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Foreword  

by Sheila Braggins 
 

Alfred Wolfsohn was born in Berlin on the 23rd September 1896 into a German-Jewish 
middle class family, with Russian ancestry. His parents were not Orthodox Jews, but he 
went to the synagogue with his father on Jewish festival days. A cousin of his was a 
rabbi. Wolfsohn was educated at the Gymnasium zum Grauen Kloster, a well known 
school in Berlin, where he became especially well read in all literature. After leaving 
school he and a particular school friend entered university to study Law, but he describes 
how his main passion was music and his friend’s love was art. So, his interest in these 
two subjects became an important part of his life from an early age. Music, art, and 
literature and the source of their creativity eventually became his life’s interest. He 
played the piano, violin, and viola. 

He was eighteen years old and had just completed one semester at university 
when, in 1914, he was called up to fight in World War I. The fearsome battles of that war 
left a lasting effect on him, influencing and shaping the rest of his life. The noise of the 
battles and the horrifying screams of the injured haunted him forever. He never got over 
the horror of it all, nor the guilt of ignoring the cry for help from one particular wounded 
soldier who called out over and over as Wolfsohn crawled through knee-deep mud. He 
knew he would die if he went to his comrades’s aid, so he crawled on. He was then 
wounded and lost consciousness. When he came to, he was lying under a pile of corpses. 
He was believed to be dead, and he felt that he was no longer alive.  

He returned from the War shell-shocked and broken in health. He did not know 
what to do or how to continue with life; he could not work, and he felt that he had lost his 
soul and his God and had failed his fellow man. He was given psychiatric treatment, but 
this did not help. The guilt he felt for not helping his comrade and the loss of his God 
became lasting problems that he speaks of in many of his manuscripts. Finally he went to 
Italy to recuperate. There the art and music of that country revived his soul, whilst 
walking and climbing Vesuvius strengthened his body. When he returned to Germany, he 
knew that he wanted to sing. He had sung at Jewish festivals before the War and was 
thought to have a good voice. He started to have singing lessons whilst he took a variety 
of jobs in order to support his ailing mother – he worked in a bank, taught children who 
had difficulties with mathematics, and played the musical accompaniment for silent films.  

However, the inability to develop his voice in the way he felt he could, in spite of 
going to several different singing teachers, led him to believe that his problem was not 
with his teachers nor with his larynx but was connected with his psyche: his war neurosis 
was inhibiting his ability to express himself. He then began to develop ideas about the 
human voice and its connection with personality. He believed that the human voice is the 
first, the most expressive, and the most important means of communication betweeen 
human beings. He thought of the powerful voice of a baby; those small vocal cords 
crying out loudly for food or attention. Why does it become inhibited and restricted as the 
child grows into an adult? He reflected on the voices of many adults, often inhibited by 
personal emotional problems or by the imposed rules of society, especially in relation to 
gender.  

He believed that the categorisation of voice into male and female – soprano, tenor, 
contralto, bass – were false boundaries which could be broken if the singer’s inner psyche 
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would accept the other side, the animus in the female and the anima in the male. 
Connected with this was the freedom to express in singing all ranges of emotion from 
tenderness and love to anger and hatred. He started to study analytical psychology, C. G. 
Jung1 in particular, and eventually he began to give singing lessons to people who had 
lost their voices or who, for various reasons, were unable to sing in the way they felt they 
could.  

The creativity of the human being became his life’s study, and in the late 1930s he 
spoke at length with two art students, Charlotte Salomon and Marianne Gessner, trying to 
help their self-esteem and self-understanding in relation to themselves and their art work. 
Charlotte’s late work, Life? Or Theatre?, her autobiography painted in the south of 
France in 1942, has become an international art study and is housed at the Jewish 
Historical Museum in Amsterdam, Holland. Alfred Wolfsohn appears as Amadeus 
Daberlohn in her art autobiography, and he plays a major role, appearing in over half of 
the paintings in her story. She only read Orpheus or the Way to a Mask before leaving 
Berlin in 1939 but manages to quote him almost verbatim over and over in her story. 
Tragically in France, she was arrested and deported to Auschwitz in October 1943 and 
gassed on arrival. 

Wolfsohn was fascinated by the myth of Orpheus, the singer who descends into 
the Underworld to find his lost wife (his anima figure), along with his voice, and he uses 
this to entitle his first manuscript. He wrote Orpheus or the Way to a Mask during the 
middle 1930s. The title of the book movingly represents his own descent into the 
underworld of the War with the loss of his own soul, and finally his emergence into the 
light of understanding when he discovers again the ability to love life through the image 
of his facial mask made by a sculptor friend.2 As he looks searchingly at the mask, he 
thankfully recognises that the spirit of himself as a young boy still exists, which he 
thought he had lost forever.   

He was still living in Berlin at the time. In October 1939, he managed to get to 
England with the help of a friend, Alice Croner, who had left Germany in 1938. In 
England he was interned on the Isle of Wight, but in March 1940 he enlisted in the 
British Army and was assigned to the Pioneer Corps. He returned to France with the 
British 1st Army Expeditionary Force and then, at the time of Dunkirk, was evacuated 
back to England from where he had been stationed in Brittany.  

He was invalided out of the army, and in 1943, he got permission to teach singing 
in England where for the first time he started to work in London with young voices. His 
ideas were brought to fruition by several of his pupils who gave astounding concerts 
using the extended range with exceptionally beautiful and dynamic expression. At the 
same time many well known musical, stage, literary, and scientific figures came to the 
studio to personally hear his ideas.   

                                                   
1 Carl Gustav Jung (26 July 1875 – 6 June 1961) was a Swiss psychiatrist, philosopher, and founder of 
Analytical Psychology. 
2 Walter Midener (11 October 1912 – 3 October 1998) was born in Liegnitz, Germany, studied at the Berlin 
Academy of Arts (1932 – 1936), and received an M.A. from Wayne State University (1950). He served 
with the US Army in the Pacific from 1941 – 43 (where he received the Silver and Bronze Star medals and 
a Purple Heart), and then in the US Army Military Intelligence unit in Patton’s Third Army in Europe until 
1946. After WWII Midener settled in Detroit, where he became an influential sculptor and teacher. He was 
the head of the Sculpture Department of the Art School of the Society of Arts and Crafts and President of 
The Center for Creative Studies. 
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Reading and re-reading AW’s thoughts has been a most moving and soul 
enlightening experience. His ideas and teaching have certainly changed my life and my 
personality. His writing is not always easy to follow. In fact as Marita once said in a 
lecture:  

He is often a poetic visionary or a visionary poet – although he might not have liked being 
labelled as such. In trying to explain his thoughts, he wanders off into literature, quoting 
whole passages of novels or plays, citing poems, again and again turning to the paintings 
and sculptures that he loved, all to illustrate his argument. Like most of his Jewish 
contemporaries, he was educated in a very liberal way, not only participating in German 
culture but also being quite measurably influenced by it. It belonged to every cultivated 
German’s education to know their Goethe and Schiller inside out, to have their 
philosophical thoughts shaped by Kant, Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, as well as being familiar 
with other non-German literature – Tolstoy, Dostoyevsky, Ibsen, Strindberg, and Hamsun 
were household names. In his writing he will discuss a concept in detail, relating it to any 
artistic or literary work that is relevant to his observations, but invariably he returns to the 
personal, to himself. His final analysis is born out of his own experience. 

This is a book about Alfred Wolfsohn, the teacher, with his ideas about each 
human being, helping each person to know, to understand, and to express themselves 
through the greatest, most expressive, most important means of communication – the 
voice – but also about Alfred Wolfsohn the human being, who adapted Nietzschean 
phrases from Thus Spoke Zarathustra into the personal motto: “Lerne singen, o Seele”.3 

 

 
Alfred Wolfsohn in the 1950s 

Photo: Collection of Sheila Braggins 

                                                   
3 The German phrases from Also sprach Zarathustra are: “Oh meine Seele, nun gab ich dir Alles auch mein 
Letztes, und alle meine Hände sind an dich leer geworden: – dass ich dich singen hiess, siehe, das war 
mein Letztes!”  
“Dass ich dich singen hiess, sprich nun, sprich: wer von uns hat jetzt – zu danken? – Besser aber noch: 
singe mir, singe, oh meine Seele! Und mich lass danken! – ” 
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Notes on Orpheus 

by Alfred Wolfsohn 
 

I have attempted to formulate the results of years of work in a book entitled Orpheus. 
This work deals with various aspects of sound, the human voice, and singing. The central 
idea of the book stems from the legend of Orpheus, which, stripped of its mythical cloak, 
is the story of a singer who lost his voice and had to descend to the Underworld before he 
could return to the world of humans to sing in a transformed voice. 

As a singing teacher, I have had ample opportunity to recognise how much this 
legend corresponds with reality. My conclusions are that failures of the voice, its ills, and 
lack of control, are not attributable merely to a certain physical organ – the larynx – but 
also arise from the unsatisfactory functioning of the psyche of the person behind the 
voice. 

The realization that the expression of the voice was the language of soul (or 
psyche) came from a direction once unknown to me. I had to teach a student whose voice 
lacked all facility of expression and could only be described as being completely dead. 
This was all the more puzzling because for years the student had known no greater desire 
than to be able to sing and, moreover, as others assured me, she possessed a good and 
pleasant voice. Severe heart-break had made her unable to sing, but at the time she began 
lessons with me, she thought she had overcome her depression through Jungian analysis. 
In helping her to regain her voice, the difficulty lay in the fact that her knowledge of 
psychology (she subsequently practiced as a psychotherapist) presented a barrier, which 
hindered all my attempts to help her. I had to discover whether the over-emphasis of her 
thinking function had led to the crippling of her psychological reactions as expressed in 
her voice. So I found myself compelled to study the literature on the subject, and as I read 
more deeply, I found that the experience I had gained in my special field ran parallel to 
the basic principles of psychotherapy and psychoanalysis. In confirmation, I quote the 
student herself4: 

During treatment for depression in Jungian analysis (due to a failed romance), I 
was made to practice meditation. I was urged to concentrate on my inner breathing. 
Up to then I had lived exclusively in the outside world, so this journey inside myself 
was an extraordinary experience for me. I saw visions coming from another world 
and experienced the depth in which these visions had their origin. I realized that by 
the concentration of breathing in a center lying somewhere below the solar plexus, a 
language of pictures was evoked – a language arising from contact with the 
unconscious, which alone makes possible psychological development.  

When I started to learn to sing, once again there began the concentration on that 
mysterious center. When I was asked to train my consciousness on the source of the 
sound, I felt the origin of the sung notes to be in that same place. As time went on, I 
realized more and more that the way taken in the development of my voice was 
similar to that found in the psychology of Jung. On this route to the inner spheres, 
leading always by diverse ways to the origin and source, the thought came to me that 
the Hindus speak of the first chakra as the origin of life, where the serpent 

                                                   
4 See pp. 42-43 for more on who this student probably was. 
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Kundalini5 lies rolled up and where the first movements begin. In this work of 
developing the human voice, the singer penetrates into the depths of the body and so 
arrives at the new, unknown sounds of one’s voice. However it is when the “It” sings 
within that the adult person is brought back again to a child-like state; a truly 
creative state of a human being. Then one can be certain that the “It” inside the 
listener is listening too, and that art fullfils the same function as religion, which turns 
us towards a deeper sphere in ourselves, leading us through depth to transcendence. 

 Let me quote another case to illustrate further the relationship of singing to this 
field of knowledge. A doctor, one of C. G. Jung’s students,6 became so interested in my 
thesis that he asked me to work with him. He had never sung seriously before and had 
hardly any interest in music. Yet, not only did this student, who thought he had no voice, 
discover that he possessed a full voice, but what is more, he recognized the possibility of 
finding the principles of his own branch of science confirmed through the very process of 
voice development. This particular case seemed to me to indicate how much, and in what 
way, singing could be regarded as an adjunct to psychoanalysis. In this connection I cite a 
famous dream of Socrates in which a voice told him to learn to play the flute. As we 
know, he followed this advice.7 Now, Jung’s students point out that by taking this advice 
literally, Socrates mistook the meaning of the dream. According to them, it was just a 
symbolic flute indicating that he, as a rationalist, had emphasized and over-developed his 
thinking function too one-sidedly instead of giving greater play to his intuitive function as 
symbolized by the flute. But contrary to their view, his literal obedience to this advice 
seems to me to be thoroughly justified. For one cannot effect compensation of this kind 
simply by willing it but rather by the natural, elemental way of freeing one’s dynamic 
forces. In support of this, one should consider whether Einstein, the greatest physicist of 
our time, is happy with just the idea that he can play the violin, or whether his real 
satisfaction lies in taking hold of the violin and actually playing it. The higher the 
mountain I climb, the harder it becomes for me to breathe. This holds equally true for the 
heights, which Socrates scaled. What then would be more natural than to relieve the 
spiritual shortage of breath by becoming conscious of the function of physical breathing 
and transforming it into the sound of a flute?  
 If I were to compress all this into a formula, I would say that, in my opinion, if 
psychotherapy is to fulfill the goal it has set itself, namely to cure and heal the sick by 
way of self-knowledge, it is of utmost importance that it should include not only the 
visual but also the audible. Self-knowledge is not only limited to gaining insight, but it 
should also include listening to oneself. Freud discovered a whole world of unconscious 
content in slips of the tongue. Jung, in his association experiments, needed to perceive 
only a fractional retardation in the vocal reaction to gain an insight into the “complex” of 
the person under observation. Then how much more is it possible to draw the most 

                                                   
5 In Hinduism, Kundalini (which means serpent in Sanscrit) is a part of the subtle body along with chakras 
and nadis. A number of models of this esoteric anatomy occur in the class of texts known as Tantras. This 
is a large body of writings, which is rejected by many orthodox Brahmins. 
6 We know from a letter of Wolfsohn to Jung in the ETH in Zürich written from Berlin in January 1939 that 
this doctor was Werner Engel who later became a well-known Jungian analyst in New York. 
7 The words of Socrates as related by Plato are: “In the course of my life I have often had intimations in 
dreams ‘that I should compose music.’ The same dream came to me sometimes in one form, and sometimes 
in another, but always saying the same or nearly the same words: ‘Cultivate and make music’.” From 
Chapter VI “The Music of Greece”, The Critical and Historical Essays, Edward MacDowell, Boston: 1912. 
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important conclusions from the range of the voice, its various breaks, limitations, and 
repressions, the failure in its capacity for modulation, not to mention a lack in the ability 
to express spiritual values and content found in so many examples of music? 

Every now and then, one reads in the newspapers about German soldiers returning 
from Russia,8 who go about as if they had lost their voices and are quite oblivious of their 
surroundings. I cannot conceive of a greater confirmation of what I have been trying to 
explain than the way these human beings react. And, bearing this in mind, it should not 
be difficult to imagine the effect such experiences have on more sensitive people. To lose 
the voice is a failure to express oneself by means of speaking, and it is of the utmost 
importance to remember to what degree musical elements are found in language. Over 
and over again, my investigations have led to the conclusion that to regard music and 
everything connected with it as only belonging to the realm of art is to take an extremely 
one-sided view. I am, moreover, convinced that all art will no longer be regarded from 
the purely aesthetic standpoint. It will become increasingly clear, as time goes on, that art 
is the greatest and most sublime expression of the process of life.  

Surely this is shown by the various attempts that have been made to use music for 
healing. But until now its effect has been limited, because the patient was allowed just to 
listen and feel only in a passive way. I am quite convinced that music’s full curative 
possibilities will be realized only when it is no longer regarded as a sort of sedative. 
Instead, the patient will be led to recognize and taught to draw out the music within. 
 

 

                                                   
8 Wolfsohn, living in London at this time, is probably referring to German soldiers returning from Russia 
after having been made prisoners from 1941 – 45 and then released in the 1950s back to Germany. 
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Dear Reader, 

  If you are really there, I will be happy to tell you a secret: this book is only about 
myself. 

This statement gives you two choices: be reasonable and ignore this book or be 
satisfied that you are smarter than I. I assume that you, too, consider a book to be 
worthwhile only if the personal aspects of the author are kept out, if individuality is 
hidden, and if the imagination is let loose describing people who, for you, have nothing to 
do with the writer.  

If so, I think you are allowing yourself to be misled by those wise people whose 
views are generally followed. 

Of course, dear Reader, by saying this you immediately realize that I am 
criticizing so-called writers and critics. But I do not want to create a problem. I admire 
critics and their work. I respectfully admire them just like I admire the technological 
achievement of a motorcar or an aeroplane. I can do that easily for I do not have the 
slightest idea about these things. I am humble enough to not even want to understand 
them. I am old-fashioned and content with the fact that I can go for a leisurely walk, and 
the speed of my inspiration will still not be surpassed by that of a racing car. Besides 
there must be some people, the people who eat the dust that others kick up, who are able 
to cope with the attitude of drivers who feel themselves superior to pedestrians. 

Every now and then, of course, I come across a car, which, due to a head-on 
collision, is completely smashed. Then I am surprised that this crowning achievement of 
our evolution can come to such grief. I had always thought that we had evolved further 
than this. How abominably ugly is this smashed-up masterpiece of our invention. It 
reminds me of a beautiful story about Christ, his Disciples, and a dead dog. Once, when 
walking along a street, Christ and his Disciples came across the body of a dead dog. In 
nasty comments, the Disciples expressed their contempt for the ugliness of the carcass. 
Christ simply replied: “But, look at its white teeth.”  

So, let me repress my thoughts, which want to scorn the miserable remains of a 
car and say: “But, look at its beautiful blue color!”  

Do not get me wrong, this is not an exercise in brotherly love but comes from the 
fact that on my walks, I also have often tripped and hurt myself. Similarly, in a cheese, I 
try not to see only the holes, nor only the firm stuff. I try to see the cheese as something 
with both.  

Therefore, I believe I have the right to look at the holes found in the theories of 
critics and motorists alike. 

There is still another reason why I need to confront critics. You and I live in a 
time of transition, perhaps more than you think – given the fact that besides driving a car, 
you still want to think. Our epoch is destined to make a bridge to another epoch, and so it 
forms a beginning. In this age we are all ruled by the laws of movement, whether we 
realize it or not, and therefore we must make ourselves familiar with the idea of seeing it 
also as a new beginning.  

Times like ours, which bring one upheaval after another, uprooting each and 
everyone’s personal life, cannot be ignored by burying one’s head in the sand while we 
seek refuge in past ideologies. However much we may suffer, we must absorb the 
movement of our time and see it as a lever of our own internal movement. One must keep 
pace with the times in order to test and discover which of the current forces run parallel to 
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those governing us from within. And if our time creates torture and suffering, we too 
must prepare ourselves to be oppressed and then create; if our time is in chaos, in 
darkness, then we will do well to leave behind what we have inherited and bravely take a 
step into the abyss. 

Dear Reader, I could have made my job easier by assuming a subservient role to 
some ideal. I could have grown a beard and wrinkled my forehead, or invented a beautiful 
love story with the wonderful news that Hans will find his Gretchen or maybe not.  

Do you know where this would lead? An American novelist, whose recently 
published book had been badly reviewed and whose worried publisher had a negative 
view about the future sales of this love story, put the following advertisement in a 
newspaper’s marriage column: “A Gentleman in his best years, endowed with spiritual 
and material wealth, seeks a young woman not well off with the only condition that she 
must correspond exactly to the portrait of the heroine, which the author, Mr. X (namely 
himself), has outlined in his latest novel.” As a result 40,000 young women bought the 
novel and contacted the author saying that they matched exactly the description of the 
heroine, right down to the smallest detail. I do not mean to say that authors are a 
particularly gifted species of marriage swindlers. I simply prefer not to entertain in order 
to be supported. 

 

 
Alfred Wolfsohn as a young teacher 

 
I believe I have said enough about holes and can now turn to the firm substance 

which – are you surprised dear Reader? – I of course find with me. It is made of plaster of 
Paris and represents my Mask. I will tell you its story. 

The Mask bearing my features lays no claim to be considered a work of art, nor 
does the story which tells of its origin. An art work, as the name implies, is a work of art. 
The German for art is Kunst and is derived from the verb können, i.e. “to be able to.”  

For me, “to be able to” means that I can find concepts like art, life, dream, and 
soul questionable, that is to say, I am able to question them. For example, I once asked: 
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“What is happiness?” “It is where you are not,” came the answer from a Schubert9 song. I 
nodded my head in agreement until I happily remembered that this answer was only 
meant for walkers, who have been overtaken by motorists. For them I found a positive 
answer in a Goethe10 quotation: “The supreme happiness of earth’s children is surely 
personality.”11  

Unfortunately, later I read that when Goethe was asked at the end of his life 
whether he had been happy or not, he replied that if he added together all the happy 
moments throughout his life, they would amount to six weeks, at the most.12 I had the 
choice of assuming that Goethe had only developed a personality for six weeks or that art 
is an activity that colors the things we read. I decided that it must be the latter assumption 
but preferred not to have anything to do with it and was happy just to look at my Mask 
and walk around it. By doing this, I discovered that in my life, I have in fact really done 
nothing other than walk around myself in circles.  

Whether this can be thought of as a way, I leave you to decide, dear Reader.  
 
 

* * * * * 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                   
9 Franz Peter Schubert (31 January 1797 – 19 November 1828) was an Austrian composer. He wrote some 
600 lieder, nine symphonies (including the famous Unfinished Symphony), liturgical music, operas, and a 
large body of chamber and solo piano music. 
10 Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (28 August 1749 – 22 March 1832) is probably the most famous German 
writer and one of the key figures in the Romantic movement. Goethe’s works range from the fields of 
poetry, drama, literature, theology, humanism, and science. Goethe’s magnum opus is the two-part drama, 
Faust. Goethe’s other famous literary works include his poems, the Bildungsroman Wilhelm Meister’s 
Apprenticeship and the novel, The Sorrows of Young Werther. 
11 Goethe, West-östlicher Divan, “Höchstes Glück der Erdenkinder / Ist doch die Persönlichkeit.” 
12 On 27 January 1824, Goethe said to Johann Peter Eckermann (as recorded in his Conversations of 
Goethe): “I have ever been esteemed one of Fortune’s chief favorites; nor will I complain or find fault with 
the course my life has taken. Yet, truly, there has been nothing but toil and care; and I may say that, in all 
my seventy-five years, I have never had a month of genuine comfort. It has been the perpetual rolling of a 
stone, which I have always had to raise anew. My annals will render clear what I now say. The claims upon 
my activity, both from within and without, were too numerous. 

My real happiness was my poetic meditation and production. But how was this disturbed, limited, 
and hindered by my external position! Had I been able to abstain more from public business, and to live 
more in solitude, I should have been happier, and should have accomplished much more as a poet.” 
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Childhood and Developing Ideas 

 
I see myself as a little boy in the music room of my school, a grammar school, 

which had once been a monastery. I sit among a group of students of different ages who 
are singing folk songs, motets, and cantatas, in mixed choirs. I believe I can vaguely feel 
and sense what must have fulfilled the little boy during these moments. I see the pillars, 
which support the ceiling. I see the wooden benches without backs, the piano, and the 
singing teacher; a tall Frisian13 with a white, twisted moustache. He could equally well be 
a sea captain. For me he has the breezy air of the sea about him.  

A special feature of our school was to go on choral singing excursions in the 
Brandenburg March14 around Whitsun15 time. Then we sang many beautiful songs in our 
large repertoire. 

I have nothing in common anymore with the little boy of that time. Yet when I 
think of him as he stood there in those quiet forests, singing with the others, I know that 
his little soul, usually so lonely and withdrawn, rose upwards.  

This little boy, whom at times I try to trace in my memory, whom I seek and am 
unable to find, was no pansy. He played football as fervently as his friends. Every other 
free minute was used to chase any little ball, passionately, even one made out of breakfast 
wrapping paper, and finally to drive it through two posts or trees. But one thing he knew 
clearly: for him there was a difference between playing football and singing. When the 
game ended, he was exhausted, he felt hungry, and empty. A goal had been attained, a 
purpose satisfied. But after singing he was fully there, fulfilled; the music lived on in 
him, forcing him to go dreaming, smilingly, of unknown distant lands, sometimes even 
causing him to cry. 

I see myself at the seaside for the first time in many years. I am alone on an 
evening stroll. I no longer remember what kind of evening it was, whether the sea was 
calm or whether large waves were washing ashore. What kind of sunset was it? What 
color was the sea? What I can still feel in my bones is the wind blowing against me, 
setting my body in motion, making me dance and perform wild leaps, making me utter 
words which elicited ecstatic screams, the origin of which was unknown to me; making 
me sing from my innermost being. Coming to myself again, I feel a strange sensation of 
shame. I cannot comprehend how my usually stiff body had been able to let go and sing 
out in such a strange, wondrous way. 

I see myself, together with a friend, standing in front of a mail box. Although we 
have been schoolmates from the beginning, we only became close friends in the fifth 
                                                   
13 The Frisians are an ethnic group of Germanic people living in coastal parts of Holland and Germany. 
They are concentrated in the Dutch provinces of Friesland and Groningen and, in Germany, East Frisia and 
North Frisia. They inhabit an area known as Frisia. They have a reputation for being tall and light haired 
and have a rich history and folklore. 
14 The Brandenburg March or the March of Brandenburg or Margraviate of Brandenburg (die Mark 
Brandenburg) was a major principality of the Holy Roman Empire from 1157 to 1806. Brandenburg 
developed out of the Northern March founded in the territory of the Slavic Wends. Its ruling margraves 
were established as prestigious prince-electors in the Golden Bull of 1356, allowing them to vote in the 
election of the Holy Roman Emperor. The state thus became additionally known as Electoral Brandenburg 
or the Electorate of Brandenburg. 
15 Whitsun (Old English for White Sunday) is the forty-ninth day (seventh Sunday) after Easter Sunday. In 
the Christian calendar, it is also known as Pentecost, commemorating the descent of the Holy Spirit upon 
the Disciples. 
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form. We do not know our destiny. But we dream together about a future centered around 
art. He paints, and I have given my heart and soul to music. We are both in our first term 
of studying law, but we only attend lectures on art. In our breaks we keep meeting a 
female student, and we both fall in love with her. We do not even dare to think we might 
actually talk to her; it is much more important that he paints a seascape and that I set a 
poem to music. We have been able to discover her address, and now we are standing in 
front of the mail box sending her our artistic creations. The next time we see her not the 
slightest sign of acknowledgement stirs on her face. Yet with new courage we embark on 
our next artistic adventure. We are so young, we believe that if we give our soul, no one 
and nothing can resist us. 

I see myself during the last year of the War.16 I am in the canteen of a prisoner of 
war camp. I have been assigned there because of combat fatigue. The air is foul and 
sticky after the midday meal. I am sitting near the piano on which Sergeant L is playing a 
Chopin17 sonata. The door opens, mail is handed out. I receive a letter. Something in me 
makes me hesitate to open it. Finally I do. The mother of my friend informs me that her 
son has been killed in action in France. For a split-second my heart stops beating. My 
friend had been conscripted much later than me. We had kept in touch, and one day I 
heard that he had come into contact with our secret love. I felt no envy. I was glad for 
him. I seemed to be so far away from things like that: all my attention needed to be 
focussed on keeping myself on the ground so not to be killed by a bullet. What I had 
experienced made me wish all the more that others would be spared my fate. L continues 
to play. I listen and think: I have seen so many soldiers die, perhaps I, too, am dead. Only 
when I listen to this music do I feel that something deep inside me is still alive. I cannot 
even cry anymore, because I know that if I cry for him, I cry only for myself. He was the 
only one to whom I spoke of myself. I opened the world of music to him, and he 
introduced me to painting. When we talked together for countless hours about art, he 
from his field, I from mine, it was as if two streams flowed into one great river.  

L stops playing. I go to him and say, “Please, go on.” He obviously senses my 
feelings for he plays Beethoven’s Appassionata.18 

During the following months we get to know each other. We have many talks. 
Here, in essence, is what I try to tell him: 

I owe a lot to you. When you play, my sadness and depression begin to lift. You remind 
me of my friend who has been killed and that may be the reason why, in some way, I have 
to love you, yes, and why I am forced to court you. Like him you have a tendency to 
remain aloof and, not wanting to give yourself away, you hide your true feelings. I myself 
cannot just receive without giving back. I have to express my gratitude. The only way I can 
do this is by making every attempt to understand and appreciate you.  

I know that for material reasons you chose a teaching career, and thus suppressed your 
longing to study the piano and become an artist. Perhaps you would not have done this if 

                                                   
16 World War I. 
17 Frédéric Chopin  (1 March 1810 – 17 October 1849) was a Polish pianist and composer of the Romantic 
period. He is regarded as one of the most influential composers in the 19th century. 
18 Ludwig van Beethoven (16 December 1770 – 26 March 1827), German composer and virtuoso pianist. 
His Piano Sonata No. 23 in F minor, opus 57, known as the Appassionata, is considered one of his great 
piano sonatas. It was composed during 1803, 1804, 1805, and perhaps 1806, and was dedicated to Count 
Franz von Brunswick in February, 1807 in Vienna. 
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you had really believed in your talent. Maybe you sensed that something was lacking in 
you.  

I believe I can define this inner lack and thereby be of help to you. You play 
scientifically, pedantically. All the notes are played correctly and cleanly; technically 
everything is absolutely perfect, but it is the will that plays the music. What is lacking is 
the inspiration which gives you wings to rise above your heaviness.  

And yet I have never felt music more intensely than in these hours when I am able to 
listen to you. Possibly this feeling has to do with the contrast between the life I am leading 
now and the echo of my earlier life which, as I listen, I project into your playing. There was 
a moment in my life–I had suffered a great loss–when the music of a street organ moved 
me so much more than any great symphony orchestra could have done. It is in this way that 
your music speaks to me. I feel it in the center of my being, which I cannot explain 
intellectually. In this center your music becomes something newly created, newborn, and it 
seems to run in parallel to the feelings of your playing that remains limited to what the 
brain controls and the ear hears.  

Chopin’s Preludes19 and Beethoven’s Appassionata are among your favorite music. 
While listening to you playing these pieces, I begin to see certain images clearly. I have 
written down my description of them, and I offer them to you as a gift. You told me once 
that when you listen to music, you see colors before you, strong, vivid colors. This fact 
makes me hope all the more that my notes will mean something to you and that they will be 
of help to you. 

I see myself sitting in a record shop. There I have on two earphones listening to 
Massenet’s Elegy,20 sung by Caruso,21 accompanied by Mischa Elman22 on violin. I am 
employed as a clerical apprentice in a bank. It is during the time of massive inflation, and 
I have to add figures from morning to night. I use my short lunch hour to run to the 
record shop to listen to the same record again and again. I sense deep down that listening 
to Caruso’s voice makes it possible for me to survive an existence which seems to consist 
of nothing but figures. I also hope it will silence another voice which has crept into me 
and will not leave me. 

I see myself in the consulting room of a psychoanalyst. I have been sent to him in 
the hope that he can cure me, perhaps, from the after-effects of my having been buried 
alive during the War; a fact which has made me unable to hold a job or profession for any 
length of time.  

I say to the doctor, “May I tell you what I believe I am suffering from?” I then 
speak of my war experiences.  

During the second consultation, I respond to his questions in the following 
manner:  

I read a great deal in my youth. Sometimes I am glad that I have forgotten 
everything. However, there is something that I have not forgotten: the epigraph to Raabe’s 

                                                   
19 Preludes Op. 28, by Frédéric Chopin, are a set of twenty-four short pieces written for the piano, 
published in 1839. 
20 Jules Massenet (12 May 1842 – 13 August 1912) was a French composer known for his operas. His 
compositions were popular in the late 19th and early 20th century. 
21 Enrico Caruso (25 February 1873 – 2 August 1921) was an Italian opera singer from Naples and one of 
the greatest tenors in history. 
22 Mikhail Saulovich “Mischa” Elman (20 January 1891 – 5 April 1967) was an American Ukrainian-born 
violinist known for his performance style and tone. 
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novel, The Hunger Pastor,23 an epigraph which imprinted itself on my young soul like a 
great truth. It says: “If you knew what I know, you would laugh little and cry much.”  

I have heard from your colleagues who sent me to you that the medical name for 
my illness is called “war neurosis.” I cannot argue about the accuracy of a medical term, 
but from my point of view, I must object. Can it be called an illness when a man who has 
been tortured physically and psychologically, not just for a short time but for four years, 
responds with rages, screams, and convulsions? It reminds me of Job to whom God sent 
every conceivable calamity, and as a result, he also screamed and raged and cried. Would 
you call this a neurosis too?  

Let me quote a passage from a letter by Hebbel,24 which is in the same vein as 
Raabe’s theme, and is, for me, equally unforgettable: “My child, you ask me which mortal 
illness afflicts me. There is only one death and one mortal illness, and they are unnameable. 
But it is the one which caused Goethe’s Faust to sell himself to the Devil, the one which 
enabled and inspired Goethe to write Faust.25 It is the one which creates a sense of humor. 
It is the one which at once warms and chills the blood. It is the feeling of total contradiction 
in all things. In other words it is an illness, which you will never understand, because you 
asked about it. Is there a remedy for this illness you ask? I do not know. What I do know is 
that the doctor–whether in heaven or in the center of our being–who wants to cure me, 
must first cure the whole world, and then I will be cured at once. It is the confluence of all 
misery in one single body, the craving for deliverance without hope, and therefore, torture 
without end.” 

  I see myself in a singing lesson. I have been on a long journey, and I am now 
singing to a well-known singing teacher in order to be assessed.  

The well-known teacher tells me that I possess great potential and that, with 
sufficient training, the study would be worthwhile. The training of my voice consists of 
three half-hour lessons a week, of which ten minutes are spent talking. The teaching is 
based on a particular method, and the voice is trained to use Caruso’s glottal stop 
technique. At home I am allowed to practice extensively hö-öh and füh-füh, to which end 
I retire to a certain quiet place, partly out of consideration for my family, partly because 
of the well-known and favorable acoustics there – which unfailingly convince a young 
singer that his voice sounds marvelous. In the struggle between me and my larynx, the 
latter, being the wiser of us, gives in. It simply refuses to utter anything but guttural 
sounds and tells me through passive resistance–hoarseness – that things cannot go on like 
this.  

Next I consult another well-known singing teacher who tells me that the way I am 
using my voice is absolutely incorrect, and the method I have followed is completely 
wrong. He tells me that I possess great potential and that with sufficient training the 
results will be worthwhile.  

The training of my voice consists of three half-hour periods a week, of which ten 
minutes are spent talking. I am not allowed to practice at home. Instead I sing the same 
vowels, scales, and vocal exercises in every lesson, and all I learn in three years are two 
arias and ten songs, which I do not master.  

                                                   
23 Wilhelm Raabe (1831 – 1910) was a German novelist, best known for his “poetic realism” style. 
24 Christian Friedrich Hebbel (18 March 1813 – 13 December 1863) was a German poet and playwright 
(Marita Günther translation). 
25 Johann Wolfgang von Goethe’s Faust is a tragic play. It was published in two parts: Faust: The Tragedy 
Part One and Faust: The Tragedy Part Two. It is Goethe’s most famous work. The play, however, is meant 
to be read rather than performed. 
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Nevertheless, I am grateful to both my teachers. Both kindled a certain belief in 
myself, both gave me hope. I am grateful to my first teacher because he allowed me to 
shout. Although unintentionally, he allowed me to sing full out–me who had suppressed 
my real vocal strength and who had suffered from speechlessness. I am grateful to my 
second teacher because he did teach me a certain technique which stood me in good 
stead, although he himself was never quite sure of its validity or even its accuracy.  

Again, I am grateful to both of them for teaching me how not to teach, and by so 
doing, presented problems to me for the solution of which completely new ways had to 
be found; new ways which would not only be relevant to singing but to problems of our 
human nature in general. 

I began my search by following a certain line of thought. I said to myself: You 
have a voice, which judging by the effect it has on other people, could rightly lead you to 
believe that you could become a good singer. You are musical, artistically not ungifted. 
You have the drive and the concentration necessary for such a career. Yet you have not in 
the least achieved what seemed possible and what, to a certain extent, you have seen 
occur in others.  

Why did you not achieve your goal? My answer: You have not been able to find 
the right teacher, one who could guide you. 

 You met people who used their method on you, a method focused on the larynx, 
an organ which confounds doctors to this day. How a sound is made is still a mystery 
which no one has solved. This is something we should not forget. Experts know and point 
out that a singer, unique among creative artists, has to use the body as an instrument, in 
contrast, let us say, to a violinist or a pianist who finds the instrument tangibly outside 
himself, and which, independent of his inner physical or psychological state, is there at 
his disposal.  

To build a good instrument is an art in itself. Violin makers to this day muse over 
the question as to where the secret of a Stradivarius or an Amati26 lies. Speech therapists 
and singing teachers seem to have no need of this as each are apparently in possession of 
the one and only fool-proof recipe. This in turn can give an ardent young singing student 
the assurance that his teacher, knowing all the secrets of the trade, will only have to pass 
his knowledge on to him, and he will become an accomplished singer. However, when 
the initial enthusiasm, together with the teacher’s influence, begin to wane, and the 
student feels that he is not making any progress, he will go to another teacher, perhaps 
even a third, and so on. If he is not dead by now, he will be taking singing lessons 
forever.  

It is useless to concern myself with all the different methods. Let me rather tell 
you a story which will speak for itself; besides, it has the advantage of being true: 

A young woman from some far away country, possessed by a burning desire to learn to 
sing, writes to a world-famous singer and singing teacher, saying that she has no greater 
wish than to be taught by her. The world-famous singer fails to respond to her by letter. 
Despite no response, the young woman makes the long journey and, successfully 
overcoming all obstacles, finally stands before the famous teacher. On hearing this fresh, 
young voice, the teacher is so enthralled that she starts giving her lessons at once, wishing 
to do all she can to help the young woman towards a career. Intensive study begins. 

                                                   
26 17th century Italian violin makers who were from and worked in Cremona. Their violins are considered 
the best ever made. 
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However, after a short time, the young girl’s voice starts to deteriorate, and six months later 
a doctor has to be consulted. The teacher confesses to the young singer that she is so 
desperate, she lies awake at night trying to find the answer to the woman’s failing voice, 
and that in her distress, in order to find a solution to this mystery, she has read her own 
book on the art of singing, again and again. 

I heard this story after I had already started to teach. It served as a kind of 
illustration for many cases with which I had to struggle.  

However, in my work, I have never forgotten that I wanted to find the solution to 
my own problem. Only in this way would I discover the answer to the question as to why 
I had not achieved my goal. For this reason I worked with voices no matter how hopeless, 
because they might give me the chance to find out. Much later I recognized that it was 
often exactly these apparently hopeless cases, singers who had studied for many years 
and were still unable to sing, which allowed me to find the answer to my question. I 
discovered that in each case it was not only their voice that was suffering but their soul. 
Experience taught me that no progress would be achieved if I failed to help correct their 
psychological damage, to restore their faith in themselves, and to transfer my system to 
them. 

One day Chaliapin27 was singing in Boris Godunov28 at the Berlin State Opera. I 
was eager and excited as I had heard so much about him, not only that he was one of the 
most famous singers of our time, but that his whole personality bore the stamp of the 
extraordinary.  

The opera was sung in Russian. When I left the opera house, I was absolutely 
beside myself and quite unable to give a clear account of exactly what it was that had 
affected me so deeply. I did not understand Russian, nor had I heard the opera before 
with its tremendous tonal breadth.  

Was Chaliapin a great singer or a great actor?  
By then I knew enough about singing to recognize that he was by no means a 

first-class, technical singer. What was it then that evoked such intense feelings in me? I 
had heard many famous singers but never before had I responded in quite the same way. 
Was this a natural phenomenon or was it the height of art? 

The only way to describe my feelings is by using an analogy: I remember the 
overwhelming feeling I experienced when I saw the sea for the first time in my life. This 
emotion seemed to have that same quality. There, in my inner-most being, I felt and 
sensed the incredible vastness of the waters, the infinite width of the horizon, the 
continuous movement of the waves revealing to me the eternal ebb and flow of the sea. I 
heard its mysterious and unfathomable melody. And yet I could not comprehend these 
facets by themselves, all of them together could not explain the indefinable concept: the 
sea. The only thing I could do was to experience it in its vast totality.  

And so it was with Chaliapin’s voice. I saw and heard a majestic king, and at the 
same time a madman, spreading fear and terror. I heard the high trumpet-like tenor 
sounds and his dark, earth-bound, deep bass. I heard a thousand differentiations in lyrical 

                                                   
27 Fédor Ivanovitch Chaliapin (13 February 1873 – 12 April 1938) was the most famous Russian opera 
singer of the 20th century. 
28 Boris Godunov is an opera by Modest Mussorgsky (21 March 1839 – 28 March 1881). The work was 
composed between 1868 and 1874 in St. Petersburg. It is Mussorgsky’s only completed opera and is 
considered his masterpiece. 
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and dramatic expression, all presented by one voice, and yet each single factor was 
unimportant in the face of a phenomenon: this was singing of which I had dreamt. 

I had a similar experience some time later during a concert when Paul Bender29 
sang Brahms’30 Die Feldeinsamkeit.31  

I closed my eyes and was no longer in a concert hall. I and the audience seemed to 
be transported by the imaginative powers of this personality, transported into a landscape 
and mindscape in which one felt alone with one’s being suspended in space between 
heaven and earth. There was an uncanny silence in the hall – like being hermetically 
sealed in – and everyone was moved by the emotion of the singer. 

I treasure this experience without any wish to analyse it. I have begun to realize 
and to accept that there are moments in life which one grasps intuitively aware of their 
unique importance but knowing that one has to wait to understand them, and believe me, 
they will make themselves known. 

 
 

* * * * * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                   
29 Paul Bender (28 July 1875 – 25 November 1947) was a popular opera singer who had a 30 year career in 
the Munich Opera. 
30 Johannes Brahms (7 May 1833 – 3 April 1897) was a German composer of the Romantic period. 
31 This is known in English as The Field Solitude.  
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Letter to Mrs B, Voice, Music, Psychology, and Jung 

 
Dear Mrs. B.,32 after many conversations, the time has come when I can express 

my thoughts about you more clearly. 
You will remember our first meeting. You sang for me and then asked whether 

you should continue with your voice training. To my surprise I was unable to give you a 
straight answer. Instead I suggested that you work with me for a certain length of time 
and see whether you received what you were expecting. The reason why I was unable to 
say “yes” or “no” lay in the conflict between what my ears heard and what my eyes saw. 
What I saw gave me the impression that here was a sensitive woman, capable of 
expressing real feeling, but listening to your singing seemed to contradict this impression. 
My ears heard a voice without soul, lacking any warmth, any life.  

I have learned to a certain extent to gain some insight into a person’s character by 
listening to their voice, to hear the vibrations from their inner world, and to interpret 
them. 

In our day and age, we have come to accept the interpretative methods of 
graphology33 as a science; no longer is it seen as just a childish amusement. In other 
words handwriting has been found worthy of serious study, providing us with clues about 
a person’s character. Similarly, yet more profoundly, the expressive qualities of the voice 
enables a trained ear to draw conclusions about an entire personality. 

Poets and writers sensed the importance of voice long ago. Knut Hamsun, for 
instance, touched on this subject in his novel, Mysteries, from which I quote the 
following: 

Oh, yes: I wanted to know to what extent you consider me capable of judging human 
beings? I think I can detect undertones in the voice of a person I am speaking with – I have 
a very sensitive ear. When I am talking to someone, I do not have to look at him to follow 
his thinking. I can sense immediately if he is lying or trying to put something over on me. 
The voice is a dangerous instrument. I do not mean the timbre of the voice, which may be 
high or low, melodious or grating, I am not talking about the sound but about the inner 
world from which it springs – the underlying mysteries.34 

  In your case I could not hear the mystery behind the voice. This world seemed to 
be entirely missing.  

It took me quite a long time to find an explanation for these contradictory 
impressions; my eyes seeing one thing and my ears hearing something else. 

                                                   
32 Mrs. B. (Frau B.) was a Mrs. Böhm who was in Jungian analysis in 1930s Berlin and according to Marita 
Günther had introduced Wolfsohn to Jung. She survived WWII, visited Wolfsohn in England after the war, 
and Marita Günther visited her in Berlin in 1960. See Dark Voices, p. 51. However, further research has 
revealed that Frau Bôhm was the Jungian analyst Kaethe Buegler who was half Jewish but survived the 
Nazis because she was the mistress of Gustav Richard Heyer—a Jungian analyst, a close friend and 
collaborator of Jung’s in the 20s and 30s, an Eranos lecturer, and an SD agent along with the Hindologist, 
Jacob Wilhelm Hauer.  
33 Graphology is the study and analysis of handwriting especially in relation to depth psychology. 
34 Knut Hamsun, Mysteries, Gerry Bothmer, trans., 1971; rpt. London: Souvenir Press, 2002, p. 145. 
Hamsun (4 August 1859 – 19 February 1952), was a Norwegian novelist who received the Nobel Prize in 
Literature in 1920 and was almost executed after WWII because of his support for Hitler and Germany 
during Norway’s occupation. 
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You told me that you had undergone analysis, and that after the physical 
symptoms of your illness had disappeared, you continued to occupy yourself with Jung’s 
psychology. In fact, it was your great wish to study it further in order to gain more 
knowledge in this field.  

Naturally, I had to find out to what extent your being, your whole personality, had 
been influenced by this important experience. 

I began to read Jung’s work, and I greatly admire his ideas. Yet, in order to work 
with you, to help you, I had no other choice but to be critical of him. I was aware of the 
fact that, basically, I was not critical of Jungian psychology, but I needed to fight against 
your understanding of it.  

Your idea of it, and the effect it had on you, must have been wrong to a certain 
extent. This is the only way I can explain why your voice – for me the mirror of your 
inner psychological life – sounded so soulless. 

The range of judgment of a voice is limited. There really are not many ways of 
describing the impact a voice can have on a listener. You can say: “This voice is 
beautiful” – which does not say very much. Or you can say: “This voice is soulful” – 
which says a lot if the word means something to you. You can say: “This voice touches 
my heart” – which describes a subjective feeling of the listener. To say: “This voice is 
warm” – means there is life in it, which is communicated to the listener.  

I once asked your husband at what point did he know he had been touched by a 
voice. His answer is perhaps revealing. He said, “When I begin to get goose bumps.” 

None of these descriptions seems to apply to your voice. I asked myself the 
question, how is it possible that someone who is being helped to find the way to her soul, 
someone who is seeking the Self, and is taught to reflect on her inner world, how can this 
person be so unable to express herself externally? 

I learned from you that the essential part of your psychological studies consisted 
in recording your dreams and then searching, with the help of literary examples, to find a 
range of dream associations and commentaries. This dependency on your dreams, this 
preoccupation with your nocturnal life, took on such a pattern that you began to feel 
anxious if you did not dream for a few nights. You even began to fear that it meant your 
health was suffering or that you had stopped in your development. 

From my point of view, I do not deny the importance of dreams, which represent 
the creative forces of our unconscious. But I do believe that they are not the one and only 
way to our inner Self. I understand the concept of dreams as a transposition of creative 
forces in a larger sense.  

To give you an idea of how my days are spent, I could perhaps say that I do 
nothing but dream. Maybe this is because the word reality, in terms of the actual fact of 
living, has no meaning for me. Let me give you an example: I am standing at the window 
of a train. I see a landscape passing by. I see trees, meadows, hills in the distance. I see 
horses, cows, and sheep grazing. I see people working in the fields; maybe they have 
some thoughts about the train speeding by. I myself begin to have thoughts and images of 
what kind of life they might be leading, what might be going on in the house we have just 
passed. The wonder of the skies and clouds touches me, they seem to free me from the 
prison of the train, and I become at one with the world around me. Everything is possible 
for the experience of my eyes. The only thing that seems impossible is to imagine that I 
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experience reality. This, you could say, is my life during daytime, hopelessly subjected to 
the mystery of time. The only constant factor for me is the change of time.  

Looking at it closely, this life of the day is not so different from the life we lead in 
our dreams at night. Their apparent senselessness is not so different from our waking day 
dreams. 

I have told you about my experiences during the War. I will try and explain again 
what happened. Certain images appear before my eyes. The first one which comes to me, 
and which I want to describe, may have to do with the realization that for me war has to 
do with the word father, just as peace is concomitant with my idea of mother. 

I am lying in bed. There is a knock at the door. I wake up. My mother comes into 
the room. She is holding a letter in her hand which the postman has just brought. Most 
likely the postman is wearing a postman’s uniform, who knows, maybe his name is 
Schulze. In a way, for me, he exists only through his ringing of the front door bell; this 
ringing gives me a sort of image of him. This time the postman has brought a letter which 
will certainly change my life, and more than that, it contains the possibility that it might be 
the beginning of the end of my life. The letter is, in fact, my call-up order. I am to become 
a soldier, and I am to go to war. Some high-ranking officer has signed the call-up order, 
and I must obey it. The high-ranking officer also has to obey the Kaiser, whom I do not 
know, and who lives in a big palace, ruling over sixty million people, master of life and 
death.  

I say to my mother: “Please, will you make me a nice cup of coco?” If you had 
dreamt this, you would perhaps have reflected for a long time as to what meaning could be 
contained in this apparently senseless image. Although I have forgotten much of what 
happened during the four years of the War, this image has remained vividly in my memory. 
I have thought about it, and I know now that this little episode contained the symbol of 
everything which, for me, meant “a sheltered life.”  

I am traveling in a transport train to an unknown destination. I am now wearing a 
uniform. Later I am walking like an automaton, my left hand on the seam of my trouser leg, 
my right hand touching my soldier’s cap. I greet another uniform, which I know is that of a 
higher rank than mine. Then I am holding a rifle in my arms. I am told that this is my bride. 
I am also told that with this rifle I will later shoot and kill people. I am suddenly thinking of 
God. He has forbidden me to kill. I think, Who is God? He sits on a throne behind the 
clouds. He is the Lord and Master over all humans, but it seems He is not as almighty as 
the Kaiser. 

We are now in a foreign country. In this foreign country there are trenches, 
trenches everywhere. I am living in these trenches. Every now and then the darkness of the 
night is lit up by skyrockets; strange stars made by man. Shells burst right and left. I throw 
myself on the ground, my hands clawing the earth. Often someone next to me is hit. Each 
time I am astonished that I have been spared. Once, I sink down in a trench and sink into 
the mud. My comrades, like phantoms in the darkness, pass me by and do not help me. I 
am stuck in the muck and alone. Everything depends on my army boots. They have become 
my greatest enemies. They hinder me in every movement. I rip open the sides of my boots 
with my bayonet and begin to crawl on all fours. There is a barrage around me. Each gun 
from which it is coming are served by four or five Frenchmen. I do not know where they 
are from. I do not know who they are. They do not even know that they could easily kill 
me. Under fire, we have to take a certain piece of ground. It is no good shouting; “Jean-
Baptiste, Maurice, or Pierre, I have done you no wrong, what do you want from me?” I 
keep crawling. The hours pass. The firing is getting fiercer and my danger greater. I pray to 
God, but He does not help me. From somewhere I hear a voice shouting: “Comrade, 
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Comrade!” I close my eyes, shaking with fear, thinking: “How can a voice utter such a 
sound, a voice in extremis?” Grenades whistle, a voice pleads, I curse God. I hear His 
scornful laughter in infinite space. The earth is ripped open, the sky a fiendish backdrop, a 
realm between being alive, only just, and dying. What continues are the automatic 
movements of my body, that is all—and the unceasing question: Why? What for? 

This could also be the retelling of a dream. One could, for instance, have dreamt it 
this way: I have to crawl along a tunnel for what seems an eternity. All the hell-like 
torture and torment that human imagination can possibly conceive are within me and 
outside me.  
 Now, all that is left of the reality of the sequence of events is a dream memory, 
and from that day, my aim has been to search for an interpretation, a meaning for it all.  

For me to interpret means to embody the inherent strength that lies in such a 
dream, to embody it in every way. But all this happened in a waking state, in so-called 
REALITY. And yet I believe that in my concept of seeing it as a dream, the strength that 
lies in it is the same as the strength you draw from hundreds of dreams. It was for this 
reason that I suggested to you that you might perhaps take just one single dream, 
understand and realize it in all its breadth and depth. 

I can understand that the interpretation of so many dreams gave you pleasure and 
satisfaction, enabling you to correlate yourself with all the mythologies of the world, but 
it paralyzed your emotional development and the world of your feelings. This is my 
attempt to explain why your voice does not vibrate. Furthermore, I should try to stop you 
from following your psychological studies, by this I mean in the way that you were doing 
it. This does not mean in any way that I want you to throw away the knowledge you 
acquired. I merely want to try to show you another way of finding yourself. In this way 
you will see that the principles which have made modern psychology will emerge in a 
different form. 
 When I speak of the principles which modern psychology has discovered, I am 
not saying that I presume there is a fundamental difference between modern and ancient 
psychology. Antiquity’s definition of the human soul is formulated in the basic idea of: 
Know Thyself.35 I do not think I am wrong when I assume that the core of the psychology 
you follow is based on the same idea. What Jung considers to be the final definition of 
the soul, the Self, is contained in this phrase. What lies between the formulation of the 
ancient phrase, “Know Thyself,” and its modern phraseology is like the difference 
between our moving about on foot and our moving using a car or an aeroplane. It does 
not mean that the rational or emotional capacity, or indeed the enquiring mind of a 
motorist, is necessarily superior to that of a pedestrian. I mean to say that the complicated 
“switchboard” of a modern thinker is not necessarily superior to the seemingly primitive 
thinking in ancient times. 

I cannot imagine that it will actually help you much when Jung points out the 
conceptual difference between soul and psyche. And I believe that it might even give you 
a bigger headache when you read: “The psyche comprises the totality of all psychological 

                                                   
35 “Know Thyself” or Gnothi Seauton in Greek was one of three inscriptions (along with the letter “E,” 
Greek epsilon and also signifying the number five) carved in the forecourt on the entry porch at Apollo’s 
temple at Delphi. The other two inscriptions were: Meden Agan, “Nothing in Excess,” and Eggua Para 
d’Ate, “Swear an Oath and Mischief is Near.” In ancient times all four inscriptions held equal importance, 
but in modern times of high narcissism, it seems only “Know Thyself” is remembered, used, and quoted. 
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processes, the conscious ones as well as the unconscious.” You may even agree with me 
when I maintain that when he says the psyche comprises the totality of all psychological 
processes, this is not a definition of the psyche, because now I have to rack my brain and 
ask, what the hell is a psychological process. 

Let me tell you a little episode, taken from a different field. I read Stendhal’s36 
essay On Love.37 I did not get goose bumps from reading his ingenious and penetrating 
observation on this subject, but I did feel them once from the tone of a little girl, just five 
years old. The little girl was playing and suddenly, apropos of nothing, she told me she 
loved me. It was like this. The little girl was playing by herself. Suddenly she stopped and 
said loudly to her father, who was hard of hearing: “You are the man I love the most that 
I know.” Whereupon she slipped past me, whispering: “But I love you even more.” 

Although I appreciate the genius of language, I am aware that it can give rise to 
misunderstandings or misconceptions, just as our world can be seen as either God’s great 
gift to humanity or as a delusion of devilish power. I believe that the simple phrase: 
“Know Thyself” can teach us as much as a flood of brilliantly crafted definitions, 
providing we take the trouble to understand it in its depth. 

An observation taken from singing may illustrate my point of view from another 
angle. Students came to me who knew just about everything there was to know about the 
anatomy of the larynx, who were all well informed about the mechanics of speaking and 
techniques of singing, who could show off with clever, phonetic tricks. There was only 
one thing they could not do, namely, sing. Let me stress that when I speak of singing, I do 
not see it as an artistic exercise but as a possibility and a means of knowing oneself and 
of transforming this knowledge into conscious life.  

Therefore, your wish to sing beautifully and correctly—a wish you share with 
many others—seems to me to be absolutely right. When I hear someone express the 
desire to sing beautifully, I believe that this wish also contains something other than 
ambition, vanity, or a will to excel in a so-called artistic field. Otherwise I could not 
explain the fact that some people whose life had been enriched and blessed, finally saw it 
as unfulfilled because their wish to be able to sing had been denied them. Even Socrates 
ultimately had to follow his daemon38 and learn to play the flute. Music is a powerful 
force and is a central experience of life. 

Music in its largest sense begins with the crying of a baby. Music accompanies 
every festive occasion. Music flares up in the eternal moments of love making, and again 
it surges up, cries out, in times of suffering, in our sorrow, in our pain, in our hour of 
death. Music moves us when we commune with nature, when the sea sings its song, when 
the petrified waves of the hills and mountains tune in with their melody, and when the 
furrows of the earth begin their maternal lullaby. 

To sing is the primary use of music – nature’s gift to every human – so that one 
may express and reveal oneself. People communicate through speech, which is not just a 
neutral combination of sounds but is a rise and fall of musical flux. God, in whose image 
                                                   
36 Marie-Henri Beyle (23 January 1783 – 23 March 1842), better known by his penname Stendhal, was a 
ninteenth-century French writer. 
37 Written in 1822. 
38 In Plato’s Symposium, the priestess Diotima teaches Socrates that love is not a god, but rather a good 
daemon. In Plato’s Trial of Socrates, Socrates claimed to have a daimonion, a small daemon, that warned 
him against mistakes but never told him what to do or coerced him into following it. He claimed that his 
daemon exhibited greater accuracy than any of the forms of divination practised at the time. 
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humanity is created, made Himself known to people through His voice, not through His 
image. It is for this reason that the religious people par excellence, the Jews, drew up as 
their first divine commandment an interdict prohibiting the making of an image of God; 
because God, infinite and incomprehensible, cannot be expressed in finite and tangible 
forms without destroying the image. Therefore, humans glorify God by singing hymns 
and psalms and, just as Bruckner39 once dedicated a symphony to God, people pray when 
they want to communicate with Him. The angels make music in Heaven, and Heaven 
itself, where God dwells, is an infinite melody coming from a luminous bow.  

All music leads back to the sound of the human voice, for all musical instruments 
made by humans are transformations of the voice in all possible variations. This is why it 
seems to me one of the most natural things in the world to hear a pianist or a conductor 
singing along with the music, and if they do not do so audibly, I am sure they do it 
internally.40  

It is inherent in the nature of sound that it is subject to continuous transformation. 
In the flux of human existence, sound corresponds exactly to the waves of water; all 
degrees of intensity are repeated, reaching from pianissimo to fortissimo. Both the flow of 
water and the movement of sound are subject to the law of tension, which is the principle 
of life itself. In this sense, the essence of music is different from other possibilities 
through which people express their creativity, for example, in sculpture, painting, and 
architecture. But that does not mean that I think them to be less important. I want to say 
that I find the primal element of creativity most strongly expressed in music, and every 
picture, every architectural creation in my eye sings, which for me is a transformed ear. 

Let me repeat something I said a little earlier: my eye can see mountains as if they 
were petrified waves of the sea, waves suspended in a state of rest. This ability to link 
seeing and hearing gives me the ability, for example, to understand Beethoven’s music 
more deeply when I see it in relation to the creations of Michelangelo.41 I find it 
meaningful that both Beethoven and Michelangelo are of Promethean origin. Like 
Prometheus, they stole fire from Heaven, they were chained to a rock, and left in total 
isolation. They had their livers gnawed at by an eagle, whereupon they screamed and 
moaned and cried. Their liver was gnawed at to make them unable to digest the ambrosia 
of earthly happiness, thus becoming ever more bitter and depressed, so that they, whose 
fate it was to be chained for a lifetime, would be forced to try and break those chains. 
Thus, Michelangelo, in creating his sculptures in gigantic proportions, burst the limiting 
chains of raw material, and Beethoven, in his opera Fidelio,42 led the human voice into 
new realms where the demands on it could hardly be fulfilled. 

                                                   
39 Anton Bruckner (4 September 1824 – 11 October 1896) was an Austrian composer known primarily for 
his symphonies, Masses, and motets. 
40 The Canadian pianist Glenn Gould (25 September 1932 – 4 October 1982) was famous for doing exactly 
this, and criticized for it.  
41 Michelangelo di Lodovico Buonarroti Simoni (6 March 1475 – 18 February 1564), commonly known as 
Michelangelo, was an Italian Renaissance painter, sculptor, architect, poet, and engineer. Despite making 
few forays beyond the arts, his versatility in the disciplines he took up was so excellent that he is often 
considered the archetypal Renaissance man, along with his older rival and fellow Florentine, Leonardo da 
Vinci (15 April 1452 – 2 May 1519). 
42 Fidelio (Op. 72) (1805) is an opera in two acts by Ludwig van Beethoven. It is Beethoven’s only opera. 
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In the same vein, rather than compare Richard Wagner to another composer, I can 
gain a better understanding of him if I can see him artistically in relation to Nietzsche.43 
By finding a common background, I can make a bridge between Wagner’s Nibelungen44 
and Nietzsche’s Zarathustra.45 If Beethoven and Michelangelo were Promethean, 
Wagner and Nietzsche were men searching for salvation and deliverance. This approach 
helps me more than knowing about the milieu from which they came, how they were 
shaped by the world around them, or to what extent they mastered the stylistic principles 
of their art. Thus, Wagner gave form to his world of fairy-tale princes and princesses, 
reshaping the destiny of his gods and heroes, while Nietzsche created his drama of 
Zarathustra and his theory of the superman. Perhaps future generations will not think it 
surprising that the pathos of Zarathustra and that of the Nibelungen run parallel. In fact, 
on deeper reflection, they will find that both stem from the same source. Wagner’s 
creation of The Mastersingers46 does not contradict my view, because the character of 
Walter Stolzing, too, plays the role of a fairy-tale prince whose task is to awaken 
Sleeping-Beauty-Art and Sleeping-Beauty-Eve from their slumber; and Nietzsche wrote 
The Gay Science.47 In this book it is Prince Outlaw who plays a new tune. Again, it is no 
contradiction that Wagner and Nietzsche first met – certainly not by chance – and then 
broke-off their friendship. They had to pass each other by and become enemies, because 
the beginning and ending of their paths were too different. Wagner’s life went from being 
a revolutionary theatre director and conductor to the creation of Parsifal;48 while 
Nietzsche began his career as a philologist and ended up a crucified Dionysus. Do not 
forget that Nietzsche, in his days of illness and mental disorder, cried out for Cosima,49 
“the Great Mother.” Behind this cry for help, applicable to both of them, there lies a 
deeper meaning than those presented in all the cultural criticism written about them.  

                                                   
43 Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche (15 October 1844 – 25 August 1900) was a late  nineteenth-century German 
philologist and philosopher. He wrote critiques of religion, morality, contemporary culture, philosophy, and 
science. Nietzsche’s influence remains within and beyond philosophy, especially in relation to 
existentialism, psychology, and postmodernism. 
44 The Ring of the Nibelung is a cycle of four epic music dramas by Richard Wagner. The operas are based 
loosely on characters from the Norse sagas and the Nibelungenlied. The works are often referred to as The 
Ring Cycle, Wagner’s Ring, or simply The Ring. Wagner wrote the libretto and music over the course of 
about twenty-six years, from 1848 to 1874.  
45 Thus Spoke Zarathustra, subtitled A Book for All and None, is a work by Nietzsche composed in four 
parts between 1883 and 1885. 
46 The Mastersingers of Nuremberg, (Die Meistersinger von Nürenberg) is an opera in three acts, written 
and composed by Richard Wagner. It is one of the most popular operas in the repertory, and one of the 
longest still performed today, usually taking around five hours. It was first performed at the Königliches 
Hof- und National-Theater, Münich, on June 21, 1868. 
47 The Gay Science was first published in 1882 and followed by a second edition, which was published after 
the completion of Thus Spoke Zarathustra and Beyond Good and Evil, in 1887. This substantial expansion 
included a fifth book and an appendix of songs. It contains the most poetry ever published by him. 
48 Parsifal (1882) is an opera, or music drama, in three acts by Richard Wagner. It is loosely based on 
Wolfram von Eschenbach's Parzival, the medieval (13th century) epic poem of the Arthurian knight 
Parzival (Percival) and his quest for the Holy Grail. 
49 Cosima Wagner (24 December 1837 – 1 April 1930) was the illegitimate daughter of Franz Liszt and was 
Richard Wagner’s second wife. 
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Here is another parallel. I think that all of us who love art, at some point in our 
lives, have studied Rembrandt.50 I discovered him quite late in life; earlier I was too 
preoccupied with myself. Some of his paintings seem not to impress me at all, which 
might well be because my understanding of the technique of painting is limited. On the 
other hand, others have made a deep, never to be forgotten, impression. 

One of these paintings is Rembrandt’s Last Self-Portrait. Here, one can barely see 
if it is a portrait of an old man or old woman. I am not sure if I can judge the correct 
distribution of light and shade, so I am all the more able to abandon myself to its demonic 
and magical power. What a mental and spiritual force! I have not found it in any other 
painter either before or after him, but I did experience it when I heard and saw Chaliapin.  
 

 
Rembrandt’s Last Self-Portrait, Cologne 

 

There was the face of an old man or at times an old woman, and then again, I saw 
that his face looked like Hille Bobbe.51 This face of Hille Bobbe is similar: it has an all-
knowing wisdom in relation to the things of this world and their duality. This face 
expresses the balance between laughter and tears, and having found this balance, is able 
to convey everything, but everything, to the observer. 

                                                   
50 Rembrandt (15 July 1606 – 4 October 1669) was a Dutch painter and engraver. He is generally 
considered one of the greatest painters and printmakers in European history. His contributions to art came 
in a period known as the Dutch Golden Age. 
51 Hille Bobbe is a portrait by Dutch painter Frans Hals (c. 1580 – 26 August 1666), which was created 
between 1633 and 1635. It is in the Gemäldegalerie, Berlin. The painting is also titled Malle Babbe or the 
Witch of Haarlem. 
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Hille Bobbe by Frans Hals, Berlin 

 
Knut Hamsun has captured this magical, spiritual power in his book, The Ring is 

Closed.52  
Do you know what a “voyeur” is?  
It is someone who finds pleasure spying through the keyhole of a locked door 

watching two lovers make love. There are forty years between Hamsun’s novels, 
Mysteries and The Ring is Closed. I do not identify with the protagonist Nagel nor the one 
called Abel, but I do connect to the Outsider, as Hamsun once defined his character 
Nagel, and I relate to the liminal man represented by Abel. Behind both these 
protagonists is the writer Hamsun, who does not identify himself by name. All this rings 
true to me because I agree with Leonardo da Vinci, who once said: “The mirror, yes, the 
mirror. The mirror is our teacher.”  

So, you, who can truly look at yourself, affirm the Shadow,53 know yourself and 
thereby reveal yourself.  

The essence of great people lies not in the fact that they paint or write or compose, 
but that they reveal themselves. 

Thus Hamsun reveals himself in repeating variations with his refrain of 
“voyeurism,” the rhythm of an old man. He does this in a most extraordinary and sublime 
way in his book, A Wanderer Plays on Muted Strings.54 There he writes:  

A white mist gathers before my eyes. So … they have come to it now. Now he takes her, 
has his will and joy of her…. A melancholy weariness and rest comes over me. I feel 
miserable and alone. It is late; my heart has had its day…. 

All his protagonists live the life of the eternal wanderer. They are outside the 
realm of ordinary existence, roaming from country to country. Life passes them by, and 
they stand on the sidelines. Growth of the Soil,55 another book by Hamsun, does not 
contradict this theme. Here the story describes what has been sketched out in an episode 
in Mysteries, namely, the desire of the eternal wanderer. Just as the earth-bound and 

                                                   
52 Knut Hamsun, The Ring  is Closed (1936), Marita Günther translation from the German. 
53 The Shadow is a concept in Jungian psychology where that which is often most hated by a person is in 
fact a part or an unintegrated part of a person’s psyche. 
54 Knut Hamsun, A Wanderer Plays on Muted Strings (1909), W. W. Worster translation from the 
Norwegian. 
55 Written in 1917, this novel helped Hamsun receive the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1920. 
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home-loving person, at some point in life, yearns to throw off the fetters of orderly 
existence and roam as a vagabond, so the wanderer is fascinated by the dream of a settled 
life and owning a little piece of land. 

Once again Hamsun reveals himself when he touches upon the theme of incessant 
hunger. In his first novel, Hunger,56 he speaks about it in physical terms. Later he 
translates this theme into psychological terms, and there his characters perish from 
psychological malnutrition. Not to be able to still one’s hunger, not to be able to love; to 
want to sate one’s hunger, to want to love – these are the forces which rule our lives. 
These are the forces that at once inspire, give form, and give content; forces which can be 
found exquisitely expressed as the unsolvable duality in Rembrandt’s self portrait as an 
old man. 

This mental and spiritual force, I felt it once, shining out of a French film, Cette 
Vieille Canaille. It is a film in which the French actor, Harry Baur,57 plays a doctor who, 
late in his bachelor life, falls passionately in love with a young girl. He does not live his 
passion actively but views his life and love for the young girl as if he were just an 
observer. If you have some knowledge of the art of physiognomy, you might find it 
believable when I tell you that in this film, Rembrandt’s apparently unique features are 
recreated. In the same way, I would not hesitate for a moment to change the title of 
Rembrandt’s painting to Cette Vieille Canaille. 

In the film the doctor’s name seems to be shrouded in mystery and is only hinted 
at, with the possibility left open as to who is really that character. 

There is something of the same unknown quality in the meaning of “voyeur,” 
which I spoke of earlier. Literally translated, “voyeur” means “seer.” This word contains 
the other meaning, which is that of a person who can see through the literal things of 
life.58 In this concept of “the seer,” we find a whole complex of characters. It contains the 
old magician, the figure of Klingsor,59 and his wisdom as a royal priest: “All is vanity.” 
These are the Cassandras60 who prophesy and lament, because they have to stand on the 
side, helpless against the jeering and taunting of the ordinary person. Prophets are made 
of this stuff, also great comedians, tragic clowns, Shakespeare’s fools, Goethe’s 
Mephisto, Ahasver61 the Wandering Jew – and their ancestor is Satan, the antagonist of 

                                                   
56 Written in 1890. 
57 Harry Baur (12 April 1880 – 8 April 1943) was a popular French character actor whose probable death 
due to torture by the Gestapo (after being denounced as a Freemason and Jew) in Germany, where he was 
forced to go to make a film in 1942, helped galvanize French resistance to German occupation in 1943. 
58 This concept of Wolfsohn’s, to “see through the literal things of life,” prefigures a similar idea of James 
Hillman as articulated in chapter three of his work, Re-Visioning Psychology, New York: Harper & Row, 
1975. 
59 Klinsgor is the sorceror in Wagner’s Parsifal. 
60 Cassandra is a mythological figure who was the daughter of Priam of Troy. Her great beauty attracted the 
god Apollo, who gave her powers of prophecy on her promise that she would make love to him. When she 
refused to do so after he gave her his gift, Apollo, angered, added to his gift to her that no one would listen 
or believe what she had to say. Hence, while all her prophecies were true, especially that Troy would fall 
due to the Greeks’ gift of the Trojan Horse, no one believed her. During the sack of Troy, she took refuge 
in the temple of Athena, but was seized anyway and raped by Ajax Minor. She was then given to 
Agamenon as a concubine and killed along with him on his return to Mycenae by his wife, Clytemnestra, 
and her lover, Aegisthes.  
61 Ahasver, the Wandering Jew, is a figure from medieval Christian folklore whose legend began to spread 
in Europe in the thirteenth century and became a fixture of Christian mythology, and later, of Romanticism. 
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God; Satan who had to stand to the side, the side where darkness overshadows the 
splendor of light. 

“Seers” need to announce what they see, their voice speaks, and for me, they also 
sing, and singing is what counts. Therefore, no matter where the voice comes from, be it 
from a book, a picture, or a song, it is the mystery behind the voice that is important, 
always the same, and from which, perhaps, wisdom can be divined, a wisdom not 
conceived in the head but coming from a deeper center within. Believing in this last 
statement, I have tried not to philosophize or to formulate new concepts, but to love 
wisdom. Wisdom, “she,” the shy and aloof one, advised me first of all to know myself 
and to begin by musing, by wondering. Resignedly, as is my habit, I closed the book in 
which I had found “her” good advice and did as I was told.  

I began by wondering as to why I was wondering. What does it mean “to 
wonder?” Undoubtedly the verb “to wonder” is linked with the noun “wonder.” So its 
meaning may well point to the fact that one should begin by not taking the things of this 
world for granted but to understand them as belonging to a world which cannot be 
explained just in the head.  

Also, I began to wonder about the phenomenon called voice. I wondered about 
concepts such as “God,” “Soul,” “Love,” and each time I thought about them, I found the 
substance behind the word was a wonder for me, and that finally, its basic essence 
remained inexplicable. I did not find it contradictory that these words were used daily by 
all so-called civilized and cultured people, in the same way as they use Odol62 to brush 
their teeth, morning, noon, and night. The fact that besides Odol toothpaste, we also have 
Chlorodent, tells you that we have not yet invented a universal toothpaste for cleaning our 
teeth. Others maintain that there is yet a third, even cheaper kind, and further still some 
unpleasant people say that there are people who cleverly avoid cleaning their teeth 
altogether, and in spite of this, they still have beautiful, healthy teeth. Therefore, I will 
assume that we can still wait a little until a universal remedy is found to explain such 
semantic problems as “God,” “Soul,” and “Love.” 

I cannot say that I found following the good advice given to me by “Her”63 
enjoyable or satisfying.  

I only found some peace of mind after I had the following experience: I once 
spent a holiday in the Dolomites.64 From the window of my room, I had a view of the 
mountains from early morning till night. On one of those days, with an almost cloudless, 
brilliantly sunny sky, I observed that during different times of the day, depending on the 
sun’s position, the same mountains offered an ever-changing panorama. In the morning 
the mountains were shimmering in a soft light, which enveloped them in a fading blue 
color, effacing their contours until I could hardly distinguish their outlines. Midday 
showed their colors vividly, as if glazed, bringing them into a clear and stark relief. But 

                                                                                                                                                        
The original legend concerns a Jew who taunted Jesus on the way to the Crucifixion and was then cursed to 
wander the earth until the Second Coming. 
62 Odol is still the leading brand of toothpaste in Germany. Chlorodent no longer exists. 
63 Wisdom 
64 The Dolomites are mountains located in north-eastern Italy and are part of the southern Alpes. This area 
was the scene of most of the fighting in Italy in WWI and is known since ancient times as a popular tourist 
area for Italians to escape the heat of the Mediterranean summer or for Germans to escape the dullness of 
Mittel Europa.  
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the evening light gave the mountains a golden glow, and this, more beautiful than ringing 
bells, brought peace into my tired heart. At night they vanished into darkness. 

I walked along a small path, gazing at them, lost in thought: so, you see, it is not 
even possible in the course of a day to say, “This mountain looks like this or has that 
feature.” Just as there is no absolute and constant view of the mountains, there can be no 
absolute and final explanation of such concepts as “God,” “Soul,” or “Love.” In the same 
way that the mountains changed, depending upon which light fell on them at any given 
hour, so “God” becomes a different God depending on the reflection of my feelings 
falling on Him: the splendor of my love, or the fire of my hate, the red heat of my 
passion, the pale, insipid white of my apathetic smile, or the blackness of my negativity. 
The only constant element in the cycle of my views was the change of points of view; a 
change which can transform a vacuum of abstract thought into a moving world. 

Another similar experience made me think and wonder. One day I was dying of 
thirst, and to quench it, I put my mouth straight under a tap. As the cooling water ran 
down my throat, the thought came to me: “What actually is water?” The answer came 
automatically, “H2O!” What did that explain? What do those elements mean for me? 
Once more I was steered away from understanding the real composition of water and 
instead continued to ask more questions. It was more important for me to be aware that a 
liquid had run down my throat, a process which fulfilled my desire to quench my thirst. 
The same satiating process, relating to my own feelings, took place whenever I sat in a 
boat, dangling my hand in the water. What I found interesting was the sensation that there 
was my hand, swimming in an unfamiliar space, almost separate from my body, held 
incorporeally, as it were, by an element which could in no way be defined. And when I 
think of the poetic line – “the soul of man is like water” – I am even further away from 
any desire for definition, but I find that it moves me more than any intellectual definition 
of the word “soul.” 

Just as the mountains had served me by offering the gift of their different visual 
aspects, all these various experiences served to make clear to me that my constant 
question of asking “what” should be secondary to the importance of my feelings evoked 
by them.  

I returned from my mountain visit with still another insight. We have had many 
discussions as to what role age plays in singing. You held the view that age was decisive 
in the ability to learn to sing, and you maintained that after a certain age, there would be 
little chance of learning. While explaining my completely opposite point of view to you, I 
had to think of the mountains which had, new each day, symbolized for me the seasons of 
humanity: in the morning – aspiring youth; at midday – the zenith of life; in the evening – 
the transfiguration of maturity. These symbolic images made me realize that it was 
meaningless to define age. I want to remind you of Goethe’s contention that in the course 
of a lifetime a person goes through several periods of puberty. His own life was living 
proof of this. At the time of my first puberty, I went through such a numbness of all 
feeling, emotion, and sensation – so-called signs of aging – I believed even then that I 
would never again experience it to such a degree. The number of suicides committed 
during puberty is evidence that this is a difficult time. I also pointed out that every day 
from morning to night, we are subject to the fluctuation of feeling young and feeling old. 
After a concert given by the then old Chaliapin, I asked you whether you could imagine a 
young tenor being able to sing a certain love song so ardently, so tenderly, with such 
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yearning, with such lover’s pain? You agreed that it was difficult to imagine. This event 
was another audible proof for me that the life forces in us, on both the level of body and 
mind, can be maintained in old age, and yet where they are diminished, they are regained 
in another form.  

Here is a true story. A sixty-four year old relative of mine was determined to learn 
to sing. Her voice had become quite brittle, cracked, and throaty. I began giving her 
singing lessons and told her from the beginning that she should try to get away from the 
idea that she was singing in her throat, but rather she should seek the source of her sounds 
in her stomach, however strange that might feel. Apart from this, all that would be 
required was the belief that within a short time she would be able to sing. I told her that I 
had learned from my war experiences that a person was capable of achievements quite 
beyond the impossible, that I had witnessed how people, exposed to great danger, 
confronted with insurmountable difficulties, had overcome them, not through careful 
mind processes or a strategy of any kind, but through a force, the centre of which I 
believed to be situated in an unknown place in our abdomen. As a fee for my lessons, I 
asked her to tell me her dreams, if she had any. Not long after this request, she told me 
the following dream:  

I was sitting in a room. My sister was receiving a singing lesson from a mutual 
acquaintance, the conductor of a little choir. My sister began to sing. The teacher stopped 
her and said, “You will only be able to sing if you learn to crawl again on all fours!” 

Hearing this dream made me happy. Not only because in it I heard confirmation 
of my belief, namely that older people can, no, must enter a new way – or should I say 
find new beginnings from their innermost depths – but that, as I know from experience, 
crawling on all fours in order to learn to live can be seen as a necessary prerequisite for 
rebirth. A short time later I was able to hear the slow transformation of an old, brittle 
voice into one which had all the character of a young one.  

Maybe you will just smile on hearing this story, or maybe you will even find it 
absurd and unbelievable. Let me expand on my views with this anecdote:  

Not so long ago I happened to run into Mr. Y. He looked at me and said:  
“My friend, you look well. You look as if you are filled with life!”  
I frowned and replied: “You know, I think the man who invented the philosophy 

of ‘as if’ must have been the author of the delightful saying: ‘If you think the moon is 
setting – it is not setting at all, it only seems so.’ – I do not feel well. I cannot sleep at 
night, my stomach hurts, sometimes I feel I want to be sick. My healthy look is fake, but 
nobody believes me.”  

“You have pains in your stomach? You, at your age, and looking as healthy as you 
do?” replied Mr. Y.  
 It is so difficult to make conversation with people one meets by chance in the 
street. One never knows what to say. I mumble something about my stomach-ache, to 
give the other person a chance to speak about his headache. It is a kind of safety device, 
knowing that on the whole people do not speak about good things but rather what is 
missing in their lives. So I continued my conversation, “My dear sir, I feel I am pregnant 
and suffer from all the known symptoms of such a condition. You see, I am about to give 
birth maybe to an important idea.”  
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Mr. Y stepped back in concern and said pleasantly: “Now, now, you must be more 
reasonable. You must eat and sleep well, and apart from that, let God be a good man.”65  

“Let God be a good man,” I repeated, but actually I was shocked. There I had 
been thinking so much about God, and this person gives me such a simple answer: let 
God be a good man. Not upset, Mr. Y went on to say: “Look at me. I feel like a fish in 
water. One must take life as it is. One must simply affirm life and to hell with all stupid 
and useless thoughts.” How does he know what fish feel like in or out of water, especially 
after they have been caught and suddenly find themselves on Mr. Y’s dining table?  

However, I looked right at him and said: “It is true, Mr. Y, you do look great.”  
After this uplifting exchange we parted. Four weeks later I heard that Mr. Y had 

died suddenly from a heart attack.  
I was shocked by the news, and I reminded myself that it had been stupid for me 

to think that Mr. Y had been in good health and to tell him so. A heart attack does not 
arrive suddenly out of nowhere. It is the consequence of physical wear and tear, often 
defying medical prognosis. And that is why nobody can say that they are in perfect 
health. All we can possibly say is that we are so-so or something like that. The same 
holds true for our mental health. It seems to me quite a mistake to consider ourselves to 
be in perfect mental health. It is even more a question of wrong thinking to apply solely 
the two extremes of “healthy” or “sick” to our state of being and, moreover, to do it in 
such an irresponsible way as if we need not concern ourselves at all with the stages in 
between. Unless we begin to understand that our thinking is at fault when we 
acknowledge only these two extremes – which is exactly what we do if we dare to speak 
of someone else’s good or bad physical and mental health, and unless we learn to 
recognize and accept the connection between our thinking and our being as the only 
constant factor, we will not achieve any progress. 

I am using this way of looking at things as a base, a prelude to my attempt to 
explain what “Art” means to me. Do you remember what I said after we heard Chaliapin 
sing in a concert for the last time? I mentioned Jung’s interest in the phenomenon of the 
importance given to dreams in primitive tribes. If someone has an important dream, the 
whole tribe would be called together so it could be told. While listening to Chaliapin’s 
voice, I had the unusual feeling that something like this was happening. In fact I was so 
sure of it, I began to come up with the idea that art could be nothing other than the 
possibility of dreaming and then being able to understand and recreate our dreams.  

Have you ever watched people listening to music? I am not referring to people 
who close their eyes in order to let the waves of sound wash over them; they obviously 
resemble dreamers. I refer to those people who keep their eyes open, who look at the 
performers and, inasmuch as there is a genuine capacity to sense the flow between the 
music and their receptive ear, allow themselves to be a vessel; a vessel which is filled. 
They open their heart and let themselves be touched by the mysterious magic of music.  

This magic, however, is based on the affect of music as a magnetic current which 
attracts and sets in motion the parallel flow of the unconscious. If you think of the 
attempts painters have made, in their own way, to give form to this process, perhaps you 

                                                   
65 This is a literal translation (Marita Günther): den lieben Gott einen guten Mann sein lassen: non-literallly 
it means “to let things take their course.” 
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might recall the well-known image of Beethoven.66  
 

 
Max Klinger’s sculpture, Beethoven Torso, Leipzig 

 

You will see my idea affirmed that music listeners are dreamers. If you want to 
explore this idea further and learn something about the relationship between singer and 
listener, then you must look at Rembrandt’s painting, Saul and David.67 

 

 
Saul and David by Rembrandt, The Hague 

 

                                                   
66Marita Günther believed this referred to a photograph of the sculpture of Beethoven by Max Klinger (18 
February 1857 – 5 July 1920), a German Symbolist sculptor, painter, and printmaker born in Leipzig.  
67 David and Saul, c. 1656, The Hague, Netherlands. 
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The genius of Rembrandt, a pioneer in revealing intrinsic and fundamental truths, 
grasped this relationship in his own way. How else can I explain that in this painting the 
metaphysics of music are visible. We know as a fact that poets, painters, and sculptors 
sometime need music to inspire their creative impulses; here, in reverse, I could imagine 
a composer being inspired to create music by Rembrandt’s painting.  

If you want to know the point of music in our world, if ever you doubt the 
rightness of your desire to sing, then think of this painting. For me, it represents my 
dream of music.  

I look at David playing the harp and any idea of how I imagine an artist should 
look, culminates in this image of David. I sense in every part of me that the essence of 
what it means to be an artist is crystallized and only in this way and in no other way. I 
believe that an artist is nothing other than a receptacle of grace, the tool of a higher force, 
a force which is not to be looked for outside ourselves, but which governs us from within 
and compels us to serve. A curtain separates David from Saul. Meaning and wisdom are 
there, because it tells us that it is a delusion to think that an artist is here to create for 
others, to uplift and enrich them. The artist is here in order to allow received grace to 
flow out. This grace is life, existence, and others may receive and warm themselves in the 
light that radiates from this eternal, solar centre. 

A cell contains all physical characteristics, its function and principle is to let them 
develop; thus, equally, a cell contains all psychological characteristics. And just as no one 
would dream of considering another person’s body their own – these psychological 
characteristics are also uniquely the substance of each individual. Looking at David in the 
painting, we can see that in this moment he exists for himself alone. He is listening 
intently to his own voice and making it sing, oblivious of the world around him, oblivious 
of the King, even forgetting what came before or wondering what will come later. He is 
there alone, unrelated to heaven and earth. And there is Saul, equally turned inwards. 
David does not exist for him. No kingdom, no torment, no pain exist, no lust for power, 
no fearful sense of foreboding can haunt him now, just Saul, a human with a heart that 
slowly melts through the mysterious magic of music.  

If we could photograph an audience during a concert, we might be surprised to 
find to what extent the listeners would correspond to this image of Saul. We must know 
that there is not any so-called objective listening or such a thing as an objective view of a 
work of art. We could fill volumes if we were to write down or paint all the fantasies and 
dreamlike musings found in an audience listening to a symphony. It speaks to the 
greatness of music when we forget and are led back to ourselves while listening. And 
when this fertile process between music and a receptive listener leads to the result we see 
in Rembrandt’s painting, namely that one is moved to tears, then it is, despite its 
simplicity, the most wonderful tribute one can pay to the splendor of music. 

Tears, magically conjured through music, are described by Tolstoy in his short 
story, Albert: 

… Delesov experienced an unaccustomed sensation. It was as if a cold circle, now 
expanding, now contracting, held his head in a vice. The roots of his hair became sensitive, 
cold shivers ran up his spine, something rising higher and higher in his throat pricked his 
nose and mouth as if with fine needles, and tears involuntarily wet his cheeks. He shook 
himself, tried to restrain them, and wipe them unperceived, but others rose and ran down 
his cheeks. By some strange mixture of impressions the first sounds of Albert's violin 
carried Delesov back to his early youth. Now no longer young, tired of life and exhausted, 
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he suddenly felt himself a self-satisfied, good-looking, blissfully foolish and unconsciously 
happy teen of seventeen. 

He remembered his first love – for his cousin in a little pink dress; remembered his 
first declaration of love made in a linden avenue; remembered the warmth and 
incomprehensible delight of a quick kiss, and the magic and undivined mystery of the 
Nature that then surrounded him. In the memories that returned to him she shone out amid 
a mist of vague hopes, not understood desires, and questioning faith in the possibility of 
impossible happiness. All the unappreciated moments of that time arose before him one 
after another, not as insignificant moments of a fleeting present, but as arrested, growing, 
reproachful images of the past. He contemplated them with joy, and wept – wept not 
because the time was past that he might have spent better (if he had it again he would not 
have undertaken to use it better), but merely because it was past and would never return. 
Memories rose up by themselves, and Albert's violin repeated again and again: “For you 
that time of action, love, and happiness has passed forever and will not return. Weep for it, 
shed all your tears, die weeping for that time – that is the most happiness left for you.”68 

I believe this passage from Tolstoy’s story says, in its way, what I have been 
trying to tell you. Reality becomes a dream, just as the man of the world becomes a poet, 
so the merciless King Saul becomes human, weeping, and the singer David, a king. Do 
not think that this kind of response can be evoked only through music. Singing is 
everywhere, only our ears have become too dull to hear it. 

Read Strindberg’s play, The Road to Damascus.69 Here a letter is instrumental in 
causing a drama, and the sight of crochet-work is the inspiration for a poem: 

STRANGER. I don’t know. I’ve not opened the letter. But I do know about how much to 
expect. I’d better look and see. (He opens the letter.) What? Only an account showing I’m 
owed nothing! There’s something odd in this. 
 

LADY. I begin to think so, too. 
 

STRANGER. I know I’m damned. But I’m ready to hurl the curse back at him who so 
nobly cursed me ... (He throws up the letter.) with a curse of my own. 
 

LADY. Don’t. You frighten me. 
 

STRANGER. Fear me, so long as you don’t despise me! The challenge has been thrown 
down; now you will see a conflict between two great opponents. (He opens his coat and 
waistcoat and looks threateningly above.) Strike me with your lightning if you dare! 
Frighten me with your thunder if you can! 
 

LADY. Don’t speak like that. 
 

STRANGER. I will. Who dares break in on my dream of love? Who tears the cup from my 
lips; and the woman from my arms? Those who envy me, be they gods or devils! Little 
bourgeois gods who parry sword-thrusts with pin-pricks from behind, who won’t stand up 
to their man, but strike at him with unpaid bills; a backstairs way of discrediting a master 
before his servants. They never attack, never draw, merely dirty and denounce! Powers, 
lords and masters! All are the same! 
 

                                                   
68 Leo Tolstoy (9 September 1828 – 20 November 1920), Albert (1858), translation Louise and Aylmer 
Maude. 
69 The Road to Damascus or To Damascus by August Strindberg was completed in 1901. 
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LADY. May heaven not punish you. 
 

STRANGER. Heaven’s blue and silent. The ocean’s silent and stupid. Listen, I can hear a 
poem – that’s what I call it when an idea begins to germinate in my mind. First the rhythm; 
this time like the thunder of hooves and the jingle of spurs and accoutrements. But there’s a 
fluttering too, like a sail flapping. ... Flags! 
 

LADY. No. It’s the wind. Can’t you hear it in the trees? 
 

STRANGER. Quiet! They’re riding over a bridge, a wooden bridge. There’s no water in 
the brook, only pebbles. Wait! Now I can hear them, men and women, saying a rosary. The 
angels’ greeting. Now I can see – on what you’re working – a large kitchen, with white-
washed walls, it has three small latticed windows, with flowers in them. In the left-hand 
corner a hearth, on the right a table with wooden seats. And above the table, in the corner, 
hangs a crucifix, with a lamp burning below. The ceiling’s of blackened beams, and dried 
mistletoe hangs on the wall. 
 

LADY (frightened). Where can you see all that? 
 

STRANGER. On your work. 
 
LADY. Can you see people there? 
 

STRANGER. A very old man’s sitting at the table, bent over a game bag, his hands clasped 
in prayer. A woman, no longer young, kneels on the floor. Now once more I hear the 
angels’ greeting, as if far away. But those two in the kitchen are as motionless as figures of 
wax. A veil shrouds everything. ... No, that was no poem! (Waking.) It was something else. 
 

LADY. It was reality! The kitchen at home, where you’ve never set foot. That old man was 
my grandfather, the forester, and the woman my mother! They were praying for us! It was 
six o’clock and the servants were saying a rosary outside, as they always do. 
 

STRANGER. You make me uneasy. Is this the beginning of second sight? Still, it was 
beautiful. A snow-white room, with flowers and mistletoe. But why should they pray for 
us?70 

Here reality and unreality, life and dream become one; it is an attempt to describe 
the origins of the creative process. In order to do this, the cultured person of the twentieth 
century – needless to say the Stranger is Strindberg – behaves like a savage. Because he 
did not receive any money, he curses God, who apparently has nothing better to do than 
worry about a person’s financial matters, and who here seems to symbolize the God of 
capitalism. In the end, the means used in the creative process are unimportant. Schiller 
apparently let himself be inspired by the smell of rotten apples, Wagner used silk 
dressing-gowns, important modern artists listen to the gramophone. As for singers, well, 
they find the necessary stimulus by complaining that they are hoarse or by denouncing 
their public or singing teacher or by boxing the wardrobe mistress’s ears. Strindberg 
curses God, but venting his fury enables him “to hear a poem coming.” What follows are 

                                                   
70 From August Strindberg, The Road to Damascus: A Triology (Marita Günther translation from the 
German). Strindberg (22 January 1849 – 14 May 1912) is Sweden’s most famous playwright who was also 
a painter and for a short period shared an apartment in Paris with Gauguin. 
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a wealth of images from a dream. Underlining this fact is the seemingly unimportant 
stage direction, “He wakes up!” 

Hebbel, another explorer in the realm of soul,71 says that the key to his life and 
work was the fact that he lived it as if in a constant state of fever. One of the 
characteristics of fever is that it makes us dream, creates fantasies, and can transport us 
into a magical, unreal world. In concluding, Hebbel maintains that all poetry is dreaming. 

Not only is poetry dreaming but so is music, painting, architecture, and all that we 
call art. In the same way inventions and all discoveries come from dreams – be it the first 
canoe, the first spinning wheel, the locomotive, the car, the electric light – they all stem 
from the realm of the imagination, the source of creativity within ourselves. This force is 
bestowed on all of us and that is why the realm of art is not opposed or alien to reality but 
is inborn and rooted in every human, in the same way as every human is graced with the 
gift of dreaming, either asleep or awake.  

The ability to relate to art, however tenuous, is in all of us, otherwise art would 
not exist. If this were not so, then I could also maintain that it is only given to a small, 
chosen caste to grasp the most grandiose and sublime idea humanity possesses: the idea 
of God. To what extent humanity can incorporate this idea is a matter of degree and rests 
finally with the question of education, the scope of its development, and the grace given. 

A Paris newspaper once published the first chapter of a novel, written by a fine 
writer, and invited its readers to continue the story. Later, the newspaper reported that it 
was astonished by the excellence of the continued chapters. This astonishment is clear 
proof of how easily we make the division between the artist and the non-artist, as if the 
artist were made of different stuff than the non-artist. If we could become aware of how 
the events of our daytime experiences inspire us to follow our activities as authors in our 
night dreams, our concept of the contrast between life and art would become less harshly 
defined and finally meaningless. We still have this division because we have such little 
knowledge as to what to do with our dreams. But then this is hardly surprising as so many 
of the riches of life are left untapped by us. We seem to find it quite acceptable or normal 
to be able to sense the wonders of creation when we are – let us say – in a church or in 
the stillness of a forest or gazing at a flower. At these times we fall into contemplation, 
we pray, and we grope for words to put us into contact with the unfathomable. But we are 
open-mouthed when, in Strindberg’s play, we hear that crochet work had been the 
inspiration for a poetic fantasy. The process then becomes positively mysterious when we 
hear that these strange images, looked at as if in a dream, correspond to reality. Thus the 
Lady says: “It is reality.” The Stranger – always Strindberg – reacts just as we might do – 
badly. He answers: “That was uncanny! I am becoming clairvoyant!” We, like the 
playwright, find it uncanny to be clairvoyant, to see dream as reality. At best we might 
shake our heads and say: “No, can you believe it!” 

On the other hand, we naturally accept the story we have all heard in our physics 
lessons, about Newton, the father of physics. He was sitting under an apple tree, was he 
not, and hopefully musing as to how best to steal some apples, or how to be magically 
transported to the Land of Milk and Honey, when a gust of wind caused an apple to fall 

                                                   
71 See footnote on page 5 for more on Hebbel. 
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on his head72 giving him some pain. The compensation for this pain was that he 
discovered the law of gravity, which in turn resulted in him receiving a place of honor in 
the history of science. I, for my part, find it much more exciting when a fundamental 
principle is discovered by someone’s head being hit by an apple, rather than seeing reality 
in crocheting. What happened to Newton in a waking state is as inexplicable and 
mysterious as when I dream in my sleep and then find it coming true. 

The anecdote about Newton has stimulated my thoughts for a long time. It did for 
me what crocheting did for Strindberg’s protagonist and the apple for Newton, that is to 
say, it led me to the following train of thought: millions and millions of people have sat 
under apple trees, and a million apples have fallen on an equal number of heads. People 
have usually reacted to it by rubbing their heads and crying “ouch,” meaning that they 
could not go beyond reacting to their pain. Newton most probably also cried “ouch” and 
rubbed his head, but did not just think of himself, he occupied himself with the apple. His 
ancestor Adam did the same thing thousands of years ago, which leads me to the 
conclusion that each new Adam must find his own apple of knowledge.  

I myself have found my apple and have formulated my knowledge thus: all life is 
created through touch. Just as a human being is created by a man and woman uniting in 
touch, so psychological life is created through contact between the living and the so-
called dead things of the world around us. The ability to create enables this to occur, an 
ability which is given to all of us. Creative ability contains the duality of fertilizing and 
being fertilized. The source of this creative ability lies in the innermost depth of our 
being, just as a womb, an allegory of soul, contains the elements of creating life inside. 

We are told that God created humans in His image. Even if we reduce God to the 
lowest common denominator possessing the greatest subtleties of an ingenious brain, our 
sense of God as Father and Creator will always be on a higher level. Underlining this 
truth is the fact that, like Him, humanity possesses the divine gift of creating life. Only 
we have forgotten how to appreciate the wonderful things in our life. We have forgotten 
the divine origin of our existence, just as we have forgotten that God, the creative Ur-
principle, made a whole world as an extension of His being. We forget that we are not 
only able to create physical life but also spiritual life. We seem to have forgotten how to 
strive towards becoming conscious of our own Self, and we have forgotten that God 
Himself only exists through His confrontation with His world and that He lives because 
of His ever renewing contact with it. 

I hope you are not surprised that I have started to speak about God. I have tried to 
make it clear that my development hinged on an event which I experienced in reality and 
which was for me as important as your most incisive dreams. This event was my 
confrontation with God, whom I cursed just as Strindberg did in the scene quoted above. I 
acted then just as he did. I assumed that there was such a thing as a personal God of 
whom I could demand that He take care of my individual misfortunes. If there is an 
excuse for doing this, then it is the fact that we also know something of how God cursed 
and got angry with His creatures even though He had created them in His image. This 
angry, swearing God is the antagonist of that Stranger who, for Strindberg, expresses his 

                                                   
72 Editor’s note: In German this well known fable of Newton’s discovery of gravity does not have an apple 
falling on his head as in English, but on his nose. In fact it was not an apple hitting any part of Newton’s 
anatomy but just his observation of a falling apple in a garden that inspired his revised theory of gravity. 
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feelings of revolt against Him. We do the same in our dreams when we let other 
characters speak and act out what we dare not say or do in our waking life. 

All great people in this world have had to revolt against themselves and therefore 
against their God. For all have tried, like Him, to create and move their own world. We 
smile when God’s creature, Strindberg, sees and describes things on such a small scale, 
indeed as he might often have seen himself, but we bow with awe and respect when 
Prometheus hurls his torch, kindled by the tortures of his own Hell. To be an artist means 
to be able to dream and to be able to interpret one’s dreams. Seen from this point of view, 
God is the greatest artist, for He is the most wonderful dreamer in His never ceasing 
endeavour to give His creatures the interpretation of His dream of them in the world He 
has created.  

Strindberg, too, never tired of interpreting his dream for us. With endless patience 
and a fanaticism without equal, under the endurance of suffering and pain which bordered 
on self-annihilation, he thundered and threatened, never doubting the divine right to do 
so. This self-destruction can be seen most clearly in a letter Strindberg wrote in reply to a 
letter from Nietzsche, who after all had to walk the same path and who signed himself 
“The Crucified.” He answered: “Dear Doctor! I want, want to rave! I have received your 
letter not without feeling and thank you for it. Strindberg, deus optimus, maximus.” 

To say that this letter, which leads us into the secret, inner world of a person, is 
pathological, really answers little. Besides, despite all my good intentions, I cannot say 
that our own mental and spiritual sense of being can claim to be normal and bursting with 
health. Nor does it even remotely explain why from time immemorial prophets and 
seekers of the truth, discoverers and inventors, have had a hatred of abnormality about 
them.  

Once, in a moment of calm inspiration, Strindberg expressed where the fault lies 
which no creative person can escape making, not even the Creator Himself. In a letter to 
his third wife, Strindberg wrote: “Why are you not as I have imagined you?” This phrase 
alone is enough to unhinge his world and to unmask it, be it ever so pleasant in its one-
sidedness, because it is based on the projections of its creator.  

The phrase contains the explanation for all the misunderstandings, all the 
tragedies between people. It contains the explanation for failures of attempting to reform 
the world and also explains why it seems a miracle for us when two people simply 
understand each other. 

His (Strindberg’s) outcry also contains the explanation as to why God has His 
quarrel with the world and His children, and why Job rises against Him. Indeed it 
explains why at all times men have fought each other, why men and women are enemies, 
why parents are disappointed with their children, why children turn away from their 
parents, and why people, deep down, remain alone and have to die alone.  

I do not know whether Strindberg learned a lesson from his statement. Had he 
followed it through to its logical conclusion, he would have had to renounce his work and 
begin again. He would have had to realize that the source of error resided not in the world 
around him but within himself. In order to do this he, the deus maximus, would have had 
to possess God’s genius in reality and resurrect as the Father in the Son. This means to 
have divine love, which Strindberg knew only in the form of its opposite, hate, and which 
made him go through life not in Heaven but in Hell. To love means to touch and to be 
touched in all ways.  
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The singer, too, within the limitations of the field, is subject to this law of touch. 
Let me quote to you the words of a poem put to music by Schumann73 entitled Moonlit 
Night. The words express for me how the principle of touch is so important: 
      

It was as though the sky 
had silently kissed the earth, 
so that it now had to dream of sky 
in shimmers of flowers. 

 

The air went through the fields, 
the wheat leaned heavily down, 
the woods swished softly— 
as the night was clear with stars. 

 

And my soul stretched 
its wings out wide, 
flew through the silent lands 
as though it were going home.74 

 

This poem is perhaps one of the most beautiful ever written and has so much 
music in it, it could almost do without being put to music. Yet Robert Schumann 
succeeded not only in doing it justice, but in bringing out its latent melody, making it 
even more beautiful and real.  

For our purpose we must forget about who wrote it and make no value judgment, 
but we must consider how a singer could interpret this song. I do not know how this 
poem was born. I do really believe that it can be regarded as a consummate realization of 
our ability to shape our dreams or dream images. I do not think this poem is just a 
cerebral concoction. Its title is Moonlit Night, but there is no direct reference to the moon, 
and yet what emerges most clearly is the affect of the moon – symbol of what we 
understand as the concept of “soul” – on the human psyche. Hebbel says, “All poetry is 
dream.” Moonlit Night is a beautiful affirmation of this, and it comes as no surprise that 
we find a basic element of “dreaming” in it. Just as the moon and the poet’s soul touch 
each other to create the dream and animate nature around them, so the sky gently kisses 
the earth, and a dream can be born: namely, the eternal dream of the longing for 
fulfillment, the dream of unifying two opposites in whose fusion the image of the circle is 
complete.  

The same process occurs when, touched by the moon’s enlightening power, a 
poet’s soul begins to dream. It stretches itself and starts to fly, to fly to where it finds its 
home, and there, where longing is fulfilled, it comes to rest. Now comes the composer. 
He finds the poem with the psychological elements already there. The poet has created it 
by coming into touch with nature’s images, and now the composer, in turn, is touched by 
its form and sings its melody. 

Listening to the melody, you will hear how the phrase, “And my soul stretched 
wide its wings” is expressed in an arc, and the structure perfectly contains the up and 
                                                   
73 Robert Schumann, sometimes known as Robert Alexander Schumann, (8 June 1810 – 29 July 1856) was 
a German composer, aesthete, and influential music critic. He is one of the most famous Romantic 
composers of the 19th century. 
74 Poem by Joseph Freiherr von Eichendorff (1788 – 1857) who was a German poet and novelist (Marita 
Günther translation). 
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down of inner, deep vibrations. The arc rests on a tenderly moving accompaniment which 
is exquisitely linked to the melody of the poet’s image, “It was as though the sky had 
silently kissed the earth.” 

The poet and the composer have expressed their vision. Now the singer comes, 
whose art, in contrast to theirs, is generally described as an imitative art. This connotation 
is a superficial one. In my view, the poet, inspired by coming into touch with an image, 
found a song and used language as the instrument to express it. In turn, the composer, 
touched by the poet’s creation, adds a language of sound – music. Now this process of 
touch repeats itself for the third time – and this is the most essential one: the singer, 
touched and inspired by both poetry and music, begins an attempt to recreate the original 
process. So, the singer, too, adds an instrument: the voice. The creation and formation of 
the voice represents the same creative process as that of the language of the poet and the 
music of the composer. 

There have been few poets capable of interpreting humanity’s relationship to 
nature as Eichendorff has done, few composers who were able to put music to it as 
Schumann did, and there are few voices able to bring both to life. It is necessary for the 
singer of this song to have trained the voice to its highest intensity, so that soul can 
vibrate in it as does the poet’s and composer’s. The song demands an extreme sensibility, 
it asks for the richness of soul fully stretched, to fuse the music of the words and the 
melody into one. It needs the ability to sublimate sound, which demands some knowledge 
of its mystery. But the mystery of sound finally remains inexplicable, and there is only 
one image that can hint at it. It is the same one that the poet expresses in the last strophe 
of the poem and on which the essential strength of the life of sound depends: the mastery 
and control of the principle of tension which is dependent on the mastery of 
concentration.  

Concentration and intensity are the alpha and omega of singing, they give 
expressiveness to the voice and its ability to be used as an instrument. 

I can best explain what is behind this idea in this way: we have all heard a baby 
cry. It can cry for many hours. It knows nothing about economy. It has no consideration 
for its throat or vocal chords. It turns blue and red, but it does not get hoarse. Two tiny, 
tender, vocal chords achieve extraordinary things without suffering any harm. How is this 
so? The baby wants nothing with its brain, nothing with its will, which is a mental 
function. It does not cry. “I am hungry” cries out of it. This crying represents a source of 
energy of which many a singer would be envious. The baby is without any inhibition. It is 
possessed by only one drive – to still its hunger. It then happily goes to sleep once more 
with no other aim but to gather strength for the next screaming bout. 

On the whole children use their voices correctly, unless they are very inhibited, 
and they are not in possession of singing technique either.  

As they get older, they lose much of their natural behavior and with it, inhibitions 
set in. The adult has forgotten how to open the mouth in a natural way, and by adjusting 
to the world around, has forgotten how to scream. So, after losing its primitive nature, the 
voice is exposed to all sorts of deformations. A voice can sound lumpy, palatal, hard, and 
brittle, often toneless, broken, nasal, or compressed. Behind this voice lies the loss which 
the adult suffers by being unable to preserve a state of naturalness. 

Because humans are unaware of any damage to their psyche and, on the whole, 
take notice of a state of ill health only if it is related to physical problems, the sound of 
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their voice is unimportant to them. They run to the doctor if they notice signs of 
hardening of the arteries, but the possibility of psychological sclerosis does not enter their 
imagination.  

I will explain what this can lead to in the case of a singer by using a tenor as an 
example. His value was judged by his ability to control the top tenor C. Whether he was 
intelligent, whether he sang with sensitivity and musicality, seemed less important 
compared with his ability to hit the top C triumphantly and with brilliant force.  

I by no means underrate the justification of this phenomenon. I know that a tenor 
has to fulfill a similar role as that of a heavyweight boxer. The boxer’s audience does not 
expect great technical ability either, but wants to see a powerful blow of a fist to knock 
out an opponent. This punch with a fist corresponds to the top tenor C, and behind it lies 
the primitive magic of brute force, the victorious, lustful snort of a stag in rutting season, 
a powerful lion’s roar, and the triumph of sex. But you also know something of the 
reverse side of this dependence on top C. The tenor, tuned to this note, in the truest sense 
of the word, learns to tremble with fear about actually reaching it, and in time he is forced 
more and more to deny his own personality. He loses his chance to become a true artist, 
because he is forced to put on a mask, to wear a uniform which, like that of a Guards 
Officer, is designed to impress an audience.  

You know from psychology that we are talking about the problem of the 
persona,75 which, if left unresolved, can be the cause of many problems with the voice.  

Now even this one-sidedness of the tenor is justified if it is used with the correct 
tension. Here is an example of what I mean, taken from a book on Caruso:  

Although Caruso’s vocal difficulties in the high register seemed to be unimportant from an 
audience point of view, for him they were of great concern. He knew without doubt that if 
he were to become great, he would have to overcome these difficulties. Lombardi held the 
same view; and together, they worked more than ever to make his voice more secure in the 
higher register. Unlike his pupil, the maestro was firmly convinced that the cause of sounds 
breaking when trying to sing a high note, was a cramped larynx. So in order to let the 
sound “come out in the right way,” in the higher register, Lombardi – after having 
explained in great detail the importance of a loose jaw – let Caruso bend his head down and 
press it firmly against the wall. Then he ordered: “Now sing – full strength!” Caruso’s 
peculiar characteristic of attacking a high sound with his head bent forward will be 
remembered by those who saw him sing at the height of his fame. However, in later years, 
he followed a certain procedure: he began his high note in the recognized manner, with one 
foot far in front of the other, then – when he felt secure on the note – he would throw his 
head back to let the sound rise up, as only Caruso could do.76 

This excerpt, which I have used as a point of departure for my attempt to explain 
the mystery of sound, also speaks of psychological tension, the only difference being that 
its purpose is not to make soul “fly home,” as the poet writes, but to direct sound into the 
world, to the listener, who is to be touched to the very core of existence.  

This has nothing to do with a poet’s vision seeing soul unfold its wings like a 
magic bird, in order to find its own Self, as Rembrandt has painted in Saul and David. 

                                                   
75 In analytical psychology (Jungian) the persona is the sense a person has developed of oneself – one’s 
identity – in psychoanalytical language. 
76 Key, P.V.R. and Zirato, B, Enrico Caruso: A Biography (Boston: Little, Brown), 1922, Marita Günther 
translation from the German. 
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The greatness of a singer, and this goes for any artist, is dependent on the “range 
of tension.” For the singer, the degree to which the voice can be controlled between forte 
and pianissimo is important. Just as God’s voice not only flashes out from a burning 
bush, but, according to the Bible, it also came, not like a storm, not like an earthquake, 
not like a fire, but it reached us as a still, small whisper. This range of tension, combined 
with concentration, creates expression. Any creative activity, and singing is one of them, 
has only one meaning, only one aim: to be expressive.  

In my attempt to discover the secret of singing, in all my research and worrying, 
nothing has comforted me more than the discovery that what I had one-sidedly 
understood as “expressionism,” in its symbolic and spiritual sense, had to be taken in its 
literal meaning. I found that the sound of the voice gained its fullest expression exactly at 
the point where the singer – having found the right balance between concentration and 
tension – could express it bodily. However simple it may sound, singing consists of only 
these three factors: CONCENTRATION, INTENSITY, and as a result, EXPRESSION.  

Whosoever is convinced, as I am, that the simplest things in life contain the most 
complicated problems, will know also that the mastery of them leads to achievement. 

 

 
Portrait Study of a Singer by Walter Midener77 

 

Now, in conclusion, because it also concerns you, I have to outline the image of 
the singer for you – the female singer.  

Here you can see a photograph of a sculpture entitled Portrait Study of a Singer. I 
have contrasted it with the picture of the head of David from Rembrandt’s painting. 

 

                                                   
77 This sculpture is believed to be of the German Jewish singer, Paula (Levy) Lindberg-Salomon (21 
December 1897 – 17 April 2000). 
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Detail of David from Rembrandt’s Saul and David, The Hague 

 

I was present at many sittings of a woman singer,78 the model for this work, and I 
know the torments and birth pangs she went through so it could be made. I witnessed the 
sculptor’s desperate struggle. I saw him sinking into an abyss which deepened when he 
saw the woman’s features continuously changing, becoming impenetrable, yet he sensed 
that it was essential to capture and form the transparency of music for which the face was 
only a vessel. 

Originally, this sculpture was not intended to be a study of a singer but a portrait 
of a woman singing. Only when everyone found the portrait so “unlike” its model and 
shook their heads, did the sculptor decide to give it a more neutral name.79 

I do not assume that the people who shook their heads over the dissimilarity 
between the portrait and the model were consciously referring to the Aristotelian 
definition of art as the “Imitation of Nature.” If they had done so, I would have asked 
them if they knew what Aristotle understood by “Imitation” and “Nature.” Again they 
would have shook their heads no. If they believed that their understanding of imitation 
and nature was identical with Aristotle’s, and had he been able to prove it to me, I would 
have remained stubborn and would have confronted them with ten other definitions of art, 
challenging them as to which one was the most enlightening. 

However, none of the critics referred to the Aristotelian definition, and I assume 
that they judged the bust with the same attitude with which they are accustomed to 
answer a question often asked by parents as to whether their child resembles them.  

But between the example of the parents’ children and art work, there is the 
difference that no one would think they had created or given birth to this child, that it 
would belong to them, or that they would have the right to see it as their flesh and blood. 
They would respect it as belonging to someone else and simply enjoy its existence.  

This same distance is necessary when looking at a work of art, which one should 
consider to be the private property of its creator. However, the critics do just the opposite. 
They demand that the image of the model correspond exactly to their particular vision of 
it, and it should be portrayed so by its creator. 

                                                   
78 Again, this sculpture is that of the singer Paula Lindberg-Salomon, the step-mother of Charlotte 
Salomon. 
79 Hence the title of this sculpture is Portrait Study of a Singer. 
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The enormousness of humanity’s subjectivity in relation to the objective validity 
of images is best demonstrated by the following episode, told to me by a friend of mine: 

I was lying beside my girl friend. We had just been together. Not a word had passed 
between us during our love making, and yet I felt distinctly that her embraces contained a 
bitter animosity, not to be sensed through any direct action but indirectly through vibrations 
which became stronger and more painful, so much so that I had to stop holding her. So we 
remained lying silently beside each other for a long time. Full of hatred, I kept staring at 
her breast. I stared at the very breast I had kissed a moment before, the divine shape and 
symbol of love, turned for me into an ugly lump of flesh. The nipple seemed to me to be a 
wart which caused a most unpleasant feeling. I shuddered at the ugliness of the flesh and 
began to take revenge by consciously drilling hateful thoughts into her breast. After some 
time my girl friend said to me: “I have such an awful pain in my right breast.” Inside I felt 
quite successful knowing that I had killed something.  

Fortunately viewers of works of art are not able to kill with their gaze. This little 
story speaks for itself.  

Still, I would like to add that, as shown in this case, when the physical aspect of 
the body, the reality of a human, exists only in the form of content, if the content 
becomes meaningless for the observer, its physical manifestation changes or even ceases 
to exist. How infinitely more does this apply to a work of art if it is nothing more than an 
imitation of a form without real content. Otherwise it makes nonsense of the fact that a 
Nefertiti,80 a Sistine Madonna,81 or a Mona Lisa, are more valued to this day over a 
million other faces, which have possibly been created with more accuracy, but which are 
to be found in museums covered in dust.  

This is why there can only be one kind of relationship between the observer and a 
work of art: love, which means the ability for contact to be made between the creative 
centre of a person who looks at a work of art and that of the artist for whom a creation 
represents the formed expression of its psychological contents.  

The people who unconsciously used Aristotle’s definition of art to criticize the 
missing “likeness,” understood nothing of the real essence of singing, the embodiment of 
which the woman singer represents, and which, as the comparison with the head of David 
shows, can be found in the tension producing its expression.  

Behind all art stands a demon, and we must not be deceived by the light-hearted, 
pleasing mask behind which he likes to let some of his victims hide. I have twice had the 
good fortune to attend a concert of Chaliapin. On the first occasion the singer effortlessly 
performed his large program. His voice flowed easily, and he was able to master all 
technical difficulties. During the second concert, Chaliapin, for some reason, had an 
enormous problem with his voice. One could see how he had to use his last reserves in 
order to maintain control of it. He closed his eyes and went into himself, whereby his 
features became a perfect parallel to the expression of the two faces which I have 
described to you. 

In opera the attempt was once made to dramatically present the problem of the 
singer-complex. Offenbach tried to do this in his Tales of Hoffmann. In the third act of 

                                                   
80 Nefertiti (c. 1370 BC – c. 1330 BCE) was the Great Royal Wife (chief consort) of the Egyptian Pharaoh 
Akhenaten. Wolfsohn here is probably referring to the bust of her in Berlin’s Altes Museum. 
81 This is a reference to an altarpiece painting depicting the Madonna with Child by the Italian Renaissance 
painter, Raphael (da Urbino). It is now housed in the Gemäldegalerie Alte Meister, in Dresden, Germany. 
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the libretto, naïvely perhaps, a demon throws those who are possessed by this complex 
into an abyss.  

The singer, Antonia, struggles between the love for her man and that for her art. A 
confrontation with the character Dr. Miracle forces her to make a decision, and so her 
question: “Ah, which voice is it that drives my mind. / Is it the Devil or God who gives 
me a sign?”82 

The voice which we always imagine to be a call from outside, from eternity, is 
neither the Devil nor God, it is the voice which in reality exists in our innermost being 
and awakens us. When he (Dr. Miracle) speaks to her, it is this voice which tells Antonia 
clearly where the problem is: 

  You will not sing anymore? Have you understood 
  What it means at your young age to make such a sacrifice? 
  Nature, which has given you grace, beauty, and talent, 
  All that the heavens have given you in plenty, 
  You want to drag down into a common existence? 
  Have you never felt the happiness like a wonderful dream, 
  The un-nameable bliss of thundering applause? 
  An excited crowd, with your name on their lips, 
  Following your every move with their look? 
  Yes, that is a wondeful pleasure, a great happiness, 
  And you want to sacrifice all that in the flower of your youth, 
  For a boring life and middle class vision, 
  For little children screaming, and lose your beauty?83 

It cannot be said more concisely what this decision is about: the choice between 
using our inherent creative talent, allowing it to stream out, or at best, to use it indirectly 
by turning ourselves over to the service of others, allowing its source to dry up. 

Let me stress here that in trying to solve the problem, I do not think for a moment 
that we are dealing with the question of women’s rights. A later generation will be 
astonished to find that we have lingered so superficially, so primitively, and for such a 
long time over this theme. How was it possible to discuss the question of women’s rights 
with such passion, yet consider the question of men’s rights as not important, and how 
was it that all generations have stubbornly bypassed the problem of answering the 
question of human rights.  

I want to say that I consider the content more important than the form. By this I 
mean that the existence of the human factor, in all its depth and breadth, contained in 
equal measure in men and women, is more important than the difference of gender.  

Let us not pretend that the question put to the singer Antonia only concerns 
women. How many times has a father posed the question to his son: “What do you want 
to be?” and the son has answered: “I want to go to sea, or I want to be an Indian,84 or an 
actor!” Then the father will gently rebuke him saying: “But my son, you must earn good 
money. Better choose a business career.”  

                                                   
82 Jakob (Jacques) Offenbach, Tales of Hoffmann, (1881), Marita Günther translation from the German. 
Offenbach (20 June 1819 – 5 October 1880) was a composer and cellist of the Romantic era.  
83 Ibid. 
84 Wolfsohn here uses the word Indianer meaning a Native American and not a person from the Asian 
subcontinent. 
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Because I am not able to understand why sewing, cooking, and mending are 
considered mindless, and therefore feminine occupations, and in contrast, accounting, 
working on a conveyor belt, or selling herring, represent an intelligent and therefore 
masculine activity, I am obviously wrong. That may well be the reason why I am not 
particularly taken by the rooster who, after a good days work, breaks into a triumphant 
cock-a-doodle-do. I prefer the cackling of a hen, which joyfully announces to me and 
others that an egg can be expected for breakfast. 

It would be wrong to portray Antonia’s conflict between love and art as if she had 
to make a choice between the dictates of her personality and its affirmation, but rather the 
choice is between two possibilities of realizing her talents. Of this split in her feelings, 
she leaves the decision to her mother’s voice, and in this moment the demon – who is not 
an outside force as she well knows – has gained the upper hand. “Ah, who rescues me 
from the Devil, from you, from myself?” she says.  

Being a mother represents a capitulation and bowing down before the ultimate 
and highest inner authority, signifying a return to our beginnings. Antonia expresses 
herself in this way: 

   Ah, my mother’s voice is calling me. 
   Ah, in vain do I resist her call. 
   The fire consumes me,  

grips my heart, 
   confuses my aching brain, 
   ah, but to live one more moment, 
   may my soul depart thereafter, 
   towards Heaven and into Paradise.85 

It may seem cruel that the mother’s intervention leads to the child’s death. Yet to 
interpret it in this way would be one-sided and superficial, as if being a “Mother” only 
exists in its dependent function vis-à-vis being a child. It is important to remember the 
fact that being a mother in parallel to being a father, means first and foremost bearing the 
task of recreating oneself, where the stress is on the word “oneself” and that for the 
parents, on the deepest level, the child represents nothing other than the object of the 
attempt to reawaken to new life the content of one’s own existence.  

This also explains something with which we are all familiar; the cherished hopes 
of parents that their children will be able to realize all the wishes and longings which they 
were denied. 

To continue our line of thought: when the mother’s voice gives the command to 
sing, coming as it does from the realm out of whose depth springs a higher and primeval 
sense of meaning, there is then yet another interpretation. Namely, the question actually 
is whether singing means life and not singing, therefore, death. Of course this happens 
when all the chords strung across a person’s body and soul are touched, so that then, not 
singing equals death, and singing equals life, is heard. 

We know the story of the swan, who sings before it dies. Ibsen86 once gave form 
to this in a poem. 

                                                   
85 Ibid. 
86 Henrik Johan Ibsen (20 March 1828 – 23 May 1906) was a Norwegian playwright largely responsible for 
the rise of modern realistic drama. 
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Your journey ended with the birth of the song.  
Your death song blended, you were, then, a swan!87 

I want to remind you that in interpreting dreams, the swan subconsciously 
represents the ur-symbol of our innermost and divine Self. The playwright, who did not 
know this psychological meaning, intuitively senses it. For him it is important that the 
swan sings before its death, which means here that the divine Self fulfills itself in singing. 

The author88 of the opera libretto makes the mother say these crucial words: 

   Listen to your mother! 
   Sing always, my daughter, 
   My voice is calling you, 
   Sing, sing!89 

Seen from an altruistic point of view, the demon is right. It is not so much a 
question of whether in the unceasing flow of our daily life we fulfill the ordinary 
functions of a mundane existence, but, this is important, whether we can perhaps once 
make the heroic attempt to affirm the basis of our divine Self, to allow it to manifest itself 
even if we might have to pay for it with the death of our physical body. 

So, the gravity of the tragic Antonia problem seems justified. It helps one to 
understand why the singing David in Rembrandt’s painting shows devoted solemnity, this 
exclusive concentration on himself. And once again, it helps one to understand why a 
sculptor of our day and age needs to mould a singer of today with the same vision and 
with the same reference towards the eternal first principle. Therefore, it does not matter if 
the viewer, who knows the singer, is disappointed when the sculpture shows no 
“resemblance.” 

Let us assume that the same viewer is also interested in sport and watches 
someone running a 100 meter race. He will not be surprised to see the runner’s face quite 
distorted from the effort and the total concentration on winning, while in everyday 
contact, he knows him to be always cheerful and smiling. If you were to point out this 
discrepancy, he may well argue and say: “Yes, but listen, when I go to a variety show I 
can see artists doing the most difficult physical stunts with a smile, and the singer on the 
concert platform also smiles!” We know very well that this smile is put on to disguise 
inner tension, and it would be a mean smile if it were to make us believe that artistic 
achievement could be reached just like that. 

Look at the faces of people who have accomplished the work and task of their 
whole life; even in the features of the dying or those who have just died, affected by the 
final will and effort to express life, we can discover the expression which announces the 
divine sincerity of our Self. Only when we have succeeded in finding the stream of life 
and the sea of eternity together, then and only then, emerges a smile of true bliss. 

Perhaps I need only add your own words90 which you yourself found when I 
asked you to verbalize your thoughts about the singing process. Let me recall them here 
for you while contemplating these pictures of singers: 

                                                   
87 Henrik Ibsen, “A Swan” (John Nathan translation), Oslo: Centre for Ibsen Studies. 
88 Offenbach. 
89 Offenbach, op. cit. 
90 This last quote comes from a letter of the half Jewish Jungian analyst, Kaethe Buegler. Refer to the first 
footnote at the beginning of this chapter for more information on her. 
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During treatment for depression in Jungian analysis (due to a failed romance), I was 
made to practice meditation. I was urged to concentrate on my inner breathing. Up to then I 
had lived exclusively in the outside world, so this journey inside myself was an 
extraordinary experience for me. I saw visions coming from another world and experienced 
the depth in which these visions had their origin. I realized that by the concentration of 
breathing in a center lying somewhere below the solar plexus, a language of pictures was 
evoked – a language arising from contact with the unconscious, which alone makes 
possible psychological development.  

When I started to learn to sing, once again there began the concentration on that 
mysterious center. When I was asked to train my consciousness on the source of the sound, 
I felt the origin of the sung notes to be in that same place. As time went on, I realized more 
and more that the way taken in the development of my voice was similar to that found in 
the psychology of Jung. On this route to the inner spheres, leading always by diverse ways 
to the origin and source, the thought came to me that the Hindus speak of the first chakra 
as the origin of life, where the serpent Kundalini91 lies rolled up and where the first 
movements begin. In this work of developing the human voice, the singer penetrates into 
the depths of the body and so arrives at the new, unknown sounds of one’s voice. However 
it is when the “It”92 sings within that the adult person is brought back again to a child-like 
state, a truly creative state of a human being. Then one can be certain that the “It” inside 
the listener is listening too, and that art fulfills the same function as religion, which turns us 
towards a deeper sphere in ourselves, leading us through depth to transcendence.  

 
 

* * * * * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                   
91 In Hinduism, Kundalini (which means serpent in Sanskrit) is a part of the subtle body along with chakras 
and nadis. A number of models of this esoteric anatomy occur in the class of texts known as Tantras. This 
is a large body of writings, which is rejected by many orthodox Brahmins. 
92 Mrs. Böhm is probably referring not to an “It”, “Es” in German, but to the Freudian concept of the “Id”. 
However, in Nazi Berlin, it was dangerous to use any Freudian psychoanalytical term; psychoanalysis was 
illegal for being seen as “the Jewish science” and therefore decadent. Freud’s books were banned and 
burned in Germany starting in May 1933. 
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L’éternelle idole by Rodin93, Paris 

 

                                                   
93 Auguste Rodin (12 November 1840 – 17 November 1917) was a French artist, mostly famous as a 
sculptor, but he was also a painter and printmaker. L’éternelle idole was completed in 1889 and is in the 
Rodin Museum in Paris. However, many copies of the work exist. 
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Orpheus, Talks with Prof Y, Anima, Film, Dream, and God 

 
One day at a small gathering, we began to talk about Gluck’s opera, Orpheus and 

Eurydice.94 I was invited to speak about my ideas in relation to the role of Orpheus.  
I talked about the theme’s importance as a myth, and said that the story of 

Orpheus and Eurydice could be seen as a classical example of Jung’s theory of the anima. 
I formulated my thoughts by saying that the anima, in its relationship between man and 
woman, can be understood as the projection of soul or the psychological image which a 
man forms of woman. It can be understood at the same time as the description of an inner 
persona imbued with those attributes lacking in the external, conscious persona. In other 
words, the anima embodies the female attributes of the man.  

When Orpheus laments that he has lost his ability to sing, then on a deeper level 
he grieves, not for the actual loss of his wife, but for the loss of soul. In order to find his 
voice again, and thereby no longer to have to live an existence in the shadows, he is 
forced to travel on the dangerous path into the Underworld where he fights with Furies 
and daimons. Following this line of interpretation, the Underworld should be understood 
symbolically as not outside ourselves, but rather like an internal theater of war. I 
continued my explanation by saying that it was the first psychodrama to be made into an 
opera, and that Amor, the third character, was not only to be viewed as a deus ex 
machina, but as the embodiment of Eros, whose all-powerful creative ability could 
transform dead matter into living substance.  

The divine injunction which forbade Orpheus to embrace Eurydice until he had 
reached the upper world also has another meaning, namely that the new psychological 
image must be struggled for by sublimating an instinctive drive to a degree not yet 
achieved. The new existence of the soul image must be bought with the so far 
unobtainable sublimation of an impulsive drive.  

To illustrate my point, I refer to a sculpture by Rodin called L’éternelle idole. You 
see a man kneeling before a woman with his arms stretched back away from her. As the 
title of the sculpture suggests, the physical body of the woman is meant to be seen as an 
idol and unattainable. So here the interpretation is of a similar nature.      

The ballet, Orpheus and Eurydice, created by the dancer Harald Kreutzberg95 is 
yet another example with the same theme. He dances the role of Orpheus and represents 
Eurydice by holding a mask. The climax of the ballet, which symbolizes the relationship 
between man and woman in all its various ups and downs, is when he puts the mask of 
Eurydice on his face and thereby transforms himself into her. This is not just playing for 
effect, it is interpreting the myth on its deepest level. 

On my way home I was walking with Professor Y,96 a well-known surgeon. He 
returned to the subject of our evening’s discussion.  

I sensed from the way he was speaking that he did not agree with my 
interpretation, so here is the essence of our conversation:  

                                                   
94 Christoph von Gluck (2 July 1714 – 15 November 1787) was a German composer and one of the most 
important opera composers of the Classical music era, particularly known for his Orfeo ed Euridice. 
95 Harald Kreutzberg (11 December 1902 – 25 April 1968) was a noted German modern dancer who 
choreographed the opening of the 1936 Berlin Olympics. 
96 This is most likely Albert Salomon, who was a surgeon. He was the husband of Paula (Levy) Lindberg 
and the father of the artist, Charlotte Salomon. 
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I am glad to be able to report the following case history to a doctor, which comes 
from my own experience. A tenor came to me wanting to have singing lessons. He was in 
a rather desperate state. His voice sounded hard and unsteady. When trying to reach a 
high note in an aria or a song, his voice would fail him, and the sound would be shrill and 
utterly forced.  

The tenor, let’s call him X, had sung in well-known opera houses for many years. 
He had been successful, but then for some time he found himself without work. Although 
he had been trained by several teachers, he was unable to find a technique among all their 
different methods, and this caused him to waver in his views on singing from one vague 
idea to another. I could have added yet another technique to these twenty methods: 
physiologically speaking, I could have focused on his larynx and would, most probably, 
have ended up failing like the other teachers. According to my prognosis, the only 
possibility I had of healing his voice was to try to re-mobilize his psyche’s ability, which 
I felt must have been paralyzed at some point. A certain degree of progress was made 
with X after I succeeded in gaining his confidence and overcoming his fears by my 
support of him, then listening to the following story of his vocal breakdown. 

He had lost his wife who had been his childhood sweetheart and with whom he 
had been happily married for many years. During the last years of her life, she had been 
ill and suffered from depression, which finally made her commit suicide.  

From this moment on the vocal deterioration of X had set in. And here begins the 
modern parallel to the Orpheus story. You may smile sceptically, but I experienced a new 
version of this theme: the tragedy of a singer who can no longer sing because of the grief 
for his wife.  

When I visited him once, his room was like a mausoleum. All four walls were 
covered with photographs of his wife. Photographs are not just technical products – 
pictures which capture a split-second of a more or less chance event – but they emanate 
mysterious waves which, in his case, filled the room with an unwholesome atmosphere. 
This atmosphere was also instrumental in shaping his nocturnal life, and it was reflected 
in his dreams, which, again and again, conjured up the image of his wife. Nearly every 
night she appeared to him. She lovingly came to him, withdrew from him, betrayed him, 
complained to him, and insulted him. She dangled before him the pleasures of times gone 
by and invoked enticing images of a happy future. So, nearly every night, he was forced 
to go down into the Underworld in search of his lost wife. Don’t you think that these 
dreams could be comparable with the demons and Furies seen in theater, which haunt our 
imagination with their horrible screams?  

I will not go into all the details of the battle I fought, not against the resistance of 
his larynx, but against the demonic nature of a psychological image which held its victim 
captive, barring his way to the upper world. After all, this psychological image was not 
only an expression of an overall upbringing, but it symbolized a whole past including 
security, success, lovers’ happiness, and the satisfaction of the need to assert oneself; in 
short, the meaning, aim, and goal of an entire existence.  

I speak of the temporary result of this battle. In my presence X happened to make 
quite a number of telephone calls dealing with the financial situation of his work; 
numbers played a big role. I noticed that, out of a kind of boredom, he began doodling on 
a piece of paper lying next to him, absentmindedly. I read the word “Eros.” The result of 
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these telephone calls was that he went on a trip, and I said to him before he left: “Please 
write to me and let me know whether you get involved in a relationship with a woman.”  

He did not believe me, smiled, and looked at me with a superior air. In his first 
letter he wrote only about his work. Ten days later, told with surprise, came the 
announcement that he was about to start a relationship with a woman, and that he was 
convinced that it was as serious as the one he had had with his first wife. When he 
returned he told me the following: The night after a conversation between him and his 
new woman friend – a conversation which had been important to both of them – his wife 
appeared in a dream and said she will leave him forever. The next morning his new friend 
came to him worried and said she had dreamt that he had died traveling.  

These two dreams, dreamt during the same night, speak for themselves and need 
no comment. However, to underline the accuracy of my prognosis, I would like to explain 
that it was the occurrence of X’s new relationship which gave me the certainty that a 
fruitful basis for the continuation of our work had been found, and thus the healing of his 
voice could begin. 
  To return to my comparison with the myth of Orpheus, the moment in which X 
wrote the word “Eros,” writing from a source deep within himself, was the precise 
moment of the entrance of the third party, whose role in this opera is played by Amor. 
The telephone doodling of X, the slip of the pen, confirmed my assumption that it would 
now be only a question of time and the right circumstances before he would tap into his 
newly found psychological strength.  
 At this time I did not know about the existence of Jung’s anima theory. I had only 
gained a certain insight into the subject from earlier personal experience. 

One day I held a woman. We stood embracing for a long time. I looked into her 
eyes. It is dangerous to look at someone with open eyes and to hold them at the same 
time. If the intensity of an embrace is really strong, one is involuntarily forced to close 
one’s eyes and go into one’s inner depth. This process takes place with an experience of 
intensity of whatever kind. When I looked into the eyes opposite me, I discovered that my 
face was mirrored in them. It gave me a great shock; even more, I felt an inner disaster. 
From that moment onwards a complete change took place in my relationship to this 
woman. I found that all my feelings were based on a wish to find myself in that other 
person, to find the unlived parts of my being. In other words I wanted to complete the 
half circle, which I represented, into a full circle. It was my face I had stared at, and it 
slowly dawned on me where all our misunderstandings and disharmonies came from.  

From then on I have tried to forget everything I thought I had learned about love. I 
became as unhappy as the little girl who, so I was told the other day, had complained to 
her mother that she could not go to sleep because of sheer unhappiness. “Why not?” 
asked her mother. “Because I keep thinking all the time that one can never know what 
another person thinks or feels, and whether one is loved as much as one loves oneself.” 
Perhaps we all have, at one time or another, had this simple but nevertheless profound 
thought, but then we have forgotten it due to a toy or a sweet. 
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Correggio’s Jupiter and Io, Vienna 

 
If you are not convinced by this personal example underlining my theory, then 

perhaps I can be more explicit by reminding you that you relax by looking at paintings, 
especially the famous painting, Jupiter and Io,97 by Correggio.98   

It is based on a rarely discussed subject: making love. 
All the light shines on Io who appears to be by herself, while Jupiter disappears in 

the background, his features lost in the shadows. Looking at it just in terms of form and 
line, this female body enchants by its complete surrender and its sheer beauty. Yet this 
does not explain the special quality of the painting. The theme has been depicted by many 
painters through the ages.  

I do not know whether the timbre of a voice means something to you; I mean 
whether you can consciously hear it or not. Timbre is the metaphysical charm of a voice, 
the unique essence of the individual personality. But more than this, it is the expression of 
the concentrated Self. The artistic quality of a voice depends entirely on the uniqueness of 
the timbre. I believe one can also speak of the timbre in a painting; one could perhaps call 
it its soul content or illuminating power.  

In Correggio’s painting, this radiant quality, this illuminating power of the female 
body and its expession, is absolutely unique. Every line of this body expresses a joyous 
“lust” in the most intense way, and here, what we call sexuality is made visible in a way 

                                                   
97 Jupiter and Io (c. 1530) is a painting by Correggio. It is now displayed in the Kunsthistorisches Museum 
of Vienna, Austria. The painting was created as a companion piece to Ganymede Abducted by the Eagle, 
also now in the Kunsthistorisches Museum. The two pictures, along with another pair, were probably 
intended to decorate the Ovid Room in the Palazzo Te for Federico II Gonzaga of Mantua. However, they 
were given as a gift to Emperor Charles V, and subsequently the cycle was dispersed outside Italy. The 
scene of Jupiter and Io is inspired by a story from Ovid’s Metamorphoses. Io, daughter of the first king of 
Argos, Inachus, is seduced by Jupiter, who hides behind the dunes to avoid the jealous Juno. 
98 Antonio da Correggio (August 1489 – 5 March 1534) was the foremost painter of the Parma School in 
the Italian Renaissance. He was responsible for some of the most vigorous and sensuous works of the 16th 
century. In his use of dynamic composition, illusionistic perspective, and dramatic foreshortening, 
Correggio prefigured Baroque and Rococo art. 
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that leaves no room for doubt. But that does not say a great deal and only a vulgar taste 
will be satisfied with this explanation, perhaps not even satisfied, for a doubt remains; a 
doubt which cannot be erased and finally makes one turn away dissatisfied.  

The artist’s genius has achieved something much greater, namely he has dispelled 
the boundaries of the warring concepts of sex and eros. He has succeeded in visually 
realizing a possibility whereby the sexual aspect recedes into the background, and the 
erotic aspect predominates. Hence the desire of which I spoke is not the physical 
satisfaction limited to an earthly moment, but the desire that, according to the words of 
Nietzsche, longs for eternity. This is the sublimated “carnal desire,” which leads from 
perfect accomplishment into death; for us the idea of eternity.  

The effect of letting the male partner recede into the background is a 
masterstroke, a means by which interpretation, seen from the sensual aspect, loses its 
meaning. And finally, most importantly is the painter’s portrayal of the god. He is 
painted, not as a beautiful male, but as a union of man and animal. Thus the painter’s 
genius lifts the veil covering a great truth. Here is an example where one can clearly see 
the difference between genius and talent.  

Thousands of talented painters have tried to illustrate making love between the 
sexes. Looking at these paintings you may nod your head and say, “wonderful” or “these 
colors” or “this composition.” There are so many works of art that if you see too many of 
them, one after another, you might get tired from nodding your head and then not say 
anything more. Afterwards, in order to recover from the strain of looking, you try your 
best to relax over a good meal, and all the beautiful paintings are forgotten. One always 
ends up with oneself. But one does not forget so quickly when a genius, truly blest, has 
been able to force us beyond our attentive viewing and has led us to the deeper meanings 
of life. It is the hall-mark of a genius that unearths from the darkness an eternal truth. 
When four hundred years later, a scientist finds the ingenious formula of one of these 
truths in the spiritual realm of the mind, the truth has already been formed intuitively by 
the painter of this picture. In other words Correggio intuitively expressed Jung’s theory of 
the anima.  

Let me repeat once more what I have said above: one does not love the “thou” in 
the other person but the “I,” the other half of which one has projected onto the partner. 
The parts that do not develop in oneself, the female elements in the man and the male 
elements in the woman, one recognizes and seeks in the other. That this truth, interpreted 
in turn from Plato99 to Weininger,100 has not become accepted knowledge is due to human 
stupidity, which remains the only constant in the history of the human spirit. After all, 
nobody finds it surprising that in our day and age the primitive laws of moral science 
(ethics) are still in a kind of backwater, even though they were proclaimed first by God, 
personally, and then right up to today’s professor of philosophy, who gives lectures on 
ethics at the university. When we speak about the relationship between the sexes, we tend 
to think only of the one hundred percent male and one hundred percent female, not 

                                                   
99 Plato (c. 428/427 BCE – c. 348/347 BCE), Greek philosopher, was the first of the great trio of ancient 
philosophers – Plato, Aristotle, and Epicurus – who between them laid the philosophical foundations of 
Western culture.  
100 Otto Weininger (3 April 1880 – 4 October 1903) was an Austrian philosopher. In 1903, he published the 
book Geschlecht und Charakter (Sex and Character), which became famous after his suicide at twenty-
three. 
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knowing how we thereby perpetuate the struggle between man and woman, unable to 
resolve the problem of the battle of the sexes by one inch. It is as if there is no such 
definition of a human being, which by its existence proves that there could be the 
possibility of a genetic term.  

The essence of art has always been the barometer of the psychological streams of 
each epoch of humanity. Our time in particular supplies the proof of this law. We have 
created a new kind of art – film.  

We know how everyone is influenced to an enormous degree by cinematic 
images, so much so that innumerable people project their whole fantasy life onto the 
ways and doings of the characters in these moving pictures, and every man finds his idol 
from Greta Garbo to Anni Ondra, and every woman hers, from Harry Baur to Clark 
Gable.101  

In the cinema we are not really surprised when we see a love story between a 
boxer and a tiny, frail creature.102 We marvel at the union between this animal-like giant 
and the weak, little woman, with the film happily ending with a lingering kiss and 
embrace. It makes it easier to understand the embrace of the bear-god and the shining 
female figure in Correggios’s painting. The decisive factor, common to both 
representations, is that in an embrace each person goes into oneself, expressed by the 
inward turning and the closing of the eyes. 

Maybe you are surprised that in my attempt to explain the way of Orpheus, I draw 
in equal measure upon opera, painting, and film. For me every kind of art symbolizes 
processes of life. There was a time in my life when I remained unappreciative of the 
phenomena of opera. I even doubted its validity as an art form. It seemed contradictory 
that people came onto the stage singing words in the flowing form of music, notated by a 
composer, which if spoken would probably have made better sense. Fortunately for me, 
my naïve love of music overcame all my intellectual opposition. Understandably, at a 
certain age, I accepted with awe any phenomena proclaimed by the wisdom of great 
minds as an untouchable truth. Because Verdi and Wagner were valued as great artists, 
their operas also had to be considered as great works of art.  

However, at one point, as the meaning of life became questionable for me, so I 
began questioning the meaning of art without in any way diminishing the validity of 
works of art. For me what was shaken was the concept of art in its interpretation as an 
unreality and the idealism which stood in opposition to the realism of everyday life.  

This discrepancy only lost its frightening aspect when a sudden inspiration made 
me understand that the language we use in our daily life is not used as it appears to us 

                                                   
101 Famous 1930s film actors: Greta Garbo, (18 September 1905 – 15 April 1990) Swedish actress known 
for her porcelain beauty and later for her reclusivity; Anny Ondra, (26 May 1903 – 2 April 1987) Austro-
Hungarian German actress married to 1930s German heavyweight boxing champion Max Schmeling (28 
September 1905 – 2 February 2005). She was best known for her acting in the Hitchcock film Blackmail 
(1929); Harry Baur, (12 April 1880 – 8 April 1943) popular French character actor whose death due to 
torture by the Gestapo helped to galvanize French resistance to German occupation; Clark Gable, (1 
February 1901 – 16 November 1960), The King of Holywood, was most famous for his role in Gone With 
the Wind (1939), although probably his best acting work was done in his last film, The Misfits (1961), with 
the film goddess, Marilyn Monroe (1 June 1926 – 5 August 1962). 
102 Wolfsohn is here referring to the film Ondra made with Schmeling in 1935 called Ein Junges Mädchen 
Ein Junger Mann, retitled in English as Knockout. 
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optically on the page, but that it is always audible in some kind of intonation, founded 
however tenuously on the base of music.  

In the vernacular we have the expression: “Don’t drivel opera!”103 There is always 
only a small step from the sublime to the ridiculous, but often behind the ridiculous there 
is greater serious thought and greater depth than behind the sublime. The ridiculous leads 
to and uncovers the abyss. The sublime covers it up. The popular idiom confirms in 
essence the idea that, after all, it is possible to include in the prosaic world all that is 
expressed in a heightened artistic form in opera. This idiom also helps to make clear that 
operatic concepts gain their importance when they stylize human relationships but do not 
nullify their foundations. Relationship is shown from a different angle, in a different 
light, which leads to unreality and fairytale. In fact these are the elements of opera, and 
they are destined to serve as a means of expression for the collective contents of psyche. 

Ranging from Orpheus and Eurydice to the operas of Wagner, the function of 
opera is nothing other than the re-creation of myths and fairytales through music, giving 
expression to the sublime world of grand passion, joy, and grief. The individual gives 
way to the typical, so much so that the parts for an opera are ingeniously written for 
soprano, tenor/baritone, contralto, and bass. These are the four basic voices around which 
opera is composed to this day. 

If in modern psychology one speaks of archetypes, or primal images, which 
constantly recur in the dreams of all peoples and races, then we find its counterpart in the 
human voice, where the four basic voices represent these primal images. This made sense 
to me especially as I see the voice as a direct form of the manifestation of soul.  

For a better understanding, I repeat Jung’s definition of the concept of the 
“archetype.” According to him archetypes are “the residue of ever recurring experiences 
of humanity” with the effect that all human beings possess a “typical form of 
comprehension.” Furthermore they are to be considered “as an inborn form of 
perception” and are equal to all the categories of the psyche as a whole. If one looks again 
at these four basic voices to see which typical forms they repeat, one could prove the 
above by giving precise examples. 

Listen to the splendid and well-known bravura pieces that make up the repertoire 
of a German bass. After some time you will notice that you have heard the same pieces 
over and over again, namely the two arias from the Magic Flute, the aria “Als Büblein 
klein” from Falstaff, König Heinrich’s address from Lohengrin, or the song “Im tiefen 
Keller sitz’ ich hier.” This is not just by chance but proves our dependence on what we 
call the typical. The prototype behind the bass voice is the archetype of the father, 
varying from the king, to the priest, to the drunkard, who on the lowest level, by means of 
intoxication, reigns in the realm of fantasy. In art you will find a similar example of this 
archetypal connection in the painter Grützner104 with his never-ending repetition of 
portraying lusty, tippling monks, which has become a craze. 

The bass is most closely connected to the depth of the earth, so much so that one 
can define the phenomenon of Chaliapin’s voice as the embodiment of the Russian soil, 
as genuine and as real as we find it described in the works of the great Russian writers. It 
also explains the complete harmony of Chaliapin’s voice with his life. He, coming from 

                                                   
103 The equivalent in English would be “Don’t say nonsense!” 
104 Eduard von Grützner (26 May 1846 – 2 April 1925) was a German painter based in Munich and is best 
known for his paintings of beer-drinking monks. 
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the lowest class, the son of an alcoholic, became a full-blooded human being, a 
thoroughbred, indulging in the earthly pleasures of life; he becomes the uncrowned King 
and High Priest in the realm of his art, idol of thousands of people, animus figure for 
women who bow before him and conceive his children – the father-type par excellence.  

The counterpart is represented by the bass voice of the Afro-American Paul 
Robeson.105 We know the superficial depiction of blacks from Uncle Tom’s Cabin.106 The 
emotional residue of the archetypal figure of black people, which we retain from this 
story, returns as a memory when we listen to the voice of this representative of “black 
soil.”  

An analysis of the alto voice shows with equal clarity that it is based on an 
archetype. It is reflected in the idea of the mana personality.107 For primitive humanity 
the concept of mana meant a supernatural power which succeeds in achieving everything 
that “supersedes a human’s natural strength, supersedes all that lies beyond ordinary 
imagination.” According to Jung, one mana-personality is the “Great Mother” and 
belongs to the element of sorcery and demons. Famous operas in which the alto voice is 
given a leading role are, for instance, Verdi’s108 Acuzena and Ulrica; in Wagner those of 
Brangäne, Ortrud, Kundry;109 in Gounod, Marthe Schwertlein; in Saint-Saëns,110 Delilah; 
and in Bizet111 the role of Carmen. Let me also mention that film has created the vamp 
type, who is always given a deep, dark voice. 

The most frequent concept of the female voice is the soprano, which represents 
the archetype of the anima figure in all aspects. The anima figure, with all the variations 
of man’s idea of woman made visible on the opera stage, ranges from Mimi to Elsa and 
from Traviata to Musetta; these different types, from the servant girl to the princess, from 
the saintly woman to the prostitute, are musically outlined in their range from lyrical 
soprano to the coloratura soprano. Comparing the two heroines of the opera La 

                                                   
105 Paul Robeson (9 April 1898 – 23 January 1976) was a multi-lingual black American actor, athlete, bass-
baritone concert singer, writer, civil rights activist, Spingarn Medal winner, and Stalin Peace Prize laureate. 
106 Uncle Tom’s Cabin was written by the American abolitionist Harriet Elizabeth Beecher Stowe (14 June 
1811 – 1 July 1896). In it she describes life in slavery in the South and was first published in serial form 
from 1851 to 1852 in the abolitionist newspaper, the National Era.  
107 This concept comes from the French sociologist Marcel Mauss (1872 – 1950) via C. G. Jung. The idea 
of mana (similar to the Algonkin manitou) found in Melanesia was first noted by the English missionary R. 
H. Codrington at the end of the 19th century 
108 Giuseppe Verdi (10 October 1813 – 27 January 1901) was an Italian Romantic composer, mainly of 
opera. 
109 Herauf! Herauf! Zu mir!   Arise! Arise! To me! 
   Dein Meister ruft  dich, Namenlose,  Your master calls you, nameless one, 
   Urteufelin! Höllenrose!    First she-devil! Rose of Hades! 
   Herodias warst du, und was noch?  Herodias were you, and what else? 
   Gundryggia dort, Kundry hier!   Gundryggia then, Kundry here! 
   Hieher! Hieher denn, Kundry!   Come here! Come here now, Kundry! 
   Dein Meister ruft; herauf!   Your master calls: arise! [Parsifal, Act 2] 
110 Charles Camille Saint-Saëns (9 October 1835 – 16 December 1921) was a French composer and 
performer, best known for his orchestral works Le carnaval des animaux (The Carnival of Animals) (1886), 
Danse Macabre (1874), and Symphony No. 3 (Organ Symphony) (1886). 
111 Georges Bizet (25 October 1838 – 3 June 1875) was a French composer and pianist of the romantic era. 
He is best known for his opera Carmen (1875). 
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Bohème,112 it seems significant that the moving simplicity and tenderness of the poetic 
seamstress is portrayed by a lyrical soprano, while for the differently orientated erotic 
behavior of Musetta, the alluring sounds of a coloratura soprano are employed. These 
coloratura sounds, embodiment of the idea which musically translates the sexual love-call 
of the song bird into the human voice, gave rise historically to the term prima donna. 
There are equally clear reasons as to why the complicated problem of Brunhilde demands 
the darker quality of the highly dramatic soprano. In the transposition of the Faust story 
into opera, as conceived by Gounod,113 it is necessary that Gretchen is sung by a soprano 
voice, one which is able to encompass both the lyrical and the coloratura soprano 
qualities, because Gretchen, Faust’s anima, has to fulfill his idea of woman as an erotic 
object. Consequently an opera composer works in a way which allows the subject matter 
to be treated more basically. One must not forget that the author of Faust did not reject 
the idea of letting his Gretchen sing.  

In parallel to the idea that the opera soprano is the embodiment of the archetypal 
anima figure, the baritone and tenor embody the animus. Therefore, the difference 
between the two voices is only one of degree. Gounod wanted to use the Faust story to 
create an effective and dramatically sound piece. So in his work, Faust appears in the 
opera as a lyrical tenor to whom the role of the loving and beloved man is exclusively 
assigned. However, in Busoni’s idea (a more intellectual composer), Faust is sung by a 
baritone, which gives a sharper characterization of a man who has to grapple with 
complicated problems. 

The same contrasting duos can be found in The Flying Dutchman,114 sung by a 
baritone, in juxtaposition to his opponent Eric, the tenor, or on a higher level, Hans Sachs 
versus Walter Stolzing,115 Othello versus Iago,116 Amfortas versus Parsifal.117  

We have been fortunate enough to have had the ideal tenor in Caruso. His voice 
united both qualities of the tenor as well as the baritone in a happy synthesis, which made 
him a phenomenon.  

All these explanations and examples may help to give greater plausibility to my 
attempted interpretation of “Orpheus.” Centuries may pass, but the substance of values 
stays unchanged; values which are forever challenged anew, yet their fundamental 
substance remains intact. Seen in this light one can quite easily place the myth of 
Orpheus in parallel with that of The Flying Dutchman. The range of vision might be 
larger, but the basic core remains. Just as Orpheus goes from the upper world to the 
Underworld, so the seafarer parallels this on his journey from sea to land.  

There is no contradiction that the earliest operas were sung only by women, while 
in plays women’s parts were exclusively played by men. This fact is merely indicative of 
the idea that music, rooted in metaphysics, belongs more to the feminine aspect, while the 
language of the actor tends more towards a male, spiritual one.  

                                                   
112 La bohème (1896) is an opera in four acts by Giacomo Puccini (22 December 1858 – 29 November 
1924) who was a famous Italian composer known especially for his operas. 
113 Charles-François Gounod (17 June 1818 – 17 October 1893) was a French composer, best known for his 
operas Faust (1859) and Roméo et Juliette (1867). 
114 This refers to the opera by Richard Wagner, The Flying Dutchman (1843). 
115 Characters in Wagner’s opera, Die Meistersinger von Nürenburg (1868).  
116 Characters in Giuseppe Verdi’s opera, Othello (1887). 
117 Characters in Wagner’s opera, Parsifal (1882). 
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In all fields of art, the relationship to dream is important, and this should be 
interpreted by the artist in all possible ways. If we let ourselves be fooled by what the eye 
sees, by outer appearances, we experience the same phenomenon as in our relationship to 
money, which we use fictitiously; we forget that it only exists in gold, hidden away in a 
secret vault where, although we cannot see it, it alone represents value. 

The creation, development, and indeed the transformation of one form of art has 
been badly undervalued. This art of our time is film. For those people who argue against 
such a statement, I offer my view, put simply like this.  

I sit in a dark room. I see the moving images of people. I see them moving either 
outside in the open air or inside in a room. I hear them speak or sing, and I hear music 
accompanying the events on the screen.  

Now, imagine a night at the opera. There, in the same manner, you can describe 
the following: you sit in a dark room, you see a scene with people moving around, you 
hear them sing, accompanied by music. Clearly in both cases people do not behave as 
they would in reality. But how do they behave in reality?  

I will continue with the analogy of these two descriptions. I am not sitting in a 
dark room but in a brightly lit one. I see people moving back and forth. I hear them talk 
and, as I am able to hear music behind the spoken word, I can also hear them sing. The 
decisive fact remains the same. These people, whom I can see and hear, do not present 
themselves as they are in reality. They play a role; a role improvised at any given moment 
and enacted, voluntarily or involuntarily, in every encounter. In conclusion let me say 
that I base my judgment of a work of art on the degree to which it expresses life. Because 
of this, I believe that the laws of life also apply to art. 

I know that as a living human I am subject to the biogenetic law, which says that 
in the course of development in the womb, a person passes through all the stages which 
living creatures have had to pass through during the history of the human race. I do not 
doubt that the law also holds true for the expression of life, which I find in the works of 
art created by people. If I follow this line of thought, I recall that not only have I gone 
through physical stages of which I retain a memory, and that I also have gone through 
psychological and spiritual stages of which I have not only kept a memory, but a residue 
of them still remains within me. Only then can I understand why a genius such as Goethe 
was always aware that he had in him a Faustian aspect – aspiring to the most exalted 
heights of mental understanding – as well as, as he once confessed, the tendency towards 
committing any conceivable crime. It also becomes believable that Mozart could 
compose a glorious Requiem as well as a naughty, lewd canon, and that Nietzsche’s 
mental capacity ranged from a sober scientist to a Dionysian prophet to the herald of the 
great human beast. Only then does it become feasible for me to imagine that I am 
swimming like a fish in water, or that when I look into the eyes of a horse or a dog, I feel 
at one with nature’s creatures. I can hear the rushing of bird’s wings in an aeroplane, and 
I can sense that I am mysteriously in harmony with pantheism – with the heavens, the 
stars, flowers, animals, and stones. From this law of life, I imagine that we humans are 
like a ladder composed of many rungs, where each rung is of equal importance, and if we 
are standing on a higher one, we must not forget that each rung rests and depends on the 
one below. 

The evolution of film could serve as an example to clarify what I mean. In the 
early days we called them “flicks,” or we said, “Let’s go to the flea pit.” But when they 
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first began, they started in a similar way to theatre. They were something you saw at fair 
grounds where moving picture slides showed us horror scenes or adventures or daily 
events.  

Then came silent film, already on a more developed level, but still continuing to 
elicit in us primitive, that is to say, strong, basic emotions. If one remembers how the 
timeless story of two lovers unfolded on the screen so that you would see the mimed 
gestures of the actors, read inserted texts, which at least explained the main gist of the 
action, and hear some smattering of music, then all this seemed like a caricature of theatre 
where the stages of development could be gauged by the contributions of the great actors 
of our time. Here, theatre, in the specific form of opera, serves our purpose more clearly. 
Indeed one could compare the early beginnings of moving pictures with the opera, except 
that in film the human voice was missing. Common to both media is the fact that the film 
text in itself could seem as meaningless and silly in relation to action as an opera libretto, 
and in the long run, although people did not go to the cinema to hear music, they would 
have found it unbearable to see it without it. However, until the invention of sound in 
film, the fact that music was an essential part of silent film helped us to understand the 
deeper meaning of film. It is similar to the attempt to bring the dream, with all its 
connotations, from the sphere of the unconscious into consciousness. At night when we 
dream, our mind, the expression of our consciousness, rests. The creative power of our 
unconscious is solely active, which is the fountain-head of all creativity. It flows out 
freely, holds and fascinates our inner eye, and commands our complete attention.  

The artificial night of the film gives us invented dream images which are 
introduced to our conscious mind from the outside. But remember, we take an active part 
in fashioning our own dream images to such a degree that we have no need for an extra 
embellishment, indeed any musical accompaniment would be superfluous. However film 
images need to have either the intense power of the imagination inherent in dreams or the 
addition of another element to allow our own imagination to flow, and that important 
element is music. 

With the advent of sound in film, which included the human voice, music was no 
longer absolutely necessary because the voice has music in it by its very nature. But film, 
either silent or with sound, would be merely a feeble imitation of theatre if its main 
emphasis was not based on the laws unique to it, nor would it constitute a new art form if 
it did not fully employ and express the possibilities given to it, which is different from 
those of the theatre. A simple example – which will also give insight into the 
phenomenon of film as a transposition from a dream of the unconscious into 
consciousness – will show you in which way the possibilities of film-making surpass 
those of the theatre and clearly establish an independent art form.  

In the American film, The Broadway Melody,118 there is a scene where the main 
character, a little country girl, comes to the biggest music hall in New York. She sits 
alone in the auditorium before an empty stage. After waiting for a long time, she falls 
asleep. Next you see a shadow figure of herself leaving her body. This alter-ego steps 

                                                   
118 The Broadway Melody, an early musical motion picture, came out on 1 February 1929. The film was 
released by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. It was the first musical motion picture produced by the studio and the 
first all-talking musical. It was the top-grossing picture of 1929 and won the Academy Award for Best 
Picture. 
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onto the empty stage and begins to sing a song of her longings and desires, which is the 
famous hit song, In My Imagination.  

This scene is inconceivable in the theatre. It belongs uniquely to this new form of 
art. Film can visually demonstrate the existence of an alter-ego, which up to now we have 
been able only to sense in some form or another. But here our senses can comprehend it 
as reality.  

My understanding of art is that it represents the result of the creative abilities of 
soul. It is analogous to physical conception and birth. Just as any human is able to 
contribute a share to procreation, so everyone possesses the psychological gift of 
producing dreams, be it day-dreams or night-dreams. Seen from the point of view that art 
becomes art if it can successfully transform dream material, then the scene described 
above clearly demonstrates the visible manifestation of a typical, basic factor of life. It 
fulfills the demands of art by making visible and audible the essence of the phenomena of 
life and by symbolizing humanity’s individual character in a thousand and one different 
ways. 

Another example will further illustrate my theme. In The Girl from Hawaii119 – 
one of the few well done films about singers – the leading man leaves a party where the 
recital of a song, which he himself had once sung, brought back memories of an 
important event in his life. Restless, he leaves and, driven by painful longings, goes to the 
harbor. He stands on the pier, and one sees an alter-ego emerging from him and then 
talking with him. Up to this moment the scene is much like the scene above, only now he 
begins to sing a duet with himself. The role of the leading man is played by the famous 
American baritone Tibbett,120 whose voice has a sufficiently wide range of height and 
depth to make the duet sound quite natural. I have spoken of the visible manifestation of 
the “second face” – here we have the audible manifestation of the “second voice.” 

The means used to make such films possible are techniques which no painter, 
sculptor, poet, or musician can use, and yet we see only a repetition, a recreation of 
something that every human creates naturally in dreams. The scenes which I have 
described are not mere fantasies of an author’s brain simply using a new technique but 
the translation of natural processes. 

It is wrong, and touches only on the external aspect of things, to say that as 
machinery plays a part in its production, the film has nothing to do with art, because it is 
artificial and not artistic. In Greek antiquity Daedalus121 was called the great artificer and 
therein lies a symbolic meaning. His greatest achievement was the invention of a machine 
with which he could fly. With this, Daedalus represents one of our many concepts of God 
in His capacity as a Creator, because flying means nothing more than the granting of 
power to humans to rise above themselves, that is, to overcome nature. And when we use 
the expression “on wings of fantasy,” well, it makes the Daedalian myth quite real.  

When God breathed soul into a human being, He raised humanity above nature. 
Humanity itself, however, represents a machine. Although this notion may seem absurd 
                                                   
119 There seems to be no film with this name. It could be that Wolfsohn somehow confused the title of the 
musical film, Metropolitan, with a popular musical tune in 1938 Berlin, “Kleines Mädchen von Hawaii.” 
120 Lawrence Tibbett (16 November 1896 – 15 July 1960) was an American opera singer and a singer in 
three 1930s musical films. He also had a distinguished career on stage and radio and then on television. 
121 In Greek mythology, Daedalus (meaning "cunning worker") was a famous craftsman, so skillful that he 
was said to have invented images that seemed to move about (film?), wings for his son, Icarus, and the 
Labyrinth for King Minos of Crete. 



 

 65 

in relation to a human being who possesses spirit and soul, which are abstract concepts 
defying any precise definition, yet all the same, it is possible to imagine a person as a 
wonderfully functioning machine. Therefore let me say, that for me, seen from the 
outside, a human represents the definition of “the Machine of God.” So, to continue my 
train of thought, when I define film as “the Machine of Humanity”, and “the Machine of 
God” as the projection of God, I arrive at a conclusion that “the Machine of Humanity” is 
but the projection of Himself. 

In my attempt to explain to you why I see film as a restatement, a new 
formulation of humanity’s ability to dream, I must explain my understanding of dreams 
in greater detail. The explanation that dreams are merely “…a physical, mostly 
unnecessary, in many cases an almost pathological process, in relation to which the soul 
of the universe and immortality rises above, as the blue ether rises above a sandy plain in 
the lowest lowland overgrown with weeds”122 is unjustified. Nor is it enough to say that 
dreams are provoked by sensory stimuli. These views are superseded by the experiments 
of modern psychology as Freud, its pioneer, has classed the dream as “not a somatic but a 
psychological phenomenon.”  

Jung says that “dreams are neither mere reproductions of memories nor 
abstractions of actual events,” but that they are “the genuine manifestation of the creative 
unconscious’ activity.” Somewhere else he expresses this more poetically saying: “The 
dream is the small hidden door in our innermost soul which opens up to the cosmic 
primal night called soul, long before any individual consciousness existed and which will 
be soul far beyond anything any individual consciousness could ever achieve….” 
Therefore, no wonder that in ancient civilizations important dreams were considered 
messages from the gods. It is typical of our rationalism to say that dreams are “left-overs 
of the day,” that is, crumbs which “fall from the richly laden table of our consciousness 
into the unconscious.”  

An apparently vulgar contradiction to this statement is found in the popular saying 
that: “Dreams come from the gut,” but only vulgar if one remembers that some primitive 
tribes speak of the fact that they think with their stomach. For them, the gut, in its 
capacity to be the original source of dreams, is seen not in a physical but in a 
psychological sense.  

Perhaps I can better explain my interpretation of dreams with a little story. Some 
time ago a friend of mine told me that he had gone through a period in his life where he 
often had to go hungry and that he had only dry bread with which to still his hunger. In 
his distress he had taken recourse to a strange procedure. He took a large sheet of white 
paper, divided it neatly into squares and wrote onto them: lobster, oyster, sausage, ham, 
cheese, fruit, etc. Then he cut the bread into chunks, put them on the different squares of 
paper and imagined that he was living in the lap of luxury, eating his fill of good food. 

This story clearly and simply pointed out to me that his dream came from his 
stomach, which was hungry and needed its hunger satisfied. But at the same time, his 
dream can be regarded as the genuine manifestation of the ability of the creative 
unconscious to work with pictorial and verbal images. If I may add something from 
personal experience: I can say that a spiritual hunger often drives me to go to the movies, 
and then because the scenes of deliciously enticing meals incite and tempt my stomach, I 
usually leave there with a physical hunger. 
                                                   
122 The origin of this quote is unknown. 
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In all my stories, my intention is to point out that any attempt to limit oneself to 
one single explanation and to let it rest there, is not enough. They also show how any 
concept, in this case “hunger,” allows for different interpretations, and if we want to 
arrive at an understanding of each other, a worthy understanding, we must not forget this 
fact in our relationships with one another.  

The hunger which drives me to the cinema is a different kind of hunger from the 
one when I leave it. When my longing to compensate my wishful dreaming becomes 
appeased by the pleasure of seeing a film, then it can happen that I come away with 
another kind of longing. This fact is based on the eternal law of life which consists of the 
interaction between being hungry and satisfying this hunger. Finally we have to decide to 
throw away our silly habit of wanting to differentiate between the state of hunger and the 
state of satiation, to stop considering each one separately in their own specific meaning, 
and instead learn to become aware of their inseparable interrelation. 

It is not by chance that I have chosen to speak about hunger because in the 
everlasting words of the poet, love and hunger still make the world go round. And in 
moments of ecstasy, when our feelings of love find a phrase like, “I love you so much I 
could eat you up,” it is good to remember that where there is much love, hunger is not far 
away. 

All that we can say about humanity in the fulfillment of existence is that a person 
begins to eat in the womb and digests in order to eat again. A person’s whole life depends 
on breathing in and breathing out, and in this continuous flow of taking in and giving out, 
we find the expression of humanity’s activities. We find it in all areas, in all activities of 
mind, body, and soul, be it love, art, science, religion, or behavior.  

When we dream, we are only using yet another way of stilling our hunger. That is 
why my story has a deeper meaning. For in the moment when my friend took his sheet of 
white paper, covered it with symbols and gazed at them, lost in a dream, in a simple way 
he anticipated the nature of film, which at that time did not exist. He did what millions of 
people do when they watch a film. We need no proof to know that, in its tendency to 
compensate for wishful thinking, film, as a conscious representation of dream, has been 
realized.  

Therefore it follows that by juxtaposing dream with film, their function must also 
be analogous. But in my view this is not the deciding factor. It is more important to prove 
that the means used to produce a dream are the same as those to produce a film. For 
example, a truly gifted film director will do the same as a psychologist, although in a 
transformed way, because common to both is the task of being able to interpret dreams 
and bring them closer to an audience.  

In conclusion, one can say that just as all the intellectual and spiritual ideas of any 
epoch have had an influence on the arts – one only has to think of Socrates in relation to 
Plato and Euripides123 or the influence Kant124 had on Goethe and Schiller – so, in a 
certain sense, film can be seen to represent the transposition of the discoveries of 
psychology in this century. Without our really being aware of it, film has made a bold 

                                                   
123 Euripides (c. 480 – 406 BCE) was the last of the three great tragedians of classical Athens (the other two 
being Aeschylus and Sophocles). 
124 Immanuel Kant (22 April 1724 – 12 February 1804) was a German philosopher from Königsberg in East 
Prussia (now Kaliningrad, Russia). He is regarded as one of the most influential thinkers of modern Europe 
and the last major philosopher of the Enlightenment. 
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attempt to bring to fruition the discoveries of psychoanalysis – indeed psychology as a 
whole – into the visual allegory of its art. 

Dream in the form of film is accepted by millions of people, even though they 
will agree that films are full of the most improbable situations. But when dream is used 
by psychology as an object of exploration, those same people might regard it as absurd 
and totally unimportant. If asked, no one will deny that films contain elements of the 
unreal and the illogical, contradicting any notion of time and space without any apparent 
coherence, and yet all these elements belong to the realm of dream. They will accept film 
like a person in analysis who at first reacts skeptically – vis-à-vis examining dream life – 
but who then is slowly captivated if the analyst succeeds in developing an understanding 
of it.  

The most important step towards understanding dreams is knowing about their 
symbolic content. The artistic value of films depends precisely on the way symbolism is 
used with regard to inanimate objects, in contrast to theatre which uses words and music. 

Before going any further I would like to present a dream which a pupil of mine 
told me: 

I was standing near a plateau by the side of a road, which was leading upwards from down 
below then going on as far as the eye could see. It must have been an extremely steep road, 
because at first I could only see a hat moving towards me, a black top-hat with two folds 
and a dent on the left. The wearer of this hat became slowly visible. As the figure 
approached the plateau, I recognized you without surprise. Indeed it was as if I had been 
waiting for you. But then I saw, to my astonishment, that it was not you, it was your 
mother. Below the battered top-hat I saw her bruised and dirty face. Her clothes were torn. 
Staggering and gazing into the far distance, she went along wearily, as if trying to get 
somewhere. Only then did I become aware that I was not alone, but that many people were 
standing, silently, on both sides of the road. Their faces showed shock and anger because of 
her having been abused in this way, but no one dared help. At that moment I rushed 
towards her and took her in my arms, holding her, protecting her, enveloping her with such 
a feeling of love and compassion that it felt as if we were melting together, and I began to 
tremble with emotion. 

In this case, on a personal level, the significance of the dream for the dreamer is 
irrelevant. It is only important to know that he was someone who loved painting, 
sculpture, and architecture, and yet rarely had he been so touched and affected as by this 
dream.  

To explain what I mean, I believe that here it is not only the moment of one’s own 
creative production which plays a role, but the striking power of a dynamically moving 
image. Finally a still picture or image affects us when movement is indirectly evoked 
from the outside by an indirect impulse. A poem called Pastoral Solitude may further 
explain what I am trying to say:  

   The beautiful white clouds float along 
   Through deepest azure, like wondrous silent dreams; 
   It feels as if I’d long since died, 
   Blissfully floating through eternal space125 

                                                   
125 Hermann Allmers, “Feldeinsamkeit” (“In Summer Fields”), Sämtliche Werke, Vol. 5 Oldenburg: Schulz, 
1891 – 1895, p. 10, Marita Günther translation. Allmers was a German poet (11 February 1821 – 9 March 
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Even in the stillness of a pastoral solitude, where a person merges into a perfect state of 
peace in the space between heaven and earth, in oblivion, in the state of having “long 
since died,” even this state of being brings forth movement. Just as we suffer a sort of 
death in our sleep, we create life by dreaming. This then is the secret of the power of a 
dynamic or moving image, and that is why there is a whole new world to be discovered in 
the field of film-making, which holds more promise for the future than any other form of 
art. 

This is my way of approaching an interpretation of my pupil’s dream. A film 
director confronted with such a scene would use the methods that are uniquely available 
to filmmaking. I specifically refer here to the technique of super-imposing several shots, 
with the possibility of moving from one thing to another. This is the change of scenes 
which we are often surprised at in our dreams but which we readily accept when it occurs 
in film. The super-imposition of shots leads to a montage, which has been defined by a 
film script writer as “making sense of cutting and piecing together different parts of a 
film to produce a calculated effect.” Even if we cannot sense the effect of the montage in 
our dreams, the psychotherapist, listening to them, can grasp their meaning just as we do 
when watching a film.  

In the dream above one does not see the person walking up the road. One simply 
sees a hat, moving. It begins to lead a life of its own as it becomes a symbol of its wearer, 
who, out of the haze, comes slowly into focus. One recognizes a face one knows, 
expecting it, but, having been superimposed, another face emerges. 

In connection with dream, two scenes from a long line of memorable films stand 
out in my mind. One is the last scene in the film, The Circus.126 To think that a little 
walking stick, a waddling gait, two worn-out shoes, and a grotesque hat characterize the 
man to whom they belong, Chaplin,127 then the significance of the battered and crumpled 
top hat becomes clear; we must not forget that a crown of thorns is also a form of “hat” 
and says much. Chaplin, betrayed by his lover, is now left to himself. He just sits there, 
and you know that everything is over. Slowly he gets up, and all that can be seen is his 
back and his waddling feet. You see him walking away, becoming smaller and smaller, 
disappearing into the distance. The manner in which he goes away is as touching as it 
must have been to see the figure coming up the steep road in the dream. Coming and 
going, after all, belong to the final and fundamental experience of life.128 

The second scene, still vivid in my mind, comes at the end of the film, Queen 
Christina.129 You see Greta Garbo on board ship standing beside the coffin of her lover. 
Her face comes nearer and nearer in a close-up. In it you can read that, because love has 
died, life is over and only the sea, which one has to cross in order to seek oblivion, is 
eternal. If, in the case of Chaplin, we saw a man disappearing into the distance, here we 

                                                                                                                                                        
1902) whose poetry was put to music by the New England American composer Charles Ives (20 October 
1874 – 19 May 1954). 
126 A 1928 silent film of Charlie Chaplin’s. 
127 Sir Charles Spencer Chaplin, Jr. KBE (16 April 1889 – 28 December 1977), better known as Charlie 
Chaplin, was an English comedy actor, becoming one of the most famous performers in the early to mid-
Hollywood cinema era, and also a notable studio founder, director, and musician. He is considered to be 
one of the finest mimes and clowns on film and has greatly influenced performers in this field. 
128 Of course Wolfsohn here is referring to death. 
129 A 1933 film about the Swedish Queen Christina, which some consider to be Greta Garbo’s best film, 
with John Gilbert (10 July 1897 – 9 January 1936), who was Garbo’s real-life heterosexual lover. 
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see the sea disappearing into Garbo’s face, which comes ever closer towards the 
audience.  

These are insights and impressions leading into a world which we cannot see in 
painting, the plastic arts, or theatre. They are insights into the world of soul as sensed and 
felt directly in our dreams. One day it will become clear to us that people have succeeded 
in developing the inner eye130 as an organ of consciousness adding to our five senses an 
equivalent sixth; the sense of gazing or beholding. Just as we have made the aeroplane for 
flying so that we would not only walk, lie, run, jump, and swim, we now have invented 
the camera lens for film in order to look at things. 

It is significant that the first film to herald this new art form was called The 
Student of Prague.131 The story is about a man who sells his soul for worldly riches, 
splendor, and fame. He loses himself and has to die in order to regain his soul. In this 
personalized parable, the film touches the source from where it comes: the sphere of 
dream and soul. In doing so it also gives us a typical portrait of our time. We can no 
longer, no, we must no longer avoid the truth that in our drive for mechanization, we have 
lost our soul. It is imperative that we turn back, turn inwards towards ourselves.  

There are some people, daring pioneers, who have begun this search for our lost 
soul. Their discoveries are known in wider circles, but by and large they serve for popular 
entertainment. In the arts we have begun to overcome machines with the help of a 
machine – the discovery of film. Although here, too, its art is just used for better 
entertainment. One day we will find out that the journey into this realm of soul has been a 
turning point in history. 

I remember a particular visit to the movie theatre. The program began with a 
documentary, The Würzburg Cathedral. Cathedrals form a bridge towards Heaven. This 
is why I love them so. They have four spires, fingers of a hand, imploring skywards. 
Then came the main feature: Broadway Melody of 1938.132 I had already forgotten the 
cathedral when, in the last scene, I saw the silhouette of New York’s skyscrapers. In front 
of the skyscrapers, surrounded by a chorus of male dancers in evening dress and top-hats, 
the female star, dressed in the same attire, tap-danced. She began dancing backwards 
towards the skyscrapers which had become immense. At that point, the earlier film, with 
images of the Würzburg Cathedral, came back to my mind. Suddenly, I remembered 
seeing an old woman kneeling in prayer in front of a bench. Her head was sunken onto 
her chest, and a great stillness surrounded her. “Everything goes inwards,” I thought. 
“Everything goes outwards,” I thought again, as I looked at the dancer in the film. “One 
                                                   
130 The inner eye is a mystical notion, sometimes called prevision or foresight, where a person supposedly  
“sees” an event before it occurs. 
131 Der Student von Prag (1913) was directed by Stellan Rye (4 July 1880 – 29 November 1914), who died 
in a prisoner of war camp in France during WWI. 
132 Broadway Melody of 1938 is a 1937 (United States release date 20 August) musical film, produced by 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer and directed by Roy Del Ruth. The film is essentially a backstage musical revue, 
featuring high-budget sets and cinematography in the MGM musical tradition. The film stars Eleanor 
Powell and Robert Taylor and features Buddy Ebsen, George Murphy, Judy Garland, Sophie Tucker, 
Raymond Walburn, Robert Benchley, and Binnie Barnes. The film is most notable for young Garland's 
performance of Dear Mr. Gable/You Made Me Love You, a tribute to Clark Gable which turned the teenage 
singer, who had been toiling in obscurity for a couple of years, into an overnight sensation, leading to her 
role in The Wizard of Oz. The finale of the film takes place on a giant set on which neon signs are visible 
showing the names of famous stage and screen stars. During Sophie Tucker’s final number, all of the signs 
in the background actually change to read “Sophie Tucker” in tribute to her. 
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cannot make this judgment,” I finally concluded. David had danced in honor of God in 
front of the Ark of the Covenant.133 At the time when cathedrals were built, believers had 
writhed in the ecstasy of St. Vitus’ Dance.134 We need but to find the bridge135 between 
these two eternal opposites of inside and outside. 

What a great thing, a person in front of a skyscraper, stamping the ground with 
her feet, singing the song of the earth in a new way, a song of ruling the earth, the 
triumphant hymn of godliness in whose image one plays the mighty ruler. Between the 
old woman, whose image keeps appearing almost like a complementary figure, and the 
young, dancing, singing, film star endowed with all the female charms, lies the 
difference, perhaps, of just their different ways of life. However, for me the common goal 
is all important and, having seen first the cathedral and then the skyscraper, I am forced 
to believe in that which unites them, rather than that which separates them. These two 
images are a confirmation of a thought which has been with me for a long time.  

The cathedral and the skyscraper are like two sides of a coin, which in spite of or 
because of their difference, had merged into one. The cathedral, symbol of the Middle 
Ages, and the skyscraper, symbol of modern times, bridges two ages into one.  

In the future intelligent and educated people may draw a parallel between these 
two ages. When I think of the Middle Ages uppermost in my mind is the fact that it also 
was the time of Renaissance, of rebirth. This is the age that produced great conquerors 
and discoverers of new continents. This is the age during which its greatest and boldest 
philosopher spoke the words: “Would there be a God if I did not exist?”136 This is the age 
when the printing press was invented. This is the age of Leonardo da Vinci, who built 
models of airplanes and submarines. This is the age of Dante,137 who went down into the 
Underworld. This is the age of Michelangelo, who made the world anew, just as 
Shakespeare did. This is the age of Rembrandt, who in his struggle to solve the problem 
of light, conquered soul for painting. This is the age of alchemy.This is the age of Faust-
like human beings.  

I do not imagine that a person born in the Middle Ages had any awareness of the 
facts as seen and understood by people born afterwards. All important for a person then 
will have been, as indeed in all ages, the necessity to eat, drink, and love, in short, the 
struggle to exist.  

I do not imagine that the person of today sets great store by the idea that maybe 
this era could turn out to be a Renaissance, a rebirth. Whoever finds this an incredulous 
statement to make, even an attack on our way of life, let me assure them with the words 
of Achilles who complained to Odysseus about having to live as a ghost in the 
                                                   
133 On hearing that the Lord had blessed Obed-edom because of the presence of the Ark in his house, David 
had the Ark brought to Zion by the Levites, while he himself, “girded with a linen ephod,” “danced before 
the Lord with all his might”–a performance that caused him to be despised and scornfully rebuked by 
Saul’s daughter Michal (2 Sam. 6:12-16, 20-22; 1 Chron. 15). This derision of David on her part prompted 
God to take away her fertility. 
134 St. Vitus’ Dance was a type of mania or hysteria of uncertain cause during the Middle Ages, where 
groups of people would start dancing and could not seem to stop. 
135 Wolfsohn does this later with his book, Die Brücke (The Bridge). 
136 From Jakob Böhme (probably 24 April 1575 – 17 November 1624), a German Christian mystic and 
theologian. 
137 Dante Alighieri, or simply Dante (13 June 1265 – 13 September 1321), was an Italian poet from 
Florence. His Divina Commedia is the greatest literary work in the Italian language and a masterpiece of 
world literature. 
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Underworld. He said that he would have preferred to live in the upper world even as the 
poorest day laborer rather than be dead in the Underworld as a famous hero.138  

Even with the chance of being born again, a person wants to live and not die. But 
the spirit of the age is stronger than a person’s inertia. One senses something of this 
moving spirit in a compulsion to drive motor cars, to want to whisk across oceans, or to 
fly. The demonic drive in the Middle Ages to construct a perpetuum mobile lingers on in 
a mania of wanting to surpass all speed records in the air, on land, and on sea, in order to 
come ever closer to the fixed idea of “eternal motion.” This perpetuum mobile is a 
discovery to be looked at not only in technical terms but in its embodiment of the truth 
that “everything moves.”  

Today people are in possession of the most incredible machines. When we begin 
to understand that these machines are not only an end in themselves, externally, but that 
they also hold deep internal implications, we will then recognize the dawning of a new 
era. When we enter a dark room, we light it up with the help of electricity, and if we 
could appreciate this phenomenon on a practical level, we would then not only enjoy the 
pleasure of having achieved a minor miracle, but we would become aware of having 
turned the darkness of night into the brightness of day. On a profound level, this process 
signifies an act of rebirth.  

In the Middle Ages this act of rebirth found its expression in the discovery of new 
continents. Today we hardly find any blank or undesignated spaces on the globe. The 
world has been discovered, power over it distributed, and all that can happen now is the 
shifting of this power. Therefore, today humanity has set out to discover a kingdom 
which is larger than any continent on this earth: the kingdom of soul. There are explorers 
who are leading the way into this uncharted territory, but as yet their praiseworthy 
excursions are limited and known only to a small circle. However future historians will 
elevate and compare this conquest to that of Columbus. 

The signs are that by rediscovering soul, God will also be discovered again. He 
who, from time immemorial, had His home within a person, who was created in His 
image. He, the One and Only, moves along with us in eternal indivisibility, up to the 
highest heights, and sinks with us into the deepest depths. Seen in this light, it is 
significant that God rose again with the invention of the printing press. The first book 
ever printed was the Bible. His words in it could be finally heard by millions of people. It 
is from the Bible that we learn about God, that He was the Creator of all things between 
heaven and earth, that in His act of Creation He fashioned His dream of light and 
darkness, of heaven, earth, and water, of grass, herbs, and trees, of sun, moon, and stars, 
and of animals, after their kind, fashioning them according to His image, and as it was 
said specifically, He created man in His own image. 

This God was reborn with the appearance of Luther,139 whose success was made 
possible by the printing of the Bible, which made it available to people. It followed, 
therefore, that through the art of printing, the mental and spiritual worlds created by 
humanity became ever more accessible to larger numbers, and the world was reborn in 

                                                   
138 The Odyssey, Book XI. 
139 Martin Luther (10 November 1483 – 18 February 1546) was a German Catholic priest whose revolt 
against Rome led to the start of the Protestant Reformation and the creation of Protestantism. He translated 
the Bible into German, which helped to standardize the language and made “The Word of God” accessible 
to everyone and not just to a clerical elite. 
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the imagery of a language of signs – printed letters – which stirred people’s minds with 
an irresistible and magical force. 

In our present age the act of creation repeats itself on the largest scale and with 
the broadest effect through the medium of film. Film has begun to create the world of all 
things between heaven and earth in a new language, dynamically binding together the 
static elements of the plastic arts and architecture with elements of music. If it is feasible 
to view film as something more than a phenomenon of our time, one can say that it has 
created the possibility of unifying all which we understand as belonging to the realm of 
art with all that we call life. Because life as such, seen in its own reality, is less concerned 
with the symbolic meaning which lies behind it, we simply have not learned to see the 
psychological interpretation behind every physical manifestation. Art, on the other hand, 
also seen in its own reality, represents the soul held in suspended animation and lacks the 
flowing movement of life. Film, however, unifies the flowing movement of life with the 
quiescence of art. Let us think, for example, of the sculptors of antiquity and their attempt 
to portray the divine beauty of the human body. If one were to line all their statues up in a 
row, quite frankly, it would be difficult to look at them for any length of time. If one were 
to imagine how these bodies could be portrayed, seen through the magic eye of the 
camera, then one could not doubt the artistic possibilities of film. Seen from this point of 
view, the world is once again created anew, relating image, sculpture, and music to life. 
Full of astonishment, a person sits gazing on this spectacle knowing that the dream of the 
world as seen it recreated in film is not an illusion of the mind, but is born out of the 
depth of the creative unconscious, imbued with the vivid descriptiveness God must have 
possessed when He looked at His Creation, fashioned out of His dreams and “saw that it 
was good.” 

The same process took place when God’s servant and greatest prophet, Moses, at 
the end of his days, climbed Mount Nebo140 and saw The Promised Land before him, the 
goal for which he had spent his life. Moses, too, must have looked at the picture before 
him and “saw that it was good.” He died before entering the land of his dreams. God 
Himself was only able to see that his dream was good when He beheld it in picture form, 
visible before him. An inviolable law of nature, a law which stands even above our image 
of God, says, in its broadest sense, that the decisive moment is the moment which holds 
completion within itself; the moment bound to a split-second, yet holding eternity within 
itself. It is the great moment which arises out of the depths and goes into the farthest 
distance. And the container of this idea is the image. 

 

                                                   
140 Mount Nebo is located today in the western part of the Kingdom of Jordan in the Middle East. It is not 
only where God showed the Promised Land to Moses, but also where he died. 
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Rembrandt’s Faust, Amsterdam 

 
“Let there be Light.” These are the opening words, expressing the first divine act 

of Creation, and this phrase will always express any manifestation of the creative drive. 
In Rembrandt’s Faust we see a figure standing facing a window, staring at a magic 
source of light. Here we have one of the many different ways of portraying this eternal 
and recurring ur-phenomenon. I specifically choose to speak of this etching, because I 
find it characteristic of my idea of the Middle Ages. As I said earlier, it is the age of 
Faustian man, whose most sublime representatives are Leonardo da Vinci, Michelangelo, 
Dante, Shakespeare, Rembrandt, whose lives had one goal in common: to recreate the 
world in a grand renascence. 

Goethe, the bridge between these great minds and the next era, composed his 
vision of the Faustian man by describing himself. I do not need to find new words to 
analyze this type; for me, the essential fact is that his very existence as the standard 
bearer of the Divine Principle bestowed on him, means that he has put aside his 
intellectual knowledge in order to delve into the wisdom of the depths, recreating himself 
and the world, driven by the need to seek the light, to find it, and let it shine. An inherent 
law of this “Faustian Nature” is to have to search in a circumferential way, reaching from 
the heights to the depths. Therefore, when Goethe’s Faust makes his pact with the Devil, 
he sells his soul to the Underworld, which is ruled by the Devil, in order to follow in his 
path. Faust, the servant of God, lives out another variation of his Master’s destiny. He 
could only bring forth light by bending down to the earth where “darkness was on the 
face of the deep.” It is the same path which God follows when he comes as Christ to 
wrestle with the world and reshape it. Christ himself goes into the wilderness for 40 days 
to confront the Devil. In other words, he descends into the depths. And Moses, as the 
principle representative of His people, goes into the desert for forty years, only to behold 
the light in the moment of his death. Buddha has his fight with the Underworld, and 
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Luther wrestled with the Devil. Dante, who starts his descent into Hell says, “Abandon all 
hope, you who enter here.”141 And yet hope only begins with this downward road. It is 
the kind of hope which superficially takes the reflected splendor of the radiant center for 
the center itself that must die first. If you want to know how Michelangelo descended into 
the depths, you must look at his sculpture, Night, and the painting, Jeremiah.142 

 

 
Night by Michelangelo from the Medici Tombs, Florence 

 

You will see for yourself how this servant of God made his way into the depths in order 
to create light. To understand Shakespeare and to realize his connections with the 
Underworld, we have to see him through his dramatized portrayal of Hamlet’s 
relationship with his father’s ghost, which symbolizes the need to go the same way. If 
you want to trace Rembrandt’s path, you need only spend time looking at his constant 
attempts to paint the contrast between light and shade – chiaroscuro – and you will gaze 
on the ghost of the same struggle. 
   

 
Jeremiah by Micheangelo  

      from the frescos in the Sistine Chapel, Rome 

 

                                                   
141 “Lasciate ogni speranza, voi ch’entrate.” Dante, Inferno III 9. 
142 The portrait of Jeremiah is one of the figures in the fresco on the ceiling of The Sistine Chapel in Rome, 
painted in 1511. 
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In the first part of Goethe’s poem, Faust is guided by the Devil, who shows him 
the way through all the dazzling delusions of the surface, of reality. Only in the second 
part, left completely to himself, does he leave the earth and enter the depths. He goes to 
the mothers. These are “the goddesses whose throne is in majestic solitude, no place 
around them, even less time. You must scratch in the depths to find their sparse abode.” 
In these profound depths Faust sees the Mothers. 

   Some of them seated, some erect, while others 
   May chance to roam: Formation, Transformation 
   Eternal Mind’s eternal recreation. 
   Around them float all forms of entity; 

  You they see not, for wraiths are they see.143 

Faust sinks into the realm of the Mothers, but one could also say, as Mephisto 
does, he “climbs” into these realms; like the Faust of our day and age, who after having 
flown into the stratosphere, now attempts to climb into the depths of the sea. For it is 
there in the depths that we find the light, and it is symbolic that the key which helps Faust 
to enter the Underworld gives off sparks of brilliant light. He does not return with a new 
idea, nor does he bring back knowledge. He returns with the wisdom of an image. 

   In your dread name, ye Mothers, where you throne 
   In infinite space, eternal and alone, 
   And yet at one, in presence that is rife 

With stir of lifeless images of life.144 

Only one of these images is Helen, but it is the most important one. To conjure up this 
image is the essential fact, because Helen is the royal daughter from the realm of the 
Mothers, she, who on earth had once been “the Great Mother” herself, the wonderful 
incarnation of what I have earlier referred to as the mana-personality, the archetype, the 
embodiment of the alto voice. 

I have already briefly mentioned the Faust of today, the quiet scholar, the 
professor who suddenly leaves the study and flies high up into space and who then climbs 
down into the depths of the sea. This represents one side of the Faust-type. The other side 
is that of the magician, the conjuror, the type who takes the dream out of the depths of the 
unconscious and projects it onto the cinema screen. 

The magic spectacle given by Faust at the Emperor’s Court, the grand scene 
enacted by Paris and Helen, anticipates film making long before its existence. If you read 
how the audience at the court reacts and responds to this anticipated film spectacle, you 
will not find it at all dissimilar to an audience reaction of today, vis-à-vis let’s say Greta 
Garbo and Robert Taylor.145 It is precisely in relation to the reich of the Mothers – the 
magic of conjuring up images that the great seer Goethe anticipated in today’s films – 
where the whole theme of the Faustian tragedy goes beyond a theatrical realization and 
almost suggests a grand film-script for a talking movie of the highest order. 
                                                   
143 Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Faust, part two, Philip Wayne tran. and intro., London: Penguin Books, 
1959. 
144 Ibid. 
145 Robert Taylor (5 August 1911 – 8 June 1969) was an American actor. Born Spangler Arlington Brugh, 
he made his first film appearance in 1934. Early in his career, he was known as “the man with the perfect 
profile”, not to be confused with the actor known as “The Great Profile,” John Barrymore. One of his first 
major films was Camille (1936), playing opposite Greta Garbo. 
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One can easily imagine Leonardo da Vinci as Goethe’s counterpart in the Middle 
Ages. Similar to Goethe in his wide range of knowledge of art and science, Leonardo da 
Vinci designed the first models of airplanes and submarines, and he too conjured up the 
image of Helen in the form of the Mona Lisa. By far The Mona Lisa superseded his 
airplane drawings just as Faust triumphed over Goethe’s theory of colors. Greater than 
the flight of the human bird is the deep and far-sighted vision of human imagination. It 
can scale high mountains, climb down into the deepest shaft, and as a result we can see 
the magic of this world in a new light.  

This is the significance of Rembrandt’s etching. Faust, too, is an interpreter of 
dreams, a transformer, a magician withouth peer. His symbol is the mysterious light 
shining in front of him. It is the essence of his struggle between light and dark. For him it 
is a symbol of the philosopher’s stone, which alchemists were in search of in the Middle 
Ages.  

We might tend to see this term in too narrow a context. All the geniuses I have 
spoken of were alchemists. All went in search of gold. For instance Rembrandt was an 
alchemist when he discovered his famous gold-color. When we speak of an “aureole,” a 
golden crown, which we imagine around the heads of great people, and especially when 
we see them in paintings in the shape of halos of saintly figures, then it points to the same 
thing. This golden light is directly linked to the sun which, for us, represents the principle 
of creative life. And just as we know that when the sun is concealed behind a bank of 
clouds – veiled and hidden from our sight – we do not receive its warming rays, and we 
feel cold, the gold lies hidden from us, and it is difficult to find. Gold is the greatest 
treasure. However treasures are always buried deep, and one has to dig hard in order to 
bring them to the surface. And therein lies the indispensable necessity that those who 
want to find golden treasure will have to go down into the Underworld, which has always 
been a Purgatory, one in which we have to be cleansed from our impurities in burning 
flames, so that we become flame ourselves.  

Those who have walked on this path, the most indispensable and difficult one of 
all, are the wanderers. When in recent times an attempt has been made again to write an 
Odyssey, as James Joyce did with his Ulysses, then we must see it as a sign that a daring 
and adventurous effort needs to be made again and again: how to be at rest in perpetual 
motion. 

So, as in ancient times, this is the way: Daedalus made his wings, Orpheus 
descended into the Underworld, and Odysseus began his journey, which also led to the 
Underworld. This is the path of Dante, it is Ahasuerus’146 road, Wotan’s147 road, the road 
of God, Moses, Christ, Buddha, and the road of all the greats. Today it is also our pilots’ 
path as they fly into the sky. 

When they see something glittering, these travellers do not always find gold. In 
the end it is the journey itself that presents opportunity in the travelling. 

                                                   
146 Ahasuerus, the Wandering Jew, is an anti-semitic figure from medieval Christian folklore that began to 
spread in Europe in the thirteenth century. It concerns a Jew who, according to legend, taunted Jesus on the 
way to the Crucifixion and was then cursed to walk the earth until the Second Coming. 
147 Wotan is the principal God in the Pantheon of the ancient Nordic and German peoples. This is also 
probably an oblique reference by Wolfsohn to Jung’s 1936 essay on the possession of Germany by archaic 
archetypal forces, which some read as his apologia at that time for his involvement with anti-semitism and 
Nazism in the early 30s.  
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I do not deny that I speak about myself when I plead the cause of these great 
travellers. I discovered the way which I would have to take when I began to be interested 
in the mystery of human voice. Quite often and unthinkingly, if I have been charmed by 
someone’s singing, I have used the expression, he has gold in the throat. Only now have I 
understood what it means to work on the development of voice. It means nothing less 
than to do symbolically what the alchemist does: to search for the golden treasure in the 
depths, to help cleanse it of its impurities, transforming its sound into the shining, 
illuminating power of gold, so that it may find its fullest expression.  

 
 

* * * * * 
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Rodin’s Despair, London 
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Art, Life, Soul, and God – Continuing his Talk with Prof Y 

 
I do not know whether I have been able to bring my understanding of Orpheus 

and his journey to the Underworld any closer to you. Maybe I could convince you if I 
spoke to you on a more personal level. You are a doctor, a surgeon, trained to concentrate 
all your strength and ability on your patients whose lives often hang in the balance 
between life and death. I know how much you love your work, and I understand that your 
profession, which forces you daily to observe in detail the intricate mechanism of the 
body, could therefore cause you to find the workings of the psyche of less interest. But I 
also know about your great love and pleasure buying carpets and collecting paintings, and 
how much they mean to you. I have been present on several occasions when you have 
lovingly explained your paintings or pointed out the beauty of a carpet. I must confess 
that I was not as interested in what you said as in what I gathered from the choice of your 
pictures. There among your pictures I saw a gentle Madonna, a copy of a Raphael,148 a 
Biblical scene in an idyllic setting of the last century, a peaceful Dutch landscape, and a 
few still-lifes. I would like to tell you what came to me while I looked at them. 

How strange, I thought. Here is a man whose profession demands the use of a 
knife, to cut and to amputate, and with his hands, literally, on pulsating organs, he 
struggles with the forces of life and death. While at home, hanging on his walls, he has 
pictures which represent idyllic situations, full of peace and serenity. Later I learned that 
before starting a day’s work, you would sit for some time before your paintings and your 
carpets quietly absorbed in contemplation.  

I am aware that it is precisely this image of you lost in thought that was foremost 
in my mind. Then I began to sense that, in some way, you have lived through everything I 
have been trying to communicate to you. 

At the same time, I see a woman on the film screen in front of a skyscraper, 
dancing and tapping on the sidewalk in a wild rhythm, vibrant with life in every fiber of 
her being, proudly displaying her youthful passion; the very incarnation of the shout after 
battle: “Hurrah, we are alive!” I have nothing against such a shout. Confronted more than 
ever before with death and the catastrophe of the world’s increasing madness, how else 
can modern humanity defend itself if not through affirming life by accelerating the tempo 
of vitality? Behind it all I cannot help but see the old woman, kneeling in prayer in front 
of a cathedral, as being still closer to life than the hot, young woman, insignificantly 
small in front of a skyscraper, dancing and yet wanting to be master of the world. I say 
still closer to life, because the woman’s posture of sinking deep into herself unites her at 
once with the profundity of God, and her living strength will flow on into eternity and 
will still be there when skyscrapers and cars have turned to dust and ruin. And you, in 
your daily working routine, which demands all the strength of your body and mind, 
fighting for the lives entrusted to you – what do you do? You too are saying, “Yes” to 
life, the life which you want to protect and save. But when you sit contemplating all that 
signifies art for you in your paintings, you, too, are forced to go into your innermost Self, 
into your own underworld. Then you are doing what Orpheus has done and which 
everyone has to do, having once understood the idea that we possess a soul which we can 

                                                   
148 Raphael (6 April 1483 – 6 April 1520), born in Urbino in the Marche, was an Italian master painter and 
architect of the Florentine school in the High Renaissance, celebrated for the perfection and grace of his 
paintings. See the previous chapter with his painting, The Sistine Madonna. 
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lose and which we have to search for again in whatever way possible in order that we 
may save our Selves.  

I envy you the possibility of saving other people’s lives. Indeed I would consider 
you a lucky man if I did not know that you are not so happy yourself. This all the more 
convinces me of my idea that it is more important to begin by saving one’s own life. For 
a long time I kept wondering how one could even begin to save one’s own life. It came to 
my mind that the concept of “soul” does exist. Yet again it took me a long time to bring 
any clarity to its bewildering complexity. Then one day, in a musical composition, I came 
across the indication of a change in tempo which read Animato. It made me stop and 
think. In trying to translate it, the phrase “more lively” came to me out of the blue. And in 
a moment I realized that the term is derived from the word anima, soul, meaning that the 
concept of life is contained in it, and that finally, soul means nothing other than “life” 
itself. It made me very happy as I had been racking my brain for years, trying to 
understand it, and now it came to me as a revelation. On this deeper level, I clearly see 
soul as the quintessence of all my ideas about life. Soul is the basis of life as it is 
composed of the beating of my heart, the breathing in and breathing out of my lungs, the 
moving of my legs, the gestures of my hands, the reflexes of my nerves, the sounds from 
my throat, all created to serve soul; the core and generator of my vitality.  

Maybe you find it strange that the cause of my sudden revelation was such a little 
thing, but then something like this has happened to me before. In fact just such a little 
thing enabled me to get to the source, so that I could ignore the meaning of a worn out 
cliché or word, and start fresh from the beginning, to be naïve, and so go deeper.  

In that way I could understand in a new light that Orpheus – who had lost his soul 
and whose voice had failed him condemning him to silence – had to go into the 
Underworld; this realm into which one falls after death. In searching for his soul, he was 
seeking to regain his life. I began to see a different meaning behind the symbolism of the 
law forbidding him to embrace Eurydice until he had reached the upper world. It not only 
explained to me that an idol translated into reality must die again, but it also opened up 
the interpretation that every birth – which is the underlying intent contained in an 
embrace – has to take its sacred place in the light of the upper world, which is analogous 
to the law that dictates that a plant, in order to unfold its flower in the warming sunlight, 
must grow from the depth of the earth towards the sun. 

Can you still recall Rodin’s sculpture, L’éternelle idole149? It comes back to me 
now after having written the phrase: “…analogous to the law that dictates that a plant, in 
order to unfold its flower in the warming sunlight, must grow from the depth of the earth 
towards the sun.” I tried to explain how the posture of the male figure, not daring to touch 
the woman, recalls the theme inhibiting an embrace in quite another context. And now 
looking again, I notice the strange gesture of the woman whose hand is touching her foot. 
Of course the strange gesture could easily be explained by referring to the laws of form or 
by giving structural reasons. But form without content has no validity in itself, and no 
great sculptor would choose a form that was not of equal value to its subject matter. 

This gesture has meaning. I began my train of thought by making the connection 
with the woman, seen as L’éternelle idole, and Eurydice, who in my view symbolizes the 
soul; the soul which was lost and had to be found again even at the cost of taking up a 
fight with the Underworld. I continued – “the soul, however, is life.” 
                                                   
149 See the previous chapter. 
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I can find no clearer proof for my argument than the artist’s own vision of 
the L’éternelle idole. He makes the woman turn her gaze down towards the earth 
and lets her hand speak by making it touch her foot. The significance of this 
movement, this strange gesture, lies in the idea that it connects soul with the earth. 
It is through feet that a human is first and foremost connected with the earth. 

This is not a far-fetched interpretation, and you will find my thoughts 
substantiated by looking at another one of Rodin’s sculptures, which he called 
Despair.150 You will see a figure in a sitting position, clasping a foot with both 
hands. It is as if desperation forces one to look for the ultimate support, and this 
support seems to be quite logically the foot which connects a person with the earth. 
Think of the giant Antaeus, who at the point of losing his fight with Heracles, is 
able to gather new strength and continue fighting.151 

Rodin’s famous statue The Thinker152 is another example which shows how 
little could be learned if the formal laws of the plastic arts were applied only in 
order to explain certain postures. Rilke153 describes The Thinker in his book on 
Rodin:  

In front of it, in this silent, hermetically sealed room, is placed the figure of 
the thinker, the man who beholds the spectacle in all its enormity and with all its 
terrors, because he thinks it. He sits deeply absorbed and silent, heavy with images 
and thoughts, and all his strength (which is the strength of an active person) thinks. 
His whole body has become head and all the blood in his veins, brain.154 

 
Rodin’s The Thinker, Paris 

                                                   
150 Rodin’s plaster statue above, Despair, is from the Victoria and Albert Museum in London. It was used 
as a model for one of the figures for the Gates of Hell. This statue was dedicated to M. Phillips and given to 
the museum by Sir Claude Phillips in 1924. 
151 If his foot touches the ground. 
152 The Thinker (French: Le penseur) is a bronze and marble sculpture by Auguste Rodin held in the Musée 
Rodin in Paris. It depicts a man in sober meditation battling with an internal struggle. It is often used to 
represent philosophy. Originally named The Poet, the piece was part of a commission by the Musée des 
Arts Décoratifs, Paris, to create a monumental portal to act as the door of the museum. Rodin based his 
theme on The Divine Comedy of Dante and entitled the portal The Gates of Hell. The Thinker was 
originally meant to depict Dante in front of the Gates of Hell, pondering his great poem. In the final 
sculpture, only a miniature of the statue sits atop the gates, pondering the hellish fate of those beneath him. 
153 Rainer Maria Rilke (4 December 1875 – 29 December 1926) is considered to be one of the greatest 20th 
century German poets. He stayed with Rodin in Paris in 1905 and 1906 and wrote a critical appraisal of 
Rodin’s work, Das Buch der Bilder, which inspired him to create what he called “thing-poems.” Rilke’s 
wife, Klara Westhoff, whom he married in 1901, was a model of Rodin’s.  
154 Rainer Maria Rilke, August Rodin, Leipzig: Insel Verlag, 1913, Marita Günther translation. 
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These words do not convince me. I find the title The Thinker misleading. If 

there is an embodiment of seeing and intuition, then it is this sculpture. Therefore I 
would alter the Rilke’s words in this way:  

The man sees the spectacle in all its enormity and with all its terrors, because he sees 
it. He sits deeply absorbed and silent, heavy with images, not thought, and all his 
strength (which is the strength of a contemplative person) sees. His head has become 
all body and his brain, blood. 

Rilke himself gives me the courage to dare to change the text in this way 
when I think of his words:  

And I feel already how the name (Rodin) dissolves in my mouth. How it is now all 
simply the poet, the same poet called Orpheus, whose arm moves beyond all things in 
a round-about way to the strings, the same one who grasps in effort and pain the feet 
of the fleeing Muse who escapes him, and who dies in the end, his face sharply 
inclined in the shadow of the voices that fill the world with singing. A death so 
impressive that this little group is sometimes called Resurrection.155 

It is known that the sculpture of The Thinker was meant to be put in front of 
The Gates of Hell. Rilke says:  

He is the center of the Gate, although there are three men standing above him on top 
of the frame. Because of the depth of the Gate, they seem to come from afar. They 
bow their heads together and their three arms stretch forward, coming together and 
pointing down to the same spot, into the same abyss, which pulls them down with its 
weight. The Thinker, however, must carry this weight within himself.156 

 I ask you, can someone who carries a weight think he is able to execute an activity 
of the brain? I believe that the “Orpheus Rodin” has portrayed the Orpheus within 
himself, and for this reason the sculpture rightly belongs in front of the gates of Hell. This 
Orpheus is another kind of Lynceus, the Watchman of the Tower:157 “Born to see and 
commanded to look” (Goethe, Faust II). Those whose sight is directed towards the 
Underworld do not think, they look.  

Yet another confirmation of my possibly correct argument is the seemingly 
unimportant, but for me conclusive, posture of The Thinker, namely the placing of the 
right arm on the upper left thigh. Analogous to the posture of the woman in Rodin’s 
L’éternelle idole, this posture also has significance. Modern psychology, when 
dealing with dream interpretation, keeps stressing the importance of the part played 
by the left or the right side of the body in any given dream situation.158 

In this connection, Bachofen159 says it even more clearly:  

                                                   
155 Ibid. 
156 Ibid. 
157 Lynceus was one of the Argonauts and helped hunt the Calydonian Boar. He was a son of Aphareus and 
Arene and was said to have excellent sight, able to see through trees, walls, and under ground. 
158 Wolfsohn is referring here to Freud’s The Interpretation of Dreams (1900). 
159 Johann Jakob Bachofen (22 December 1815 – 25 November 1887) was a Swiss anthropologist and 
sociologist, who is most often connected with his research into the matriarchal clans around which primates 
evolved into hominids, or Das Mutterrecht, the title of his 1861 book (Mother Right: An Investigation of 
the Religious and Juridical Character of Matriarchy in the Ancient World.) 
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The first observation, in which the logical soundness of gynaecocratic thought 
is proved, lies in the preference of the left over the right side. The left side belongs to 
the passive feminine, the right side to the active masculine. The role played by the left 
hand of Isis in matriarchal Egypt may suffice to make the connection clear. But a hoard 
of additional facts prove its importance, universality, originality, and freedom from the 
influence of philosophical speculation. In customs and traditions of civil and religious 
life, in the peculiarities of clothing, as well as hairstyle, and lastly, in the meaning of 
some expressions, we find the same idea repeated, the major honos laevarum partium, 
(greater honor to the left side) and its close connection with mother right.160 

 
Michelangelo’s Day, Medici Tombs, Florence 

 

That the posture of The Thinker is not accidental is proven by the sculpture of 
Michelangelo’s Night, which also shows a tendency to the left. Here, too, the right 
arm is resting on the left upper thigh. The same observation can be made with the 
figures of the Medici graves where Day and Dawn tend towards the right, while 
Twilight tends towards the left.  

No doubt the reality of this psychological idea must seem questionable to you. 
I comfort myself with the fact that the word psychology is still a foreign word. The 
time is yet to come where art will no longer be a separate field of knowledge but an 
integral part of life in which the objects of art are no longer stared at as collector’s 
items in museums, or churches considered to be targets of Sunday excursions 
containing things that are outside ourselves (no proof is needed that religion is also 
thought of as a unfamiliar word). The time may come when the teaching of 
psychology becomes as commonplace as reading and writing. 

 

 
 Michelangelo’s Dawn, Medici Tombs, Florence 

 

                                                   
160 Johan Jakob Bachofen, Das Mutterecht (Mother Right), Marita Günther translation. 



 

 84 

If you were to look again at these sculptures, maybe you would agree with 
me that the essential value attributed to them lies in the convincing power of their 
soulfulness. It becomes almost unimportant to evoke the names of Michelangelo and 
Rodin whose creative powers, common to both, have found a form which is a 
triumph of a particular creative fervor in the purity of a primal creation. 

 

 
Michelangelo’s Twilight, Medici Tombs, Florence 

 

The titles Night or The Thinker mean nothing. The important fact is that they 
are honored as the offspring of men who have gone into the Realm of the Mothers in 
order to give new birth to what they have received there, only this time in the realm 
of the upper world. When Rilke speaks of Rodin as Orpheus, then the same could be 
said of Michelangelo. A sonnet of his expresses something of this: 

 If you were of stone, I would revive you      
  You would hold equal pace with me,      
  In love’s soaring flight you would be ahead     
  No, if you were dead I would resurrect you,     
  Language I would give it back to you      
  Tearing from Heaven itself my demand.161    

If you want to know from which depth Orpheus drew the strength for this height of 
divine creativity, if you want to know the secret of this depth, then read these 
words: 

I live on my death, and if I see correctly,                 
I live happily on my unhappiness;       
And one who doesn’t live on worry and death            
Should enter the fire where I am destroyed and burned.162 

 
In the fresco, Creation of Adam, in the Sistine Chapel in Rome, along with all the problems 
that confront a soul-searcher, Micheangelo has interpreted his Orphic way using a 
grandiose vision.  

 

                                                   
161 The Poetry of Michelangelo, annotated trans. James M. Saslow, London: Yale, 1991, p. 142. Translated 
and adapted by Marita Günther from the German as they appear in Orpheus. It seems that Wolfsohn’s 
source for Michelangelo’s poetry is from Rilke’s translated and reworked versions of them in German.  
162 Ibid, p. 148. 
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Michelangelo’s Creation of Adam, Sistine Chapel, Rome 

 

I read a monograph on Michelangelo’s work for the first time when I was still a 
child. Among all the illustrations, it was this picture that remained with me. As an adult, 
when I stood in the Sistine Chapel, I was in search of the light within myself, and in the 
truest sense of the word, Michelangelo’s vision of the world was outside my reach. My 
only feeling was that I was standing in a primeval cave into which a giant had painted the 
images of soul. Today, I understand why this painting has stayed with me since childhood. 
It began to fit into the formation of my own vision of the world. It gave an affirmative 
answer and corresponded to my own quest for soul.  

Words cannot express the melody in this interpretation of a great dream. All I can 
try to do is to make an attempt to penetrate into the secret behind his interpretation. I have 
said that soul, stripped down to the final core of interpretation, embodies the cell of life, the 
process of breathing in and breathing out, with the ability to create. The clearest example is 
the God of the Biblical myth of Creation just as Michelangelo has portrayed it. God 
fashions a human being by blowing the living breath into a lump of earth: “…thus man 
became a living soul.” 

Michelangelo symbolizes this process by portraying God coming in the wind. 
Himself the wind, He lets himself be carried on a cloud. A cloud, however, contains the 
moisture of water, which after all is mentioned in the beginning of the Bible “…and the 
spirit of God moved upon the waters.” Jupiter, too, appeared to mortals as a cloud. You 
remember Correggio’s Jupiter and Io? Jupiter coming to Danae in the golden rain is of the 
same vein. The process of animation through the gesture of God’s arm becomes strikingly 
meaningful. To touch, to make contact, means to move, to set in motion, so that life can be 
created.  

The Egyptians described making love this way: “They touched their hands and 
feet.” In German the word to touch already implies an embrace. In the Michelangelo 
fresco, the body position of Adam is that of a person who receives. The wisdom 
behind the movement of Adam’s arm and his bent left leg give sufficient proof that 
Adam can be regarded as a unity of male and female. 

Here Michelangelo has painted the act of impregnation in its highest 
sublimation. If you follow the line from Adam’s right arm to his left, and continue 
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from his left to the right arm of God, in this unbroken line you will recognize that 
physical expression and psychological content are unified to the utmost degree. 
Here impregnation is the giving of soul and the animation of both body and soul. 

Contained in this act of touching are the soul figures of woman and child – 
dream figures; figures that keep recurring over and over in the dream images of 
humanity portrayed by artists in their works through the ages. Animation (soul-
giving) can, by its nature, only take place through what we call analysis. Analysis is 
determined by a descent into the depths. The myth of Creation gives the first, clear 
example. Just as creative people become conscious of themselves by going into 
themselves and bringing forth their essence, so God – by creating day and night, the 
stars, heaven and earth, plants and animals – brings soul out of Himself. That is to 
say He split Himself, or as we are used to saying now; He analyzes Himself. The 
Creation of Adam is God’s final act of analysis. He came down from His height and 
went into the depths in order to recognize Himself once more in His most perfect 
creature.  

Do you remember the sculptor, Pygmalion,163 who, as legend says, formed a 
statue out of his soul image, but then because of his love, the statue came to life, 
and they married. This ancient myth also goes to expose the truth of a basic 
principle. Michelangelo does not see the ancient myth from one perspective alone as 
the painting of the Creation of Eve confirms. Here he reveals the soul figure of the 
woman in her total dependence on the primeval father image, the royal magician, 
the Lord who has given and who has taken away. She bends towards Him adoringly, 
away from Adam, who becomes unimportant when the Divine Sculptor appears on 
the scene. But the God who created woman is a different kind of God the Father from the 
one who ensouled Adam. His countenance shows nothing of the joy of creation but rather 
the suffering of giving birth. It is the tragedy of the king who finally has to hand over rule 
to his son. Therein lies the grief over the loss of soul which occurs when the process of 
transference164 takes place.  

 

                                                   
163 Pygmalion is a legendary figure from Cyprus. Though Pygmalion is the Greek version of the Phoenician 
royal name Pumayyaton, he is most familiar from Ovid's Metamorphoses, X, in which Pygmalion is a 
sculptor who falls in love with a statue he has made. 
164 Transference is a phenomenon in psychology characterized by unconscious redirection of feelings for 
one person to another. One definition of transference is “the inappropriate repetition in the present of a 
relationship that was important in a person's childhood.” Another definition is “the redirection of feelings 
and desires and especially of those unconsciously retained from childhood toward a new object.” Still 
another definition is “a reproduction of emotions relating to repressed experiences, esp. of childhood, and 
the substitution of another person . . . for the original object of the repressed impulses.” Transference was 
first described by Sigmund Freud, who acknowledged its importance for psychoanalysis for better 
understanding of the patient’s feelings. 
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Michelangelo’s Creation of Eve, Sistine Chapel, Rome 

  

If it is possible to see the face of God the Father in this way, then the inner logic 
as to why He is not present in The Last Judgment might also be comprehensible; 
authority has gone to His Son to whom He has given His soul. It is none other than Adam 
– ensouled by God and carrying Him within – who, in the thousand year struggle, has to 
give birth to Him again. Now he has taken the place of God in the center between Heaven 
and Hell, between above and below. 

At the same time, the painting represents what Michelangelo has wrenched out of 
himself: the Orphic image of this other Orpheus Michelangelo, the outwardly projected 
image of his inner world with the aim of going into the Underworld. In the painting you 
can almost hear the music from the opera resounding from the chorus of the Furies and 
the damned. The music has its focus in the gesture of the judge’s arms. He, too, is a poet 
in the sense in which another writer defined it: “To write poetry is to hold judgment over 
oneself.”165 His right arm conducts the upper regions, and his left arm sets the lower 
regions in motion. The opera does not strictly adhere to the Orphic myth which tells us 
that in the moment light falls into the grotto from where Orpheus is about to climb into 
the upper world, he turns around to look at Eurydice, and she disappears forever. 

 

 
Michelangelo’s The Last Judgement, Sistine Chapel, Rome 

                                                   
165 Henrik Ibsen.  
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This is the turning-point in the journey of Orpheus. The soul figure disappears 

along with Eurydice and therefore the connection and dependence on the primal image, 
and with it, the fixation on the unconscious. The light of day, symbol of consciousness, 
conquers the night. The world of the Mother is superseded by the world of the Father. 
The renaissance of Orpheus is beginning, and the semicircle begins to come full circle.  

A new way lies ahead. Orpheus, the singer, goes with the heroic Argonauts. They 
want to steal the Golden Fleece, who is the son of Neptune in disguise; the incarnation of 
the masculine creative principle, the son who lets himself be sacrificed in order to 
save the children from the wicked mother. He represents the symbol of this new 
path of Orpheus. It is the road to another Grail. Just as Kundry was defeated by 
Parsifal on the search for the Holy Grail, so Orpheus defeats the Sirens who are 
anima figures. The Sirens ruin sailors, bewitching them with their singing, so they 
forget everything: country, wives, children, and friends. As a result they are 
shipwrecked. The Sirens are also a variant of the Lorelei and the vamp of today.166 

And so the story continues. Orpheus becomes the Bringer of Light. He 
abolishes human sacrifice and blood-feuds, introduces the redemption of 
criminals, and creates laws and a new religion. The journey comes to an end when 
he encounters the raving Maenads; the maid servants of Dionysus. Orpheus, here a 
servant of Apollo, the serene sun god, is torn to pieces, thus sacrificing his life. 

Look at the figure of the Victor and Ruler in The Last Judgment; he has 
often been compared with Apollo. Yet, once again, here is Orpheus: conqueror of 
the Underworld, Bringer of Light, vanquisher of the maternal principle. The 
posture of Mary who kneels beside him clearly shows it. 

 

 
Detail of Christ fromMichelangelo’s The Last Judgement 

                                                   
166 In Greek mythology the Sirens were three dangerous bird-women, portrayed as seductresses, who lived 
on an island called Sirenum scopuli, surrounded by cliffs and rocks. Sailors who sailed near were 
compelled by the Sirens’ voices to shipwreck on the rocky coast. Although they lured mariners, the sirens 
were not sea deities. The sirens of Greek mythology are sometimes portrayed in later folklore as mermaid-
like. Other related types of mythical or legendary creature are water fairies (e.g. various water nymphs). 
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In the same way that he resembles Adam, she carries the same features as 

the woman in God’s arm in the Creation of Adam. Already the face reveals the 
expression you will see even more clearly in The Last Judgment: her submission to 
the greater power of the man who judges the world. I cannot see how this 
submission could be shown more clearly than it is in the way Mary, the mother, 
nestles close to Christ and is contained under His uplifted arm just as He as a child 
had been cradled on her lap.  

Michelangelo has touched on this problem again in two other sculptures. 
The result is the same. In the Pietà of his early period, Christ rests on the mother. 
He has found home. The earth, that is eternally young and melting into an infinite 
breadth, has taken possession of him again. It could also be interpreted differently 
as Eurydice has won. 
 The Pietà of his last period, known as the Pietà Rondanini, is completely 
different. The horizontal plane has become vertical; the melting, infinite distance has 
changed into a concentrated force of height and depth. Art connoisseurs believe this work 
to be a total failure. Maybe so, but nevertheless it is of real significance: the dead Christ is 
resurrected as the true Victor and carries His mother on His back. He is the same ruler as in 
The Last Judgment, the Son who has become the Father to whom the Mother submits. It is 
Orpheus who has overcome Eurydice. 

 
 

 
Michelangelo’s 1499 Pietà, Vatican, Rome 

 

For a long time I doubted whether I really could interpret the Pietà in this way. And 
then I had a dream. It was during a difficult time when I worried and feared for my 
mother’s life: “I stood in the dark of night destined to go many roads. My mother stood 
before me and looked at me. I carried her piggy-back and walked into eternity.”  
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Michelangelo’s Pietà Rondanini, Milan 

 

* * * * * 
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Body, Love, AW’s Dream, Weininger, Tolstoy, Christ, and Saul 

 
No one can say how or in what way one grows, how one’s limbs develop and 

how they lengthen. One can only find out in a roundabout way. We can do this if we 
take the clothes we wore during our youth and compare them with those we have 
now. 

Nobody can say how one develops psychologically, either. Here, too, we can 
only find out in a roundabout way by comparing our psychological clothing. Yet I 
have observed this growth process in all its detail during the periods of development 
of the sound of the voice. In the end the process rests on the deepening of sound in 
every sense. It rests on the process of maturation, of clarification, if one understands 
the meaning of the word as derived from the concept of “clear.” Transposed onto the 
level of psychological development in general, it constitutes the way from Werther 
to Faust, the path from Prince Buddha to a saint, the journey from the Lieutenant of 
the Guards, Tolstoy, to the fugitive into asceticism, the way of Tannhäuser to 
Parsifal, the path of the philologist Nietzsche to the crucified Dionysus, the journey 
of the brilliant man of society, Oscar Wilde,167 to the convict who writes The Ballad 
of Reading Gaol. It is the way which one can glean from Rembrandt’s self-portraits.  

To some extent we all know how our body works. We know how our limbs 
function. We can hear our heart beat, and we know that our stomach digests. We 
know the function of our kidneys, our larynx, our teeth. But our soul – we rather 
like to leave that alone. We keep it for the solemn days of our life, when we can 
recall the lofty thoughts and sayings of great minds who have told us that soul is 
immortal. So, we hold soul in such high esteem, we prefer not to make any 
discoveries about it. At best the concept of soul remains a mixture of confused ideas 
or a fetish of mysterious intangibility. I myself imagine that soul, which is part of 
my body, is composed of parallel organs to those of my body. My soul has a heart, a 
stomach, genitals, a larynx, etc., and all the functions of these organs appear in their 
transposition for a second time.  

The way we use the word “heart” shows that we feel something like this. 
This word – impressed upon us thousands of times by poets – does not only mean a 
body organ which circulates blood, it is also spoken of with our soul. The saying, 
“one heart and one soul,” in truth, means a unity of two sides. Lovers express the 
same thing when they tell each other: “My heart beats only for you!” or “My soul 
belongs to you alone!” We could go on and on.  

Gottfried Keller puts it this way: 

   Drink mine eyes, as much as the lid can hold 

                                                   
167 Oscar Fingal O'Flahertie Wills Wilde (16 October 1854 – 30 November 1900) was an Irish playwright, 
novelist, poet, and author of short stories. Known for his wit and conversation, he was one of the most 
successful public speakers and writers of late Victorian England, and one of the greatest celebrities of his 
day. As the result of a famous trial for homosexuality, he suffered a dramatic downfall and was imprisoned 
for two years of hard labor after being convicted of “gross indecency.” His prison experience broke him, 
and he died destitute in a cheap Paris hotel from syphlis contracted from a prostitute during his student days 
in Oxford. He is buried in Pére Lachaise in Paris with a sphinx-themed monument carved by the English 
modernist sculptor Jacob Epstein.  
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From the golden plenty of the world.168  

And in the case of our illnesses, the same parallels can be drawn. To give but one 
example, the symptoms of a physical indigestion are quite equal to those of a 
psychological one. Just as my stomach gets upset with food that I cannot digest, my 
soul-stomach gets upset with psychological food which does not agree with me, and 
it can do my psychological world great harm. Sclerosis of the arteries exists in the 
physical sense, but there is also a psychological sclerosis with all the possible side-
effects. All international epidemics, such as cholera, have their counterpart in 
psychological epidemics, which afflict the world with the same obstinacy.169 

What I gather from all this is that just as the body of a human is limited to 
the known organs, so soul, too, cannot be a structure without bounds but must be 
limited to certain contents. The immortality of the soul corresponds to the idea of 
the immortality of the body, believing it to continue to exist as matter in some form. 
The belief that we preserve our own mortality by having children has its parallel 
process in the creation of art and scientific products into which soul sows its seed. 

 

 
Raphael’s Sistine Madonna, Dresden 

 
I will give a personal experience as an example to illustrate my point. I was 

still a boy when I visited the Dresden Painting Gallery. I had heard a great deal 
about the Sistine Madonna170 by Raphael, and I hurried to the hall where the 

                                                   
168 Gottfried Keller (1819 – 1890) was a minor Swiss writer (Marita Günther translation). 
169 This idea of Wolfsohn’s foreshadows the ideas and work on psychological morbidity (morbismus) of the 
the Swiss psychiatrist and analyst, Alfred J. Ziegler (1925 – 1991).  
170 The Sistine Madonna, a painting by the Italian Renaissance artist Raphael from circa 1512 – 1514. It is 
in the Gemäldegalerie, in Dresden, Germany. The canvas includes the Virgin, Child, and Saints Sixtus and 
Barbara, and two iconic cherubs (reproduced in kitsch around the world). The painting was probably 
intended to decorate the tomb of Pope Julius II, since St. Sixtus was the patron saint of the Della Rovere 
family. The canvas was located in the monastery of St. Sixtus in Piacenza and was later donated by the 
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painting hangs. I can no longer remember what impression it made on me or how 
strong it was. All I remember is that however powerful it may have been, it was by 
far surpassed by the impression I had on seeing Giorgione’s The Sleeping Venus.171 
Over the course of years, I visited Dresden several times, and each time it was to 
this particular painting that I was drawn the most. I read many different meanings 
into the tranquil face of Venus and her reclining figure, but I never, ever, saw any 
sensuality in it. On the contrary, she seemed to me to be the incarnation of virginity 
and chastity. Only when I read that Giorgione’s mistress had served as the model for 
this Venus did I have to change my interpretation. I still tried to cling to my earlier 
view and formulated a new interpretation by quoting the famous words of an artist, 
omne animal post coitum triste est.172 So, to me, the immaculate perfection of her 
face became even more pronounced. 

 

 
                                 Giorgione’s Sleeping Venus, Dresden 

 
I did not see the painting again for a long time. In the meantime I had begun 

to occupy myself with the fate of a man who, in order to find himself again, runs 
away from his tortured inner and outer situation into solitude – and I began to write. 
What happens to him is this:  

Far from home, he reads in a newspaper about a fire in which his boat has been 
destroyed. He is overcome by grief, the enormousness and intensity of which surprises 
even him as it seems to be quite out of proportion to the actual loss. Something is wrong. 
The disparity between his rational reflection and his emotional upsurge of feeling is too 
great. He begins to search for an answer, and he formulates it this way: “I will no longer be 
able to paddle along the little waterways where there are no people, where only the clouds 

                                                                                                                                                        
monks to Augustus III of Saxony. It was carried to Moscow after the Second World War but later returned 
to Dresden. 
171 The Sleeping Venus, also known as the Dresden Venus, is by the Italian Renaissance painter Giorgione  
(c. 1477 – October 1510) with the landscape and sky by Titian, which was completed by him after 
Giorgione’s death in 1510 (Titian later painted a similar Venus called the Venus of Urbino). It is in the 
Gemäldegalerie, Dresden. 
172 This Latin quote does not come from an artist but from the Imperial Roman physician Galen (130 – 201 
CE). This Latin phrase used by Wolfsohn, translated into English, is: after coitus every animal is sad. 
However, the correct quote begins, Triste est omne animal post coitum, and continues, praeter mulierem 
gallumque. The last part translated means except the woman and the cock (with an intended double 
meaning in Latin); more loosely translated as except women and cocks or except women and chickens.   
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above accompany me, where only the reeds and the willows run along with the wind and 
spring to life. I will no longer pick any yellow water-lilies; the water-lilies whose scent I 
love so much and which are so modest compared to their sisters. I will no longer steer my 
boat into the little reedy coves, to stretch out and fall asleep there. And before going to 
sleep to feel that horizontally lies the water and the boat upon it, and all the earth is at rest. 
It is not true that the earth is as round as a ball. Let scientists proclaim it and prove it a 
thousand times. Do not the clouds rest tranquilly in all their breadth above you, and does 
not the sky expand across it in all its width?”173  

 

 
                Wolfsohn with his boat (1920s) 

                Collection Michael Faraday 

 

Perhaps humanity’s misfortunes stem from the fact that we are proud to walk 
upright across the earth, and yet we are but tiny, insignificant, vertical striplings between 
the horizontals of heaven and earth. Only our roots, our feet, move along the ground, but 
with our head we discover that there is an above and a below. Restlessly our eyes search 
to find our way around. All our agony comes from this need to search for the unity of 
these two poles. And only when we have found our way home, we lie as Mother Nature 
commands: “stretched out in our coffin and all is well.” 

At some later time a woman told me a dream, which connects a person with the 
earth. Remember the giant Antaeus who at the point of defeat in his fight with Heracles174 
is able to gather new strength (from the earth) and to continue fighting.  

                                                   
173 This man is probably Wolfsohn after his return from WWI. 
174 Antaeus in Greek mythology was a giant of Libya, the son of Poseidon and Gaia. He was extremely 
strong as long as he remained in contact with the ground (his mother earth), but once lifted into the air he 
became weak. He would challenge all passers-by to wrestling matches, kill them, and collect their skulls, so 
that he might one day build out of them a temple to his father Poseidon. Heracles, finding that he could not 
beat Antaeus by throwing him to the ground, as he would regain his strength, discovered the secret of his 
power (touching the ground) and held Antaeus up and crushed him in his arms. 
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I was lying on the floor. However, I was not a human being but a bowl, a kind of vessel, 
waiting to be filled with content. And then you came and embraced me, and the happiness 
of this embrace was complete fulfillment.  

One New Year’s Eve, the following happened. I was pouring molten lead 
into water.175 I made an enormous effort to concentrate, trying to see if this could 
help me solve the problem which was occupying me at that time, namely to find the 
connection between psyche and singing. When the lead began to coagulate and a 
shape became discernible, it was not I, but an intelligent man not usually given to 
exaggerated statements who said: “But that is a soul!” And really, without forcing 
the imagination or wanting to see something at all costs, here was a shape that 
looked like a woman in repose with her arms out-stretched. 

 

 
Lead Pouring of a Soul 

 
Soon after I went to Dresden, and once again I saw The Sleeping Venus. I 

stood before the painting for a long time. Mostly, however, I had my eyes closed, 
because this time I was not interested in seeing it so much from a picturesque angle. 
The picture began to flow into me like music, and I held a dialogue with myself:  

A woman dreamt of being a vessel, and I came to her and filled her. A boat burned, 
and I felt the loss as if death had torn my beloved from me. I ran around as if only 
half of me was left. When I dreamt of soul, my hands formed a woman in repose. 
Maybe she represents nothing more than my dream-boat which welcomes me and 
gives me peace. But that is not all. Under the boat is a wave, and the boat, carried by 
the wave, nestles close to it, and so, finally, I, too, am carried by the wave which 
connects me with depth. And now the painting before me becomes the most perfect 
expression of the dream, the boat, the lead figure, the wave, and the depths of the 
earth.  

I also remember how once – in bitter hardship – I went into the country. 
Although it was still winter, the sun shone so warmly that I was able to lie for hours 
every day in a little hollow in the middle of a fallow field. I looked calmly at the sky 
above me, relaxing, not thinking, only feeling that I had found peace. I remember many 
more events, which I can see now in a new light, but I think it is more important to be 
touched deeply by a few things than to try to comprehend everything. Now I understand 
                                                   
175 A New Year’s Eve custom in Germany. 
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with all my heart why Giorgione did not want to leave the bedside of his plague-stricken 
love, she who had been his model and who was to die so young. The loss of one’s soul 
always means death.  

Allow me to say something more about the growth and development of the essential 
nature of soul by quoting from another manuscript:  

A few days later I arrived in Naples. Enjoying the view of the panorama for the first 
time, it came to me that just as the pigeons belong to St. Mark’s Square, La Scala to Milan, 
St. Peter’s to Rome – to Naples belongs the saying: Vedi Napoli e poi muori.176 I made the 
discovery that even the most trivial proverb can have a profound meaning.  

I saw the Neapolitan sky. Its colors were of such an intensity that one could not 
imagine a more splendid brightness. The very perfection almost held a threat that the celestial 
arch had reached its final tension and, through the sheer excess of it, could break at any 
moment.  

I have the same feeling when I hear Italian songs. Musicians turn up their noses 
when the Italian singer, at the climax of his aria, seems to ride out the high note 
indefinitely. We tend to consider it unmusical, but we forget the primitive, genetic intuition 
that lies behind it. The Italian singer feels, unconsciously, that he does not want to come 
down from the climax which his voice has reached in his utmost passion, because he senses 
that afterwards comes consummation, the end, death. 

During the War, I would sometimes ask my comrades, if they were granted one 
wish, what would it be? Invariably the same answer came: to make love to a woman and 
die during orgasm. Only now do I understand the depth from which this answer came. They 
did not express it quite so poetically at the time, but it was said with such feeling that I did 
not find their words vulgar. At that time I was in no way concerned with any problems of 
the voice or with singing. Many years later I had the following dream:  

 I travel to a foreign country in order to consult Dr. Jung. I remember that on the 
journey I had to go across a pass. I enter a very large house with a number of school 
rooms. In the consulting room I notice the presence of the singer, Richard Tauber,177 
who is wearing the blue suit of a Confirmand and is accompanied by a manager who 
apparently has to look after him. There is a great deal of noise and confusion. Dr. 
Jung comes into the room. He looks like a mixture of a doctor I knew well, in whose 
sanatorium I had been after the War, and a professor of Greek, in whose lessons I 
read Plato. Tauber is to be the first patient, but against all expectation Dr. Jung turns 
to me. Most firmly he demands: “Where are my fees?” I am completely taken aback. 
I feel I have sacrificed so much, and now I have to even pay for it. Dr. Jung sees my 
surprise, and he shouts at me: “I usually charge thirty marks for the half hour, but for 
you I will make the special price of fifteen marks.” I search frantically in my wallet 
while I try to shirk payment. I have scraped together fourteen marks in change, but I 
am still looking for the missing mark, which I do not want to find. While I go on 
searching for the money, I discover to my great relief that my purse is full of 100 and 
1000 mark banknotes. Dr. Jung asks: “Well?” However, I do not even ask him for 
advice, but I tell him quickly that from year to year I have felt much better, but 
elsewhere people are not at all well. “Ah yes,” replies Dr. Jung, “in Switzerland, too, 
everyone is sick and are brought to me in big trucks. Even the sanest citizens are 

                                                   
176 Translated from the Italian this means, “See Naples and then die.” 
177 Richard Tauber (1891–1948) was a famous Austrian lyrical tenor. 
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sleepless.” I do not respond but continue to talk of myself. Dr. Jung does not even 
listen, he looks only at Tauber. Finally, he interrupts me: “Have you any more 
questions?” “Yes,” I say. “Does Dr. Jung’s theory have anything to do with music?” 
Here he looks at me with a sly and cunning smile: “Yes, very much, but you have 
only asked that question to use the full half hour, haven’t you?” He says good-bye to 
me as if I hadn’t been a patient at all and that the conversation had only taken place 
because of the fee. He now turns to Tauber, fascinated. Behind my back I hear a 
voice saying: “Tauber should really come to you. Dr. Jung takes 500 marks from 
him.” I go into the street. It is night, and it is raining heavily. In the light of a 
gaslight, I see an entwined couple walking in front of me, and I feel with an 
incredible certainty that this is the explanation for Tauber’s consultation with Dr. 
Jung.  

In order to try to make sense of my preceding thoughts, I focus on this 
dream. The problem of singing cannot be separated from the human problem. I do 
not consider singing just an artistic exercise valued merely as an aesthetic pleasure 
or an enjoyable pastime, but as the expression of a person, an attempt to realize the 
individual Self; the individual Self seen here as the center of psychological sub-
stance. I failed in this attempt because I was not able to grasp the underlying reasons 
nor was I helped to do so. I chose a roundabout way instead. I taught others to sing. 
This in turn brought me in touch with psychology, which I needed to understand. 

Into this situation the dream leads me: I go to the very man who for me 
represents authority in this science. I do not see him as I know him from a 
photograph but as a combination of two people. One is my teacher of Greek who 
read Plato with us, the teacher who, however fragmentarily, brought us closer to 
Socrates, the great questioner and illuminator. The other is the doctor of the 
sanatorium to which I was sent shortly after the War. He was not a supporter of 
orthodox medicine but helped his patients with natural remedies instead. He did not 
give me any drugs but made me rest much and encouraged me to paint the 
landscape, which I could see from my deck-chair.  

It is not difficult to understand why the house in which I meet Jung 
resembles a school. I have absolutely no doubt that I will always have to go to 
school. It is less obvious why, among all the many people who have come for help 
and advice, I immediately notice the famous singer Tauber, who sits there sadly 
troubled, waiting to be delivered from some affliction or other. And then again it 
seems quite natural that my turn comes first, and he has to wait. Until that moment I 
did not know how important it was for me to be aware that I needed my case to 
come first – but now I know. However, the pride of having been given preference 
quickly turned into indignation when the Teacher only worried about my paying him 
his fees. 

But it did not take long for me to realize what a lesson I had been taught. I 
had gone through life with my eyes and ears wide open. One lives through many 
experiences, and the conclusion you draw from them leads you to believe that you 
have reached a point where you are able to say with equanimity and superiority: you 
have to pay for everything in life! Because you believe you have not only 
understood this intellectually but you have completely embodied it, you calmly 
confront anyone who comes with their problems and, hands in pockets, you say 
callously: “Well, my dear, one has to pay for everything in life. I should know!” 
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Then, suddenly, you have a dream which says that this is not true at all. You simply 
cannot stand there and say such a thing. After all you have not come that far in life 
to justify using this phrase. And if you grumble about this unsympathetic dream-
figure – afterwards you are grateful, because it has unmasked you and made it 
poignantly clear that you should better well keep your feet on the ground. For this is 
what it amounts to when someone just stands there, wrapped up in his own well-
being, concerned only in pushing into the foreground, and is then disagreeably 
surprised if someone bring sup the question of money. 

Money, however, is not just a coin, it is the stuff you have to pay, cash down. 
It is the substance which enables you to eat and drink, to clothe yourself and to keep 
yourself warm – it keeps the body alive. This body, which through preoccupation 
with soul, you can so easily be tempted to forget. Yet it is the basis and prerequisite 
of life, and woe betide178 anyone who forgets it and becomes rootless.  

Thank you, Teacher, for upbraiding me sharply and touching me in my most 
sensitive spot. I have a strong tendency to imagine myself to be someone who goes 
around full of “love” and goodwill towards others, giving myself to them, helping 
them, while forgetting that I might after all be using them to further my own 
advancement. I can now give myself the chance of acting differently. If I were really 
better than they, I would have given the 100 mark notes (which to my relief I found 
in my purse) to you, Teacher, with pleasure. Maybe I was afraid you would hand 
them back with an ironic warning not to overstrain myself and thus go to the other 
extreme. Besides I was somewhat comforted to think that in view of the negligible 
fee each of us had talked only about ourselves with no great interest in the other 
person. The Teacher seemed more interested in the great singer, looking small and 
pathetic, waiting for him.  

For a long time, I resisted accepting or trying to see the dream-figure of the 
singer as a disguise of myself. The difficulty was not so much in formulating the 
realization but establishing it clearly in my mind so that it became alive. Although, 
in my relationships with people, it was possible to forget to what extent I was part 
of them and to forget that their very state of being could hold a transforming power 
for me. I found it enormously difficult to separate my own individuality from my 
image of the other person. Even though I was conscious of the fact that there is an 
intimate connection between my daily life and my dream-world, I kept failing to see 
that the same dangers to which my consciousness was exposed in understanding the 
reality of daily living, equally undermined my capacity to understand my dream-
world. In other words I was not being consistent enough in following the path of 
finding myself in all its possible breadth and depth to the end. 

Thus, in the dream, I refused to pay attention to the call of the voice which 
said: “Tauber should really come to you!” As time passed, I did integrate the dream-
figure more into myself. Then, and only then, did I begin to realize the enormous 
importance of the last part of the dream, which seemed at the time to have been 
enigmatic and unconnected with the rest. True, I did have an inkling that the image 
of the last part of the dream held a riddle behind which I could perhaps find a 
solution. After all, my physical reaction had been strong at the time. Indeed, I had 
been touched to my very core.  
                                                   
178 Wolfsohn frequently used this archaic, Victorian English phrase which means “beware” or “be careful.” 
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It was not by chance that the couple were brilliantly illuminated, standing in 
a pool of light surrounding the gaslight, lifted out of the darkness of a street which 
was heart-rending in its dreariness; a street which one knew not where it started or 
where it led. I saw the light in the darkness, and it illuminated a problem which no 
longer concerned the viewer of the image but that of the singer. All I knew about the 
singer was that it was he who aroused the doctor’s interest and that his attitude was 
clearly of someone about to be confirmed. To confirm means to establish something 
more firmly. A person about to make their First Confirmation is someone who 
stands on the borderland between the child and adult and in whom – because of 
one’s childlikeness – the male and female elements still merge into each other. 

What made me use Tauber as my image of a singer, rather than, let’s say, 
Chaliapin? The explanation I gave myself was that for me, to a large extent, Tauber 
represents the problem of the singer of our present time, whereas Chaliapin’s art could be 
seen as the perfect representation of his time. Peculiar to Tauber is the fact that he has 
ousted the tenor of the old school. He is the opposite of Caruso whose greatness lay in the 
portrayal of virile strength and beauty. Although Tauber’s voice has a baritone quality, it 
lacks the brilliant height. To balance this shortcoming, the head voice, falsetto, has taken 
its place. This is the quality which in the male voice expresses its Shadow or female side. 

In emphasizing this quality, Tauber, who had much success, achieved his greatest 
fame and, on looking closer, for a good reason. He became famous in a time which 
needed some reaction against an unknown and threatening destiny. It was the time of war 
and its consequences, which enforced an heroic attitude that nobody was able to bear for 
long. This enforced attitude of heroism towards an over-accentuation of the male 
principle resulted in the negation of emotion. In the struggle for life and death, there was 
no room for the display of sentiments, for life-affirmation, or light-heartedness. It was 
impossible for soul to live in this battle of man against man, so soul could only find rest if 
the body belonging to it was killed.  

It is no wonder that a reaction set in. In the post-War years, people were seized by 
a mania for dancing. There was a hunger and a greed to live one’s life to the full, so much 
so, that even now, if you turn on the radio at a certain hour, every station in the world will 
play the same hit songs. This music assures us in every key that there is only love, 
moonlight, and longing for the dream of happiness, where two hearts find each other in a 
Tango or a Boston. All this is told to us by Tauber and his successors; the pop-singers of 
our time, who, with their falsetto voices, whisper softly, sweetly, and tenderly into our 
ears.  

It was a symptom of our day and age which, in consequence, led to the following: 
women were forced to show and develop masculine qualities and characteristics. A whole 
generation sat up in astonishment to see every concept of the nature of woman discarded. 
We had to discover that women could not only wear trousers at home but also in 
everyday life; up to now only a man’s prerogative. Afterwards, this process led to the 
discovery of new possibilities in the relationship between men and women 
culminating in an idea which during the War had found its highest development: the 
idea of equality. In all this upheaval, and in direct parallel to the phenomenon of 
Tauber, the ideal of the female voice was looked for in voices like Greta Garbo, 
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Marlene Dietrich,179 Sophie Tucker,180 and others; voices whose attraction rests on 
the emphasis of a deep chest register thus bringing out the male elements in a 
female voice. 

However, both symptoms are signs that humanity is on the way to a change 
of view, that the two extremes are to be looked on differently and not seen as only 
in conflict with each other. Therein lies the chance that in the transition, and finally 
in the connection of these two extremes, new possibilities will present themselves. 

My contemporaries and I have the pleasure of witnessing epoch-making 
times. Held captive in time, my contemporaries think that they have to look at the 
great stage of the world with a magnifying glass. Being in conflict with my 
contemporaries, I use this way of looking at only a few things which they, in turn, 
might find controversial. More wonderful than looking at mechanical things of any 
kind, it seems to me that people have rediscovered their bodies. They do not 
obsessively cover them up anymore, and without shyness, men, women, and 
children can be at one with nature, lying peacefully and in harmony with the land 
and sea, with the sun and sky. They play and swim again, and when they expose 
their bodies, they forget that they are meant to be separate beings subject to sexual 
desire. 

Maybe others find it more important that we fly into the stratosphere or that 
we have developed bombers which can destroy whole cities within a few hours, that 
new states are founded and that the world has embarked on a non-stop race of 
progress. I confess I have not been able to keep pace. But then I am the product of a 
time in which a commedian summed up his life’s philosophy in a song, its refrain 
still in my ears: “In fifty years all is over!” The radio was not invented then, and the 
record time for motorcars was no more than 40 kilometres. Today we do 540 
kilometres. All I can think of is that the Messiah came two thousand years ago and 
promised us the return of Paradise – perhaps it lies now in the Salt Lake Desert Flats 
where a man, at the risk of his life, is about to break the world land speed record. 

For my part, I am happy to stroll along the beach and muse over my dream in 
which I have seen a man and a woman entwined under a gaslight; the light shines on 
them. I say with absolute certainty: “This is Tauber’s problem!” And now in reality, 
I see a man and a woman lying next to each other on the beach, the sun shines on 
them. I see two bodies. The same bathing-suit seems to cover them. They are lying 
on their stomaches; legs, arms, body, and the backs of their heads look the same. I 
no longer see the differences when I see them lying peacefully together like this, and 
in the reality of the day, I see my dream taking on a new shape. 

                                                   
179 Marlene Dietrich (27 December 1901 – 6 May 1992) was a German-born actress, singer, and performer. 
She is seen as the first German actress to become successful in Hollywood. Throughout her long career, 
Dietrich constantly re-invented herself, starting as a cabaret singer, chorus girl, and film actress in 1920s 
Berlin. She became a Hollywood movie star in the 1930s, a World War II frontline entertainer, and finally 
an international stage show performer from the 1950s to the 1970s and is one of the entertainment icons of 
the 20th century. 
180 Sophie Tucker (13 January 1884 – 9 February 1966), a singer and comedian, was one of the most 
popular entertainers in America during the first third of the 20th century. She was born Sonia Kalish to a 
Jewish family in Tsarist Russia. Her family emigrated to the United States when she was an infant and 
settled in Hartford, Connecticut.  
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The moon has appeared in the sky. Its light begins to increase gradually, 
while the rays of the sun slowly lose their intensity. I leave the beach and people. I 
am thinking: who can say which of the two celestial bodies has the greater force? 
Who can ignore one and only look at the other? If a person wanted to bathe the soul 
in light – who can distinguish which components of the light that shine belong to the 
sun and which to the moon? 

In my mind’s eye, I see a young man. He is twenty-three years old. He has 
written a book. In it he presents his theories. He believes he has discovered an 
important law which to him means truth and reality – it also reveals his fundamental 
nature. He says that it cannot be true that humanity is split into two different types 
of being, male and female, but that every man possesses female characteristics and 
every woman masculine ones. With the help of science, he has proved it with utmost 
exactness. But instead of following this line and thereby perhaps coming up with the 
thought that humanity’s chance could lie exactly in the balancing out of these two 
extremes, he condemns the one extreme, femininity, and extols the virtues of the 
other: masculinity.181 

I am not surprised that the famous singer of my dream, Tauber, is still in a 
First Communion suit. As a saying goes, there is a child in every person. 
Psychology, which has occupied itself with the nature of genius, will discover that 
when it comes to explaining this type,182 the childlike quality is important. For only 
the child has the capacity to marvel, the unqualified ability to dream, and the 
voracious discontent with the existing order. 

The true believer, twenty-three year old Otto Weininger, possessed all these 
qualities. Yet, in the logical consequence of his theories, which amounted to saying 
that the existence of humanity was superfluous and that the ideal of the one hundred 
percent male could only be realized in this way, he shot himself. 

Goethe, in his wisdom, wrote in relation to Werther:183 “Be a man and do not 
follow me!” Werther, too, is the prototype of a true believer; the young man who is 
confirmed in his belief and who upholds it right up to his self-destruction. Even 
more, fate predestines him to be the incarnation of this strong belief.  

As we know, it is often only after a person’s death that we can gain insight 
into the accomplishment of a person’s life; only then can we fully evaluate his 
existence. Nor should we forget that even humanity’s greatest genius, Jesus, belongs 
to the category of the young man. He, who in death – the end of his journey – 
reached the greatness of his manhood and maturity. Jesus, the young God, could 
only hold His own in the face of the old God if He was to complete His life’s work 
in the opposite way. He was not allowed to be an adult male. He had to personify 
the adolescent who lives in the exclusiveness of his religious passion, who discovers 
the world from within in order to recreate it outside and give it life by sacrificing 
himself. 

A person’s vocation is to accept, to realize that the world one sees and 
creates is good, and then to live in harmony with it and oneself. On the other hand, 
it is the prerogative of the adolescent to protest, and in order to be heard, to give his 

                                                   
181 Wolfsohn is here referring to Otto Weininger who is mentioned below. 
182 Here Wolfsohn is probably alluding to the studies of Freud. 
183 This is Goethe’s main character in his novel, The Sorrows of Young Werther. 
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protest validity, he sacrifices himself. However, he who wants to protest effectively 
needs to be biased. He must attack. He cannot look for the middle road nor can he 
afford to make compromises or do anything which could prevent him from carrying 
through his act of protest. Otherwise it will claim him as the first sacrifice. 

The life of Luther184 is a good example. He was effective with his cause only 
while he was young and able to battle against every power in the world. He betrayed 
himself when he reached manhood and became a conflicted figure, torn in different 
directions under the pressure of two extremes, which he could not bring into 
harmony. 

Before He died on the Cross, Christ said: “My God, My God, why hast Thou 
forsaken me?” (Matthew 27: 46). This was said by He who had also preached: “If 
any man comes to me and hate not his father, and mother, and wife, and children, 
his brethren and sisters – yea, even his own life, he cannot be my disciple.” (Luke 
14: 26). The young God had forgotten that He had risen up against the old. He had 
forgotten that if one does have the heroic courage to go to the bitter end, one is 
finally drawn down into the abyss, which lies beyond with all its horrors. 

There is no other tragedy in this world which has been lived through in a 
more grandiose and heroic manner: at the moment between life and death, when the 
most glorious genius of all resisted the greatest temptations, nevertheless out of Him 
– the Creator of the most far-reaching and momentous doctrines – there was wrested 
the question of doubt. The question of doubt will always remain as long as we have 
to grapple with the mysteries of life, because every truth contains its anti-truth. 

The adolescent Weininger, another creator of a new vision of the world, had 
to shoot himself. There was nobody there who could have crucified him. I could 
imagine that in the very last moment of his life, he might also have asked the painful 
question: “My father, why hast thou forsaken me?” because he shot himself in the 
house in which Beethoven had died; Beethoven the genius of music. Nothing tells us 
more about Weininger than the manner of his death in this particular place. It is a 
symbol of the self-betrayal he had to commit in order to reveal his limitations, to 
prove the principle that in spite of himself, nobody can escape destruction – 
destruction must follow when a human being, fanatically driven by a demon, can but 
see and follow only one’s own truth. 

I do not know how other people responded to Weininger’s book.185 I only 
know that I found it less important to read about new theories – proven with 
ingenuity and scientific daring – and was more shaken by the history of a man’s 
suffering. I really do believe that everything people dream or say or judge is but an 
attempt to explain themselves, and that the person with the capacity to create with 
great intensity – for example the artist – analyzes and explains in a correspondingly 
heightened manner. Heraclitus186 explained this process simply saying: “I have tried 
to interpret myself.” That holds true for the philosopher and the scientist as well as 
the artist. 

                                                   
184 Martin Luther, founder of Protestantism. 
185 Freud broke with nose surgeon Wilhelm Fliess (1858 – 1928) over this book. 
186 Heraclitus (535 – 475 BCE) was a Greek pre-Socratic philosopher from Ephesus.  
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It is due to a lack of understanding on our part when we imagine that there 
are people whose knowledge of truth is independent of their constructed ego, their 
particular psychological world, and that they can therefore proclaim an objective 
truth. There is no such thing. Every truth is subject to mortality as long as its holder 
is mortal, bound within the confines of one’s existence. It is the reason for the 
astonishing fact that after thousands of years of history of the human race, in which 
the greatest minds have lived and worked, humanity still gropes about in the dark, 
full of confusion and imperfections, swaying like reeds in the wind. The blame 
cannot be put exclusively on the great mass which moves more slowly and can only 
keep up with difficulty. The cause lies equally in the nature of individuals who, 
despite their creative genius, cannot set an ethical standard for humanity, for they, 
too, have to struggle to live their own lives and finally their own deaths. 

Not so long ago the suicide of a well-known Viennese scholar caused a great 
stir. He had entered into a vehement controversy with a colleague of his faculty but 
finally had to realize that his opponent’s arguments had been correct. He could not 
bear the breakdown he suffered as a result and preferred – together with his wife – 
to commit suicide. To say the man was sick or abnormal does not explain anything. 
None of us are normal. The statement that we think we are normal proves that we 
are not even aware that we are not. 

On the one hand, it may sound inconceivable that a man, realizing that his 
scientific achievements were proved to be wrong, would end in self-destruction. 
After all, these achievements are only important to a small circle of scholars, and 
one would think that existence itself holds enough value to help overcome such a 
failure. On the other hand it is important to remember to what extent our concepts, 
under the superficial heading of “scientific work,” are the manifestation and 
transformation of the creative force with the sole purpose of interpreting and 
propagating oneself and giving it form. If, however, the psychological content of 
this form is destroyed, life itself can be destroyed at its roots. 

All these thoughts might help to round off the picture of Otto Weininger; his 
life, his work, and his death. His love for the ideal image of himself is similar to the 
love of parents who demand that their child fulfills their own unachieved potential. 
They want to discover and affirm the best qualities in the child until one day they 
have to realize that the child does possess faults and weaknesses. In the same way, 
loving couples are not spared the realization that their beloved partner does not 
embody their ideal image. 

And yet Weininger had made every sacrifice. As a Jew he had betrayed his 
Judaism by equating it with the image of the Eternal Woman, who, according to 
him, was to be hated and damned for all eternity. It would have been more logical 
and ingenious if he had identified his concept of woman with that of music: both 
have their origins in the realm of the unconscious and emotions. He believed, 
however, that in music, more than in any other field of art, the creative artists were 
exclusively men. He contented himself with this notion and therefore refrained from 
any closer inquiry into the definition of music. 

Had he been a musician, he would have made the link between women and 
music. No doubt, he would have found yet another target for his hate, which was 
nothing other than the crassest form of self-hate. But he was locked in his hate for 
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Jews and women, who were synonymous in his mind. He wanted to destroy them 
both, so much so that the only hope left was to kill himself. In his book, in the most 
subtle way, he describes the massacre of his own Self. No novelist has told the story 
of a person’s death in a more eloquent fashion.  
 He hated himself and therefore being Jewish. Hate makes us blind as does 
love. He should have gone into a Temple just once without preconceived ideas and 
opened his eyes and ears. He would have discovered that in this house, God is 
worshipped by men who keep their hats on. On reflection, he would have found that 
the spiritual idea – for him man’s domain only – was taken up by Judaism and 
consciously carried to the extreme by stating that it is impossible to pay reverence to 
God because it is forbidden to make any image of Him. Indeed, it would be 
tantamount to the violation of the Commandment, “Thou shalt not make unto thee 
any graven image” (Exodus 20:4). He would have discovered that only men are 
allowed to form a community in order to honor God; a God beyond all visible 
manifestation, a spiritual force which categorically demands to be incorporated in a 
person. Weininger must have forgotten that pious Jews physically remind 
themselves every day of the ethos of their God by putting the phylactery around 
their forehead and arms, compressing their flesh in order to be reminded of, and to 
partake in, the spirit.  

Judaism as a religion could stand very well as a symbol of Weininger’s ideas, 
and his juxtaposing of Judaism with woman only ended in failure; he was too 
wrapped up in his personal problems. 

I believe that even the non-Jewish side of Weininger – which he had been 
looking for and wanted to affirm – is a defense by the definitions he gives it: “The 
naked existence, the divine grace, the oak tree, the trumpet, the Siegfried motif, the 
creation of oneself, the words: I am!” After all, the violin is also an acceptable 
instrument. Weininger belongs to the Don Quixote archetype, who imagines himself 
to be fighting hostile knights when there were only windmills in front of him. The 
variation on the theme is that he saw a beautiful princess as a serving wench and a 
prostitute. He did the same as the other woman-hater, Strindberg: he generalized his 
own problem and tackled it from the outside. He mistook castles in the air for 
realities, which he himself built and, wounded in his innermost being, he stubbornly 
asked the same question: “Why are you not as I have imagined you?” 

In the Temple, the house of God for Jews, he would have been reminded of 
the fact that the people of the male God par excellence – who made this gigantic 
step in freeing themselves from any image of an imaginable God, who also put 
forward as the first and most severe Commandment that God was to be understood 
as a spiritual idea – saved the idea from being understood one-sidedly and along 
with it the inherent dangers. This people, like no other in the world, found the way 
to embrace God from both sides of a duality and to unite it with Him: on the one 
side, the intense zest for knowledge, and on the other side, the intense emotional 
world springing out of the unconscious. For Jews, when they pray to God, they sing, 
and when they do not sing themselves, the cantor sings for them. Their first cantor 
was David. He danced and sang before God and under his star fluttered the Jewish 
flag; a plain symbol, yet profound: two triangles intertwining, signifying the quint-
essence of the ultimate embrace and unity. 
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It is irrelevant as to whether one interprets this symbol as spirit or soul, as a 
male or a female principle. What is important is that it stands for the harmony of 
two extremes. It is important to see it as a whole, to realize that any notion of above 
and below has lost its separate meaning. Together the triangles form the star which, 
like a beacon, heralds hope for the continuation of human evolution.  

Because over and above this, he belonged to the breed of iconoclasts. The 
Jewish Weininger rose up against the Jewishness in himself and had to negate this 
symbol. He paid the price with his life, which he took in the house of Beethoven. He 
could have gone to Bayreuth and shot himself in the place where the music of his 
hero, Wagner, the prophet of the non-Jewish Siegfried motif, could be heard in its 
purest form. 

It seemed he could only escape the demon of his femininity – which was to 
him the dark and inferior side and as such to be condemned – by destroying it in the 
most radical way, namely, suicide. His distrust of himself was so utterly ingrained 
and deep, he also mistrusted Wagner, whose definition of music, after all, reads like 
this: “For me, the only way to grasp the nature of music is to equate it with love”. 
And more precisely: “Music is woman”. Instead, Weininger chose the male prophet 
of music, Beethoven. Therefore, in the last moment, he tried to avoid conceding to 
his failure. But it was of no avail. The force he battled against brought him to his 
knees and remained triumphant when he sacrificed himself before its altar. 

The underlying reasons become clear and can serve as an explanation if one 
reads Tolstoy’s novella, The Kreutzer Sonata.187 Tolstoy is yet another iconoclast, a 
brother in spirit, and like him, torn asunder in the battle against himself, wanting at 
all costs to end this battle by ruthlessly murdering his own being. 

Perhaps it sounds rather strange and contrary to certain theories much in 
vogue nowadays, to compare a Slavic aristocrat with an Austrian Jew, and to point 
out that the ideas they defend and the claims they put forward were much the same. 
At great cost both tried to live their own ideas; ideas which, for them, represented 
the quintessence of their individuality. However the comparison between Weininger 
and Tolstoy shows exactly how theories can explain little, how unsatisfactory they 
must remain, and how it is much more important to attempt to go to the roots of a 
person’s psychological structure and take the starting-point for any possible 
explanation from there.  

It is more important, therefore, to see Tolstoy and Weininger as champions 
of a kind of people who present to the world “ideals” as the solution of their own 
problems. The “ideal” in their case amounts to the abolishment of sexual 
intercourse, thus rendering a person’s existence superfluous. Thank God humanity 
does not care much about this “ideal”. The reason is that for each Gregor Werles 
there are a thousand Hjalmar Ekdals188, and for every Don Quixote, one can count a 
thousand Sancho Panzas.189 While the Hjalmar Ekdals of this world get over their 
                                                   
187 The Kreutzer Sonata, a novella by Tolstoy, was published in 1889 and censored by the Russian 
authorities. The work is an argument for the ideal of sexual abstinence and an in-depth first-person 
description of jealous rage. 
188 Names of characters from Henrik Ibsen’s play, The Wild Duck, 1884. Also, this is probably an allusion 
to a famous psychological essay by Alfred Adler, The Neurotic Constitution (1917). 
189 Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra (29 September 1547 – 23 April 1616) was a Spanish novelist and 
playwright, author of Don Quixote of La Mancha. Sancho Panza is the servant to Don Quixote in the story. 
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problems by comforting themselves with eating ham sandwiches, at least they do not 
shrink from also taking in some spiritual bread, albeit merely through reading the 
newspapers. However the Gregor Werles of this world do not even want to know 
about the mundane winning of their daily bread. They forget that without it their life 
would be, so to speak, “breadless190”.  

Tolstoy needed eighty years to accept the consequences of escaping into 
solitude; the escape into a kind of death which Weininger took at the age of twenty-
three. In some respect, it showed him as a man with deeper instincts. He killed the 
part of himself which he could not intellectualy come to terms with; the parallel 
process to the physical destruction of the body.  

He killed his alter-ego in the guise of a woman and music, because for him – 
and here he goes a step further than Weininger – woman, the incarnation of sexual 
attraction, and music, are one, exactly as Wagner formulated it: “Music is woman.” 
So it makes sense that the one – who cannot see this connection – kills himself in the 
house of Beethoven, and the other – aware of deeper associations – turns on 
Beethoven and murders him when he murders his wife.  

It is not by chance that the book which tells the story of the murder is 
entitled, The Kreutzer Sonata. The character Posdnychev says in the novel:  

“They played Beethoven’s Kreutzer Sonata. Do you know its first movement, the 
presto? You  know it?” He burst out. “Ah! It’s a fearful thing, that sonata. Especially 
that movement. And music in general is a fearful thing. What is it? I don’t know.. 
What is music? What does it do to us? And why does it do to us what it does? People 
say that music has an uplifting effect on the soul: what rot! It isn’t true. It’s true that 
it has an effect, it has a terrible effect on me, at any rate, but it has nothing to do with 
any  uplifting of the soul. Its effect on the soul is neither uplifting nor degrading – it 
merely irritates me. How can I put it? Music makes me forget myself, my true 
condition, it carries me off into another state of being, one that isn’t my own: under 
the influence of music I have the illusion of feeling things I don’t really feel, of 
understanding things I don’t  understand, being able to do things I am not able to do. 
I explain this by the circumstance that the effect preduced by music is similar to that 
produced by yawning or laughter. I may not be sleepy, but I yawn if I see someone 
else yawning, I may have no reason for laughing, but I laugh if I hear someone else 
laughing.  

Music carries me instantly and directly into the state of consciousness that was 
experienced by its composer. My soul merges with his, and together with him I’m 
transported from one state of consciouness into another; yet why this should be I’ve 
no idea. I mean, take the man who wrote the Kreutzer Sonata, Beethoven: he knew 
why he was in that state of mind. It was that state of mind which led him to perform 
certain actions, and so it acquired a special significance for him. but none whatever 
for me. And that’s why that kind of music’s just an irritant – because it doesn’t lead 
to anywhere.”191 

There is no doubt that Tolstoy is a literary genius. What do we imply when 
we call someone a genius? Why do we create an Olympus for our geniuses and 
blindly worship them as gods? Like any other mortal, the genius strives to fulfill but 

                                                   
190 Unemployed. 
191 Leo Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata and Other Stories, translated by David McDuff, London: Penguin, 
1983, p. 167. 
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one purpose: to live in order to develop inborn creative gifts and to bring them to 
fruition. What makes a genius different from any other human being is this: millions 
of spermatozoa force their way to come in touch and mingle with one egg cell. 
Millions fail. Only one will make it and that one creates new life. This is a metaphor 
for that one genius who succeeds among millions of people. All the talents and all 
the aspirations are inherent in both. The only difference is – and therein lies the 
secret as well as the solution – that the genius possesses an enormous intensity 
which will surpass all others. 

However, intensity is an end in itself, and it would be mistaken to think that 
there had ever been a genius in the world whose sole purpose was not to exist for 
oneself alone, to use the magic force of one’s intensity, and to obey its own laws. 
But the new life that is engendered is subject to human imperfections and 
limitations. Hence it is not surprising that we find such baffling contradictions in 
Tolstoy’s statements on music.  

He, who previously was horrified by the effect music had upon him because 
it only gives a stimulus with no indication of what to do with it. He, who had said 
music drags one down, torments one – a moment later confesses:  

On me at any rate, that piece had the most shattering effect: I had the illusion that I 
was discovering entirely new emotions, new possibilities I’d known nothing of before 
then. ”Yes, that’s it, it’s got absolutely nothing to do with the way I have been used 
to living and seeing the world, that’s how it ought to be”, I seemed to hear a voice 
saying inside me. What this new reality I’d discovered was, I really didn’t know, but 
my awarenes of this new state of consciousness filled me with joy. Everyone in the 
room, including Trukhachevsky and my wife, appeared to me in an entirely new 
light….  

I felt cheerful and buoyant all evening.192  

What a contradiction! A great joy, light hearted, serene! Are these not 
enough answers to the question of how music affects us? We understand at once the 
contradiction if we remind ourselves of what Posdnychev says:  

Music carries me instantly and directly into the state of consciousness that was experienced 
by its composer. My soul merges with his, and together with him I’m transported from one 
state of consciouness into another; yet why this should be, I’ve no idea. 

Can it be really allowable for anyone who feels like it to hypnotize another person, or 
many other persons, and then do what he likes with them? Particularly if the 
hypnotist is just the first unscrupulous individual who happens to come along?193 

With these words Tolstoy gives himself away. “My soul merges with his,” can be 
translated as coming into touch with, as in copulation – the very act he protested so 
much against. Music puts one in a state of hypnosis, into sleep, just as a woman 
seduces us into copulation or sleeping together. And we, Tolstoy, know all about 
this sleep, tasted it to the full, so much so that we have to confess: “From that day 
on I ceased to have a pure relation to women, nor was I any longer capable of one. I 
had become what is known as a fornicator, … and that was my undoing … .194 Yes, I 
                                                   
192 Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata, pp. 168, 169. 
193 Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata, pp. 167, 168. 
194 Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata, p. 122. 
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was a dirty pig, and thought I was an angel.”195 We, Leo Tolstoy, suffer from this 
animal which we can only come to terms with by killing it, because the strength of 
our passion, our sensuality, our instincts, leaves no choice. We cannot find a way to 
become reconciled with this animal, therefore we have to murder Beethoven, music, 
woman, art.  

We must murder them all rather than have to murder ourselves. To murder 
ourselves, so as not to project internal problems onto others, we must have the 
courage to go to our roots. But that would mean we have to die, and we want to live, 
no, we must live for our body. Our soul, with its ever renewing creative force, is too 
strong. This is, after all, why we fight against Sleep, the brother of Death.196 Once, 
in a great moment, I came face to face with Death, confronted it, terrified, and 
received a blow, a decisive blow; like a boxer in a fight knocked out by a punch 
from which he cannot recover and can no longer get up in the boxing-ring. Tolstoy 
can never quite recover from the blow he received on staring death in the face. He is 
forced to deny everything that had made his life worth living. Tremblingly, he 
acknowledges the superiority of the stronger force, and all he can do now – in the 
strangest and most roundabout way – is to proclaim the triumph of Death.  

Tolstoy’s struggle for his life is what gives him greatness and nobility. One 
is filled with admiration to see how his life uncovers the meaning which is hidden in 
his work. It is awe-inspiring to see how somebody disavows his work by affirming 
his human struggle, which he negates in his writing. Tolstoy – who hated and 
condemned intimate touch so strongly – has used his life only to bring it into contact 
with Death; Death which was the sworn enemy of his lustful and creative instincts, 
whose concentrated expression he himself represented. That is the reason why, in 
The Kreutzer Sonata, he fights with all his strength against the hypnotic effect of 
woman, music, and therefore, art. 

Not surprisingly, as a motto for the book he chose: “But I say unto you, that 
whosoever looketh on a woman to lust after her has committed adultery with her 
already in his heart.” (Matthew 5: 28) “His Disciples said unto him, if the case of the 
man be so with his wife, it is not good to marry. But He said unto them, all men 
cannot receive this saying, save they to whom it is given,” (Matthew 19: 10-11). 
Tolstoy believed that the word was given to him, and in the most drastic way 
possible, he demanded of himself to not even look upon or desire his own wife. Had 
he but followed through his own interdiction, had he but gone a step further, he 
would have discovered that it would be more true to say: “Whosoever looks at the 
woman in himself has already committed adultery”. Without knowing it, here lay 
the real cause of his suffering.  

Tolstoy wanted to be the epitome of masculinity. He wanted to inculcate love 
no matter what. He has said so quite frankly:  

I wanted everyone to know me and to love me. I wanted that even on hearing my 
name alone, people would be filled with admiration and gratitude for me. I am so 

                                                   
195 Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata, p. 112. 
196 This is a reference in Greek mythology in which Morpheus (Sleep) is the brother of Thanatos (Death). 



 

 109 

ambitious that if I had to choose between fame and virtue (which I love) I think I 
would choose the first.197 

He was a passionate huntsman, who after having killed a bear and watched its dying 
agony, remarked afterwards: “I experienced an almost rapturous feeling of delight at 
the thought of the dying animal’s suffering.” He says of one of his characters who 
clearly is himself: “He was completely dominated by his own self-love. For him 
there was no choice but to be the first, or to end his life. He liked to be the first 
among men with whom he would compare himself.”  

He unambiguously portrayed himself as the murderer of the woman in The 
Kreutzer Sonata. He murdered, not out of desperation over the depravity of the 
world in which he was forced to live, but because he was struck in the center of his 
male pride, which could not bear a stronger force than his own. He could not accept 
that the hunter could also be the hunted.198 

That is the reason why a man can become a murderer. If Tolstoy had been a 
true Disciple of Christ – but he was God’s Disciple – he would have simply invoked 
the sovereign gesture of his Teacher: “Woman, what have I to do with thee?” And 
so we must assume that, after all, Tolstoy was not the character “to whom the saying 
was given,” because he would have needed the ability and courage to find out who 
this being really was who could pronounce such a statement. He would have needed 
the most acute awareness to trace the immense psychological landscape which was 
his destiny.  

Just as Christ has not only two but a thousand different faces – as painters 
and sculptors of all times have searched for new ways of portrayal – so the spiritual 
countenance of Jesus tells us nothing and yet everything. The verse from the Gospel 
according to Matthew is therefore meaningful. Jesus’ response to the Disciples’ 
question leaves everything open, divulging only one thing for certain, namely that 
nothing should be divulged and that therefore everyone is forced to draw one’s own 
conclusion. This, on the other hand, gives us the right to assume that the words of 
Christ, as we know from His words to the adulteress and even more so from His 
attitude towards His mother, could also be interpreted as His own feelings vis-à-vis 
the importance of the role women play in His life. “Who is my mother?” He asks 
and, answering His own question, He points to His Disciples: “Behold, this is my 
mother.”(Matthew 12: 48). What concern could she be of His? After all His whole 
life was governed by the spirit of His Father alone.  

In time to come, when we are able to view a person’s life – especially a 
person whose life has been an example to others – by beginning to understand that 
the more unique a person is, the more intense will be the attempt to give expression 
to one’s own Self, then we will understand the genius of Jesus as the grand attempt 
to unite two extremes into one whole. Ultimate love, ultimate devotion, and ultimate 
surrender give birth to a new world. Our concepts of the nature of femininity cannot 
be more clearly portrayed than in this genius, in the highest sense, the most 
feminine man history has known.  

                                                   
197 Paul Biryukov, Leo Tolstoy: His Life and Work, Revised by Leo Tolstoy, London: Scribner’s, 1906.  
198 This is an allusion to the autobiographical story of Tolstoy’s, The Bear Hunt (1872). The actual event 
took place in 1858. 
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Just as Judaism knew – in order to exist – how to balance out its dominating 
role in its prayer to God by adding into the language of pure spirit the voice of the 
heart, thus Christianity bridged that very danger by making a place for the woman 
and mother at Jesus’ side, giving Her a status that has almost come to be on a par 
with His.  

The life of Jesus ended with the outcry: “Father, why hast Thou forsaken 
me?” Nothing makes more obvious sense than that the mother is there to receive the 
lost son in her lap, where He can find rest. All the works of painters and sculptors 
depicting the Pietà have nothing to do with the concept of piety. Rather they show 
the triumph of reality: that each person, no matter how great, is subject to the 
balancing of two opposing principles.  

Faust, the servant of God, had to go into the Realm of the Mothers to find his 
salvation. His salvation was accomplished by the voice of a woman announcing it 
from on high.  

Nietzsche, the murderer of God and Christ, ends in the darkness of madness. 
A spark of light only shines when out of darkest night he calls for Cosima, the 
mother.  

Tolstoy had wanted to murder music, yet during his last illness, he had music 
played for him every day.  

Weininger, the murderer of woman, is driven on his final journey to the 
house of Beethoven, there to die in the spirit of music.  

All this must be said in order to understand my attempt to unravel the 
meaning of a dream, a vision, which was given to me as a gift. All this must be said 
in order to illustrate the observations which I have made in my particular field.  

In my teaching, whether it be of a man or a woman, I experience again and 
again the same phenomenon. Namely that every voice is composed of male and 
female elements, and that it is only a question of time and talent as to how far a 
voice is capable of bringing these elements into harmony, thereby arriving at a 
unified voice in contrast to a specialized one. In observing a singing person, I could 
see the same process, albeit in varying degrees, taking place. In order to achieve 
sound, the body movements made were those that are made in love-making, and it is 
not by chance that I use this phrase. 

One of my pupils once expressed it clearly. After a lesson in which he was 
able to sing with all his strength – being himself aware that an important step in his 
development had been reached – he happened to look in the mirror. There he saw his 
face with deep rings under his eyes. Totally exhausted, he exclaimed: “This is how I 
look after I have been with a woman, and that is exactly how I feel!” 

In his novel, Tolstoy describes the scene after The Kreutzer Sonata has been 
played: “I had never seen my wife looking as she did that evening. Those shining 
eyes, that serious, meaningful expression while she played, the complete melting of 
her face and the feeble, pathetic and blissful smile at the end.”199 Here he gives us in 
exact detail what I have often observed on the faces of people singing or making 
music. If a person has sung with fervor and intensity, invariably this “melting of the 
face” would occur; the same melting feeling which comes after making love.  

                                                   
199 Tolstoy, The Kreutzer Sonata, p. 169. 
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Tolstoy, who repeatedly makes his hero refer to himself as a “pig” because of 
his lustful desires, could only have a glimpse of the mysterious connection between 
Eros and music. Yet he cannot explain this melting feeling, and so – out of a terrible 
logic – the Beethoven sonata led to the murder of the woman who is playing it. To 
be fair, what did actually happen during the playing could give the hero cause for 
jealousy. However, if one uses the concept of jealousy in its general connotation as 
a motive for murder, then it must lead into dangerous waters. The blind fury of 
wanting to possess is not the only cause for arousing jealousy; there are still deeper 
reasons. I had the first inkling of what it could mean when I looked at the face of 
God in Michelangelo’s painting the Creation of Adam. I thought that His face also 
expressed jealousy. It came to me that the word jealousy200 could be understood in 
its literal meaning – the search for zeal. I remembered that the God of the Old 
Testament was the greatest zealot of them all. 

 

 
God  –  Detail from the Creation of Adam, Rome 

 
Analogously, the hero of The Kreutzer Sonata is simply madly jealous. The 

expression of jealousy on God’s face – as I perceived it – had to do with the fact 
that an ensouling had taken place.201 The soul has been given away to an image 
modeled on oneself. However, if this image is taken away by force, if a stranger 
takes possession of it, then one loses not only the person on whom the image is 
projected, but one loses oneself as well, and one feels threatened. 

Therefore, the hero of The Kreutzer Sonata rightly defends himself at the 
moment when his wife, his soul figure, is being stolen from him. Behind this lies a 
deep tragedy. The tragedy of a man who, like the hero Amphitrion,202 fights a vain 
and fruitless battle against God. It is the vain struggle of the individual being, 
however exalted, who has to succumb to the supreme power of the divine in its 
hundred different facets. 

                                                   
200 Eifersucht in German 
201 In German, Michelangelo’s painting is entitled, Gott-Vater Adam Beseeligend, which translated 
into English is God the Father Ensouling Adam. 
202 Amphitrion—in Greek mythology, he was the son of Alcaeus, King of Tiryns. Exiled for accidentally 
killing his uncle and wife’s father, Electryon, he became the King of Thebes and was married to Alcmene 
who gave birth to Heracles by Zeus. 
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Tolstoy’s hero senses it only dimly. He is still chained to his carnal desires 
and, helplessly fighting against them, he cannot see any other alternative other than 
to hate and despise himself for having them. This way he forgoes any possibility of 
a wider vision. Tolstoy himself falls into the same trap when, after listening to 
Chopin’s Ballad No 4, with tears in his eyes exclaims: “Ah, l’animal!” and storms 
out of the room. But crying, “Ah, l’animal” and running away is no solution to the 
problem.203 

Another great man, Igor Stravinsky,204 sold the film rights for his music, The 
Firebird, to an American film company. When he saw the film, he was shocked, to 
say the least, and promptly sued for damages for misuse of his work. He could not 
tolerate the fact that the film hero put on a Stravinsky record in order to seduce his 
leading lady. He said, “To use my music for such a vulgar purpose is really too 
much!” 

I, for one, am delighted that an American film company seems to be more 
aware of the relationship between love and music than such great minds as Tolstoy 
and Stravinsky. It gives a faint glimmer of hope for the progress, albeit painfully 
slow, of human evolution. In the silent film era, during all the close-ups of lovers in 
a lingering embrace, our ears were invariably abused with the playing of 
Sinding’s205 Rustle of Spring. So, would Stravinsky disagree that it is after all a step 
forward that our ears now have the pleasure of listening to his music? 

I doubt if God has ever lodged a complaint or whether He thought it vulgar to 
use His music of spring days and moonlit nights to help the heroes of the films of 
everyday life seduce their leading ladies. He has not yet sued for damages, and I 
hope He will only do so when the records that He puts on to play are no longer 
heard. I must place my trust in Him should somebody accuse me of being vulgar, 
because I arrive at the statement that, from my observation of a singing person’s 
body language, singing and love-making have but one source in common: the 
flowing-out of sounds corresponds to the flowing out of passion, and this common 
source points to a principle which indicates the consequence of the creative force of 
the unconscious; the principle of expression.  

Just as in the sexual act, all forces of the body are galvanized towards one 
goal: to express the substance that creates new life. So, in singing, we find the same 
concentration of all energy focused on expressing sound as the new life-creating 
substance. Just as physical and psychological forces come together to create this 
expression, the expression created has not only a physical manifestation but also a 
psychological meaning. 

“That is the solution of the problem!” I exclaimed in my dream, when in the 
darkness of the night, I saw a man and a woman in an embrace under the light of a 
street lamp. And I say it again now, in broad daylight, when I see a man and woman 
lying in a close embrace on the beach. The dream of night has become day time 

                                                   
203 Romain Rolland, Vie de Tolstoi, Paris: Hachette, 1922, p. 186. This scene was described by Paul Boyer 
in Le Temps, 2 Nov. 1902.  
204 Igor Fyodorovich Stravinsky (17 June 1882 – 6 April 1971) was a Russian composer and is considered 
to be the most influential composer of 20th century music. He created The Firebird in 1910. 
205 Christian August Sinding (January 11, 1856 – December 3, 1941) was a Norwegian composer. He is 
best known for his lyrical piano piece, Rustle of Spring (1896). 
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reality. As day and night fuse into one, so man and woman become one in my two 
images, and so the physical and psychological movement comprise one word: 
expression.  

I feel strongly that parallel to this one word stands another heading, another 
single word, over and above the unity of man and woman. This one word is 
Mensch206. I am reminded of the story of Diogenes207 who went into the street with a 
lantern in broad daylight, and when asked the reason why, he answered: “I am 
looking for a human being!” 

I remember that I walked into the day with the lantern of my dream, and I 
have done nothing other than search in this way for the human being. I believe I 
have found him. It is not the animal with the two backs,208 it is the one with soul. It 
is the animal which, out of the mysterious force of the unconscious, is creatively 
active and is able to be aware of it.  

“Ah, l’animal” Tolstoy cried and ran away when he could no longer bear 
being touched by music. Once again, the eternal Adam had come to life in the 
moment in which he tasted the fruit from the tree of knowledge. Here in the guise of 
Tolstoy, he did not think of making the connection of “animal” with the word 
anima.  

A great human suffering lies behind the fact that each new birth means 
relinquishing something old. For Adam it was Paradise. God Himself had to leave 
Heaven and come down to earth in order to find His soul again. Adam, God’s son, 
likewise had to take the downward road, the way from Paradise to earth just as 
Orpheus had to go into the Underworld to lose his soul but then to gain a new one 
on a higher level; they both had to lose in order to gain. 

When Tolstoy ran away, there was a tear in his eyes. This is the tear of Saul 
as seen in Rembrandt’s painting; the tear that is elicited from the listener when 
under the spell of music. It is the tear Saul shed because music made him realize 
that he had lost God. But God is the soul which He Himself gave to humans, and 
because David – the one graced by God – had made Saul aware of it. Saul hated and 
persecuted him, just as Tolstoy hated Beethoven and music, no, art itself; just as 
Nietzsche hated God and Christ, as Weininger hated women and Judaism. 

Yet all Saul’s hate is useless. David, who is the servant of God, imbued with 
His power, is the stronger one and behind him stands the greater principle. Saul’s 
end makes clear which principle it is. He persecutes not only the single individual, 
like David, but all those who live in the spirit of God, his real enemy; he also killed 
the mediums and soothsayers. And yet, when his own strength fails him, –  “...the 
Lord answered him not, neither by dreams, nor by the Urim,209 nor by the prophets” 
(I Samuel 28:6) – he has no other choice but to give in: “Then said Saul unto his 

                                                   
206 Wolfsohn probably means here an ethical, moral, and capable human being and not just a man. In 
Yiddish, Mensch means this. 
207 Diogenes, the Cynic, a Greek philosopher, was born in Sinope (modern day Sinop, Turkey) about 412 
BCE and died in 323 BCE at Corinth. It was said he was looking for an honest man and not a human being. 
208 To make the animal with two backs is, of course, an allusion to the most common position in human 
sexual intercourse, the missionary position. 
209 The Urim and Tummim is the inscription of “the Explicit Name” for the Hebrew God (the 
Tetragrammaton), which ancient Hebrew priests placed into the folds of their breastplates of their priestly 
robes. 
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servants, seek me a woman that has a familiar spirit, that I may go to her, and 
enquire of her.” (I Samuel 28:7) 

Once Saul had David come to him, now it is he who has to go to a woman. 
The great reversal begins. There is not much time to lose, and as always, as a last 
resort, the way into the Realm of the Mothers has to be attempted. “And Saul 
disguised himself and put on other raiment” (I Samuel 28:8). It is an outward sign of 
Saul’s transformation, but it says it all. 

This turn of events, which the mighty king has to bring about, could not be 
more drastic now that he stands before a woman, in disguise and pleading.  

And when the woman saw Samuel, she cried with a loud voice: and the woman spake 
to Saul, saying, “Why hast thou deceived me? for thou art Saul.” And the King said 
unto her, “Be not afraid: for what sawest thou?” And the woman said unto Saul, “I 
saw gods ascending out of the earth.” And he said unto her, “What form is he of?” 
And she said, “An old man cometh up; and he is covered with a mantle.” (I Samuel  
28:12 – 14)  

It is significant that Saul, on hearing the woman saying that she could see 
gods ascending out of the earth, responds by asking “What form is He of?” He has a 
great need to see Samuel who is the embodiment of God for him; Samuel, the soul 
which he has lost and for the sake of which he has to go into his Underworld; 
Samuel, who had anointed him King, who had cast him out, through whom God 
spoke and who now is an old man, the sacred voice of the unconscious. This is the 
voice he wants to obey now that he no longer has the strength to conquer his fears. 
However, in his dialogue with the old man, nothing can change the fact that, 
because he had not obeyed God’s voice, he is lost. Yet despite all, the old man gives 
him comfort, the greatest comfort of all. He says:  

Tomorrow shalt thou and thy sons be with me: the Lord shall also deliver the host of 
Israel into the hands of the Philistines. Then Saul straightway fell his length on the 
earth, and was sore afraid, because of the words of Samuel: and there was no strength 
in him; for he had eaten no bread all the day, nor all the night. (I Samuel 28:9–20).  

Samuel had said that he would be with him the next day, but as yet Saul has not 
understood the meaning of his words, namely that in the end the reconciliation with 
Samuel, with God, would take place and that he would be with him. 

We also read:  

And he taketh with him Peter and James and John, and began to be sore 
amazed, and to be very heavy; And saith unto them, my soul is exceeding sorrowful 
unto death: tarry ye here, and watch. And he went forward a little, and fell on the 
ground, and prayed that, if it were possible, the hour might pass from him. And he 
said, Abba, Father, all things are possible unto thee; take away this cup from me: 
nevertheless not what I will, but what thou wilt. (Mark 4:34)  

Jesus fell on the ground as Saul did. It is the final cry for help, the drowning man in 
the sea, clinging to a raft which to him means firm ground. Our respect for heroes 
grows when we recognize how difficult their paths are for them. 

And the woman came unto Saul, and saw that he was sore troubled, and said 
unto him, behold, thine handmaid hath obeyed thy voice, and I have put my life in my 
hand, and have hearkened unto thy words which thou spakest unto me, now therefore, 
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I pray thee, hearken thou also unto the voice of thine handmaid, and let me set a 
morsel of bread before thee; and eat, that thou mayest have strength, when thou goest 
on thy way. But he refused, and said, I will not eat. (I Samuel 28:21–23) 

Once more he protests. He does not want to hear a woman’s voice, though 
she is the counterpart to the old man; the voice which speaks the wisdom of “when 
thou goest on thy way”. She does see a way for him to go, not in his weakness and 
exhaustion when he could fall prey to death, but fortified as a strong man. “But his 
servants, together with the woman, compelled him; and he harkened unto their 
voice. So he arose from the earth, and sat upon the bed.” (I Samuel 28:23) 

Thus his final resistance is broken. He capitulates before the woman. The 
voice of God is stronger. He sits himself on the bed – the very place where we find 
our rest, our dreams – he, Saul, the restless one, the hunter, the persecutor, the one 
possessed by an evil spirit, the king without God. In this moment a great peace must 
have come upon him. Now there is no longer any doubt that the Lord answers him 
through the light, which enters as peace into his heart, and through dreams, just as 
he had already answered through the Prophets.  

And the woman had a fat calf in the house; and she hasted, and killed it, and took 
flour, and kneaded it, and did bake unleavened bread thereof: And she brought it 
before Saul, and before his servants; and they did eat. Then they rose up, and went 
away in that night. (I Samuel 28:24–25)  

“Then took Mary a pound of ointment of spikenard, very costly, and anointed 
the feet of Jesus, and wiped his feet with her hair.” (John 12:3) This took place 
before Jesus went on His last journey. One of the Disciples said that they should 
have sold the ointment and given it to the poor. But Jesus rebuked him. Mary, the 
woman, understood Him more than any of the Disciples. She too was aware that “He 
must go this road”, and she also knew how difficult it was. That is why she anointed 
His feet to help Him overcome this last obstacle.  

This then is the story of the tear which we can see in Saul’s eye in 
Rembrandt’s painting. The tear is the visible expression of an emotional process. 
And yet it is much more than that. It is the tear which sobs and cries in the voice of 
two races: in the voice of the Italians and in that of the Jews. In both cases their tear 
springs from the same source: suffering. For the Italians it is the suffering born out 
of love, out of love for the sun, out of love for life, out of a never stilled longing. It 
is the same suffering which Nietzsche sensed as being behind the ancient Greek’s 
love for beauty and serenity. In the voice of the Jews, the tear speaks of a different 
kind of suffering, the suffering of a persecuted and tortured people. But it also 
speaks of Saul’s suffering, he who has lost his God and who has to search for his 
soul as long as he lives. 
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Detail of Saul from Rembrandt’s Saul and David, The Hague 

 
Caruso must have sensed something about this kind of suffering when he 

went into the Temples of the Jews to fathom the secret behind the tear. Caruso, who 
had lost his wife and who never stopped grieving for her and who – according to the 
story of a close friend – afterwards had never sung more beautifully, more full of 
passion and warmth as in a Hamburg brothel where he sang Ridi, Pagliaccio.210 

Once again, my thoughts go back to the past. I remember how Caruso’s 
recording of the Elegy had often helped and encouraged me to overcome difficult 
times. I recall the words which I formulated at a time when I knew nothing about 
singing and soul: “This Italian singer unconsciously senses that he doesn’t want to 
come down from the climax of consummate passion that his voice has reached. He 
feels that beyond it lies perfection, the end, death.” 

Now I could also understand the depth from which came the answer given by 
my comrades-in-arms when I asked them if they were granted only one wish, what 
would they wish for. Their reply was always the same: to make love to a woman and 
to die at the moment of orgasm in her arms. 

I recall the image I saw ten years later in a dream: a closely entwined couple 
and a voice which said: “This is the solution of Tauber’s problem.” Also it suddenly 
came to me that Tauber is a Jew. But immediately I remember two other pictures. 
They are Correggio’s Io and Jupiter and Rembrandt’s Saul and David. Although 
they are apparently in complete contrast to each other, yet for me they form unities: 
God and woman, king and singer. I see their gaze, completely inwardly 
concentrated, held in wondrous enchantment; their gaze which is magically drawn 
towards a center. I see each one surrounded by an immense solitude, but this 
solitude is not painful nor is it full of anguish. It vibrates in a mysterious space, 
filled with a supernatural light. A great stillness reigns. It effaces all that is 
individual. It is the sacred stillness of death, but a death that promises rebirth, 
perhaps comparable to the death of a swan singing out a last song. 

The tear of the soul and the discharge of the body form an inextricable unity 
and both are the expression of the quintessence of life which is grounded in the 

                                                   
210 Ridi Pagliaccio is an aria from Ruggero Leoncavallo’s 1892 opera Pagliacci. 
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undulating rhythm of music. The grand melody therein calls out to me, telling me 
that life and death, day and night, love and singing, are bound together by a radiant 
band around a burning center.  

Once and for all 
It’s Orpheus when it sings. 
Thus I sing with the poet.211  

Once I stood in bright sunshine on Mount Vesuvius and slowly, faintly, I 
began to comprehend the connection between love and singing. In the dark of the 
night, I lay sleeping, and a great light shone and illuminated their connection. In 
between my soul was growing. 

One day, I wrote down what I had felt in the light of the sun:  

There was a little river. I slowly went up this little river in a boat, and to this day I 
can remember the tiny sailing boats coming towards me. The sails were white and 
shining. The people were dressed in white, and my eyes devoured the young girls 
who lay lazily stretched out on deck. I knew nothing of life. I knew nothing of girls. 
All was dream and illusion. But I still dream of white shining sailing boats and young 
girls who have nothing better to do than lie lazily stretched out on deck, and who are 
only there to pass by into an unknown distance, never to meet again. 

How long ago did I write this down? It must have been a long time ago, 
because in the meantime I have dreamt something quite different:  

I am lying on the beach. Before me is a sailing ship, painted black and with black 
sails. It is unmanned, not a soul can be seen on deck. As if by magic, it suddenly sets 
off and steers towards the open sea. Terrified, I scream. It seems as if I am in great 
danger. I fear the ship will sink and it does, only the tip of the masts can still be seen 
and then they too vanish. I feel that this is the end. But as if through a magic trick – 
like a film running backwards – the sailing ship appears unharmed on the shore. I am 
happy.  

In this instance, also, I know about the growth process my soul has gone through. 
And here is yet another dream I want to add; a dream in which there was just 

a mysterious voice saying: “Not three, not three, but two in one!” I have let this 
dream incubate for a long time and patiently waited until its meaning came to me. 
Even now it is with me as I see once again that other image of mine: “I stand aside. 
In front of me is a dark street with a lantern whose light falls on a couple closely 
entwined.” They are the two who have become one in myself.  
   
 

* * * * * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                   
211 Rainer Maria Rilke, Sonnets to Orpheus (Marita Günther translation). 
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A Sculptor Friend and the Three Mariannes  

 
I am lying on a couch in the studio of C, the sculptor.212 He is sitting on a 

sofa opposite me, smoking a pipe. We do not talk. He has put on a record, which 
he calls the “Marianne Record.” It is the andante of a Schubert trio. 

Marianne213 is a fifteen year old girl whom he teaches and whose youth, 
intelligence, and charm he finds attractive. Occasionally he speaks of her, but 
when he is asked where her attraction lies for him, he prefers not to answer and 
puts on the record instead. 

I am staring at the ceiling and see a piece of greyish-green cloth, which I 
guess is meant to cover up a hole. I recall that C once told me that for him music 
means the abyss. I am listening to Schubert’s music, and I am observing the 
expression in C’s eyes. I think that it may be possible to escape the danger of 
falling into the abyss by invoking a pleasant image to drive away the fear of 
darkness just as the piece of cloth covers up the dark hole. I think to myself: He 
must never forget the abyss. He must be forced to look even deeper into the abyss. 
It is the only way to come up into the light. 

Out loud, I say: “Listen, everyone has his Marianne.”214 The one I know 
was seventeen years old when I met her. She was gifted, no more and no less than 
any other girl of her age. She painted and had just finished a few terms at the 
Academy. We spoke about painting quite often but that was less important than the 
fact that she thought she was in love for the first time.  

You know about my object-theory, which is based on my assumption that 
human relationships would be better if everyone realized that the other person is 
not only the object, but that one would have to learn to be the object for the other 
person too. Quite soon after you and I met, I tried to explain that I feel I am the 
object in relation to you. This was not a clever trick on my part to gain your 
confidence, especially as it was much later that you told me how you had suffered 
from being used as an object by your friends. I made my statement rather more as 
an opening for a possible understanding between us. Besides, from the beginning, I 
had the feeling – in fact you yourself formulated it once – that you would think it 
wrong to get tied up in a relationship as you did not feel sure of yourself. I never 
spoke to Marianne about this theory of mine. I played the kind, elderly gentleman, 
and all that was missing were the greying temples. 

The pictures she painted at that time were more personal and more expres-
sive. How all this had come about became clear to me when she gave me a school 

                                                   
212 C is the sculptor Walter Midener who was born in Leipzig, Germany, studied at the Berlin Academy of 
Arts (1932 – 1936), escaped Germany probably with the help of Wolfsohn in 1939, and received a Master 
of Arts (M.A.) from Wayne State University (1950) after serving in the US Army in the Pacific and then as 
an intelligence officer in Europe in the US Third Army (General Patton’s) until 1946. Midener married and 
settled in Detroit where he became an influential sculptor and teacher. He was the head of the Sculpture 
Department of the Art School of the Society of Arts and Crafts, and President of The Center for Creative 
Studies. He passed away in 1997. 
213 This is an unknown friend of the sculptor, Walter Midener.  
214 This Marianne is Marianne Höflich who was an art student and school friend of Charlotte 
Salomon’s. Wolfsohn’s third manuscript, The Bridge, written in 1947, starts with a letter exchange 
between Wolfsohn and this Marianne (then married with the last name of van der Linden). 
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essay to read which was entitled “Painting and I.” She was fifteen years old when 
she wrote it. I asked her to give it to me as a present for the same reason that you 
love your record. I was moved by what I read. It was of such heart-felt simplicity 
and freshness, which I valued more than any intellectual cleverness. I have kept 
this essay these years. 

At a time when I needed to occupy myself with psychology, I came across a 
book which dealt with the creative power of the unconscious. I read it with great 
interest, because I found in it specific confirmation of some of my discoveries. 
Many times in my life, after much searching and great pains, I would arrive at 
certain insights only to find later that someone else had discovered them first. I 
soon got over my chagrin, because I came to realize that what was important was 
that these ideas were said. 

In this book I found the responses of about twenty people – important 
writers, musicians, painters, scientists, and architects – who had all been invited to 
answer a number of questions. For example, they were asked to what extent the 
creative process could be traced back to the unconscious, vis-à-vis consciousness, 
or whether drugs were used as a stimulant at any time, or whether, at the beginning 
of a new creative period, any unusual behavior, of whatever nature, had been 
noticed during which the unconscious had temporarily taken over. There were 
more questions of a similar kind. In reading the answers, I had the impression that 
these eminently important adults must have sweated quite a lot in answering the 
questions. 
 I remembered Marianne’s essay, looked for it, and when I read it again, I knew 
why I had carefully kept this present. I have the essay with me, because for some time 
now I have wanted to read it to you. Listen to it and tell me if I am right in saying that all 
these questions have essentially been answered by this fifteen year old girl. 

PAINTING AND I 

Painting is the only thing with a permanent hold on me. Without it life would 
be meaningless. Even when I was a small child, drawing was my greatest pleasure. At 
first the objects of my drawings looked strange enough. They were delicate, haltingly 
scrawled figures, mostly of angels, fairies, and princesses. I let my fancy play freely 
with these figures; the angels had large beautiful wings, the fairies grew golden curls 
streaming down to the floor, and they were covered all over with jewelry.  

At that time I had not the slightest idea of perspective, proportions of limbs, 
or shading. My figures always looked like discs. Hands and feet were much too small 
in proportion to the body, and the eyes were much too big. I did not know how to 
paint either; at best I tinted the hair yellow and the mouth red. Very gradually I tried 
to represent things with more plasticity. When I discovered that it is difficult to paint 
people, I tried my hand at something easier, for instance, a vase or a ball, and, as I 
did not want them to look like discs, I tried to work in the shading. 

At first I was only moderately successful. I would get angry and throw the 
unfinished work away in disgust. But I improved, and soon one could distinctly 
recognize roundness, depth, and elevations.  

These dead things soon bored me, and I returned to people. So that I could 
draw or paint my fellow creatures when they were running, sitting, or dancing, I had 
to observe them very closely. I studied the positions of legs and arms, the attitude of 
the body in movement and at rest. When I did not succeed in drawing a movement in 
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the right way, I made a mannequin of lines first and then covered the skeleton with 
flesh. I practiced this again and again until I was satisfied with myself. 

Then later on I ventured to study the head more closely. To begin with I was 
satisfied if I painted a soulless face, but later I wanted to put life and expression into 
it. For this I needed to study a living face, but as I did not want to bother anyone, I 
used my own face as a model. So I got a drawing pad, a pencil, and a mirror. First I 
distorted my face as if in pain. I noticed how the eyes and especially the mouth began 
to change. The eyes, oval in shape in reality, became triangular, the eyebrows moved 
upwards, little creases showed on the forehead, and two wrinkles ran obliquely from 
the wings of the nose to the drawn corners of the mouth. Then I tried to draw what I 
had discovered. It still looked somewhat funny, but one could already recognize that 
the expression of the face was sad. Then I made a cheerful face. I observed how the 
wrinkles smoothed out, and the features grew freer and wider, the eyebrows became 
high arches, and the corners of the mouth went upwards. I am still eagerly going on 
with these studies. 

My inspiration to paint comes mostly from music or some inner emotion. 
After having been to an opera or concert, I feel mysteriously compelled to paint. I do 
not know what it is that urges me to do so. Perhaps it is my feelings or the 
unconscious need to explain myself, to impart my feelings to someone; someone with 
whom I need not be afraid that he might be bored or does not understand. I am 
unhappy and dissatisfied if I cannot reveal myself to someone. If I paint, I can 
express my feelings through forms or colors in a way that frees me inwardly. If music 
or some other event has made me glad and happy, the colors I paint are light and 
friendly, too; the shapes are soft, graceful, and winged. My favorite colors are a 
shining yellow, red, and blue, and I paint the red and yellow as flowers or falling 
leaves on a blue background so that they strike the eye as light and shining bodies. 
They look like nice, loving thoughts and unspeakable happiness lit up with blissful 
expectation; like longing for something infinitely beautiful and unknown, not to be 
caught, not to be spoken of, but to be felt with a faint thrill.  

The blue is like a clear untroubled mirror of water, like a pure, happy soul. It 
makes you happy like a beautiful friendship. It is gentle like a caressing hand. 

If I am sad, all I paint is sad and dark as well. It is entangled like an 
inextricable ball of wool. The colors are black, grey, dirty. They rebel and run 
together to a dark stain which looks like a dead eye. Sometimes a strip of brown is in 
between as if to calm the other shades. Here and there is a glaring light spot. It is like 
a tiny little hope in all the darkness. Or like a cry for deliverance and help; a cry 
which knows that it cannot be heard and fades out hopelessly in the dark.  

It is good that I can express my grief in this way. I get quieter while I paint 
and can bear more easily the painful things I have experienced. If I want to paint 
something and do not succeed, I am so boundlessly unhappy, I feel it like a bodily 
pain which tears my heart. Why can’t I express all I feel? I certainly have it in my 
soul. I see it clearly before me; a tangible picture. And yet I cannot paint it. How 
awkward and soulless it looks on paper, so frightfully dry. I am seized by a dreadful 
fear. The fear that I am really no good, that I shall never be able to produce anything, 
that all I can achieve will be just average stuff. I believe I could never again be glad 
and happy if it were so. That tormenting thought extinguishes all the light in me. 
Grey surrounds me, pins me in, weighs heavily on me, and nobody is there to comfort 
me; nobody to whom I can tell my pain and who would understand me. In these 
moments of deepest sadness, one longs for an understanding friend. I have a girl 
friend whom I love very much. But in moments like these, I am lonely. She cannot 
understand me as she does not feel the same as I. The heavy darkness is not yet 
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strong enough to suppress all that is glad and light in me, and the light soon becomes 
uppermost in my mourning soul. Then the grey which had almost crushed me 
vanishes like a fog and is nothing but a bad dream. Life and the future lie before me, 
splendid and beautiful like a sparkling soap bubble. Everything seems light and 
sunny, and my youth makes me happy. All that is beautiful gladdens me, be it only a 
graceful little line. The happiness grows and grows until it is almost too much to bear 
by oneself. And again, nobody is there to share my happiness, nobody to whom I can 
pour out my overflowing heart. 

For long, long hours I can look at the pictures of the great masters. It is 
always an event for me. I live only in the pictures. I am carried away by the 
representations of humanity in its strength and beauty, love and grief, and with all its 
passions. My eyes try greedily to take in every line so as not to lose anything of this 
beauty and grandeur. At other times, quietly and serenely, I can enjoy beautiful 
pictures of peaceful sunny landscapes. I feel as if I am transported to the country on 
the canvas. I breathe the scent of the trees and hear the quiet rustle of the leaves 
moving in the wind. I enjoy the merry games of laughing children or the happiness of 
young lovers. The peaceful voice of the landscape descends on me. All that caused 
disquiet and anxiety before now vanishes in the face of the sublime, and I feel 
nothing but a wonderful silence which still surrounds me a long time afterwards. 

 If you were asked to talk about your relationship to the plastic arts, do you think 
you could say anything fundamentally much different? I don’t think so. As for me, I have 
struggled for years to come a little closer towards understanding the essence of art. Yet 
the moment this essay came my way, I realized that my conclusions were the same as 
those that had emerged, more or less unconsciously, from a fifteen year old girl’s 
confrontation with herself. 

And now let us put on the Marianne record again and be happy in the fact 
that it needs but the sound of a name to conjure up dreams; dreams which float and 
move in balanced step like this Schubert melody. 

When the record has come to an end, C says: “I will read something to 
you.” He reads poems by Hölderlin215 in a terse and clipped manner. I close my 
eyes when I hear the words: “Like sacred, dignified swans.” I am no longer 
listening. I recollect how the sculptor and I had gone on an outing. We found a 
meadow and stretched ourselves out on it. After a while he left me, sat down a 
little further away, and began to sing in the same harsh and uncouth voice in which 
he now reads the poems. 

I am strangely touched to hear the verses of Hölderlin again after twenty 
years. I think how remarkable it is that everything repeats itself. It occurs to me 
that my thinking is still not logical enough. For instance, nobody expects the heart 
to change its beat, its rhythm, or the beard to stop growing so you do not have to 
shave in the morning. Nobody expects the sun to rise one day in the west instead 
of the east. But in the realm of psychological experience, one always expects that a 
fundamental change should suddenly take place.  

Twenty years ago I stood on the bank of the river Saale,216 and in the 
darkness of the night, a young man loudly declaimed Prometheus217 and verses by 

                                                   
215 Johann Christian Hölderlin (20 March 1770 – 7 June 1843) was a German lyric poet. 
216 The Saale, also known as the Saxon Saale and Thuringian Saale, is a river in Germany and a left-bank 
tributary of the Elbe. 
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Hölderlin. It was clear that he wanted to be an actor. I had found out about his 
ardent longing – which nobody else knew about – and now he was asking if I 
considered him talented enough to seriously follow his calling.  

It happened shortly after the War. My health had been badly upset, and I 
had been sent to a sanatorium to recover. I no longer remember how I became the 
focus of a group of young people who had chosen the moon as their lodestar and 
under whose guiding light we wandered over the meadows by the river Saale, 
either singing or engaged in discussions. For these young people life lay ahead. I 
did not tell them that I had lost mine in the War and that the only justification for 
my being alive lay in my belief that I might still be of use to others. Quite 
involuntarily, I served as a kind of transit station for people to test themselves 
through me if they wanted to. I had also forgotten why I chose the moon as our 
patron saint. Today, I can see the connection more clearly.  

I have to do battle with the people I want to teach. The main objection they 
level against me is: “But you must accept me as I am!” And my response is: “Do 
you know who you are? I don’t think so. Besides, none of your arguments can 
change my conviction that I consider you to be much more gifted than you actually 
believe you are.” 

I have often wondered how one can best imagine the psychological 
physiognomy of a person. Suddenly, I thought of the image which could most 
clearly help me imagine it. Look at the moon. At first all you see is just a fine line, 
then the crescent, the half moon, and then all the various phases up to the full 
moon, and back again to the new moon. When you see the moon in one particular 
phase, would you say that this is all there is of the moon? In that case, for instance, 
I would have to regard the quarter moon as the whole. Of course this is not so. I 
know that the full moon is always there even if I can only see a quarter of it, and 
although only this quarter may be visible to my eyes, I am not fooled.  

I chose the moon because the sun is not for me. For me it had once been the 
symbol of life but that had died, and I turned away from it. Its cruelty had 
destroyed my soul.  

On the other hand the secret of the ebb and flow of the sea’s tide depends 
on the gravitational attraction of the moon. This reminds me of a poetic image, 
“The soul of man is like the water” (from a poem by Goethe), which corresponds 
to my idea of the concept of soul. I see the interrelation of moon and water, and I 
understand why – at that time and under this particular symbol – so many spiritual 
relationships had developed. 

My ideas received a stronger stimulus when, early one morning I saw, 
simultaneously, the sun and the moon in the sky. It is not irrelevant that the 
celestial body of the night, which makes us sleep and dream, is the moon. I have 
often noticed how things which affected me deeply in the evening or during the 
night would lose their intensity and fade into the background when I woke to the 
light of day. This process now had its perfect counterpart in the sight of these two 
bodies in the morning sky. The light of the moon, with its magic power and 
strength which shines alone in the night sky, now accomodated itself to the sun 

                                                                                                                                                        
217 Prometheus (1770) is a poem by Johann Wolfgang Goethe in which the character of the Titan, 
Prometheus, addresses God (as Zeus) in a tone of accusation and defiance. 
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forming a genial complement, which nestled in a gentle glow alongside the 
stronger flame of the day’s celestial body.  

The sculptor interrupts me: “Have you gone to sleep?”  
I say: “No. I only got stuck on a poetic phrase. Thank you for having read 

to me, but now let’s hear some more music.”  
He puts on a record of one of the late Beethoven Quartets.  
While my ears are listening to the music, my eyes keep looking at a 

sculpture which stands in the studio, a piece my friend is currently working on. It 
is an attempt to grapple with the theme of teacher and student218 or Jacob’s 
struggle with the angel. When I visited him for the first time to see his work, it was 
exactly the subject of this study which interested me the most. At that time the 
rough outlines showed the teacher and his student turning towards each other, and 
it seemed to be more a variation on the theme, “Come unto me, all ye that labor 
and are heavy laden” (Mathew 11: 28). But now in its final stage, a fundamental 
change has taken place. The student is still kneeling, clinging in ecstatic delight to 
the teacher’s body. But the teacher has turned away, and his posture shows quite 
unambiguously that he will pass him by. 

 

 
The Blessing by Walter Midener 

 

There are no such things as chance encounters between people. They are 
governed by the law of attraction, of magnetism, which run parallel to the law of 
physics. Just as no event in our life is devoid of meaning, no human relationship is 
formed by accident. By the same token, it is neither meaningless nor by chance 
that I met the sculptor, and I understand the reason why I cannot take my eyes off 

                                                   
218 Wolfsohn in German uses the terms Meister, “master,” (bringing in a Biblical and religious dimension) 
and Jünger, “young person”, but it makes more sense to translate these words using the contemporary 
context and giving it the more relevant meaning of teacher and student and not using the literal meaning. 
Christ is also seen as a “teacher” along with role of being the “Lord” and “Master.” 
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this particular sculpture. What lies behind it is one of my own problems for which 
I continuously struggle to find a solution. 

Here, I am trying to teach. I find people who believe in me and put their 
trust in me. That is right, because I believe in them for the very reason that I 
believe in myself. My strength lies in the transference of my belief to them. 
Sometimes this strength of mine creates a similar situation as seen in the sculpture. 
I do everything I can to hear the warning cry, because I know well how strong the 
bond and the degrees of attachment to a student can become. The following little 
story gives a good example: I had made a record with one of my students. This 
record was played to her family, whereupon her five year old daughter asked very 
seriously: “But Mummy, uncle is also in your voice, isn’t he?”  

Yes, it is true. One gives oneself completely. The forces of one’s vitality 
flow over into the person who has appealed for help and then quite often desertion 
follows. One has to suffer the faithlessness of the student and the loss of soul 
which occurs leaving one with a dangerous feeling of emptiness; it leaves the 
teacher bereaved. The Teacher! There is only a grain of truth in the sculpture 
representing the Teacher of Teachers, which Thorwaldsen219 has created. It is 
wrong, quite wrong. He has made the Teacher with his hands open and his arms 
spread wide to receive the little children who are coming to be blessed by him. 

 

 
Thorvaldsen’s Christ (Teacher), Copenhagen 

 

There is a thousand times more truth in C’s sculpture. Here the teacher 
turns his gaze away from the student. This gaze has to be directed, in the end, 
towards his own road; the never-ending road to perfection. It is usually reached 

                                                   
219 Bertel Thorvaldsen (ca. 1770 – 24 March 1844) was a Danish sculptor. 



 

 126 

only in death; the death which one has to die quite alone. The student, however, 
hides his face in the teacher’s cloak. He touches the exterior form, and he does not 
see that the teacher betrays him. 

All teachers betray their students in the end. They have to. Students come 
along and find the knowledge ready-made for them; knowledge which has not just 
fallen from Heaven but which was dredged up from the depths, purchased dearly 
with a thousand errors, a thousand detours, a thousand tortures, a thousand 
temptations, a thousand betrayals. But students take the knowledge as the finished 
article and use it as naturally as a person accepts the life which one’s mother has 
given through great birth pain. 

The Teacher in Zürich220 once expressed it clearly. If he were to identify 
with this figure (referring to the role he played in a patient’s dream) and thereby 
become himself a guide of souls and saviour, he would also at a later point suffer 
the fate of a saviour and be nailed to a cross as soon as things were to get difficult 
or turn out badly. Something made me question this delineation. Something was 
not quite right about it. Christ, the Saviour, was not crucified by those to whom He 
had given Himself and who had followed Him, but by those who had been His 
adversaries and whom He had confronted. 

The more crucial question is: does a real teacher stop at a certain point on 
the way – however important that point may be – and does not have the courage to 
go to the very end, shrinking back from the Cross that might be awaiting?  

I tried to resist (being a teacher). I agonized about it knowing that any 
commitment to another person could only work if I gave myself without hesitation, 
without calculation, without insurance, guided solely by the wish to help. I did 
what all lovers do who misguidedly try to conquer the partner and to win them 
over to their side by virtue of their devotion.  

But all teachers must be lovers. Their art consists of the task of putting 
themselves into the place of the person who comes to them, and I mean it in the 
most literal sense of the words: to put oneself into another person’s place. Maybe, 
the great teacher who refused to be regarded as a saviour merely wanted to point 
out that to put oneself into another person’s place should not be synonymous with 
losing oneself in the other. 

 The ambiguity of the problem is perhaps solved by the figure which 
I have come to see as the embodiment of the concept “Teacher.” There he stands, 
his one hand embracing a student, yet ready at any moment to lift his foot, already 
turned sideways, to continue on his way. The other hand gently pushes away the 
student’s clinging arm. Maybe he does this understanding that he should not allow 
his ability to put himself in another person’s place to go so far so that the other 
becomes just a copy of himself. 

I try to distinguish between my way of looking at the sculpture and the 
artist’s creative process out of which it grew. My first observation is that here 
someone has given form to a dream and that it is left to me to interpret this dream. 
I am absorbed by the question as to why the student puts his head precisely on the 
teacher’s stomach. For me, as I have often physically experienced, this place 

                                                   
220 Wolfsohn is here refering to C. G. Jung and his practice of Analytical Psychology. 
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represents the center from which a singing person lets the voice vibrate, the place 
where, in my view, the origin of Self resides; the source of our life-force. 

The sculptor calls his work The Blessing. This title must have come to him 
from the wisdom of his unconscious which compels me to accept as valid all my 
assumptions and to understand my relationship to him, not in any rational way, but 
as something I sense to be coming from a deeper source within me. By the same 
token, I believe it is not by chance that the student’s mouth is pressed against this 
particular spot. It is meaningful that the teacher tries to prevent the clinging 
embrace with the other hand. So it is not the hand, nor the mouth, but the body 
which blesses, there, in the exact place where the voice is placed. There, where I 
believe the divine in us has its origin. “Voice am I” is said of God, and that is what 
there is: to be able to perceive Him and His call as Himself.  

On one occasion, long after the sculptor had begun to work on his figure, he 
showed me a book of Rembrandt paintings which he wanted to give as a present to 
someone. The first painting he pointed out was the one called Jacob Wrestling with 
the Angel. While we talked about it, he did not let on in any way that he had 
actually been quite shaken by the astounding parallel to his own sculpture. After 
all, he had not seen this painting before. All he said was that the struggle with the 
angel was fundamentally the struggle with oneself. I agreed that it must be so and 
added that he could never have created the figure in The Blessing in the way he did 
if he had dragged it from an extraneous source outside himself instead of from his 
own inner being from where it had grown. 

 

 
Rembrandt’s Jacob Wrestling with the Angel, Berlin 

 

To his question, “From where had Rembrandt’s angel come?” I said that as 
far as I could see, the model had been his son, Titus; the son he had fathered, but 
his image remained within him. He was compelled again and again to recreate it. 
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Absorbed in his struggle for salvation, or better said, in finding the key to his own 
Self, he had to go on fashioning this internal image. The same could be said for the 
other two important models, Saskia and Hendrikje, the women he loved. I 
maintained that also in this case it was primarily his love of Self, as embodied in a 
psychological image, which, when transformed by his creative genius, took the 
shape of Bathseba, Danaë, and The Jewish Bride. 

 

 
Rembrandt, The Jewish Bride, Amsterdam 

 

I was careful not to make any value judgment or compare his sculpture with 
paintings. It would only have made C unhappy to see his work, created with much 
suffering and anguish, stripped of its originality by comparing it to the work of 
someone else. It is a problem to compare a striving young artist to a genius. If he 
has a vocation, he must even ignore the genius to a certain extent so as not to be 
overwhelmed. He has to learn to face the struggle with himself alone – the most 
difficult task of all and the only one worthwhile. Those who had been chosen, 
rightly, refused to be drawn into the orbit of other great spirits, or if they saw that 
this is impossible to avoid, they were wise enough to criticize them. In doing so, of 
course, they only criticized themselves. The long line reaches from Christ, who 
overturned the altars of his Father, to Nietzsche who attacked those of Christ. This 
is a basic law which has to be experienced again and again as is seen in the 
Rembrandt painting as well as in the work of the young sculptor.  

The Beethoven Quartet has ended. After a moment of silence I say to the 
sculptor: “Please, play the Marianne record again.” I listen and think: once I made the 
attempt to call his attention to yet another Marianne.221 He knew her as well as I did; he 

                                                   
221 This “Marianne” is Charlotte Salomon whose painted autobiography, Life or Theatre? is in the 
Jewish Historical Museum, Amsterdam. She painted Death and the Maiden in 1938. In January 
1939 she fled Berlin for the south of France to escape the Nazi persecution of Jews in Germany. 
After four years of living in France, where she painted Life or Theatre?, she was arrested in an SS 
round-up of Jews in French territory formerly administered by Italian occupation forces and sent to 
Drancy and then Auschwitz in October 1943. She was killed soon after her arrival in Auschwitz.          
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loved the shape of her neckline. Quite naively – yet there was a deep wisdom behind it 
– he said: “She has the shape of my neck in its ideal form.” Another time someone told 
me: “What I love above all else in a woman are straight legs and straight shoulders.” I 
knew that the person who said this suffered from crooked legs and drooping shoulders, 
which he hated. Surprisingly the thought came to me that it is not the opposites which 
attract us but the wish for perfection of the inferior parts in ourselves. If one wants to 
understand the elements of the power of attraction between the sexes, it is one-sided to 
see them in terms of the psychological characteristics of anima. 
 The theory should also be extended to the physical side. Referring to this other 
Marianne, the sculptor refused to be interested in anything other than her neckline. I had 
to stop from awakening his sympathy for a mutual path. The intrinsic reason was that he 
saw too much of himself in her. I tell myself that I have only to listen to when and how a 
voice is calling. I repeat to myself what one Marianne222 wrote: “It is like a tiny little 
hope in all this darkness. Or like a cry for deliverance and help, a cry which knows that it 
cannot be heard and fades out hopelessly in the dark.” One writes it. The other paints it.  
 She, the other one, was quite separate from the first, unknown to each other and 
for whom the external circumstances were totally different. She paints the following: A 
wide plain, losing itself in the far distance, in the foreground, Death and a young girl 
embrace each another. The dark outline of a dead tree curves like a protective covering 
over the couple. There is nothing more and yet everything. This is not an illustration of 
Schubert’s song, “Death and the Maiden,” rather the reverse. Someone takes refuge in the 
last resort so that the cry does not fade out hopelessly in the dark. 
   

 
                            Death and the Maiden223 by Charlotte Salomon 

                                                   
222 Here this is Marianne van der Linden 
223 Death and the Maiden was the first painting Wolfsohn saw of Charlotte Salomon’s. We know this from 
one of his letters in The Bridge, his third unpublished manuscript. However, the present location of the 
painting is not known; it was last seen in London around 1960. 



 

 130 

 

 Out of the depth of a great longing, this cry breaks loose, yearning for an 
embrace, even if it is with Death. Someone is there at least to whom one can give oneself, 
totally, someone who accepts what one has to give, to be there, to fulfill and be fulfilled. 
Someone is there who puts his arms around you. 
 Who would have thought that Death can be so human? Look at him! It is not true 
that a horrifying skeleton grins at us. No human being of flesh and blood can smile so 
lovingly, drawing us close. One cannot live without the deep and burning wish to give 
oneself and to receive, or without fulfilling the great law of nature – to be inseminated in 
order to create. Even the greatest of the great had to ask: “Simon, son of Jonas, lovest 
thou me more than these?,” repeating it three times, “Do you love me?” and again “Do 
you love me?” (John 21:15). I had to learn to hear this question in all its nuances. 
 The sculptor interrupts me: “I have lost a commission today. I was to make a 
mask of someone who died but was told about it too late.”  
 I ask him: “Have you ever made a death mask?”  
 “No, only a life mask.” Quite suddenly he adds: “Shall I make one of you?”  

Without hesitation, I answer: “Yes.”  
We arrange a time, and then I leave. 

 
 

* * * * * 
 

 



 

 131 

Mask, Soul, Voice, Consonants & Vowels, Procreation, and his Personal Solution  

 
 So now a mask was to be made of my face, my Mask. It makes me think how 
we have grown used to being photographed. What was once a rare event has now 
become something quite common. The camera, radio, and fountain pen have become 
the wish fulfillment of dreams in today’s generation. A person who takes a 
photograph has new possibilities of proving skillfulness, and the person who has a 
photograph taken can see that one’s good looks and attractive appearance are 
confirmed by the camera.  

For this reason we try our best to smile for the camera. Moral philosophers 
should also forge new tools for their doctrines from this technical innovation. We 
should be friendly; we should look as if we were kind and thus follow the 
categorical imperative to radiate kindness towards our fellow humans. It should be a 
rule to put on a smiling face against all the trials of life, and the motto should be: 
Live as if you were to be photographed at any moment.  

We deceive ourselves if we think that putting on a smiling face is all that we 
need. Unconsciously or not, what we really want is to give ourselves an air of 
significance. If one is honest, anyone who is photographed would have to admit how 
difficult it is to radiate significance. From this we can also learn how difficult it is to 
follow the other rule: not only to be, but also to be significant. Like so many other 
things, we have forgotten that the word “significant” is derived from “to signify” 
which equals “to be a sign.”224 

On my part I must not avoid the issue knowing that in the moment in which 
the mask is taken off my face, a portrait will have been created which I will need to 
interpret to find its significance. Given the fact that my face will be covered in 
plaster, I assume the sculptor will not ask me to make a happy face. In this 
constrained position any encouraging appeal on my part will be equally useless. 
What should I do?  

I read a book once which contained a collection of photographs of death 
masks.225 Some of them are still in my mind, proof of how great an impression they 
made on me, perhaps even more so than the memory of many a great person. I 
wondered why, and the thought came to me that in this moment in crossing the 
border between life and death, there must occur a final and absolute process of 
concentration. It is a known fact that when a man is hanged or executed, a last 
ejaculation often takes place. In other words the body will concentrate itself into a 
final expression of its vital capacity; its creative force. Correspondingly, the life-
forces of the psyche must galvanize themselves into a last effort of concentration in 
order to flow out. Only in this way does it seem possible that these death masks can 
show such extraordinary, moving vitality, which any observer can see. Therefore I 

                                                   
224 The German is deuten and bedeutend; the saying: Namlich nicht nur zu sein, sondern auch etwas 
bedeuten. 
225 Most likely this book was Das letzte Gesicht: Neunundsechzig Bilder von Totenmasken (1928) by Egon 
Friedell (1878 – 1938), a popular post-WWI Austrian Jewish writer, philosopher, and actor known for his 
cultural histories in German. He committed suicide when the Gestapo arrived to arrest him in Vienna in 
March 1938. 
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have come to the conclusion that if I want to give my face expression, I must 
concentrate. The question is, what do I concentrate on?  

I will sing. 
And now I am singing. I have asked the sculptor to be as quiet as possible to 

not disturb my concentration. I cannot say that I feel relaxed. Once I was on the 
beach and tried to meditate by staring at my navel. The result was I discovered that 
my belly button was bunged up with cotton lint. So I had to stop from entering a 
state of celestial bliss and instead had to deal with the fact that I had to remove the 
earthly, human dirt which can settle into the most secret places.  

Singing to myself is not so difficult. I simply had to get used to having my 
face covered with plaster. When the sculptor had finished applying it, it felt easier 
already. Yet something did not feel quite right when I gave myself the order: now 
sing! I sang, but at the same time my brain started to work, trying to convince me of 
how useless the sounds are that I wanted to get hold of. What helped is that I shut 
my eyes tightly due to the pressure of the plaster cast. Now my eyes could see no 
more and were dead; dropped into an abyss. I could feel where they were lying 
down in my body in a particular place. And in this place I felt happy, totally 
absorbed in one sensation. Now I sang. 

Strangely enough, I did not sing melodies of songs that came to me but the 
last movements of symphonies, allegro marziales that explode, and in between, the 
solo of Beethoven’s violin concerto which rose up, first the middle section and then 
the finale. When the themes of this music had come to an end, the violin changed 
into an instrument of the gypsy who transposes the vast expanses of the prairie into 
the melancholic undulations of a rhythm. I sang along with the violin of Kreisler226 
as I heard it on a record in a shop many years ago. It was the melody of Caprice 
Viennois. I had the feeling that the yearning, melancholic strains fortified and 
aroused me more than any optimistic melody in major. 

The flow of sound ebbed away, and for a moment, I could not prevent a 
memory from welling up in me. I feel I have come from a place where I have visited 
someone whom I have made happy. Now I return into the night happy because the 
joy of this person has also affected me. I am in a train, fourth class, crammed with 
people standing so close they can hardly move. I stand wedged in between them. 
The dim light creates a surreal atmosphere. The smoke of cigars and pipes lies 
heavily on my chest. With difficulty I hang onto a strap, yet I am full of joy, 
because within me I hear the continuous flow of melodies sung by the instruments 
of a chamber quartet. To begin with, the four instruments do not play 
simultaneously, only the first violin plays the melody, then the cello repeats it, 
followed by the viola and the second violin. Only when each instrument has 
completed the melody do they begin to merge with each other. In between I hear, in 
short but regular intervals, the voice of a drunken man whom I cannot see, but 
whose voice affects me all the more. It is a dull and negative outcry culminating in 
the one word “happened”, which brings a dissonant note into the music that flows in 
and out of me. This word, “happened,” has the terrible meaning of “all in vain.” To 
my astonishment, as soon as the word has fallen, the first violin makes another start 

                                                   
226 Fritz Kreisler (2 February 1875 – 29 January 1962) was an Austria-born American violinist and 
composer; one of the most famous violinists of his day. 
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and begins an enchanting song in the highest registers. Against it rises, then, dark 
and lamenting, the slow melody of the cello nobly transforming the word 
“happened” until the two instruments merge supporting the first violin and forcing 
the cello to join in the jubilation.  

Now the music changes. I am not sure whether it echoes some of the tunes. It 
is not important. I simply am happy in the feeling that I sing my own melody. I 
could almost cry; it is just as well that my eyes are glued together. I hear the 
harmony of four voices which have come together in an animated pianissimo. And 
now it develops into a kind of choral with the text formulated in my head by the 
words: “Voice of God, not only image of God.”227 I sing. I am jubilant; have I not 
always cherished in my heart this dream of the Voice of God? 

But now the plaster starts to make my face burn, and my skin is getting tight. 
The sculptor warned me that this would happen. So far I can bear it, but the quiet 
singing gives way to a loud, forward-striving rhythm, marching, accelerating, and 
burning, while my chest contracts simultaneously as the tightening of my face 
intensifies. Finally, I have the feeling as if my face was dissolving, going away from 
me, receding into the distance like the singing. I lift my hand, and at the same time 
the sculptor takes off the cast.  

After a pause, he begins to chisel out the mask. I relax on the couch and think 
about what has happened to me. 

I say to myself:  

There are not many moments in life that you have lived with such intensity as the one just 
now. Yet all you have done is sing. If that is so, then your belief, treasured for so long, 
must be true, namely, that singing is not something separate from life or juxtaposed to it, 
but singing is the expression of life itself; singing is not something separate from soul or 
juxtaposed to it, but singing is the expression of soul itself. 

I live by breathing in and breathing out. I sing by transforming this breath 
into sound; this sound which in turn forms the material for the contents of soul. Our 
life stretches from morning until evening embracing the night from dusk to dawn.  

In the span of a day and a night, in the polarity of light with all its nuances, 
the life of soul also vibrates. In these elements soul rises and falls in equal measure 
between above and below, between light and dark. The voice is based on the same 
elements. It can show all the colors between light and dark. In gliding through all 
the scales, it can fill the space between above and below.  

In alliance with the sun as the generator of warmth and fertility, the day can 
be regarded as the male principle, and the night, with its darkness and depth, the 
female principle. So, in parallel, the voice unites these two principles within itself. 
The life of soul fluctuates in an up and down movement within these two poles; 
flowing and ebbing in waves.  

The voice, however, represents a system of waves. Its rhythm can change 
from being in a state of utter calm to a storm of passion, ranging in bold leaps from 
the deepest deep to the highest high. In order to see this principle operating visually, 
one only has to look at a sheet of music. Soul by its nature can recognize itself only 
by its own interior space, which makes it difficult to form even an approximate 

                                                   
227 Ebenstimme Gottes, nicht nur Ebenbilt. 
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image of itself. Anyone who records one’s voice and hears it played back – from the 
outside as it were – will find it quite strange and unfamiliar, so much so that one 
might doubt if what is heard is really one’s voice. 

Soul lives when it is allowed to exalt in the ecstasy of joy and delight, when 
it has to suffer the agony of pain and sorrow. Voice lives when it can express the 
complete range from the highest degree of anguish to the most deeply felt joy. Soul 
reveals itself when the voice speaks the music of language. Every language has its 
music, and as music represents voiced psychological contents, language in turn must 
be subject to the principles of the psyche. Soul can define itself only in relation to 
certain elements, yet the number of variations of all the processes based on these 
elements are unlimited. The same holds true for the human voice. If it were possible 
to formulate an image of the human voice, then above all it is when it makes use of 
language. 

The elements of language are vowels and consonants. Because it is easier to 
make something clear by giving concrete examples, vowels can be compared with 
flesh and consonants with the skeleton of the body. The voice, however, is to be 
considered first and foremost as the direct expression of soul. For this reason it is 
more helpful to see vowels as content or the representation of the unconscious, and 
consonants as the form or analogy of consciousness. A person’s natural outbursts of 
emotion are vowel sounds. In moments of joy or pain, of rousing enthusiasm or 
bitter disappointment, in the act of love-making, vowel sounds gush from deep 
within our chest. You only have to utter a vowel sound primitively, and you will 
feel it distinctly in the deeper regions of your chest. The instruments for the 
formation of the consonants are the lips and the mouth.  

In Hebrew – the base of a religion of mind and a means of communication 
between a people with the radical idea of not making an image of God but of seeing 
Him as a spiritual concept – vowels are placed below consonants, that is to say in a 
subordinate position. Furthermore it is important to note that written Hebrew can be 
read without vowels but by simply using consonants. In every sense the 
subordination does not merely point out the different placing of vowels and 
consonants, but it symbolically emphasizes the distinct hierarchy between form and 
content. To define this even more clearly, one can see consonants as symbols of 
form – the word form used as a noun to the verb “to form” i.e. to shape, to set in 
motion – and vowels as symbols of content; the stable element of the unconscious.  

It is the mouth which forms consonants and speaks the language of the 
mind.228 It is the chest which forms vowels and gives voice to the language of the 
heart. Jakob Grimm’s definition goes in the same direction when he says that “it 
seems that, on the whole, vowels have a feminine character and consonants a 
masculine one.” He uses the qualifying words “on the whole” advisedly 
presupposing that the manifestations of male and female elements hardly ever 
appear in an unalloyed state, just as there is in every man a mixture of female 
elements and in every woman male elements.  

The same observations can be made in the study of consonants. A good 
example is the comparison of the consonants H and B. The consonant B is clearly 
formed with the lips. H is produced by the open mouth connecting directly with the 
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breath coming from the chest. If one thinks of the word hauchen (to breathe, 
aspirate, exhale), one need only remember that Hauch, Seele (breath, soul) in Latin 
is anima, and one can see how this particular consonant, brought in connection with 
a feminine noun, leads to a fusion of male and female elements.  

A similar difference exists between the consonants M and N, on the one 
hand, and G and K on the other. Nobody would dream of humming a melody on G 
or K but definitely on M or N. It becomes even more evident when we pronounce 
the letter G: we say ge, putting the consonant before the vowel. In pronouncing M 
we say em, putting the vowel before the consonant. 

The blending of masculine and feminine is even more striking in the case of 
vowels. The characteristic of the vowel A is completely different from that of U. In 
the German language this difference is expressed by the word Vater which contains 
A, and the word Mutter which contains U.  

In order to articulate the vowel U, we have to go deeply into our Brust 
(breast, chest). I say Brust, because this word contains U as well. The word-concept 
Brust leads to the Urgrund (primary cause), to my Würzeln (roots) into my Dunkel 
(darkness), the Ursprung (origin) of my life, into the Unten (below). All these words 
with U in them unambiguously reveal the background of this vowel. A has a 
particularly radiant and brilliant quality about it; A leads to Erhabenheit (grandeur), 
to the Vater, in whose name all things are done, and where the use of the vowel also 
plays an important role.  

Many singers use this vowel to the extent that they even change into A 
certain others which they find less pleasing. Others hold the view that singing in the 
high register is only possible on A. The reason why is not difficult to explain. If one 
were to compare a sound to the image of a flower, the root would correspond to the 
vowel U (Ü), then following its growth upwards into the stem, it opens into O (E), 
culminating in the blossom, this being analogous to the vowel A (I). The unfolding 
of the blossom is the most impressive result of the development from the bottom to 
the top. 

Naturally, the outward appearance – the beauty of a blossom – is attractive, 
and who could blame anyone for wanting to cherish it and make it shine. But woe 
betide the singer who takes the outward show for real and forgets the root and 
allows it to wither. The voice will run the risk of sounding harsh in the upper 
register (if a man), or if the singer is a woman, shrill. The reason is that the vowel A 
tends to get broader in the top register; broadness again leads to flatness and with it 
arises the danger of losing all connection with depth. To avoid this happening, the 
sound must be “covered”, which means that from a certain point onwards, the vowel 
A, and for that matter all other vowels, must be darkened. This covering process is 
one of the most controversial issues of all voice training methods. There is no doubt, 
however, that it is absolutely necessary and, if not applied, could even put the voice 
at risk. 

To use a parallel example: psychology speaks of the danger to psyche if a 
principle is over-emphasized, just as many a neurosis, driven to its extreme, can 
cause a state of extraversion, or conversely, introversion. Similarly, neglecting the 
unconscious in favor of consciousness and vice-versa, can lead to illness, so in the 
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same way the voice can be at risk if the problem of “covering the sound” is not 
solved. 

In singing terms it means that any sound on A, even in the highest register, 
must be formed towards U; in psychological terms it means that male and female 
principles must blend into one whole. The genius of language makes poignant 
reference when it uses the word “to cover” to describe the copulation of animals, 
horses in particular.  

The problem of “covering the sound” also demonstrates that psychological 
principles hold true in every field, however far removed they may appear to be. 
From this point of view, the formation of sound as a means of expressing language 
and its music requires practicing psychology the way a psychologist does. 
Psychology’s tools of understanding are dreams; the soul pictures which paint the 
large scenery of all our longings, wishes, drives, fears, and repressions. And so in 
turn, these word-fabrics composed of vowels and consonants will – in the moment 
in which they are expressed in sound – become endowed with the mysterious power 
of communicating to our inner ear all the nuances of psychic life.  

The task of those who guide us through the world of dreams is to point out to 
the dreamer the importance of the creative power of the unconscious as a source of 
different dream images, and to teach us to see them as a way to a new beginning, a 
resurrection. The task of a guide through the comparable world of language, based 
on music, must be to teach the articulation of vowels and consonants – the pillars of 
this world – in all their interconnections, purity, and profundity.  

It is not by chance that Nietzsche,229 one of the fathers of modern 
psychology, fashioned a new language for himself. It is not by chance that it is he, 
the fighter for a new affirmation of life, coined the phrase: “Learn to sing, oh 
soul.”230 He expressed his affirmation of life in yet another phrase: “The pleasure of 
lust is still deeper than pain.”231 When one considers that the U contained in the 
word Lust, an expression of the depth of the creative life-force, is here in contrast to 
the broader vowel E in the word Weh, these phrases are examples of why I place 
such importance on vowels. 

Because the basis of singing is the same as that of psyche, so their 
development proceeds in the same direction. The difference is that the growth of the 
voice is more distinctly perceptible than the growth of soul. The psychologist can 
gauge progress from the development of dreams. The voice psychologist likewise 
can follow a student’s dreams with an inner eye, but even more so one can hear with 
an inner ear all the stages in the grounding of the voice.  
 In both cases development is brought about by coming in touch with the Self; by 
confronting the weaknesses, afflictions, and imperfections of the ego. Moreover, it means 
battling with external circumstances which can either oppose or support the ego. Success 
or failure of the growth process, in both instances, ultimately depend on the degree of 
contact between teacher and student. 

                                                   
229 It does not seem that these two quotes are Nietzsche’s but adaptations of Wolfsohn’s. 
230 In German, Lerne singen, o Seele! This phrase is also on Wolfsohn’s funerary plaque in London 
and on the title page of this book. 
231 In German, Lust ist tiefer noch als Weh. 
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To be a teacher means to be a guardian and representative of creative life. If 
the development of psychological factors of life goes well, then one says about on 
whom this gift is bestowed that one is “called”; and the guiding star above this 
“call” is a “vocation”. One who is “called” has to obey a voice. If we were to try to 
work out the X-factor or what we understand by the heading “vocation,” then we 
would realize to what extent “voice” plays a role.232  

In popular language we say that God is the master of our destiny, our 
vocation, but He, too, made Himself known to humanity through his voice. Another 
master said, “Learn to sing, oh soul!” I never thought that the way to teach my soul 
to sing would be to direct all my will and effort towards recognizing that, with 
infinite patience and precision, one has to learn how to articulate and express an U, 
an Ü, an O, an E, an A and an I. I had to wait a long time until it dawned on me that 
learning to master the vowels – taken here as symbols – means to express all human 
feelings and emotions in a more mature and concentrated way.  

“Learn to sing, oh soul!” And so now I have sung, sung out all I have sensed 
and felt; it was music, it was my voice which poured out of me, not through will-
power but coming from my deepest Self. The music swelled and rushed forward. It 
had to pass through the plaster that lay across my mouth attesting to the principle of 
creative expression that the secret of life can be found in a quiescent element. One 
of the few secrets singing teachers are fond of revealing is that the voice must sit in 
a mask! Without thinking about it, I had uncovered the secret.  

The sculptor holds the Mask in his hand. “It is good,” he says. I look at the Mask 
unable to say anything. It looks so unfamiliar. I have the uncanny feeling that a part of 
my life has separated itself from me, and I regard it with a strange curiosity as if it were 
an amputated hand.  

It is late at night. I cannot sleep. A full moon shines through the windows into my 
room and makes me feel restless. I turn on the light, put on my clothes, and place myself 
facing my Mask which is lying on a small sofa. 

I look at it for a long time, and then I speak to it. I say: “With you I can be frank. In 
you I can confide my innermost thoughts.” Not so long ago I asked myself the question: 
what is genius? Not that I went into it very deeply. I am much too lazy to search for lengthy 
explanations about what it means to be a genius. After all many people have reflected on 
this question with the result that they have formed an equal number of qualifying 
definitions. Maybe it is more fun to throw dice and, by way of a curious system, to find a 
definition that could possibly be the correct one. In fact I am convinced that the answer 
would be that genius means diligence. Because I know this, I stopped brooding over it or 
throwing dice and patiently waited for the answer to formulate itself. And then, one day, I 
came across the following statement by Novalis:233  

When a man has been able to truly establish an inner relationship with himself, when he has 
created a thou, a most spiritual and physical communication takes place, and the most ardent 

                                                   
232 Be-stimmung literally = be-voiced. This idea of vocation or being called is also one of the 
favorite concepts of Jungians. Above Jung’s threshold to his home was the inscription, “Vocatus 
atque non vocatus Deus aderit” (“Called or not called, the God will be present”). This phrase is also 
on his tombstone in Zürich. 
233 Novalis is the pseudonym for Friedrich Leopold, Baron von Hardenberg ( 2 May 1772 – 25 March 
1801), a German poet (Marita Günther translation). 
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passion is possible. Genius is perhaps nothing other than the result of such an internal 
plurality. 

Many people who felt the need for self-exploration at some point in their lives have 
discovered the phrase: I am I! In this moment a new world is opened before them. 
However, a person who enters into this world also feels the bitter consequences of these 
words; one discovers the loneliness which separates one from other people. The loneliness 
loses its terror if one expands the phrase and formulates it into: 

I am my I and my thou! 

Now, as I see my mask in front of me, I can experience the impact of these words 
myself. The Mask I see is no mask in the ordinary sense.  

Chaliapin has written a book about his life, entitled Man and Mask.234 He who more 
than anybody else was eminently qualified to touch upon the secrets of singing, contented 
himself with focusing on the part of the psyche which is called persona: the aspect of the 
personality as shown to others. In doing so he believed he had shed his mask. But a mask is 
not a larva.  

 

 
 
I started along the path towards you, Mask, when I took a childhood photograph of 

myself and kept it in my pocket, believing that with this talisman, I would be better 
protected from any danger. At that time I knew nothing about psychological ideas. 
Today, having some knowledge of them, I can see the significance of what I did 
much more clearly. However, in my case, I took inspiration from the images of the 
day, my waking life, rather than from dreams, the images of the night. 

I would hold on to this childhood picture in times when I doubted myself, 
when I feared I would succumb to my weaknesses or failings. These were the dark 
hours when I lost courage, victim of my own cowardice; the hours when I wanted to 
die. I would look at my picture thinking: you are a stranger to me, I have lost you, 

                                                   
234 Published in 1932, but in German it is titled Ohne Maske (No Mask). 
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yet I must hold on to you because I still cherish the hope that something of the core 
in you is still in me. I am not completely lost if I can discover and rescue some part 
of it.  

Today I know that in the reality of my daily struggle, through the creative 
power of a real picture, my unconscious forced me to fill the empty space caused by 
my despair with a soul figure: the puer, the boy reborn. Now I also realize that the 
Venus in Giorgione’s painting had been another soul figure for me in the shape of a 
sailing boat. 

This, however, leads me to the conclusion that the anima and animus theories 
of Jungian psychology should be fused into one general theory: the union of both 
with their co-existence in one human being. As the existence of male and female 
elements in one and the same person is generally accepted, my conclusions are even 
more valid and condition the simultaneous presence of the anima and animus. I want 
to go even further. The primary source of life is the creative power, which arises 
from the unconscious. It creates the dreams of the day. It creates the dreams of the 
night. The dream is its revelation. It manifests itself in the works we call art. Here 
the creative power finds its shape with the expression of consciousness becoming 
the interpretation of the material of the unconscious.  

The main function of dreaming rests upon its propensity to act as 
compensation. There are reports, for instance, of people who were revived after 
trying to commit suicide and were questioned afterwards about what went on in 
their minds during their interim passage between life and death. They described how 
their thoughts revolved around matters of their past life, be it important or 
unimportant, but never around death. 

Another strange, often reported fact, is that in a fire, people in mortal danger will 
run out of their burning houses and just grab the most useless objects of their daily life. 
So, as the above examples show, the power of the unconscious also strives towards 
compensation in these events of reality. This law of compensation is operating in all its 
breadth and depth in works of art, which are but the fashioning of our dreams. 

The example of my childhood picture explains what I mean. In its ultimate sense, 
a child can be seen as a dream which is born to compensate our life. The meaning of this 
will be better understood if we can perceive the procreation of a child as an analogy to the 
birth of a work of art. If one looks at a painting and wonders how it came about, one 
tends to think mainly of the hand that has painted it, and we forget that the hand has been 
moved by a psychological force. 

Michelangelo says all that can be said about it:  

For I hold that when we paint,  
We artists have to portray ourselves in the model.  

Often a sculpture resembles more his sculptor, 
Than his model; so I form   
Now only painful, wild,  
Distorted figures, pitiful creations!  

My hammer wants to give them form  
Yet forms but me, with a worried, lined brow!235 

                                                   
235 The Poetry of Michelangelo, Saslow, p. 409, p. 128. 
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These same psychological forces, which determine the birth of a painting, are at 
work in the procreation of a child. In fact they are instrumental in bringing the parents 
together in the first place and continue to operate during the time the mother carries the 
child. The observation that great men are the sons of their mothers, just as remarkable 
women are the daughters of their fathers, indicates the power of the creative unconscious 
which creates the primal images of the anima and animus figures and gives them such 
potency with all their inherent complications.  

In a novel, Paul Heyse236 tells the story of an over-ambitious painter. His 
hope was to produce a painting that would, as if by a miracle, make him famous. 
However, he could not get away from portraying himself, albeit in countless varia-
tions. He fell into a depression almost destroying himself, until he found the 
solution: father a child who would become the great painter he could not be. This 
story, told in a straightforward, almost naive way, gives us just the bare facts. 
Nevertheless it touches upon problems which we can only guess at, we who tend to 
see the organism of a child more in terms of physical growth or dependent on 
hereditary factors. 

 
Rembrandt’s son, Titus, as an angel, Paris237 

 
Future psychologists, no doubt, will be able to give ample proof of what I 

can only hint at today: that the creative force of the unconscious, working as it does 
in our dreams with its drive for compensation, determines psychologically and 
physically our choice of the love-object, and that self-same force determines the 
begetting and forming of the child. Even the God of the Old Testament created His 
child, Adam. He not only formed the raw material but endowed Adam with soul and 
thereby gave him a unique position amongst all creation. In Adam God fashioned 
His most beautiful dream and, one could say in logical conclusion, found His 
compensation. Once more, before my inner eye, I recall the painting of 
Michelangelo and his vision of God the Father. I see the agony of the Creator vis-à-
vis the innocent and uncomprehending young Adam. The child was to be spared any 
anguish. He was destined to live in pure happiness in Paradise without knowledge – 
the father’s dilemma. The Father, who had ended His work on the seventh day, and 

                                                   
236 Paul von Heyse (15 March 1830 – 2 April 1914) was a German poet and writer, awarded the Nobel 
Prize in 1910. 
237 See above, the detail from Rembrandt’s painting, The Archangel Leaving the Family of Tobias (1637), 
The Louvre, Paris. 
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resting on that day from all His work, sanctified it. How great must be the agony of 
creation if the day on which one is allowed to rest from it is sanctified! 

Rembrandt showed his love for his son Titus by painting him as a fair angel 
bathed in the radiance of light; the light which the dark side of his soul craved so 
much. And again, we find this love in the work of Michelangelo, Goethe, and 
Beethoven, whose entangled relationships towards their offspring caused them so 
much pain.  

Seen in this light, the myth of the Fall of Man finds a new interpretation and 
helps us to understand the wrath underlying God’s words, when He says of Adam: 
“Behold, the man is become as one of us, to know good and evil.” (Genesis 3:23) In 
Adam’s case having knowledge of good and evil meant that he “knew” Eve. This is 
the start of the royal road, beginning with Adam and ending with Jesus, the Son of 
Man. Thus the important statement: “Woman what have I to do with thee?” could 
finally be made – so that the knowledge could be rescinded and Paradise could be 
re-established for the glory of the Father whose dream was born anew. The Son of 
Man could then find His salvation and perfection.  

I owe it to you, Mask, that I was able to give up my cold and objective way of 
looking at things, which made me see the child in the picture and myself as two strange 
and totally separate beings.  

Some time ago I could not fall asleep. By chance, I happened to moisten my lips 
with the tip of my tongue. They felt just like a strange lump of meat which, mixed with a 
sense of horror, gave me a peculiar sensation that I could not dispel. Now, when I did it 
again – to find out whether I would experience the same feeling – I discovered that the 
strangeness and horror had gone. I could feel my lips as being part of me – just as the 
expression on your face, Mask, is part of me.  

Perhaps it is your ultimate secret that even you do not give everything away, 
but that you lead me in a new direction. Maybe you represent only a part of the way 
which I have to complete, the part which bears the heading: Know Thyself! The 
other part is governed by the imperative: Love thy neighbor as thyself.  

The way of knowing is to look. The way of loving is to act. 

A phrase came to me, but I do not know from where:  

One must go into oneself first, to be able to go outside oneself.238 
I was suddenly quite taken aback by my own words. Later, I realized that I 

had simply proclaimed my own wisdom to myself which, because it was my own, 
held a double meaning. I had gone into my inner depth to find my own Self. I had 
tried to do everything possible to satisfy the soul’s need whose “fate is – in the 
widest sense – determined by its own inner essence, by being its own subject.” 

However to go into oneself also means to recognize one’s own Hell, to come 
to terms with oneself. It is not to be content with the discovery of Self alone but to 
search for an alternate road, one that leads to the opposite pole, the other great 
possibility inherent in the soul whose “fate is determined by the objects of its 

                                                   
238 Italics by Sheila Braggins who says: ”These two lines hold two of the most important ideas of Alfred 
Wolfsohn’s.” 
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interests”.239 This last quotation corresponds to my formulation of “be outside 
oneself”. It is a dualistic concept. And as we find it in the smallness of individual 
fate, it also exists in God; the greatest idea we possess.  

The God of the Old Testament gave birth to a universe; it was created by 
Him so as to glorify Him, serve Him, confirm Him, and to reveal His inner world in 
a thousand different transformations. If human beings committed sin, it was because 
they disobeyed His Divine Law, and He disowned them. He had created them in His 
image, and as such they were to serve and reflect Him as in a mirror.  

This represents but one side of God’s soul. The other side shows us that God 
transformed Himself into the most afflicted and tortured being on this earth, and if 
this were not so, we simply could not understand the God of the New Testament. He 
gathered around Him not God-fearing children, but disbelievers, castaways, and 
sinners. God “went outside himself” to the extent that He – in the accomplishment 
of ultimate sacrifice and commitment to humanity’s salvation – let Himself be 
crucified. To live and to die in this way implies the greatest exclusiveness; to live in 
the inclusiveness of one’s inner world implies seeing one’s world in others and 
identifying with it.  

From the beginning the God of the Old Testament forbade the making of any 
image of Him. The God of the New Testament lives through images. No practicing 
Christian can get away from seeing God portrayed with that particular expression 
with which art has relentlessly created Him over two thousand years. The new God 
triumphantly confronted the old God. Therein lies one of the secrets, namely that 
humanity was not only allowed to hear Him, but to see Him. To see Him, no longer 
in an unimaginable and infinite distance, but to behold Him as one of us, close to us, 
living for us the parable of our existence: to be born, to struggle, and to die.  

For us the soul of God is a dream, which everyone dreams in one’s own 
fashion. However the concept of dreaming contains within itself the need for 
realization. A person has never been able to be content for long with the idea of 
“what seems to be”, without attempting to make it “what is”. A person is not able to 
abide for long by a principle which has become inflexible; sooner or later one will 
search for a counter-principle. Even God is subject to the principle of bipolarity. 
Thus it was inevitable that the old God, the spirit par excellence, the active male 
principle, had to come face to face with the young God, the perfect embodiment of 
love, who represented the female principle in all its glorious capacity for devotion, 
suffering, and birth.  

Therefore it is significant that beside God the Son, there appeared yet another 
figure: God the Mother as the Virgin; the perfect incarnation of the eternal female. 
And of equal significance is the Pietà – Christ resting in the lap of Mary. Born from 
the source of love, destined for love, living and dying for love, He returns to His 
origins. Two thousand years have gone by, and once again we discover that the 
counter-principle has become rigidified in turn, that the realization of the divine 
dream of love has equally failed. For even the gods are subject to the fundamental 
law of life and death, so that when the form has been accomplished, its content dies. 
I believe we have to explore still another way of learning how to love. 

                                                   
239 According to Sheila Braggins the quotes are unknown but are perhaps from either Hegel, Kant, 
Nietzsche, or Descartes. 
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The Jews in the Bible used a paraphrase to describe a man and woman making 
love: “And he knew her”. It seems to me that we will be forced to go back to the 
beginning, back to the original source. The Biblical definition of the union of man and 
woman tells us where this road leads better than any other wording we can find. It tells us 
that the basis for relationship between two human beings is knowledge. Knowledge here 
means, above all, self-knowledge. It means to sense, feel, and become aware of one’s 
psychological world with all its dark sides, its limitations, and its weaknesses, which have 
to be accepted and lived through before making a bridge to the psychology of another 
person.  

Venturing on the road of love demands enormous courage. It demands the daring 
spirit of a discoverer who, on a voyage across the seas, wants to find land and to conquer 
it. He embarks on his journey knowing only that he will find land somewhere, which so 
far exists only in his imagination. But because he can see it internally, he knows he will 
find it externally. This journey across the seas is difficult. He will be tossed by storms 
which will shake body and soul. He will come to recognize the waves of the sea as an 
allegory of the vital energies that flow through him. On his long journey, he will find out 
that it is the never ceasing flow of the waves with their eternal ebb and flow along with 
the infinity of the horizon which give the sea its mystery. He will begin to understand that 
the fascination for the land he wants to find has to do with the possibility of giving him 
pause; a chance to lie still and prepare for future dangers. He will discover that there are 
storms, floods, and catastrophes on land as well that will surprise and trouble him. 
Because he will have experienced the dangers of the sea, he will believe himself safe 
from others, and it will take him time to understand that the storms of the sea and the 
storms of the land come from the same source: the breath of God. 

I have often dreamed of this wanderer on the path of love. I know it is my 
idea of the fairy-tale prince who has to brave terrible dangers in order to win his 
princess. He, a king without a kingdom, is in beggar’s clothes. This is his first task: 
he must throw away all pomp and glittering finery which symbolize vanity. He must 
cast off his clothes and face himself in nakedness. No longer can he hide behind his 
outward appearance.  

The prince on the path of love will not encounter any witches, magicians, 
monsters, or giants. But it is a dark way, and no beacon of light, no star will guide 
him. He must search for the light within himself. His own demons will attack him. 
The demon of disbelief, the demon of seduction, will persuade him to make himself 
comfortable and to relax instead of confronting dangers and going onward. The 
demon of corruption will urge him to acquire possessions. The demon of temptation 
will make him use the chains which he had been able to shake off, but which he now 
holds in his hands, to chain others.  

But now he encounters the fairy-tale princess who, in her deep slumber, is 
waiting for him. He, the one without fetters, entranced by his burning belief in the 
beauty of an unfettered life, embraces she who is bound, and frees her from her 
bonds. Full of enthusiasm he asks: “What did you dream?” She answers: “I was 
floating in the air. I had the strangest feeling of being disembodied. I was floating in 
the air, bound by a thousand fetters, a larva, but with a vague feeling I would be free 
one day. 
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We can never arrive at a final definition of these concepts, just as we can 
never arrive at a final definition of the concept of God. We may come closer 
perhaps by defining a thousand different attributes, yet even all of them put together 
cannot give us an ultimate definition.  

A person’s life and existence cannot be defined in any conclusive terms 
either. All we can do is to describe what happens between being rooted in the earth 
and striving towards heaven. Existing between heaven and earth, in the middle, 
standing there, with feet firmly planted in the ground and eyes welcoming the stars 
– we must aspire to this. I have been looking for this kind of human as long as I can 
remember. I had a first glimpse of this type in my youth when I read the story of a 
person who wandered in the wilderness in total solitude for forty years in order 
finally to climb a mountain and there see his golden dream spread out before him, 
the Promised Land. Then, beholding this vision, the consummation of a life, he 
died.240 But my understanding of that human and what he represented came only 
after I had found another image in my own time.  

Some years ago American aeronauts undertook the farthest and most daring 
flight into space. They reached a height of 21000m. There they saw that the sky was 
black and that the sun was not shining brightly but was a somber color. However 
beneath them lay the earth bathed in light. Here we have the perfect allegory, which 
in the course of time has lured humanity into acting out the fate of Icarus. The fate 
of Icarus means the fate of the son and his subsequent fall – the son who wanted to 
surpass his father – the father who had looked for the measure of all things down 
here below where he built the labyrinth as a secret belonging to the earth. 

The aeronauts did not go close enough to the sun to have their balloon 
destroyed, but in their flight heavenwards they did not go towards a brighter light. 
Instead they were blinded by total darkness. The light was below, under their feet; 
these feet which were no longer needed, because they no longer touched the ground; 
they had become superfluous. Is there a more poignant symbol for the craziness 
of our time, or a clearer reminder of what we must be aware of in order to 
avoid falling into the abyss?  

One of these days we will understand the reason why, in our mania for 
flying, we have coined the new term: air raid protection.241 That does not 
mean in any way that we are concerned with the protection of the air. On the 
contrary, it means that we have to protect ourselves against attacks from the 
air, from the air ports and their great monsters which descend from heaven; 
from up there, where once we looked on the shining glory of God, up there 
from where the sun sends out life-giving rays, and now, from where death is 
rained down upon us.242  

It has not come to that yet, but all the European cities are awaiting 
death and destruction and prepare for when their inhabitants will have to seek 

                                                   
240 Here Wolfsohn is alluding to Moses, his wandering in the desert for forty years, and his view of The 
Promised Land from on top of Mount Nebo just before dying; see above. 
241 In German the term is  Luftschutz – air protection. 
242 Wolfsohn here probably has in mind the terror bombings of the Spanish Civil War and the use of air 
power by the German Condor Legion (a so-called “volunteer” unit fighting on the side of the Spanish 
Fascists against the Republicans) on Guernica on 26 April 1937.  
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protection from these monsters by crawling underground into cellars. This 
description expresses the danger much more clearly and better than anything 
else I could say. It could stand as an illustration for an eternal principle: i.e. if 
humanity puts soul at risk and loses it, it will only be found again in the 
depths. I have experienced the wisdom of this downward way, and now I have 
to stand by and watch my fellow humans descend again into cellars. They 
have forgotten that they were there before. Well, they have learned nothing. 
Therefore, they will, once again, be forced to descend into the Underworld.  

 

 
Guernica,  Spain,  after the bombing by the German Condor Legion in 1937 

 
 

* * * * * 
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The Cinema or the Woods 

 
One morning not long ago, I was giving a singing lesson to a student who had the 

most vivid dreams every night and who had – on my instigation – made it a practice to 
write them down. And now I was reading the following dream: An elderly lady is sitting 
down next to me. She says enthusiastically: “Ah, there is only one thing in life and that is 
chemistry. You know, I read chemical formulae like other people read the newspaper. 
And then, of course, the other thing is dressmaking. I learned it in my youth, and, like 
swimming, once learned, never forgotten. What can happen to you in life if you have 
learned dressmaking?”  

“Yes, quite so.” I answer. “But just imagine how terrible it is. I cannot 
do either!”  

I catch sight of an exercise book, covered in oil-cloth, which has fallen 
open. I ask: “Would you allow me to have a look?” I take it. It contains notes 
on a lecture, mostly just a few words and in between them empty lines. I read 
in one part: “Not in the cinema – in the woods243!” Aha, I think to myself. There 
we have that awful statement again. Wise people keep saying that in order to 
achieve perfection, one has to seek solitude and listen to one’s inner voice. But to 
tell you the truth, I have no inner voice. Inside me everything is just hollow and 
empty, and there is nothing I could listen to. That is why I need people and action 
around me. I look into the exercise book again and, with great surprise, in the same 
place I read: “Not in the woods – in the cinema!”  

I say to the lady: “Did I not read the contrary just a moment ago?”  
She answers, “Not at all. You must have misread it. You probably do not know 

any of the modern philosophers. My wonderful Professor Schmidt,244 whose lectures I 
attend, is one of their most outstanding representatives. He keeps saying that for each 
person there is a different way of achieving perfection; some find it in the cinema, others 
in Italian bars.”  

I hand the dream-book back to my pupil and nod my head. She says: “All you 
do is nod your head each time, but I wish you would say something.”  

I counter: “Very well, madame, just keep recording your dream each week. I 
am sure some thoughts will come to you.”  
 She says: “That is what you always say, but it does not help me. It seems you 
do not know very much either, yet you keep pretending as if you do. The same thing 
happens when one sees the healthy brown color of your face and assumes that you 
have been at least eight weeks in the Alps, and, in reality, you have only been 
sailing on the Havel245 for a few days.”  
 I reply: “I always thought that I had shown you my true colors! However I appre-
ciate your efforts to appeal to my ambitious side. Remember, I told you from the 
beginning to consider the recording of your dreams as only a complement to your singing 

                                                   
243 A park in Berlin. 
244 Professor Schmidt seems to be a fiction of Wolfsohn’s. 
245 The Havel is a river in Mecklenburg-Western Pomerania, Brandenburg, Berlin, and Saxony-Anhalt, 
Germany. It is a right tributary of the Elbe river and 325 km in length. Extended by the Oder-Havel Canal, 
it connects the Oder with Berlin and the Elbe. 
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lessons in the same way as Professor Jung in Zürich encouraged his patients to draw their 
dreams.” 

He (Jung) explains it in the following way:  

Although from time to time my patients produce artistically beautiful 
creations which might very well be shown in modern “art” exhibitions, I nevertheless 
treat them as wholly worthless according to the tests of serious art. It is even 
essential that no such value be allowed them, for otherwise my patients might 
imagine themselves to be artists, and this would spoil the good effects of the 
exercise. It is not a question of art – or rather it should not be a question of art – but 
of something more, something other than mere art: namely the living effect upon the 
patient himself.  
 … The patient can make himself creatively independent by this method – if I 
may call it such. He is no longer dependent on his dreams or on his doctor’s 
knowledge, but can give form to his own inner experience by painting it.246  

 I found this an excellent idea of Professor Jung’s to encourage his patients to 
not only dream but also to paint their dreams, which – although he couches it in 
careful terms – can at least be considered to be an attempt to move towards a form 
of artistic work. For good reasons I consider it important that the singing student 
makes herself creatively independent; that she is no longer dependent on her singing 
and most certainly not on the knowledge of her singing teacher. Therefore I have 
encouraged some of my students to dream and to write down their dreams. But even 
if my students dream at times about beautiful things – things which no doubt could 
be shown in any modern dream collection – I have to consider them completely 
worthless. It is even essential for them to be worthless, otherwise my students might 
imagine themselves to be neurotics, and the point of the exercise would be 
completely lost. It is not a question of dreaming – or rather it should not be a 
question of dreaming – but of something more, something other than mere 
dreaming, namely the living effect upon the student. 
 Well now as we have started to talk, let us continue to speak about your 
dream. Surely it can do no harm even at the risk of my being considered a bad 
psychologist by singing teachers and a bad singing teacher by psychologists. 
Besides in your dream a particular kind of voice can be heard and to talk about this 
could be as rewarding as talking about any other singer’s voice.  
 This voice comes out of the copy-book of the elderly lady who attended the 
lectures of the wonderful Professor Schmidt. I am sure you have heard the saying 
that in every person there is a child. We tend to use a phrase like this without really 
giving it much thought. Yet in saying it, we should at least sense the possibility that 
if hidden in every person there is another person, why not an elderly lady in a 
younger woman?  
 For my part I am delighted with the elderly lady. Just imagine, there I am 
sitting in the cinema, watching the charming Eleanor Powell,247 and yet all the while 

                                                   
246 The German original used by Wolfsohn is found in C. G. Jung, Seelenprobleme der Gegenwart, Rascher 
& Cie, Zürich, 1931. The English translation of these quotes come from C. G. Jung, Modern Man in Search 
of a Soul, eds. W. S. Dell and Cary Baynes, trans. London: Routledge & Kegan Paul, 1961, pp. 79, 80. 
247 Eleanor Torrey Powell (21 November 1912 – 11 February 1982) was an American film actress and 
dancer of the 1930s and 40s and was known for her exuberant solo tap dancing. 
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I think of an old woman in a cathedral kneeling in prayer. This example comes to 
me having just read: “Not in the cinema – in the woods!” 
 I am convinced that the elderly lady wishes you well. She helps me when she 
speaks to you about swimming. Have I not told you more than once that instead of 
thinking of the correct position of the soft palate, it would be better for you to learn 
to swim properly – to lose the ground under your feet and let go – and thus lose the 
fear of high sounds.  
 How intelligent she is, this elderly lady, who apparently cares little about 
reading newspapers and instead adores chemistry and dressmaking. This 
combination might seem strange to you but not to me. That is to say, I know of a 
famous psychologist who is interested in the problems of alchemy, and he appears in 
his patients’ dreams as a ladies dressmaker. The people who come to him have to 
undress before him and show themselves naked. Their old garments seem no longer 
of much use, and now the doctor has to fit them out with new ones.248 
 In this context I am reminded of a biblical story. After the Fall, when Adam 
and Eve stood before God, naked, trembling, and cold, God made them garments of 
animal’s skin and clothed them. They were the first representatives of the human 
tragedy who knew that they could never again be innocently at one with nature – 
thus bringing the first psychological illness into the world. 
 It looks as if the elderly lady could be a good psychologist herself, and that 
there is rhyme and reason in linking chemistry with dressmaking and swimming. 
You can learn from your own dreams what chemistry is good for. Indeed, what 
would you have done if the phrase, “Not in the cinema – in the woods”, had not 
been transformed by the elderly lady’s alchemical magic into the phrase, “Not in the 
woods – in the cinema?” You might still be desperate, although I must warn you not 
to be too satisfied with her magic. The elderly lady might have said it only because 
you have not read the modern philosophers. She is, after all, the talented pupil of the 
wonderful Professor Schmidt, one of their outstanding representatives who 
maintains that there is more than one road to perfection. Through him you had to 
hear that one could also go to the woods, so even you can discover that an inner life 
does exist. 
 By the way, Professor Schmidt seems to be a plagiarist of the works of some 
other professor,249 which you have heard about and hopefully will never forget, who 
long before him formulated his fundamental thoughts and ideas into a theory. He has 
divided people into two types: there are those who go to the woods (Grunewald) and 
not to the cinema. They are called introverts. The others, extraverts, are people who 
prefer the cinema. According to Professor Schmidt, however, the most sensible 
thing is to go to the woods as well as the cinema. He does not believe in being one-
sided and for me that is wonderful about him.  
 Well, as for the woods, how many times have I quoted the saying that “one 
cannot see the woods for the trees?” I had good reason, for I myself, to my chagrin, 
was not able to see the trees for the woods. Only the other day I harped on this 
theme to another person. I am in the habit of repeating myself, as you know only too 
well. All I can do is to tell you over and over again: “Sing the vowel U! What you 

                                                   
248 This is, of course, C. G. Jung. 
249 Again, this is C. G. Jung. 
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are singing is not an U!” I dare say, people have always tried to pull the wool over 
my eyes (giving me an X instead of an U).250 But X stands for everything and 
therefore nothing, and I cannot help being a fanatic, compelled to want to solve the 
equation with the X-factor.  
 A person I know said to me: “All this is very interesting, to be sure. But 
when are you going to the barber to cut your hair?” For many years now he has 
asked me this question every time he sees me. In the beginning, I used to be furious 
about the question and its implication that, just because I wore my hair long, I was 
vain and not anyone special. At that time I was even less mature than I am today and 
had no idea that the question itself can say a lot about the person who asks it. I 
would give in, mumble something about my weaknesses, then go to the barber 
perhaps two weeks later. 
 In years to come, I had great pleasure in answering this question by admitting 
my faults at once and made him happy by telling him how different he was from me, 
how masculine, and free of vanity. Why did I do this? You see, once I actually 
opened my eyes, and I saw that my questioner was bald. Whereupon in all innocence 
I asked myself whether the reason for his criticism of my hair – and the bad effect it 
must surely have had on my acting – was in fact a kind of inner monologue, perhaps 
his way of “splitting hairs” in order to smooth over his problem of baldness. 
 This is a problem that should not be taken lightly. There was a great poet 
whom I loved dearly, yet despite my love for him, I could not shake off certain 
feelings of doubt about him. I kept searching for any photographs of him that I 
could possibly find and was astonished to see that he wore a hat in every single one. 
Then one day I came across a photograph of him without a hat and saw that he was 
bald. I reasoned later that the habit of wearing my hair long had to do with my 
having to accept the idea that in every man there is not only a child but also a 
woman. Might there be a connection with my appearance in my student’s dreams as 
a hairdresser? Or do you think it could be more easily explained by saying that it is 
part of my job to give my students a good dressing down? (wash their hair)251 

 Please forgive the digression. I will return to our topic, the voice, at once, in 
particular, to the voice of Professor Schmidt, who tells you that for each person 
there is a different way of achieving perfection. Going to the cinema is one way I 
support completely. For me the cinema is an expression of our time, and our modern 
philosophers would not be good if they did not find new versions of old concepts. 
After all the essence remains the same. That brings me to the equally wonderful 
Professor Kant who phrased the quintessence of his philosophy as follows: “Two 
things fill the mind with ever new and increasing admiration and awe, the more 
often and steadily we reflect upon them: the star-studded sky above me and the 
moral law within me.”252 

                                                   
250 A play on words. The German saying is: Jemanden ein X für ein U vormachen = to hoodwink a person. 
251 Another play on words: jamanden den Kopf waschen = to scold, to tell off, etc. 
252 Immanuel Kant (22 April 1724 – 12 February 1804), “Epitaph,” Critique of Practical Reason, 5, p. 161. 
Kant was an 18th-century German philosopher from the Prussian city of Königsberg (now Kaliningrad, 
Russia). He is regarded as the last influential philosopher of modern Europe in the classic sequence of the 
theory of knowledge during the Enlightenment. 
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 Speaking about philosophers, it is not difficult to find a link between ancient 
and modern philosophers. They have much in common. Take the last phrase in the 
previous Kantian maxim. Now just add something to the word “star” and cross out 
the adjective “moral”, because, quite frankly, even after so many decades, we do not 
really know what to do with that differentiation. Then it could read: “the film-star 
studded sky above me and the law inside me”, thereby bringing us back to the 
meaning of this inner life which you discovered by way of the woods metaphor. 
 The wonderful thing about all our Professor Schmidts is that they have gone 
back to the beginning and have started to occupy themselves again with people as 
they really are and not as they figure in their imagination. They have realized that 
the preoccupation with “normal” humans – for want of finding any – has not been 
rewarding and that it is necessary to tackle the problem of understanding them from 
a different angle. This different angle, according to Nietzsche, used to be called 
“decadence.” Today we call it neuroticism. Blessed be Nietzsche who looked at 
himself first and who worked on the assumption that he was himself decadent. 
Blessed be Professor Schmidt whom I may take to be an ardent film-goer. That is a 
refreshing step forward. For with Nietzsche, in order to reach perfection, one has to 
become a superman with all his evil instincts, while Professor Schmidt considers a 
visit to the cinema or an Italian bar quite sufficient.  
 This man appeals to me more and more. He is aware that his lecture alone is 
not enough to quench his students’ thirst for knowledge. At least that is what I hear 
him say, otherwise he would not have suggested the visit to a bar. Or was he saying 
something about temperance and its supporters’ condemnation of alcohol – 
indicating that the condemnation might come from some questionable corner – and 
is this why Professor Schmidt is not against drinking alcohol? 
 You compared me once to your erstwhile needlework schoolmistress; an 
elderly lady. I was not offended at all because, as one can gather from your dreams, 
you have quite a lot of respect for elderly ladies. Yes, I, too, am an elderly lady who 
does not think it beneath herself to attend a lecture of Professor Schmidt and to find 
him simply wonderful. For that reason I was able to advise you to learn to sing. 
Now, after your dream, I believe myself to be completely rehabilitated thanks to the 
authority of Professor Schmidt, because he recommends you go to an Italian bar.  
 Just think what happens in such a place. There one sits at a simple wooden 
table drinking wine. Hopefully the wine will go to your head, because it is exactly 
this head of yours which gets so much in the way when you sing. Hopefully it will 
help you to forget for a while. Furthermore, drinking wine might give you a chance 
to reflect on your liking milk-shakes; “Not in the cinema – in the woods!” Please 
forgive me for grasping every opportunity to point out to you that you should never 
look in one direction only, but this is a topic close to my heart. One could say that it 
has been in my blood since my early youth. 

Losing myself in reverie, I must return once again to my childhood photo. I 
must try to discover what I can still relate to in it. I have to continue to try to 
interpret it. Looking at it again recently, I noticed that the child’s hands tightly clasp 
a hoop. How I loved this hoop. It was my dearest friend, which I hardly ever let out 
of my hands. I talked to it, and I recall the joy it gave me to roll it along and then 
chase after it again and again. A hoop represents a circle. I believe it has always 
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been my desire to realize this circle within myself. Besides, it shows that in my 
childhood I did not only stay indoors reading books from morning to night or that I 
just sang with great joy, but that I also played football with real enthusiasm. Today, 
however, I no longer play football. But I do buy a newspaper every day in order to 
follow the sports news. My friends probably think I am mad, yet my reason for 
doing so is to guard against becoming a one-sided person.  

 
 
Professor Schmidt, I believe, could equally have written: “Not to the woods – 

but to the sports-fields!” After all the elderly lady gave you a gentle hint to go 
swimming. Going to the sports-fields does not merely give you an opportunity to 
train the body; there is no such thing as a one-sided physical training without the 
interplay of psychological factors. Where there is life there is soul; there is this 
mysterious engine which never ceases to create tension.  

I wish all my students would go to the sports-fields from time to time and 
learn something about the secret of tension from another angle. If they could 
understand how a 100 meter runner prepares for his start, they would be able to 
attack sound better and more easily. If they watched attentively how a pole-vaulter 
takes a 4 meter vault with all the intensity and concentration employed in it, they 
would be able to sing a high note more easily and with better understanding of what 
it takes to produce it. If they followed correctly the game between two tennis 
players, observing the feel of the ball, how it has to be hit, and how it has to be 
returned253, all this would help one to better understand the power of the 
unconscious. 

Looking at spectators during a match gives yet another lesson. See how their 
heads turn from left to right following the ball. My students could learn something 
about a special kind of day-dreaming and the meaning of it. They could read from 
the faces of those dreamers watching, how they unconsciously let the players figure 
as the heroes of their dream in a kind of wish-fulfillment.  

Professor Schmidt, however, recommended you go to an Italian wine bar, so 
we must stick to that. The idea of a bar does not only suggest drinking wine but also 
the sudden appearance of a man or woman who begins to sing. The difference is that 
the singer is real. He or she is of flesh and blood and not a silhouette on the screen. 
Maybe that was the reason why Professor Schmidt suggested an Italian wine bar as 
an alternative to the cinema. It is the singer on whom you must focus all your 
attention. It is the singer who will help resolve your woods / cinema problem.  

The great singer, Chaliapin, once gave the following account of himself:  
                                                   
253 This is even more true for badminton because of the shuttle-cock’s non-linear trajectories. 
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The performing artist is confronted with a difficult task. He has to split himself 
into two people when he is on stage. When I sing I constantly see before me the 
character I embody. I sing, but I listen to myself at the same time. I act, but I observe 
as well. I am never alone on stage. There are always two Chaliapins present. One 
plays, the other keeps watch. “Too many tears, my dear,” says the watch-dog to the 
actor. “Do not forget it is not you that weeps, but the character you embody. Hold 
your emotions!” Or “Too dry, my dear, you give too little! Do not be so stingy!” It 
can happen, of course, that one loses one’s nerve. I remember it well. It happened 
once when I sang in the opera, A Life for the Tsar.254 At the moment when Susanin 
says, “The order has been given, it has to be obeyed,” he then embraces his daughter, 
Antonina, and sings: “Grieve not, my child, weep not, beloved daughter.” Suddenly I 
felt tears running down my cheeks. At first I paid no attention, but then I noticed that 
instead of singing with a melting voice, I was making pitiful, sobbing sounds. I was 
shocked and recognized that I was really crying. I, Chaliapin, was being moved. I 
pulled myself together at once. “Don’t do that, my dear,” said the watch-dog in me. 
“Don’t be sentimental, let Susanin be Susanin.”255 

Chaliapin’s account gives us clues for answering the questions concerning 
your problem. His statement that an actor has to split into two personalities is 
important. It sounds dangerous, it even hints of mental illness, like splitting the 
mind, or to use the psychiatric term, schizophrenia. Do you know that there are 
some famous singers whose voices are made by a diseased larynx, like a pearl which 
can only be found in a diseased oyster? Because we usually tend to think in terms of 
the absolute, definitions like “healthy” and “sick” indicate to us an either/or 
situation rather than seeing it a little more cautiously in terms of an as-well-as 
possibility. Chaliapin and his fame are intimately bound up with his contention that 
a singer must be able to split into two personalities as a presupposition towards 
achieving a desired effect. 

Coming back to your dream, you will agree that there are also two people 
who appear in it: the elderly lady and you talking with her. Because the dream was 
produced in your sleep, and is therefore an internal process, we can take it that the 
elderly lady was a role played by you who is also yourself as is Chaliapin and the 
elderly man he portrays on stage. In the same way it shows us that the real life 
proceedings on stage are closely linked with the state of dreaming. The watch-dog 
or Überwacher – the person who holds a wake; a word which indicates a state of 
being awake – is confronted with the actor or Schauspieler – someone who plays 
what is perceived, someone with a vision. The fact that there is an Überwacher, 
someone who is awake, implies that there is someone who is not awake. When in 
the dream you hear the words, “Not to the cinema – to the woods,” spoken by you in 
the role of the elderly lady, then you not only direct the dream, but you do 
something that is even more remarkable: you think further. 

In real life your walks in the woods most probably did not help you to 
recognize the fact that deep inside yourself you feel a hollow and empty space 
which fills you with hopelessness. But in your sleep a dream voice brings it into 
your consciousness. You must not think it a false argument that on the one hand we 
speak about a so-called artist, while on the other hand, you only act in a humdrum, 

                                                   
254 Opera by Mikhail Glinka (1804–1857), the first major Russian composer. 
255 Marita Günther translation. 
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bourgeois existence. I could easily point out to you how, within the span of twenty-
four hours, in so many different ways, you play the roles of the naive woman, the 
hero, the sentimental girl, the heroine, the sophisticated lady, and the mother. It 
could be quite a healthy exercise if we – who after all do exactly the same – would 
at times feel some pangs of conscience and begin to realize to what extent we are all 
play-acting.  

In Chaliapin’s case it happened the other way around. He had on occasions, 
as he put it, lost his nerve. He forgot that he was on stage. Play-acting suddenly 
became reality. The force of his unconscious broke through with such force that it 
overwhelmed him and made him cry real tears. He cried the tears of Saul. Saul must 
have been in him otherwise he would never have been able to embody the role of 
Boris Godunov with such perfection. Yet, at the same time, he was also David.  

What made him a man of genius was his capacity to unite within both 
possibilities as well as being able to split himself consciously into two personalities. 
Over and above this, he had yet another quality. In order to let his voice unfold in 
all its magnificence, in his unique way he would stand on the stage of an enormous 
concert-hall holding the listeners in his hands like objects destined to become one 
with him. Yet at the same time, in his own mind, he was the object, only worthy to 
be heard if he could captivate the attention of his audience.  

The singer in the Italian bar, which you have been told to visit in order to 
listen to him – or more importantly to regard him as the embodiment of singing – is 
probably no Chaliapin. Nevertheless, to a certain extent, he, too, must have learned 
to master the two possibilities of singing and with it the chance of arriving at the 
connection between the two. That is to say, after much struggle and effort, the 
singer has succeeded in creating the sound within, in filling the whole being; using 
every external stimulus for an internal vocabulary. He has absorbed every 
impression in order to achieve the expression of himself. Now he sings in front of 
people, and he must give back, externalize, all he has learned, so that – turning full 
circle – his expression can “call” forth the impression in the listener. 

If you can comprehend the meaning of singing in this way, no voice will tell 
you to go to the woods anymore, nor will you fall prey to depression due to your 
inner emptiness. You will no longer have to listen to the words of others – the 
Teachers. The sound will be inside you. It will grow and fill out your whole being, 
and one day you will be able to hear the sound of your own voice, and a great joy 
will come over you as you discover that you exist: your voice will be proof. 

Now let us quickly turn theory into practice and sing a song, just as the 
woods should not be neglected in favor of the cinema. Let me hear you sing 
Schubert’s song Am See (By the Lake), which I love so much. I do not mind saying 
that all while I spoke, this song went through my mind, and I wondered why, just 
this song. I think I have found out why and that makes me happy. Do you know 
which words you have to convey with the sound of your voice? These words: 

    When man has become a lake 
In the soul’s surging waves,  
Out of heaven’s gate will fall  
Stars oh, but so many, many256 

                                                   
256 Franz Schubert, Am See, Marita Günther translation. 
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Do you still remember the words of Kant about the star-studded sky above us and 
the moral law inside us? There lies an eternity between these two poles, an eternity 
which seems impossible to bridge. However, the poet, who in his own way 
expresses the same thought, does make the bridge257 and gives us hope that these 
two poles can be brought together.  

When humanity becomes a lake, when soul concentrates itself, gathering 
together in clarity and purity all its vital energies, which flow in it like the waves of 
the sea, then from the sky, that very sky that Kant spoke of, the stars will fall down 
to humanity, and the great synthesis will have come about. In just this same way, the 
glorious words of the poet sparkle like stars on Schubert’s music, which in itself 
represents the surging of waves.  

However, Kant explains this important point himself. Following the famous 
statement he says:  

I must not look for, nor even imagine them – (starry sky and moral law) – as being 
shrouded in darkness or in the awesome exuberance that is outside my emotional 
sphere. I see them before me and connect them with the consciousness of my 
existence.258 

“When man has become a lake” sings the poet259, using an image to express a 
great philosophical thought, I, in turn, see an image which transforms a poetical 
expression into a pictorial representation. It is Rembrandt’s painting of Saul and 
David. Saul weeps, and the tears flow under the spell of music. The evil spell has 
left him, his heart has melted, only the tear remains; the outpouring of his trembling 
soul. Is it really so far-fetched to see Saul’s tear as the smallest replica of the poet’s 
idea that a person can become a lake? I do not think so. I believe there exists a 
primary cause to which all phenomena of life is linked. Thus, in the moment in 
which Saul weeps, in some mysterious way Kant’s reference to the moral law comes 
alive. Saul, freed from evil, becomes kind-hearted. He rediscovers the ethical law 
created by God whom he had lost. And music is the means by which this has been 
brought about.  

Bruno Walter,260 who raised the question of music’s moral strength in one of 
his lectures says:  

One day in San Francisco, I received a visit from a middle-aged man. 
Unfortunately I have forgotten the name of this extraordinary philanthropist. He told 
me that he was a musician and for quite some time now he had been interested in the 
life of prisoners, thinking about their fate, their psychological state of mind, and their 
future possibilities. He conceived the idea of helping them through the medium of 
music.  

He found the director of one of the prisons favorably disposed towards his idea 
and began teaching four-part harmony singing to the inmates of this penal institution. 
The success of his continuous efforts over a period of several years was, as he said, 

                                                   
257 This is the idea on which Wolfsohn’s later (written after the Second World War), unpublished 
mansucript, The Bridge, is based. 
258 Immanuel Kant, Critique of Practical Reason, (1788), Marita Günther translation. 
259 Schubert 
260 Bruno Walter (15 September 1876 – 17 February 1962) was a Jewish German-born conductor and 
composer, from a lecture of his (Marita Günther translation). 
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overwhelming. The personal behavior of these prisoners changed quite radically; not 
only was their joy and happiness clearly evident during these singing sessions, but 
one could see an extraordinary softening in these often hard and difficult men, not 
only in their attitude towards each other but also towards the guards. Instead of the 
usual punishment for any misdemeanor, in most cases it now sufficed to threaten the 
culprit with exclusion from the next singing session in order to make him obedient.  

As far as my visitor knew, none of the prisoners released after that period relapsed 
into crime, even though several years had gone by since working with them. If I 
remember correctly, a change of directorship in the penitentiary had put an end to his 
activities. He had come to me, and probably to many others, to get me interested in 
his idea and to ask if I could use my connections with influential people to help him 
resume his work. Unfortunately, my efforts met with no result, but I do believe that 
the philanthropist was on the right road.  

A criminal is considered an anti-social or at least an asocial being, i.e. he hates 
society or simply does not care. Through cunning or force, he takes from it what he 
wants and that is the only relationship he has with it. As far as he is concerned, he is 
alone in the world, locked in his hard shell, living in terrible loneliness. Except 
perhaps in the face of death, my visitor knew of no case where kind or admonishing 
words could have pierced the rigid armour of their isolated existence or could have 
broken through the prisoner’s active or passive resistance. Where words had failed, 
music succeeded. Struggling together they sang choral pieces and chords with their 
progressions – some sang B, others D, and a third group sang F and – in the 
continuation – they arrived at a different harmony. These solitary men, held together 
in a chord, became a society. In unison with each other, they created something that 
gave pleasure. They became, so to speak, “socialized”, and in a very fundamental 
way, they felt the beauty of togetherness. One can understand that the effect of all 
this was one of animation, elation, and renewal.  

A good friend of mine once told me that he often dreamt about rats, and 
could I tell him what that meant? I replied that all I could say was that I, without 
ever being able to understand why, had an extraordinary aversion to rats. Maybe it 
had something to do with the fact that they were rodents or “gnawers.” What gnaws 
in us, however, is a bad conscience or a feeling of guilt; sometimes we speak of 
being bitten by a bad conscience. Recently, this conversation came back to me when 
I read the following letter:  

 Today, I whistled the Radetsky March261 to my rat. She liked it so much that she 
let me hold her for almost ten minutes, while I kept stroking her and whistling – until 
I had no saliva left. Music hypnotizes her. Well, how did all this come about? For 
three years now, I have been working with rats. From time to time, I would whistle 
some notes or trills, just as I used to do for my dog, perhaps for fun, out of boredom, 
God knows why. I noticed that the rats would listen most attentively (and they did 
not even mind wrong notes). They showed this by sitting still and pricking up their 
ears and – yes, I mean it – they would look pleased and friendly! As this one rat 
always looked so fierce, full of mistrust and ready to bite, I thought, maybe music 
will cheer her up and began to whistle. You cannot imagine the change of expression 
[!] in her face and body. You could see her relax. She looked happy, began stretching 
her body, and started to clean herself – with rats a sign of feeling comfortable. 

                                                   
261 Radetzky March, Op. 228 is a march composed by Johann Strauss Sr. in 1848. It was dedicated to the 
Austrian Field Marshal Joseph Radetzky von Radetz and became a popular March among soldiers. 
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Afterwards she listened. She sat absolutely still and listened. She came out of the 
corner of her cage. Then a few days later, she even came out of the cage. Every day I 
would whistle for about an hour or two. I have a rat which has been operated on. 
Before the operation, she suffered a “trauma,” a terrible fright, caused by a teenager 
chasing her. He meant no harm, but the rat did not know that. Although she had been 
given a local anesthetic, she did not get over the fright and was always ready to bite. 
However, for my training purposes, I needed a tame animal.  

I whistled to her for hours on end. I sat in front of the cage and whistled song 
after song, known melodies as well as my own, until she began preening and cleaning 
herself – again, a sign of feeling comfortable.  

Finally, I whistled a march, and she came out of the cage. After some more days 
and some more songs, she allowed me to stroke her. Her favorite song is Kommt ein 
Vogel geflogen (A Bird Comes Flying), but she also likes Fuchs Du hast die Gans 
gestohlen (Fox, You Have Stolen the Goose)!262 

 You might find my progression from Saul (the king who was eaten up by evil 
thoughts) to the prisoners to the traumatized rat, somewhat curious. It makes sense to me. 
Quite early in my reflections about myself as a person, the thought came that I should not 
think of myself as some ethereal creature, but I should rather search for an answer as to 
how I could bring my lower animal instincts into harmony with my higher aspirations. 
Intuitively I felt that music held the possibility of uniting my higher and lower instincts. 
My intuition proved right. Now I know it was music that moved me. To move means to 
set out on one’s way. To move means to start up the motor of life’s forces. To move also 
means to be touched. 

Contained in the flowing movement of music is the mainspring of life. Such 
is the power and mystery of music that when Orpheus – in search of soul – came to 
the Underworld, he even moved and appeased the Ruler of Death263 with the beauty 
of his sounds. It is in this way that we can understand the powerful effect music had 
on Saul, the prisoners, and the rats. Music is not good or evil. It is neither moral nor 
immoral. Music represents the law of nature, which orders that whatsoever is 
created is allowed to grow and blossom. It must not be destroyed before its time, 
just as every human being says “Yes” to life. Contained in this “Yes” is the ethic of 
music. Everyone who sets forth on the conscious road of singing bears witness to 
this “Yes” and thereby may transform a feast for the ears into food for soul. 

From this point of view, it seems almost impossible to perfectly interpret the 
Schubert song. But then again nothing is easy compared with what appears possible 
in the imagination or even just living one’s life. 

 

 

* * * * * 

 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                   
262 Both are well known German folk songs (Marita Günther translation). 
263 Hades (Greek) or Pluto (Roman). 
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Photo of Wolfsohn’s Mask created by Walter Midener in 1938 Berlin 
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Orpheus, Christ and God, His Final Conversation with the Mask 

 
Mask, don’t you know that I am making a great effort not to hold on to you, 

but to go beyond you by acting according to my own words – as one must go into 
oneself in order to go out of oneself? I have even put into practice the other meaning 
of “going out of oneself” by beginning to be enthusiastic. Perhaps you would better 
understand what I mean if I use the word ecstatic instead. 

In the meantime, after all, when I found Orpheus, the mythical and mystical 
singer, I accepted the frustrated singer in me.  

All I knew of Orpheus was that he moved people, animals, plants, and even 
stones with the power of song. His very name conjured up a vision: in the magic of 
a distant and dreamlike landscape, I saw a man, standing with his eyes closed, 
singing, in complete harmony with animate and inanimate nature, as passionately as 
St. Francis had done when he sang. For me his image symbolized the origin of 
pantheism, the idea of a godhead embracing the universe, and at the same time the 
idea – with its strange double meaning – of the godliness of great Pan. 

 

 
Walter Midener, Pan, metal sculpture, Private Collection 

 

Roused by the power of song, which is the breath of God, I saw and heard the 
flowers, the trees, stones, water, mountains, the very earth, move and sing. Then all 
of a sudden, I beheld the vault of Heaven as one huge resonant body. I saw the 
clouds as bows playing this immense celestial violin, bringing forth new melodies, 
and in the space between the heavens above and earth below, I heard but one voice; 
the voice of God.  

Today people need but a split second to switch on a wooden box and out 
comes perfectly recorded music of all kinds. It will not be very long – and like the 
spoiled child who in the end prefers a wooden doll to the most elaborate toy – 
before they will have to go back to myth. For this wooden doll has the capacity to 
get us moving again, to nourish and stimulate our imagination. And that is the 
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important point, because it holds the key to the meaning of a vital principle: to be in 
motion and to serve divine, creative law. This law gives many possibilities to 
individuals. However, if only one side of a given talent is pursued, if one insists on 
forcing it to the exclusion of everything else, one will come to an impass. Thus the 
voice will get stuck as well. Our ears will forget how to hear our own voice, and the 
great voices of the world will only reach us in a vague and distorted way.  

I have no intention of preaching a new Gospel, a Gospel of Singing. Nor do I 
want to be a prophet in the wilderness who just flatters his own ego. No, I speak of 
Orpheus because I have taken from my fellow creatures, and I want to give back in 
return. I shall never forget what a wise woman once said: “When we grow old, we 
can have only one regret, which is that we have not given enough of ourselves.”  

I know that behind each act of giving oneself stands death in some form, but 
this does not worry me. Have I not seen the same sign on every road? The Sign of 
the Cross stands in every place as visible proof of how the giving of oneself is 
worshipped to the highest degree. On this Cross hangs – visibly or invisibly – a 
human being who had given Himself in a way no one had done before. For almost 
two thousand years, He has been nailed to the Cross, His head bowed, going into 
Himself, not ascending in glory as the King of Heaven. Naked, He stands before us. 
When will we understand that nakedness is part of that giving of ourselves? When 
will we understand that we can only begin to do so after we have shed false, 
protective covers? We have nothing to fear, nor do we need to feel ashamed when 
we lay ourselves open, because our innermost being will always remain 
unalterable.264 

It may seem strange to you that I begin by speaking of Orpheus and end up 
with Christ. I confess that I did not make the connection from what I knew. It was 
only much later when I tried to find out more about the figure who so occupied my 
thought did I look in an encyclopedia and found the following reference:  

The figure of Orpheus can also be found in the ancient Christian painting where 
he represents Christ; all the more since the relationship with the “good shepherd” 
seems obvious, and his going down into the Underworld stood for the prototype of 
Christ’s descent into Hell.  

There, I read in black and white that these images, which merged into each 
other and had almost frightened me, have long been related. I had not discovered 
anything new. But then it had never been my intention to discover anything new. I 
had enough to do trying to discover myself. I was simply forced to follow the call of 
a voice.  

Now I know it was the voice of God I wanted to hear, the voice of God 
which Orpheus sang, the voice I divined as a child of which I dreamt when I read in 
the Old Testament that it sounded not in the wind, not in the earthquake, not in the 
fire, but that it was a still, small voice (1 Kings, 19:12). The voice of God speaks 
only of soul, soul speaks only of life, and as soul means life, God means life itself; 
the beginning and end of a gigantic current which flows in eternal movement, in 
time and space, beyond time and space, and beyond any judgment.  

                                                   
264 These last two paragraphs illuminate Wolfsohn’s idea of the importance of transcendence. 
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I turned a deaf ear to this voice when I crawled, hour after hour, inch by inch, 
in the trenches, haunted by the horrors of Hell, cursing and denying God. 
Somewhere someone cried out: “Comrade, Comrade!” – a fellow human, writhing in 
agony like me. I was terror-stricken. “You must crawl to him,” my inner voice 
shouted. “No, you can’t. You must save yourself. Who helped you? Your comrades 
also passed you by.” And I crawled on, was buried under rubble, and awoke among 
corpses. It was then, it seems, that I lost my soul. However I have not forgotten the 
soldier’s voice, which would not leave me, penetrating deeper and deeper into me, 
poisoning my whole being.  

Since that time I have done everything possible to find my soul again. It 
meant learning to affirm God whom I had denied. It meant coming to terms with the 
voice which would not leave me. It meant interpreting anew all that was condensed 
in this one experience. It meant searching for a parable and finding Orpheus. 
Finally, it meant starting to learn to sing and allowing music to flow into motionless 
matter. Now I am looking at you, Mask, trying to discover what I can see in you that 
mirrors these attempts. 

I read the words of a poet: 

A God can do it. Mankind cannot press 
boldly through the narrow lyre and follow:  
our nature is double – where the heart’s ways cross  
no one can build a temple to Apollo. 
 
To sing as you teach song needs no desire,  
no courtship of something the heart  
in its own time may finally acquire. 
Singing is being. Easy for the God. 
 

  When might we be? When will he turn around    
  the earth and stars to face our mortal being?       

Not this, young lover, though your love may force  
your mouth to open wide to give it voice.         
Forget how once you sang. True singing         
is whispering; a breath within the God; a wind.265 

Once I wrote: I see myself at the sea for the first time after many years. I am alone 
on an evening stroll. I no longer remember what kind of evening it was, whether the 
sea was calm, or whether big waves were crashing ashore.  
 What kind of sunset was it? What color was the sea? What I can still feel in 
my sinews is the wind blowing against me, setting my body in motion, making me 
dance and do wild leaps, making me utter strange words and elicit ecstatic screams – 
the origin of which was unknown to me – making me sing from my innermost being. 

A great calmness has come over me. The moon can no longer do me any 
harm. A new day is breaking and begins to fill my room with light. I will go today 
and look to the sun. Going into the sun is as difficult as going into the dark. I am 

                                                   
265 Rainer Maria Rilke, Sonnets To Orpheus, “Sonnet III,” trans. Stephen Cohn, Manchester: Carcanet 
Press, 2000, p. 19. 
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thinking of the aeronauts and the image they saw. Who knows the difference of 
above and below, where there is light and where there is darkness?  

Whether I want to or not, I must attempt a way into the light. 
I have to add one last memory. One day when I was still a boy, my mother 

took me on an outing. We walked over green meadows. There I saw people happily 
strolling and laughing. My eyes began to fill with tears, and I was full of despair. I 
asked my mother: “Why can these people laugh so much?” 

I must try and go towards the sun, and I must learn to laugh. 
I have no illusions about the difficult path ahead. I know I will have to crawl 

again, inch by inch. My time is not made for sunshine and laughter. A thousand 
deaths are lying in wait for me, and I can see no hands that will bless me. On the 
contrary, they are clenched into fists which – no sooner do I lift my head – then they 
will strike me down. Once again, it is a “struggle for life.” But whereas the meaning 
of the phrase implies: “how to escape death” – today I shall conquer life.  

What did life mean to me then? A habit, something I took for granted, like 
my body, my heartbeat, hunger, and thirst, waking, and sleeping.  

Today, living is the exception, something that is unique. It is the mystery of 
mysteries, unfathomable as the incarnation of the creative force, as the most sacred 
name of God.266 

I have a few poetic lines which have stayed with me, although their 
importance is long forgotten.  

 
They say:  

What does it matter, 
as long as our flags 
fly over Belgrade. 

But where is Belgrade?  
It is anywhere in the world where there is a piece of earth with the sun 

shining on it over which a person walks, laughing, with a heart filled with joy, 
because the earth has received seed and will bear fruit. There God’s banner flies in 
the wind, borne by His breath. What do I matter as long as its colors spread His 
glory in the light? 

Go forward! Follow the voice which calls. Perhaps one day I may understand 
enough to say: “If you knew what I know, you would cry little and laugh much.”  

Your faint smile, Mask, gives me hope that I will hear the call. To that end, 
though, I must say farewell to you. This is not a final farewell, as if I could ever forget 
you, but I rejoice in the words that come to my lips at this moment:  

       Every farewell can be a new beginning. 
 

 

* * * * * 

                                                   
266 This reference is to the tetragrammaton, the four Hebrew sounds which make up the name, Yahweh.  


