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The Making of the Elegies

Rainer MariaRilke (18751926)is the most translated into English of twentieth century
poets. He has attracted, and continwesttract, scoreof translators and poetsho have set
themselves the task to English separate poems or whole bbok®o Elegiess the singlenost
frequently translated twentieth century book into Englishince&S&James Blaileishman(1902
1963)and St ephe{@909998B)rahdation svas published in 1939, the book has
always been in print in Englisleurrently (ninety years after themriginal publication) with at
least a dozen versions in print Perhaps only Homer and Dante sustain similar translation
intensity. No modern poet does, not Lorca, Baudelaire, Valdvigntale, Pasternak,
Akhmatova, Elitis, Seferis or even Neruda. Wjaatification then for another Rke volume?

A tremendously seducti ve myDBuino Kegies.ltssar r ound
story that he fostered and repeated in numerous letiRemdersteaches and commentators
continue to relish and emtbtish it.

Briefly, ther® once upon a tinée well, actually in 1918 as guest to Princess Marie von
Thurnund Taxis(18551934), Rilke stayed at themall castle of Duino in what is now Slovenia
along the eastern coast of the Adriatic 8 part of the Ausb-Hungarian Empire

During a storm onevinter night, with waves lashing the cliffs beneath the castle, as he stood
outside on a balcony, he felt a voice dictating the opening lines of the First Elegy.

Wer, wenn ich schriee, horte midlem aus der Engel

Ordnungen?

Who, if | cried, would hear me among the Orders
of the angels?
(AFirst-2El egy, 0 1
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Within days he had completely ritten the first two elegies dnpart of a third which he later
rejected. After that powerfulandny st er i ous mo me dittatiomof a nndp acsrse aotniev
he awaited the continuation and completion of what he always believed to be a much bigger
work. He often lamented it wouldver comeand t hatt hwsosr kfbgrweoaul d be
fragment. Ten gars later, in 1922, &hateau de Muza small Swiss towemnear Sierravhich

had been bought bWerner Reinharta Swiss patronf o r Rpetmiarnerd sesidee, he

finished the ten elegies in a second feverish andrgtossing period of a few daysdament on

in the next few days to write two cycles of sonn&snnets to OrpheusDuring the decade
betweenDuino and Muzagthe had endured wandering across-tean Europe in search of the

privacy and calm which alone, he belidyenight foster the regdiveness to finish the project so
mysteriously begun.

PrincessMar i ebs p
correspondence t
were they ever to beocmp | et e
completion of the set, he wraote het

atronage and support was unbr
hat i ncl ude s foand lateers.olf hiskiind, Kk e 6 s
d, Princess Marie was the el ¢

11. February, evening
At last,
Princess,
a last the blessed, how blessed day, when the compdetierfar as | can
se@® of the
Elegies
can be announdego you: Ten! My handis still trembling

with the last, great one . . .

(Letters of Rainer Maria Rilke and Princess Marie

von ThuraundTaxis,214)

Princess Marie recognized the achievement, shared his joy in an outpotiroetebratory
letters, and by late spring travelled from Czechoslovakia to Switzerland to spend a day in his
small Muzot study as Rilke stood at his reading lectern and recited the elegies to her in his
inimitable spellbinding declamation. As he finishedfihal lines, he handed her a meticulously
handcopied manuscript of the book which he said was already always hers.

Chateau de Muzot
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Between 1912 and 192%s letters refer again and again to the desire to resume the
elegies and again arabainhe despagd that he mightot be able to do so. Although he wrote
much during the intervening decade, little was published. His reputation, which was enormous
during these yearsested on the work of his Paris years (:2923) and before.

Despite the almost fairytale aura of castles and a princess, amid twentieth century
modernisnd gebunking of romanticism, the story of the elegies litmgether many of
romanti ci smés most c her i sdarengwed erdcity.onmoments of r ec a
heightened creative and inspired production s
in misunderstoodsolation; the superhuman production of transcendeasterworks as rew
for isolation, suffering and inner turmoil @rselfdoubt; andbelatedrecognition and acclaim.

That readers have believed and trusted Ril keo
their grip on our imaigations as is thetory itself. As recent as 2010, Kathleen Komar, a
leading autbrity on theElegies, although surely she knows better, states:

Written between 1912 and 1922 in two burst of creative activity separated by the
trauma of the Fi Dusno El&iesirhuttaneMasly recom hig ckeatibns
of a poetics andxemplify that poetics. (82)

But the real story of the elegies is rather less magical, though no less heuristic. Between
1912 and 1922, Rilkebs attention r é&disesbtlgss st r ay
travels sought a settled space to live where work on them might resume and flohish.he
was not drafting fragments that he associated directly with them, frequently the themes
associated with the final work were touched peripherallytiieropoem8 or in letter® some of
which actually predate the Duino epiphanyor instancéne wrote three memorial requiems
(AFor a Friendo and AFor Wolf Gr af ReguweminKal cKkr
1909; and fviterr in MoverBhe 915 but notpublished until 1953 (English
translation, 1959) The firsttwo are poems of breadth and structure with the adsa@ences,
swerves andreeringand theincomparableelegiac tone that we associate with the Duino set.
Despite the highly peonal occasion of each, they belaio the slow process of making the
elegies AFor a Boyo \ithte Foytk Elegy. iBesides thé three requiems,
the great elegiatropesof angels and lovers, are explored in poem after poem anaédrggipon
fragmentduring these years.

By 1918, Rike had collected packet of elegy related materials, and despairing that h
might ever finish the project, he entrusted the set to his publisher, Anton Kippenberg, with the
title Anfange und Fragmente sulem Umkreis der Elegi€Beginnings and Fragments from the
Thematic Material of the Elegies The significance to him of the set is manifest by his
collecting it as he did, and apparently he even imagangdall volume with these materials as
an appedage to the two original completed elegies. At this time they were siai@dyesfor
the name Duino was added at the time of their completion.

The story that the 1912922 decade was essentially barren is refuted by the large number
of poems andragmers that were published in 1953 &g&dichte 1906 bis 192fhd updated with
a few additions irSamtliche Werke: Zweiter Bamal 1957 Although Rilke published noew
books betweemas MarierLeben(1913) and Duino Elegies(1923), he was far from mute as
Gedichte 1906 bis 192&ttests. Oné¢hread running through the many uncollected poems and
fragments is the péet Rilke calledBeginnings and Fragments from the Thematic Material of
the Elegies
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In February 1922 when he celebrates the achievement oetiia Elegy, there is a back
story to his crowing letter to Princess Marie, for only days before he had announced completion
of the cycle to Anton Kippenberg, but his letter described a distinctly differentHettold
Kippenberg that he envisioned a tpart volume: nine elegies in part one and collections of
Abeginnings and fragment-$Soo@mhermpar(tnAmtoi.st rFouprh
Fifth EIl egy. The notion of a fibookd consi sti
failed project. Friedrich Holdelin 6(37701843)fragmentary late elegies had becocaaonical
and much studi ed, (178#88)Eighth 8y mBltdhuypeam ds Ant on E
(18241896)Ninth Symphony wer@erformedas unf i ni shed b uhapsimokeh ol e 0
to the point, Gu st av(18pHLYLL) was premiefed m t1IR3 tgr mp h o n y
death in a performance edition made by Ernst Krtt6kR031991)at Mahl er 6 s wi d o w@
as a singlenovementAdagio; it is still often performedasaga i f i ¢ e nt Durihgthe g me nt .
same perioKrenek was briefly marriedtMa hl er 6 s daughter and recei
patron Werner Reinha(l8841951)who also helped Rilke with the purchase of Muzot. Might
Rilke have envisioned something like moet i c Mahl er 6s Tent h? On

considerations became moot. Hi s Ahand . . . S
and a new Fifth ElStgryopthenyepltdaee ciyGd genwas
envisioned i nothingtentdt ve, no mer e fibeginning, 0 no fragr

J. B. Leishman worked closely with the German editor, Ernst Zinn, to produce a complete
translationof these uncollectethaterialsentitted Poems 1906 to 192&hich has remained the
standarcEnglishv er si on for over fifty years. Lei shma
case for the indispensabliewerkaflthese matarialso Ashepi ct L
struggles with the manyroblems of concept,image diction and wordnvention which
charact er poetgy RLdiksehdbnsa n 6 s dften defickousa and caresalways e
engaging. The depth of my ap pr eworldahts beem budtfon darefll k e 6 s
comparisorof Lei shmands En gkerina Morathah ény dtherdranslator, is n a |
way of translating taught me how to read Rilkeemain in his debt. s noexaggeration to say
that | speak for thousand$ readers when | sayereit notf or L e iEsdhsimal Rifkes we
would havea smaller Rilkeand the ontology for us of what poetry is would be also diminished.
Nevertheless, there are compellimgasondo do againn Englishsome of thematerials he first
translatedbver fifty years ago.

First, the elegies are now well into a fourth generatf translations in English. Page by
page comparisons of the eathanslatorswith the most recent reveal a trend that revises the
Rilke we thought we knew. Ird crisper, tighter rhythms, tendency toward more concrete

word choices, and shiffawayf r om t he ear |l y t r aumsdua pluaiesdd i nv e
hyphenated worihventions The diction of late Victorian symbolism has definitely shifted to
modernist coll oquialism and concreteness. As

labors, on many occasions | crave a more incisive English poem, something that captures the
shift of diction and hardness of image which Rilke exploited inNeee Gedicht€19071908)
and carried forward into his later years. Leishman is sometimes ettwgesal,prolix and
obscure tharRilke deserves.Not only is there a vast enterprise in translating Rilke, unlike
almost any other poet he has inspired deep reflections on the problems of translating poetry.
Wil liam H. Readmg Hille: R@gbtions @2hé Problems of Translatii®99) is
almost unique in its reflective intensity.

Second, to my knowledge the materials associated with the elegies have never been
presengd in English as a group. Both Zinn and Leishman print the uncollecédriads in
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chronological order of compositiom u t separate what Zinn conside
secti ofragnfemteso mi mi a |. &\Vithebothediters dné noust do considerable digging
and crosseferencing to find the items Rilke packagaslAnfange und Fragmente aus dem
Umkreis der Elegien Even then, the job is only partial, since materials which were actually
incorporated into final elegies are nmminted separately at the chronological point whiggy
were first writtenin either Santliche Werke: Zweiter Bandr Poems19021926. For instance
the lines produced in winter and spring 1913 at Ronda and Paris thdtdatene part ofhe
Sixth Elegy are not printed next teems labeledAnfange und Fragmeneuc h as A Unwi s
vor dem Hmme | mei nes L e b8& wridten near.the saine t{me\itheZimn dnd
Leishman, it is impossible for a reader imaginativelyembrace the text Rilke entrusted to
Kippenberg in 1918 whi ch means we c an-preceseohthe eleggeas t he ¢
they occurred in real timeOf course, when the elegies came to full fruition in 1922, the need for
a set ofAnfange und Fragmenter Rilke wasmoot in fact, had they been published while he
was alive, they woul d hawsi amd ea mihiatfsdespab st isd ro
and suddenly eventual Aachi evement . 0
Third, as the impact dbuino Elegieson successive generations of readers and poets is
unabated, theAnfange und Fragmentenight nov have an urgency that neither Zinn nor
Leishman would have appreciated, simply becaus@@nologyof the writing of the Elegies is
beneficialto understanding themfter all, up to the last days before the cycle took final shape,
Rilke himself considered tHg@egnnings and-ragmentsworthy of publicatiorand integral to the
completed cycle of nindReading the materials assocthteth the elegies in chronological order
preserg us with a different \8ion of how the elegies were written, and in significant ways
undercuts the much cherished story of the double mawémossession and dictation at Duino
and Muzot separatieby ten years in the wilderness. From a chronological reading, two facts
drive that undercutting. Rilke was never far from the elegies dthnglleged silent decade and
by the time the set of ten was assembled in February 1922, morehthan just the first two
werealready accomplished. As Leishman long ago explained:
What , exactl vy, d i cElediekirevolvé?c tThenfodtdeirt aswen 6 o f
have seen, were already there, and all but the last ten linesQiktheheFifth, Seventh,
and Eighth werewritten entirelyat Muzot, together with all buhe first six and the last
three lines of thainth, and all but the first twelve lines of tHenth. (Elegies,13)
Later scholarship has adjusted his account somewhat as this boak bhowas early as 1939,
Rilke readers irfEnglish should have been awdnat he19121922decade waseither mute nor
lost. It was intermittent with flashes of powerful and insightful writing, sometimes in fits and
startsthat seemed to be gropingamard an as yet unimagined totality which did not take final
shape until Muzot in 1922.
| have not found it easy to know wtha include in this book The 1911922 materials,
whether completed poems or fragments and drafts, often overlap themes in the elegies:
childhood, dolls, angelshe smile hight, lovers and heroesDoubtless, these poems all played a
part in buildingup the languageorld out of which the elegies were ultimately constructed and
articulated. | have madry choices using four criteria.
1. All the materials that Rilke included #nfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis
der Elegienas identified by Zinn and.eishman. Ther are the sixtems he
labeled asAnfangeplus lines and sections that later were incorporated into
finished elegies as wellsathe elegies fully complete befone put together the
manuscript for Kippenberg in 1919.
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2. The rejected versiond the Fifth and Tenth Elegies.
3. Afewseparatepoess uch as ATo the Angel 0 which &
to elegy materials that the relationship is-®sfident and compelling.

| havef ur t her i ncluded all Ri | ke o gft copesoE r i pt i ¢
Duineser Elegierafter its publication in 1923 These short poems resonate with the elegies
illuminating ways and deepeaur overall understanding of themFinally, I end with the
exchange of poems between Rilke and the young Rugs&trMarina TsvetaeMd 8921941 in
1926 His poem to her is namdglegy,his only useof that word in a title outsidéhe Duino set,
which led her to refer to it as the Eleventh Elegy.

A short heading introduces each item with identification of dateitangklation to the
elegies. My hopeés that througlthis volume, readerwho have come to knoWuino Elegies
will find their pleasures of that remarkable book to be entthaoe renewed, and that | have
justified yet another Rilke in English.

Finallyina pecul i ar reversal of Ril kebs diptyec
shortly before the final completion of the Elegies, afteritiuams that constitute thBeginnings
and Fragmentsl include the full cycle of the teDuino Elegies.As readers expre Beginnings
and Fragmentshey can reference the elegies without needing to find another source.

A word about my notion of translation. German syntifters from English. Many
translations from German to English, especiallysgr, simply cast the Gaan word order aside
and devisesound idiomatic Engliseentences To do otherwise cagreate ugly contortionsFor

poetry, however, and especially fortfiRwikke, tF
temporal and inseparable to hissyntash at Wi | | i am Waters describes
ri deso (cahGdmetimesbd uinsonventional and startling even in Gérsweh that to

English the syntax as one might prose severely distort$ thé af leisdthough Ril kebs sy

withholds key words and spreads syntactic relations across intervening phrases and other
modifiers, in order to perform a sense of ideas and imagesvdiatg themselves as it were.
The #Aki net ispoenmspdrform atémpordl drama that sets him apantritany poets.
As the order in which i mages andhfiwiidibté&gralar r i ve
to their meaning. In this he isast like Shakespeare in English, for like Shakespeare, we await
and then arrive at words often after extethdyntactic suspensions, halts and interruptidnsg.
approach to translating Rilke has been to be faithful to the temporal drama of his syntax while
not falling into such nofidiomatic English constructions as to be unreadable. My goal is to
make a poemt h at Aworkso in English. With these pr
replicate meters and rhymes.
Don Mager
Charlotte, NC 19911992, 2010
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1

After the astonishment of t he Adiionoftwot i
elegiesin Januanyebruary1912 despite his despair of finishing the project, mind
changes regarding the order of later elegies, additions, revisions and deltikas,
unswervingly identifiedthisa@Di e er st e EIl egi e. i

Die erste Elegie

Wer, wenn ich schriee, hdrte mich denn aus der Engel
Ordnungen? und gesetzt selbst, es ndhme

einer mich plotzlich ans Herz: ich verginge von seinem
starkeren DaseinDenn das Schone ist nichts

als des Schrecklichen Anfang, den wir noch grade ertragen,
und wir bewundern es so, weil es gelassen verschmaht,
uns zu zerstorenkin jeder Engel ist schrecklich.

Und so verhalt ich mich denn und verschlucke den Lockruf
durkelen SchluchzensAch, wen vermégen
wir denn zu brauchen&ngel nicht, Menschen nicht,
und die findigen Tiere merken es schon,
daf wir nicht sehr verlafilich zu Haus sind
in der gedeuteten WelEs bleibt uns vielleicht
irgend ein Baum an dem Abhang, daf wir ihn taglich
wiedersahen; es bleibt uns die Stral3e von gestern
und das verzogene Treusein einer Gewohnheit,
der es bei uns gefiel, und so blieb sie und ging nicht.

O und die Nacht, die Nacht, wenn der Wind voller Weltraum
uns am Angesicht zeldt, wem bliebe sie nicht, die ersehnte,
sanft enttduschende, welche dem einzelnen Herzen
muhsam bevorstehtst sie den Liebenden leichter?

Ach, sie \erdecken sich nur mit einander ihr Los.

Weil3t du'shochnicht? Wirf aus den Armen die Leere
zu den Raumen hinzu, die wir atmen; vielleicht dal3 die Vogel
die erweiterte Luft flihlen mit innigerm Flug

Ja, die Frahlinge brauchten dich wolls muteten manche
Sterne dir zu, daf3 du sie spurtelSs hob

sich eine Woge heran im Vergangenen, oder

da du vortuberkamst am geéffneten Fenster,

gab eine Geige sich hirDas alles war Aftrag.

Aber bewaltigtest du's®arst du nicht immer

noch von Erwartung zerstreut, als kiindigte alles
eine Geliebte dir an?Wo willst du sie bergen,

da doch die groRR3en fremden Gedanken bei dir
aus und ein gehn und Ofteoleiben bei Nacht.)
Sehnt es dich aber, so singe die Liebenden; lange
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1
January 1912

First Elegy

Who, if | cried, would hear me among the Orders
of the angels? and if one suddenly
holds me to his heart, | will fade from his
stronger being. For beauty is nothing
other than the onset of terror we can still just withstand,
and we marvel at it so because unperturbed it disdains
to destroy us. Each angel is tremendous.
And so | restrain mys$ieand swallow the luring call
of dark sobbing. Algsvho then might we
be able to use? Not angels, not men,
and already the resourceful anisuabtice
that we are not very secure at home
in an explicated world. There remains for us perhaps
a certain tree on the slope that we daily
look at; hereremainsthe road from yesterday
and the distorted loyalty of a habit
that is pleasd with us, stays and goes nowe
And, O, the night, the night, when full of outer space the wind
devours our facés, for whomit does not yet stay
asthe longedor, gentle deception thaainfully approaches
thesolitary heart. Is night easier for lovers?
Alas, they only hide their lot from one another.
And sti |l |l do n 6the empinesskromoyauParmsF | i n g
out into the space that we breatheihags then birds
will feel the expanding air in their intimate flight.

Yes, the springtimes needed you. Many stars
expected you texperiencahem From out of its past
a wave rose up toward you,

or from an open windowas you passed by

a violin gave itself. All that was your task.

But were you equal to it? Were you not always
distracted by anticipation as if everything seemed to
foretella beloved? (Besides, there was nowhere

to keep hems vast strange thoughts went in and out
within you, often remaining overnight.)

When longing comes over you, then sing the lovers; the fame
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noch nicht unsterblich genug ist ihr berihmtes Gefiihl.
Jene, du neidest sie fast, Verlassenen, die du

so viel liebender fandst als die GestillteBeginn

immer von neuem die nie zu erreichende Preisung;

denk: es erhalt sich der Held, selbst der Untergang war ihm
nur ein Vorwand, zu sein: seine letzte Geburt.

Aber die Liebenden nimmt die erschopfte Natur

in sich zurlck, als waren nicht zweimal die Krafte,

dieses zu leistenHast du der Gaspara Stampa

denn gentigend gedacht, daf3 irgend ein Madchen,

dem der Geliebte entging, am gesteigerten Beispiel

dieser Liebenden fuhlt: dal? ich wirde wie sie?

Sollen nicht endlich uns diese altesten Schmerzen
fruchtbarer werden?st es nicht Zeit, dal’ wir liebend

uns vom Geliebten befrein und es bebend bestehn:

wie der Pfeil die Sehne besteht, um gesammelt im Absprung
mehrzu sein aler selbst. Denn Bleiben ist nirgends.

Stimmen, StimmenHo6re, mein Herz, wie sonst nur
Heilige horten: dald sie der riesige Ruf

aufhob vom Boden; sie aber knieten,

Unmadglich, weiter und achtetens nicht:

Sowaren sie hérendNicht, dal’ du Gottes ertriigest
die Stimme, bei weitemAber das Wehende hore,
die ununterbrochene Nachricht, die aus Stille sich bildet.
Es rauscht jetzt von jenen jungen Toten zu dir.
Wo immer du eintratst, redete nicht in Kirchen

zu Rom und Neapel ruhig ihr Schicksal dich an?
Oder es trug eine Inschrift sich erhaben dir auf,
wie neulich die Tafel in Santa Maria Formosa.
Was sie mir wollenZeise soll ich des Unréts
Anschein abtun, der ihrer Geister

reine Bewegung manchmal ein wenig behindert.

Freilich ist es seltsam, die Erde nicht mehr zu bewohnen,
kaum erlernte Gebrauche nicht mehr zu Uben,

Rosen, und andern eigens versprecheimirgen

nicht die Bedeutung menschlicher Zukunft zu geben;



of their passion is still not immortal enough.

You almost envied those who were rejected because

you found themmore lovingthanthose who were fulfied. Always
begin agairthe unattainable praise of them;

remember: the henoerseveredor his downfall

was only an excuse fersist his ultimate birth.

But exhausted nature takes the lovers back

into herself as if there were not enough strength

to accomplishthem twice Have you thought enough

about Gaspara Stampa that any'girl

whose lover left her, from that moeatravagant

example, might feel: could | become like her?

Should not these oldest of sufferings finally

bear more fruit? Is it not time thatloving

we freedourselvedrom the beloved and, trembling, endured:
the way a arrow endures the extended string in its launch
to bemorethan it itself. For staying is nowhere.

Voices, voices. Listen, my heart, as saints

alone knew how: until thenormouscall

lifted them from the ground; yet they still knelt,

the impossible ones, paying no notice at all:

so harddid they listen. Not that you could withstand
the voice of God, far from it. But listen to the waves
of unbroken messages forming tieelves out of silence.
They are rustling toward you from all the youthfully dead.
Whenever you entered a church in Rome or Naples
did theynot quietly speak toyou of their destinies?

Or an inscription sublimely impressed itself on you

as latelythe slab in Santa Maria Formodia.”

What dotheywant from me? | must gently remove
thelook of injustice whiclrsometimedinders

a bit the pure movements of their spirits.

True it is strange not to live any longer on earth,

notanylongertl se habits onebs scarcely | earne
not to give to roses and othauspicioughings

the significance of a human future;

! Gaspara Stampa (152%54) whose lover Collatino Count of Collato, Lord of Treviso, after a few years of

mutual happiness, left for war in France and forgot her. On his return he resumed the relationship but then left her to
marry another woman. Sheate some 200 sonnets about her love and abandonment.

2 Santa Maria Formosa is a small church in Venice that Rileeyear before this poem, had visited wiith

Maria von ThuraundTaxis. An inscription on a marble slab near the right side aisle is hhdode the one to

which Rilke refers. In part it reads: VIXI ALIIS DUM VITA FUIT / POST FUNERA TANDEM / NON PERII

AT GELI DO / I N MARMORE VI VO MIHI . Awhile I|life | asted
perished, but in cold marble livefr my sel f . o (qtd. in Leishman and Spende
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das, was man war in unendlich &ngstlichen Handen,
nicht mehr zu sein, und selbst den eigenen Namen
wegzulassen wie ein ggochenes Spielzeug.
Seltsam, die Winsche nicht weiter zu winschen. Seltsam,
alles, was sich bezog, so lose im Raume

flattern zu sehenUnd das Totsein ist mihsam

und voller Nachholn, daf3 man allm&hlich ein wenig
Ewigkeit spurtd Aber Lebendige machen

alle den Fehler, dal sie zu stark unterscheiden.
Engel (sagt man) wifiten oft nicht, ob sie unter
Lebenden gehn oder ToteBie ewige Stromung

reil3t durch beide Bereiche alle Alter

immer mit sich und iertont sie in beiden.

Schlief3lich brauchen sie uns nicht mehr, die Friiheentriickten,
man entwohnt sich des Irdischen sanft, wie man den Bristen
milde der Mutter entwachstber wir, die so grol3e

Geheimnisse brauchen, denes duvauer so oft

seliger Fortschritt entsprindt: konnterwir sein ohne sie?

Ist die Sage umsonst, dal einst in der Klage um Linos
wagende erste Musik durre Erstarrung durchdrang;

dald erst im erschrockenen Raum, dem ein beinalicgét Jingling
plotzlich fur immer enttrat, das Leere in jene

Schwingung geriet, die uns jetanreilt und trostet und hilft.

Duino, Januar und Februar 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban685-688)



and with endlessly anxious hands

nolonger to be what once one was

putting away his own name like a broken toy.

Strange not to be making wishes anymore. Strange
to see that everything that once connected one

is fluttering sdooselyin space. And being dead is hard
and full of catchingup until one gradually

detects a bit of eternii@. But the living, they all make
the mistake of distinguishing too strongly.

Angels (they say) often do not know whether they
move among the living dhe dead. The eternal current
ripsthrough both realmg all times

and they are forever resounding in both.

At last the early departed have no need for us anymore,

one will gentlyweanhimself from the mundane like outgrowing

the succor of a motherds breasts. But
the great secrets and for whom blessed progress so often

rises out of sorro& could we exist without them?

The legends for nothing how once in mourning for Linds

the first music penetrated arid indifference

so that as an almost godly youth sutdgieleparted

into terrible space, emptineBist felt

those vibrations thacharm and comfort and help us.

Duino, Januay und Februay 1912

3 There are many legends about Linos, some contradictory. A common thread among them is that he died

young and was associated with music either by a connection to Apollo or to Orpheus. One versiohtsays tha
origin of music was the song Orpheus created to mourn |
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Like First Elegy, the Second was completed in January 1912 at Ditsrqaace in the cycle
was decided then and Rilke seems not to have considered moving it.
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Die zweite Elegie

Jeder Engel ist schrecklich. Und dennoch, weh mir,

ansing ich euch, fast todliche Végel der Seele,

wissend um euchWohin sind die Tage Tobiae,

da der Strahlendsten einer stand an der einfachen Haustur,
zur Reise ein wenig verkleidet und schon nicht mehr furchtbar;
(Jungling dem Jingling, wie er neugierig hinaussah).

Trate der Erzengel jetzt, der geféahrliche, hinter den Sternen
eines Schrittes nur nieder und herwarts: hochaufschlagend
erschlig uns das eigene Hel¥er seid ihr?

Frihe Geglickte, ihr Verwdhnten der Schopfung,
Hohenzlge, mgenrotliche Grate

aller Erschaffungd Pollen der blihenden Gottheit,
Gelenke des Lichtes, Gange, Treppen, Throne,
R&ume aus Wesen, Schilde aus Wonne, Tumulte
stirmisch entztuickten Geflihls und plétzlich, einzeln,
Spiegel:die die entstromte eigene Schdnheit
wiederschopfen zurlck in das eigene Antlitz.

Denn wir, wo wir fihlen, verflichtigen; ach wir

atmen uns aus und dahin; von Holzglut zu Holzglut

geben wir schwachern GerucbBa sagt uns wohl einer:

ja, du gehst mir ins Blut, dieses Zimmer, der Frihling

fullt sich mit dir. . . Was hilfts, er kann uns nicht halten,

wir schwinden in ihm und um ihn. Und jene, die schén sind,
o wer halt sie zuriick? Unaufhdorlich steht Anschein

auf in ihrem Gesicht und geht fo¥Vie Tau von dem Friihgras
hebt sich das Unsre von uns, wie die Hitze von einem
heiRen Gericht. O Lacheln, wohir@ Aufschaun:

neue, wame, entgehende Welle des Herzkens

weh mir: wirsindsdoch. Schmeckt denn der Weltraum,

in den wir uns l6sen, nach ungangen die Engel

wirklich nur lhriges auf, ihnen Entstromtes,

oder ist manchmal, wie aus Versehen, einige

unseres Wesens dabesind wir in ihre

Zige soviel nur gemischt wie das Vage in die Gesichter



2
January and February 1912

Every angel is tremendou#\nd still, to my sorrow,

| sing to you, near fatal birds tie soul,

knowing who you are. Where are the days of Tobias,
when one of the mosadiantstood in the simple doorway,
a bit disguised for the journey and no longer frightening;
(young man to young man curiously looking out).

Now if the menacingrahangel, behind the stars,

strode downwards one step closer, up leaping

our own hearts woulklill us. Who are you?

The early favored ones, darlings of creation, you,
mountain peaks, dawredderd ridges

of all creation@ pollen of the flowering godhead,
sutures of light, halls, stairs, thrones,

spaces of being, shields of bliss, outbursts

of stormy enthralled emotion asdddenly separately,
mirrors: each recreating its outpouringauty
backwards into its own face.

But we, when we feekvaporatgah, how we

breathe ourselves out and away; form ember to ember

our wood scent grown weaker. Trgemeonenay say:

youbéve got in my blood, this room and t
indeed are full of you . .. No use, he carmat us,

we vanish into and around him. And, O, those who are beautiful,
who can hold them backmcessantlytheir appearance

comes and goes from their faces. The way early dew on the grass
lifts the ws-ness from ourselves, the way steam rises

from a hotdish. O smile, where to? O agst glance:

new, warm wave escaping from the h&ayt

to my sorr ovware Doesthe duger dpacav

into which we loseurselvestaste us? Do angels really
interceptonly themselves, their ¢pouring,

or sometimes, as if by oversight, is a bit of our

being also caught? Amonigeir traits is apart of us

blendedlike in the vague looks on the faces

4 TheBook of Tobitin the Apocryphaof the Bible tells the story of an old man fearing death who orders his

son to travel to reclaim his monies from a foreign land. As Tobias starts to depart the angel Raphael appears and
of fers to guide him. Tobi ase &mdwhinntdodg hdadp edret waist h|a nR
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schwangerer Frauen? Sie merken es nicht in dem Wirbel
ihrer Ruckkehr zu sich. (Wie sollten sie's merken?)

Liebende kdnnten, verstiinden sie's, in der Nachtluft
wunderlich reden. Denn es scheint, daf3 uns alles
verheimlicht. Siehe, die Baumsind die Hauser,

die wir bewohnen, bestetmoch. Wir nur

ziehen an allem vorbei wie ein luftiger Austausch.
Und alles ist einig, uns zu verschweigen, halb als
Schande vielleicht und halb als unsagliche Hoffnung.

Liebende, euch, ihr in einander Genugten,

frag ich n&h uns. Ihr greift euch. Habt ihr Beweise?
Seht, mir geschiehts, dal? meine Hande einander

inne werden oder dal3 mein gebrauchtes

Gesicht in ihnen sich schonDas giebt mir ein wenig
Empfindung. Doch wer wagte darum schon gen?

Ihr aber, die ihr im Entziicken des anderen

zunehmt, bis er euch tUberwaltigt

anfleht: nichtmeh® ; die ihr unter den Handen

euch reichlicher werdet wie Traubenjahre;

die ihr manchmal vergeht, nur weil der andre

ganz Uberhand nimmt: euch frag ich nach uns. Ich weif3,
ihr berdihrt euch so selig, weil die Liebkosung verhalt,
weil die Stelle nicht schwindet, die ihr, Zartliche,
zudeckt; weil ihr darunter das reine

Dauern verspurtSoversprecht inr euch Ewigkeit fast

von der Umarmung. Und doch, wenn ihr der ersten
Blicke Schrecken besteht und die Sehnsucht am Fenster,
und den ersten gemeinsamen GamgMal durch den Garten:
Liebende seidihrs dann noch? \&hn ihr einer dem andern
euch an den Mund hebt und ansg@tzGetrank an Getrank:
o wie entgeht dann der Trinkende seltsam der Handlung.

Erstaunte euch nicht auf attischen Stelen die Vorsicht
menschlicher Geste®ar nicht Lebe und Abschied

so leicht auf die Schultern gelegt, als war es aus anderm
Stoffe gemacht als bei uns3edenkt euch der Hande,

wie sie drucklos beruhen, obwohl in den Torsen die Kraft steht.
Diese Beherrschten wul3ten damitveat sind wirs,

diesedst unser, uns so zu beruhren; starker

stemmen die Gotter uns an. Doch dies ist Sache der Gotter.

Fanden auch wir ein reines, verhaltenes, schmales
Menschliches, einen unseren Streifen Fruchtlands



23|Page

of pregnantwomenT hey donét even notice it
of ther journey into themselves. (Haoshould they notice?)

Lovers, if you understood them, speak

strangely in the night air. For it seems everything
conceals us. Look, the treesist the houses
where we live still stand. We only

pass byeverything as if iran airy interchange.

And everything unites to silence us half out of
reproach and hatiut of unspeakable hope.

Lovers, sufficient unto each other, | ask

you about us.You clasp one another. Have you any proof?
Look, it sometimes happens that my hands become aware
of each other or that my worn face

rests itself in them. That gives me a bit

of sensation. Yet who dares from that alonexis®

You, though,intesi f ying in each otheros
rapture until overwhelmed, he implores:
nomord; you, under each otherds hands

growing plentiful like vintage bunches of grapes;

you fading sometimes only because the other

so takes thepper handl ask you about us. | know
youtouch each other so blessedly becausecobar e s s 6 s
nature, because it does not leave the place that you
gently cover; antbecauseovered you feel it as

pure duration. Thus, your embraces almost

promise eternity. And yet, when you withstand

the terrorof the first look and the longing at the window
and that first walk together one time through the garden:
lovers, are you still the same? When you lift yourself

up to a mouth to be joinédgulp upon gulp:

O, how strangely the drinker slips out of hide.

The guarded looks on the faces on ancient attic ételés

were you not astonished? were not love and farewell

laid so lightly on shoulders as if made from some substance

other than with us? Remember the hands, touching

weightlessly, even though stigth showed through the torsos.

In their self mastery these knew: we are this far,

it is ours to touch lik¢his; the gods

may press us more strenuously. But

If only we also found for ourselves a pure, contained,
narrowly humarstrip of orchard between

t

h a



zwischen Strom und Gestein. Denn das eigene Herz Ubersteigt uns
noch immer wie jenelUnd wir kdbnnen ihm nicht mehr
nachschaun in Bilder, die es besanftigen, noch in
gottliche Kdrper, in denen es groReshsmaligt.
Duino, Januar und Februar 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@889-692)
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strean and rocks. For our heart pates us

just as theirs did for them. And we are no longer able
to look back at images that calm it nor at godly bodies
in which its largeness is tempered.

Duino, January and February 1912
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At the time of the initial work on what becanbino Elegiesbetween the first and second
elegiesat the end of January 1912, he produced this.

[FRAGMEMNT EINER ELEGIE]

Soll ichdie Stadte rihmen, die Uberlebenden

(die ich ansaunte) gien Sternbilder der Erde.

Denn nur zum Riimen noch steht mir das Herz, so gewaltig
weilRich die Welt. Und selbst meine Klage

wird mir zur Preisung dicht vor dembshenden Herzen.
Sage mikeina, daich die Gegenwart nicht

liebe; ich schwinge in ihr; siedgt mich, sie giebt mir
diesen geéiumigen Tag, den uralten Werktag

da3ich ihn brauche, und wirft in gedlurender Gr8mut
Uber mein Dasein niegewesene Néachte.

Ihre Hand ist stark Gber mir ameenn sie im Schicksal
unten mich hielte, vertauchthentidte versuchen

unten zu atmen. Audbei demleisesten Auftrag

séng ich sie gerne. Doch vermut ich, sie will nur,
dadich vibriere wie sie. Einst tonte der Dichter

Uber die Feldschlacht hinaus; waitl eine Stimme

neben dem neuen Gedrdhn der metallenen Handlung
drin diese Zeit sich verringt mit anstiirmender Zukunft.
Auch bedarf sie des Anrufes kaum, ihr eigener Schlachtlarm
Ubertont sich zum Lied. Soflamich solange

vor Vergehendem stehanklagend nicht, aber

noch einmal bewundernd. Und wo mich eines

das mir vor Augen versinkt, etwa zur Klage bewegt
seies keinvVorwurf fir euch. Was sollen jungere Volker
nichtforstirmen von dem was der nsshen oft
rhumloserAbbruch begrub. Sehet, esire

arg um das Gifee bestellt, wenn es irgend der Schonung
bedirfte. Wem die Palaste oder der Garten

Kidhnheit nicht mehr, werAufstieg und Ruckfall

alter Fonténen ncht mehr, wendas Verhaltene

in denBildern oder der Statuen ewiges Dastehn

nicht mehr die Sde erschreckt und verwandelt, der gehe
diesem hinaus und tue sein Tagwerk; wo anders

lauert das Gri@e auf ihn und wird ihn wo anders

anfalln, das ser sich wehrt.

Duino, Ende Januar 1912
(Geschrieben zwischen der Ersten under der Zeiten Blegie

(SamtlicheéWerke: Zweiter Bangd385386)
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Late January 1912

Fragment of an Elegy

Shall | celebrate cities, the long survivors

(they so astonish me), great constellations of the earth?
Because only througbraisedoes my heart stand me strong
enough to know thevorld. Even my sorrow itself

turns me towargbraising closed before my grieving heart.
Let no one say to me that presence is not

cherished; it thro@me; it carries me, it bestows

this spacious day upon me, this dayods pri
thatl can use, and in ample abundance it flings

the not yet usedp night over my being.

Its hand weighs strong upon me and if it held me down
inside destinysubmerged, | would have to breathe

from beneath. Even so, at its least command

gladly I would singt. | suspect, though, it wants

only that | vibrate with it. Once, poets sang out

about pitched battles; what can a voice do now

alongside new rumblings of metallic industries

in whichthis age shrinks before a steharging future?
Besides, ihardlyneeds summoning, its own battle alarm
drowns itself in song. Slet me stand a while longer

in front ofthat whichpasses away; not ascuserbut

as one whpone more timeadmires. And if something
sinking away before my eyes moves me to lament

donbt take it Whaouyobthigrot,r e buk e .
this often shameful rupture, should the youngswples

not thunderforth to bury. But lookthe stature

of what is large would b#tawed if it needed

tending at all. For him who no longealaces

nor the audacity of gardens, nor mounting and fall

of fountains, whom no longer the gesturing

of pictures nor the eternal thereness of statues

can astound and transform the soul, he goes

out into this and does day labavhere, in its otherness

that which idarge watchgshim andfrom its otherness

assauls him in order tavrest him from himself.

Duino, End of January 1912
(Written between the first and second Elepies
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Items 4, 5 and ®ecame sections of the Third Elegympleted in late autumn 1913 (see item
21). They were produced ®uino. The erotic anxiety is related to the phallic eroticism of

ASi eben Gedichteo ()pr&acecctmegdais EtersndlPls, put heee tmerd 3
is boyish shame whereaeth i Seven Poemso are ecstatic and

a
Eines ist, die Geliebte zu singen. Ein anderes, wehe,
jenen verborgenen schuldigin Fi@dtt des Bluts.

Den sie von weitem erkennt, ihren Jingling, was weil3 er
selbst von dem Herren der Lust, der aus demsdnen oft,
ehe das Maden noch linderte, oft auch als waie nicht,
ach, von welchem Unketlichen triefend, das Gotthaupt
aufhob, aufrufend die Nacht zu unendlichem Aufruhr.

O des Blutes Neptun, o sein fruchtbarer Dreizack.

Duino, Januar 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@93
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January 1912

One thing to sing the beloved. Another, alas,

that secretive guilty rivegod of the blood.

Far off she recognizes him but what does her young man know
of the lord of desire, who out of his lonelises

before she could console him, as if she did not even exist,
frequently from, O such sweabaked depths, raised

the godhead and provoked night to endless agitation.

O, Neptune of the blood, O, his terrible trident.

Duino, January 1912
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In thefinal version of the Third Eleggitem 21), between item dnd this items a long passage
whichcontras s t he mot her and the beloved (AGeliebt
mands burgeoning sexuality i s fnesstoqtceptingat h ar
Bel oved (Geliebte) or girl/ maiden (M2@dchen).
refers to the beloved whs identical to girl in item 6

und er selbst, wie er lag, der Erleichterte, unter
schlafernden Lidern deiner tditen Gestaltung
SiRe I6send in den gekosteten Vorséhlaf
schien ein Gehteter . . . Abeinnen wer wehrte,
hinderte innen in ihm die Fluten der Herkunft?
Duino, Januar 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@95)
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January 1912

And he, as h&ay there unburdened beneath

drowsy eyelids mingling your willowy shape
sweetness with the foretaste of approaching 8leep

seemegbrotected . . . Buhside who could aved

divertd the seminal floods inside him?

Duino, January 1912
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TheMadchen (girl or maiden) here is identified with the Geliebte (beloved) qiréwoustwo
fragments of the Third Elegy.

Siehe, wir lieben nicht, wie die Blumen, aus einem

einzigen Jahr; us steigt, wo wir lieben,

unvordenklicher Saft in die Arme. Kdadchen,

dies dafl3 wir liebtenn uns, nicht Eines, ein Kinftiges, sondern
das zahllos Brauende; nicht ein einselnes Kind,

sondern die Vater, die wie Trimmer Gebirgs

uns im Grunde beruhn; sondern das trockene Flu3bett
einstiger Mutted ; sondern die ganze

lautlose Landschaft aer dem wolkingen oder

reinen Verhangn ; dieskam dir, Madchen, zuvor.

Duino, Januar 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@96)
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January 1912

Look, we do not love as flowers do for one

season only; when we love, immemosap

surges through our arms. O girl,

this: thatwithin us we have loved not just one future
but countless fomentings; not just one child,

but fathers who like wreckage of mountains

rest in our depths and the dry streambeds

of earlier mothe® ; but alsathe whole of the
soundless landscape under its clouded or

clear fat@® ; and allthisarrived, girl, before you did.

Duino, January 1912
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The first ten lines of Tenth Elegy were drafted at Duino early in 1912 but thel&osionto

use them followed fitsthe drafting of (URSPRUNGLICHE FASSUNG DER ZEHNTEN

DUI NESER ELEGI E) (Fragmentari sch) (AOriginal
( Fr a g me(itetn a2)ayound December 1913 and then the replacement of all but the first

ten lineswith what became the full Tenth Elegy in 1922. Until then it was not cleathise

lines would be the Tentbr fall somewhere else in the sequence.

Dass ich dereinst, an dem Ausgang der grimmigen Einsicht

Jubel und Ruhm aufsinge zustimmenden Emgel

Dal3 von den klar geschlagenen Hammern des Herzens

keiner versage an weichen, zweifelnden oder

jahzornigen Saiten. Dald mich mein stromendes Antlitz
glanzender mache; dal3 das unscheinbare Weinen

blihe. O wie werdet ihr dann, Nachte, mir lieb sein,

geharmte. Dald ich euch knieender nicht, untréstliche Schwestern,
hinnahm, nicht in euer gel6stes

Haar mich geldster ergab. Wir Vergeuder der Schmerzen.

Duino, Frihjahr 1912

(Samtliche WerkeZweiter Band64)
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Early 1912

Somedy emergindgrom this grimrealization

| may lift my voice in joy and praise the assenting angels.
So that from the clear struck hammers of my heart

| may not falter from slack, weakened nor

angrily struck piano strings. So that | may maké& my
streaming face gleanmy feeble tears

bloom. O nights of sorrow, you will then be

dear to me. So that I, who did not kneel down to you,
the inconsolable sisters, may now surrender myself

to your loosened hair. We waste our afflictions.

Duino, Early 1912

° The 1922 text has firei Cenden Saiteno (o6ripped or to
(fiangrily struck stringso with piano implied).
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Anton Kippenberg

In 1918, despairing of ever compie the elegies, Rilkentrusteda manuscript withAnton
Kippenberg his publisheat InsetVerlag which he calledAnfange und Fragmente aus dem
Umkreis der ElegierfBeginnings and Fragments from the Themaiaterial of the Elegies

His hope was that it would be published in the event the set were not complatedncluded

the first two elegies written at Duino in 1912, portions of others and a number of fragments of
varying | en@intiche Wike iZd @eamHisfi es these fragment s
translations inPoems 1904926, but they are not ordered as a grodpney are scattered
chronologically throughout twenty years of uncollected poems and fragnfémssfragment,

part of the original Duinexperence, written in February 1912, is the earliest identified as
Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegietter in 1922, Rilke suggested a book
with nine elegies plus thgeginnings and Fragmentas a sort of diptych.

Soll ich noch einmaFrihling haben, noch einmal
dieses Erdreichs nahe gesicherte Zukunft
nehmen wie eigenes Los? O reineres Schicksal
Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien

Duino, Februar1912

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band0)
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February 1912

Shall I not haveing again, yet again
to take in the soil és approaching certaint
as a singular loss? t@e purer destiny

Beginnings and Fragments from the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Duino, February1912
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These six lines produced in Duifprobably March 1912gventually became the beginning of
Ninth Elegy wren it was completed in Muzot in Februd§22.

Warum, wenn es angeht, also die Frist des Daseins
hinzubringen, als Lorbeer, ein wenig dunkler als alles
andere Grin, mit kleinen Wellen an jedem

Blattrand (wie eines Windes Lachefh): warum dann
Menschliches missénund, Schicksal vermeidend,
sich sehnen nach Schicksal?

Duino, Marz 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Band17)
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March 1912

Why, if this term of existence can be spent

as a laurel, smewhat darker than all the dest

those other greens, with small ripples on each

|l eafds edge (| & knviytheme wi ndds smil e)
must we bénumand and, while we shun destiny

we long for destiny? . . .

Duino, March 1912
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Produced in Duino in 191grobably March)these three lines eventualiyecame the closing
lines of the nintlElegy when it was completed in Muzotkebruaryl922.
Siehe ich lebe. Woraus®eder Kindheit noch Zukunft
werden weniger . . . . Uberzéhliges Dasein
entspringt mir im Herzen.
Duino, Marz 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@20)
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March 192
See, l 6m |iving. Fr ofatunehat ? Neither c
grow less . . .. Incalcuable being

springs up in my heart.

Duino, March 1912
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This fragment was produced in Venice, early summer 1912.
Wen aber des Leidefes der Eifer ergriff, wie wenig
wul3te der noch aus gelassener Zeit sichSease
sicher zu greifen? Er, dem ein Gott
zuchneidet die Stucke der Mahlzeit,
die ihn zehredn ernahrt. Er leide, er habe
Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien

Wahrscheinlichvenedig Frihsommer 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band1)
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Early Summer 194

For one who indeed wagipped by the passion of sorrow

does he know anything yetut of a more settled time

about howto grasp being itself? H#&or whom a god

carves the servings at a banquet

thatby feeding on himfeeds him. Let him sorrow let him have
Beginnings and Fragments from the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Probably Venice, early summer 1912
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These |l ines eventually Kdaoomp@geatdeompetelpph @ ni ng
Februaryl922.

Oh, dal3 ihr hier, Frauen, einhergeht,

hier unter uns, leidvoll,

nicht geschonter als wir und dennoch imstande,

selig zu machen wie Selige.

Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien
Venedig, Sommer 1912

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band36)
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Summer 1922

O women, how you circulate

among us full oorrow

no more protected than we, and still

able to bless like the blessed.
Beginningsand Fragments from the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Venice, early summer 1912
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This poem is not among thgeginnings and FragmentBut while Rlke was at Ronda in Spain,
hestrove to return to the receptiveness that he had expetianear earlier in Duino. Hwade
strides with what later became the Sixth Ele§yT o t h ewritéemig thel same period as the
first parts of the Sixth Elegig related to thelegyfragments because of the theswé the angel
and night

AN DEN ENGEL

Starker, stiller, and den Rand gestellter
Leuchter: olen wird die Nacht genau.
Wir ver-geben uns in unerhellter
Zogerung an deinem Unterbau.

Unser i$: den Ausgang nicht zu wissen
aus dem drinnen irrlichen Bezirk,

du ercheinst auf unsern Hindernissen
und beglihst sie wie ein Hochgelgr

Deine Lust isgiberunserm Reiche,

und wir fasserkaum den Niederschlag;
wie die reine Nacht der &ingsgleiche
stehst du teilend zwischen Tag und Tag.

Wer vernochte je dir einaflolien

von der Mischung, die urigimlichtribt?
Du hast Herrlichkeit von allen Gf¢en,
und wir sind am Kleinlichsten gibt.

Wenn wir weinen, sind wir nichts alghrend,
wo wir anschaun sind wirdechstens wach;
unser lacheln ist nicht weit vetthrend,

und vertihrt es selbst, wer geht ihm nach?

Irgendeiner. Engel, klag ich, klag ich?
Doch wieware denrdie Klage mein?

Ach, ich schreie, mit zwei Holzern schlag ich
und ich meine nicht, géint zu sein.

Dal3ich larme, wird an dir nicht lauter

wenn du mich nicht fUhltest, weit idhn.
Leuchte, leuchte! Mach mich angeschauter
bei den Sternen. Denn ich sghde hin.

Ronda,Spanien 14. Januar 1913
(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band8-9)
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14 January 1913

To The Angel

Stronger, stiller, at the edge of the more
fixed lights: night abve suffices

We give ourselvesip toobscure
hesitationat yourlowly base

Forus no way out will show

from inside the madness ofethlace,
while onour hindrancegou glow

from yourhighsummio s f ace.

Your rejoicing isaboveour reach,

we scarcely catch the dregs thaattey
like nights of vernal equinox, yotoreach
is a pure divide that markbere from here

Could anydisturbtheway youfloat

amid themess that darkly troubles us?
Your amplitude extends a brilliant glow
and we use up ourselves in pettiness.

Is ou weeping nofull of pathos,

ard our beholdingare we quite awake td?it
Our smiling leads us no place

other than itseland who wargthat?

Just anyone Angel, do | fuss andomplain?
Butto youafter all what is my complainirig
O my drumsticls beatmy voice strains
butnoone, | believeis listening

Ever louder, my ranting a n oheardateall

i f youbve namherd elt already I
Light, lightt Make meas visible

as thestars. Then will | disappear.

Ronda, Spain]14 Januaryl913
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With minor revisions all but the last thirteen lines of the Sixth Elegy was produced during the
two month stay December 1912 andanuaryl913) at Ronda in Spain. The first eight lines
camein Decemberand the ellipsis in the middle of line eight marks a hiatusewkral weeks
before the rest took shape. Tdlegy wascompleted at Muzot in 1922. Two years earlier in
JanuaryRilke visited Egypt and theemples at Karnak. The trip impacted him deeplgsides
the reference herdater in 1919 he wrote two segneesAus dem Nachluss des Grafen C.W.
(From the Literary Remains of Count C.)\Whot published until 1953They narrate a ¢tional
tour to Egypt Egypt shows up in items 280 and of course the final lines of Tenth Elegy.

Feigenbaum, seit wie lange schon ists mir bedeutend,
wie du die Blite beinah ganidberschégst

und hinein in die zeitig entscholssene Frucht,

ungetihmt, déngst dein reines Geheimnis.

Wie der Fonéne Rohr treibt dein gebognes Gezweig
abwarts den Saft ushhinan: und er springt aus dem Schilaf,
fast nicht erwachend, ins @@k seiner 8festen Leistung.
Sieh:wie der Gott in den Schwan.

..... Wir aber verweilen,
ach, uns ihmt es zu hihn, uind ins verspatete Innre
unserer endlichen Frucht gehn wir verraten hinein.
Wengigen steigt so stark der Andrang des Handelns,
dafl3 sie schon anstehn und gliihn in der Fille des Herzens,
wenn dieVerfihrung zum Bluhn wie gelinderte Nachtluft
ihnen dieJugenddes Munds, hnen die Lider berthrt:
Helden vielleicht und den friihe Hibérbestimmten,
denen der &tnernde Tod anders die Adern verbiegt.
Diese diirzen dahin: dem eapen Lacheln
sind sie voran, wie das Rossegespann in den milden
muldigen Bildern vorKarnak dem siegendentdig.

Wunderlich nah ist der Held doch den jugendlich Toten. Dauern
ficht ihn nicht an. Sein Aufgarst Dasein; beghdig

nimmt er sich fort und tritt ins vamderte Sternbild

seiner steten Gefahr. Doénhtlen ihn wenige. Adr,

das uns finster vechweigt, das pitzlich begeistde Schicksal

singt ihn hinein in den Sturm seiner auiehienden Welt.

Hor ich doch kenen wieihn. Auf einmal durchgeht mich

mit der stdmenden Luft sein verdunkelter Ton.

Dann, wie verbrg ich mich gern vor der Sehnsucht: Gawch,
waér ich ein Knabe undidft es nochwerdenund sile
in die kinftigen Arme gesirzt und Bse von Simson,
wie sein Mutter erst nichts und dann alles gebar.

Ronda,Spanien Dezember 1912 unthnuar 1913 (Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@(06-707)
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During December 1912 and January 1913

Fig treefor me you have long been remarkable,

the way you almost neglect to blossom

and then into the precipitous advent of fruit,
unheralded, thrust out your pwsecret

Like the duct of a fountain, your arched branches drive
the sap downwardnd upvardtill it bolts fromits sleeping,
scarce awakget, into the bliss ofweetest attainment.
Look: like the god into the swan.

..... But we alas,Jagbehind
vauntingour floweringas we pass to ouingl fruitfulness
betrayed byhow our innerness dawdles
A few haveadrive to action so strong
that already they stand and glow with full hearts,
even as the temptation to flower like balmy night air
toudhes the youth of their mouths and their eyelids:
heroes perhaps and those destined to die young,
the ones whose veindeath the gardener twistddferently.
They plunge ahead: they precede their own smile
like the team of horses before the conqueking
of the weathehollowedreliefs at Karnak.

How oddly similar is the hero to those who die young. Endurance
does not concerniin. His assent is his beingersistent,

he takes off and plunges toward the changed constellation

of his relentless risk.Fewfind him there. But,

secluding us in darkness, destisyddenly enraptured

sings him out into the storm of its roaring world.

| hear no one likkim. All at orce rushing thoughme

with a streaming of air, is his muffled sound.

How gladly therwould | hide from yearning; Qcould |
again be a boy when it was still possible to rest

on my futureelbowsand read about Samson,

how his mother at first bemothing, and then everything.

Ronda, Spain, December 1912 alashuary1913

6 The bl ossoms on figs ar e llahdmmal nubswifrditoftea startaolfdrnein t hey 6 r
early spring even before the leaves come.
! Zeus transformed himself into a swan in order to ravish Leda.
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This fragmentwas produced shortly aft&ilke arrived in Paris in late winter 1913 following his
sojourn in Spain. Although not incorporated into any of the elegies, the last line was added in
February 1922 at the time he was going through drafts prior to the astignistys when he
completed the elegies Muzot

Unwissad vor dem Himmel meines Lebens,
anstamend steh ich. O die grof3en Sterne.
Aufgehendes uhNiederstieg. Wie still.

Als war ich nicht. Nehm ich den Teil? Entriet ich
dem reinen Einflul? Wechséliut und Ebbe

in meinem Blut nach dieser Ordnung? Abtun

will ich die Wiinsche, jeden andern Anshluf3,
mein Herz gewodhnen an sein Fernstes. Besser
es lebt im Schrecken seiner Sterne, als

zum Schein begltzt, von einer Mdh beschwichtig

Anfange und Fragnmee aus dem Umkreis der Elegien
Paris, Spawinter 1913 und Muzot, Februar 1922

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban83)
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LateWinter 1913and February 1922

Ignorant lefore the heaven of my life

| stand as a beholde©the vast stars.

Theswelling and the sinking. How still.

As if | were not hereD o n @lsopartak® Do nld t
alsoenter the pureinflowing? D aheffow and ebb

in my bloodalsocirculatewith regularity? | will

do away with the wisko be one iralignment

andattunemy heartto its own distances. Better

for it to live in terror of its own stars, than

to shelter under pretenser@darnesshat only seems to appease.

Beginnings and Fragments from the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Paris, late winter 191and Muzot, February 1922
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According to Leishman, itentss, 17 and 1&re closely relateditem 16 is a draft of both 1&nd
18. All three wereproducel in March 1913 in Paris. Rilke made a distinction between where
his sensedtem 16 might bemoving and where item 1vight move, for the two linéragment
was included irBeginnings andFragments but the longer poemitem 18) written a month later
is the first ofa set he calleGedidten an die NachtPoems to Night The twentytwo items in
this setrange from as small as three lineddoger completed poemsRilke copial them in a
Schreibbuchin 1916 as a gift for his friend, the Viennese philosopher and aestheticism, Rudolf
Kassner(18731959) the Schreibbuct{hand copy does not arranghem n the order they were
written. Eighth Elegy written years later watedicatedo Kassner. The KassneSchreibbuch
opens withchéDiTei Spghee (fAiThe Spanish Trilogyoc
elegies, written in Ronda-B4 January 1. Work on Poems to Nighoverlags the renewed
work towardthe degies but seemto movein an alternate direction. Many of the twenty two
items in Poems to Nightight be arguetb belong to the broad conception of material related to
the elegies especially since the abandoneidht series was initiateth early 1913,a time of
renewed elegy drafts, but Rilke saw themdastinct andpackagedPoems of Nightnd the
Beginnings and Fragmenteparately Perhaps in his mind, the distinction betwé¢bem hal
more to do with form than themeThe final elegies build unrhymed verse paragraphs over a
flexible and heavily enjambed hexamesémucturé® a form that, with a few notable exceptions
such asiiGegenSto pheno ( AAnt i s} isdrpehdettse onjaterigls iteatifred 4sl
Beginnings and FragmentsThe Poemsof Night by contrasttend toshorterlines and several
are in rhymed quatrainsThe two groups overlap several themes, most prominently night and the
angel. A further overlap betweerhé night andlee gy mat er i al s i(sii TihDei e G
Great (temg 24 t whixh was written in Paris in January 1914 a year after the Ronda
poems Rilke did not package it with either set of materials, but its relationship toi®oth
obvious. Except for item 18this volume does not include material fradedichten an die
Nacht. It does havev e r include fADie Grosse Nachto becal
perspective and meditative stance are elegiac in the mannerabéddres; and it iliminates our
understanding of them.

Was lonnte dein Bcheln mir was mir di&acht nicht

gabe aufdéangen, die hier mit fast sdbhternem
Anfangan meinem Gesicht

beginnt undvo wo endet. In dir brte ich auf,

so aber streng ich mein Herz angstie, und immer

hat der Raum nidlgenug.

Paris, Marz 1913
(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban892)
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March 1913

What could your smile impose on me that night

has not already given, and that here with an almost bashful
starton my face

commences and ends where . . . whé@uld end in you

but instead stretcAnd surge my heargndspaces

neverenough.

Paris, March 1913
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Was, was &nnte dein lacheln mir,
was mir die Nacht nicht
gébe, aufdéngen
Anfangeund Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien

Paris, Marz 1913

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban84)
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March 1913

What, that your smile might impose upon me,
had not night given
alreadyto

Beginnings and Fragments from the Thematic Material oEthgies

Paris, March 1913
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Uberfliessende Himmel versclewdeter Sterne
prachterilber der Kimmernis. Statt in die Kissen,
weine hinauf. Hier, an dem weinenden schon,
and dem endenden Antlitz,

um sich greifend, beginnt der Rin

reilende WeltraumWer unterbricht,

wenn du dort hin dngst,

die Stomung? Keiner. Es sdienn

da3 du pbtzlich ringst mit der gewaltigen Richtung
jener Gesirne nach dir. Atme.

Atme das Dunkel der Erde und wieder

aufschau! Wieder. Leidhund gesichtlos

lehnt sichvon oben Tiefe dir an. Das @gste
nachtenthaltne Gesicht giebt dem deinigen Raum.

Aus den Gedlgen and die Nacht
Paris, April 1913

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban84)
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April 1913

The overflowing heaves of squandered stars

is resplendemabove youaffliction Notburied in cushions
but upward weep. For those who alreadyeep,

those whose faces are near an end

clutchedinto themselves, hetbeoutward

flooding universe commences. Who interrupts

when you press out

into thatstream? No oneSo let it be you

suddenlyto wrestlewith thetremendous impulse

of the stars distantlsweeping toward you. Breathe
Breathe the darkness of earth and again

cast your eyes upwardAgain. Sightless and easy

a depth from above leat@wardyou. Thereceding
nighttransformedacegives way taa space of your own

From the Poems to Night

Paris, April 1913
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Ich bins, Nachtigall, ich, den du singst,
hier, mi im Herzen, wird diese Stimme Gewalt,
nicht langer vermeidlich
Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien

Paris, Mai 1913

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Bané1l)
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May 1913

l , nighti ngvwhbneyousingm t he one
here in my heart, the violence of this voice
becomes inescapable
Beginnings andrragments from the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Paris, May 1913
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These linesvereproduced indte autumn 1913 in Paris and imbéd in the final version @ixth
Elegyas the final three lines

Denn hinstirmte der Held durch Aufenthalte deibkeie
jeder hob ihn hinaus, jeder ihn meinende Herzschlag,
abgewendet schon, stand er am Ende der Lacheln, anders.

Paris, Spatherbst 1913

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban@(8)
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Late Autumn 1913

For whenever the hero stormed through | ove
each heartbeat intended for him, raised him above it;
and already turning away, he stands at the end of smiles, transformed.

Paris, late autumn 1913
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The thredragmentgproduced at Duinan 1912(items 4, 5 and 6) were compldtas theThird
Elegy in Paris during the lasaitumnof 1913.

Die Drirtte Elegie

Eines istdie Geliebte zu singen. Ein amds, wehe,

jenen verborgenen schuldigen FGBtt des Bluts.

Den sie von weitem erkennt, ihren Jingling, was weil3 er
selbst von dem Hemeder Lust, der aus dem Einsamen offt,
ehe das Madchen noch linderte, oft auch als ware sie nicht,
ach, von welchem Unkenntlichen triefend, das Gotthaupt
aufhob, aufrufend die Nacht zu unendlichem Aufruhr.

O des Blutes Neptun, o sein furchtbarer Dreizack.

O der dunkele Wind seiner Brust aus gewundener Muschel.
Horch, wie die Nacht sich muldet und hohlt. Ihr Sterne,
stammt nicht von euch des Liebenden Lust zu dem Antlitz
seiner Geliebten™Mat er die innige Einsicht

in ihr reines Gesicht nicht aus dem reiG&sestirn?

Du nicht hast ihm, wehe, nicht seine Mutter

hat ihm die Bogen der Braun so zur Erwartung gespannt.
Nicht an dir, ihn fuhlendes Madchen, an dir nicht

bog seine Lippe sich zum fruchtbarern Ausdruck.

Meinst du wirklich, ihn hatte dein leichter Atift

also erschuttert, du, die wandelt wie Frihwind?

Zwar du erschrakst ihm das Herz; doch altere Schrecken
sturzten in ihn bei dem beriihrenden Anstol3.

Ruf ihn .. . du rufst ihn nicht ganz aus dunkelem Umgang.
Freilich, erwill, er entspringt; erleichtegewdhnt er

sich in deirheimliches Herz und nimmt unddiant sich®
Aber begann er sich je?

Mutter, du machtest ihn klein, du warsts, die ihn anfing;
dir war er neu, du beugtest Giber die neuen

Augen die freundliche Welt und wehrtest der fremden.
Wo, ach hin sind die Jahre, da du ihm einfach

mit der schlanken Gestalt wallendes Chaos vertratst?
Vieles verbargst du ihm so; das nachtigrdachtige Zimmer
machtest du harmlos, aus deinem Herzen voll Zuflucht
mischtest du menschlichern Raum seinem N&zhtmhinzu.
Nicht in die Finsternis, nein, in dein ndheres Dasein

hast du das Nachtlicht gestellt, und es schien wie aus Freundschatft.
Nirgends ein Knistern, das du nicht lachelnd erklartest,

8

Zinn prints a typo fibeginntsicho whErteBandg94r or r ect
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Late autumn 1913

Third Elegy

One thing to sing the belove@nother, alas,

that secretive guilty rivegod of the blood.

Far off she recognizes him but what does her young man know
of the lord of desire, who out of his loneliness,

before she could console him, as if she did not even exist,
frequently from, O suckweatsoaked depths, raised

the godhead and provoked night to endless agitation.

O, Neptune of the blood, O, his terrible trident.

O the dark wind of his breast from the curves of the conch.
Hear how night is emptied and hollow. You, stars,

t h e |delightin thesface of the loved en

doesndét it come from you? Doesndét the inn
into her purity of &ce come from the purity stars?

You, his mothewerenot, alasthe one

who arched his creased brow in expectation.

You, sympathizing girliwerenot the one

for whom his lips wer@regnant with meaning.

You, shifting like morning breezes, could

your light step really have so deeply shaken him?

It is true you terrified his heart; but older terrors

rushed upon him when your touch unsettled him.

Call him . . . but you candét call him away
all at once. Truly hvants tg and doegscapahem; relieved

he starts to live in your secret heart and accepts and begins himself.
But did he really begin himself?

Mother,youmade himsmall, it was you who began him;

when he was new to you, you bent the friendly world

over his mw eyes and fended off strangeness

Ah where have the years gone when your slender presence

so easily withstood the welling chaos?

Much you concealed from him; you matthe nightdreading
roomharmlessnd from your heartodés refuge
you mingled a more human space with his nigjtdce.

Not out in the dark, no, but in your cloggesence

you pla@d the night light, and it beamed in fiendship.

No creakingcould you smile not explain, as if all along
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so als wul3test du langstannsich die Diele benimmt . . .

Und er horchte und linderte sicBo vieles vermochte

zartlich dein Aufstehn; hinter den Schrank trat

hoch im Mantel seischicksal, und in die Falten des Vorhangs
pafite, die leicht sich verschob, seine unruhige Zukunft.

und er selbst, wie er lag, der Erleichterte, unter
schlafernden Lidern deiner leichten Gestaltung

SiuRe Iésend in den gekosteten Vorscélaf

schien ein Gehiteter . . Aberinnen:wer wehrte,

hinderte innen in ihm die Fluten der Herkunft?

Ach, dawar keine Vorsicht im Schlafenden; schlafend,
aber traumend, aber in Fiebern: wie er sichlield.

Er, der Neue, Scheuende, wie er verstrickt war,

mit des innen Geschehns weiterschlagenden Ranken
schon zu Mustern verschlungen, zu wirgendem Wachstum, zu tierhaft
jagenden FormenWie er sich hingald . Liebte.

Liebte sein Inneres, seines Inneren Wildnis,

diesen Urwald in ihm, auf dessen stummem Geséirzt
lichtgriin sein Herz stand.iebte. Verliel es, ging die
eigenen Wurzeln hinaus in gewaltigen Ursprung,

wo seine kleine Geburt schon tberlebt wiaiebend

stieg er hinab in das altere Blut, in die Schluchten,

wo das Furchtbare lag, noch satt von den Vatehmd jedes
Schreckliche kannte ihn, blinzelte, war wie verstandigt.
Ja, das Entsetzliche lachelte .Selten

hast du so zartlich gelachelt, Muttaiie sollte

er es nicht lieben, da es ihm lachelter dir

hat ers geliebt, denn, da du ihn trugst s¢hon

war es im Wasser geldst, das den Keimenden leicht macht.

Siehe, wir lieben nicht, wie die Blumen, aus einem

einzigen Jahr; uns steigt, wo wir lieben,

unvordenklicher Saft in die ArmeD Madchen,

dies: dal3 wir liebtenn uns, nicht Eines, eikinftiges, sondern
das zahllos Brauende; nicht ein einzelnes Kind,

sondern die Vater, die wie Trimmer Gebirgs

uns im Grunde beruhn; sondern das trockene Flul3bett
einstiger Mutte® ; sondern die ganze

lautlose Landschaft unter dem wolkigen oder

reinen Verhagnisd : dieskam dir, Madchen, zuvor.

Und du selber, @as weil3t dud , du locktest
Vorzeit empor in dem Liebendeelche Geflihle
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you knewwhenthe floorboards would actup . . .

and he listened and was soothed. Your getting up

made possiblsuchtenderness that tall in itebe

destiny slipped behind the dresser, and into the folds

of thecurtain, itseasily postponedndhid the restless future

And he, as he lay there unburdened beneath
drowsy eyelids mingling your willowy shape
sweetneswith the foretaste of approaching sléep
seemegbrotected . . . Bunhside who could aved

divertd the seminal floods inside him?

Therewasno caution, alas, in the sleeper; sleeping,

but dreaming and feverish: what did he not let in.

New and shy, he he was entangled

in the encroaching tendrils of inner events

aready entwined into patterns, into choking growth, into bestial
preying forms. How he abandoned him8elf Loved.

Loved his innerness, his inner wildness,

that primal forest within him, imwhich mute submissiveness
stood pale green in his heart. Loved. Leftit, passing on
into his own roots and out in the powerful origin

where his small birth was already outlived. Loving

he descendea the older blood, into ravines

where monstrosity lked, still glutted with father. And each
horror recognized him and winked as if in agreement.

Yes that ghastliness smiled . . . Rarely,

mother, have you smiled as tenderly. How should he not
love them when they smiled s8eforeyou ever were,

he loved them, because when you carried him, already

he was lightlyadrift in the seminal waters.

Look, we do not love as flowers do for one
season only; when we love, immemorial sap
surges through our arms. O girl,

this: thatwithin us we have loved not jushe future
but countless fomentings; not just one child,

but fathers who like wreckage of mountains

rest in our depths and the dry streambeds

of earlier mothe® ; but also the whole of the
soundless landscape under its clouded or

clear faté ; and allthisarrived, girl, before you did.

And you yourself how would you kno@ , you enticed
the primordial in the loverWhat feelings
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wuhlten herauf aus entwandelten Wesé'elche

Frauen haRten dich d&Vas firr finstere Mann@r

regtest du auf im Geaddes Junglingsote

Kinder wollten zu dir . . . O leise, leise,

tu ein liebes vor ihm, ein verlaRliches Tagweykfuhr ihn
nah an den Garten heran, gieb ihm der Nachte
Ubergewicht . . . . ..

Paris, Spatherbst 1913

(Samtliche Werke: Erste Ban893-696)

o Zinn pri Wadsero awhiypl IAWasféo raes ti n oo Hite Band666).i t i ons (
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rutted up out of beings long past. What
women hated you then. What sinister men
were stirred up in his youthful veins? Dead
children reached for you . .. Gently, gently,
out of love for himperform reawork, d lead him
near to the garden, give him the ascendance
ofnights......

Restrain him.

Paris, late autumn 1913
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22

The first tenlines of Tenth Elegywere draftedat Duno early in 1912. Additions tothat draft
were produced at the end of 19118 Paris With minor differencesthe first twelve and a half
lines becaméhe beginning of the final version of the Tenth Elegy as produced at Muza22n 19
Rilke rejected andhe remaining lines of this913draft.

(URSPRUNGLICHE FASSUNG
DER ZEHNTEN DUINESER ELEGIE)
(Fragmentarisch)

Dass ich dereinst, an dem Ausgang der grimmigen Einsicht
Jubel und Ruhm aufsinge zustimmenden Engeln.

Dalvon den klar geschlageneréidmern des Herzens
keinerversage an weichen, zviginden oder

jahzornigen Saiten. Mamich mein strémendes Antlitz
gléanzender macheatal3das unscheinbare Weinen

blihe. O wie werdet ihr daniléchte, mir lieb sein,

geharmte. Dal} ich euch knieender nicht, utitobe Schwestern,
hinnahm, nicht in euegelostes

Haar mich geléster ergab. Wir Vergeuder der Schmérzen.
Wie wir sie absehn voraus in die trauige Dader,

ob sie nicht enden vielleicht. Sie aber sird ja

Zeiten von uns, unser winter

wahriges Laubwerk, Wiessen, Teiche, angeborene Landschaft,
von Geschopfen im Schilf und vor Végeln bewohnt.

Oben, der hohen, steht nicht die Halfte der Himmel

Uber der Wehmut in uns, der bemuhten Natur?

Denk, du betratest nicht mehr dein verwildertes Leidtum,
sahest die Sterne night mehr durch das herbere Blattern
schwarzlichen Schmerzlaubs, und die Trimmer von Schicksal
béte dir hoher nicht mehr der vergréf3ernde Mondschein,

daR3 du an ihnen dich fihlst wie ein einstiges Volk?

Lacheln auclwarenicht mehr, das zehrende derer,

die du hintuberverloredt, so wenig gewaltsam,

eben an dir nur vorbei, traten sie rein in dein Leid.

(Fast wie das Madchen, das grade dem Freier sich zusprach,
der sie seit Wochen bedrangt, und sie bringt ihn erschocken
an das Gitter ds Gartens, den Maaher, frohlockt und ungern
fortgeht: da stort sie ein Schritt in dem neueren Abschied,

10
11
12
13

The 1922 text has firei Cenden Saitenod in place of
The 1922 text has a comma af¢ter AWir. o

The 1922 text has@ao mma aft er fivoraus. 0

Af ter fivielleicht, o the 1922 text is new and t he
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22
Circa December 1913

(Original Draft
Of the Tenth Duindclegy)
(Fragmentary)

Somedayemerging from this terrifying realization

I maylift my voice in joy and praisthe assenting angels
So that from the clear strutlammersf my heart

| may not falter fronslack,weakenednor

angrily struck piano stringsSo that| maymake my*
streaming facgleam; my feeble tears

bloom.O nights of sorrow, you will then be

dear to me.So thatl, who did not kneel down to you,
the inconsolable sisters, may now surrender myself

to your loosened hair. We wastefour afflictions.

How we stare past them into sad endurance

as if their end were not in sightBut indeedtheyare
seasonsf ourselves, our winter

surviving leaves, meadasypools, andheinbornlandscape
of creaturesnd birdsvhoinhabit the rushes.

Above in its leights, does not half the sky

stand over the sadness in us, the troubled nature in us?

Can youimagine ndongertrespasisg uponyour wild Sorrowdom
nor seéng the stars through the acrid foliage

of blackened Patheavescan you imaginghewaxingmoonlight
no longeroffers youthe wreckageof destiny

sothatthroughit you feellike anerstwhile people

Smiles too might no longer exist, the ones that live off

those who are distantly l@st, so minimally forceful,
theyapproacheanly asfar as you, as far as your sorrow

(Like one still almost a girlwho has just taken a suitor,
onewho presses her for weeks urdihxiouslysheleads him

to the garden trellid exultant ando reluctanto part

from her; butin thenewness ohis parting,asa footstefbestirs her,

14

(fangrilysédtwiuchk ptamnogi mplie

The 1922 text has #fArei Cenden Saiteno (O6ripped or
d)
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und sie wartet und steht und da trifft ihr vollzdhliges Aufschaun
ganz in das Aufschaun des Fremden, das Aufschaun der Jungfrau,
die ihn unendlich begreift, den drauf3en, der ihr bestimmt war,
drauRen den wandernden Andern, der ihr ewig bestimmt war.
Hallend geht er vorbei.) So immer verlorst du;

als ein Besitzender nithwie sterbend einer,

vorgebeugt in die feucht herwehende Méarznacht,

ach, den Fruhling verliert in die Kehlen der Vogel

Viel zu weit geh©°rst du inbs Leiden.
du die geringste der malf3los erschmerzten Gestalten,

riefest du, schrieest, hoffendfdtiihere Neugier,

einen der Engel herbei, der miihsam verdunkelten Ausdrucks

leidunmachtig, immer wieder versuchend,

dir dein Schluchzen damals, um jene, beschriebe.

Engel wie wars? Und er ahmte dir nach und verstinde

nicht dal3 es Schmerz sei, wie ntlam rufenden Vogel

nachformt, die ihn erfullt, die schuldlose Stimme.

Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien
Paris, Ende 1913

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban64-66)
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she lingers and waits, until her full gaze lights on the gaze of a stranger,
for hers is the gaze of a virgin wharéver seeks to comprehend

onewhois outsidene,f or whom sheds iIintended,
the transient other, outsi.de her,
He passes by echoingly.Your loss has always been so;

not as one who owns things: you ar

bent forward in the damp gusts of a March night
and whoalas, abandons spring to the throats of the birds.

Much too far has sorropwossessed you. Were you to forget

even the smallest of the boundlessly panacked forms,

you would cal screand hoping for a youngenquisitiveness

so thatone of the angelsyith hislaboredand darkutterance

not yet faint from sorrowagain and aga attempting it,
mightdescribefor you, at lasyour sobbingover them

Angel, what was it? But he would simply mimic you,

not understanding it was grief, thewaga r dds cal |l i ng
from out of its own fullness, repeats its guileless voice.

Beginnngs and Fragments from the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Paris, end of 1913
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Although not printed with materials frotate 1913 and early 1914, Boney states that this elegy
fragment was produced ca@9131914(Duinesian Elegies37). It uses the figure of the puppet
which is so central tthe Fourth Elegy pratted in 1915 (item 36 See théhead notef item 34
for a di scussi on of These nlmds aweren igcorpdrated einto Pu p p
OUNVOLLENDETE Leizte StGfi¢ desiEntigif ( Uncompl et ed EIl egy:
draft) pioduced in December 1920 (item)39hey come in the second to last verse paragraph.

O Puppe,
Fernste Figud , wie die Sterne am Abstand
sich zu Welten erziehn, machst du das Kind zum Gistirn.
Ist es dem WekRaum zu klein: Raum der Géfig
Spannt ihr erstaunt zwischen euch, den gesteigerten Raum.

Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien

Paris, Winter19131914
(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band59)
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23
Circa 19131914

O puppet
most distant figur@ , the way stars upon distance
mature intoworlds, you make the child intstar.
Because outer space @otsmall for it, you stretch between
you in the astonishing space of feeling, an even vaster space.

Beginnings and Fragmesnfrom the Thematic Material of the Elegies

Paris, winter 19131914
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23
This poem written in Paris in January 1914 is discussed inghaoteto item 16(see also item
15). Itis linked to themes in thBeginnings and Fragmenpackage, th&®oems to Nighseries
assembled foRudolf Kassner anduino ElegiesHowever, unlike much of thoseaterials it is
a fully achieved poem not a fragménénd an astonishing one.

DIE GROSSE NACHT

Oft anstaunt ich dich, standhagestern begonnenem Fenster,
stand ud staunte dich one. Noch war mir die neue

Stadt wie verwehrt, und die Uiberredete Landschaft
finsterte hin, also waréch nicht. Nicht gaben diegnhsten
Dinge sich Mih, mir verséndlich zu sein. And der Laterne
drangte die Gasse herauf: ishh, d& sie fremd war.
Driberd ein Zimmer, mittihlbar, gekért in der Lampé |,
schon nahm ich teil; sie emfandens, schlossendtieri.
Stand. Und dann weinte ein Kind. Ich e die Mitter
rings in den Husern, was sie verdgerd , und wuidte

alles Weinens zugleich die urdistlichen Giinde.

Oder es sang eine Stimme und reichte eiciSiveit

aus der Erwdung herauspdereshusterte unten

voller Vorwurf ein Alter, als ob sei6rper im Recht sei
wider die mildere Welt. Dann schlug eine Stufde

abe ich zihlte zu spat, sie fiel mir viber.d

Wie ein Knabe, ein fremder, wenn man endlich ihn zul&ft,
doch den Ball nichténgt und keines der Spiele

kann die die andern so leicht an einander betrieben,
dasteht ud wegschautd wohind ? : stand ich und gtzlich,
da3 duumgehst mit mir, spielest, begriff ich, erwachsene
Nacht, un staunte dich an. Wo diarihe

zurnten, wo abgewendeten Schicksals

eine Stadt mich umstand und nicht zu erratende Berge
wider mich lagen, und im gedénerten Umkreis
hungerndd-remdheit umzog das zillige Flackern

meiner Geilhle d : da war es, du Hohe,

keine Schanddif dich, dd8 du mich kanntest. Dein Atem
ging uber mich. Dein auf weite Ernste verteiltes

L&cheln trat in mich ein.

Paris, Januar 1914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band4-75)

74|Page



24
January 1914

The Great Night

Often | stare at you, stamdj at a window begun yesterday,
stand and staret you. The new city was still

forbidding to me, its uncongenial landscape

br ooded a shene.fThd closes thiegn 0 t

made no effort fome to understand thenThe street pressed
upwardtowardthelampposts; | saw that it was strange.
Upstair® a room, sympathetic, clear in the lamplight

as soon as | took it to me; they, sengimg slammed th shutters.
| stand. Then a childried | know the mothers

and how their household rounds ran their calirsandknow
at the same time the inconsolable ground of all weeping.
Or a voice would sing reaching slightly further

than expected, or downstains ald one

full of grudges wouldcough as if his body were right

to oppose a gentlevorld. Then the hour would striée,

but | counted too late and it fell past nde.

Like a boy, a strangewho when finally invite to play

still cannot catch a ball andin the game

which others manage with such ease,

sohejuststands and looks far offy whered ? Standingandall at once
| grasp thayouhave been inviting m join inyour playing,
you, thefully adult Night, and | stare at you. Where towers
hadglowered, where destiny was evaded.

The city stood around me unresponsivéi®mountains
thatlay opposite, and in tightening circles

a hungry strangeness cast erratic flashes

across my emotiods: then there you were, pure height,
without shame to ackndedge me. Your breath

passed over me. Your vasibriety

shed a smiland entered me.

Paris, January 1914
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25
Not packaged withBeginnings and Fragmentshis fragment according to Leislam is the
earliest appearance in a poentleé theme of the insect in the womb theteveloped near the
end ofEighth Elegy (181). Theretheinsécs fider M¢ ¢ k ermosquito); Hegeetjs gnat
generig insect In a letter to Lou AndreaSalomé writter(1861-1937)a cowple monthsearlier,
Rilke wrote about nature as a wombvary similar terms; see item 26

Siehe das leichte Insekt, wie es spielt, nie entriet es
dem geborgeen School3

Die es, entworfen, emfing, trug es aus und ertragts
die Natur, und im gleichen

Mutter-Raum tridt es under west

seine innige Zeit, hiu@nd im freudigen

Leib wie der kleine Johannes.

Schon das saugende Tier im erweiterten Aug
staunt

Paris, Frihsommer 1914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band16-7)
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24
Early Summer 1914

Look at the trivialinsect, how it playshow it never

breaks fronthe sheltering womb.

It is shéd naturé® who designed, careived, bore it from herself,
and bears jtand in that same

motherspacealrivesit forward and yet is

its own inrer time, leaping inside the joyful

womb like a little Johithe Baptist.

The sucking creatur@readystaredrom an enlarged

eye

Paris, early summer 1914
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26
Thisitem predateghe previous itenby a couple of monthand isan earlyattempt agn idea that
eventually became part dEighth Elegy. In a letter of5 December 1913, Rkké s | ong t i1
friend andlover from thirteen years earligthe psychoanalyst and novelishu AndreasSalomé
mentionsa wor k s h e 6 Drei Briefe &n eihan iIKmabe{Tlerak Letters to a Byyand
sent him the manuscriptOn 20February 1914 he responded at lertgth passage in heecond
letter.  She wrote the letters between December 1907 and the fall of 19R&intoold
Klingenberg,the son of a friend Publishedateras a bookn 1917, thg came to over 70 pages.
They are actuallyessays. Letters two and threespond compassionately with remarkable
insighttoa b eynbsarrassment at offer fenkiidcusgns\f pgbescentet 6 a
sexualtyand a boyods di sWhenAadregsSatomé published bhend asbook
she included a long paragrafpomRi | ke 6 s | e t.t Here islassparagraflas mrintedo t e
byhet Ri | ke 6 s ®he Notebaoloo¥ Mallte Laurids Brigges a st ory of a b
of age and was dedicated to Andr&adomeé. It was started in 1903 during their affair but not
finished until 1910

Schonhabh chdés aufgefaCt, wie mirds noch nei
Hineinverlegtsein des eméhenden Geschopfs aus der Weltlie Innenwelt. Daher die
reizende Lage des Vogels auf diesem Wege nach Innen; ssinistl g fast ein von der
Natur ihm bewilligter auf3erer Mutterleib, den er nur ausstattet und zudeckt, statt ihn ganz
zu entfalten. 8 ist er dasjenige von den Tieren, dasA&uBenwelt eine ganz besondere
Gefuhlszutraulichkeit hat, als wif3te er sich mit ihr im innigsten Geheimnis. Darum singt
er in ihr, als sange er in seinem Innern, darum fassen wir einen Vogellaut so leicht ins
Innere auf, es scheint unssalbersetzten withn, ohne Rest, in unser Gef{ijd er kann
uns, fur einen Augenblick, die ganze Welt, zum Innenraum machen, weil wir fuhlen, daf}
der Vogel nicht unterscheidet zwischen seinem Hermah ihrem.d Einerseits wird
num dem Tierischen und Menschlichen viel zugenommen durch die Hineinveylggsin
ausreifenden Lebens in einen Mutterleib: men wird un soviel mehr Welt, als diden
die Welt Beleiligung an diesen Vdiggen einkif (als wae sieunsicherer geworden, hat
ma n @is fortgenommen,d ) anderseits: (aus meinem Taschenbuche, voriges Jahr
eingeschrieben, in Spanied, Du wirst es erinnern, die FrageA Wo h e r st ammt
Innigkeit der Kreatur? aus diesem Nidm-Leibe-herangereiftsein der tbrigen, das es
mit sich bringt, daf} sie eigentlich den schitzenden Leibvweidal3t (lebenslang ein
SchoRe r ha | t ni GAndreasSalomé 36)

This however is the sole portion of Hetterto be published during his life, fdrilke did not
publish his letters to AdreasSalomé. Their complete correspondence was published as a book
by InsetVerlag in 1975 whictEdward Snow antMichael Winkler published in English in 2006
(W.W. Norton) This is their version of this letter.

Paris, 17 rue Campagne Premiere,
February 20, 1914

Dear Lou,

I have just read your three fALetters, o
that one could sago muchto someone this age, and yet it isadstter to a boy, only the
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starting point for the beginning @dulag rue u
one reads , coul d I, at Rei n h oway yospresegt & to himave gr
Can he grasp it only because he grew up in thdays and not back thén above all,
you yourself could not have said it back then: and so one finds oneself where one is, and
on& ewn childhood seems more puzzling for having been outgrown.

[This paragraph briefly mentions theérst letter about Fathe€Christmas then
moves to the theaof Nature.] And that, indeed, is the common theme that runs through
all three letters: this onrush and subsequent receding of Nature, which however never
really recedes but only observes us intently from one floodetoeht.

In place of anything coherent | shall only jot down a few notions as they came to
me while reading, all of them pointing beyond the frame of the lettets at me.

It was beautiful to grasp, in a way that | never befemgisionedit: how the
creature, as it evolves, is transposed further and further inward, outwbtlteand into
the inner world. Hence the exquispiesitionof the bird on this inward journey; its nest
is indeed almost an external womb granted it by Nature, a womb it @mglies and
coversinstead ofcontainingwholly within itself. Thus it is the one creature teajoysa
very special feeling of familiarity with the outer world, th®ughit knew itself to share
i n t heinnermost seocdet That is witysings init as if it sangin its own interior
being, that is why a birddés note glides so
translating it without residue into our feelingsdeed for a moment it can run thentire
world into an inner space, becawse feel that the bird doewot distinguish between its
heart and & @rethevwwerhandudisals and humans gain greatly by the
transpositionof the ripening life into a womb: for the womb becomes more intensely
world when the wdd outside forfeits its share in the maturing processes (and then,
having lost this share, grows more inseéujeon the other hand (you will remember
that question, from mpocketnotebook, written last year, Bpain A Wtomeasthee
intenseinwardness of t he si mpl est sgfroenghe faat af theinot( t hos e
having matured inside the body, such that they never really have to leave the sheltering
bodyat all. (Remain in lifelong contact with the wontB.)

Very beautiful is the passageabt t he At wo secreetingso: t |
what is within, the other secrecy excluding what is without.
And whatdéds shown ther e -word How iaraakes hou | | y &

secret of its secret, knowing, as it were, that it could existther avaybut in perfect
safety) that, can you imagine, is exactly what | felt in Egypt standing before the
sculpture there, and what | have always felt since then standing before tagygian

this openmystery, this layingbare of the secret which i® shrough and through, so at
everypoint secret, that there is need to hide it. And perhaps everythptuallic (how
strongly this entered mmind in the Temple at Karnak, though | could not at that time

thinki t) i s only the hamalhatigpdiivatel yheseteemn
secreto of N a ¢allto mindthe dmile oofatimee Egyptiganegods without the
word ABIl ¢tenstaubo ® pollen] occurring to m

15 This fourth paragraph is the one quoted by And@&aemé irDrei Briefe.

16 This paragraph provides an interesting |link betwee
the Karnak passage in Sixth Elegy (tem 5), &t so t he fAphallic hymnsodo (fASieben
connection to the sexual abjection of Third Elegy, and

5 and 6. Five short paragraphs and two postscripts on other topies it paragraph to end the letter.
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e, AT
Lbﬁ A}lareljlsSalomé (early 1900s)
ltems 27, 28 and 2%re related in different ways tot t o fiDer Gr osyad Nacht
Eighth Elegy. Rilke sawthe writing ofi We ndumgoni(mg Pointo)as(i tems
extremelysignificant. On 20 June 1914, the day he writfen a letter to Lou AndreuSalore,
he statd i a r e mpoery wariktdn ¢his morning . . . whichihstinctivelyent i t 1 ed &6 Tur |
Pointd becausat portraysthe turn which must come if | am to live, agdu will understand
what 1t si grk49). iwaldtéich,(weicher,rela t @ ir n g e k &ds beagunrthe. . :
day before and finishedttea me day as fAVWersdurhge, of i risttemraft
and as Leishmansayir eveal s t flom the firshto the thiid ofrthis group of three
items (Poemsl 9601926 194).

Waldteich, weicher, in sich eingekehdey
drauien ringt das ganze Meer und braust,
aufgeregte Ferneniitken Schwerter
jedem Surmstdidin die Faush ,

wahrend du aus dunkler unversehrter
Tiefe. Spiele der Libellen schaust.

Was dort jenseits eingebgter Baume
Uberstiirzung ist und Drang diSchwung,
spiegelt sich in deine Innenrdume

als verhaltene Verdisterung;
ungebogen steht um dich der Wald

voll von steigendem Verschweigen.
Oben nur, im WipfelAusblick, zeigen
Wolken sagenhafte Kampfgestalt.

Dann: im teilnahmslosen Zimmer sein,

einer sein, der beides weil3.

O der Kerze kleiner Kreis,

und die Menschennacht bricht ein

und vielleicht ein Schmerz im Korper innen.
Soll ichmich des Sturmmeers jetzt entsinnen
oder Bild des Teichs in mir behiten
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27
19-20 June 1914

Smoothfaced woodland pool, turned in op yourseld |,
distantly the whole seatrives and thrusts

the agitated distanalrives downswords

with every storrdashof its fist®)

while you rest unscathed in your dark

depths. Andjaze aplayful dragonflies

Beyond these swaying trees, whatéver
rushing forwardr striving or rash

is reflected oryour innerspaces

as only a passivgloominess;

your forest stands unbowed around you
full of growing circumspection.

The treetopvistasalone showhe clouds
in mythic battleformations

Later: in theindifferentroom,

| am one who heknown bothextremes

Intot he candl eds small circl e,
the humamight intrudes

or perhaps a paim the body.

Should I recall thstorms e ads wr ac Kk

or the image of theheltered pool
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oder, weil mir beide gleich entrinnen,

Bluten denked , jenes Gartens Blutén?

Ach wer kennt, was in ihm Uberwiegt.

Mildheit? Schrecken? Blicke, Stimmen, Bicher?
Und das alles nur wie stille Ttcher

Schultern einer Kindheit angeschmiegt,

welche schlaft in dieses Lebens Wirrn.

Dal’3 mich Eines ganz ergreifen moége.
Schauernd berg ich meine Stirn,

den ich weil3: die Liebe tUberwoge.

Wo ist einer, der sie kann?

Wenn ich innig mich zusammenfal3te
vor dieunvereinlichsten Kontraste:

weiter kam ich nicht: ich schaute an;
blieb das Angeschaute sich entziehend,
schaut ich unbedingter, schaute knieend,
bis ich es in mich gewann.

Fand esn mir Liebe vor?

Trostung fur das aufgegebne Freie,
wenn es sich auseiner Weltenreihe
wie mit unterdriicktem Schreie

in den unbekannten Geist verlor?

Hab ich das Errungene gekrankt,
nichts bedenkend, als wie ich mirs finge,
und die groRgewohnten Dinge
im gedrangten Herzen eingeschrankt?
Faldt ich sie wie dieses Zimmer mich
dieses fremede Zimmer mich und meine
Seele fal3t?

O hab ich keine Haine
in der Brust?Kein Wehen?Keine
Stille, atemleicht und fruhlinglich?

Bilder, Zeichen, dringend aufgelesen,

hat es euch, in mir zu sein, gere@t?
eééeeéeecééeeéece.

Oh, ichhabe zu der Welt kein Wesen,

wenn sich nicht da drau3en die Erscheinung,
wie in leichter vorgefaldter Meinung,

weither heiter in mich freut.

Paris, 19-20. Jun 1914
(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band9-82)
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or, since equally they fail, consider
theflowersd , a certain garden in blo@n?
Ah, but who knows which will prevail.
Calm? Terror? Glances, voices, books?
All of them are little more than sheets
clinging to the shoulders of childhood
asleep amid the tangled threads of life.

If only a single hing would take hold of me.
Shuddering | hold my forehead

for now I comprehend: love dogsevail.

Who is equal to what love can attain

| clasped together in myself
theseirreconcilable contrasts:
beyondtheml could notgo: andjustbeheld
if I became distracted in my beholding

| gazed harder, | gazed, kneeling,

until 1 wonit into myself

Could it findlove in me?

Is the comfortof its promised release

like a stifled cry losing

its place in the worl dobés order
lostto an unknowing minel

Have llet my successes sicken,
as if, unthinking, | myself were caught,
and the splendichultiform of things
were shrunk in a constricted heart?
Have | taken them in only as thisom
takes mein, this strangeoom, takingme
andmy soulin?
Have | no sklteringwoodland
in my breast?No breeze'No deep
stillness, breattight and full of spring?

Image, symbol, urgently gleaned,

do you regret having been in m&?
eééeeéeecééeeéece.
Alas, | have no existence to the world,
unless out beyond appearance,

its effortless foreordained intention

were serenely to enter me.

Paris, 19-20 June 1914
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28

(ERSTER ENTWURF ZUWENDUNGQ

Denn dies ist mein Wesen zur Welt:
daf3 sich drauf3en Erscheinung

wie auf ein stillen Gerucht hin,

[in mich innen]

weither inmich hineinfreut.

Lange errangenerds im Anschau
Sterne brachen ins Knie

unter dem zwingenden Aufblick
Oder er anschaunte knieend
und seiner Innigkeit Duft

machte ein Gottliches mud

dal3 es ihm lachelt im Halbschlaf
Thirne schaute er so,

dal3 sie erschrake
wiedergebaut, unauf

haltsam, pl6tzlich in einem

DaR dieses leerzehrende Aus minausschaun
abgebst werde durch ein liebvolles Béhtsein
um die innere Hlle.

Paris, 20. Juni 1914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band17)
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28
20 June 1914

(FirstDr aft of ATurning Pointo)

This then is my being to the world:

that the external appearances

as if husheavhispers

[within me]

werearriving from afamwith ther gladness

Long hadhis beholding beewinning
Stars brole onto their knees
coercing himto look upward

Or kneeling hebeheld them
andthe aroma of higtimacy
madegodlinessveary

so that haHasleep it sited on him
He beheld théowersso long
thatthey became terrifying,
incessantly rebuilding them
selvesover andover again

To achiere an inner completion, let neynptied outwareébeholding
be unlocked througthelove-filled striving
of innerfullness

Paris, 20 June 1914
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29
AWendyimdgar ni ntakesmodpigrapb from Ruddkassner, the deditee ofEighth
Elegy. Pa u | Bi shop identifi es tiAihFer ogno urhcee Saasy | Kagss
and notes that when Kassner @Afor muAnampatant [ i t ]
Viennese philosopher, he shared a warm friendshtip Rilke. Both admired and followed the
ot her 6 s wo rfrlends di Brindess Marie gefhurnundTaxis who provided them
patronage, both met in her salons and were given artistic sanctuary at her astiet in fact
had resided in the seclusion of Duino, not however at the sarge producingimportant work
at that iconic site.

WENDUNG

Der Weg von der Innigkeit zur Glge
gehtdurch das @fer. Kassner

Lange errang ers im Anschaun.
Sternebrachen ins Knie
unterdem ringenden Auflidk.
Oder er anscha@ knieend,

und seines Instands Duft
machte ein @ttliches mid,

ddi es ihm &chelte schlafend.

Turme schaute er so,

dafd sie erschraken:

wieder sie bauend, hinan, plétzlich, in Einem!
Aber wieoft, die vom Tag

Uberladene Landschaft

ruhete hin in sein stilles Gewahrebends.

Tiere traten getrost

in den offenen Blick, weidende,

und die gefangenen Léwen

starrten hinein wie in unbegjfliche Freiheit;
Vogel druchflogen ihn grad,

den gemitigen; Bimen

wiederschaten in ihn

grof3 wie in Kinder.

Und das Gerilicht, dal3 ein Schauender sei,
rihrte die minder,

fraglicher Sichtbaren,

rihrte die Frauen
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29
20 June 1914

Turning Point

Long hadhis beholding been winning
Stars broke onto their knees
wrestlinghim to look upward

Or kneeling he beheld them

and the aroma of his recovery
madegodliness weary

so thatt smiled on himas it slept.

He beheld theowers so long,

that they became terrifying:

quickly they built themselves back up!
But asoftent he day6s
overcharged landscapadrested

in his calm notice at dusk.

Pasturing animalsustingly
enterednto hisopen dance

and thecagedions stared out

as ontoincomprehensible freedom.
Birds flew straight through him,
magnanimousnes; flowers

gazed back into him

as large as into children.

And news that a beholder was there
did not distracthe less,

more questionably visible ones,

the women.

The way from intimacy to greatness
passes through sacrifice. Kassner



Schauend wie lang?
Seit wie lange schon inning tbehrend,
flehend im Grunde des Blicks?

Wenn er, ein Wartender, sal3 in der Fremde; des Gasthofs
zerstreutes, abgewendetes Zimmer

mdarrisch um sich, und im vermiedenen Spiegel

wieder das Zimmer

undspatervom quéalenden Bett aus

wieder:

da beriets in der Luft,

unfal3bar beriet es

uber sein fuhlbares Herz,

Uber sein durch den schmerzhaft verschitteten Korper
dennoch fiihlbares Herz

beriet es und richtete:

dal3 es der Liebe nicht habe.

(Und verwhertehm weitere Weihen.)

Denn des Anschauns, siehe, ist eine Grenze.
Und die geschautere Welt
will in der Liebe gedeihn.

Werk des Gesichts ist getan,

tue nun HeraWerk

an den Bildern in dir, jenen gefangendanndu
Uberwaéltigtest sie: aber nun kennst dairscht.
Siehe, innerer Mann, dein inneres Madchen,
dieses errungene aus

tausend Naturen, dieses

erst nur errungene, nie

noch geliebte Geschopf.

Paris, Juli 1914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban@2-4)
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Beholding how long?
Already how long has inn@keprivation
sought the granding of one glance?

When hesat as a foreignevaiting;

the guesthouseds distracted,

moroselyaroundhim, and in the avoided mirrors
again just the room

and later fromthebéds obsessi ons
again

the room

while the air deliberated,

above higerceptibleheart

abovehis still, throughthroes ofbodily emissions
his still perceptible heayt

deliberated and judgetiat

hehad notLove.

(Any further consecrations are withheld from him.)

Look, beholdindhas its limit.
And the gazed upon world
wants to thrive in Love.

Your labor of looking is done

now you must do hearvtork

on the images insidgu, each imprisoned; for you
whotamedthem know none of them yet.

See within your manhoothe girl withinyou,

the one westedfrom

a thousand phenomertae one

only just wrested

acreaturenot yet loved

Paris, July 1914
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30

This incomplete poem intersects with tieleast three elegied ike the Karnak fragment (item
14) and items 26 and 3@ sharesan Egyptan context wittSixth Elegy. Likethe openingihes

of the Third Elegy (item 2landi S i eGediaht® (item 33, it speaks the dreaof sexual
abjecton.And t he tr ope ofthefiSedora, Féthmand Sixtblegesacwellas 1 n
items 14, 20, 22, 26, 37 and 38Startedin Paris in July 1914Rilke attempéd to finish it in
Munich late thatautumn(item 32 but the outbreakf war changedis focusfor awhile. The
last five lines of that failed continuation were latesed asthe opening 1 n e s Gegelh i
Strophed (i 1), evmittendatlMuzot in February 1922 and originally intended to be the Fifth
Elegy. Rilke tooktheopeni ng | i ne Altoriemalische Destes und Bildes zum
Alten Testama (AncientMiddle Eastern Textal and Pictorial Analogs to the Old Testantgn
1909, p.201. Leishman asiflirther context by quoting from E. A. Wal@sbook inEnglish The
Teaching of AmeApt, p. 59, published in 1924

If thou wishesto maintain a permanent friendshipthe house to which thou art the

habit of going . . . strive against associating with the women . . . A thousand men seeking
what is beautiful are destroyed by them. A man is made a fool of by the shining limbs,
but they turn into thigs that are &arder than quartzite sandstone. The pleasure is only
for a little moment, and it (passes) like a dream and a man at the eraf fimetedeath
through knowing ifi.e. the pleasure](19061926,186)

O MANN MUSS STERBEN WEIL MAN SI E KENNT
( RepyrusPrissdl Aus den Sprichen des Ptadtep, Handscrift um 2000 v. Gh.

dMan muC st er be niSterben | man sie kennt .
an der unséglichen Blite des Lachelns. Sterben

an ihren leichten Handen. Sterben

an Frauen.

Singe der Jungling die todlichen,

wenn sighm hoch durch den Herzraum
wandeln. Aus seiner blihenden Brust

sing er sie an:

unerreichbare! Ach, wie sie fremd sind.
Uber den Gipfeln

seines Geflihls gehn sie hervor und ergief3en
sufi} verwandelte Nacht ins verlassene

Tal seiner Arme. Es rauscht

Wind ihres Aufgangs im Laub seines Leibes. Es glanzen
seine Bache dahin.

Aber der Mann

schweige erschutterter. Er, der
pfadlos die Nacht im Gebirg
seiner Gefuhle geirrt hat:
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30
July 1914

fOne Must Di e

Because He Knew Them

(PapyrusPrisse. From the sayings of Ptaltep, manuscript ¢.2000 B.C.E.)

91|Page

AOne must diew btelcteam.ste hRi & n
of the unspeakable bloom of their smiles. Die

of the lightness of their hands. Die
of women.

Theyoung marsings of thoseloomed to death

asthey pass through him

high in his hearspace. He sings them
from his flowering breast:

out of reach Alas, how strange they are.
Above thesummit

of his feelings they ascdrand pour down
a sweetly transformedght

into thelostvalley of his arms. The wind

of their ascentustles thdeavesof his body.

glistenwith them

But the mature man

is silently shaken.The pathless
night in the mountainef his feelings
hasmisledhim:

His brooks



schweige.

Wie der Seemann schwg der altere,

und die bestandenen

Schrecken spielen in ihm wie in zitternden Kafigen.
Paris, Julil914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban85)
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be silent

The wayan aging sailogrows silent

from the terrors heds withstood
playingwithin him like rattling cages.

Paris, July1914
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This is one of several fragments thahs on the trope of the angel.

Wo wir uns hier,in einander dingend, nibt
nie finden: beginnen die Engel
sich zu gewahren, und durch die tieferahN
in heiligemEilschritt wandeln sie endlos sich an.
Anfange und Fragmente aus dem Umkreis der Elegien

Paris, nach Sp&tiuli 1914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Ban86)
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31
After mid-July 1914

Here, where wearepressing into one another here, never

finding ourselves: the angelsdia
to take notice, and througteeper proximity
continuallychange inteeach othem sacred hast

Paris, after midJuly 1914

95|Page



32
Rilke returned to wor k on( AifOMAeNd mM@éss3.S .STERBENWNI
sometime soon after settling in Munich. He had to Idzamsand return to Germany because of
outbreak of war. In August he wrote the mieth s ¢ u $ind @edin gidc0 ( A Fi ve Hymns
their uncharacteristic patriotic fervor. They mark a significdwainge in focus from his quest for
inward affirmations that typify so much of the work of 1912 through spring of 1914. The
continuation of A MANN MUSS STERBEN . . . 0 m
chasm of the onset of war and his foregetbcdion from Paristo resume his faltering course
towardthe elegies.As noted, the last five lines of tle®ntinuation which was neverfinished
became theopeningl i nes t-StroplieBe g &iMA nt i @eamr4d).p Wieea be) wrote
A Ge ¢Sa r o pirh Feemuary 1922 in Muzot, héntended it to be the Fifth Elegy. In the
continuation of MAMANN MUSS STERBEN . : .0 the
manuscript, and two words are illegible at the end of line seven.

O MANN MUSS STERBEN WEIL MAN SI E KENNT
(Entwuf zur Fortsetzung

Wie der Seemann schweigt, d#ere,
und die bestandendenen
Schrecken spielen in ihm wie in zitterndeéfigen.

[Wér ich der Geist einesdigs so sangch sie
néchtens einsariiber den Benen,

da noch die Hirten gehn.

Siehe, wer sind sie? Sind sie riich. ... ... ]

Hochstens ein Eisamer singe es auf in den heiligen
Ebenen, wo noch die Hirten gehn.

O ihr,

[ihr] die ihr [weilt] wohrt unter uns

leidvoll,

nicht geschonter als wirnd dennoch imstande,

selig zu machen wie Selige.

Minchen wahrscheinlichHerbst 1914

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band23-4)
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Autumn 1914

AOne Must Die Because He Knew Them
(Draft of a continuation)

The way a aging sailogrows silent
from the terrors heods withstood
playing within him like rattling cages.

[Were | the ghostf a king | would sing them

at night alone above the plain

where shephesktill wander.

Look, who are they? Aretheynot......... ]

At most a loner sings it out in the sacred
plain, where shepherds still wander.

O you,

[you] you who [live] dwell among us

full of sorrow,

are no moreestfulthan us, and yet

able to bless like the blessed ones.

Munich, pobably Autumn 1914
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33
This sequence is related to the elegy work of Fall 1915 in Munich. Siegfried UaS2di
2002)in his booklength study of these poems fsithat they mark a new freedom through an
affirmation of the ordinary world and the contingencies of adult sexugtér 271).As Jacob
Steiner

has remar ked, t he nothirgvessn thalP @ econsiniationv @rrd e

i ntensi fi cahymneorthei[f c RN tyuttretidesdlod of timhhes bl ood
Third Elegy [seatem 21, bringingthe mythical directly into the realm of the body, the
Aterri bl e tNeptudeeht @ hef Bt bedfio Ainciting t he
now in precise anatomical terntgd. in Prater 271).

In letters to Lou AndreaSalomé Rilke callst he hafi p i ¢ h y Bue sodhe futhi@ak) .

of war, Rilke was stranded in Munich, unabledtrievebelongingsrom Paris and under threat

of conscription fomilitary service. Initiallythe war thrilled him, but fervor quickly recoiled

into anxigy and depression. The Munich period @me of his most fretful aketters amply

testify; however, during Fall 1915, writing took on renewed vitality, and he produced significant

items related to the elegies. In a letter to Els#fé¢ he describedthis periordas a figood,
power f ul rush of worko (Prater 271). Wi t hin
Fourth EI eBeguyiemlre hewr ®eat i of a Bdeahoflaffé@sr espgbhns
year old son in October (temgt&and35). i Sev en R & desisive step toward that
achievement Sections -l were written between 14 and 27 October, section IV between 27
October and Novembey andsectionV-VIl between 1 and 9 November. Tlast five lines of

section Il {n brackets) were latecancelledas well ast h e wo r d(duftcét,idelattabie o
luscious)in line 4.

0SI EBEN GEDI CHTEU
(Spatherbst 191b

al a
Auf einmal faf3t die Rosenpfliickerin
die volle Knospe seines Lebensgliedes,
und an dem Schreck des Unterschiedes
schwinden die [hden] Garten in ihr Ini

alla
Du hast mir, Sommer, der duglich bist,
zum jghen Baum den Samen aufgezogen.
(Innen Geéumige, tihl in dir den Bogen
der Nacht, in der er émdig ist.)
Nun hob er sich und &hst zum Firmament,
ein Spiegelbild das neberaBnen steht.
O stirz ihn, dal3 er, umgedreht
in deinen School3, den Gegdimmel kennt,
in den er wirklich bAumt und wirklich ragt.
Gewagte Landschaft, wie sie Seherinnen
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33

Around 1 November 1914

Seven Poems
(Late autumn 1915

al a
All at once the rosgatherer grsps
the full bud of his vitajparts
and startled at his differentness
the [delectable] garden within her nil

alla
Summer, you have suddenly drawn me up,
drawn up my seed to an abrupt tree.
(Inside the spaciousss, feel in yourself
the arch of nighthatripeness fills.)
Now it lifts and swlstoward the firmament,
amirror-reflection alongside trees.
O fell it, so that overturned

in your womb it knows the skyds opposit
toward which it is surely erecting asdelling.
The | andscapeds clouded Il i ke that whic
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in Kugeln schauen. Jenes Innen
in das das Draul3ensein der Sterne jagt.

[Dort tagt der Tod, der drauf3en nachtig scheint.

Und dort sind alle, welche waren,
mit allen Kiinftigen vereint

und Scharen schareich um Scharen
wie es der Engel meint.]

al 11 d
Mit unsern Blicken schlieRen wir den Kreis,
daC wei C in i hm Gdield

Schon richtet dein unwissendes Geheild
die Saule auf in meinem Schamgehdlze.

Von dir gestiftet steht des Gottes Bild

am leisen Kreuzweg unter meinem Kleide;
mein ganzer Korper heil3t nach ihm. Wir beide
sind wie ein Gau darin sein Zauber gilt.

Doch Hain zu sein und Himmel um die Herme
dasist an dir. Gieb nach. Damit

der freie Gott inmitten seiner Schwarme

aus deentsuckt zerstorten Saule tritt.

al vi
Schwindende, du kennst die Turme nicht.
Doch nun sollst du einen Turm gewahren
mit dem wunderbaren
Raum in dir. Verschliel3 dein Angesicht.
Aufgerichtet hast du ihn
ahnungslos mit Blick und Wink un Wendung.
Pl6tzlich gart er von Vollendung,
und ich, Seliger, darf ihn beziehn.
Ach wie bin ich eng darin.
Schmeichle mir, zur Kuppel auszutreten:
um in deine weichen N&chte hin
mit dem Schwung schoolR3blendender Raketen
mehr Gefuhl zu schleudern, als ich bin.

Wi

r

r

e

Spannung

SC



a crystal balgazerlooks into. That Insideness

iswhatt he st arsoé6 Outsideness stalks.
[There death, which shines outside at night, dawns.

And there, all that was is yoked

to all that ever will be

where throngs throng themselvestimongs

exactlyas the angel intends.]

al 11 u
With our glances we close the circle
that melts thevhitely tense bewilderment.
Already yournaivebehessummons
apillar from the shame hiding in its bush.

Bestowed or you, ¢t hgemtlygodds i mage
walits its stations of the cross beneath my gown

my entire body bears his name. We both

area region that his spell legitimates

It is yours to b@rove and skgurrounding
the sacred hermSubmit then. And the gdd,
at last, from the midst of his abundantree,
out of theravished ejecting pillaburss.

al via
|l f you cringe youoll not know the tower
But now youare able to recognize
a towerd6s wonder ful
space within you.Shut down your face
You haveerectedt,
with unaffectedvink and glance andvertedeyes
Towardconsummationsuddenly stiffening,
l, stillmoreblest] 6 m abl e to reach it
O how constricted | am.
Coax meupward toyour cupola
and therinto your soft nightout
with soaringwomb-blinding rockets,
to shoot with spasnigreatetthananyl 6 ve .k nown

1 In ancient Greece, a herm was a square pillar surmounted by a bust or head of a god, often Hermes. In

neocl assical architectural styl es, herms included bust
like Romans.
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avi
Wie hat uns der zu weite Raum vénadt.
Plétzlich besinna sich die Uberflisse.
Nun sickert durch das stille Sieb deiidse
des bittren Wesens Alsem un Absynth.

Was sind wir viel, aus meinenm Korper hebt

ein neuer Baum die Uberfull&rone

und ragt nach didennsieh, was ist er ohne

den Sommer, den deinem School3e schwebt.

Bi st duds bin i1ichdés, den wir so sehr be
Wer sagt es, da wir schwinden. Vielleicht steht

im Zimmer eine Saule aus Entzicken,

die Wolbung tragt und langseer vergeht.

avil d
Wem sind wir nah? Dem Tode oder dem,
was noch nicht ist? Wasdre Lehm an Lehm,
formte der Gott nicht fihlend die Figur,
der zwischen uns erwachst. Begriefe nur:
das ist mein Korper, welcher aufersteht.
Nun hilf ihm leise aus deineil3en Grabe
in jenen Himmel, den ich in dir habe:
daf kiihn aus ihm das Uberleben geht.
Du junger Ort der tiefen Himmelfahrt.
Du dunkle Luft voll sommerlicher Pollen.
Wenn ihre tausend Geister in dir tollen,
wird meine steife Leichwieder zart.

avli 1l a
Wie reif ich dich. Das sind die stummen Rufe,
die in mir sif3 geworden sind.
Nun stof3 ich in dich Stufe ein um Stufe
und heiter steigt mein Samen wie ein Kind.
Du Urgebirg der Lust: auf einmal springt
er atemlos zu deinem inmeGrate.
O giebdich hin, zufiihlen wie er nahte;
den du wirst stiirzen, wenn er oben winkt.

Miinchen, um den 1. November 1915

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band35-438)
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aVviu
How vast space hasrdinishedus.
The sudden overflow recalls itself
Now through the hushadeshof our kisses
thesharp alum andbsinthof existenceseeps

How full we are from my body

a newtree raises its teheavy crown
toweringtowardyou: and even now

without summer its drawn to your womb.

Are you, am |, the onso greatly pleasuréd
Neither can say, drainewe are. Perhaps inside
the roomapillar might yet beay enthralled,

its ardh and die away more gradually.

avil d
Whom do we approach? Death, or the one
who does noéxistyet? What does dust to dust mean
if the godfelt nothing in shaping the figure
that is growing between us. Just grasp it:
this is my resurrected body.
Help it gentlyrise from feverishgravenow
to theskywhich in you | possess
so boldly thatits survivalis assured
You, young placef deep skyjourney
You, dark air full of summerés poll en.
When a thousand spirits amésking about
within you, my stiff corpse will again soften.

aMlo
How | called you. Thenute calls
have become swewefithin me.
Now | drive thrust uporthrust
andmy semen rises as bright as a child.
You, thefirst peaksof joy: and all at once
breathles# springs to your innegdge.
O give yourselupto feel how it approaches
for you plunge while it beckons from above

Munich, around INovember 1915
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34
A full year falls between thpreviousitem and this ondReterJaffé was the eighyear old son of
Elsa and Professor Edgar Jaffé. He died in Munich9b5. In 1918, JaéfbecameFinance
Minister for the shortived Bavarian Socialist Revolutionagovernmentand as such helped
Rilke obtain a visa to travel to Switzerland. Rilke had engaged in intermittent correspondence
with the Jaffés and was deeply provokeday the death of Peter. eln 35is the original
continuation of N6 RBE®UIEEM EAURK NAB E Nhé Ddath Bfeaq ui e m
Boy 0) .memoflahpwento youngPeters h o ws Ri | k eleyysthemests the post t o
armistice turmoil in Germany worsened amsl contemporaneitywith the drafting of Fourth
Elegy is no significantfor bothpoemslook at experience through the eyes and voice of a child
in ways that bring into relief adutteficiencies. In 1909, InseVerlag issuedRequiema book
t hat cont ai oweid Frei Rdgondbem fmemor i al to his <cl os
ModersohrBecker (1876 1907)andi Rquiemfur Wolf Graf von Kalckrer t h . 0 The firs
of InselV e r | @egabnmelete Werk&927 CollectedWorkg groupedi Requi em auf det
eines Knae n with the two earlier memorial poems but without @@ntinuation(item 35;
however,in important ways it is unlike the earlieequiems. Editions ofthe now definitive
Samtliche Werké&Collected Works)place thefirst partof A Requi em auf bednebn Tod
in the sectiorGedichte 1906 bis 192t the continuation among temtwirfe (Fragment$, and
neither withthe poens of Requien{1909.

REQUIEM
AUF DEN TOD EINES KNABEN

Was hab ich miriir Namen einge@gt
und Hund und Kuh und Elephant
nun schorso lang und ganz von weit erkannt,
und dann das Zehda, ach, wozu?

Der mich jetzt tégt,
steigt wie ein Wasserstand
Uber das Alles. Ist das Ruh,
zu wissen, ddman war, wenn man sichahit
durch zrtliche und harte Gegeréside
durchdéngte insbegreifende Gesicht?

Und diese angefamgnHanded

Ihr sagtetmanchm& er verspricht . . .

Ja, ich versprach, doch was Ehchversprach,
das macht mir jetzt nicht bange.

Zuweilen, dicht am Hausea$ich lange

und schaute einerogel nach.

Hétt ich das werden itfen, dieses Schaun!
Das trugdas hob michmeine Augenbraun
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34
13 November 1915

Requiem
On the Death of a Boy

What names pressed into my memory
until dog and cow and elephant
well knownfor so long
reachnow tozebra but, why?
Whoever carries me now
rises above everything else
like the high tide. Is there peace in knowing
that one oncéved, if he
through soft and hard resistance,
never reached through to a sympathetic face?

And these hands jugetting started

You often said: he makes promises . . .

Yes, | promised, yet what | promisgdu

Is not what makes me fearful.

Sometimes, | sat close by the house

for hours beholdin@ single bird.

fonl'y 1 6d entireing/ become | ust
It lifted, it bore me up, my eyebrows raised

behol d
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waren ganz oben. Keinen hatt ich lieb.
Liebhaben war doch Angst, begreifst du, dann
war ich nicht wir

und war viel gro3er als ein Mann

und war

als war ich selber die Gefahr,

und drin in ihr

war ich den Kern.

Ein kleiner Kern; ich génne ihn den Stral3en,
ich gonne ihn dem Wind. Ich geb ihn fort.
Denndal’ wir alle so beisammen sal3en,

das hab ich nie geglaubt. Mein Ehrenwort.
Ihr spracht, ihr lachtet, dennoch war ein jeder
im Sprechen nicht and nicht im Lachen.imNe
So wie ihr alle schwanktet, schwankte weder
die Zuckerdose, noch das Glas voll Wein.
Der Apfel lag. Wie gut das manchmal warr,
den festen vollen Apfel anzufassen,

den starken Tisch, die stillen Frihstiickstassen,
die guten, wie beruhigten sie das Jahr.

Und auch mein Spielzeug war mir manchmal gut.

Es konnte beinah wie die andern Sachen
verlaBlich sein; nur nicht so ausgeruht.

So stand es in bestandigem Erwachen

wie mitten zwischen mir und meinem Hut.
Da war ein Pferd aus Holz, da war ein Hahn,
da war didPuppe minur einem Bein;

ich habe viel fir sie getan.

Den Himmel klein gemacht, wenn sie ihn sa&hn,
denn das begriff ich frihe: wie allein

ein Holzpferd ist. Daidhandas machen kann:
ein Pferd aus Holz in irgend einer Gré(e.

Es wird bemalt, und sper zieht man dran,

und es bekommt vom echten Weg die Stdl3e.
Warum war das nicht Lige, wenn man dies
UPt@lernannt e? Wei |l man
als Pferd sich fiihlte, m&hnig, sehnig,
vierbeinig wurdé (um einmal ein Mann

zu weden?) Aber war man nicht

ein weng Holz zugleich um seinetwillen
under wurde hart im Stillen

und machtet ein vermindertes Gesicht?

Jetzt mein ich fast, wir haben stets getauscht.
Sah ich den Bach, wie hab ich da gerauscht,
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to full opemess. | loved no one.

Having to love was puranguisi® , can you grasp that
then | was not we

and was much bigger than a man

and was

as if | were my own danger

and insidat

| weretheseed

Justasmallseed | 6d rel ease it i nto the stre

out to the wind. | let it loose.

Because | never believedat we ever

all sat in togetherness. | swear

You talked and you laughed, but not everyon
was included in the talking and in the laughing. No.
And the way your laughter shook you was
neither as gugar bowhor glass of wine shakes.
The apple lay. Howood it was sometimes

to grasp a firm full apple, the strong table,
the still breakfast cups, for their goodness
helped calm the year down.

My toys too were often good to me.

They could be almost like the other

objects; only not quite as caiing.

So in perpetual wakefulness,

it stood between me and my hat.

| had a wooden horse, a rooster,

a puppet with only one leg;

| have done much for them.

| made the sky small when they looked 4t it,

| was quick to understand how alone

a wooden horse is. And howmecan make it
into something grand.

It gets painted and later as it gatgged along
it takes the jolts of the narrow path.

Why is it not a lie to name this

a Ahorseo? Because one feels himsel
to be a bit like a horse, maney, sinewy,
four-legged (until he at last becomes

a man?) But was one not a bit wooden
unitedwith it for its sake

becoming quietly hard

and making a shrunken face?

It seems now we kept trading places.
If | saw a brook, how | would babble,
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rauschte der Bach, so bin ich hisgeungen.
Wo ich ein Klingensah,hab ich geklungen,
und wo es klang, war ich davon der Grund.

So hab ich mich dem Allen augedrangt.
Und ward doch Alles ohne mich zufrieden
und wurde trauriger, mit mir behangt.

Nun bin ich pl6tzlich algeschieden.

Fangt

ein neues Lernen an, ein neues Fragen?
Oder soll ich jetzt sagen,

wie alles bei euch ist® Da angst ich mich.
Das Haus? Ich hab es nie so recht verstanden.
Die Suben? Ach da war so viel vorhanden.
..... Du Mutterwer war eigentlich

der Hund?

Und =lbst, daf? wir im Walde Beeren fanden,
erscheint mir jetzt ein wunderlicher Fund

Da mussen ja doch tote Kinder sein,

die mit mir spielen kommen. Sind doch immer
welche gestorben. lgen erst im Zimmer,

so wie ich lag, und wurden nicht gesund.

Gesund . .. Wie das hier klingt. Hat das noch Sinn?
Dort, wo ich bin,

ist, glaub ich, niemand krank.

Seit meinem Halveh, das ist schon so lafg

Hier ist ein jeder wie ein frischer Trank.

Noch hab ich, die uns trinken, nicht gesehen

Minchen, 13. November 1915

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band04-107)



and as it babbled, | galloped alongside.
Where Isawit trickle, | made a trickling sound,
and where it trickled | was the cause.

So | pushed myself into everything.
And yet everything was content without me,
and grew sadder with my intrusion.

Now suddenly | am cut off.

does

a new learning start, a new quesing?

Or should | simply say

how is itwith each of youd It worries me.
The house? | 6ve never rightly wunder
The rooms? O how many there were.
..... You, mothemyvhoexactly

was the dog?

And that we found berries in the woods
seems to me aammazingdiscovery now

But of course there must be dead children
who will come play with me. They are always
dying. First they lie in their rooms,

just as | did, and never get well.

Health . .. How odd thaounds here. Does it still make sense?
Here, where | am,

| believe no onés sick.

Since my sor¢hroat already so long ago

Here everyone is like a fresh drink.

| have still not seen the ones who are drinking us.

Munich, 13 November 1915
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35

OREQUI EM AUF DEN TOD EI NES

Jrsprunglicher Schlul

al o
Chor der Engel
Da stirzen wir dem Knabezum Empéng.

Da nehmen wir von seinem Leib dashen
und geben im der Bfjel Uberschwang.

Da geht von ihm der Schwingen erstes Wehen

undwie es weich in unsre 8tme drang
ist er in uns, sind wir in ihm geschehen.
al 1l a

Wehen, nicht Worte nur Wehen

keine Spur mehr von Dingen.

Nur rein Durchdringen. Nur ein Geschehen
Ein Gelingen von Sternen

und ich Knabe mitten dari

[Werde ich das jemals verstehen?]
Weiterwehen statt sehen

Alle gewohnt sich zu schwingen

und die vergingen, bestehen.

Werd ich das jemals erlernen

Wissen, wer ich in?

Ach hier wiirden die Meisten
ratlos stumm und klein,
selbst die Weitgereisten
wilfden nicht aus und ein
Was soll da ein Kind?

Minchen, 13. November 1915

KNABENU

(Samtliche Werke: Zweiter Band39-440)



35
13 November 1915

Requiem orthe Death of a Boy
(Original Closing

al o

Angel sé Chorus

Upon the boy w hurl welcoming
Then we take from his body its walking
and give hinthe abundance of wings

Thefirst contractiongrom spreading them
gently yield to the press of our storm
ashehappens into us, we into him

al 1 a
Spreadingnot words, jusspreading

and no trace of things any more.

Only pure interpenetration Onlyhappening
t hat 0s likethéstaesv e d

and I, a boyin the middle of them all.
[Will | be understood by amne?]
Spreading wider instead of seeing
Everything accustoms itsdlh contract
and all that perishes, endures.

Will | ever learn how

to know who | ar?

But here even the greatest
becomeperplexed, mute angimall,
even the ones who journey farthest
understand nothing at all

What then should a child?

Munich, 13 November 1915
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