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INTRODUCTION*
An Elusive Fairy Tale

The adult Freud’s published interest in the psychoanalytic aspects of
folklore and fairy tales began with an appreciation for the early 20"-century
insights of David E. Oppenheim. Of more modern vintage have been the
works of Bruno Bettleheim, Alan Dundes, Jack Zipes et al.

The Dream Ladder: A Fairy Tale was indexed in The Letters of
Sigmund Freud to Eduard Silberstein, 1871—-1881, edited by Walter
Boehlich and translated by Arnold J. Pomeranz (1990). It was initially
referenced in the August 15, 1877 letter from the 21-year-old to the 7/2-
months younger Silberstein after the following passage:

“Your sister Mina came to visit last Sunday and we all went to the Prater.
She looks very well, seems to be growing quickly, and during the first half
of her stay here, was more unruly than ever. Later she calmed down. Among
other things, she drew up a list of books in my room of which you may make
her a present. Andreas’s fairy tales, Auerbach’s Auf der Hohe.—A very
strange creature. Still it seems characteristic of your family to suffer from a

surfeit of energy until you are fifteen, and, all in all, that is not a bad sign”

(p. 164).

*Underlined page references refer to the pagination (204-221) of the original German text
(see pp.16—24 of this document).



A Mysterious Author

Upon further examination of the cited publication, my attention
focused upon the first two sources referenced in the translator’s footnote at
page 165 as follows:

“7. S. Andreas, Die Trdumleiter: Ein Mdrchen The dream

ladder: A Fairy tale, 1832); Berthold Auerbach (1812-1882),

Auf der Hohe (On the Heights), 1865.”
I then examined the corresponding German text (Sigmund Freud: Jugend-
Brief an Eduard Silberstein, 1871—-1881, Frankfurt: S. Fischer Verlag, 1989)
and communicated with both the aforementioned author and translator who,
at my behest, reexamined the clarity of facsimiles of Freud’s actual
handwritten letters to ascertain if pertinent passages might have been

misread as “Andersen” rather than “Andreas.””?

Bibliographic Provenance
Credit for locating an accessible copy of the German manuscript (i.e.,

appearing in Hessisches Album Fiir Literatur und Kunst, ed. F. Dinglestedt



published in Cassel, Germany by J. J. Bohné, 1838 at pages 204—221)
belongs to Martha Hsu (North European Studies bibliographer at Cornell
University).? Little is otherwise known about the author Andreas.

The 19"-century publication in question does not appear in any of
Freud’s bibliographies nor did he ever refer to Andreas in his other writings
or published correspondence. It seem unlikely, however, that Freud neither
read nor absorbed the books which left his personal library in the hand of
Mina Silberstein.

The American-born translator (i.e., Louis R. Wonderly, Jr.) of the
early 19"™-century text taught a Cornell University undergraduate course
entitled “German Fairy Tales and Plays” and later served as an international
journalist with the Frankfurter Allegemeine. It is noted that his appended
English translation follows the pagination and formatting of the German text
in order to better facilitate side-by-side comparisons between the respective
versions.

The Dramatis Personae

Among the figures cast in Die Trdaumleiter: Ein Mdrchen are: (1) a
bewildered schoolmaster [unnamed]; (2) William Shakespeare [1564-1616];
(3) Johann Wolfgang von Goethe [1749—-1832]; one Moulana Nuro’d-Din

‘Abdo’r Rahman Dschami/Djami [1414—-1492] (i.e., “Jam1” is a more



popularized variant of his Germanic/Anglicized last name to which reference
is hereafter limited). Chronologically, he was an earlier born Sufi-mystic
whose fame still endures as a significant literary figure in Middle-Eastern
circles of intellectual thought.

Shakespeare and Goethe became world-renowned writers. In contrast,
Jam1’s published eeuvré (i.e., in English translation) often commence with an
invocation in praise of Allah coupled with tributes for acknowledged earthly
luminaries. As dramatized by Andreas, it is noted that Jam1’s restructured
dialogue is bereft of such formulaic homages.

About Color-Printed Illustrations

Freud once gave his grandson Lucian: “...Three Arabian Nights,
elegantly illustrated by Edmund Dulac (‘lovely fat book with what seemed
to me pretty good water colors’)...” (Feaver, 2002, pp. 19 & 26; Nouilhoun,
2008, p. 26). One such illustration [Le bleu de Dulac (1907)] is replicated at
the top of the frontispiece.

It is traditionally understood that Myhammad fell asleep on a carpet in
his cousin’s home. His sleep was broken by the voice of the Angel Gabriel,
calling upon him to mount a winged horse and be carried through the sky.
The horse bore Myhammad to Mount Sinai where the Ten Commandments

were given to Moses, then to Bethlehem where Jesus was born, and then to



Heaven, where Myhammad met Adam, Noah, Enoch, Moses, Isaac, Elijah
and Jesus. Myhammad was told that he was the last prophet and was to be
raised up from his grave on Resurrection Day.

A Judeo-Christian reader might plausibly find Andreas’s fairy tale
reminiscent of the biblical Jacob’s vision of Angels climbing and descending
from the Ladder to Heaven. Alternatively, another reader might contrast the
schoolmaster’s moonscape with Muhammad’s Lailat al Miraj—or, Stairway
to Heaven—which celebrates the magical “Night of Ascent” when the 51-
year-old Prophet was taken into Heaven via a vision and endowed with
divine knowledge.

Freud recollected during his mid-life self-analysis that he together
with his younger sister Anna participated in mutilating a volume which
included colored plates by an unknown illustrator such as has been
replicated at the bottom of the frontispiece (Brugsch, 1863, pp. 302-303).
None of the unknown illustrator’s 10 male subjects in various stances and
mounted on either horse of camel appear to have any eye contact with the
unveiled female in their midst. She is colorfully costumed with an ornate
tiara crowning her head while gripping a handkerchief and seeming to gaze

into the distant horizon. The band of soldiers are diversely attired and



outfitted with military gear and weaponry ranging from swords and muskets
to a scout’s long-range telescope (Ginsburg, 2008 & 2007).
Other Linked? ‘Trains of Thought?’

Lydia Flem (2003) extrapolated a resonating nexus between Freud’s
childish episode “ripping pages from the Persian journey of Heinrich
Brugsch” (p. 96) and his writing of “a tale in an oriental guise” as an
engaged suitor that was articulated in his April 1, 1884 letter to Martha
Bernays. Its thematic content was undoubtedly quite relevant to Freud’s
pre-nuptial mentality at that time (Jones, 1957). He had speculated that “if
the train of thought comes back it will really get done by itself” (p. 418).
Flem (op. cit.) later asked: “Did Freud ever put into words his ‘tale in an
oriental guise?’...” (p. 105). Unbeknownst to her, Peter J. Swales (1983)
had earlier observed:

“It seems very possible, indeed quite probable, that the Oriental

‘fairy tale’ which Freud narrated to Theodor Reich many years

later was the very same Oriental story as that which, on April 1,

1884, he announced to his fiancée having conceived and was

contemplating writing down” (pp. 18n.—19n.).



By Swales’s reckoning, Reik (1956) quoted Freud as asking him about his
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remembrance of “a fairy tale I [Freud] once read—where was it? . . .” (pp.

19-20). According to the version recounted by Freud to Reik (ibid.):
“A barber in the Orient, let us say Bagdad, often heard his
customers talking of a beautiful princess in a faraway land who
was held captive by a wicked wizard. The brave man who
would free the princess was promised her hand and a great
kingdom.  Many knights and princes set out upon the
adventure, but none had succeeded in reaching her. Before the
castle in which the beautiful lady was imprisoned there lay a
vast, gloomy wood. Whoever crossed this wood would be
attacked by lions and torn to pieces. The few who succeeded in
escaping these lions were later met by two terrible giants who
beat them down with cudgels. Some few has escaped even this
danger and after years of travail had reached the castle. As they
rushed up the stairway, the wizard’s magic caused it to collapse.
It was said that one brave prince had nevertheless managed to
ascend into the castle, but in the great hall where the princess

was enthroned a fierce fire raged which destroyed him. The

adventurous barber was so deeply impressed by these tales of



the beautiful princess that by and by he sold his shop and set
out to liberate her. He had singular good fortune; he escaped the
wild beasts, overcame the giants, and survived many other
adventures, until at last he reached the castle. He strode over the
stairway, although it toppled beneath him and plunged
intrepidly through the roaring flames that were threatening to
consume the hall. At the end of the great hall he could hardly
see the princess. But as he rushed across the room and drew
near the figure, he saw a gray old woman supporting herself on
a cane as she sat, her face full of wrinkles and warts, her hair
drawn back in sparse, snow-white strands. The brave barber had
forgotten that the princess had been waiting for 60 years for her
deliverer” (pp. 19-20).

Amidst the Weltliteratur of Shakespeare and Goethe
Through Freud’s Eyes

Andreas’s ‘outer-world’ fairy tale is a curiosity in several respects. It
seems to caution his/her readers against holding “any creation in contempt”
(p. 217). By extension, perhaps Andreas was endeavoring to raise the
earthly character of Jam1’s 15"-century Persian poetry to a parity with the
more contemporary ceuvre of Goethe’s native German or even Shakespeare’s

English sonnets and dramas.



We are, nevertheless, able to ascertain what the pre-psychoanalytic
Freud knew about the 17" and 19"-century personages who were principal
subjects in Andreas’s allegorical play about dream imagery. He, of course,
had been familiar with the writings of Goethe and Shakespeare. Yet, it is
impossible to ponder the extent to which the young-adult Freud might have
even thought about the Persian-centric aspects of Sufiism or Jam1 beyond
Andreas’s literary amalgamation of the latter two authors.

How the text of Die Trdumleiter: Ein Mdrchen resonated within the
framework of Freud’s conscious or unconscious thought processes likewise
remains inaccessible. The extent to which he was conversant with Goethe’s
attraction to Persian linguistics in addition to Hebrew (i.e., also familiar to
him) awaits further scholarly explication. Shakespeare’s references to Persia
were, if any, few and far between (Lockhart, 1952). Still, one may be
tempted to speculate about which extra-terrestrial theme Shakespeare had in
mind while scripting the following couplet: “O, for a horse with wings!
Hears’t thou Pisanio?” (i.e., see Act III, Scene 2 of Cymbeline).

How might a fairy-tale reader assess the earth-pointing gestures of

Andreas’s characters? How might one interpret such character’s dialogue—



unfathomable to the bewildered schoolmaster yet understood by the crying
Goethe—vis-a-vis the “man in the moon’s” remonstration (pp. 207 & 209)
that “your poets are with us!” (p. 210).

The cosmopolitan tenor of Andreas’s literary imagination and
restructuring of the past begs for a psychoanalyically-informed exegesis of
the entire text of Die Traumleiter: Ein Mdrchen, either in German or in
English, which is long overdue.

Notes

I After re-accessing the data in question, the respective correspondents could not

find any such irregularities. Freud (1901) later found himself susceptible to similar
unconscious revisions (“slip of the pen”) of a cited author’s name [i.e. “Buckrhard”
instead of “Burckhard” in such a fashion that the misspelled name itself formed what he
came to classify as a “switch-word” (pp. 117-118 & 275-276)]. Readers may also raise
the possibility that “Andreas” was related to Friedrich Carl Andreas (1862—-1930), who
was the Professor of Oriental Languages as Gottingen University. It is known that his
Armenian father moved from Persia to Hamburg in 1852. It was purportedly customary
in Persian feuds for the defeated family to change its name, which resulted in the
adoption of the surname “Andreas” notwithstanding their reputed royal lineage [i.e., the
Barratuni clan]. Lou Andreas-Salomé ultimately designated the out-of-wedlock baby
fathered by her aforementioned husband during their marriage as her heiress after his

death (Behling, 2005).



2 According to the Geamtverzeichnis des deutschspracigen Schrifttums (GV)
1700-110 Vol. 4, p. 191, the text of the cited fairy-tale was published in 1832. The
Allegemeines Bucher-Lixicon (Wilhelm Heinsius, Leipzig, 1836) contains a
corresponding entry. Both bibliographies list the initial “S™ for the author’s first name.
The Goedekes Grundriss zur Geschichte der deutschen Dichtung, Neue Folge (Band I, p.
246) indicates that the existence of a copy of the original publication is unverifiable. It
also points out that the identity of the author’s first name is unverifiable although the
cited reprint also contains the initial ““S” before the author’s last name. The author’s birth

date and date of death are likewise listed as unknown.

3 The classical and Judeo-Christian traditions shaping subsequent Western thought

began for Freud at an early age. He soon began a life-long engagement with the ancient
history of Greece, Rome, Egypt and the biblical lands bordering the eastern reaches of
the Mediterranean Sea. A few segments from his later writings disclose that he was
cognizant of the ancient Persian God Mithras (Freud, 1911) as well as the religious
teacher Zoroaster. Persian thematic fairy-tales such as “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves,*
among others (Shafii, 1973; Shafii & Shafii, 1974), were likely known to him. So too
were the festive celebrations associated with Purim (which commemorates the foiling of
the Persian Vizier Haman’s plot to exterminate the Jews) as well as a woodcut in
Philippson’s Bible featuring a supplicant bowing before a Persian king. Freud had
cherished the traveling heroics of Moses—Ileading his people to the ‘Promised
Land’—with whom he had identified from adolescence until the day he died. Looking

back at Freud’s life, we know that his analytic couch—in both London and Vienna—was



draped on a multi-colored late 19™-century velvet textured Qashqua Shekarlu wool carpet
patterned with flowers interlaced with a ‘diamond medallion’ décor. Piled on top were
some soft cushions; a Persian carpet hung on a wall behind them. A Persian horse was
the only other objet d’art he ostensibly displayed, which was situated next to an ancient
sarcophagus atop a nearby bookcase (Spector, 1953).

Contemporary psychoanalyst-scholar E. F. Foulks (2005) has compared the pollination
of other “sky-worlds” as diverse realms “of considerable focus in the religious

cosmologies of North American peoples” (p. 217).
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Die Traumleifer.

Cin Mabrdhen

Anbdbreasd.

MWas wic fedumen, wad wir wadyen,
Beided ift von gleidhem TWerthe;
Das Gceheimnif dicfer Erde
Wird uné Niemand bdeutlih madyen.
Traum it Ales, Alled Leben,
Darum ift’s ¢in Mdbedjen eben,

p——— el T——————— .

e e

R

2 war fdon ldngft Mitternacht vordiber, ald der
Magifter den RKopf auf bdie anbere Seite legte, um
bequemer burc bie Wldtter der Laube, in der er faf,
nady bem Tonde fepen ju thnnen. Das Geisblatt
buftete flac? burch bie warme Nacht, und basd gange
Gdrtchen fchroamm in einev magifdyen Beleudytung, denn
ber Bollmond ftand boch, und nue Peine Fryftallene
Tillhen gogen voritber. €5 war unendlidy beimlidy
in ber Raube! Der Magifter faf fchon feit mehreven
Stunbden in derfelben, fchaute immer binauf in den hel=
len Nacht-Himmel und wufte felber nicht, wie felig er
war. fag boch die ganze Matur ringdum wie eine
geldfte Frage ba! Und fof er dodh in Witten aller
Gebeimniffe wie ein Kind!

Den Mond lebte der Magifter von jeher. Sdon
ald Meiner Snabe fland er oft fiundenlang am Fenfter
feiner Schlaftammer und vergaf den Sdylaf, wenn
er it bie Molfen guden und dad gebeimmifvolle Treis
ben um ben Tond belaufchen Fonnte.

Mdhrend er fo in jener Nacht nacy dem bellen
TMond {dhaute, und ben herrlichen Strahlentreis, ver fidy
um benfelben berumgesogen batte, anftaunte, dffneten



206

fih ibm mit einem WMale alle Wunbder einer Sommer-
Racht. \

@t bemexkte, wie fih aus dem Monde, gany lang:
fam und faum bemerfbar, eine leife fchimmernbe Reiter
hevabfentte, immer ticfer und tiefer, bis die lete Sprofie
endlich vor ber Geisblattlaube auffland. Dann wurde
die Leiter {cheinbar immer fefler und fidefer und dent
Auge immer deutliher, Audh. begann eine grofe Ge:
{dhaftigleit unb ein: feltfames Regen auf derfelben.
Herauf, herunter und burcheinanbder, wie fteigende und
fallenbe Schneeflddichen.

Didht neben feinem Obr bdvte ev dann feine, filberne
Stimmden, welche unter bem Laube fangen:

Hiltt die Nadyt in Yidyten Flor

Gure Welt,

Scilitpfen leife wir bervor

[ dier Welts

Was am Tag ber Sonne Strablen

Gud) verbrannt,

Reldyt eudy in Fryftallnen Scaalen

Licke Hanb:

Reu veringt und neu genefen,

Sdydner, als o8 je gewefen!
und fberall im Gdrtchen bevoegte fich’s. Die Wipfel
ber Bdume vegten fich {hwaghaft -untereinander unbd.
bie jungen Sweige vaufthten mdchtig, wie nie am Tage!

Da gogen ihn fanfte Arme von feinem Sige auf.
Unb wie’s gefhab, voufte er nicht, und eben fo wenig
wied gefbah, baf er beberst auf die unteve Sproffe

207

ber Reiter trat, unb damn, obne su fhwindeln, binaufs
flieg, in bden bellen Nachthimmel.” Unter ibm Flang
algbaid bag gange Gdrtchen wie ein. Chov verfledter
Menfchenflimmen, und endlicy hovte er tief unten die
Grve fich breben! Tas ihm aber, al8 er noch Drunten
in ber Geisblattlaube gefeflen, wie fleigende und fals
fenbe Schneeflddichen exfdhienen, woaren Eeine Elfen, bie
an ihm voritbereilten und allevlei Bothicyaften ausridy-
teten im TMond’ und auf Eeben.

Enblich aber war der Magifter gany oben im Wtonbe.
Gt eftaunte aber gar nidt, al8 e Alled fo ganj
anbets fand, wie e in ben aftronomifhen Birchern
gelefen.  Der filberne Palaft mit feinen abermaltaufend
Gpiten und Thirmdpen, die wie Silberbryfallifationen

# ausfaben, leuchtete fehr; aber e8 blenbete fein Auge

nicht. Mie batte ein Menfch etwas Schineves gefehen.

Gleich am Rapbe, wo bdie Leiter auffieht, trat ihm
ein alter Mann entgegen, dex ihm freundlidy die Hand
veidhte und beraufhalf. €8 voar der Mann im Mond §
abet er Datte Fein Bimbel Reifer und Feinen Hunbd bei
fidy, befibalb erfannte ibn der TMagifter nicht gleich,
Ucberbaupt find bag nur Mdbrchen, wad man uns
von dem Mann. im Wonde exzdblt, Die Wabrbeit iff,
bag der Ulte gar fanft und freunblich ausfieht.

. &8 ift lange ber fagte er, ,,baf Peiner von den
Guren bei ung war, obgleich wir e8 Cudy fo bequem
gemacht baben,*
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@b cinfody biefe Anvebe war, fo mufte doch ber
Magifter gleich weinen, well ibm ber Ton biefer
Srimme fo cibrend and Hery brang, und er wollte
eben vor dem Mann im Monde nieberfallen , alg i
biefer unter ben Armen fafite und fagte: ,, RNicyt doch !
S bin ja nuv de Aufleber, der Wchter! Dein Srre
thum, mein Kind, ift fo verseiblich, wie jener der Syeis
ben - Biker, bdie midh lange, ju meiner Demithgung,
fimbbaft vevebrt haben. Doy fomm fur mit! Dein
Auge ift ywar nody balb verfchloffen fite unfere Welt,
weil Dir noc) warmes Blut in dem Hergen umlduft,
Stire Didh) aber nicht baran, wenn Dir alles farblos bei
und vorfommt.* \

Sie wanbelten bievauf weiter,

Yuf dem TMonde berrfht efne unenbliche Stille, v
UAlled ift bort gany andbers, und ein feliges Ridht, in
bem alles Jrdifche verbldet wird, dchelt fibecall, Man
weiff nidt, wober ver Silberpalaft fein Richt empfdngt;
e8 fheint aber, baf ¢ von Jnnen flrablet. Sp wird
audy vex froftallene See, ber bag Sdlof umgibt, und
Ver felber wie ein tiefer, tiefer Tonbfchein ausfiebt,
nuv von borther erleudtet. Silberne Bdume frehen
vingéum, beven Bldtter unaufhielicy im Winde sittern,
Auf dem bellen Keyftallfee aber sogen weife Schdne
einber, und fleine weife Golibri flogent aus veifien
Lilien bervor, bie fehr jableeich im Donde gebeiben.
Alfes ift eben gany anbers, und wie ein Traum.
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18 fie Beide vot bem See flatiben, jog det Manh
int Monde eine Winifhelruthe hervor, unbd alsbald
ftieg ein fanftec Regenbogen auf, fber den fie nach
bem Thove bes Bilbergalafies pingingen. Der Regen:
bogén fdywarfte und beugte fich wiegend unter ber
Laft ber beiden Pilger. Sulest fan? er wieder in ben
bellen See hinab.

» ®ieh, licbes Merfchentind,* fagte Her Filbrer,
4aud biefer Witnfdyeleuthe bhat bein Voll unv bie
Rinver:Ymmen ein Reifer-Biindel gemadht! — Nimm
fie dbev fetbft und Sffne dir den Jraum:Palaft.

Der Magifter hielt die Gerte in.Hinden, alsbald
Bffnete fih ber Palaft mitten voii einander, wie eine
lidgte Wolle. ,, Hier wobnen eure Whchter! fagte
ber Mann im Monde. 5, Jeigen darf ich dir bie alten,
treuen Seelen nody nidht, bie flir eudy Menfhen fo
viel thun. Dody tritt biether, denn biefe Letinft du .

Der Magifter fchaute in elne fhdne Halle, in ber
viee Mdntter beifammen fafen. Der erfte war S bha:
tespeate, teben ibm faf der alteGoethe, und neben
biefem Didpami. 3u den Fifen ded deutichen Doeten,
bén die anbern fo vedt berglidy in vie Mitte genom:
men batten; faf eint urbefanriter Jfngling, der batte
ven Glenbogen, wie ein Kind, auf veffen Knie gelegt,
wdlrendoef Shafesdpedate bald dieLoden, bald bie Wan-
gen bed Jfinglings anmutbig liebbofte. Die dtei fehienen
ehr anbdditig auf das gu Dhoren, was Didjami fagte.

14
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feiver Ponnte der Magifter feine Silbe vernehmen; aber
yoobt bemerfte er, vie ber Perfer. oft nach der Erde
hinbeutete, und dbaf Goethe bitterlich weinte,

Komm jest! fagte der; TMann im Monde, ,,Du
voeift nun, daf Guve Poeten bei uns finb, 9MWir
miffen jurhd, fo lange bie Leiter nody frept.

Da fam ein grofes Gedrdnge von Eifen mit aller:
lei Depefchen und Yuftedgen. Sie neigten fich alle
por bem Manne im Donde und Einige fagten ihm
etwad in’s. Obr.

,Sie tommt*, redete e den Magifter an.  ,Wir
miffen aber, ebe e8 ju fodt wird, jur eiter geben,
denn die Jeit ift um.*

Da gewabrte der felige Magifter. ein fanftes Mad-
chen, das er wobl nie gefehen, aber pennod) gleich
ecbannte.  @lfen tansten um fie her und vdume flat:
tecten vor ibr auf; wie Sdubchen. Sie ging allein
und nacydbentlich und batte eine Lilie am Hergen; ibr
Gang batte etwad Schwantendes, wie ber einer Frdus
menben, und fie fchien leibend und Pranf. Die vier
Mdnner ftanden aldbald auf und der Magifter fal), daf
fie ibre AufmevEfambeit auf a3 Mdbchen wenbdeten.

-@erne bdtte ex nach ibr gefragt; aber da fagte Det

Mann im Monde: ., Tritt nur feft auf die Reiter, wiv

feben ung bald wicder!* — Schon bewegte fich wieber
dbie Melt wor ibm, ba vernabm ev nody einmal die
freundliche Stimme feines Fhbrers, welcher ihm nadyief:

a1

»Und wenn Ibhr Gudy unten begegnen f
tet, fo fennt Shr. €uch ja {hon!®

A3 bes Morgens die Sonne bdurch die Geisbl
laube brady, erroadite ber Magifter und wufte fo eig
lih nicht, wie ev baran fei! —

Daf ex in der legten Nadyt eingefehlafen, w:
er nidht gugeben, und dennod) war bie Crinnerung
bie Leiter, und was er alles im Monbde gefehen, fei
Berftande fo unbegreiflich! Lange ging e nadhden!
und nody frdumend umber. Gndlich fhien ibhm -
Befte, auf die Nadyt yu warten, um fich von RNer
in bie Laube fegen su fonnen. Da wollte er mit §
alles m;:d)t genau beobadyten und prifen.

@6‘ gog aber gegen Abend ein fhweres Ger
gufdmmen, fo baf fih vev Himmel villig mit Wo
bebedte, immer fdwdeee und fdhwdrzer, Enbdlich
ein ftarter Regen, und e8 bliste und donnerte o
Beit.

,,E&et Mond wird wobl beute gar nicht aufgebe
fagte ev ju ficy felbft, und ging betritbt binab in
Strafien ber Stadt. Gr bdacyte aber immer an
Mdvchen mit der Lilie am Herzen, das er im Mo
gefeben batte.

14>
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. Da tam ¢ an cine Strafe, bie fland gany unter
Waffer und ein fleines Kind ftand vor dem Waffer
bas wollte germe binkiber, fonnte aber nidht, denn das
affer war ibm ju tief. Da nahm der Magifter bas
Rind auf den Arm, trig e8 hinduedy und fragte: ,,Wo
yoohuft du? denn alle Strafien fiehen voll Waffer, unb du
bift Hein, Eonnteft (eicht untergeben und ertvinben.c —

Da fagte dad Kind mit freundliher Stimme:
»Dant Gudy, junger Here, und wenn Jhr fo gut
fein wollt, fo tragt midy docy sroei Meilen von bier
aur Schwanentonigin, bei der wobn’ idh.

Der Magifter bétte um ein Haar dag Kind fallen
lafjen, fol evfchral er fiber diefe Rebes ,,weil & aber
fein mug* — dadte e — fo will iy e8 thun —
und trug bad Kind jur Stadt hinaus.

Draufien aber ftand dag gange Land audy unter
Waffer, unb wo man binfah, war alles vom Waffer
{iberfchroemmt und eine Tobtenflille.

Dem armen Magifter entfiel faft der Muth bei
diefem Anblidt. ,,3wel Deilen weit im Waffer fort:
subaben ift doch viel; aber el €8 fein muf, fo will
icy’s thun,** dachte ev. ‘ :

Da fubr ein grimes Sdiffhen vorhber. ., He,
Sdifipen! s rief vas Kind, ., Schiffben tvag’ uns
vody sur Schwanentdnigin. Aldbald fdywamm bdas
Sdiffhen berbei, fie fepten fidy ufammen pinein und
fubren weiter.
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Der Magifter fhaute aber oft rirdwdrts nady dem
Himmel, ob fidh bie fdoeren TWolfen nicht bald zer:
theiltens aber de way feine Hoffnung.

Mit eines Male taudten viele taufend, taufend
Gdodne aud dem Maffer auf, die fhywammen alle in
fiolyer Pracht wm den Heinen Kabn hevum und fangen:

Sn ben bellen,
wunberbaren ,
trofg flaven
Waffermellen
taude unter —
und gefunbey
wadft du auf!
Hier dad Beben! —
fMadye auft —
Dort bie Welt
tedumend egt,
Tadyend trigt,
Schywanenfind, Schoanenting
fomm’ g ung gefdhwind, gefihroind! —

-Bdbrend bef zogen bdie Schwdne dad Sdhifflein
in bas bellgriine Schilf. €8 waren ibrev aber immer
nody mebr aus bem Dellem Taffer bervorgefommen,
unb bad Schilf neigte feine Spigen oben jufammen,
fo baf fie alle wie durcy fmaragbene Lauben binburd
fubren. @ben, al fidy Dev Magifter mit einer Frage
an bas inb wenben wollte, bemerfte er, @u neuem
Gdyreden, baf e oud dem Sdyifichen verfchyounbden
war; aber neben {hm faf dad Srduleiy mit e Lilie
am Hersen, diefelbe, ver ev RNachtd vorber im Monde
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begegnet war. , Grichredt nidyt,* fagte fie bittend,
» it find eben ju Haufe,' und unter dviefen Worten
fant dag Soiffchen fammt allem hinab in dag Waffer.
€in wenig war der Magifter dody erfchrodent, weil
et fitbite, bag er big babin bei voliig wachenden Sinnen
geblieben fep, ‘

Unten Tog ec quf einem purpurnen Polfter und dasd
Gange war eip belley Glas ; Palaft, G blinelte ein
wenig durch bdie pald gedffncten Augen, weil ;t fidy
erft beimlich umfeben wollte,

@inige vounberliche fleine Leute gingen fachte um:
bev unb vebeten leife mit einander. Der Gine, — ein
tleiney Mann, in einem grauen Récchen — hatte einen
langen Oberleib und gany furze Weincdhen mit breiten
Flifen, und fagte su einem anbern Mdnnlein, weldes
rund und bid war und ein fehillerndes Kleid teug: ~—
waber mejn ®ott! warum bat e8 denn beute fo ent-
fealicy geregnet?* yoorauf bep fleing runbe Herr sur
‘Hntmort gab: , Sommt ¢8 boch wieberum von ben
BWiverfadern! €8 verlautete fhon geftern frith,
Giner gon droben habe fich einmal wieber auf die, Leiter
gewagt und fei bei ben Wadptern gewefen — —

ndbeeaivag macht denn dad neue Schwanentind
fiel ein brcttes Mdnnlein, weldyed ein Pangerhemblein
on Gt[berfd)uppen anbatte, .in die Rede,

Inbem fangen leife Stimmen aus dem Jnnern bded
Palaftes: '
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 @adite, fadt’,

in ber RNqdst

tein Gerdufd gemadyt!

iy’ {ft unfer Schwanentinb!
Dreum gefdwoing

Hevbet du TWind!

Fddle Stirn’ und Aug’ und Mund,
Haudy’ fie an, matq fie gefunbd,
Gleidy gur Stund’}

»Gebet wiv licber auéq;manbet L fagte ber Kleine
im grauen Rocflein. ., Heifet Guer Wolt flille feyn,
ibr Heeyen! Jdy bleibe bier, big unfexr Frember ers
wacht, denn iy babe beute den Dienft.t — .

o tvennten fie fich, Der Feine Mann febte fich,
bem | Magifter gegenitber, in bie Kiffen eined andern
Divan und fdhlug die turzen Beinchen wie cin Tinbe
fibeveinander, langte bann qus einer Tafdye feines Rid:
dhend eine Heine Bonbonitte von hellem Kepftall heyvor
1gd nafdhte Debaglidy von: den bdarin fdhwimmenben
Meerlinfen, eine nacdy der andern, bie ev tmmer erft
lefer unter der Sunge serdeiicfte, ehe er bie nddfte
Ghfigleit berausnahm. Swifdendurch puste ev forg:
faltig an feinem Rodlein und laufdte von Jeit au Reit
auf den Tlagifter mit Flugen Augen.

Da mufte diefer aber auffpringen, weil ihm vovs
fam, ein neuer Traum umbiftere feine Sine, * Bov dem
Gladpalaft war eé ndmlid) nach und nady bunkler gevwors
pet unbd eingelne Sterne arbeiteten fich aus bem Nacythims
mel bevvor. Der Mond war aber nodh) nidit aufgegangen.



216

o bin ih? Wo feid ihr? Wie bin {h bierher
pommen? fragte der Magifter, Der feine Grauvod
wav aufgefianden und antwortste, nacdbem ey prft meh-
teve gierliche Bevbeugungen gemacht, mit einiger Selbft:
gefdligheit: Jch will 8 Gud) Peinedpegs verbergen,
baff ich bex Laudyerfdnig bin und einer ber Nothhels
fer, unb das Anbdere wird Eyc) wobl felbft befannt feyn.”

stothbelferd fiel ber Magifter ein, .0, Hebffer
Rieinee, belft mic aus meiney Noth! Wo ift fe? Jbr
wift ja — bie Jungfran im DMpnde — und beute im
Sdifflein — mit bex Qille am Hergen —

» Seld unbeforgt ¢ entgegnete bdev Heine Mann.
»Die werbet Fhr ftbevall fehen; im Monbe
und im Waffer, In den Blumen findet Ipr
fie fhlafend, und in dben Bevgen fint fie —
wenn Jbv hinfommt. — Bertraut nur uns. o
- w@ud ¥ fragte der Magifter, ,,@ucb? Ter fag
bennp Jhess

nJe nun, 5 evwicbeste der RKleine, ,, Jby fheint g3
nogy einmal bpven gu wollen, wit find eben die Mpth
betfer. <

Snbem flog ber Stibwind alf vofiges Kndblein
bued) ben Glaspalaft und warf im Loriberfliegen dem
Wagifter tinige Vlithen ju, deren Duft ibn falt pe:
tdubt und fhldfrig madyte,

»Sdlaft nuv immer ju, ¢ fagte der Kieine, ,,berm
wdbrend biefer Jeit will ich, was Eugh su wiffen noth:
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yognbig ift, eradblen. @8 fdhabet gay nidts, wenn
Jbr fdlafet — hoet Jpr? ~ denn fo verfleht
Ibr mich um fo deutlider,s

Der Pagifter fliel auch in dev That ein, und dee
TaudyerPinig begann pine gang rhbrende Erydblung von
ber Weltorbnyng und dem Houshalt auf Erdens von
ben bdfen und, guten SKedfter, von den PWiberfachern

und Nothbelfern. ., Mancherfei Thiere und Planen

giebt e8,' fagte gv, bie Der Bofe erichaffen bat, damit
fie bie Menfchen dngftigen, beifen, vergiften, vevwirren
ober beraufdherr, nue, auf dafi jene ibres GCnbsieles
vergdfen odbar fiberdriifiig wiitben; alles bad bat er
aud Neid gethan, da die Schonfung fo fdhdn und herrs
lich vollenpet war, Dgr lighe Gott aber erfchuf noch 366
fromme Shiere, bie foliten b Menfehen fiberall ju Dientt,
DHilfe und Warnung feon, und alep Ungemach ver:
citeln, Dasd {ind eyve Rothhelfer. Jeder Ort
ver Grde bat folche Nothhelfer. Die Wfen fich tagtdg:
lih ab und geben in bag Land zum Nuben und From:
men dex Menfchenfinder, An der See fliegen bie Hugen
Mdven, die warnen die Schiffer vor jedem Sturm;
fepldft ein Wanderer im Grafe, fo wadpen die Kanin:
dhen neben ihm, weden ibn, wenn ed Jeit ift; die
Fifdhe verratben den naben Husbrud) dev Bylfane, und
bie Sperlinge dag glimmende Feuer im Schornflein.
Darum ift e8 gut, daf bie Menfhen auf die Stimme
ver RNothhelfer borden und Fein Sefdhdpf vevacten!



218

Ueberdief bat auch Gott der Derr den Geiftern liebe:
poller und frommer Leute ben Mond gefchentt, auf vaf
fie in der Ndbe der Eede bislfreidhe Hand bieten foliten.
Das finddie Wadyter, die vornehmiten Noth:
helfer. Die warnen und trdften durh mannichfaltige
Fredume, die fie herabfpiegeln; lindern durch den Bei:
ftand PBleiner Clfen allevlei Kummer; erflillen viele heim:
liche Wimfce, und exfufen cine heimliche Leiter, auf
yoeldher fich fehon Mandyer aus dem Gewirre und Drang
ver Grbe in ben fanften Mond geflichtet bat.** — |
&0 ift e8 gefdieben, daf fih ort Perfonen im
Traum Pennen lernten, bie fich bernach im Leben innig
lieb gewannen. Die alten Wddpter leiten dann indge:
beim den Bebenslauf folcher Liebenden auf gar Edfiliche
Weife, fo baf- alles unvermerlt cin freudiges Siel ges
winnt. Ales zum Preife Gotted und zur Seligleit
feiner Sreatur!* Der Magifter fagte im Schlafe: Amen!
@8 ftebt Tein Wort vergeblich in der Bibel, fubr
ber RKleine mit Gifer fort, aber ibr brolligen Mens
fehen verfteht nichts, und feid in ben beimlidhen Din:
gew bummer, al8 mein Gntenvolf. Jafobs Traum:
Tefter ift nicht vergebens ervodbnt; aber nur Guve
Poeted: haben einige Kunde von ber Sache. TWie unter
pen Beeglenten die Steiger binabfteigen in die Tiefe
et ‘Grde,- um allecki Bflides Metall und Eoelftein
beraufsubringen, fo fteigen die Yoeten binauf in den
Himmel und bolen allerlei Hereliches hetab, wabtlich,
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Kofttichered, alg Gold und Evelftein! Drum find fie
vie [eigentlichen Steiger und Himmelsleute, o wie
vie andbern Steiger beifen und Bergleute find.t
Der Magifter madhte einige unrubige Bevwegungen,
worauf der Kleine fagte: ,,Ja, ja, iy weifi fhon, Div
vwdre 3 eben recht, ich verriethe gefchwind bie gange
Gefdhichte von der Jungfrau im Monbe; aber, liehes
Menfchentind, s ift su long und ein grofed Mdhichen
flir fich. Ueberbieh fehit e8 an Jeit daju, benn bder
Mond wird bald aufgehen.ss Mit diefen Worten griff
et sum Fenfter binaud nad) einer Wafferpflange, um
an dem Blumenleld) devfetben zu feben, wie viel Uby
e8 fef. .. Nur das noch*, fubr ev fort, ,.erlaubt mic, bdie
Beit ju fagen: Wenn fie fonft die Traumleiter betrat,
wm in ben ftillen Mond ju fltchten, fo gefchabh e8 um fich
vott heimlic) audzuweinen. Jept ift alled anders. | Die
Schwanentdnigin, die das DHaupt aller TNothhelfer bies
fer Umgegend ift, bat fie gu fich genommens dev Lemy
bat fie belebt; bie Waffer baben fie evquict, bie vier
Rieblinge, die Du im Monde gefehen, Haben ibwe Seele
erheitert, und fie liebt Dich, feit IJpr Euch im Wonbde
fabet.* ' ' R
RKaum war der Heine Saucher mit feiner Ersdhlung
sut Gnbde, ba ging ver Mond tief unten im Waffer auf,
fo baf jest der gange %aﬁerpa(aﬁ bell erleuchtet; voar.
Man fab vie alten. MWdachter mit freudigem Antlige von
oben auf der Leiter berabfteigen, und ber ann im
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S | —

SMonde warf eine bilthende Rofe berab. Da fangen
vie Stimmey wieder;

W Sadte, facyt’, fie exwadyt,

Meu belebt und angefacht,** —

Ale Notbbelfer ftanden draufen um bden Palaft.
Der tleine Tquchertonig aber ald Fabymann in einem
Saiffchen von Lotosbldttern und bielt dbad Rubder in
Hindben, ald warte er auf die Abfabhrt. Wan fah durch
eine Thiire i’ Jnnere ded Palofles, wie die Jung:
frau eben Abfchied nabm von der Schwanentdnigin.
Gie trug aber anftatt der Lilie eine RNofe am Hergen
Sraume flatterten um fie her, wie Fofende Tdubdjen,
und Peine Elfen tanyten einen frdblien Hodeitdrei-
gen. Sie felbft fah aus, wie ein Kind, welcyes lange
gefchlafen bat, und blidte febr Deiter und felig. A8
fie beraustrat und auf den Magifter julam, erwadyte
diefer, wie durch einen eleltrifhen Schlag.

Die Sonne fland bereitd body am Himmel und
um ifn Her lag bie wacbe, emfige TWelt.

Nun mupte es aber gefcheben, bdaf er, ald ex fich
mit frifhen Ginnen umfdaute, jroeier Geftalten gewabhr
ywurde, bie ibn in eine neue Berwircung zu filirzen
brobten. MNeben einer hoben ernften Frau — war 8
nidt die Schwanentdnigin? — ging die lieblide IJung:
frau, diefelbe, bie er feitbem immer gefehen, blithend
und beiter wie ein glidliches Kind und trug eine Rofe
am Herzen.

o

Gr fchaute ibnen betroffen viach, bi8 fie binter den
Bdumen verfchrounben wavein.

Dann faltete aber der Magiffer gerithrt die Hande
und fagte: ., Nurt weif idy's.

Fragft Du, wer mir aufgetragen,
Goldye Mabrden su erfinben?
Rrage lieber, warum Elagen
Aeolgharfen in den Winbens
Frag’ ben Bltthenfdnee der Bdume
Und dfe Witmlein auf der Flur,
Warum in die blauen Rdume

Steigt ihr Duft im Fribling nuc?



The Dream Ladder
A Fairy Tale
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Translated by
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What we dream, what we do,

Both are of the same value:

The secret of this planet

no one can make clear to us.

Life is a dream, and dreams are life
Thus it's just a fairy tale.



It was long past midnight when the schoolmaster turned his head to the other
side in order to gaze more comfortably at the moon through the leaves of the arbor,
where he was sitting. There was a strong smell of honeysuckle in the warm night air,
the whole garden swam in magical illumination, for a full moon stood high, and only
small, crystalline clouds floated by. It was extraordinarily mysterious in the arbor! The
schoolmaster had already been sitting for several hours in it, all the time looking up into
the clear night sky. He didn't know how blissful he was. All of nature lay about him like
an answered question! He sat, though, in the middle of all the secrets like a child!

The schoolmaster had always loved the moon. Already as a small boy he
had often stood for hours in the window of his bedroom. As he looked at the
clouds and eavesdropped on the secretive doings around the moon, he forgot all
about going to sleep.

That night, as he stared in this manner at the moon and the wonderful ring,
which had wrapped itself around it, the wonder of a summer night suddenly
opened itself to him.

He noticed how from out of the moon, a quiet, shining ladder, slowly and
hardly noticeable, slid further and further down until the last rung stood before him
in the honeysuckle arbor. Then the ladder appeared to become all the more
sturdy and strong and clearer to the eye. A hustle and bustle and a strange rain
began to fall upon it. Up, down, and all mixed up like rising and falling snow
flakes.

Right next to his ear he then heard little voices, fine and silver, which sang
under the arbor:

The night wraps, in a garland

your world,

We slip quietly ahead

in the world;

What, during the day, the sun's rays
burned away from you,

is handed to you in crystal bowls

by a loving hand:

Newly rejuvenated and newly recovered,
More beautiful than it ever was!

Everywhere in the garden things began to move. The tops of the trees waved



garrulously amongst themselves, and the young branches rustled powerfully as
they had never done before during the day.

Then gentle arms pulled him up from his seat; how it happened, he didn't
know. He even knew less so how it happened that he stepped bravely onto the
lowest rung of the ladder, and then, without becoming dizzy, climbed up into the
bright night sky. At the same moment, the little garden under him sounded like a
choir of hidden human voices, and finally he heard the earth spinning way down
below! What had appeared to him as rising and falling snow flakes when he was
sitting down in the arbor, were small elves. They were hurrying past him and
delivering all kinds of messages on the moon and on earth.

Finally, however, the schoolmaster found himself all the way up on the
moon. He was not at all surprised that he found everything so very different from
what he had read about the moon in the astronomy books. The silver palace, with
its thousands of peaks and towers that looked like silver crystallizations, shined
brightly, but it did not blind him. Never had a human seen anything more
beautiful.

An old man came right up to the edge of where the ladder rested and
amicably gave the schoolmaster his hand to help him up. It was the man in the
moon; but he didn't have a journeyman's sack on a stick or a dog with him. As a
result the schoolmaster did not recognize him immediately. Those are only fairy
tales that they tell us about the man on the moon. The truth is that the old man
looks gentle and friendly. "It's been a long time" he said, "since one of your
people has been up here with us, although we have made it so comfortable for
you."

As simple as his greeting was, the schoolmaster, however, had to start
crying because the tone of his voice touched his heart so peacefully. He was just
about to fall down on his knees in front of the man on the moon when he grasped
him under his arms and said: “Don't! | am only the overseer, the guard! Your
mistake, my child, is as forgivable as any of those of the heathen peoples, who, to
my humiliation, have for a long time sinfully honored me. Just come with me! It's

true that your eyes are still half closed to our world, but that is because warm



blood still runs in your heart. Don't be disturbed, though, if everything here
appears colorless to you.”

At this they strolled further along.

A never ending stillness always rules upon the moon.

Everything is very different there, and a joyful light, in which everything
earthly is transfigured, gleams everywhere. No one knows from where the silver
palace receives its light; it appears, however, that it radiates from within. The
crystal lake, which surrounds the castle and looks like deep, deep moonlight, can
only be illuminated from this mysterious source as well. Silver trees stand around
it, whose leaves rustle constantly in the wind. As the two of them walked along,
white swans swam across the surface of the crystal lake, and small, white
humming birds flew out of white lilies, which flourished in great numbers on the
moon.

Everything is just simply very different there and like a dream.

As the two of them stood in front of the lake, the man in the moon pulled
out a divining rod. At the same moment a gentle rainbow arose, over which they
went to the gate of the silver palace. The rainbow swayed and bent heavily under
the weight of the two pilgrims. After they crossed it, the bridge sank back into the
lake again. "Good heavens, look at that!" said the guide, "Your people and the
wet nurses have made a journeyman's sack on a stick out of the divining rod!
Take it and open the door yourself."

The schoolmaster held the staff in his hands, and immediately the palace
opened itself in the middle like a bright cloud. "Your guardians live here!" said the
man in the moon. "l am not allowed to show you the old, faithful souls that do so
much for you humans yet. But please step closer because you certainly know
these."

The schoolmaster looked into a beautiful hall in which four men were sitting
together. The first one was Shakespeare, next to him sat old Goethe, and next to

him, Dschami.” At the feet of the German poet, which the others had so

'Dschamij/Djami, MoulanaNuro'd-Din 'Abdo'rRahmen, was a Persian poet, scholar and Sufi
mystic. He was born on October 7, 1414 in Khargerd at Djam (present day Torbat-e-Jam in the



warmheartedly placed in the middle, sat an unknown boy, who had placed his
elbows on his knees like a child. In a graceful manner, Shakespeare alternately
caressed the youth's curls and his cheeks. The three appeared to listen rather
thoughtfully to what Dschami was saying. Unfortunately the schoolmaster could
not make out a single word he was saying, but he couldn't help noticing how the
Persian often pointed toward the earth and that Goethe cried bitterly.

"Come now!" said the man in the moon, "Now you know that your Poets
are with us. We must go back as long as the ladder is still standing.”

Then a large crowd of elves came with all kinds of dispatches and orders.
They all bowed before the man in the moon, and some of them whispered
something in his ear.

"She's coming," he said to the schoolmaster. "We must return to the ladder
before it is too late because the time is over."

Then the joyful schoolmaster became aware of a gentle girl, whom he
surely had never seen before but nevertheless recognized at once. Elves danced
around her and dreams fluttered about in front of her like small doves. She
walked alone and meditatively and had a lily over her heart; her gait had a
swaying motion about it like a dreamer. She seemed ailing and sick. The four
men stood up immediately, and the schoolmaster saw that they turned their
attention to the girl.

He would have gladly inquired about her; but just then the man in the moon
said: "Just step firmly onto the ladder, we will soon meet again!"

The world had already begun to move before him again, and he heard the
friendly voice of his guide calling after him: "And if you should meet one another

again, then you will already know each other!"

district of Khorasan, Iran) and died on October 9, 1492 in the city of Herat, which is located today in
Afghanistan. Djami was considered to be the greatest poet of his age. He wrote close to 50 works,
among them 3 divans, 7 longer romantic or didactic poems, and several pieces concerning Islamic,
principally Sunni, theology and mysticism. Other works include tracts about rhetoric, poetics and
Arabic grammar.



When the sun broke through the honeysuckle arbor in the morning, the
schoolmaster awoke and didn't really know where he was!

The schoolmaster did not want to admit that he had fallen asleep last
night, and yet the memory of the ladder and all that he had seen on the moon
was so incomprehensible to him! For a long time he walked about pensively and
dreamily. Finally, it seemed best to him to wait for the night to come in order that
he could sit anew in the arbor. There he wanted to watch and examine everything

precisely.

However, towards evening a heavy thunderstorm came so that the sky
was completely overcast with clouds, becoming darker and darker. At last a
heavy rain fell, and there was thunder and lightning for a long time.

"The moon will certainly not rise tonight," he said to himself and went sadly
down to the streets in the city. He still thought constantly about the girl with the lily
over her heart, whom he had seen on the moon.

Then he came to a street that stood under water. A small child stood next
to the water. He wanted to go across but couldn't because it was too deep. The
schoolmaster took the child in his arms, and as he carried him through he asked
"Where do you live? All the streets are flooded and you are small, you could
easily go under and drown."

The child replied in a friendly voice: "Thank you, young man. If you would
be so good, then carry me still another two miles from here to the Swan Queen. |
live with her."

The schoolmaster had almost dropped the child by a hair, so shaken was
he by the boy's words; "Because it must be," he thought, "l will do it." He then
carried the child out of the city.

Outside of the city the whole countryside was under water as well, and
wherever one looked everything was awash with water and deathly still.

The poor schoolmaster almost lost his courage at the sight of it. "To swim
forth two miles is certainly a lot: but because it must be, then | will do it," he
thought.



Then a small boat sailed past. "Hey, little boat!" shouted the child, "Please
take us to the Swan Queen." At that the little boat came over, and they sat down
in it together and travelled on.

The schoolmaster often looked back over his shoulder towards the sky to
see if the heavy clouds would break soon; but there was no hope of that.

All at once thousands upon thousands of swans emerged from out of the

water and swam in proud splendor around the little boat, singing:

In the bright,

wonderful,

eternally clear

waves of water

dive under

all the more healthy

you will awake!

Here is life!

Wake up!

There, the world

lies dreamily,

and deceives you while awake
Swan child, swan child
come to us quickly, quickly!

While singing this song the swans pulled the little boat into light green
reeds. Even still more of them came out of the water, and the reeds pointed their
tips together at the top so that they all could go on as if through an emerald arbor.
Just as the schoolmaster was about to turn to the child with a question, he
noticed to his renewed horror that the child had disappeared from the boat. Next
to him now sat the young woman with the lily over her heart, the same one that
he had met the other night on the moon. "Don't be startled," she said pleadingly,
"we have just arrived home," and at these words the boat sank down into the
water with everyone in it.

The schoolmaster was nevertheless somewhat startled because he felt
that he had been completely conscious up until now.

Down under the water he lay upon a crimson pillow and everything about

him was a bright glass palace. He blinked through his half opened eyes a little bit



because he first wanted to secretly look about him.

Several strange little people walked about softly and talked quietly
amongst themselves. One of them, a small man in a grey jacket had a long upper
body and very short legs with flat feet. He said to another little man, who was
round and fat and dressed in shimmering clothes: "My God! Why has it rained so
terribly today?", to which the little round man replied: "It's surely from our
enemies! Already early yesterday morning there were indications that one of them
from over there had dared once again to go up the ladder and visit the girl."

"What's the new swan child doing?" broke in a third little man, who was
wearing a tiny coat of mail made of silver plates.

Meanwhile, quiet voices from the depths of the palace began to sing:

Quickly, quickly,

go into the night

Don't make a sound!

Our swan child is tired!

Oh wind come

along quickly

fan her forehead, eye and mouth,
breath upon her, make her well
at this very moment!

"It is better if we separate," said the little one in the small gray jacket. "You
men go and tell your people to be quiet! I'll stay here until our friend is awake
since | have to work today."

Thus they went their ways. The little man sat down in the crevice of a divan
across from the schoolmaster. He crossed his legs like a Turk, pulled a little
chocolate tin out of his pocket and chewed contentedly on one sea lentil after
another that were swimming about in it, all the while first deliciously crushing it
under his tongue before taking out the next sweet. In between he would carefully
brush his little jacket and from time to time glance at the schoolmaster with
intelligent eyes.

Suddenly the schoolmaster had to jump up because he thought that a new
dream was somberly overcoming his senses. It had gradually become darker,

and single stars pushed their way out into the night sky. The moon, however, had



still not risen.

"Where am |? Where are you? How did | get here? asked the
schoolmaster. The little one in the grey jacket stood up and, after he had made
several delicate bows, answered the questions in a complacent manner: "l do not
want to conceal from you at all that | am the Diver King and one of the helpers,
the latter of which you are certainly well aware of."

"Helpers?" thought the schoolmaster, "Oh, help me in this hour of need!
Where is she? You know, don't you? The maiden on the moon, the one in the
boat today with the lily on her heart?"

"Do not worry," answered the little man. "You will see her everywhere; on
the moon and in the water. You will find her asleep in the flowers. She sits in the
mountains if you go there. Just have faith in us."

"Have faith in you?” asked the schoolmaster, "You? Who are you then?"

"Oh dear" replied the little one. "You apparently want to hear again that we
are just the helpers."

At that, the South Wind blew through the glass palace as a rosy-cheeked
boy and threw the schoolmaster some blossoms in passing. Their fragrance
made him sleepy and almost-intoxicated him.

"Just keep sleeping," said the little one, “because when you are asleep |
want to tell you something that is very important. It doesn't matter at all if you
sleep—can you hear me?—because then you will understand me all the better."

In fact, the schoolmaster fell asleep. At that, the Diver King began to tell a
very touching tale about the order of the world and the household of the earth,
about the good and evil forces, distinguishing the opponents from the helpers. He
said "There are many animals and plants that the evil one has created in order
that they frighten, bite, poison, bewilder or intoxicate humans, only in doing so
they have all forgotten or become weary of their ultimate purposes. He did all of
this out of jealousy since the creation was completed in such beauty and
magnificence. The good Lord, though, created 366 docile animals which should
serve, help, and warn men everywhere as well as alleviate any hardships. Those

are your helpers. Any kind of planet has them. They relieve each other daily and



go into the country for the greater good of humanity. At sea, the clever sea gulls
fly about and warn the skippers of approaching storms; if a traveller falls asleep in
the street, rabbits watch over him and wake him when it's time; fish warn of
impending volcanic eruptions and sparrows of the glowing flames in a chimney
fire. It is therefore good if men obey the helpers’ voices and do not hold any
creation in contempt! Beyond this, God the Father has also given the moon to the
spirits of loving and pious people so that they can offer a helping hand close to
earth. Those are the guardians, the most noble of helpers. They warn and
comfort through various dreams, which they reflect down from the moon. They
fulfill many secret wishes and create a secret ladder upon which many have
already fled to escape the confusion and stress of earth."

"It has occurred that people have met each other in dreams, who, later in
life, have grown deeply fond of one another. The old guardians then manage the
lives of the lovers in such an invaluable way that everything leads, unbeknownst
to them, to a happy end; all to the glory of God and the happiness of his creation!"
"Amen!” said the schoolmaster in his sleep.

"No meaningless words are written in the Bible," the little one eagerly
continued, "but you strange humans don't understand anything and are more
stupid than my flock of ducks when it comes to secret things. Jacob's Dream
Ladder is not mentioned in vain, but only your poets have some knowledge of it.
As with the miners who climb down into the depths of earth in order to bring up
precious metals and gems, so too do the Poets climb up into the heavens and
bring all kinds of magnificence down; truly things much more precious than gold
and gems. That is why they are the real climbers and celestial beings, like the
others who are called climbers and are miners."

The schoolmaster made a few restless movements to which the little one
said: "Yes, yes, | know already, it would be right by you if | would quickly reveal
the story of the maiden on the moon; but, my dear child, it's a fairy tale too long
and too lengthy to tell now. Moreover, there isn't enough time to tell it to you
because the moon is about to rise." With these words he reached out of the

window for a water plant to look at the time in its bell shaped blossom. "Only that,"



he continued, "allows me to announce the time: When she used to climb the
dream ladder to escape to the moon, it was to secretly cry her heart out. Now
everything is quite different. The Swan Queen, who was the head of all the
helpers in the region, took her in; the Spring revived her; the waters refreshed
her, the four favored ones you saw on the moon cheered her heart, and she has
been in love [with] you ever since you saw each other on the moon."

Hardly had the little diver finished his story when the moon went deep
down into the water so that now the entire water palace was brightly illuminated.
The old guardians with friendly faces could be seen descending down the ladder,
and the man on the moon threw a blossoming rose down. Then the voices began
to sing:

“Quickly, quickly, she is awakening,
refreshed and revived anew."

All the helpers stood around the palace. The little Diver King was now a
ferryman in a boat made of lotus leaves and held the tiller in his hands as if he
were waiting to depart. The maiden's farewell to the Swan Queen in the interior of
the palace could be seen through the gates. Instead of wearing the lily, she wore
a rose over her heart. Dreams fluttered about her like caressing doves, and little
elves danced a merry wedding round. She herself looked like a child who had
slept a long time and looked very cheerful and overjoyed. As she stepped out of
the palace and approached the schoolmaster, he awoke as if he had been struck
by lightning.

The sun was already high up in the sky and around him lay the hustling
and bustling world.

But then it had happened, as he looked about himself with refreshed
senses, that he became aware of two figures, whose presence threatened to
plunge him into renewed bewilderment. Next to a tall, serious woman—wasn't it
the Swan Queen?—the lovely maiden, the same one he had seen before, strolled
glowingly and cheerfully along like a happy child. She wore a rose over her heart.

He watched them full of consternation until they had disappeared behind

the trees.



Then he calmly folded his hands and said: "Now | know it."

Are you asking on whose behalf

| invent these fairy tales?

Ask rather, why Aeolian harps

lament in the winds;

Ask the canopy of blooms in the trees
and the flowers in the meadow,

why their fragrances ascend

into the blue expanses only in the Spring?





