave a brief account of his conversation
with Goldmund and of its surprisingly violent
effect on him. The Abbot shook his head, not with-
out ill humor.

“Those are strange conversations,” he said, forc-
ing himself to remain calm. “What you have just
described to me is a conversation that might be
called interference with another soul, what I might
call a confessor’s conversation. But youre not
Goldmund’s confessor. You are no one’s confessor;
you have not been ordained. How is it that you
discussed matters with a pupil, in the tone of an
adviser, that concern no one but his confessor? As
you can see, the consequences have been harmful.”

“The consequences,” Narcissus said in a mild but
firm voice, “are not yet known to us, gentle father.
I was somewhat frightened by the violence of his
reaction, but I have no doubt that the consequences
of our conversation will be good for Goldmund.”

“We shall see. I am not speaking of the conse-
quences now, I am speaking of your action. What
prompted you to have such conversations with
Goldmund?

“As you know, he is my friend. T have a special
fondness for him and I believe that I understand
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him particularly well. You say that I acted toward
him like a confessor. In no way have I asswned
any religious authority; I merely thought that I
knew him a little better than he knows himself.”

The Abbot shrugged.

“I know, that is your métier. Let us hope that
you did not cause any harm with it. But is
Goldmund ill? I mean, is anything wrong with
himP Does he feel weak? Has he been sleeping
poorly? Does he eat badly? Has he some kind of
pain?”

“No, until today he’s been healthy. In his body,
that is.”

“And otherwise?”

“His soul is ailing. As you know, he is at an age
when struggles with sex begin.”

“I know. He is seventeen?”

“He is eighteen.”

“Eighteen. Well, yes, that is late enough. But
these struggles are natural; everybody goes
through them. That is no reason to say that he is
ailing in his soul.”

“No, gentle father. That is not the only reason.
But Goldmund’s soul has been ailing for a long
time; that is why these struggles hold more danger
for him than for others. I believe that he suffers
because he has forgotten a part of his past.”

“Ah? And what part is that?

“His mother, and everything connected with her.
I don’t know anything about her, either. I merely
know that there must lie the source of his illness.
Because Coldmund knows nothing of his mother
apparently, except that he lost her at an early age.
I have the impression that he seems ashamed of
her. And yet it must be from her that he inherited
most of his gifts, because his description of his
father does not make him seem a man who would
have such a winsome, talented, original son. Noth-
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ing of this has been told me; I deduced it from
signs.”

At first the Abbot had smiled slightly at this
precocious, arrogant-sounding speech; the whole
matter was a troublesome chore to him. Now he
began to think. He remembered Goldmund’s father
as a somewhat brittle, distrustful man; now, as he
searched his memory, he suddenly remembered a
few words the father had, at that time, uttered
about Goldmund’s mother. He had said that she had
brought shame upon him and run away, and that
he had tried to suppress the mother’s memory in
his young son, as well as any vices he might have
inherited from her. And that he had most probably
succeeded, because the boy was willing to offer his
life up to God, in atonement for his mother’s sins.

Never had Narcissus pleased the Abbot less than
today. And yet—how well this thinker had guessed;
how well he really did seem to know Goldmund.

He asked a final question about the day’s occur-
rences, and Narcissus said: “I had not intended to
upset Goldmund so violently. I reminded him that
he does not know himself, that he had forgotten his
childhood and his mother. Something I said must
have struck him and penetrated the darkness I
have been fighting so long. He seemed beside him-
self; he looked at me as though he no longer knew
himself or me. I have often told him that he was
asleep, that he was not really awake. Now he has
been awakened. I have no doubt about that.”

He was dismissed, without a scolding but with an
admonition not to visit the sick boy for the time
being.

Meanwhile Father Anselm had ordered the boy
put to bed and was sitting beside him. He had not
deemed it advisable to shock him back into con-
sciousness by violent means. The boy looked alto-
gether too sick. Out of his kind, wrinkled face, the
old man looked fondly upon the adolescent. Mean-
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while he checked his pulse and heartbeat. The boy
must have eaten something impossible, a bunch of
sorrel, or something equally silly; that kind of thing
happened sometimes. The boy’s mouth was closed,
so he couldnt check his tongue. He was fond of
Goldmund but had little use for his friend, that
precocious, overly young teacher. Now it had come
to this. Brother Narcissus surely had something to
do with this stupid mishap. Why had this charm-
ing, clear-eyed youngster, this dear child of nature,
picked the arrogant scholar, the vain grammarian,
who valued his Greek more highly than all living
creatures of this world!

When the door opened much later, and the Ab-
bot came in, Father Anselm was still sitting beside
the bed, staring into the boy’s face. What a dear,
trusting young face this was, and all one could do
was to sit beside it, wishing, but probably unable,
to help. It might all be due to a colic, of course; he
would prescribe hot wine, perhaps some rhubarb.
But the longer he looked into the greenish-pale,
distorted face, the more his suspicions leaned
toward another cause, a much more serious one.
Father Anselm was experienced. More than once,
in the course of his long life, he had seen men
who were possessed. He hesitated to formulate
this suspicion even to himself. He would wait and
observe. But if this poor boy had really been hexed,
he thought grimly, we probably wont have to
look far for the culprit, and he shall not have an
easy time of it.

The Abbot stepped up to the bed, bent over the
sick boy, and gently drew back one of the eyelids.

“Can he be roused?” he asked.

“I'd rather wait a bit longer. His heart is sound.
We must not let anyone in to see him.”

“Is he in danger?”

“I don’t think so. There aren’t any wounds, no
trace of a blow or fall He is unconscious because of
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a colic, perbaps. Extreme pain can cause loss of
consciousness. If he had been poisoned, he’d be
running a fever. No, he'll come to and go on liv-
ing.”

“Do you think it could be his soul?”

“I wouldn’t rule that out. Do we know anything?
Has he had a shock perhaps? News of someone’s
death? A violent dispute, an insult? That would
certainly explain it.”

“We know of nothing. Make sure that no one is
allowed to see him. Please stay with him until he
comes to. If anything should go wrong, call me,
even if it’s in the middle of the night.”

Before leaving, the old man bent once more over
the sick boy. He thought of the boy’s father, of the
day this charming blond head had been brought to
him, how everyone had taken to him from the
start. He, too, had been glad to see him in the
cloister. But Narcissus was certainly right in one
respect: nothing in the boy recalled his father. Ah,
how much worry there was everywhere, how in-
sufficient all our striving! Had he perhaps been
neglectful of this poor boy? Was it right that no
one in the house knew this pupil as thoroughly as
Narcissus? How could he be helped by someone
who was still a novice, who had not yet been
consecrated, who was not yet a monk, and whose
thoughts and ideas all had something unpleasantly
superior about them, something almost hostile?
God alone knew whether Narcissus too had not
been handled wrongly all this time? Was he con-
cealing something evil behind his mask of obedi-
ence, hedonism perhaps? Whatever these two
young men would some day become would be
partly his responsibility.

It was dark when Goldmund came to. His head
felt empty, dizzy. He knew that he was lying in
bed, but not where. He didn’t think about that;
it didn’t matter. But where had he been? From
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what strange land of experience had he returned?
He had been to some far-away place. He had seen
something there, something extraordinary, some-
thing sublime, but also frightful, and unforgettable
—and yet he had forgotten it. Where had it been?
What was it that had appeared to him, huge, pain-
ful, blissful? That had vanished again?

He listened deeply inside him, to that place from
which something had erupted to