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A LETTER FROM GERMANY
| Salzburg, March, 1921

_ _oqe Goethe’s last surviving descendant, Walthe
¥ dte?ﬁi Leipzig, two years after the death of his yglggftg;ngh von Goethe,
o iten. The whole of Goethe’s estate then became the pro oer oy W"lf‘g’mg
ouse was thrown open to the pul_alic, the collection of his;prm:..ty . Welmar,
_ the Goethearchiv, and the preliminary work for the first Corﬁu?c: 1pts was
itings Was begun. In 1887 appe.ar_ed the first volume of this Pub\i&:;oil edm(;m
 opie of thg'Grand Duchess Sophia of Saxony ; and the last appeared -l;luln er
s finished, in four d_xvxsdgns, of which one contains the creative works, a 91119'
A . a third, in fifteen volumes, the diaries, and the last. _ﬂotﬁ er
letters. In .188 5, also, the Goethe Society was founded at Wein,u;? - ft?i
e Goethe Yearbook, which had been already appearing since 1880, became the éra,lg?m
of this body. At the same time began a long quiet course of labour, touching in its
disi nterestedness : a new profession sprang up, that of Goethe-philologist. As some
scientists, histor1ans, and jurists, so now young doctors resolved to spend
their whole lives i, research among Goethe’s manuscripts. They sat in the Archives
at Weimar, spring came and soon once more it was autumn, the old Emperor died
his heir ascended the throne, Nietzsche went out of his mind, Bismarck also died.
Germany grew rx.ch, they were betrothed, they married, their children grew up, wat
broke out, and still tpe_y sat_day after day 1n j;he Archwes at Weimar reading Goethe’s
anuscripts. There 18 11 this something fascinating, something worthy of admiration,
and also something which is comic and uncanny at the same time. An enormous work
has thus been performed. There 1s ha}'dly any man to-day who knows his own life
s0 exactly in detail as we know Goethe’s life. We can account for every day of his life
:n Weimar and for every hour of a good many days. We know, for nearly every day,
when he got up, what verses, in the loneliness of early morning, he scribbled ** almost

like a sleep-walker " on a scrap of paper, what official memoranda or letters or literary
compositions he dictated later to his secretary, walking gravely up and down with his
hands clasped behind him, what state of the weather and position of the clouds he
observed, what visitors he had and what he discussed with them, whether he went out
:1to the streets or walked in his garden, who lunched with him, what he ate and drank
at lunch, whether in the evening he went to Court or had company at home, whether
he read aloud or made little Mendelssohn play, whether he was talkative with the
merry Zelter or sat taciturn and morose with the worldly-wise Chancellor von Miiller.
We know what wine he drank and how many bottles, and who prepared for him the
dish of Zeltower Riibchen which he ate with so much pleasure : even into the depths
of the night we know everything, even his alcove has no secrets. The whole life of a
man, and so long a life, revealed trait by trait and fixed for ever, from earliest youth
to the eighty-third year, would have its charm even were it only that of any average
man. But it is the life of a minister of state, whom Napoleon distinguished by an
unwonted interest ; of a scientist, who by his discovery of the intermaxillary bone
and by his conception of the metamorphosis of plants ranks as one of Darwin’s
precursors ; of 2 man familiar with the society of his time ; of a citizen of the world,
heaped with honours ; of a favourite of women, who as an old man can still be ardently
loved and at the age of seventy-four begs his old Grand Duke to obtain for him the

hand of a noble lady of nineteen ; of a world-famous man ; of the greatest of German
ﬁoets : it is the life of Goethe. What a piece of luck that this single human life which
es thus open before our eyes to its innermost recesses should be the life of that
M
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