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TONIO KRÖGER 
 
The winter sun, poor ghost of itself, hung milky and wan behind layers of cloud above 
the huddled roofs of the town. In the gabled streets it was wet and windy and there came 
in gusts a sort of soft hail, not ice, not snow. 
 School was out. The hosts of the released streamed over the paved court and out 
at the wrought-iron gate, where they broke up and hastened off right and left. Elder pupils 
held their books in a strap high on the left shoulder and rowed, right arm against the 
wind, towards dinner. Small people trotted gaily off, splashing the slush with their feet, 
the tools of learning rattling amain in their walrus-skin satchels. But one and all pulled 
off their caps and cast down their eyes in awe before the Olympian hat and ambrosial 
beard of a master moving homewards with measured stride.... 
 "Ah, there you are at last, Hans," said Tonio Kröger. He had been waiting a long 
time in the street and went up with a smile to the friend he saw coming out of the gate in 
talk with other boys and about to go off with them What?" said Hans, and looked at 
Tonlo. "Right-oh! We'll take a little walk, then." 
 Tonio said nothing and his eyes were clouded. Did Hans forget, had he only just 
remembered that they were to take a walk together today? And he himself had looked 
forward to it with almost incessant joy. 
 "Well, good-bye, fellows," said Hans Hansen to his comrades. 
 "I'm taking a walk with Kröger." And the two turned to their left, while the others 
sauntered off in the opposite direction. 
 Hans and Tonio had time to take a walk after school because in neither of their 
families was dinner served before four o'clock. Their fathers were prominent business 
men, who held public office and were of consequence in the town. Hans's people had 
owned for some generations the big wood-yards down by the river, where powerful 
machine-saws hissed and spat and cut up timber; while Tonio was the son of Consul 
Kröger, whose grainsacks with the firm name in great black letters you might see any day 
driven through the streets; his large, old ancestral home was the finest house in all the 
town. The two friends had to keep taking off their hats to their many acquaintances; some 
folk did not even wait for the fourteen-year-old lads to speak first, as by rights they 
should. 
 Both of them carried their satchels across their shoulders and both were well and 
warmly dressed: Hans in a short sailor jacket, with the wide blue collar of his sailor suit 
turned out over shoulders and back, and Tonio in a belted grey overcoat. Hans wore a 
Danish sailor cap with black ribbons, beneath which streamed a shock of straw-coloured 
hair. He was uncommonly handsome and well built, broad in the shoulders and narrow in 
the hips, with keen, far-apart, steel-blue eyes; while beneath Tonio's round fur cap was a 
brunette face with the finely chiselled features of the south; the dark eyes, with delicate 
shadows and too heavy lids, looked dreamily and a little timorously on the world. Tonio's 
walk was idle and uneven, whereas the other's slim legs in their black stockings moved 
with an elastic, rhythmic tread. 



 Tonio did not speak. He suffered. His rather oblique brows were drawn together 
in a frown, his lips were rounded to whistle, he gazed into space with his head on one 
side. Posture and manner were habitual. 
 Suddenly Hans shoved his arm into Tonio's, with a sideways look-he knew very 
well what the trouble was. And Tonio, though he was silent for the next few steps, felt his 
heart soften. 
 "I hadn't forgotten, you see, Tonio," Hans said, gazing at the pavement, "I only 
thought it wouldn't come off today because it was so wet and windy. But I don't mind that 
at all, and it's jolly of you to have waited. I thought you had gone home, and I was 
cross...." 
 Everything in Tonio leaped and jumped for joy at the words. 
 "All right; let's go over the wall," he said with a quaver in his voice. "Over the 
Miliwall and the Holstenwall, and I'll go as far as your house with you, Hans. Then I'll 
have to walk back alone, but that doesn't matter; next time you can go round my way." 
 At bottom he was not really convinced by what Hans said; he quite knew the 
other attached less importance to this walk than he did himself. Yet he saw Hans was 
sorry for his remissness and willing to be put in a position to ask pardon, a pardon that 
Tonio was far indeed from withholding. 
 The truth was, Tonio loved Hans Hansen, and had already suffered much on his 
account. He who loves the more is the inferior and must suffer; in this hard and simple 
fact his fourteenyear-old soul had already been instructed by life; and he was so 
organized that he received such experiences consciously, wrote them down as it were 
inwardly, and even, in a certain way, took pleasure in them, though without ever letting 
them mould his conduct, indeed, or drawing any practical advantage from them. Being 
what he was, he found this knowledge far more important and far more interesting than 
the sort they made him learn in schools; yes, during his lesson hours in the vaulted Gothic 
classrooms he was mainly occupied in feeling his way about among these intuitions of his 
and penetrating them. The process gave him the same kind of satisfaction as that he felt 
when he moved about in his room with his violin-for he played the violin-and made the 
tones, brought out as softly as ever he knew how, mingle with the plashing of the 
fountain that leaped and danced down there in the garden beneath the branches of the old 
walnut tree. 
 The fountain, the old walnut tree, his fiddle, and away in the distance the North 
Sea, within sound of whose summer murmurings he spent his holidays-these were the 
things he loved, within these he enfolded his spirit, among these things his inner life took 
its course. And they were all things whose names were effective in verse and occurred 
pretty frequently in the lines Tonio Kröger sometimes wrote. 
 The fact that he had a note-book full of such things, written by himself, leaked out 
through his own carelessness and injured him no little with the masters as well as among 
his fellows. On the one hand, Consul Kröger's son found their attitude both cheap and 
silly, and despised his schoolmates and his masters as well, and in his turn (with 
extraordinary penetration) saw through and disliked their personal weaknesses and bad 
breeding. But then, on the other hand, he himself felt his verse-making extravagant and 
out of place and to a certain extent agreed with those who considered it an unpleasing 
occupation. But that did not enable him to leave off. 



 As he wasted his time at home, was slow and absent-minded at school, and 
always had bad marks from the masters, he was in the habit of bringing home pitifully 
poor reports, which troubled and angered his father, a tall, fastidiously dressed man, with 
thoughtful blue eyes, and always a wild flower in his buttonhole. But for his mother, she 
cared nothing about the reports-Tonio's beautiful black-haired mother, whose name was 
Consuelo, and who was so absolutely different from the other ladies in the town, because 
father had brought her long ago from some place far down on the map. 
 Tonio loved his dark, fiery mother, who played the piano and mandolin so 
wonderfully, and he was glad his doubtful standing among men did not distress her. 
Though at the same time he found his father's annoyance a more dignified and 
respectable attitude and despite his scoldings understood him very well, whereas his 
mother's blithe indifference always seemed just a little wanton. His thoughts at times 
would run something like this: "It is true enough that I am what I am and will not and 
cannot alter: heedless, self-willed, with my mind on things nobody else thinks of. And so 
it is right they should scold and punish me and not smother things all up with kisses and 
music. After all, we are not gypsies living in a green wagon; we're respectable people, the 
family of Consul Kröger." And not seldom he would think: "Why is it I am different, why 
do I fight everything, why am I at odds with the masters and like a stranger among the 
other boys? The good scholars, and the solid majority-they don't find the masters funny, 
they don't write verses, their thoughts are all about things that people do think about and 
can talk about out loud. How regular and comfortable they must feel, knowing that 
everybody knows just where they stand! It must be nice! But what is the matter with me, 
and what will be the end of it all?" 
 These thoughts about himself and his relation to life played an important part in 
Tonio's love for Hans Hansen. He loved him in the first place because he was handsome; 
but in the next because he was in every respect his own opposite and foil. Hans Hansen 
was a capital scholar, and a jolly chap to boot, who was head at drill, rode and swam to 
perfection, and lived in the sunshine of popularity. The masters were almost tender with 
him, they called him Hans and were partial to him in every way; the other pupils curried 
favour with him; even grown people stopped him on the street, twiched the shock of hair 
beneath his Danish sailor cap, and said: "Ah, here you are, Hans Hansen, with your pretty 
blond hair! Still head of the school? Remember me to your father and mother, that's a fine 
lad!" 
 Such was Hans Hansen; and ever since Tonio Kröger had known him, from the 
very minute he set eyes on him, he had burned inwardly with a heavy, envious longing. 
"Who else has blue eyes like yours, or lives in such friendliness and harmony with all the 
world? You are always spending your time with some right and proper occupation. When 
you have done your prep you take your riding-lesson, or make things with a fret-saw; 
even in the holidays, at the seashore, you row and sail and swim all the time, while I 
wander off somewhere and lie down in the sand and stare at the strange and mysterious 
changes that whisk over the face of the sea. And all that is why your eyes are so clear. To 
be like you..." 
 He made no attempt to be like Hans Hansen, and perhaps hardly even seriously 
wanted to. What he did ardently, painfully want was that just as he was, Hans Hansen 
should love him; and he wooed Hans Hansen in his own way, deeply, lingeringly, 



devotedly, with a melancholy that gnawed and burned more terribly than all the sudden 
passion one might have expected from his exotic looks. 
 And he wooed not in vain. Hans respected Tonio's superior power of putting 
certain difficult matters into words; moreover, he felt the lively presence of an 
uncommonly strong and tender feeling for himself; he was grateful for it, and his 
response gave Tonio much happiness-though also many pangs of jealousy and disillusion 
over his futile efforts to establish a communion of spirit between them. For the queer 
thing was that Tonio, who after all envied Hans Hansen for being what he was, still kept 
on trying to draw him over to his own side; though of course he could succeed in this at 
most only at moments and superficially.. 
 "I have just been reading something so wonderful and splendid..." he said. They 
were walking and eating together out of a bag of fruit toffees they had bought at Iverson's 
sweet-shop in Mill Street for ten pfennigs. "You must read it, Hans, it is Schiller's Don 
Car/os... I'll lend it you if you like... 
 "Oh, no," said Hans Hansen, "you needn't, Tonio, that's not anything for me. I'll 
stick to my horse books. There are wonderful cuts in them, let me tell you. I'll show them 
to you when you come to see me. They are instantaneous photography-the horse in 
motion; you can see him trot and canter and jump, in all positions, that you never can get 
to see in life, because they happen so fast... 
 "In all positions?" asked Tonio politely. "Yes, that must be great. But about Don 
Carlos-it is beyond anything you could possibly dream of. There are places in it that are 
so lovely they make you jump. as though it were an explosion-" 
 "An explosion?" asked Hans Hansen. "What sort of an explosion?" 
 "For instance, the place where the king has been crying because the marquis 
betrayed him... but the marquis did it only out of love for the prince, you see, he 
sacrifices himself for his sake. And the word comes out of the cabinet into the 
antechamber that the king has been weeping. 'Weeping? The king been weeping?' All the 
courtiers are fearfully upset, it goes through and through you, for the king has always 
been so frightfully stiff and stern. But it is so easy to understand why he cried, and I feel 
sorrier for him than for the prince and the marquis put together. He is always so alone, 
nobody loves him, and then he thinks he has found one man, and then he betrays him... 
 Hans Hansen looked sideways into Tonio's face, and something in it must have 
won him to the subject, for suddenly he shoved his arm once more into Tonio's and said: 
"How had he betrayed him, Tonio?' 
 Tonio went on. 
 "Well," he said, "you see all the letters for Brabant and Flanders-" 
 "There comes Irwin Immerthal," said Hans. 
 Tonio stopped talking. If only the earth would open and swallow Immerthal up! 
"Why does he have to come disturbing us? If he only doesn't go with us all the way and 
talk about the ridinglessons!" For Jr win Immerthal had riding-lessons too. He was the 
son of the bank president and lived close by, outside the city wall. He had already been 
home and left his bag, and now he walked towards them through the avenue. His legs 
were crooked and his eyes like slits. 
 "'lo, Immerthal," said Hans. I'm taking a little walk with Kräger... 



 "I have to go into town on an errand," said Immerthal. "But I'll walk a little way 
with you. Are those fruit toffees you've got? Thanks, I'll have couple. Tomorrow we have 
our next lesson, Hans." He meant the riding-lesson. 
 "What larks!" said Hans. "I'm going to get the leather gaiters for a present, 
because I was top lately in our papers." 
 "You don't take riding-lessons, I suppose, Kröger?" asked Immerthal, and his eyes 
were only two gleaming cracks. 
 "No..." answered Tonio, uncertainly. 
 "You ought to ask your father," Hans Hansen remarked, "so you could have 
lessons too, Kröger." 
 "Yes..." said Tonio. He spoke hastily and without interest; his throat had suddenly 
contracted, because Hans had called him by his last name. Hans seemed conscious of it 
too, for he said by way of explanation: "I call you Kröger because your first name is so 
crazy. Don't mind my saying so, I can't do with it all. Tonio-why, what sort of name is 
that? Though of course I know it's not your fault in the least." 
 "No, they probably called you that because it sounds so foreign and sort of 
something special," said Immerthal, obviously with intent to say just the right thing. 
 Tonio's mouth twitched. He pulled himself together and said: "Yes, it's a silly 
name-Lord knows I'd rather be called Hemrich or Wilhelm. It's all because I'm named 
after my mother's brother Antonio. She comes from down there, you know... 
 There he stopped and let the others have their say about horses and saddles. Hans 
had taken Immerthal's arm; he talked with a fluency that Don Carlos could never have 
roused in him.... Tonio felt a mounting desire to weep pricking his nose from time to 
time; he had hard work to control the trembling of his lips. 
 Hans could not stand his name-what was to be done? He himself was called Hans, 
and Immerthal was called Irwin; two good, sound, familiar names, offensive to nobody. 
And Tonio was foreign and queer. Yes, there was always something queer about him, 
whether he would or no, and he was alone, the regular and usual would none of him; 
although after all he was no gypsy in a green wagon, but the son of Consul Kröger, a 
member of the Kröger family. But why did Hans call him Tonio as long as they were 
alone and then feel ashamed as soon as anybody else was by? Just now he had won him 
over, they had been close together, he was sure. "How had he betrayed him, Tonio?" 
Hans asked, and took his arm. But he had breathed easier directly Immerthal came up, he 
had dropped him like a shot, even gratuitously taunted him with his outlandish name. 
How it hurt to have to see through all this!... Hans Hansen did like him a little, when they 
were alone, that he knew. But let a third person come, he was ashamed, and offered up 
his friend. And again he was alone. He thought of King Philip. The king had wept.... 
 "Goodness, I have to go," said Irwin Immerthal. "Good-bye, and thanks for the 
toffee." He jumped upon a bench that stood by the way, ran along it with his crooked 
legs, jumped down, and trotted off. 
 "I like Immerthal," said Hans, with emphasis. He had a spoilt and arbitrary way of 
announcing his likes and dislikes, as though graciously pleased to confer them like an 
order on this person and that.... He went on talking about the riding-lessons where he had 
left off. Anyhow, it was not very much farther to his house; the walk over the walls was 
not a long one. They held their caps and bent their heads before the strong, damp wind 
that rattled and groaned in the leafless trees. And Hans Hansen went on talking, Tonio 



throwing in a forced yes or no from time to time. Hans talked eagerly, had taken his arm 
again; but the contact gave Tonic, no pleasure. The nearness was only apparent, not real; 
it meant nothing. 
 They struck away from the walls close to the station, where they saw a train puff 
busily past, idly counted the coaches, and waved to the man who was perched on top of 
the last one bundled in a leather coat. They stopped in front of the Hansen villa on the 
Lindenplatz, and Hans went into detail about what fun it was to stand on the bottom rail 
of the garden gate and let it swing on its creaking hinges. After that they said good-bye. 
 "I must go in now," said Hans. "Good-bye, Tonio. Next time I'll take you home, 
see if I don't." 
 "Good-bye, Hans," said Tonio. "It was a nice walk." 
 They put out their hands, all wet and rusty from the garden gate. But as Hans 
looked into Tonio's eyes, he bethought himself, a look of remorse came over his 
charming face. 
 "And I'll read Don Carlos pretty soon, too," he said quickly. "That bit about the 
king in his cabinet must be nuts." Then he took his bag under his arm and ran off through 
the front garden. Before he disappeared he turned and nodded once more. 
 And Tonio went off as though on wings. The wind was at his back; but it was not 
the wind alone that bore him along so lightly. 
 Hans would read Don Carlos, and then they would have something to talk about, 
and neither Irwin Immerthal nor another could join in. How well they understood each 
other! Perhaps- who knew?-some day he might even get Hans to write poetry!... No, no, 
that he did not ask. Hans must not become like Tonio, he must stop just as he was, so 
strong and bright, everybody loved him as he was, and Tonio most of all. But it would do 
him no harm to read Don Carlos.... Tonio passed under the squat old city gate, along by 
the harbour, and up the steep, wet, windy gabled street to his parents' house. His heart 
beat richly: longing was awake in it, and a gently envy; a faint contempt, and no little 
innocent bliss. 
 Ingeborg HoIm, blonde little Inge, the daughter of Dr. Holm, who lived on 
Market Square opposite the tall old Gothic fountain with its manifold spires-she it was 
Tonio Krager loved when he was sixteen years old. 
 Strange how things come about! He had seen her a thousand times; then one 
evening he saw her again; saw her in a certain light, talking with a friend in a certain 
saucy way, laughing and tossing her head; saw her lift her arm and smooth her back hair 
with her schoolgirl hand, that was by no means particularly fine or slender, in such a way 
that the thin white sleeve slipped down from her elbow; heard her speak a word or two, a 
quite indifferent phrase, but with a certain intonation, with a warm ring in her voice; and 
his heart throbbed with ecstasy, far stronger than that he had once felt when he looked at 
Hans Hansen long ago, when he was still a little, stupid boy. 
 That evening he carried away her picture in his eye: the thick blond plait, the 
longish, laughing blue eyes, the saddle of pale freckles across the nose. He could not go 
to sleep for hearing that ring in her voice; he tried in a whisper to imitate the tone in 
which she had uttered the commonplace phrase, and felt a shiver run through and through 
him. He knew by experience that this was love. And he was accurately aware that love 
would surely bring him much pain, affliction, and sadness, that it would certainly destroy 



his peace, filling his heart to overflowing with melodies which would be no good to him 
because he would never have the time or tranquillity to give them permanent form. 
 Yet he received this love with joy, surrendered himself to it, and cherished it with 
all the strength of his being; for he knew that love made one vital and rich, and he longed 
to be vital and rich, far more than he did to work tranquilly on anything to give it 
permanent form. 
 Tonio Kröger fell in love with merry Ingeborg Holm in Frau Consul Hustede's 
drawing-room on the evening when it was emptied of furniture for the weekly dancing-
class. It was a private class, attended only by members of the first families; it met by 
turns in the various parental houses to receive instruction from Knaak, the dancing-
master, who came from Hamburg expressly for the purpose. 
 François Knaak was his name, and what a man he was! 'J'ai l'honneur de me vous 
représenter," he would say, "mon nom est Knaak.... This is not said during the bowing, 
but after you have finished and are standing up straight again. In a low voice, but 
distinctly. Of course one does not need to introduce oneself in French every day in the 
week, but if you can do it correctly and faultlessly in French you are not likely to make a 
mistake when you do it in German." How marvellously the silky black frock-coat fitted 
his chubby hips! His trouser-legs fell down in soft folds upon his patent-leather pumps 
with their wide satin bows, and his brown eyes glanced about him with languid pleasure 
in their own beauty. 
 All this excess of self-confidence and good form was positively overpowering. He 
went trippingly-and nobody tripped like him, so elastically, so weavingly, rockingly, 
royally-up to the mistress of the house, made a bow, waited for a hand to be put forth. 
This vouchsafed, he gave murmurous voice to his gratitude, stepped buoyantly back, 
turned on his left foot, swiftly drawing the right one backwards on its toe-tip, and moved 
away, with his hips shaking. 
 When you took leave of a company you must go backwards out at the door; when 
you fetched a chair, you were not to shove it along the floor or clutch it by one leg; but 
gently, by the back, and set it down without a sound. When you stood, you were not to 
fold your hands on your tummy or seek with your tongue the corners of your mouth. If 
you did, Herr Knaak had a way of showing you how it looked that filled you with disgust 
for that particular gesture all the rest of your life. 
 This was deportment. As for dancing, Herr Knaak was, if possible, even more of a 
master at that. The salon was emptied of furniture and lighted by a gas-chandelier in the 
middle of the ceiling and candles on the mantel-shelf. The floor was strewn with talc, and 
the pupils stood about in a dumb semicircle. But in the next room, behind the portières, 
mothers and aunts sat on plush-upholstered chairs and watched Herr Knaak through their 
lorgnettes, as in little springs and hops, curtsying slightly, the hem of his frock-coat held 
up on each side by two fingers, he demonstrated the single steps of the mazurka. When he 
wanted to dazzle his audience completely he would suddenly and unexpectedly spring 
from the ground, whirling his two legs about each other with bewildering swiftness in the 
air, as it were trilling with them, and then, with a subdued bump, which nevertheless 
shook everything within him to its depths, return to earth. 
 "What an unmentionable monkey!" thought Tonio Kröger to himself. But he saw 
the absorbed smile on jolly little Inge's face as she followed Herr Knaak's movements; 
and that, though not that alone, roused in him something like admiration of all this 



wonderfully controlled corporeality. How tranquil, how imperturbable was Herr Knaak's 
gaze! His eyes did not plumb the depth of things to the place where life becomes complex 
and melancholy; they knew nothing save that they were beautiful brown eyes. But that 
was just why his bearing was so proud. To be able to walk like that, one must be stupid; 
then one was loved, then one was lovable. He could so well understand how it was that 
Inge, blonde, sweet little Inge, looked at Herr Knaak as she did. But would never a girl 
look at him like that? 
 Oh, yes, there would, and did. For instance, Magdalena Vermehren, Attorney 
Vermehren's daughter, with the gentle mouth and the great, dark, brilliant eyes, so serious 
and adoring. She often fell down in the dance; but when it was "ladies' choice" she came 
up to him; she knew he wrote verses and twice she had asked him to show them to her. 
She often sat at a distance, with drooping head, and gazed at him. He did not care. It was 
Inge he loved, blonde, jolly Inge, who most assuredly despised him for his poetic 
effusions... he looked at her, looked at her narrow blue eyes full of fun and mockery, and 
felt an envious longing; to be shut away from her like this, to be forever strangehe felt it 
in his breast, like a heavy, burning weight. 
 "First couple en avant," said Herr Knaak; and no words can tell how 
marvellocrsly he pronounced the nasal. They were to practise the quadrille, and to Tonio 
Kröger's profound alarm he found himself in the same set with Inge Hoim. He avoided 
her where he could, yet somehow was forever near her; kept his eyes away from her 
person and yet found his gaze ever on her. There she came, tripping up hand-in-hand with 
red-headed Ferdinand Matthiessen; she flung back her braid, drew a deep breath, and 
took her place opposite Tonio. Herr Heinzelmann, at the piano, laid bony hands upon the 
keys, Herr Knaak waved his arm, the quadrille began. 
 She moved to and fro before his eyes, forwards and back, pacing and swinging; he 
seemed to catch a fragrance from her hair or the folds of her thin white frock, and his 
eyes grew sadder and sadder. "I love you, dear, sweet Inge," he said to himself, and put 
into his words all the pain he felt to see her so intent upon the dance with not a thought of 
him. Some lines of an exquisite poem by Storm came into his mind: "I would sleep, but 
thou must dance." It seemed against all sense, and most depressing, that he must be 
dancing when he was in love.. 
 "First couple en avant," said Herr Knaak; it was the next figure. "Compliment! 
Moulinet des dames! Tour de main!" and he swallowed the silent e in the "de," with quite 
indescribable ease and grace. 
 "Second couple en avant!" This was Tonio Kröger and his partner. 
"Compliment!" And Tonio Kröger bowed. "Moulinet des dames!" And Tonio Kröger, 
with bent head and gloomy brows, laid his hand on those of the four ladies, on Ingeborg 
Hoim's hand, and danced the moulinet. 
 Roundabout rose a tittering and laughing. Herr Knaak took a ballet pose 
conventionally expressive of horror. "Oh, dear! Oh, dear!" he cried. "Stop! Stop! Kröger 
among the ladies! En arriêre, Fräulein Kröger, step back, ft donc! Everybody else 
understood it but you. Shoo! Get out! Get away!" He drew out his yellow silk 
handkerchief and flapped Tonic, Kröger back to his place. 
 Everyone laughed, the girls and the boys and the ladies beyond the portières; Herr 
Knaak had made something too utterly funny out of the little episode, it was as amusing 



as a play. But Herr Heinzelmann at the piano sat and waited, with a dry, business-like air, 
for a sign to go on; he was hardened against Herr Knaak's effects. 
 Then the quadrille went on. And the intermission followed. The parlourmaid 
came clinking in with a tray of wine-jelly glasses, the cook followed in her wake with a 
load of plum-cake. But Tonio Kröger stole away. He stole out into the corridor and stood 
there, his hands behind his back, in front of a window with the blind down. He never 
thought that one could not see through the blind and that it was absurd to stand there as 
though one were looking out. 
 For he was looking within, into himself, the theatre of so much pain and longing. 
Why, why was he here? Why was he not sitting by the window in his own room, reading 
Storm's Immensee and lifting his eyes to the twilight garden outside, where the old 
walnut tree moaned? That was the place for him! Others might dance, others bend their 
fresh and lively minds upon the pleasure in hand!... But no, no, after all, his place was 
here, where he could feel near Inge even although he stood lonely and aloof, seeking to 
distinguish the warm notes of her voice amid the buzzing, clattering, and laughter within. 
Oh, lovely Inge, blonde Inge of the narrow, laughing blue eyes! So lovely and laughing 
as you are one can only be if one does not read Immensee and never tries to write things 
like it. And that was just the tragedy! 
 Ah, she must come! She must notice where he had gone, must feel how he 
suffered! She must slip out to him, even pity must bring her, to lay her hand on his 
shoulder and say: "Do come back to us, ah, don't be sad-I love you, Tonio." He listened 
behind him and waited in frantic suspense. But not in the least. Such things did not 
happen on this earth. 
 Had she laughed at him too like all the others? Yes, she had, however gladly he 
would have denied it for both their sakes. And yet it was only because he had been so 
taken up with her that he had danced the moulinet des dames. Suppose he hadwhat did 
that matter? Had not a magazine accepted a poem of his a little while ago-even though 
the magazine had failed before his poem could be printed? The day was coming when he 
would be famous, when they would print everything he wrote; and then he would see if 
that made any impression on Inge Hoim! No, it would make no impression at all; that 
was just it. Magdalena Vermehren, who was always failing down in the dances, yes, she 
would be impressed. But never Ingeborg Hoim, never blue-eyed, laughing Inge. So what 
was the good of it? 
 Tonio Kröger's heart contracted painfully at the thought. To feel stirring within 
you the wonderful and melancholy play of strange forces and to be aware that those 
others you yearn for are blithely inaccessible to all that moves you-what a pain is this! 
And yet! He stood there aloof and alone, staring hopelessly at a drawn blind and making, 
in his distraction, as though he could look out. But yet he was happy. For he lived. His 
heart was full; hotly and sadly it beat for thee, Ingeborg Hoim, and his soul embraced thy 
blonde, simple, pert, commonplace little personality in blissful self-abnegation. 
 Often after that he stood thus, with burning cheeks, in lonely corners, whither the 
sound of music, the tinkling of glasses and fragrance of flowers came but faintly, and 
tried to distinguish the ringing tones of thy voice amid the distant happy din; stood 
suffering for thee-and still was happy! Often it angered him to think that he might talk 
with Magdalena Vermehren, who always fell down in the dance. She understood him, she 
laughed or was serious in the right places; while Inge the fair, let him sit never so near 



her, seemed remote and estranged, his speech not being her speech. And still-he was 
happy. For happiness, he told himself, is not in being loved-which is a satisfaction of the 
vanity and mingled with disgust. Happiness is in loving, and perhaps in snatching 
fugitive little approaches to the beloved object. And he took inward note of this thought, 
wrote it down in his mind; followed out all its implications and felt it to the depths of his 
soul. 
 "Faithfulness," thought Tonio Krager. "Yes, I will be faithful, I will love thee, 
Ingeborg, as long as I live!" He said this in the honesty of his intentions. And yet a still 
small voice whispered misgivings in his ear: after all, he had forgotten Hans Hansen 
utterly, even though he saw him every day! And the hateful, the pitiable fact was that this 
still, small, rather spiteful voice was right: time passed and the day came when Tonio 
Kröger was no longer so unconditionally ready as once he had been to die for the lively 
Inge, because he felt in himself desires and powers to accomplish in his own way a host 
of wonderful things in this world. 
 And he circled with watchful eye the sacrificial altar, where flickered the pure, 
chaste flame of his love; knelt before it and tended and cherished it in every way, because 
he so wanted to be faithful. And in a little while, unobservably, without sensation or stir, 
it went out after all. 
 But Tonio Kröger still stood before the cold altar, full of regret and dismay at the 
fact that faithfulness was impossible upon this earth. Then he shrugged his shoulders and 
went his way. 
 He went the way that go he must, a little idly, a little irregularly, whistling to 
himself, gazing into space with his head on one side; and if he went wrong it was because 
for some people there is no such thing as a right way. Asked what in the world he meant 
to become, he gave various answers, for he was used to say (and had even already written 
it) that he bore within himself the possibility of a thousand ways of life, together with the 
private conviction that they were all sheer impossibilities. 
 Even before he left the narrow streets of his native city, the threads that bound 
him to it had gently loosened. The old Kröger family gradually declined, and some 
people quite rightly considered Tonio Kröger's own existence and way of life as one of 
the signs of decay. His father's mother, the head of the family, had died, and not long 
after his own father followed, the tall, thoughtful, carefully dressed gentleman with the 
field-flower in his buttonhole. The great Kröger house, with all its stately tradition, came 
up for sale, and the firm was dissolved. Tonio's mother, his beautiful, fiery mother, who 
played the piano and mandolin so wonderfully and to whom nothing mattered at all, she 
married again after a year's time; married a musician, moreover, a virtuoso with an Italian 
name, and went away with him into remote blue distances. Tonio Kröger found this a 
little irregular, but who was he to call her to order, who wrote poetry himself and could 
not even give an answer when asked what he meant to do in life? 
 And so he left his native town and its tortuous, gabled streets with the damp wind 
whistling through them; left the fountain in the garden and the ancient walnut tree, 
familiar friends of his youth; left the sea too, that he loved so much, and felt no pain to 
go. For he was grown up and sensible and had come to realize how things stood with 
him; he looked down on the lowly and vulgar life he had led so long in these 
surroundings. 



 He surrendered utterly to the power that to him seemed the highest on earth, to 
whose service he felt called, which promised him elevation and honours: the power of 
intellect, the power of the Word, that lords it with a smile over the unconscious and 
inarticulate. To this power he surrendered with all the passion of youth, and it rewarded 
him with all it had to give, taking from him inexorably, in return, all that it is wont to 
take. 
 It sharpened his eyes and made him see through the large words which puff out 
the bosoms of mankind; it opened for him men's souls and his own, made him 
clairvoyant, showed him the inwardness of the world and the ultimate behind men's 
words and deeds. And all that he saw could be put in two words: the comedy and the 
tragedy of life. 
 And then, with knowledge, its torment and its arrogance, came solitude; because 
he could not endure the blithe and innocent with their darkened understanding, while they 
in turn were troubled by the sign on his brow. But his love of the word kept growing 
sweeter and sweeter, and his love of form; for he used to say (and had already said it in 
writing) that knowledge of the soul would unfailingly make us melancholy if the 
pleasures of expression did not keep us alert and of good cheer. 
 He lived in large cities and in the south, promising himself a luxuriant ripening of 
his art by southern suns; perhaps it was the blood of his mother's race that drew him 
thither. But his heart being dead and loveless, he fell into adventures of the flesh, 
descended into the depths of lust and searing sin, and suffering unspeakably thereby. It 
might have been his father in him, that tall, thoughtful, fastidiously dressed man with the 
wild flower in his buttonhole, that made him suffer so down there in the south; now and 
again he would feel a faint, yearning memory of a certain joy that was of the soul; once it 
had been his own, but now, in all his joys, he could not find it again. 
 Then he would be seized with disgust and hatred of the senses; pant after purity 
and seemly peace, while still he breathed the air of art, the tepid, sweet air of permanent 
spring, heavy with fragrance where it breeds and brews and burgeons in the mysterious 
bliss of creation. So for all result he was flung to and fro forever between two crass 
extremes: between icy intellect and scorching sense, and what with his pangs of 
conscience led an exhausting life, rare, extraordinary, excessive, which at bottom he, 
Tonio Kröger, despised. "What a labyrinth!" he sometimes thought. "How could I 
possibly have got into all these fantastic adventures? As though I had a wagonful of 
travelling gypsies for my ancestors!" 
 But as his health suffered from these excesses, so his artistry was sharpened; it 
grew fastidious, precious, raffiné, morbidly sensitive in questions of tact and taste, rasped 
by the banal. His first appearance in print elicited much applause; there was joy among 
the elect, for it was a good and workmanlike performance, full of humour and 
acquaintance with pain. In no long time his name-the same by which his masters had 
reproached him, the same he had signed to his earliest verses on the walnut tree and the 
fountain and the sea, those syllables compact of the north and the south, that good 
middle-class name with the exotic twist to it-became a synonym for excellence; for the 
painful thoroughness of the experiences he had gone through, combined with a tenacious 
ambition and a persistent industry, joined battle with the irritable fastidiousness of his 
taste and under grinding torments issued in work of a quality quite uncommon. 



 He worked, not like a man who works that he may live; but as one who is bent on 
doing nothing but work; having no regard for himself as a human being but only as a 
creator; moving about grey and unobtrusive among his fellows like an actor without his 
make-up, who counts for nothing as soon as he stops representing something else. He 
worked withdrawn out of sight and sound of the small fry, for whom he felt nothing but 
contempt, because to them a talent was a social asset like another; who, whether they 
were poor or not, went about ostentatiously shabby or else flaunted startling cravats, all 
the time taking jolly good care to amuse themselves, to be artistic and charming without 
the smallest notion of the fact that good work only comes out under pressure of a bad life; 
that he who lives does not work; that one must die to life in order to be utterly a creator. 
 "Shall I disturb you?" asked Tonio Kröger on the threshold of the atelier. He held 
his hat in his hand and bowed with some ceremony, although Lisabeta Ivanovna was a 
good friend of his, to whom he told all his troubles. 
 "Mercy on you, Tonio Krager! Don't be so formal," answered she, with her lilting 
intonation. "Everybody knows you were taught good manners in your nursery." She 
transferred her brush to her left hand, that held the palette, reached him her right, and 
looked him in the face, smiling and shaking her head. 
 "Yes, but you are working," he said. "Let's see. Oh, you've been getting on," and 
he looked at the colour-sketches leaning against chairs at both sides of the easel and from 
them to the large canvas covered with a square linen mesh, where the first patches of 
colour were beginning to appear among the confused and schematic lines of the charcoal 
sketch. 
 This was in Munich, in a back building in Schellingstrasse, several storeys up. 
Beyond the wide window facing the north were blue sky, sunshine, birds twittering; the 
young sweet breath of spring streaming through an open pane mingled with the smells of 
paint and fixative. The afternoon light, bright golden, flooded the spacious emptiness of 
the atelier; it made no secret of the bad flooring or the rough table under the window, 
covered with little bottles, tubes, and brushes; it illumined the Unframed studies on the 
unpapered walls, the torn silk screen that shut off a charmingly furnished little living-
corner near the door; it shone upon the inchoate work on the easel, upon the artist and the 
poet there before it. 
 She was about the same age as himself-slightly past thirty. She sat there on a low 
stool, in her dark-blue apron, and leant her chin in her hand. Her brown hair, compactly 
dressed, already a little grey at the sides, was parted in the middle and waved over the 
temples, framing a sensitive, sympathetic, darkskinned face, which was Slavic in its 
facial structure, with flat nose, strongly accentuated cheek-bones, and little bright black 
eyes. She sat there measuring her work with her head on one side and her eyes screwed 
up; her features were drawn with a look of misgiving, almost of vexation. 
 He stood beside her, his right hand on his hip, with the other furiously twirling his 
brown moustache. His dress, reserved in cut and a soothing shade of grey, was 
punctilious and dignified to the last degree. He was whistling softly to himself, in the way 
he had, and his slanting brows were gathered in a frown. The dark-brown hair was parted 
with severe correctness, but the laboured forehead beneath showed a nervous twitching, 
and the chiselled southern features were sharpened as though they had been gone over 
again with a graver's tool. And yet the mouthhow gently curved it was, the chin how 
softly formed!... After a little he drew his hand across his brow and eyes and turned away. 



 "I ought not to have come," he said. 
 "And why not, Tonio Kröger?" 
 "I've just got up from my desk, Lisabeta, and inside my head it looks just the way 
it does on this canvas. A scaffolding, a faint first draft smeared with corrections and a few 
splotches of col- our; yes, and I come up here and see the same thing. And the same 
conflict and contradiction in the air," he went on, sniffing, "that has been torturing me at 
home. It's extraordinary. If you are possessed by an idea, you find it expressed 
everywhere, you even smell it. Fixative and the breath of spring; art and-what? Don't say 
nature, Lisabeta, 'nature' isn't exhausting. Ah, no, I ought to have gone for a walk, though 
it's doubtful if it would have made me feel better. Five minutes ago, not far from here, I 
met a man I know, Adalbert, the novelist. 'God damn the spring!' says he in the 
aggressive way he has. 'It is and always has been the most ghastly time of the year. Can 
you get hold of a single sensible idea, Kröger? Can you sit still and work out even the 
smallest effect, when your blood tickles till it's positively indecent and you are teased by 
a whole host of irrelevant sensations that when you look at them turn out to be 
unworkable trash? For my part, I am going to a café. A café is neutral territory, the 
change of the seasons doesn't affect it; it represents, so to speak, the detached and 
elevated sphere of the literary man, in which one is only capable of refined ideas.' And he 
went into the café... and perhaps I ought to have gone with him." 
 Lisabeta was highly entertained. 
 "I like that, Tonio Kröger. That part about the indecent tickling is good. And he is 
right too, in a way, for spring is really not very conducive to work. But now listen. Spring 
or no spring, I will just finish this little place-work out this little effect, as your friend 
Adalbert would say. Then we'll go into the 'salon' and have tea, and you can talk yourself 
out, for I can perfectly well see you are too full for utterance. Will you just compose 
yourself somewhere-on that chest, for instance, if you are not afraid for your aristocratic 
garments-" 
 "Oh, leave my clothes alone, Lisabeta Ivanovna! Do you want me to go about in a 
ragged velveteen jacket or a red waistcoat? Every artist is as bohemian as the deuce, 
inside! Let him at least wear proper clothes and behave outwardly like a respectable 
being. No, I am not too full for utterance," he said as he watched her mixing her paints. 
"I've told you, it is only that I have a problem and a conflict, that sticks in my mind and 
disturbs me at my work.... Yes, what was it we were just saying? We were talking about 
Adalbert, the novelist, that stout and forthright man. 'Spring is the most ghastly time of 
the year,' says he, and goes into a café. A man has to know what he needs, eh? Well, you 
see he's not the only one; the spring makes me nervous, too; I get dazed with the 
triflingness and sacredness of the memories and feelings it evokes; only that I don't 
succeed in looking down on it; for the truth is it makes me ashamed; I quail before its 
sheer naturalness and triumphant youth. And I don't know whether I should envy 
Adalbert or despise him for his ignorance.... 
 "Yes, it is true; spring is a bad time for work; and why? Because we are feeling 
too much. Nobody but a beginner imagines that he who creates must feel. Every real and 
genuine artist smiles at such naïve blunders as that. A melancholy enough smile, perhaps, 
but still a smile. For what an artist talks about is never the main point; it is the raw 
material, in and for itself indifferent, out of which, with bland and serene mastery, he 
creates the work of art. If you care too much about what you have to say, if your heart is 



too much in it, you can be pretty sure of making a mess. You get pathetic, you wax 
sentimental; something dull and doddering, without roots or outlines, with no sense of 
humour-something tiresome and banal grows under your hand, and you get nothing out of 
it but apathy in your audience and disappointment and misery in yourself. For so it is, 
Lisabeta; feeling, warm, heartfelt feeling, is always banal and futile; only the irritations 
and icy ecstasies of the artist's corrupted nervous system are artistic. The artist must be 
unhuman, extra-human; he must stand in a queer aloof relationship to our humanity; only 
so is he in a position, I ought to say only so would he be tempted, to represent it, to 
present it, to portray it to good effect. The very gift of style, of form and expression, is 
nothing else than this cool and fastidious attitude towards humanity; you might say there 
has to be this impoverishment and devastation as a preliminary condition. For sound 
natural feeling, say what you like, has no taste. It is all up with the artist as soon as he 
becomes a man and begins to feel. Adalbert knows that; that's why he betook himself to 
the café, the neutral territory-God help him!" 
 "Yes, God help him, Batuschka," said Lisabeta, as she washed her hands in a tin 
basin. "You don't need to follow his example." 
 "No, Lisabeta, I am not going to; and the only reason is that I am now and again 
in a position to feel a little ashamed of the springtime of my art. You see sometimes I get 
letters from strangers, full of praise and thanks and admiration from people whose 
feelings I have touched. I read them and feel touched myself at these warm if ungainly 
emotions I have called up; a sort of pity steals over me at this naïve enthusiasm; and I 
positively blush at the thought of how these good people would freeze up if they were to 
get a look behind the scenes. What they, in their innocence, cannot comprehend is that a 
properly constituted, healthy, decent man never writes, acts, or composes-all of which 
does not hinder me from using his admiration for my genius to goad myself on; nor from 
taking it in deadly earnest and aping the airs of a great man. Oh, don't talk to me, 
Lisabeta. I tell you I am sick to death of depicting humanity without having any part or 
lot in it.... Is an artist a male, anyhow? Ask the females! It seems to me we artists are all 
of us something like those unsexed papal singers... we sing like angels; but-.-" 
 "Shame on you, Tonio Kröger. But come to tea. The water is just on the boil, and 
here are some papyros. You were talking about singing soprano, do go on. But really you 
ought to be ashamed of yourself. If I did not know your passionate devotion to your 
calling and how proud you are of it-" 
 "Don't talk about 'calling,' Lisabeta Ivanovna. Literature is not a calling, it is a 
curse, believe me! When does one begin to feel the curse? Early, horribly early. At a time 
when one ought by rights still to be living in peace and harmony with God and the world. 
It begins by your feeling yourself set apart, in a curious sort of opposition to the nice, 
regular people; there is a gulf of ironic sensibility, of knowledge, scepticism, 
disagreement between you and the others; it grows deeper and deeper, you realize that 
you are alone; and from then on any rapprochement is simply hopeless! What a fate! That 
is, if you still have enough heart, enough warmth of affections, to feel how frightful it 
is!... Your self-consciousness is kindled, because you among thousands feel the sign on 
your brow and know that everyone else sees it. I once knew an actor, a man of genius, 
who had to struggle with a morbid self-consciousness and instability. When he had no 
role to play, nothing to represent, this man, consummate artist but impoverished human 
being, was overcome by an exaggerated consciousness of his ego. A genuine artist-not 



one who has taken up art as a profession like another, but artist foreordained and damned-
you can pick out, without boasting very sharp perceptions, out of a group of men. The 
sense of being set apart and not belonging, of being known and observed, something both 
regal and incongruous shows in his face. You might see something of the same sort on 
the features of a prince walking through a crowd in ordinary clothes. But no civilian 
clothes are any good here, Lisabeta. You can disguise yourself, you can dress up like an 
attaché or a lieutenant of the guard on leave; you hardly need to give a glance or speak a 
word before everyone knows you are not a human being, but something else: something 
queer, different, inimical. 
 "But what is it, to be an artist? Nothing shows up the general human dislike of 
thinking, and man's innate craving to be comfortable, better than his attitude to this 
question. When these worthy people are affected by a work of art, they say humbly that 
that sort of thing is a 'gift.' And because in their innocence they assume that beautiful and 
uplifting results must have beautiful and uplifting causes, they never dream that the 'gift' 
in question is a very dubious affair and rests upon extremely sinister foundations. 
Everybody knows that artists are 'sensitive' and easily wounded; just as everybody knows 
that ordinary people, with a normal bump of self-confidence, are not. Now you see, 
Lisabeta, I cherish at the bottom of my soul all the scorn and suspicion of the artist 
gentry-translated into terms of the intellectual-that my upright old forbears there on the 
Baltic would have felt for any juggler or mountebank that entered their houses. 
 Listen to this. I know a banker, grey-haired business man, who has a gift for 
writing stories. He employs this gift in his idle hours, and some of his stories are of the 
first rank. But despiteI say despite-this excellent gift his withers are by no means 
unwrung: on the contrary, he has had to serve a prison sentence, on anything but trifling 
grounds. Yes, it was actually first in prison that he became conscious of his gift, and his 
experiences as a convict are the main theme in all his works. One might be rash enough 
to conclude that a man has to be at home in some kind of jail in order to become a poet. 
But can you escape the suspicion that the source and essence of his being an artist had 
less to do with his life in prison than they had with the reasons that brought him there? A 
banker who writes-that is a rarity, isn't it? But a banker who isn't a criminal, who is 
irreproachably respectable, and yet writes-he doesn't exist. Yes, you are laughing, and yet 
I am more than half serious. No problem, none in the world, is more tormenting than this 
of the artist and his human aspect. Take the most miraculous case of all, take the most 
typical and therefore the most powerful of artists, take such a morbid and profoundly 
equivocal work as Tristan and Isolde, and look at the effect it has on a healthy young man 
of thoroughly normal feelings. Exaltation, encouragement, warm, downright enthusiasm, 
perhaps incitement to 'artistic' creation of his own. Poor young dilettante! In us artists it 
looks fundamentally different from what he wots of, with his 'warm heart' and 'honest 
enthusiasm.' I've seen women and youths go mad over artists... and I knew about them...! 
The origin, the accompanying phenomena, and the conditions of the artist lifegood Lord, 
what I haven't observed about them, over and over!" 
 "Observed, Tonio Kröger? If I may ask, only 'observed'?" 
 He was silent, knitting his oblique brown brows and whistling softly to himself. 
 "Let me have your cup, Tonio. The tea is weak. And take another cigarette. Now, 
you perfectly know that you are looking at things as they do not necessarily have to be 
looked at...." 



 "That is Horatio's answer, dear Lisabeta. ' 
 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so.' ". 
 "I mean, Tonio Kröger, that one can consider them just exactly as well from 
another side. I am only a silly painting female, and if I can contradict you at all, if I can 
defend your own profession a little against you, it is not by saying anything new, but 
simply by reminding you of some things you very well know yourself: of the purifying 
and healing influence of letters, the subduing of the passions by knowledge and 
eloquence; literature as the guide to understanding, forgiveness, and love, the redeeming 
power of the word, literary art as the noblest manifestation of the human mind, the poet 
as the most highly developed of human beings, the poet as saint. Is it to consider things 
not curiously enough, to consider them so?" 
 "You may talk like that, Lisabeta Ivanovna, you have a perfect right. And with 
reference to Russian literature, and the words of your poets, one can really worship them; 
they really come close to being that elevated literature you are talking about. But I am not 
ignoring your objections, they are part of the things I have in my mind today.... Look at 
me, Lisabeta. I don't look any too cheerful, do I? A little old and tired and pinched, eh? 
Well, now to come back to the 'knowledge.' Can't you imagine a man, born orthodox, 
mild-mannered, well-meaning, a bit sentimental, just simply over-stimulated by his 
psychological clairvoyance, and going to the dogs? Not to let the sadness of the world 
unman you; to read, mark, learn, and put to account even the most torturing things and to 
be of perpetual good cheer, in the sublime consciousness of moral superiority over the 
horrible invention of existence-yes, thank you! But despite all the joys of expression once 
in a while the thing gets on your nerves. 'Tout comprendre c'est tout pardonner. 'I don't 
know about that. There is something I call being sick of knowledge, Lisabeta; when it is 
enough for you to see through a thing in order to be sick to death of it, and not in the least 
in a forgiving mood. Such was the case of Hamlet the Dane, that typical literary man. He 
knew what it meant to be called to knowledge without being born to it. To see things 
clear, if even through your tears, to recognize, notice, observe-and have to put it all down 
with a smile, at the very moment when hands are clinging, and lips meeting, and the 
human gaze is blinded with feeling-it is infamous, Lisabeta, it is indecent, outrageous-but 
what good does it do to be outraged? 
 "Then another and no less charming side of the thing, of course, is your ennui, 
your indifferent and ironic attitude towards truth. It is a fact that there is no society in the 
world so dumb and hopeless as a circle of literary people who are hounded to death as it 
is. All knowledge is old and tedious to them. Utter some truth that it gave you 
considerable youthful joy to conquer and possess-and they will all chortle at you for your 
naïveté. Oh, yes, Lisabeta, literature is a wearing job. In human society, I do assure you, a 
reserved and sceptical man can be taken for stupid, whereas he is really only arrogant and 
perhaps lacks courage. So much for 'knowledge.' Now for the 'Word.' It isn't so much a 
matter of the 'redeeming power' as it is of putting your emotions on ice and serving them 
up chilled! Honestly, don't you think there's a good deal of cool cheek in the prompt and 
superficial way a writer can get rid of his feelings by turning them into literature? If your 
heart is too full, if you are overpowered with the emotions of some sweet or exalted 
momentnothing simpler! Go to the literary man, he will put it all straight for you 
instanter. He will analyse and formulate your affair, label it and express it and discuss it 
and polish it off and make you indifferent to it for time and eternity-and not charge you a 



farthing. You will go home quite relieved, cooled off, enlightened; and wonder what it 
was all about and why you were so mightily moved. And will you seriously enter the lists 
in behalf of this vain and frigid charlatan? What is uttered, so runs this credo, is finished 
and done with. If the whole world could be expressed, it would be saved, finished and 
done.... Well and good. But I am not a nihilist-" 
 "You are not a-" said Lisabeta.... She was lifting a teaspoonful of tea to her mouth 
and paused in the act to stare at him. 
 "Come, come, Lisabeta, what's the matter? I say I am not a nihilist, with respect, 
that is, to lively feeling. You see, the literary man does not understand that life may go on 
living, Un- ashamed, even after it has been expressed and therewith finished. No matter 
how much it has been redeemed by becoming literature, it keeps right on sinning-for all 
action is sin in the mind's eye- "I'm nearly done, Lisabeta. Please listen. I love life-this is 
an admission. I present it to you, you may have it. I have never made it to anyone else. 
People say-people have even written and printed-that I hate life, or fear or despise or 
abominate it. I liked to hear this, it has always flattered me; but that does not make it true. 
I love life. You smile; and I know why, Lisabeta. But I implore you not to take what I am 
saying for literature. Don't think of Csar Borgia or any drunken philosophy that has him 
for a standard-bearer. He is nothing to me, your Csar Borgia. I have no opinion of him, 
and I shall never comprehend how one can honour the extraordinary and dmonic as an 
ideal. No, life as the eternal antinomy of mind and art does not represent itself to us as a 
vision of savage greatness and ruthless beauty; we who are set apart and different do not 
conceive it as, like us, unusual; it is the normal, respectable, and admirable that is the 
kingdom of our longing: life, in all its seductive banality! That man is very far from being 
an artist, my dear, whose last and deepest enthusiasm is the raffiné, the eccentric and 
satanic; who does not know a longing for the innocent, the simple, and the living, for a 
little friendship, devotion, familiar human happiness-the gnawing, surreptitious 
hankering, Lisabeta, for the bliss of the commonplace.. 
 "A genuine human friend. Believe me, I should be proud and happy to possess a 
friend among men. But up to now all the friends I have had have been daemons, kobolds, 
impious monsters, and spectres dumb with excess of knowledge-that is to say, literary 
men. 
 "I may be standing upon some platform, in some hall in front of people who have 
come to listen to me. And I find myself looking round among my hearers, I catch myself 
secretly peering about the auditorium, and all the while I am thinking who it is that has 
come here to listen to me, whose grateful applause is in my ears, with whom my art is 
making me one.... I do not find what I seek, Lisabeta, I find the herd. The same old 
community, the same old gathering of early Christians, so to speak: people with fine 
souls in uncouth bodies, people who are always falling down in the dance, if you know 
what I mean; the kind to whom poetry serves as a sort of mild revenge on life. Always 
and only the poor and suffering, never any of the others, the blue-eyed ones, Lisabeta-
they do not need mind. 
 "And, after all, would it not be a lamentable lack of logic to want it otherwise? It 
is against all sense to love life and yet bend all the powers you have to draw it over to 
your own side, to the side of finesse and melancholy and the whole sickly aristocracy of 
letters. The kingdom of art increases and that of health and innocence declines on this 
earth. What there is left of it ought to be carefully preserved; one ought not to tempt 



people to read poetry who would much rather read books about the instantaneous 
photography of horses. 
 "For, after all, what more pitiable sight is there than life led astray by art? We 
artists have a consummate contempt for the dilettante, the man who is leading a living life 
and yet thinks he can be an artist too if he gets the chance. I am speaking from personal 
experience, I do assure you. Suppose I am in a company in a good house, with eating and 
drinking going on, and plenty of conversation and good feeling: I am glad and grateful to 
be able to lose myself among good regular people for a while. Then all of a sudden-I am 
thinking of something that actually happened-an officer gets up, a lieutenant, a stout, 
good-looking chap, whom I could never have believed guilty of any conduct unbecoming 
his uniform, and actually in good set terms asks the company's permission to read some 
verses of his own composition. Everybody looks disconcerted, they laugh and tell him to 
go on, and he takes them at their word and reads from a sheet of paper he has up to now 
been hiding in his coat-tail pocketsomething about love and music, as deeply felt as it is 
inept. But I ask you: a lieutenant! A man of the world! He surely did not need to.... Well, 
the inevitable result is long faces, silence, a little artificial applause, everybody 
thoroughly uncomfortable. The first sensation I am conscious of is guilt-I feel partly re- 
sponsible for the disturbance this rash youth has brought upon the company; and no 
wonder, for I, as a member of the same guild, am a target for some of the unfriendly 
glances. But next minute I realize something else: this man for whom just now I felt the 
greatest respect has suddenly sunk in my eyes. I feel a benevolent pity. Along with some 
other brave and good-natured gentlemen I go up and speak to him. 'Congratulations, Herr 
Lieutenant,' I say, 'that is a very pretty talent you have. It was charming.' And I am within 
an ace of clapping him on the shoulder. But is that the way one is supposed to feel 
towards a lieutenant-benevolent?... It was his own fault. There he stood, suffering 
embarrassment for the mistake of thinking that one may pluck a single leaf from the 
laurel tree of art without paying for it with his life. No, there I go with my colleague, the 
convict banker-but don't you find, Lisabeta, that I have quite a Hamlet-like flow of 
oratory today?" 
 "Are you done, Tonio Kröger?" 
 "No. But there won't be any more." 
 "And quite enough too. Are you expecting a reply?" 
 "Have you one ready?" 
 "I should say. I have listened to you faithfully, Tonio, from beginning to end, and 
I will give you the answer to everything you have said this afternoon and the solution of 
the problem that has been upsetting you. Now: the solution is that you, as you sit there, 
are, quite simply, a bourgeois." 
 "Am I?" he asked a little crestfallen. 
 "Yes, that hits you hard, it must. So I will soften the judgment just a little. You are 
a bourgeois on the wrong path, a bourgeois manqué." 
 Silence. Then he got up resolutely and took his hat and stick. 
 "Thank you, Lisabeta Ivanovna; now I can go home in peace. I am expressed." 
 Towards autumn Tonio Kröger said to Lisabeta Ivanovna: "Well, Lisabeta, I think 
I'll be off. I need a change of air. I must get away, out into the open." 
 "Well, well, well, little Father! Does it please your Highness to go down to Italy 
again?" 



 "Oh, get along with your Italy, Lisabeta. I'm fed up with Italy, I spew it out of my 
mouth. It's a long time since I imagined I could belong down there. Art, eh? Blue-velvet 
sky, ardent wine, the sweets of sensuality. In short, I don't want it-I decline with thanks. 
The whole bellezza business makes me nervous. All those frightfully animated people 
down there with their black animallike eyes; I don't like them either. These Romance 
peoples have no soul in their eyes. No, I'm going to take a trip to Denmark." 
 "To Denmark?" 
 "Yes. I'm quite sanguine of the results. I happen never to have been there, though 
I lived all my youth so close to it. Still I have always known and loved the country. I 
suppose I must have this northern tendency from my father, for my mother was really 
more for the bellezza, in so far, that is, as she cared very much one way or the other. But 
just take the books that are written up there, that clean, meaty, whimsical Scandinavian 
literature. Lisabeta, there's nothing like it, I love it. Or take the Scandinavian meals, those 
incomparable meals, which can only be digested in strong sea air (I don't know whether I 
can digest them in any sort of air); I know them from my home too, because we ate that 
way up there. Take even the names, the given names that people rejoice in up north; we 
have a good many of them in my part of the country too: Ingeborg, for instance, isn't it 
the purest poetry-like a harp-tone? And then the sea-up there it's the Baltic!... In a word, I 
am going, Lisabeta, I want to see the Baltic again and read the books and hear the names 
on their native heath; I want to stand on the terrace at Kronberg, where the ghost 
appeared to Hamlet, bringing despair and death to that poor, noble-souled youth... 
 "How are you going, Tonio, if I may ask? What route are you taking?" 
 "The usual one," he said, shrugging his shoulders, and blushed perceptibly. "Yes, 
I shall touch my-my point of departure, Lisabeta, after thirteen years, and that may turn 
out rather funny." 
 She smiled. 
 "That is what I wanted to hear, Tonio Kröger. Well, be off, then, in God's name. 
Be sure to write to me, do you hear? I shall expect a letter full of your experiences in-
Denmark." 
 And Tonio Kröger travelled north. He travelled in comfort (for he was wont to 
say that anyone who suffered inwardly more than other people had a right to a little 
outward ease); and he did not stay until the towers of the little town he had left rose up in 
the grey air. Among them he made a short and singular stay. 
 The dreary afternoon was merging into evening when the train pulled into the 
narrow, reeking shed, so marvellously familiar. The volumes of thick smoke rolled up to 
the dirty glass roof and wreathed to and fro there in long tatters, just as they had, long 
ago, on the day when Tonio Kröger, with nothing but derision in his heart, had left his 
native town.-He arranged to have his luggage sent to his hotel and walked out of the 
station. 
 There were the cabs, those enormously high, enormously wide black cabs drawn 
by two horses, standing in a rank. He did not take one, he only looked at them, as he 
looked at everything: the narrow gables, and the pointed towers peering above the roofs 
close at hand; the plump, fair, easy-going populace, with their broad yet rapid speech. 
And a nervous laugh mounted in him, mysteriously akin to a sob.-He walked on, slowly, 
with the damp wind constantly in his face, across the bridge, with the mythological 
statues on the railings, and some distance along the harbour. 



 Good Lord, how tiny and close it all seemed! The comical little gabled streets 
were climbing up just as of yore from the port to the town! And on the ruffled waters the 
smoke-stacks and masts of the ships dipped gently in the wind and twilight. Should he go 
up that next street, leading, he knew, to a certain house? No, tomorrow. He was too 
sleepy. His head was heavy from the journey, and slow, vague trains of thought passed 
through his mind. 
 Sometimes in the past thirteen years, when he was suffering from indigestion, he 
had dreamed of being back home in the echoing old house in the steep, narrow street. His 
father had been there too, and reproached him bitterly for his dissolute manner of life, 
and this, each time, he had found quite as it should be. And now the present refused to 
distinguish itself in any way from one of those tantalizing dream-fabrications in which 
the dreamer asks himself if this be delusion or reality and is driven to decide for the latter, 
only to wake up after all in the end.... He paced through the half-empty streets with his 
head inclined against the wind, moving as though in his sleep in the direction of the hotel, 
the first hotel in the town, where he meant to sleep. A bow-legged man, with a pole at the 
end of which burned a tiny fire, walked before him with a rolling, seafaring gait and 
lighted the gas-lamps. 
 What was at the bottom of this? What was it burning darkly beneath the ashes of 
his fatigue, refusing to burst out into a clear blaze? Hush, hush, only no talk. Only don't 
make words! He would have liked to go on so, for a long time, in the wind, through the 
dusky, dreamily familiar streets-but everything was so little and close together here. You 
reached your goal at once. 
 In the upper town there were arc-lamps, just lighted. There was the hotel with the 
two black lions in front of it; he had been afraid of them as a child. And there they were, 
still looking at each other as though they were about to sneeze; only they seemed to have 
grown much smaller. Tonio Kröger passed between them into the hotel. 
 As he came on foot, he was received with no great ceremony. There was a porter, 
and a lordly gentleman dressed in black, to do the honours; the latter, shoving back his 
cuffs with his little fingers, measured him from the crown of his head to the soles of his 
boots, obviously with intent to place him, to assign him to his proper category socially 
and hierarchically speaking and then mete out the suitable degree of courtesy. He seemed 
not to come to any clear decision and compromised on a moderate display of politeness. 
A mild-mannered waiter with yellow-white side-whiskers, in a dress suit shiny with age, 
and rosettes on his soundless shoes, led him up two flights into a clean old room 
furnished in patriarchal style. Its windows gave on a twilit view of courts and gables, 
very medivaI and picturesque, with the fantastic bulk of the old church close by. Tonio 
Kröger stood awhile before this window; then he sat down on the wide sofa, crossed his 
arms, drew down his brows, and whistled to himself. 
 Lights were brought and his luggage came up. The mildmannered waiter laid the 
hotel register on the table, and Tonio Kröger, his head on one side, scrawled something 
on it that might be taken for a name, a station, and a place of origin. Then he ordered 
supper and went on gazing into space from his sofacorner. When it stood before him he 
let it wait long untouched, then took a few bites and walked up and down an hour in his 
room, stopping from time to time and closing his eyes. Then he very slowly undressed 
and went to bed. He slept long and had curiously confused and ardent dreams. 



 It was broad day when he woke. Hastily he recalled where he was and got up to 
draw the curtains; the pale-blue sky, already with a hint of autumn, was streaked with 
frayed and tattered cloud; still, above his native city the sun was shining. 
 He spent more care than usual upon his toilette, washed and shaved and made 
himself fresh and immaculate as though about to call upon some smart family where a 
well-dressed and flawless appearance was de rigueur; and while occupied in this wise he 
listened to the anxious beating of his heart. 
 How bright it was outside! He would have liked better a twilight air like 
yesterday's, instead of passing through the streets in the broad sunlight, under 
everybody's eye. Would he meet people he knew, be stopped and questioned and have to 
submit to be asked how he had spent the last thirteen years? No, thank goodness, he was 
known to nobody here; even if anybody remembered him, it was unlikely he would be 
recognized-for certainly he had changed in the meantime! He surveyed himself in the 
glass and felt a sudden sense of security behind his mask, behind his work-worn face, that 
was older than his years.... He sent for breakfast, and after that he went out; he passed 
under the disdainful eye of the porter and the gentleman in black, through the vestibule 
and between the two lions, and so into the street. 
 Where was he going? He scarcely knew. It was the same as yesterday. Hardly was 
he in the midst of this long-familiar scene, this stately conglomeration of gables, turrets, 
arcades, and fountains, hardly did he feel once more the wind in his face, that strong 
current wafting a faint and pungent aroma from far-off dreams, when the same mistiness 
laid itself like a veil about his senses.... The muscles of his face relaxed, and he looked at 
men and things with a look grown suddenly calm. Perhaps right there, on that street 
corner, he might wake up after all.. 
 Where was he going? It seemed to him the direction he took had a connection 
with his sad and strangely rueful dreams of the night.... He went to Market Square, under 
the vaulted arches of the Rathaus, where the butchers were weighing out their wares red-
handed, where the tall old Gothic fountain stood with its manifold spires. He paused in 
front of a house, a plain narrow building, like many another, with a fretted baroque gable; 
stood there lost in contemplation. He read the plate on the door, his eyes rested a little 
while on each of the windows. Then slowly he turned away. 
 Where did he go? Towards home. But he took a roundabout way outside the 
walls-for he had plenty of time. He went over the Millwall and over the Holstenwall, 
clutching his hat, for the wind was rushing and moaning through the trees. He left the 
wall near the station, where he saw a train puffing busily past, idly counted the coaches, 
and looked after the man who sat perched upon the last. In the Lindenplatz he stopped at 
one of the pretty villas, peered long into the garden and up at the windows, lastly 
conceived the idea of swinging the gate to and fro upon its hinges till it creaked. Then he 
looked awhile at his moist, rust-stained hand and went on, went through the squat old 
gate, along the harbour, and up the steep, windy street to his parents' house. 
 It stood aloof from its neighbors, its gable towering above them; grey and sombre, 
as it had stood these three hundred years; and Tonio Kröger read the pious, half-illegible 
motto above the entrance. Then he drew a long breath and went in. 
 His heart gave a throb of fear, lest his father might come out of one of the doors 
on the ground floor, in his office coat, with the pen behind his ear, and take him to task 
for his excesses. He would have found the reproach quite in order; but he got past 



unchidden. The inner door was ajar, which appeared to him reprehensible though at the 
same time he felt as one does in certain broken dreams, where obstacles melt away of 
themselves, and one presses onward in marvellous favour with fortune. The wide entry, 
paved with great square flags, echoed to his tread. Opposite the silent kitchen was the 
curious projecting structure, of rough boards, but cleanly varnished, that had been the 
servants' quarters. It was quite high up and could only be reached by a sort of ladder from 
the entry. But the great cupboards and carven presses were gone. The son of the house 
climbed the majestic staircase, with his hand on the whiteenamelled, fret-work 
balustrade. At each step he lifted his hand, and put it down again with the next as though 
testing whether he could call back his ancient familiarity with the stout old railing.... But 
at the landing of the entresol he stopped. For on the entrance door was a white plate; and 
on it in black letters he read: "Public Library." 
 "Public Library?" thought Tonio Kröger. What were either literature or the public 
doing here? He knocked... heard a "come in," and obeying it with gloomy suspense gazed 
upon a scene of most unhappy alteration. 
 The storey was three rooms deep, and all the doors stood open. The walls were 
covered nearly all the way up with long rows of books in uniform bindings, standing in 
dark-coloured bookcases. In each room a poor creature of a man sat writing behind a sort 
of counter. The farthest two just turned their heads, but the nearest got up in haste and, 
leaning with both hands on the table, stuck out his head, pursed his lips, lifted his brows, 
and looked at the visitor with eagerly blinking eyes. 
 "I beg pardon," said Tonio Kröger without turning his eyes from the book-
shelves. "I am a stranger here, seeing the sights. 
 So this is your Public Library? May I examine your collection a little?" 
 "Certainly, with pleasure," said the official, blinking still more violently. "It is 
open to everybody.... Pray look about you. Should you care for a catalogue?" 
 "No, thanks," answered Tonio Kröger, "I shall soon find my way about." And he 
began to move slowly along the walls, with the appearance of studying the rows of 
books. After a while he took down a volume, opened it, and posted himself at the 
window. 
 This was the breakfast-room. They had eaten here in the morning instead of in the 
big dining-room upstairs, with its white statues of gods and goddesses standing out 
against the blue walls.... Beyond there had been a bedroom, where his father's mother had 
died-only after a long struggle, old as she was, for she had been of a pleasure-loving 
nature and clung to life. And his father too had drawn his last breath in the same room; 
that tall, correct, slightly melancholy and pensive gentleman with the wild flower in his 
buttonhole.... Tonio had sat at the foot of his death-bed, quite given over to unutterable 
feelings of love and grief. His mother had knelt at the bedside, his lovely, fiery mother, 
dissolved in hot tears, and after that she had withdrawn with her artist into the far blue 
south.... And beyond still, the small third room, likewise full of books and presided over 
by a shabby man-that had been for years on end his own. Thither he had come after 
school and a walk-like today's; against that wall his table had stood with the drawer 
where he had kept his first clumsy, heartfelt attempts at verse.... The walnut tree a pang 
went through him. He gave a sidewise glance out at the window. The garden lay desolate, 
but there stood the old walnut tree where it used to stand, groaning and creaking heavily 
in the wind. And Tonio Kröger let his gaze fall upon the book he had in his hands, an 



excellent piece of work, and very familiar. He followed the black lines of print, the 
paragraphs, the flow of words that flowed with so much art, mounting in the ardour of 
creation to a certain climax and effect and then as artfully breaking off. 
 "Yes, that was well done," he said; put back the book and turned away. Then he 
saw that the functionary still stood boltupright, blinking with a mingled expression of 
zeal and misgiving. "A capital collection, I see," said Tonio Kröger. "I have already quite 
a good idea of it. Much obliged to you. Goodbye." He went out; but it was a poor exit, 
and he felt sure the official would stand there perturbed and blinking for several minutes. 
 He felt no desire for further researches. He had been home. Strangers were living 
upstairs in the large rooms behind the pillared hall; the top of the stairs was shut off by a 
glass door which used not to be there, and on the door was a plate. He went away, down 
the steps, across the echoing corridor, and left his parental home. He sought a restaurant, 
sat down in a corner, and brooded over a heavy, greasy meal. Then he returned to his 
hotel. 
 "I am leaving," he said to the fine gentleman in black. "This afternoon." And he 
asked for his bill, and for a carriage to take him down to the harbour where he should 
take the boat for Copenhagen. Then he went up to his room and sat there stiff and still, 
with his cheek on his hand, looking down on the table before him with absent eyes. Later 
he paid his bill and packed his things. At the appointed hour the carriage was announced 
and Tonio Kröger went down in travel array. 
 At the foot of the stairs the gentleman in black was waiting. 
 "Beg pardon," he said, shoving back his cuffs with his little fingers.... "Beg 
pardon, but we must detain you just a moment. Herr Seehaase, the proprietor, would like 
to exchange two words with you. A matter of form.... He is back there.... If you will have 
the goodness to step this way.... It is only Herr Seehaase, the proprietor." 
 And he ushered Tonio Kröger into the background of the vestibule.... There, in 
fact, stood Herr Seehaase. Tonio Kröger recognized him from old time. He was small, 
fat, and bowlegged. His shaven side-whisker was white, but he wore the same old low-
cut dress coat and little velvet cap embroidered in green. 
 He was not alone. Beside him, at a little high desk fastened into the wall, stood a 
policeman in a helmet, his gloved right hand resting on a document in coloured inks; he 
turned towards Tonio Kröger with his honest, soldierly face as though he expected Tonio 
to sink into the earth at his glance. 
 Tonio Kröger looked at the two and confined himself to waiting. 
 "You came from Munich?" the policeman asked at length in a heavy, good-
natured voice. 
 Tonio Kröger said he had. 
 "You are going to Copenhagen?" 
 "Yes, I am on the way to a Danish seashore resort." 
 "Seashore resort? Well, you must produce your papers," said the policeman. He 
uttered the last word with great satisfaction. 
 "Papers...?" He had no papers. He drew out his pocketbook and looked into it; but 
aside from notes there was nothing there but some proof-sheets of a story which he had 
taken along to finish reading. He hated relations with officials and had never got himself 
a passport.. 
 "I am sorry," he said, "but I don't travel with papers." 



 "Ah!" said the policeman. "And what might be your name?" 
 Tonio replied. 
 "Is that a fact?" asked the policeman, suddenly erect, and expanding his nostrils as 
wide as he could.... 
 "Yes, that is a fact," answered Tonio Kräger. 
 "And what are you, anyhow?" 
 Tonio Kröger gulped and gave the name of his trade in a firm voice. Herr 
Seehaase lifted his head and looked him curiously in the face. 
 "H'm," said the policeman. "And you give out that you are not identical with an 
individdle named"-he said "individdle" and then, referring to his document in coloured 
inks, spelled out an involved, fantastic name which mingled all the sounds of all the 
races-Tonio Kröger forgot it next minute-"of unknown parentage and unspecified 
means," he went on, "wanted by the Munich police for various shady transactions, and 
probably in flight towards Denmark?" 
 "Yes, I give out all that, and more," said Tonio Kröger, wriggling his shoulders. 
The gesture made a certain impression. 
 "What? Oh, yes, of course," said the policeman. "You say you can't show any 
papers-" 
 Herr Seehaase threw himself into the breach. 
 "It is only a formality," he said pacifically, "nothing else. You must bear in mind 
the official is only doing his duty. If you could only identify yourself somehow-some 
document.. 
 They were all silent. Should he make an end of the business, by revealing to Herr 
Seehaase that he was no swindler without specified means, no gypsy in a green wagon, 
but the son of the late Consul Kröger, a member of the Kr6ger family? No, he felt no 
desire to do that. After all, were not these guardians of civic order within their right? He 
even agreed with them-up to a point. He shrugged his shoulders and kept quiet. 
 "What have you got, then?" asked the policeman. "In your portfoly, I mean?" 
 "Here? Nothing. Just a proof-sheet," answered Tonio Kröger. 
 "Proof-sheet? What's that? Let's see it." 
 And Tonio Kr6ger handed over his work. The policeman spread it out on the shelf 
and began reading. Herr Seehaase drew up and shared it with him. Tonio Kr6ger looked 
over their shoulders to see what they read. It was a good moment, a little effect he had 
worked out to a perfection. He had a sense of selfsatisfaction. 
 "You see," he said, "there is my name. I wrote it, and it is going to be published, 
you understand." 
 "All right, that will answer," said Herr Seehaase with decision, gathered up the 
sheets and gave them back. "That will have to answer, Petersen," he repeated crisply, 
shutting his eyes and shaking his head as though to see and hear no more. "We must not 
keep the gentleman any longer. The carriage is waiting. I implore you to pardon the little 
inconvenience, sir. The officer has only done his duty, but I told him at once he was on 
the wrong track... 
 "Indeed!" thought Tonio Kröger. 
 The officer seemed still to have his doubts; he muttered some- thing else about 
individdle and document. But Herr Seehaase, overflowing with regrets, led his guest 
through the vestibule, accompanied him past the two lions to the carriage, and himself, 



with many respectful bows, closed the door upon him. And then the funny, high, wide old 
cab rolled and rattled and bumped down the steep, narrow street to the quay. 
 And such was the manner of Tonio Kröger's visit to his ancestral home. 
 Night fell and the moon swam up with silver gleam as Tonio Kröger's boat 
reached the open sea. He stood at the prow wrapped in his cloak against a mounting 
wind, and looked beneath into the dark going and coming of the waves as they hovered 
and swayed and came on, to meet with a clap and shoot erratically away in a bright gush 
of foam. 
 He was lulled in a mood of still enchantment. The episode at the hotel, their 
wanting to arrest him for a swindler in his own home, had cast him down a little, even 
although he found it quite in order-in a certain way. But after he came on board he had 
watched, as he used to do as a boy with his father, the lading of goods into the deep 
bowels of the boat, amid shouts of mingled Danish and Plattdeutsch; not only boxes and 
bales, but also a Bengal tiger and a polar bear were lowered in cages with stout iron bars. 
They had probably come from Hamburg and were destined for a Danish menagerie. He 
had enjoyed these distractions. And as the boat glided along between flat riverbanks he 
quite forgot Officer Petersen's inquisition; while all the rest-his sweet, sad, rueful dreams 
of the night before, the walk he had taken, the walnut tree-had welled up again in his 
soul. The sea opened out and he saw in the distance the beach where he as a lad had been 
let to listen to the ocean's summer dreams; saw the flashing of the lighthouse tower and 
the lights of the Kurhaus where he and his parents had lived.... The Baltic! He bent his 
head to the strong salt wind; it came sweeping on, it enfolded him, made him faintly 
giddy and a little deaf; and in that mild confusion of the senses all memory of evil, of 
anguish and error, effort and exertion of the will, sank away into joyous oblivion and 
were gone. The roaring, foaming, flapping, and slapping all about him came to his ears 
like the groan and rustle of an old walnut tree, the creaking of a garden gate.... More and 
more the darkness came on. 
 "The stars! Oh, by Lord, look at the stars!" a voice suddenly said, with a heavy 
singsong accent that seemed to come out of the inside of a tun. He recognized it. It 
belonged to a young man with red-blond hair who had been Tonio Kröger's neighbour at 
dinner in the salon. His dress was very simple, his eyes were red, and he had the moist 
and chilly look of a person who has just bathed. With nervous and self-conscious 
movements he had taken unto himself an astonishing quantity of lobster omelet. Now he 
leaned on the rail beside Tonio Kröger and looked up at the skies, holding his chin 
between thumb and forefinger. Beyond a doubt he was in one of those rare and festal and 
edifying moods that cause the barriers between man and man to fall; when the heart 
opens even to the stranger, and the mouth utters that which otherwise it would blush to 
speak.... 
 "Look, by dear sir, just look at the stars. There they stahd and glitter; by goodness, 
the whole sky is full of theb! And I ask you, when you stahd ahd look up at theb, ahd 
realize that bany of theb are a huddred tibes larger thad the earth, how does it bake you 
feel? Yes, we have idvehted the telegraph and the telephode and all the triuphs of our 
bodern tibes. But whed we look up there, after all we have to recogdize and uhderstad 
that we are worbs, biserable worbs, ahd dothing else. Ab I right, sir, or ab I wrog? Yes, 
we are worbs," he answered himself, and nodded meekly and abjectly in the direction of 
the firmament. 



 "Ah, no, he has no literature in his belly," thought Tonio Kröger. And he recalled 
something he had lately read, an essay by a famous French writer on cosmological and 
psychological philosophies, a very delightful causerie. 
 He made some sort of reply to the young man's feeling remarks, and they went on 
talking, leaning over the rail, and looking into the night with its movement and fitful 
lights. The young man, it seemed, was a Hamburg merchant on his holiday. 
 "Y'ought to travel to Copedhagen on the boat, thigks I, and so here I ab, and so far 
it's been fide. But they shouldn't have given us the lobster obelet, sir, for it's going to be 
storby-the captain said so hibself-and that's do joke with indigestible food like that in 
your stobach... 
 Tonio Kröger listened to all this engaging artlessness and was privately drawn to 
it. 
 "Yes," he said, "all the food up here is too heavy. It makes one lazy and 
melancholy." 
 "Belancholy?" repeated the young man, and looked at him, taken aback. Then he 
asked, suddenly: "You are a stradger up here, sir?" 
 "Yes, I come from a long way off," answered Tonio Kröger vaguely, waving his 
arm. 
 "But you're right," said the youth; "Lord kdows you are right about the 
belancholy. I am dearly always belancholy, but specially on evedings like this when there 
are stars in the sky." And he supported his chin again with his thumb and forefinger. 
 "Surely this man writes verses," thought Tonio KrOger; "business man's verses, 
full of deep feeling and singlemindedness." 
 Evening drew on. The wind had grown so violent as to prevent them from talking. 
So they thought they would sleep a bit, and wished each other good-night. 
 Tonio Kröger stretched himself out on the narrow cabin bed, but he found no 
repose. The strong wind with its sharp tang had power to rouse him; he was strangely 
restless with sweet anticipations. Also he was violently sick with the motion of the ship 
as she glided down a steep mountain of wave and her screw vibrated as in agony, free of 
the water. He put on all his clothes again and went up to the deck. 
 Clouds raced across the moon. The sea danced. It did not come on in full-bodied, 
regular waves; but far out in the pale and flickering light the water was lashed, torn, and 
tumbled; leaped upward like great licking flames; hung in jagged and fantastic shapes 
above dizzy abysses, where the foam seemed to be tossed by the playful strength of 
colossal arms and flung upward in all directions. The ship had a heavy passage; she 
lurched and stamped and groaned through the welter; and far down in her bowels the 
tiger and the polar bear voiced their acute discomfort. A man in an oilskin, with the hood 
drawn over his head and a lantern strapped to his chest, went straddling painfully up and 
down the deck. And at the stern, leaning far out, stood the young man from Hamburg 
suffering the worst. "Lord!" he said, in a hollow, quavering voice, when he saw Tonio 
Kröger. "Look at the uproar of the elebents, sir!" But he could say no morehe was obliged 
to turn hastily away. 
 Tonio Kröger clutched at a taut rope and looked abroad into the arrogance of the 
elements. His exultation outvied storm and wave; within himself he chanted a song to the 
sea, instinct with love of her: "0 thou wild friend of my youth, Once more I behold thee-" 



But it got no further, he did not finish it. It was not fated to receive a final form nor in 
tranquillity to be welded to a perfect whole. For his heart was too full.... 
 Long he stood; then stretched himself out on a bench by the pilot-house and 
looked up at the sky, where stars were flickering. He even slept a little. And when the 
cold foam splashed his face it seemed in his half-dreams like a caress. 
 Perpendicular chalk-cliffs, ghostly in the moonlight, came in sight. They were 
nearing the island of Mäen. Then sleep came again, broken by salty showers of spray that 
bit into his face and made it stiff.... When he really roused, it was broad day, fresh and 
palest grey, and the sea had gone down. At breakfast he saw the young man from 
Hamburg again, who blushed rosyred for shame of the poetic indiscretions he had been 
betrayed into by the dark, ruffled up his little red-blond moustache with all five fingers, 
and called out a brisk and soldierly goodmorning-after that he studiously avoided him. 
 And Tonio Kröger landed in Denmark. He arrived in Copenhagen, gave tips to 
everybody who laid claim to them, took a room at a hotel, and roamed the city for three 
days with an open guide-book and the air of an intelligent foreigner bent on improving 
his mind. He looked at the king's New Market and the "Horse" in the middle of it, gazed 
respectfully up the columns of the Frauenkirch, stood long before Thorwaidsen's noble 
and beautiful statuary, climbed the round tower, visited castles, and spent two lively 
evenings in the Tivoli. But all this was not exactly what he saw. 
 The doors of the houses-so like those in his native town, with open-work gables 
of baroque shape-bore names known to him of old; names that had a tender and precious 
quality, and withal in their syllables an accent of plaintive reproach, of repining after the 
lost and gone. He walked, he gazed, drawing deep, lingering draughts of moist sea air; 
and everywhere he saw eyes as blue, hair as blond, faces as familiar, as those that had 
visited his rueful dreams the night he had spent in his native town. There in the open 
street it befell him that a glance, a ringing word, a sudden laugh would pierce him to his 
marrow. 
 He could not stand the bustling city for long. A restlessness, half memory and half 
hope, half foolish and half sweet, possessed him; he was moved to drop this role of ardent 
inquiring tourist and lie somewhere, quite quietly, on a beach. So he took ship once more 
and travelled under a cloudy sky, over a black water, northwards along the coast of 
Seeland towards Helsingör. Thence he drove, at once, by carriage, for three-quarters of 
an hour, along and above the sea, reaching at length his ultimate goal, the little white 
"bath-hotel" with green blinds. It stood surrounded by a settlement of cottages, and its 
shingled turret tower looked out on the beach and the Swedish coast. Here he left the 
carriage, took possession of the light room they had ready for him, filled shelves and 
presses with his kit, and prepared to stop awhile. 
 It was well on in September; not many guests were left in Aalsgaard. Meals were 
served on the ground floor, in the great beamed dining-room, whose lofty windows led 
out upon the veranda and the sea. The landlady presided, an elderly spinster with white 
hair and faded eyes, a faint colour in her cheek and a feeble twittering voice. She was 
forever arranging her red hands to look well upon the table-cloth. There was a short-
necked old gentleman, quite blue in the face, with a grey sailor beard; a fish-dealer he 
was, from the capital, and strong at the German. He seemed entirely congested and 
inclined to apoplexy; breathed in short gasps, kept putting his beringed first finger to one 
nostril, and snorting violently to get a passage of air through the other. Notwithstanding, 



he addressed himself constantly to the whisky-bottle, which stood at his place at luncheon 
and dinner, and breakfast as well. Besides him the company consisted only of three tall 
American youths with their governor or tutor, who kept adjusting his glasses in unbroken 
silence. All day long he played football with his charges, who had narrow, taciturn faces 
and reddish-yellow hair parted in the middle. "Please pass the wurst," said one. "That's 
not wurst, it's schinken," said the other, and this was the extent of their conversation, as 
the rest of the time they sat there dumb, drinking hot water. 
 Tonio Kröger could have wished himself no better tablecompanions. He revelled 
in the peace and quiet, listened to the Danish palatals, the clear and the clouded vowels in 
which the fish-dealer and the landlady desultorily conversed; modestly exchanged views 
with the fish-dealer on the state of the barometer, and then left the table to go through the 
veranda and onto the beach once more, where he had already spent long, long morning 
hours. 
 Sometimes it was still summery there. The sea lay idle and smooth, in stripes of 
blue and russet and bottle-green, played all across with glittering silvery lights. The 
seaweed shrivelled in the sun and the jelly-fish lay steaming. There was a faintly stagnant 
smell and a whiff of tar from the fishing-boat against which Tonio Kröger leaned, so 
standing that he had before his eyes not the Swedish coast but the open horizon, and in 
his face the pure, fresh breath of the softly breathing sea. 
 Then grey, stormy days would come. The waves lowered their heads like bulls 
and charged against the beach; they ran and ramped high up the sands and left them 
strewn with shining wet sea-grass, driftwood, and mussels. All abroad beneath an 
overcast sky extended ranges of billows, and between them foaming valleys palely green; 
but above the spot where the sun hung behind the cloud a patch like white velvet lay on 
the sea. 
 Tonio Kröger stood wrapped in wind and tumult, sunk in the continual dull, 
drowsy uproar that he loved. When he turned away it seemed suddenly warm and silent 
all about him. But he was never unconscious of the sea at his back; it called, it lured, it 
beckoned him. And he smiled. 
 He went landward, by lonely meadow-paths, and was swallowed up in the beech-
groves that clothed the rolling landscape near and far. Here he sat down on the moss, 
against a tree, and gazed at the strip of water he could see between the trunks. Sometimes 
the sound of surf came on the wind-a noise like boards collapsing at a distance. And from 
the tree-tops over his head a cawing-hoarse, desolate, forlorn. He held a book on his 
knee, but did not read a line. He enjoyed profound forgetfulness, hovered disembodied 
above space and time; only now and again his heart would contract with a fugitive pain, a 
stab of longing and regret, into whose origin he was too lazy to inquire. 
 Thus passed some days. He could not have said how many and had no desire to 
know. But then came one on which something happened; happened while the sun stood 
in the sky and people were about; and Tonio Kröger, even, felt no vast surprise. 
 The very opening of the day had been rare and festal. Tonio Kröger woke early 
and suddenly from his sleep, with a vague and exquisite alarm; he seemed to be looking 
at a miracle, a magic illumination. His room had a glass door and balcony facing the 
sound; a thin white gauze curtain divided it into livingand sleeping-quarters, both hung 
with delicately tinted paper and furnished with an airy good taste that gave them a sunny 
and friendly look. But now to his sleep-drunken eyes it lay bathed in a serene and roseate 



light, an unearthly brightness that gilded walls and furniture and turned the gauze curtain 
to radiant pink cloud. Tonio Kröger did not at once understand. Not until he stood at the 
glass door and looked out did he realize that this was the sunrise. 
 For several days there had been clouds and rain; but now the sky was like a piece 
of pale-blue silk, spanned shimmering above sea and land, and shot with light from red 
and golden clouds. The sun's disk rose in splendour from a crisply glittering sea that 
seemed to quiver and burn beneath it. So began the day. In a joyous daze Tonio Kröger 
flung on his clothes, and breakfasting in the veranda before everybody else, swam from 
the little wooden bathhouse some distance out into the sound, then walked for an hour 
along the beach. When he came back, several omnibuses were before the door, and from 
the dining-room he could see people in the parlour next door where the piano was, in the 
veranda, and on the terrace in front; quantities of people sitting at little tables enjoying 
beer and sandwiches amid lively discourse. There were whole families, there were old 
and young, there were even a few children. 
 At second breakfast-the table was heavily laden with cold viands, roast, pickled, 
and smoked-Tonio Kröger inquired what was going on. 
 "Guests," said the fish-dealer. "Tourists and ball-guests from Helsingor. Lord help 
us, we shall get no sleep this night! There will be dancing and music, and I fear me it will 
keep up till late. It is a family reunion, a sort of celebration and excursion combined; they 
all subscribe to it and take advantage of the good weather. They came by boat and bus 
and they are having breakfast. After that they go on with their drive, but at night they will 
all come back for a dance here in the hall. Yes, damn it, you'll see we shan't get a wink of 
sleep." 
 "Oh, it will be a pleasant change," said Tonio Kröger. 
 After that there was nothing more said for some time. The landlady arranged her 
red fingers on the cloth, the fish-dealer blew through his nostril, the Americans drank hot 
water and made long faces. 
 Then all at once a thing came to pass: Hans Hansen and Ingeborg Ho/rn walked 
through the room. 
 Tonio Kröger, pleasantly fatigued after his swim and rapid walk, was leaning 
back in his chair and eating smoked salmon on toast; he sat facing the veranda and the 
ocean. All at once the door opened and the two entered hand-in-hand-calmly and 
unhurried. Ingeborg, blonde Inge, was dressed just as she used to be at Herr Knaak's 
dancing-class. The light flowered frock reached down to her ankles and it had a tulle 
fichu draped with a pointed opening that left her soft throat free. Her hat hung by its 
ribbons over her arm. She, perhaps, was a little more grown up than she used to be, and 
her wonderful plait of hair was wound round her head; but Hans Hansen was the same as 
ever. He wore his sailor overcoat with gilt buttons, and his wide blue sailor collar lay 
across his shoulders and back; the sailor cap with its short ribbons he was dangling 
carelessly in his hand. Ingeborg's narrow eyes were turned away; perhaps she felt shy 
before the company at table. But Hans Hansen turned his head straight towards them, and 
measured one after another defiantly with his steel-blue eyes; challengingly, with a sort 
of contempt. He even dropped Ingeborg's hand and swung his cap harder than ever, to 
show what manner of man he was. Thus the two, against the silent, blue-dyed sea, 
measured the length of the room and passed through the opposite door into the parlour. 



 This was at half past eleven in the morning. While the guests of the house was 
still at table the company in the veranda broke up and went away by the side door. No 
one else came into the dining-room. The guests could hear them laughing and joking as 
they got into the omnibuses, which rumbled away one by one So they are coming back?" 
asked Tonio Kröger. 
 "That they are," said the fish-dealer. "More's the pity. They have ordered music, 
let me tell you-and my room is right above the dining-room." 
 "Oh, well, it's a pleasant change," repeated Tonio Kröger. Then he got up and 
went away. 
 That day he spent as he had the others, on the beach and in the wood, holding a 
book on his knee and blinking in the sun. He had but one thought; they were coming back 
to have a dance in the hail, the fish-dealer had promised they would; and he did nothing 
but be glad of this, with a sweet and timorous gladness such as he had not felt through all 
these long dead years. Once he happened, by some chance association, to think of his 
friend Adalbert, the novelist, the man who had known what he wanted and betaken 
himself to the café to get away from the spring. Tonio Kröger shrugged his shoulders at 
the thought of him. 
 Luncheon was served earlier than usual, also supper, which they ate in the parlour 
because the dining-room was being got ready for the ball, and the whole house flung in 
disorder for the occasion. It grew dark; Tonio Kröger sitting in his room heard on the 
road and in the Helsingør house the sounds of approaching festivity. The picknickers 
were coming back; from Helsingör, by bicycle and carriage, new guests were arriving; a 
fiddle and a nasal clarinet might be heard practising down in the dining-room. Everything 
promised a brilliant ball.... 
 Now the little orchestra struck up a march; he could hear the notes, faint but 
lively. The dancing opened with a polonaise. Tonio Kröger sat for a while and listened. 
But when he heard the march-time go over into a waltz he got up and slipped noiselessly 
out of his room. 
 From his corridor it was possible to go by the side stairs to the side entrance of the 
hotel and thence to the veranda without passing through a room. He took this route, softly 
and stealthily as though on forbidden paths, feeling along through the dark, relentlessly 
drawn by this stupid jigging music, that now came up to him loud and clear. 
 The veranda was empty and dim, but the glass door stood open into the hall, 
where shone two large oil lamps, furnished with bright reflectors. Thither he stole on soft 
feet; and his skin prickled with the thievish pleasure of standing unseen in the dark and 
spying on the dancers there in the brightly lighted room. Quickly and eagerly he glanced 
about for the two whom he sought.... 
 Even though the ball was only half an hour old, the merriment seemed in full 
swing; however, the guests had come hither already warm and merry, after a whole day 
of carefree, happy companionship. By bending forward a little, Tonio Kröger could see 
into the parlour from where he was. Several old gentlemen sat there smoking, drinking, 
and playing cards; others were with their wives on the plush-upholstered chairs in the 
foreground watching the dance. They sat with their knees apart and their hands resting on 
them, puffing out their cheeks with a prosperous air; the mothers, with bonnets perched 
on their parted hair, with their hands folded over their stomachs and their heads on one 
side, gazed into the whirl of dancers. A platform had been erected on the long side of the 



hail, and on it the musicians were doing their utmost. There was even a trumpet, that 
blew with a certain caution, as though afraid of its own voice, and yet after all kept 
breaking and cracking. Couples were dipping and circling about, others walked arm-in-
arm up and down the room. No one wore ballroom clothes; they were dressed as for an 
outing in the summertime: the men in countrified suits which were obviously their 
Sunday wear; the girls in light-coloured frocks with bunches of field-flowers in their 
bodices. Even a few children were there, dancing with each other in their own way, even 
after the music stopped. There was a long-legged man in a coat with a little swallow-tail, 
a provincial lion with an eye-glass and frizzed hair, a post-office clerk or some such 
thing; he was like a comic figure stepped bodily out of a Danish novel; and he seemed to 
be the leader and manager of the ball. He was everywhere at once, bustling, perspiring, 
officious, utterly absorbed; setting down his feet, in shiny, pointed, military half-boots, in 
a very artificial and involved manner, toes first; waving his arms to issue an order, 
clapping his hands for the music to begin; here, there, and everywhere, and glancing over 
his shoulder in pride at his great bow of office, the streamers of which fluttered grandly 
in his rear. 
 Yes, there they were, those two, who had gone by Tonio Kröger in the broad light 
of day; he saw them again-with a joyful start he recognized them almost at the same 
moment. Here was Hans Hansen by the door, quite close; his legs apart, a little bent over, 
he was eating with circumspection a large piece of sponge-cake, holding his hand 
cupwise under his chin to catch the crumbs. And there by the wall sat Ingeborg Hoim, 
Inge the fair; the post-office clerk was just mincing up to her with an exaggerated bow 
and asking her to dance. He laid one hand on his back and gracefully shoved the other 
into his bosom. But she was shaking her head in token that she was a little out of breath 
and must rest awhile, whereat the post-office clerk sat down by her side. 
 Tonio Kröger looked at them both, these two for whom he had in time past 
suffered love-at Hans and lngeborg. They were Hans and Ingeborg not so much by virtue 
of individual traits and similarity of costume as by similarity of race and type. This was 
the blond, fair-haired breed of the steel-blue eyes, which stood to him for the pure, the 
blithe, the untroubled in life; for a virginal aloofness that was at once both simple and full 
of pride.... He looked at them. Hans Hansen was standing there in his sailor suit, lively 
and well built as ever, broad in the shoulders and narrow in the hips; lngeborg was 
laughing and tossing her head in a certain high-spirited way she had; she carried her 
hand, a schoolgirl hand, not at all slender, not at all particularly aristocratic, to the back of 
her head in a certain manner so that the thin sleeve fell away from her elbow-and 
suddenly such a pang of home-sickness shook his breast that involuntarily he drew 
farther back into the darkness lest someone might see his features twitch. 
 "Had I forgotten you?" he asked. "No, never. Not thee, Hans, not thee, Inge the 
fair! It was always you I worked for; when I heard applause I always stole a look to see if 
you were there.. 
 Did you read Don Carlos, Hans Hansen, as you promised me at the garden gate? 
No, don't read it! I do not ask it any more. What have you to do with a king who weeps 
for loneliness? You must not cloud your clear eyes or make them dreamy and dim by 
peering into melancholy poetry.... To be like you! To begin again, to grow up like you, 
regular like you, simple and normal and cheerful, in conformity and understanding with 
God and man, beloved of the innocent and happy. To take you, Ingeborg HoIm, to wife, 



and have a son like you, Hans Hansen-to live free from the curse of knowledge and the 
torment of creation, live and praise God in blessed mediocrity! Begin again? But it would 
do no good. It would turn out the same-everything would turn out the same as it did 
before. For some go of neces- sity astray, because for them there is no such thing as a 
right path." 
 The music ceased; there was a pause in which refreshments were handed round. 
The post-office assistant tripped about in person with a trayful of herring salad and served 
the ladies; but before Ingeborg Hoim he even went down on one knee as he passed her 
the dish, and she blushed for pleasure. 
 But now those within began to be aware of a spectator behind the glass door; 
some of the flushed and pretty faces turned to measure him with hostile glances; but he 
stood his ground. Ingeborg and Hans looked at him too, at almost the same time, both 
with that utter indifference in their eyes that looks so like contempt. And he was 
conscious too of a gaze resting on him from a different quarter; turned his head and met 
with his own the eyes that had sought him out. A girl stood not far off, with a fine, pale 
little face-he had already noticed her. She had not danced much, she had few partners, 
and he had seen her sitting there against the wall, her lips closed in a bitter line. She was 
standing alone now too; her dress was a thin light stuff, like the others, but beneath the 
transparent frock her shoulders showed angular and poor, and the thin neck was thrust 
down so deep between those meagre shoulders that as she stood there motionless she 
might almost be thought a little deformed. She was holding her hands in their thin mitts 
across her flat breast, with the finger-tips touching; her head was drooped, yet she was 
looking up at Tonio Kröger with black swimming eyes. He turned away.. 
 Here, quite close to him, were Ingeborg and Hans. He had sat down beside her-
she was perhaps his sister-and they ate and drank together surrounded by other rosy-
cheeked folk; they chattered and made merry, called to each other in ringing voices, and 
laughed aloud. Why could he not go up and speak to them? Make some trivial remark to 
him or her, to which they might at least answer with a smile? It would make him happy-
he longed to do it; he would go back more satisfied to his room if he might feel he had 
established a little contact with them. He thought out what he might say; but he had not 
the courage to say it. Yes, this too was just as it had been: they would not understand 
him, they would listen like strangers to anything he was able to say. For their speech was 
not his speech. 
 It seemed the dance was about to begin again. The leader developed a 
comprehensive activity. He dashed hither and thither, adjuring everybody to get partners; 
helped the waiters to push chairs and glasses out of the way, gave orders to the musicians, 
even took some awkward people by the shoulders and shoved them aside.... What was 
coming? They formed squares of four couples each.... A frightful memory brought the 
colour to Tonio Kröger's cheeks. They were forming for a quadrille. 
 The music struck up, the couples bowed and crossed over. The leader called off; 
he called off-Heaven save us-in French! And pronounced the nasals with great 
distinction. Ingeborg Hoim danced close by, in the set nearest the glass door. She moved 
to and fro before him, forwards and back, pacing and turning; he caught a waft from her 
hair or the thin stuff of her frock, and it made him close his eyes with the old, familiar 
feeling, the fragrance and bitter-sweet enchantment he had faintly felt in all these days, 
that now filled him utterly with irresistible sweetness. And what was the feeling? 



Longing, tenderness? Envy? Self-contempt?... Moulinet des dames! "Did you laugh, 
Ingeborg the blonde, did you laugh at me when I disgraced myself by dancing the 
moulinet? And would you still laugh today even after I have become something like a 
famous man? Yes, that you would, and you would be right to laugh. Even if I in my own 
person had written the nine symphonies and The World as Will and Idea and painted the 
Last judgment, you would still be eternally right to laugh.... "As he looked at her he 
thought of a line of verse once so familiar to him, now long forgotten: "I would sleep, but 
thou must dance." How well he knew it, that melancholy northern mood it evoked-its 
heavy inarticulateness. To sleep.... To long to be allowed to live the life of simple feeling, 
to rest sweetly and passively in feeling alone, without compulsion to act and achieve-and 
yet to be forced to dance, dance the cruel and perilous sword-dance of art; without even 
being allowed to forget the melancholy conflict within oneself; to be forced to dance, the 
while one loved. 
 A sudden wild extravagance had come over the scene. The sets had broken up, the 
quadrille was being succeeded by a galop, and all the couples were leaping and gliding 
about. They flew past Tonio Kröger to a maddeningly quick tempo, crossing, advancing, 
retreating, with quick, breathless laughter. A couple came rushing and circling towards 
Tonio Kröger; the girl had a pale, refined face and lean, high shoulders. Suddenly, 
directly in front of him, they tripped and slipped and stumbled.... The pale girl fell, so 
hard and violently it almost looked dangerous; and her partner with her. He must have 
hurt himself badly, for he quite forgot her, and, half rising, began to rub his knee and 
grimace; while she, quite dazed, it seemed, still lay on the floor. Then Tonio Kröger came 
forward, took her gently by the arms, and lifted her up. She looked dazed, bewildered, 
wretched; then suddenly her delicate face flushed pink. 
 "Tak, 0, mange tak!" she said, and gazed up at him with dark, swimming eyes. 
 "You should not dance any more, Fräulein," he said gently. Once more he looked 
round at them, at lngeborg and Hans, and then he went out, left the ball and the veranda 
and returned to his own room. 
 He was exhausted with jealousy, worn out with the gaiety in which he had had no 
part. Just the same, just the same as it had always been. Always with burning cheeks he 
had stood in his dark corner and suffered for you, you blond, you living, you happy ones! 
And then quite simply gone away. Somebody must come now! Ingeborg must notice he 
had gone, must slip after him, lay a hand on his shoulder and say: "Come back and be 
happy. I love you!" But she came not at all. No, such things did not happen. Yes, all was 
as it had been, and he too was happy, just as he had been. For his heart was alive. But 
between that past and this present what had happened to make him become that which he 
now was? Icy desolation, solitude: mind, and art, forsooth! 
 He undressed, lay down, put out the light. Two names he whispered into his 
pillow, the few chaste northern syllables that meant for him his true and native way of 
love, of longing and happiness; that meant to him life and home, meant simple and 
heartfelt feeling. He looked back on the years that had passed. He thought of the dreamy 
adventures of the senses, nerves, and mind in which he had been involved; saw himself 
eaten up with intellect and introspection, ravaged and paralysed by insight, half worn out 
by the fevers and frosts of creation, helpless and in anguish of conscience between two 
extremes, flung to and fro between austerity and lust; raffiné, impoverished, exhausted by 



frigid and artificially heightened ecstasies; erring, forsaken, martyred, and ill-and sobbed 
with nostalgia and remorse. 
 Here in his room it was still and dark. But from below life's lulling, trivial waltz-
rhythm came faintly to his ears. 
 Tonio Kröger sat up in the north, composing his promised letter to his friend 
Lisabeta Ivanovna. 
 "Dear Lisabeta down there in Arcady, whither I shall shortly return," he wrote: 
"Here is something like a letter, but it will probably disappoint you, for I mean to keep it 
rather general. Not that I have nothing to tell; for indeed, in my way, I have had 
experiences; for instance, in my native town they were even going to arrest me... but of 
that by word of mouth. Sometimes now I have days when I would rather state things in 
general terms than go on telling stories. 
 "You probably still remember, Lisabeta, that you called me a bourgeois, a 
bourgeois man que? You called me that in an hour when, led on by other confessions I 
had previously let slip, I confessed to you my love of life, or what I call life. I ask myself 
if you were aware how very close you came to the truth, how much my love of 'life' is 
one and the same thing as my being a bourgeois. This journey of mine has given me 
much occasion to ponder the subject. 
 "My father, you know, had the temperament of the north: solid, reflective, 
puritanically correct, with a tendency to melancholia. My mother, of indeterminate 
foreign blood, was beautiful, sensuous, naïve, passionate, and careless at once, and, I 
think, irregular by instinct. The mixture was no doubt extraordinary and bore with it 
extraordinary dangers. The issue of it, a bourgeois who strayed off into art, a bohemian 
who feels nostalgic yearnings for respectability, an artist with a bad conscience. For 
surely it is my bourgeois conscience makes me see in the artist life, in all irregularity and 
all genius, something profoundly suspect, profoundly disreputable; that fills me with this 
lovelorn faiblesse for the simple and good, the comfortably normal, the average 
unendowed respectable human being. 
 "I stand between two worlds. I am at home in neither, and I suffer in consequence. 
You artists call me a bourgeois, and the bourgeois try to arrest me... I don't know which 
makes me feel worse. The bourgeois are stupid; but you adorers of the beautiful, who call 
me phlegmatic and without aspirations, you ought to realize that there is a way of being 
an artist that goes so deep and is so much a matter of origins and destinies that no longing 
seems to it sweeter and more worth knowing than longing after the bliss of the 
commonplace. 
 "I admire those proud, cold beings who adventure upon the paths of great and 
dmonic beauty and despise 'mankind'; but I do not envy them. For if anything is capable 
of making a poet of a literary man, it is my bourgeois love of the human, the living and 
usual. It is the source of all warmth, goodness, and humour; I even almost think it is itself 
that love of which it stands written that one may speak with the tongues of men and of 
angels and yet having it not is as sounding brass and tinkling cymbals. 
 "The work I have so far done is nothing or not much-as good as nothing. I will do 
better, Lisabeta-this is a promise. As I write, the sea whispers to me and I close my eyes. 
I am looking into a world unborn and formless, that needs to be ordered and shaped; I see 
into a whirl of shadows of human figures who beckon to me to weave spells to redeem 
them: tragic and laughable figures and some that are both together-and to these I am 



drawn. But my deepest and secretest love belongs to the blond and blue-eyed, the fair and 
living, the happy, lovely, and commonplace. 
 "Do not chide this love, Lisabeta; it is good and fruitful. There is longing in it, and 
a gentle envy; a touch of contempt and no little innocent bliss." 
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