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Some journeys begin with the hope of discovering a new place. Others begin with the quiet expectation that distance will restore what ordinary life has worn away. Yet there are journeys that reveal something far less predictable: not the world beyond us, but the hidden landscape within.

The pages that follow trace such a journey. They unfold against the shimmering beauty of Venice, a city where light and water blur certainty, where every reflection seems to conceal another truth. Within this setting, outward tranquility gradually gives way to inner unrest, and familiar ideas of reason, discipline, beauty, and desire are tested with increasing intensity.

The story does not rely on dramatic events alone. Instead, it invites the reader to observe the subtle movements of thought, the quiet transformations of emotion, and the fragile boundary between admiration and obsession. What begins as an ordinary escape from routine slowly becomes a profound confrontation with the forces that shape human longing and self-understanding.

Venice itself is more than a backdrop. Its canals, fading grandeur, shifting light, and silent horizons become part of the narrative, reflecting the changing state of the traveler who moves through them. Every street, every passing moment, and every still surface contributes to an atmosphere where beauty and uncertainty exist side by side.

As you begin this journey, allow the city to unfold at its own pace. Listen to its silence as carefully as its voices, and follow its winding paths without seeking immediate answers. Some stories reveal their meaning through action. Others reveal it through reflection.

May this journey remain with you long after the final page.

TOLGA ÇAĞLAYAN

THOMAS MANN was born in Germany in 1875. In his first collection of short stories, published in 1898 under the title Der kleine Herr Friedemann (Little Herr Friedemann), he focused primarily on the artist's creative struggle, drawing heavily on the influence of Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, and Wagner. These early stories were followed by the social novel Buddenbrooks: The Decline of a Family, published in 1901, which brought Mann international recognition. Tonio Kröger appeared in 1903, followed by Death in Venice in 1912.

Mann later wrote The Magic Mountain. After Hitler came to power, he left Germany. In 1936, he became a citizen of the United States and published the tetralogy Joseph and His Brothers (Joseph und seine Brüder, 1933–1942). He subsequently wrote Doctor Faustus, in which, through the life story of the composer Adrian Leverkühn, he depicted the collapse of German culture into barbarism. Thomas Mann was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1929 and died in Zürich in 1955.
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One afternoon in the spring of the year 19—, after months during which a mood of danger had hung over our continent, Gustav Aschenbach, or Gustav von Aschenbach, as he had officially been entitled since his fiftieth birthday, left his home on Prinzregentenstrasse in Munich to take a long walk alone.

The writer's nerves had been strained by the demanding work that had occupied his morning, work requiring precisely the restraint, care, concentration, and disciplined resolve that had become especially necessary to him at that time. Even after luncheon, he had been unable to halt the uninterrupted activity of his creative faculties, that motus animi continuus which Cicero regarded as the very essence of eloquence. As his strength steadily declined and the brief but indispensable restorative sleep he usually sought in the middle of the day had once again eluded him, he decided, shortly after taking tea, to go out into the open air, hoping that movement and fresh air would calm his nerves and prepare him for a productive evening.

It was early May. After weeks of cold and rainy weather, a deceptive spell of summer had suddenly arrived. The trees had only just begun to leaf, yet the English Garden already possessed the oppressive atmosphere of August. The section nearest the city was crowded with carriages and promenading people. Passing along increasingly deserted paths, Aschenbach eventually reached the Aumeister, where he lingered for a while, glancing at the busy garden restaurant, packed with patrons and bordered by a few horse-drawn cabs and several elegant carriages. As the sun began to set, he left the park and made his way back across the open countryside. Feeling tired, and noticing the clouds gathering above Föhring, from which he sensed an approaching storm, he stopped near the Northern Cemetery to wait for the tram that would take him directly back into the city.

By chance, there was no one at the tram stop or anywhere nearby. Neither on Ungererstrasse, with its double tracks vanishing in gleaming solitude toward Schwabing, nor on the road to Föhring, was there a single vehicle in sight. Behind the fences of the stone workshops, where crosses, gravestones, and funerary sculptures stood displayed for sale, forming what seemed like a second cemetery without either dead or mourners, not a soul stirred. Opposite these workshops stood the Byzantine-style funeral chapel, resting silently beneath the fading light of day. Upon its façade, decorated with Roman crosses and pale ornaments resembling hieroglyphs, inscriptions appeared in symmetrical arrangement, written in gilded letters and bearing scriptural words concerning the life to come: "They shall enter into the house of God," "May eternal light shine upon them," and similar passages. For several minutes Aschenbach found quiet mental diversion in reading these brief sayings and allowing his thoughts to dwell upon their transparent mysticism, when he was suddenly startled from his reflections by the sight of a man standing above the entrance arcade, beside the open staircase flanked by apocalyptic animal sculptures, a figure whose unusual appearance immediately gave his thoughts an entirely different direction.

It was impossible to tell whether the man had just emerged through the bronze door from within the building or had approached unnoticed from the street and climbed the steps. Aschenbach did not dwell on the question, though he was inclined toward the former explanation. The man was rather tall and lean, clean-shaven, with a remarkably blunt nose. His hair was reddish, and his skin possessed the milky whiteness and freckles often associated with that coloring. He was clearly no Bavarian. At the very least, the broad, flat-brimmed straw hat covering his head gave him the appearance of a traveler from distant places, although he carried over one shoulder a Bavarian-style knapsack. He wore a yellowish suit of coarse, homespun-looking fabric. Draped over his left arm, which rested against his hip, hung a gray raincoat, while in his right hand he held an iron-tipped walking stick planted at an angle upon the ground, against which he leaned with his legs crossed. His head was thrust forward from the open collar of his sporting shirt, exposing the prominent Adam's apple on his slender neck. His pale eyes, framed by reddish lashes and marked by two deep vertical lines that ill suited the bluntness of his nose, stared fixedly toward the horizon with sharp intensity.

There was something commanding, daring, even savage in his posture, as though he possessed the ability to survey everything at a single glance. Perhaps the impression was heightened by the elevated position in which he stood, towering above the observer. Whether because the setting sun dazzled his eyes and caused him to contract his features, or because of some peculiarity of his physiognomy, his upper lip seemed unusually short, exposing long rows of white teeth that gleamed in a fixed, almost grinning expression.

Aschenbach studied the stranger with eyes that were half absorbed in thought and half inquisitive. In doing so, he must have forgotten the ordinary rules of courtesy, for he suddenly became aware that the man had returned his gaze, fixing him with a look so direct and challenging, so determined not to be the first to look away, that Aschenbach, feeling vaguely uncomfortable, turned his head aside, resolved to concern himself with the fellow no longer, and began strolling along the fence. Within a minute he had already forgotten him. Yet whether it had been the wanderer's appearance that stirred his imagination, or whether some deeper influence had been at work, he suddenly felt a curious expansion of spirit. A restless longing seized him, a roving desire, a youthful thirst for distant places, so vivid, so fresh, and yet so long abandoned and forgotten that he stood motionless where he was, hands clasped behind his back, eyes fixed upon the ground, trying to understand both its nature and its direction.

It was the desire to travel, nothing more. Yet it descended upon him like a sudden fit, swelling into a passion, almost into a hallucination. His inward eye had opened. His imagination, still unquiet after the morning's labor, unfolded before him all the wonders and terrors of the wide earth in their inexhaustible variety. He seemed actually to behold a vast landscape: beneath a heavy sky stretched a luxuriant tropical marshland, steaming with dense mist, magnificent in its rich vegetation. He saw islands, swamps, and muddy channels winding through untouched wilderness far removed from human habitation. Among tangled masses of slippery ferns and strangely flowering plants, swollen and glossy with moisture, rose the hairy trunks of palms. Twisted trees sent their roots through the air before plunging them into stagnant waters trembling beneath green shadows. There, among broad white blossoms floating like plates upon the surface, stood exotic birds with bulging shoulders and grotesquely curved beaks, motionless in the shallows with their heads turned sideways, while from the thick joints of a bamboo thicket the gleaming eyes of a tiger watched in ambush. Aschenbach felt his own heart beating with terror and mysterious desire.

Then the vision dissolved. Shaking his head, he resumed his walk beside the stonemasons' yards.

Ever since modern means of transportation had made travel readily available, Aschenbach had regarded it as nothing more than a hygienic necessity to which one occasionally submitted against one's own inclination. He had been too completely absorbed by the obligations imposed upon him by his own nature and by that spirit which embraced the whole of Europe to indulge a curiosity about the colorful distractions of the outer world. Burdened by the responsibility of creation and little inclined toward diversion, he had always been content with such knowledge of the earth as anyone might acquire without venturing far from home. He had never even felt the desire to travel beyond Europe. Now that life was visibly approaching its close and he could no longer dismiss as mere superstition the artist's fear that time might stop before his work was complete, before he himself was wholly prepared to surrender, he found himself almost entirely satisfied with the beautiful city that had become the true home of his outward existence, together with the plain country house in the mountains where he spent the rainy months of summer.

It was not long before this unexpected longing, arriving so suddenly and so late in life, was brought back within the bounds of reason by the self-discipline he had cultivated since his youth. Before retiring to the country, he had intended to carry the work to which he had devoted his life to a certain stage of completion. The idea of roaming the world and remaining away from his work for months appeared utterly groundless, completely opposed to his plans, indeed scarcely worthy of serious consideration. Yet he knew perfectly well what had given rise to so sudden a temptation. It was the longing to escape, as he admitted to himself: a yearning for distance, for novelty, for freedom, for release from burdens, for forgetfulness. It was flight from his work, from the places where every day was confined within the cold and feverish discipline of duty.

He loved his work, certainly. He even loved the exhausting daily struggle between his proud, stubborn, often-tested will and the growing weariness that he concealed so carefully, unwilling that anyone should suspect the slightest sign of fatigue or decline in his art. Yet it seemed only sensible not to stretch the bow beyond its strength, not to suppress with obstinate determination a need that asserted itself so powerfully. He thought of the work itself, of the point at which he had arrived, where both today and yesterday he had been forced to stop, a passage that seemed likely to yield neither to patient concentration nor to a sudden burst of inspiration. Once more he reviewed it inwardly, seeking to break through the obstacle or untie the knot, only to abandon the attempt with a shudder of reluctance.

The difficulty itself was by no means extraordinary. What paralyzed Aschenbach was rather a weariness that had taken the deceptive form of an inadequacy beyond remedy. In his youth he had regarded such inadequacy as the very essence and inmost nature of talent. Knowing that emotion was inclined toward pleasant carelessness and half-finished maturity, he had deliberately restrained and disciplined his feelings for the sake of artistic ability. Had those subdued emotions now deserted him in revenge, refusing to carry his art any further, withdrawing from him all delight in form and expression
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