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An ordinary young man set out from Hamburg, the city where he had been born and raised, bound for DavosPlatz in the Canton of Graubünden. It was the height of summer, and he intended to stay there for three weeks.

It was a long journey. Reaching such an altitude from Hamburg was no easy undertaking. Indeed, for so brief a visit, the trip seemed disproportionately long. The route wound through landscapes of everchanging character, descending from the high plateaus of southern Germany to the level of the Swabian Sea, then crossing its restless waters by steamer, battling rough waves before passing cliffs that had once been considered perilous.

After that, the comfortable, straightforward route gave way to delays and inconveniences. At Rorschach, in Switzerland, a transfer was necessary. The train carried its passengers only as far as Landquart, a small station in the Alps, where another train awaited. After standing for some time in the wind before an uninspiring view, travelers boarded a narrowgauge railway. The moment the small yet remarkably powerful locomotive pulled away, the true adventure began: a relentless ascent that seemed determined never to end. Although Landquart lay at a comparatively modest elevation, the line soon forced its way into the real mountains, threading between sheer cliffs along impossibly narrow passages.

Hans Castorp, for that was the young man's name, sat alone in a gray railway compartment. Beside him rested a crocodileleather suitcase, a gift from his uncle and guardian, Consul Tienappel, together with a rolled plaid blanket and a winter coat hanging from a hook. The window beside him stood open. As the afternoon air grew steadily colder, the family's cherished darling turned up the silklined collar of his fashionable loose overcoat. On the seat beside him lay neglected a pocketbook entitled Great Steamships, its cover blackened by soot from the locomotive, a book he had occasionally browsed during the earlier stages of the journey.

The twoday trip had carried this young man, not particularly mature and not yet deeply rooted in life, much farther from his everyday existence than he had imagined while riding to the station in a carriage. It had distanced him from what he thought of as his duties, interests, concerns, and plans. Space, spinning away between him and the land of his birth like a dancer in motion, proved itself far more powerful than people generally attributed to time. As the hours passed, distance produced transformations remarkably similar to those wrought by time itself, and in certain respects even more profound. Like time, distance brought forgetfulness. It did so by severing a person from familiar relationships, leaving him strangely free and capable of becoming himself anew. In a surprisingly short time, it could turn even the most conscientious or principled individual into a wanderer. They said that time was the water of the River Lethe, but foreign air could be drunk as well. Its effect might not be quite as deep, yet it often worked far more quickly.

Hans Castorp found himself experiencing precisely this sensation. He had never intended to treat the journey as anything of great importance, much less surrender himself entirely to it. On the contrary, he had expected to put it behind him as quickly as possible and, after his brief absence, return to the life he had temporarily left behind, resuming it exactly as the person he had been when he departed home. Only yesterday his thoughts had revolved around familiar matters, reflecting on recent events and those soon to come, his examinations, and his forthcoming position at the Tunder and Wilms engineering works, builders of shipyards, machinery, and boilers. As far as his temperament allowed, he had already begun looking forward impatiently to the time after those three weeks had passed.

Now, however, it seemed only proper that his attention should be devoted entirely to the circumstances surrounding him. To dismiss them lightly no longer felt possible. The prospect of being carried into regions whose air he had never breathed before, places governed by unfamiliar conditions unlike anything he had ever known, both fascinated and unsettled him. An undefined anxiety quietly gnawed at his thoughts. Home, routine, and the orderly rhythm of his life had not merely been left far behind. More importantly, they now lay far below him. He was still climbing.

Suspended, as it were, between his home and the unknown awaiting him above, he wondered what the heights would be like. Was it wise, or even healthy, for someone who had spent his entire life only a few feet above sea level to ascend so abruptly to such elevations without first allowing himself time to acclimate? He found himself wishing that the climb were already over, if only because the ascent constantly reminded him how inhospitable these regions appeared. Surely, once he arrived, life there would settle into something ordinary, just as people lived everywhere else.

He looked out the window.

The train twisted through a narrow gorge, allowing him to see the carriages ahead and the straining locomotive, which repeatedly expelled clouds of brown, green, and black smoke into the air. From the ravine on his right came the roar of rushing water, while on his left dark pine trees clung desperately to shattered rocks, stretching upward toward a sky the color of weathered stone. They plunged into tunnels of complete darkness and emerged once more into daylight, where broad chasms opened beneath them, revealing tiny villages far below. Then those vistas disappeared again, replaced by fresh mountain passes where patches of lingering snow clung to hollows and crevices. The train entered tiny stations before reversing along the same track, leaving travelers uncertain whether they were heading north or south.

As the railway climbed ever deeper into the mountains, magnificent peaks rose one after another like changing visions, offering breathtaking panoramas that vanished again the moment the track rounded another bend. Hans Castorp reflected that he had already left behind the dense forests and, presumably, even the birds. The thought that such familiar things might simply come to an end, and that the world could exist without them, filled him with a slight dizziness and a touch of nausea. He covered his eyes with his hand for a few moments. The feeling soon passed, and he realized that the ascent was nearly over. They had crossed the pass. The train now moved with greater ease across the valley floor.

It was nearly eight o'clock, yet daylight still lingered. In the distance a gray lake came into view, surrounded by forests of larch. Beyond its shores the slopes climbed gradually toward a barren summit, where the trees thinned into drifting mist. They stopped at a small station. Someone outside called out the name of the place, and Hans Castorp realized they had arrived at Davos Village. His journey was almost at an end.

Suddenly he heard the familiar booming voice of his cousin, unmistakably Hamburg in its accent.

"Hello! This is where you get off."

Looking out the window, he saw Joachim standing on the platform directly below. He wore a brown coat, his head uncovered, and looked healthier than Hans had ever remembered him.

With a smile, Joachim called again, "Come on. Stop dawdling!"

Without rising from his seat, Hans Castorp looked at him in mild surprise.

"But I haven't arrived yet."

"Of course you have. This is Davos Village. The sanatorium is close by. There's a carriage waiting. Hand me your luggage."

Smiling with the excitement and astonishment of both his arrival and the unexpected joy of seeing his cousin again, Hans passed out his suitcase, his winter coat, the rolled blanket, his walking stick, his umbrella, and finally Great Steamships. Then he hurried down the narrow corridor and stepped onto the platform, where they exchanged a warm, if restrained, greeting. Neither of them was given to extravagant displays of affection. Curiously enough, they had always avoided addressing one another by name, almost out of fear that such familiarity might reveal too much feeling. Nor had they ever managed to grow comfortable calling each other by surname. In the end, they simply addressed one another as "you," and over the years that peculiar habit had become firmly established between the two cousins.

Somewhat stiffly, with the unmistakable bearing of a soldier that young Ziemssen never seemed to lose, the two cousins hurried through their handshake. A uniformed porter wearing a goldbraided cap approached them and asked for Hans Castorp's baggage check. He was the porter from the Berghof International Sanatorium, and while the two gentlemen headed straight for the sanatorium in order to arrive before dinner, he appeared more than willing to collect Hans Castorp's heavy suitcase from the station at DavosPlatz.

The man walked with a pronounced limp, prompting Hans Castorp's first question to Joachim.

"Was he wounded in the war? Is that why he limps?"

Joachim answered with a trace of impatience.

"Yes. In the war. It was his knee. Or rather, it used to be. He had the kneecap removed."

Hans dismissed the subject as quickly as possible. Turning to glance behind him, he said, "I see. You're not going to tell me you still have troubles of your own, are you? You look as though you've earned the right to wear a sword and have just returned from military maneuvers."

He stole another look at his cousin.

Joachim was taller than Hans and considerably broader across the shoulders. He seemed the very image of vigorous youth, a man born to wear a uniform. His hair was jet black, an unusual feature for someone from the fairhaired north, and his dark complexion had been tanned almost to bronze by the sun. With his large dark eyes, wellshaped full lips, and neatly trimmed black mustache, he might have been called handsome if not for his rather prominent ears. Once, those ears had been the greatest concern of his life. Now he carried burdens of a very different kind.

"You'll be coming back down with me, won't you?" Hans continued. "I don't suppose there's anything standing in your way."

Joachim turned his large eyes toward him. They had always possessed a gentle expression, but during the past five months they had acquired a hint of weariness, even sadness.

"Back down with you?" he repeated. "What do you mean?"

"In three weeks, of course."

"Ah, I see. You're already thinking about going home." Joachim smiled faintly. "Just wait. You've only just arrived. Up here, three weeks hardly mean anything to us. Of course, since you're only visiting and intend to stay exactly three weeks, it seems like a long time to you. First you have to get used to this place, and you'll discover that it isn't nearly as easy as you think. Besides, it isn't only the climate that's unusual. You'll see all sorts of things here. Just wait. As for me, it's not nearly as simple as you imagine, my friend. Talk like 'I'll be home in three weeks' belongs down in the lowlands. Yes, my fever is much better, but as Behrens always says, that's only because of the snow. It doesn't mean very much. He says it's almost certain I'll have to stay another six months."

"What? Six months? Have you lost your mind?" Hans exclaimed.

They climbed into a carriage drawn by two powerful horses that waited outside the modest little station building, settling onto its hard seats. Hans turned to his cousin in disbelief.

"Six months? You've already spent nearly that long here! Nobody has that much time to spare."

Joachim merely nodded several times, unmoved by Hans's sincere outrage.

"You wouldn't believe how casually people here treat time. To them, three weeks feel like a single day. You'll see. You've got a great deal to learn."

After a brief pause he added quietly, "People change the way they think up here."

Hans could not take his eyes off his cousin's profile.

Shaking his head, he said, "Still, you've improved tremendously."

"You think so?" Joachim replied. "You're right. I suppose I have."

He leaned farther back against the cushion, trying to sit straighter, though he soon slipped sideways again.

"I feel much better, but I'm not completely well. There's still a little congestion where the rattling used to be in the upper left lung. It's not too bad, but the lower part is still badly congested, and you can hear crackling around the second intercostal space."

"You've certainly learned a great deal," Hans remarked.

"Yes, God knows it hasn't been the kind of education anyone would choose," Joachim answered indifferently. "I'd much rather be back on active duty and forget every bit of it."

He gave an abrupt shrug that somehow did not suit him. From the nearest pocket of his coat he produced a flat, round bottle made of bluish glass with a metal cap, pulling it halfway out to show Hans before slipping it back into his pocket.

"Most of us carry one of these. It even has a nickname. A sort of joke. You're looking at the scenery, aren't you?"

Hans was doing exactly that.

"It's magnificent."

"You think so?" Joachim asked.

At first they followed a street running beside the railway through a scattering of irregularly placed buildings. Then the carriage turned left, crossed the narrow tracks and a stream, and began climbing a gently rising road that wound through the valley. Ahead of them stood a long building crowned with coppercolored domes, its southwestfacing façade covered with so many balconies that, in the evening lights now beginning to glow, it resembled an enormous sponge riddled with countless openings.

Darkness was descending rapidly. The pale crimson glow of sunset that had briefly brightened the mostly cloudcovered sky was fading, surrendering the landscape to that colorless, lifeless, melancholy light that appears only for a few fleeting moments before night finally takes possession of the world.

Lights were beginning to appear throughout the inhabited valley, scattered across its floor, climbing the hillsides on either side, and especially concentrated on the projecting slope to the right, where the buildings rose in terraces one above another. Paths climbed toward the grassy hills on their left before disappearing into the somber darkness of the pine forests. Beyond the trees, where the valley narrowed into the distant mountains, the peaks appeared in a heavy leaden blue. A wind had begun to blow, and the evening air had turned noticeably colder.

Hans Castorp shook his head.

"No, to tell you the truth, I'm not all that impressed," he said. "Where are the glaciers and the towering peaks covered with snow? These mountains don't seem especially high to me."

"Oh, they're high enough," Joachim replied. "You can see the tree line from almost anywhere. It's unmistakable. The pines stop there, and with them everything else. Beyond that, it's nothing but bare rock. See that forked peak to the right of Schwarzhorn? That's one of the glaciers you're looking for. It's not a particularly large one, but it's well known. The Scaletta Glacier. Can you make out the bluish ice? And over there, in that gap, are Piz Michel and Tinzenhorn. You can't see them from here. They're snowcovered all year round."

"Perpetual snow," Hans Castorp murmured.

"Exactly. You could call it perpetual snow. They're all very high. Don't forget that we're already at an incredible elevation ourselves. Sixteen hundred meters above sea level. You don't really feel the difference, though."

"That climb was something else," Hans admitted. "To be honest, it frightened me a little. It wasn't easy. Sixteen hundred meters. That's nearly five thousand feet. I've never been this high in my life."

Out of curiosity, he drew a deep breath of the unfamiliar air. It was clean, that much was certain. It had no scent, no richness, no moisture. It filled the lungs easily enough, but it seemed to offer nothing to the spirit.

"It's wonderful," he said politely.

"Yes, the air here is famous, but the view isn't at its best this evening. It's usually much more beautiful, especially in winter when everything's covered with snow. Before long you'll have seen enough of it. Believe me, those of us up here have had more than our fill."

As he spoke, Joachim twisted his mouth into an expression of exaggerated disgust, almost unconsciously. It did not suit him.

"You speak strangely," Hans remarked.

Joachim turned toward him.

"Strangely? Me?" he asked, sounding unexpectedly concerned.

"No, no," Hans replied quickly. "Forgive me. It only struck me that way for a moment."

In truth, what had unsettled him was Joachim's repeated use of the phrase "those of us up here." Somehow, it made him feel oddly uncomfortable.

"As you can see," Joachim continued, "our sanatorium sits even higher than the village. About fifty meters higher. The brochure claims it's a hundred, but it's really only fifty. The highest one is the Schatzalp Sanatorium over on the opposite slope, though you can't see it from here now. In winter, when the roads are closed, they have to bring the bodies down by sled."

"The bodies?" Hans exclaimed. "Well, that's something!"

Suddenly he was overcome by an irresistible fit of laughter that shook his chest and made the cold wind sting the muscles of his face.

"By sled? And you can sit there calmly telling me things like that? You've become quite cynical during these last five months."

"It isn't cynicism," Joachim said with a shrug. "Why would you call it that? It doesn't make any difference to the bodies. Besides, it's easy to become cynical up here. Behrens himself is an old cynic. He's famous for being eccentric, and an extraordinary surgeon as well. He belonged to one of the old student fraternities in his younger days. I think you'll like him. Then there's Krokowski, his assistant. A shy sort of fellow. The brochure makes a special point of mentioning the services he provides."

"What kind of services?"

"He analyzes the patients' souls."

"He does what? Analyzes their souls? That's horrifying!" Hans cried.

That was too much. He could no longer contain himself. The idea of analyzing people's souls pushed everything into the realm of the absurd. He doubled over with laughter until tears streamed from beneath the hand he had pressed against his eyes.

Joachim laughed as well, genuinely this time. The laughter seemed to do him good.

Still smiling, the two young men climbed down from the carriage, which had carried them slowly up the steep driveway to the main entrance of the Berghof International Sanatorium.
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Between the outer and inner entrance doors, immediately to their right, stood the porter's desk. A servant who looked almost French, dressed in the same gray uniform as the limping porter at the station, sat beside the telephone reading a newspaper. Rising at once, he came over to them and led them through the brightly lit lobby, with its sitting rooms stretching away on the left.

As they passed, Hans Castorp glanced into the rooms and found them empty.

"Where is everyone?" he asked.

"They're all taking the rest cure," Joachim replied. "It's part of the treatment. I was excused so I could meet you. Otherwise I'd be lying out on the balcony myself after dinner."

Hans Castorp needed little encouragement to laugh again.

"What?" he exclaimed, his voice trembling with amusement. "You lie out on the balconies day and night, rain or shine?"

"Yes. That's one of the rules. From eight until ten. Come on, let's have a look at your room. You can wash up."

They stepped into the elevator. The Frenchman operated the electric lift. As they glided upward, Hans wiped the tears from his eyes.

"I've laughed myself completely exhausted," he said, still catching his breath. "You've been telling me the most outrageous things. That business about analyzing souls nearly finished me. I'd have been better off not knowing. And I suppose the journey has tired me out as well. Do your feet get cold this quickly too? At the same time your face starts burning. It's an unpleasant feeling. We're having dinner soon, aren't we? I'm beginning to get hungry. Do they feed you properly up here?"

They walked in silence along the narrow corridor, its floor covered with a coconutfiber runner. Frosted glass lamps hanging from the ceiling cast a pale light over the passage. The walls were painted a glossy, immaculate white. A nurse emerged from somewhere farther down the hall. She wore a white cap, with its ribbon tucked neatly behind one ear, and pincenez balanced on her nose. She looked less devoted to her profession than driven by curiosity and the dull restlessness of boredom. There was something unmistakably Protestant about her appearance.

Outside two freshly painted doors stood large, balloonshaped ceramic vessels with rounded bodies and short necks. Hans was just about to ask what they were when his attention was diverted.

"Here we are," Joachim said. "Room ThirtyFour. I'm next door on your right. On the left there's a Russian couple. I'm afraid they're rather noisy and somewhat illmannered, but there's nothing we can do about it. Well, what do you think?"

The room had double doors, with coat hooks fixed in the narrow space between them. Joachim switched on the ceiling light, flooding the room with a brilliant glow that illuminated the spotless white furnishings, the warm, comfortable atmosphere, the thick washable wallpaper, the immaculate linoleum floor, and the simple curtains decorated with lively modern patterns.

Beyond the open balcony door the lights of the valley shimmered in the distance, while faint dance music drifted upward through the evening air.

Thoughtful as always, Joachim had gathered a few wildflowers himself from the mountainside, lateblooming trumpet flowers along with a handful of grasses, arranging them in a small vase on the bedside table.

"That was kind of you," Hans said. "It's a lovely room. I think I'll enjoy spending a week or two here."

"An American woman died in this room the day before yesterday," Joachim replied matteroffactly. "Behrens was certain everything would be over before you arrived, so he said you could have it. Her fiancé was with her. An English naval officer. He didn't bear it very bravely. He kept running out into the corridor and crying like a little boy, then smearing cream all over his face. He'd shaved that morning, so the tears stung his skin. The night before she suffered two massive pulmonary hemorrhages. That was the end of it. They carried her away yesterday morning, and of course they fumigated the room with formaldehyde. They say it's remarkably effective."

Hans listened with distracted uneasiness. Standing before the large washbasin, whose nickel fittings gleamed beneath the electric light, he gave only a passing glance to the white metal bed with its freshly made sheets.

As he washed and dried his hands, he suddenly blurted out, "So they fumigated it. Excellent. Yes, formaldehyde. No germ can survive it. H2CO. Though it burns your throat terribly, doesn't it? Cleanliness has to be maintained with absolute care."

His Hamburg accent revealed itself plainly, especially in the way he pronounced certain consonants, whereas Joachim had long since adopted the more standard speech common among educated people.

Growing increasingly talkative, Hans hurried on.

"I mean... I imagine that naval officer shaved with a safety razor. In my experience it's much easier to nick yourself with one of those than with a proper straight razor, which is why I alternate between the two. Naturally, saltwater stings irritated skin, so he probably got into the habit of using face cream while serving in the Navy. There's really nothing surprising about that."

Without pausing, he went on to explain how he had packed two hundred Maria Mancini cigars into his suitcase without encountering the slightest difficulty at customs. Then he dutifully passed along greetings from numerous acquaintances back home.

Suddenly he broke off.

"Don't they heat the rooms?"

He hurried over to touch the radiator.

"No. They keep things fairly cool. In August the weather would have to be exceptionally bad before they'd think of turning on the heat," Joachim answered.

"August or not, I'm freezing! Absolutely freezing. My whole body feels cold, but my face is burning. Here, touch it. It's as hot as fire."

The moment the words left his mouth, Hans regretted them. Suggesting that someone touch his face was completely out of character for him.

Joachim made no move to do so.

"It's the mountain air," he said calmly. "Nothing to worry about. Behrens spends the entire day walking around with cheeks as red as apples. Some people never quite get used to it. Come on, we'd better go. Otherwise we'll miss dinner."

As they stepped outside, they again encountered the nurse, who, through her nearsighted eyes, watched them pass with undisguised curiosity.

They had reached the first floor when Hans Castorp suddenly stopped dead in his tracks. From a corner of the corridor, not very far away, came a muffled yet profoundly repulsive sound. His eyes widened, and, with a grimace, he turned to his cousin. It was clearly a cough, someone was coughing, but it was unlike any cough Hans Castorp had ever heard. Every cough he had known until then had been full of life and perfectly natural. Compared with those, this sound, empty of life and devoid of all vitality, resembled less the convulsion of a human cough than the weak yet horrifying bubbling of organic matter in the process of decomposition.

"Yes, I'm afraid it's bad," Joachim said. "You know, he's an Austrian nobleman, a very elegant fellow, a born horseman. And now he's come to this. Still, he's on his feet and able to get about."

As they walked on, Hans Castorp returned to the subject of the horseman.

"I want you to understand that I've never heard anything like it before," he said. "It's entirely new to me, and naturally it makes an impression. There are so many different kinds of coughs. Dry ones, loose ones. They say the loose ones are healthier than the dry ones that sound almost like howling. When I had diphtheria in my youth," he said, and he had in fact said, "in my youth," "I howled like a wolf. I still remember how relieved everyone was when the cough finally became loose. But a cough like that, at least to me, is inhuman. It isn't dry, and you can't call it loose either. It almost defies description. It's as though you could see right inside him, see the thick phlegm and everything else."

"Well," Joachim replied, "I hear it every day, so you don't need to describe it to me."

Hans Castorp, however, could not drive the cough from his mind. He kept insisting that hearing such a sound was as though one were leaning into the rider himself and looking directly inside him. By the time they entered the dining room, there was an anxious brightness in his eyes, weary as they were from the long journey.
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In the Dining Room
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The dining room was a brightly lit, comfortable, and elegant place. It lay opposite the sitting rooms, on the right side of the lobby, and, according to Joachim, was used chiefly by those who had visitors, those who had missed dinner, and newcomers, though it also served for birthday celebrations, unexpected departures, and the celebration of favorable medical examinations. Joachim had said that the restaurant sometimes became quite lively, and that champagne was even served. There was no one inside except a lady of about thirty, sitting alone with a book, reading while she tapped the table with the middle finger of her left hand and hummed a tune to herself. When the two young men sat down, she changed her place and turned her back toward them.

In a whisper, Joachim explained that she was not sociable and always ate her meals while reading in the dining room. According to rumor, she had entered the sanatorium when she was very young and had never since lived again in the outside world.

"Then, beside her, your five months still make you a novice, even if you stayed a whole year," Hans Castorp said to his cousin.

Joachim answered this with the shrug that had lately become habitual to him and reached for the menu.

They had chosen a table set upon a slightly raised platform before a window hung with creamcolored curtains. It was the pleasantest table in the room. Facing one another, their faces were illuminated by the light of a table lamp with a red shade. As he always did whenever he sat down to a meal, Hans Castorp rubbed his freshly washed hands together in eager anticipation, perhaps because his forefathers had prayed before every meal. They were served by a cheerful young waitress in black with a white apron, whose round face radiated health and whose speech carried a distinctly nasal dialect. Hans Castorp was greatly amused to learn that the waitresses here were called "diningroom girls." They ordered a bottle of Gruaud Larose, but Hans Castorp sent it back so that it might first be brought to room temperature. The meal was excellent: asparagus soup, roast meat with a garnish of assorted vegetables, stuffed tomatoes, an exceptionally wellprepared dessert, followed by a cheese course and fruit. Hans Castorp ate heartily, though his appetite was not as good as he had imagined. Out of selfrespect, he always ate a great deal, even when he was not hungry.

Joachim, on the other hand, did not do justice to the meal. He said that, like everyone else, he had grown tired of the food, and that criticizing it had become customary, especially when one remained up there day after day. Yet he thoroughly enjoyed the wine. Deliberately avoiding any expression of sentiment, he sipped it with evident satisfaction and remarked how pleased he was at last to have found someone with whom he could exchange a proper conversation.

"It's wonderful that you've come," he said, with unexpected warmth glimmering beneath his matteroffact tone. "Believe me, it's quite an event for me. Above all, it's a change. I mean, it adds a little flavor to the endless monotony of always the same thing."

"But I should think time passes rather quickly for you here," Hans Castorp observed.

Joachim shook his head.

"Slowly or quickly, call it what you like. What I mean is, it doesn't pass at all. Time like this can't really exist. This isn't life. No, it isn't."

He reached again for his glass.

Hans Castorp was scarcely behind him. Although his face burned with heat, his body remained cold, and there was in his joints a peculiar restlessness that was at once agreeable and disturbing. The words rolled from his lips, and from time to time his tongue stumbled over them, but with an impatient gesture of his hand he brushed such slips aside and continued talking. Joachim, too, was in animated spirits, and after the lady who had been humming and beating time upon the table suddenly rose and departed, their conversation became even freer and more cheerful. As they ate they flourished their forks, puffed out their cheeks with mouthfuls of food, assumed expressions of the utmost importance, laughed, nodded, shrugged, and often began speaking before they had properly swallowed.

Joachim was curious about Hamburg, and the conversation turned to the plans for improving navigation on the Elbe.

"Revolutionary!" Hans Castorp declared. "A revolutionary step in the advancement of our maritime trade, and certainly not something to be overlooked. We've appropriated fifty million to the budget, to be paid at once in full, and you may be sure we know exactly what we're doing."

Then, despite the importance he attached to the traffic on the Elbe, he changed the subject and asked Joachim to describe what life was like "up here," and what sort of people lived there. Joachim was only too eager to unburden himself. Once again he told the story of the bodies brought down by sled, and once again insisted that it was absolutely true. When Hans Castorp was seized by another fit of laughter, Joachim gladly joined in and, delighted at the opportunity, continued with further absurd stories to keep their shared amusement alive.

At Joachim's table there sat a certain Frau Stöhr, the wife of a musician from Cannstatt. She was very ill, but also, according to Joachim, the most ignorant person he had ever met. In complete seriousness she said "disinfectificate" instead of "disinfect." She had also referred to Assistant Krokowski as a "fomulus." Everyone at the table had been obliged to sit there swallowing their laughter. Moreover, she was a dreadful gossip, though most of those up there were much the same. She insisted that a lady named Frau Iltis carried a "sterilet." A "sterilet," she called it.

"It couldn't possibly get any better than that!"

Throwing themselves back in their chairs until they were half sitting and half reclining, both of them shook with laughter until they were seized by hiccups almost simultaneously.

Yet from time to time Joachim would suddenly fall silent whenever thoughts of his own fate returned.

Shaken by spasms rising from his diaphragm, his face clouded with pain, he said in broken phrases, "Here we are, sitting and laughing, yet I don't know when I'll ever get away from this place. If Behrens says six months, it will probably mean even longer, and I have to accustom myself to staying here for much more time. But, to tell the truth, it's terribly difficult. It's bitter, isn't it? I had already been accepted. Next month I could have taken my officer's examination. Instead, here I sit, with a thermometer in my mouth, counting Frau Stöhr's ridiculous blunders while time slips through my fingers. Down below, at our age, even a single year means an enormous amount. It changes everything. It carries a man forward. But here I remain motionless, like an old stagnant pool, a putrid pool. It's not even an especially cruel comparison."

The strange thing was that Hans Castorp answered him with only a single question.

"Do they happen to have dark beer here?"

When Joachim looked at him in astonishment, he realized that Hans was on the verge of falling asleep. His head had already begun to droop.

"Ah, you're falling asleep," Joachim said. "Come along. It's time for both of us to go to bed."

"It's not time for anything," Hans Castorp mumbled thickly.

Yet, overcome by fatigue, following his cousin on legs that seemed scarcely able to support him, he felt as though the floor itself were drawing him downward.

As they crossed the lobby, now dimly lit, he heard Joachim say, "Look, that's Doctor Krokowski sitting over there. I suppose I ought to introduce you."

Doctor Krokowski sat in a brightly lit corner just beyond the sliding doors leading into one of the sitting rooms, close to the fireplace, reading a newspaper. Seeing the two young men approach, he rose to his feet.

Coming smartly to attention, Joachim said, "May I introduce my cousin, Castorp? He has just arrived from Hamburg."

Dr. Krokowski welcomed the sanatorium's new resident with a cordial and encouraging cheerfulness, as though there were no need for reserve in his presence and mutual confidence alone mattered. He was about thirtyfive years old, broadshouldered and stockily built. Being considerably shorter than the two young men before him, he had to tilt his head upward in order to look them in the eye. His face was extraordinarily pale. The almost transparent, even phosphorescent quality of his complexion was emphasized still further by his black eyebrows, his brilliant black eyes, and the forked beard into which a few gray hairs had already crept. He wore a dark doublebreasted suit that had begun to show signs of age, and on his feet were gray woolen stockings with open slippers resembling sandals. Hans Castorp had seen a collar as soft and limp as Dr. Krokowski's only once before, and that had been in the studio of a photographer in Danzig. It lent the doctor's whole appearance the air of an artist's workshop. As he shook the young man's hand, his cordial smile revealed yellowish teeth beneath his beard, and in his baritone voice, touched ever so slightly by a foreign accent, he said, "Welcome, Herr Castorp. I hope you will soon become accustomed to this place and feel at home among us. You have come as a patient, have you not? Forgive the question."

Hans Castorp's effort to be courteous and at the same time to overcome his drowsiness was almost touching. He was annoyed with himself for not being at his best, and, with the uncertain selfconfidence of youth, fancied he detected in the assistant's smile and reassuring manner the signs of a tolerant irony. He mentioned his threeweek visit, then his examinations, and added that, thank God, there was nothing wrong with his health.

Stretching his neck forward and smiling even more broadly, Dr. Krokowski replied, almost teasingly, "Indeed? Then you must be a case worth examining. Do you know, I have never yet met a perfectly healthy person. Forgive another question, but what sort of examinations are they?"

"I am an engineer, Doctor," Hans Castorp answered with modest pride.

"Ah, an engineer..." For a moment Dr. Krokowski's smile seemed to lose both its warmth and its vigor. "A profession deserving of respect. Then I suppose you will have no occasion to profit, either physically or spiritually, from the treatment we offer here."

"No, no. Even so, thank you," Hans Castorp replied, making a conscious effort not to take a step backward.

At these words Dr. Krokowski's triumphant smile returned. As he shook the young man's hand once more, he said in a loud voice, "Then good night, Herr Castorp. Enjoy your perfect health. Sleep well. I have no doubt that we shall see one another often."

With that he dismissed the two young men and returned to his newspaper.

Since the elevator was no longer running, they climbed the stairs in silence, still under the impression left by their meeting with Dr. Krokowski. Joachim accompanied his cousin as far as Room ThirtyFour, where the limping porter had already arranged the new arrival's luggage neatly in front of the door. First Hans Castorp lit a thick but mild cigar, and then, while unpacking his nightclothes and toilet articles, they chatted for another quarter of an hour. Hans Castorp found it strange and unusual that he had so little desire to smoke his cigar that evening.

Blowing a cloud of smoke from his lungs, he said, "He seems an important sort of man. White as chalk. Those dreadful gray woolen stockings and those sandals. Did I offend him at the end of our conversation?"

"He's a little sensitive," Joachim replied. "You shouldn't dismiss the treatment, especially the psychological side of it, quite so firmly. He doesn't like people doing that. He isn't particularly well disposed toward me because I never tell him everything. From time to time I simply recount one of my dreams, just so he'll have something to analyze."

Hans Castorp, who was always disturbed by the thought of having offended anyone, said rather unhappily, "Then I put my foot in it."

Fatigue descended upon him again with renewed force.

"Good night. I'm almost falling over."

"I'll come for you at eight, for breakfast," Joachim said, and left the room.

Hans Castorp began preparing for bed. The moment he switched off the lamp on the bedside table, sleep came over him with irresistible force. Then it suddenly retreated when he remembered that someone had died in the very same bed only two nights earlier.

"It won't have been the first," he said to himself, as though confirming the fact. "It's a deathbed, an ordinary deathbed."

And he fell asleep.

No sooner had he done so than he dreamed continuously until morning. In most of his dreams he saw Joachim Ziemssen lying crooked upon a sled as it descended a steep mountainside. His face possessed the same phosphorescent pallor as Dr. Krokowski's, while the sled was guided by the Austrian horseman seated in front, whose face was as pale as the face of someone you had never actually seen, but whose cough you had heard only a short while before. Crooked Joachim kept saying, "It makes no difference to us, to those of us up here," and now it was he, instead of the horseman, who coughed with a dreadful rattling deep in his phlegm. This filled Hans Castorp with floods of tears, and he thought he must hurry to the pharmacy and buy some face cream. Then Frau Iltis appeared sitting by the roadside, holding in her hand what ought to have been the "sterilet." It was, however, nothing more than a shaving razor. This set Hans Castorp laughing again, and so he continued to drift upon one wave of emotion after another until sunrise slipped quietly into the room through the halfopen balcony door.
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Chapter Two

[image: ]


The Baptismal Bowl: Grandfather in Two Forms

Hans Castorp's memories of his real home were very faint. He had scarcely known either his mother or his father. They had died one after the other when he was five and seven years old. His mother had gone first, unexpectedly, while awaiting the birth of her second child. According to Dr. Heidekind, she had suffered an embolism caused by the sudden obstruction of a blood vessel while laughing in bed. She had appeared to be doubled over with laughter, though in truth she remained in that position because she was already dead. Hans Hermann Castorp could never reconcile himself to it, and because he had been deeply devoted to his wife, while never being a particularly robust man, he could not bear the blow. From that day onward his spirit was broken and his strength abandoned him. In his confusion he committed a series of errors that brought serious losses upon the firm of Castorp & Sons. In the spring of the following year, while inspecting one of the warehouses at the harbor on a windy day, he contracted pneumonia. Despite every effort made by Dr. Heidekind, his weakened heart could not withstand the high fever, and within five days he too was dead. Accompanied by a funeral procession large enough to command respect among his fellow citizens, he followed his wife to the Castorp family vault in the cemetery of St. Catherine's Church, pleasantly situated with its view over a beautiful botanical garden.

The orphaned Hans Castorp spent the
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