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And now a new development confronts us. In order that the reader may not be too greatly astonished, it is only fair that the narrator confess that he, too, has been taken by surprise. For Hans Castorp’s first three weeks here among the people of the mountain, those twenty-one days which, in the warmth of summer, were expected to constitute the whole of his stay, fulfilled our own half-avowed expectations by consuming an immense amount of space and time. Yet the three weeks that followed, the prolongation of his visit, will not require nearly so many pages, so much paper, nor so many hours, days, words, or moments as those first weeks devoured. We already see them approaching. We shall pass over them quickly and leave them behind.

This may seem surprising, yet everything is as it should be and entirely in keeping with the laws governing both the telling and the hearing of stories. For just as time stretches and contracts for our young hero, Hans Castorp, struck as he has been by fate, so must our own experience of time, if the narrative is to preserve its proper order, likewise expand and contract. Indeed, these alterations will serve to prepare the reader for the miraculous peculiarities and strange phenomena connected with the mystery of time, which we shall encounter so long as we remain in Hans Castorp’s company. For the moment it will suffice merely to remind everyone how swiftly the days, indeed a whole succession of days, pass when a person falls ill and takes to bed. It is always the same day, merely presenting itself again and again; although, strictly speaking, to speak of repetition is not quite accurate. Monotony, immobility, and eternity are more fitting words. You find yourself gazing, with an inexplicable dizziness, at the arrival of the midday soup which was brought yesterday and will be brought again tomorrow. The distinctions between intervals of time disappear, everything merges together, and existence itself begins to seem like one single unchanging moment in which soup is brought forever. Yet to speak of boredom in connection with eternity would be a profound contradiction, for boredom depends upon the passage of time. Contradictions are what we wish to avoid, especially if we are to continue living alongside our hero.

Hans Castorp had not left his bed since Saturday evening, because Chief Physician Behrens, the highest authority in the world in which we ourselves now found our place, had considered it necessary. Wearing his nightshirt with its monogram embroidered upon the breast pocket, his hands clasped behind his head, he lay in his immaculate bed, the very bed in which the American lady, and in all probability many others besides, had met their deaths. His ordinary blue eyes, watering from his cold, were fixed upon the ceiling as he reflected upon the strange situation into which he had fallen. This did not mean that, had he not caught cold, his eyes would have been any clearer or keener, for inwardly he was no clearer than outwardly. His inner life, ordinary though it was, remained equally clouded, confused, indistinct, and only half sincere. As he lay there, there were moments when a wild laugh of triumph burst from the depths of his being, while his heart ached with a fullness of joy and hope such as he had never before experienced. Yet in the very next instant he would grow pale with fear and panic, and the rapid pounding of his heart against his ribs became the voice of his conscience.

On the first day Joachim left him largely to himself and avoided prolonged conversations. A few times he entered the sickroom rather timidly, greeted his cousin with a nod, and politely asked whether he needed anything. He approved, and indeed shared, Hans Castorp’s unwillingness to talk, respecting it all the more because it spared him the necessity of speaking himself. In truth, he believed his own situation to be far more disagreeable than his cousin’s.

But when he returned from his solitary morning walk on Sunday, he realized that the matters requiring discussion could no longer be postponed. Sitting down beside Hans Castorp’s bed, he sighed and said, “We must do something. They are expecting you at home.”

“Not yet,” Hans Castorp replied.

“No, but within a few days. Wednesday or Thursday.”

“Oh, they are not expecting me on any particular day. They will hardly be counting the days until I return; they have other things to occupy them. When I arrive, I shall simply have arrived. Uncle Tienappel will say, ‘So, you've come back,’ and Uncle James will ask, ‘Well then, did you enjoy yourself?’ If I do not return on schedule, it will take them quite some time even to notice my absence, you may be sure of that. Still, you are right that they ought to hear from me after a while.”

“You can imagine how unpleasant this is for me,” Joachim said with another sigh. “What is to happen now? I cannot help feeling partly responsible. You come here to visit me, I introduce you to life up here, and then you stay, with no one knowing when you will return to begin your profession. You must understand how disagreeable this is for me.”

“I’m sorry,” Hans Castorp replied, still lying with his hands behind his head, “but why should you trouble yourself about it? It’s complete nonsense. Did I come here to visit you? Certainly, that was one reason. But above all I came to rest, on Dr. Heidekind’s recommendation. Apparently I needed much more rest than either he or we imagined. I can hardly be the first person who arrived merely intending to pay a visit and then found everything changed. Just think of the little boy at Tous-les-deux and how his situation changed. For all I know, he may not even be alive any longer. They may have carried his body away during luncheon one day. I was a little surprised to discover that I was ill, but all I have to do is grow accustomed to belonging among you instead of remaining merely a visitor. Then again, I am not so greatly surprised, because I never felt particularly healthy. Considering that both my parents died young, how could I expect to enjoy the luxury of robust health? You, too, have your little weakness, even if it has improved considerably, and there is no point deceiving ourselves. It must run in the family. Behrens hinted as much. In any event, ever since yesterday, while lying here, I have been considering how I have always felt, and what my attitude has always been toward life and all its demands. There has always been in my nature a certain seriousness and a tendency to keep my distance from loud, vigorous people. The other day I mentioned this, and confessed that I had sometimes thought of becoming a clergyman because of my attraction to melancholy and uplifting things, to black funeral palls embroidered with silver crosses or the letters R. I. P. Requiescat in pace is, to my mind, the finest phrase in the world, far preferable to all the shouting of ‘Long live!’ I imagine this, too, springs from my own little weakness, and from the fact that I have always felt strangely close to the illness which has now declared itself. Under the circumstances, I ought to count myself fortunate to have come here and been examined. You have no reason whatever to blame yourself. You heard what Behrens said. Had I remained below and continued my former life, my lungs would, in all likelihood, have been ruined, no matter what I did.”

“You cannot be certain of that,” Joachim answered. “That is precisely the point. You can never be certain. He said there are places no one notices, places that heal of themselves, leaving behind only a few insignificant dull sounds. Had your visit to me never happened, the same might have occurred with the sensitive spot he found now. So you cannot be certain.”

“No, you can never be certain of anything,” Hans Castorp replied. “And for that very reason no one has the right to assume the worst, which means that no one knows how long I shall remain here. You say no one can know when I shall leave this place and begin work at the shipyard, but you are looking at it pessimistically. I think it is too soon for that, because you cannot be certain. Behrens gave no date. He is a cautious man and does not care to play the fortune-teller. My X-ray has not even been taken yet, and only that will reveal the objective truth. Whether there is really anything serious, or whether by then I shall be rid of my fever and bid you all adieu, no one can say. I have no wish to alarm the people at home prematurely. A letter will do. Once I feel a little stronger I can write it myself with my fountain pen. I shall tell them that I caught a severe chill, that I have a fever, that I am obliged to remain in bed, and that I am not yet fit to travel. After that, whatever happens, happens.”

“Very well, let us do that for the present. We can think about the rest later.”

“The rest?”

“Think about it. You came with clothing for only three weeks. You will need more linen, shirts, winter clothes, shoes, stockings, and so forth. They will have to send you money as well.”

“If,” Hans Castorp said, “if it becomes necessary, certainly.”

“Well then, let us wait and see,” Joachim replied, pacing up and down the room. “But no, let us not indulge in illusions. I have been here far too long to mistake one thing for another. If Behrens says there is a dull sound and a rattle... Well, we shall wait and see.”

For the time being the matter rested there. The customary routine resumed its course with its daily and weekly variations. Though Hans Castorp could not participate directly because of his present condition, he nevertheless shared in it through the reports Joachim brought him during the fifteen minutes he spent sitting beside his bed.

On Sunday morning the breakfast tray arrived adorned with flowers in a small vase. They had not forgotten to send him some of the biscuits customarily served in the dining hall on Sundays. As the morning advanced, the garden and the terrace grew increasingly lively, and the brass band, which performed every fortnight, began its concert amid the blare of trumpets and clarinets. Joachim came to Hans Castorp’s room so that they might listen together. Since the balcony door stood open, he stepped out onto the balcony itself, where they enjoyed the music. Hans Castorp, propped slightly upright in bed, his head inclined a little to one side, listened to the melodies drifting through the open doorway with an expression of dreamy absorption in his eyes, inwardly dismissing with a shrug Settembrini’s absurd contention that music was politically suspect.

As for the scenes and events of the day, Joachim gave his customary reports. Hans Castorp asked whether anyone had appeared in particularly elegant attire for Sunday, whether the lace dressing gowns had made their appearance, although the weather was too cold for silk ones, and whether there had been carriage excursions. There had indeed been one; the entire Half-Lung Club had driven to Clavadel. On Monday, when Joachim stopped by before the afternoon rest cure after attending Dr. Krokowski’s lecture, Hans Castorp insisted that he repeat everything that had been said. Joachim, however, proved reluctant to oblige, partly because he was too lazy to recount it all, and partly because there had been little new beyond what had already been discussed in the previous lecture. Hans Castorp nevertheless persisted in demanding every detail.

“I am paying full board here, and I intend to make use of the facilities,” he said. He recalled the solitary Sunday walk he had taken a fortnight earlier, which had done him no good at all, and admitted that it was not impossible that he himself had set in motion the great physical change which had brought his hidden illness to light.

“These people here!” he exclaimed. “I mean the simple folk. They speak with such dignity and such stateliness that at times it sounds like poetry. ‘Farewell. Go in good health!’” he repeated, imitating the woodcutter’s manner of speech. “I heard that in the forest, and I shall never forget it. Things like that mingle with other impressions and memories, and stay with one until death. Did Krokowski speak about ‘love’ again?” he asked, grimacing as he uttered the word.

“Of course,” Joachim replied. “What else could he have spoken about? That is his subject.”

“And what did he have to say about it today?”

“Oh, nothing especially different. You already know from the last lecture how he looks at the matter.”

“But surely he said something new?”

“Nothing new,” Joachim answered reluctantly. “Today he dealt with chemistry, the kind we already know. He spoke of a sort of poisoning, of the organism poisoning itself. It seems to result from the decomposition of certain substances in the body which have not yet been identified, and this decomposition has an intoxicating effect upon certain centres of the spinal cord. According to him, it differs very little from injecting morphine or cocaine into the body.”

“So that is what makes the cheeks flush,” Hans Castorp observed. “Well, that is worth knowing. What an astonishing amount that man knows! He has swallowed the whole of learning. Just wait, one day he will discover that mysterious substance in the body, and then he will begin manufacturing those intoxicating poisons of the spinal cord himself. That is when people will truly lose their senses. Who knows? Perhaps mankind once knew the secret. Listening to him almost makes one believe in the love potions of legend and all the rest. Well then, are you leaving?”

“Yes,” Joachim said. “I must go to my rest cure. My temperature is up. Your situation has affected me a little.”

Thus Sunday and Monday passed. Morning followed evening, and Hans Castorp’s third day in the infirmary likewise came to an end. It was an ordinary Tuesday, the anniversary of the day on which he had arrived. Now that three weeks had elapsed, he thought it advisable to write home, without entering into particulars, and inform his uncle of the situation. Leaning against his feather pillow, he wrote upon the sanatorium’s letterhead that he had been obliged to postpone his plans. He had caught a severe cold and developed a fever, and Dr. Behrens, fully conscious of his responsibilities, had not regarded the matter lightly but had found it connected with the writer’s general condition. Indeed, at their very first meeting the physician, who also served as director, had thought him markedly anaemic, and the outcome of it all was that the period of rest Hans Castorp had originally intended to take had proved insufficient. Further developments would be communicated at the earliest opportunity.

“That will do,” Hans Castorp said to himself. “Not one unnecessary word. It will serve for the present.” The letter was handed to the attendant who would catch the first train after dropping it into the post-box.

Having settled this affair, our adventurer felt relieved, convinced that everything had been properly arranged. Though troubled by his cough and cold, he now surrendered himself to the changeless monotony of an ordinary day, divided into many small portions, a monotony which was neither rapid nor tedious.

Every morning, after his door had been flung noisily open, the masseur named Turnherr entered, his muscular, veined arms rolled up to the elbows. In a deep, rumbling voice that betrayed a serious speech impediment, he addressed Hans Castorp, as he addressed all his patients, by the number of his room, and then proceeded to rub him down with alcohol. Shortly afterward Joachim, who by then had finished dressing, appeared to wish him good morning, inquire after the result of the first temperature reading taken at seven o’clock, and report his own. While Joachim was downstairs eating breakfast, Hans Castorp likewise raised himself in bed, propped his back against the pillows, and ate with an appetite that only an entirely new manner of life could produce. He was not in the least disturbed when the physicians, already overwhelmed with duties after visiting the dining hall, hurried in and out of the rooms of those confined to bed and of the moribundi. With his mouth full of jam he declared that he had slept well, and over the rim of his coffee cup watched the Chief Physician brace his fists upon the table and rapidly inspect his temperature chart, answering the morning greetings of those departing in a tone of absent-minded indifference. Then he lit a cigarette, while his cousin, whose absence he had scarcely yet begun to notice, returned from the compulsory morning walk, and the two of them chatted about one thing and another.

The interval before Joachim’s second breakfast, which he devoted with unwavering faith to the prescribed rest cure, was so brief that even the most complete fool, or the most utterly spiritless creature, could scarcely have found time to grow bored. Since it afforded Hans Castorp ample opportunity to savour the impressions he had gathered during his three weeks above, to consider his present condition, and to speculate upon what lay ahead, he no longer had any need of the two thick illustrated magazines borrowed from the sanatorium library which lay beside his bed.

The same held true during the hour Joachim spent on his second excursion to Davos Platz. Upon returning, he would stop in to see Hans Castorp, describe what he had observed while walking, either standing or perched on the edge of the bed, and then retire to his own room for the afternoon rest cure. How long did all this last? About an hour. Hardly had Hans Castorp clasped his hands behind his head, fixed his eyes upon the ceiling, and begun to pursue a train of thought, when the gong sounded, summoning everyone except those confined to bed and the moribundi to the principal meal of the day.

Joachim departed, and then came the “midday soup.” But what a soup! Only in the most symbolic sense could it be called by so modest a name. Hans Castorp was on no special diet, nor indeed was there any reason why he should have been. Sickroom fare or thin beef broth would have been wholly inappropriate to his condition. He was paying full board, and the “midday soup” brought to him at this fixed hour of eternity consisted of the Berghof’s magnificent six-course luncheon. Throughout the week the table was abundantly supplied; on Sundays it became a veritable feast, a spectacle in itself. Every dish was prepared by an experienced European chef in the sanatorium’s kitchen, which rivalled those of the finest luxury hotels. Covered dishes with gleaming nickel domes concealed one delicacy after another, borne in by the dining-room maid whose special duty it was to serve the bedridden. She wheeled the ingenious one-legged bed table, now almost a permanent fixture of the room, into position before him, and Hans Castorp fell to eating like the tailor’s son in the fairy tale whose table was spread at a mere wish.

As soon as he had finished his meal Joachim returned, and by the time he left once more to begin the balcony rest cure it was nearly half past two. Then the Berghof sank into the silence of the principal afternoon rest cure.

Strictly speaking, however, it was not half past two. It was only a quarter past two. Yet when one reckons in broad outlines, quarter-hours scarcely count as time at all, particularly when dealing with large stretches of it: long journeys from one place to another, railway trips lasting for hours, or those periods of life in which existence seems to consist of nothing but passing the time and leaving it behind. A quarter past two is practically half past two, and indeed almost three, for what, after all, is half an hour? That half-hour is already regarded as the herald of the complete hours of three and four, and is therefore quietly ignored. So it is in such circumstances. Thus the principal rest cure shrank in effect to a single hour, the superfluous margins being trimmed away, and time itself seemed to have been cut short. The one who wielded the knife was Dr. Krokowski.

For Dr. Krokowski no longer omitted Hans Castorp from his solitary afternoon rounds. Hans Castorp had now been fully admitted into the circle. He was no longer someone at whom one merely looked in passing or fitted into a spare moment. His condition was inquired after, and he was freed from that slight but persistent sense of exclusion which had inwardly irritated him each day until then.

Dr. Krokowski first appeared on a Monday. We say appeared, because no other word better conveys the strange, almost uncanny impression which Hans Castorp could not shake off until evening. He had dozed for half an hour, perhaps only a quarter, when he suddenly awoke with the awareness that the assistant was already in the room and approaching him, not through the door, but from the balcony. Since he came by passing through the balcony partitions and entering through the open balcony door, instead of using the corridor, he seemed almost to have materialized out of thin air. There he stood, his pale face framed by the divided black beard, his yellow teeth showing in a hearty masculine smile. Broad-shouldered and imposing, he seemed to cleave the very hour in two like a knife, coming to an abrupt halt beside Hans Castorp’s bed.

“You seem surprised to see me, Herr Castorp,” he said in his gentle baritone. His pronunciation of the letter r was unusual, neither rolled nor guttural, but formed by a single tap against the palate just behind the upper teeth. “I have the pleasant duty of looking in to see how you are. Our relationship has entered a new phase. Overnight our guest has become one of our own,” he said.

(The word one of our own caused Hans Castorp a slight shiver.)

“Who could ever have imagined it?” Dr. Krokowski continued with friendly humour. “When I first had the honour of greeting you, and you assured me, contrary to what was then my mistaken opinion, that you were in perfect health, who could have foreseen such a development? At that time I may have expressed a suspicion, or something of the kind, but that was not what I meant. I have no wish to make myself appear more perceptive than I truly am. At that time I certainly had no particular sensitive spot in mind. I meant something different, something more general, more philosophical. I merely wished to express my doubts that the words man and perfect health could ever properly belong together. Even today, despite the findings of your examination, I cannot agree with my esteemed chief that this sensitive place here”he lightly touched Hans Castorp’s shoulder with one finger“is the principal matter. It is merely a secondary phenomenon. Organic factors are always secondary.”

Hans Castorp started.

“In my opinion,” he added quietly, “your cold is a tertiary phenomenon. Never mind. I have no doubt that bed rest will soon dispose of it. Have you taken your temperature today?”

From that moment onward the assistant’s visit became a harmless routine, just as it would remain during the days and weeks that followed. At a quarter to four, or a little before, Dr. Krokowski entered from the balcony, greeted the reclining patient with cheerful masculine cordiality, asked a few straightforward medical questions, then almost immediately steered the conversation toward more personal subjects before concluding with one or two friendly jokes. There was always something faintly disquieting about these visits, but one can become accustomed to disquieting things, provided they remain within reasonable bounds. Hans Castorp soon found himself with no further objection to Dr. Krokowski’s sudden “appearances.” They became simply another element in the daily routine, marking the interruption that brought the principal rest cure to its close.

Thus, by the time the assistant stepped back onto the balcony to leave, it was four o’clockafternoon already. And before one became aware of it, the afternoon glided imperceptibly toward evening. By the time tea was served in the dining room and in Room Thirty-four it was almost five. When Joachim returned from his third compulsory walk and stopped to visit his cousin, six o’clock was so near that, if one preferred broad approximations, the rest cure before supper could likewise be reduced to a single hour. Indeed, it became child’s play to sweep away the stubborn remnants of time, particularly when one’s thoughts were fully occupied and one had the Orbis Pictus lying at one’s bedside.

Joachim would pay his visit and then go downstairs for supper. By the time Hans Castorp’s own meal arrived upon its tray, shadows had already settled over the valley, and while he ate, his white room perceptibly darkened. When he had finished, propped up against his pillows, the empty dishes and miraculous table before him, he gazed into the swiftly advancing twilightthe twilight of that particular day, no different from yesterday’s, the day before yesterday’s, or that of eight days ago. Evening had come, though it had only just been morning. He realized that the day, divided into tiny fragments by brief artificial interruptions, had crumbled away between his fingers into nothingness; and because it was not in keeping with his age to regard this with horror, he accepted it either with cheerful astonishment or with quiet reflection. It seemed to him that all he had done was watch.

One day, some ten or twelve days after Hans Castorp had taken to his bed, at about the same hourJoachim having gone down to supper and the evening conversationthere came a knock at the door. In answer to his curious “Come in,” Lodovico Settembrini appeared upon the threshold, and in an instant the room was flooded with brilliant light. Before the visitor had even properly closed the door behind him, he had switched on the ceiling lamp, and the clear radiance that burst forth at once was reflected from the whiteness of the ceiling and every object in the room.

In those days the Italian was the only resident of the sanatorium about whom Hans Castorp regularly inquired by name whenever Joachim sat beside his bed for ten or fifteen minuteswhich happened at least ten times a day. Joachim would recount the insignificant incidents and minor deviations in the daily life of the establishment, and Hans Castorp, if he had any questions, confined himself to matters of a generally unexceptional sort. Despite his absence from the common life of the house, his curiosity extended little beyond whether any new guests had arrived or any familiar faces had departed. Somehow it pleased him to hear that no one had left. Only one newcomer had appeared, a young man with sunken features and a greenish complexion, seated at table between the ivory-skinned Levi and Frau Iltis, to Joachim’s right. Well, Hans Castorp could wait until he saw him with his own eyes. So no one had departed? Joachim would briefly answer in the negative, lowering his eyes. Since he found himself obliged to answer the same question every other day, he eventually brought the matter to a close with a trace of impatience, remarking that, so far as he knew, no one was planning to leave; people did not simply come away from this place in a hurry.

As for Settembrini, Hans Castorp asked especially after him and wanted to know “what he had to say about it.”

“About what?”

“About my lying here in bed and the assumption that I am ill, of course.”

Settembrini had indeed expressed an opinion, though only briefly. On the day Hans Castorp disappeared from the dining room he had approached Joachim, evidently expecting to hear that the young man had departed, and asked where the guest was. Joachim’s explanation drew only two Italian words in reply.

The first was Ecco! The second, Poveretto!

Ecco“There you are!”and Poveretto“Poor fellow!” One scarcely needed to know more Italian than the two cousins to understand them.

“But why poveretto?” Hans Castorp had asked. “He sits here with his literature, made up in equal parts of humanism and politics, yet it seems of little use in the more earthly problems of life. He need not be quite so bold as to pity me. I shall return to the flatlands before he does.”

And now Settembrini stood in the suddenly illuminated room. Propping himself upon one elbow, Hans Castorp turned toward the door, recognized him through the dazzling light, and blushed. Settembrini wore, as always, his somewhat shabby broad-collared jacket and checked trousers. He had come directly from dinner and, according to habit, held a toothpick lightly between his lips. Beneath the graceful upward curve of his moustache, the corners of his mouth were drawn into that familiar smile, elegant yet faintly insipid, always prepared for criticism.

“Good evening, Herr Engineer. Am I permitted by the regulations to inquire after your health? If so, you appear to be in need of a little light. Pray forgive my liberty,” he said, waving one small hand toward the ceiling lamp. “You were deep in thought; I trust I am not disturbing you. I quite understand that those in your condition are inclined to serious reflection, and when you wish to talk, your cousin is always at hand. I know perfectly well how unnecessary my visit must seem, yet we live in such close proximity that one develops a certain mutual respect, a spiritual as well as intellectual fellowship, man to man. It is a week since we last saw one another. When I noticed your place empty in the refectory, I began to suspect you had departed. The lieutenant corrected my mistakeor perhaps we should say he brought me less agreeable news, if I may venture the expression. In short, how are you? What occupies your time? How do you feel? I hope you are not in too bad a way.”

“Ah, Herr Settembrini! How kind of you. Ha, ha, the refectory, you say? You are joking again. Please, draw up a chair. You are not disturbing me in the least. I was lying here lost in thought, although perhaps that is putting it rather grandly. The truth is I was simply too lazy to switch on the light. Thank you very much. I feel quite well; indeed, I should say I am perfectly well. Since I have been confined to bed, my cold has disappeared. But, according to what they tell me, that is only a secondary phenomenon. My temperature still refuses to behave as it ought. Sometimes it is 37.5, sometimes 37.7. It has remained much the same these past few days.”

“You take it regularly, I trust?”

“Yes, six times a day, just as everyone does up here. Ha, haforgive me for laughing.”

“Your calling our dining hall the refectory has just come to mind,” Hans Castorp said. “That is what they call the dining halls in monasteries, is it not? It really does resemble one. I have never been in a monastery, but I imagine it must be very much like this place. I have learned the rules now, and I follow them to the letter.”

“Like a devout monk. One might say your novitiate is over and you have taken your vows. My heartfelt congratulations. You have already begun saying ‘our dining hall.’ Though I should not wish to cast the slightest doubt upon your manliness, you remind me less of a monk than of a nun, one of Christ’s innocent brides, with newly shorn hair and those great sacrificial eyes. Whenever I see such little lambs led to the altar... I cannot help being overcome with emotion. Ah yes, yes, your dear cousin has told me everything. So, at the very last moment, you allowed them to examine you.”

“Because I had a fever. Tell me, Herr Settembrini, what would you have done in my place with such a cold? Had I been down in the flatlands, I should have consulted my family physician. But here, when I happened to be in precisely the right place and there were two specialists at hand, would it not have been absurd if I had...”

“Certainly, certainly. You were already taking your temperature before anyone told you to, were you not? Indeed, it was suggested to you as soon as you arrived. Nurse Mylendonk put a thermometer into your hand, did she not?”

“Put one into my hand? No. I bought one because it was necessary.”

“I see. A thoroughly commercial transaction. And how many months has the Chief Physician prescribed for you? Dear me, I asked you that very question before, did I not? When you first arrived. How boldly you answered me then.”

“How could I possibly forget, Herr Settembrini? I have had many experiences since that day, but I remember it as though it were today. You were already joking from the very beginning. You turned Chief Physician Behrens into one of the demons of hell. Radamès? No, wait, that was someone else.”

“Rhadamanthus? I may indeed have called him that. I cannot remember everything that passes my lips.”

“Ah yes, Rhadamanthus. Minos and Rhadamanthus! And that same day you even spoke to us about Carducci.”

“My dear friend, if you will permit me, let us leave him out of this. It sounds rather strange to hear his name upon your lips at present.”

“I see nothing wrong with it,” Hans Castorp said, laughing. “You taught me a great deal about him. Yes, at that time I had not the slightest idea. I had come here for only three weeks. How could I have imagined that things would turn out like this? At that very moment Fräulein Kleefeld greeted me with her whistling pneumothorax voice, and I had scarcely recovered from my astonishment. Besides, it seems to me I had had a fever ever since I arrived. The air up here is not only beneficial to illness; it is equally beneficial to illness itself, because it causes it to declare itself, which, after all, is something positiveprovided, of course, that the illness is ultimately to be cured.”

“An impressive theory. Did Chief Physician Behrens ever tell you about the Russian lady who spent five months here last yearno, it was two years ago? No? He ought to have done so. She was a Russian of German descent, a charming woman, a young mother. She came from somewhere in the East, anaemic and lymphatic, perhaps with other, more serious ailments as well. After she had been here for a month she began complaining that she felt extremely ill. ‘Just be patient, my dear,’ they told her. Another month passed, yet she still insisted that she was not improving, but rather growing steadily worse. She was informed that only the physician could pronounce upon her condition, while she herself had the right merely to describe how she feltand that this, in fact, was of little consequence. They were entirely satisfied with the condition of her lungs. Very well, the poor woman held her tongue and continued with the prescribed rest cures, though she lost weight every single week. Then, during her examination four months later, she collapsed in a faint. Behrens declared it was of no importance; after all, he remained perfectly satisfied with her lungs. But when, in the fifth month, she could no longer walk, she wrote to her husband in the East, and Behrens received a letter from him. I saw it with my own eyes. Across the envelope, in a firm hand, were written the words ‘Private’ and ‘Urgent.’ Thereupon Behrens merely shrugged his shoulders and remarked that the climate here had probably not suited the lady after all. She flew into a rage, crying that they ought to have told her so much sooner, that they had ruined her health, and that she had known it from the very beginning. Let us hope she recovered after returning to her husband in the East.”

“Wonderful. You tell a story so delightfully, Herr Settembrini. Every one of your words seems almost tangible. Whenever I remember your tale about the girl known as the Silent Nurse after your swim in the lake, I cannot help laughing. Yes, strange things happen indeed. One can never foresee them. Even my own case has not yet been decided. The Chief Physician insists there is a little something wrong with me. It seems I had already been ill once before; the old spots are still thereI heard them myself when he percussed my chestand now he claims to hear a fresh one as well. Ha, ha! ‘Fresh’ is rather an odd word in such a context. But all that rests merely upon what can be heard. Until I am on my feet again, have my X-ray taken, and the plate examined, it is difficult to arrive at a definite diagnosis. Only then shall we know for certain what is really the matter.”

“Do you really think so? Were you aware that what they often point to on an X-ray plate as a lesion turns out to be nothing more than a shadow, whereas, when there truly is something there, the plate frequently reveals nothing at all? Ah, Madonna! These X-ray plates! There was once a young financial expert here whose plate showed such obvious spots because he had a fever. They even claimed they could hear them! He underwent treatment for tuberculosis and died. At the post-mortem it was discovered that there was nothing whatever wrong with his lungs. He had died of some virus or other.”

“Now really, Herr Settembrini, you have already begun speaking of post-mortems. I do not believe I have reached that stage just yet.”

“My dear engineer, you are an incorrigible jester.”

“And you, one might say, are a sceptic to the very core. You do not even believe in positive science. Do your X-ray plates show any spots?”

“Yes. Several.”

“You are quite ill, then?”

“Yes, unfortunately I am very ill indeed,” Herr Settembrini replied, lowering his head.

A fit of coughing interrupted him. Hans Castorp lay watching his visitor in silence. It seemed to him that, with two very simple questions, he had completely disarmed him, sweeping aside even his cherished arguments about republicanism and fine style. He made no effort to continue the conversation.

After a moment Herr Settembrini straightened himself with a smile.

“And tell me,” he asked, “how did your family receive the news?”

“What news do you mean? That I postponed my departure? Ah yes, my family. My family consists of my three uncles: my eldest uncle and the two sons whom I regard as cousins. Since I was orphaned as a very small child, I have no one else. How did they receive the news? They do not yet know very much. When I first took to my bed, I wrote merely that I had caught a cold and was not fit to travel. As some time has passed since then, I wrote again yesterday, explaining that Chief Physician Behrens, while treating my cold, had become concerned about the condition of my lungs and had advised me to prolong my stay here until the matter was clarified. I do not imagine they have been unduly alarmed.”

“And what is to become of your work? You told me that before long you were to begin practical training.”

“Yes, a voluntary engineering apprenticeship. For the present I have asked to be excused from my duties at the shipyard. Do not imagine they will find themselves in difficulties. They can manage perfectly well for quite some time without a trainee.”

“Excellent, excellent. So everything is in order on that score. Such composure in all things. Your countrymen are generally deliberate by nature, yet capable of great energy.”

“Yes, they can indeed be energeticvery energetic,” Hans Castorp replied. He allowed his thoughts to travel back to the life he had left behind in his homeland and found himself agreeing with his companion’s judgment. “Deliberate, yet energetic; I believe you are right.”

“So,” Settembrini continued, “if you remain here a little longer, we shall all have the pleasure of making your uncle’s acquaintanceyour eldest uncle, I mean. No doubt he will wish to come and see how you are.”

“Impossible!” Hans Castorp exclaimed. “Never! Not if the whole world collapsed. You see, my uncle is extremely susceptible to apoplexy. He is short and thick-set, with scarcely any neck at all. No, he requires proper atmospheric pressure. He would fare even worse here than that Russian lady from the East. It would be disastrous.”

“I had not considered that. You say he is prone to apoplexy? In that case neither deliberation nor energy can be of much help. I suppose your uncle is wealthy; and you yourself are well provided for, are you not? People from your part of the world generally are.”

Hans Castorp laughed at this literary generalization of Herr Settembrini’s and once more cast his thoughts into the distance, reflecting upon the life in his homeland from which he had now withdrawn. He realized that distance itself enabled him to judge it more objectively.

“Yes, some are wealthy and some are not,” he answered. “If they are not, then so much the worse for them. As for me, I am no millionaire, but I possess sound investments. I have enough money to live independently. But let us leave me out of it. Had you said that one ought to be rich, I should have agreed with you. For if a man is not richor is no longer richthen heaven help him. People begin asking, ‘Has he anything left at all?’ They use precisely those words, and their expressions are exactly what you would imagine. I heard such remarks often enough that they have remained in my memory. Evidently they struck me as strange, for had they not done so I should never have remembered them. Do you not think so? No, as a homo humanus, I do not believe you would feel at ease among us. Although I belonged there, it often seemed alien even to me. Personally, however, I must add that I was never subjected to such treatment. Unless you make certain that the most expensive wines are served at your table, no one opens his door to you, and your daughters remain old maids. That is how people are. Now that I look back upon it from here, lying in bed at such a distance, it all seems repellent to me. What was it you said? Deliberate and... energetic! Very wellbut what does that really mean? It means being hard and cold. And what does it mean to be hard and cold? It means being merciless. The air down below is merciless and unforgiving. From here, as I look back upon it, I almost shudder.”

Settembrini listened, nodding his head. When Hans Castorp fell silent after this outburst of criticism, he nodded once again. Then he sighed.

“I have no wish,” he said, “to paint the manner in which the natural harshness of life manifests itself in your society in rosier colours than it deserves. Even so, the accusation of cruelty is an emotional accusation. Among your own people you would scarcely dare make it without seeming ridiculous, even to yourself. You rightly leave such reproaches to those who withdraw from life. The very fact that you make such a charge is evidence of a certain estrangement which I sincerely hope will not take root. For a man who grows accustomed to speaking in that fashion loses his lifethat is to say, the mode of life into which he was born. Do you know what it means to become alienated from life, Herr Engineer? I do, and only too well. I see it here every day. Almost every young person who comes hereand most of them are youngbegins by thinking of nothing beyond flirting and taking his temperature for perhaps six months. Within a year it becomes almost impossible for him to return to any other way of living, and he comes to regard every different mode of life as ‘cruel,’ or, to put it more precisely, as inadequate and ignorant. You enjoy stories; let me tell you one. I once knew a young man who had spent eleven months here. He was someone’s husband and someone’s son. A little older than youindeed, considerably older. He improved, and they sent him home for a trial stay, to the people who loved him, not merely uncles but also his mother and his wife. There he lay all day with a thermometer in his mouth, taking no interest in anything. ‘You do not understand,’ he kept saying. ‘You have never lived up there. You people down below lack the most elementary concepts.’ At last his mother’s patience was exhausted. ‘Then go back up there,’ she told him. ‘We cannot live with you here.’ And so he returnedreturned home, that is. You know, of course, that people who have once lived here begin calling this place home. He had become entirely estranged from his wife, and since she likewise lacked those ‘elementary concepts,’ she decided not to join him. Besides, he had convinced himself that he would remain up here permanently and would eventually find, in his new ‘home,’ a lady companion whose elementary concepts corresponded with his own.”

It seemed that Hans Castorp had scarcely been listening. His gaze remained fixed upon the brightly illuminated room as though directed toward some far-off distance. After a while, however, he laughed.

“So he called this place up here home, did he?” he said. “From what you tell me, he was a remarkably sentimental fellow. Yes, you seem to have an endless supply of stories. As for me, I am still thinking about what we were saying concerning hardness and cruelty. I have been turning those ideas over in my own mind for several days now, looking at them from different angles. You know, one must be extraordinarily insensitive to find it natural and acceptable that people in the flatlands should pull a face and ask questions like, ‘Has he anything left at all?’ Although I am no homo humanus, such things never seemed natural to me. I always felt there was something strange about them, though only now, after seeing the truth, have I fully become conscious of it. Perhaps the fact that they never seemed natural to me is connected with my own unconscious predisposition to illness. I heard the old sensitive spots myself when he percussed them, and now it appears that Behrens has discovered another insignificant fresh one. It was something of a surprise, certainly, though I cannot say I was astonished. I have never felt particularly robust, and besides, both my father and mother died very young. I have been an orphan since childhood.”

With a graceful movement of head, shoulders, and hands that lent a cheerful elegance to his question, Herr Settembrini said, “Very wellbut what follows from that?”

“You are a writer, a man of letters,” Hans Castorp replied. “You ought to understand that a person who has experienced such things cannot easily become hard, nor regard it as natural that ordinary peoplehealthy people who go about eating, drinking, and laughingshould be so merciless. I do not know whether I am expressing myself clearly...”

Settembrini leaned forward.

“You mean,” he said, “that repeated encounters with death in early life incline a man to adopt a particular attitude toward the harshness and cruelty that exist in the world. Or, to put it differently, they make him aware of that cruel selfishness and render him sensitive to it.”

“Exactly!” Hans Castorp cried with genuine admiration. “You have expressed it perfectly, Herr Settembriniexactly, down to the last word. Death! I knew that, as a man of letters, you...”

Settembrini inclined his head to one side, closed his eyes, and with a gentle, graceful movement of his hand invited Hans Castorp to continue. Uncertain what was expected of him, Hans Castorp hesitated and fell silent, yet Settembrini maintained his pose for some time. Then he opened his dark eyesthose eyes so characteristic of the itinerant storytellerand said:

“Allow me, Herr Engineer, allow me to tell you something. Believe me when I say that the healthiest, the noblestand I emphasize the word most sincerelythe most religious attitude toward death is not to regard it as the opposite of life, setting it apart in a separate intellectual sphere, but rather to recognize and feel it as an inseparable part of life and as one of life's sacred preconditions. To oppose death to life in thought, or, worse still, to use it in some grotesque fashion against life itself, is the very opposite of what is healthy, noble, rational, and religious. The ancients adorned their sarcophagi with symbols of life and fertility, some of them even openly erotic, because for them these things were often one and the same with holiness. They knew how to honour death. One must honour death as the cradle of life and the source of renewal. Once death is separated from life, it becomes a ghost, a spectre; for when death is transformed into an independent spiritual force, its sinister fascination grows stronger, and the result is a most deplorable corruption of the human mind.”

Herr Settembrini fell silent. Having spoken in such broad terms, he paused, for he had already said what needed to be said. Throughout his discourse he had been entirely serious. He had not spoken in the casual tone of conversation, nor had he allowed Hans Castorp either to divert the discussion or to contradict him. Lowering his voice toward the end, he had given his words the force of a final judgment. His lips were firmly closed; his hands rested clasped in his lap; one checked-trousered leg lay crossed over the other. He studied with quiet attention the foot that swung gently in the air.

Hans Castorp also remained silent. Sitting upright in bed, he turned his head toward the wall and began lightly tapping the coverlet with his fingertips. He felt that he had been instructed, corrected, even gently rebuked. There was something almost childishly sullen in his silence.

For a while neither of them spoke.

At length Herr Settembrini raised his head and smiled.

“Do you remember,” he asked, “that we once had a discussion very much like this oneindeed, almost the same discussion, Herr Engineer? We were speaking, I believe as we walked together, about illness and stupidity. Out of your respect for illness, you maintained that the two could not possibly coexist, that such a combination was a contradiction. I, on the other hand, argued that this reverence for illness was a gloomy absurdity which diminished the dignity of human thought. What pleased me was that you considered my objections worthy of reflection. We spoke of the impartiality of youth, of its intellectual uncertainty, of its freedom to choose, of its inclination to try every possible point of view, and of the necessity that such experiments should not immediately harden into lifelong convictions. Allow me...” At this point Settembrini leaned forward, smiling as he planted both feet firmly upon the floor, clasped his hands between his knees, and tilted his head slightly to one side. “Allow me,” he repeated, his voice filled with warmth, “to assist you in your experiences and your experiments, and to warn you whenever fixed ideas, those great destroyers of the human spirit, threaten to take possession of you, so that you may recognize and correct them.”

“Oh, certainly, Herr Settembrini,” Hans Castorp replied. He had already cast off the stiffness that had bordered upon self-defence, ceased drumming with his fingers upon the coverlet, and turned once more toward his visitor with unaffected sincerity, though still with a trace of bewilderment.

“You are extraordinarily kind. Yet I really must ask myself whether... in my present condition...”

“Sine pecunia,” Herr Settembrini quoted as he rose to his feet. “A man must remain faithful to his own estate.”

They both laughed.

At that moment they heard the outer of the double doors open, followed by the movement of the inner handle. It was Joachim returning from one of the evening gatherings. He, too, blushed, just as Hans Castorp himself had done a short while earlier. His sunburnt complexion deepened by another shade.

“Oh, I see you have a visitor,” he said. “Excellent. I am late. I was obliged to play bridge. It was supposed to be bridge, at any rate, though it turned into something quite different. I won five marks,” he added, shaking his head.

“Only do not succumb to its dangerous fascination,” Hans Castorp said. “Yes indeed, Herr Settembrini has made the time pass so delightfullybut perhaps that is not quite the right way to put it. I dare say the same happened at your so-called bridge game. Time has flown most pleasantly with Herr Settembrini. Any respectable man ought to escape from this place as quickly as possible, especially once people begin organizing so-called bridge parties. But so long as I have the opportunity of listening to Herr Settembrini and profiting from our conversations, I would rather remain here with you all and burn with fever. It cannot be long before they assign me a Silent Nurse as well, just to make sure I do not cheat.”

“I repeat, Herr Engineer,” the Italian replied, “you are an incorrigible jester.”

With perfect courtesy he took his leave.

When they were alone again, Hans Castorp sighed.

“What an extraordinary teacher he is,” he said. “One must admit that he is a profoundly humane teacher. He is forever correcting you, sometimes by means of stories, sometimes in a more abstract fashion. And before you know it, you find yourself discussing things you never intended to mention, or never imagined you could understand. Had I met him down in the flatlands, I should certainly never have understood what he was talking about.”

Joachim now began sacrificing two or even three quarters of his evening rest cure in order to remain longer with his cousin. From time to time they played chess upon the little table beside Hans Castorp’s bed; Joachim had brought a chess set up from below. Afterwards he would gather together his belongings and his thermometer before going out to the balcony, while Hans Castorp, accompanied by the music that drifted across the darkened valley, now drawing nearer, now fading into the distance, took his temperature one final time. At ten o’clock the rest cure came to an end. He heard Joachim stirring, listened for a while to the couple from the Bad Russians’ Table, then turned upon his side and waited for sleep.

The night, however, proved far more difficult than the day, its other half. Hans Castorp awoke repeatedly and often lay awake for hours before sleep returned. Whether this was due to the stimulation caused by his elevated body temperature or because his new horizontal existence had robbed him of the natural desire and need for sleep, he could not say. Yet whenever he did fall asleep, his slumber was filled with dreams so vivid and varied that, upon waking, he was able to continue constructing them in his imagination. Just as the day, divided into many small intervals, delighted him, so too did the long, misty monotony of the night exert a similar fascination. He took pleasure in watching the room slowly grow grey with approaching dawn, objects emerging little by little from the darkness and recovering their shape, while outside the daylight sometimes smouldered softly into being, sometimes burst suddenly into flame. Then, before he had time even to collect his thoughts, the masseur would come hammering briskly upon the door, and the day’s routine would begin anew.

Hans Castorp had brought no calendar with him on what he had imagined would be only a brief excursion, and so he no longer knew with certainty what day it was. From time to time he asked his cousin, but Joachim himself could not always answer with confidence. Fortunately, the Sundays, especially those marked by the fortnightly concerts while Hans Castorp lay in bed, provided some indication of the passage of time. What was certain was that September had advanced considerably and was nearly half over.

When Hans Castorp first took to his bed, the valley had been shrouded in darkness and cold. Now those conditions had yielded to an extraordinary succession of summer days which seemed as though they might never come to an end. Every morning Joachim entered his cousin’s room dressed in white, and with a melancholy that seemed to have penetrated not only his spirit but even his powerful muscles, he made little effort to conceal his sincere regret that Hans Castorp should be forced to miss such magnificent weather. On one occasion he even murmured that having to spend one’s days in such a fashion was “a disgrace,” though he immediately softened the remark by adding that, even if Hans Castorp had been allowed out of bed, he would scarcely have known what to do with himself, for experience had shown that excessive activity was to be avoided up here. Besides, the balcony door stood wide open all day, allowing him to enjoy, to some extent at least, the brilliant warmth outside.

But just as the period of prescribed bed rest was drawing to its close, the weather changed once more. Overnight it turned cold and foggy. The valley was covered with wet snow, and that very day, when the physicians made their rounds
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“Good Lord... I Can See!”
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