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TRANSLATOR'S INTRODUCTION



Elucidations of Hölderlin's Poetry is the translation of Erläuterungen zu Hölderlins Dichtung, whose fifth edition appeared in 1981 as Volume 4 of the Collected Edition (Gesamtausgabe) of Martin Heidegger's works (Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann). Dr. Friedrich-Wilhelm von Herrmann has added an Editor's Epilogue to this new edition, which includes two brief appendices and photographic reproductions of Heidegger's own working copies of the second and third versions of Hölderlins poem "Greece," which is elucidated in detail in the essay "Hölderlin's Earth and Heaven." It is the express intention of the Collected Edition that the works stem as closely as possible from Heidegger's own hand and in accordance with his own wishes (aus letzter Hand), and that they be published as free as possible from critical apparatus. In this brief Introduction, I wish to raise only a minimal number of issues relevant for the understanding of this text in English and to thank those who have helped in bringing this translation to fruition.



I. The present elucidations do not claim to be contributions to research in the history of literature or to aesthetics. They spring from a necessity of thought.1
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIISTS POETRY



Thus reads Heidegger's Preface to the fourth, enlarged edition of this book (1971). It is surprising for its brevity. But what is even more surprising is that Heidegger should have felt a need for such a disclaimer nearly three decades after the publication of the first edition of this work. I am certain that the publication of this book in English demands that this disclaimer be reinforced even further, and I would like to take it as a guide for how to approach this book. For Heidegger's brief, two-sentence Preface tells us what this book is not, as well as what it is. Heidegger's Preface makes clear that the essays contained in this book are neither mere commentaries (Anmerkungen) nor explanations (Er klärungen), as we might normally expect since they deal with the explication of a poet's work; rather, they are elucidations (Erläuterungen). Heidegger has deliberately italicized the word, and the last paragraph of his Preface to the second edition (1951) further emphasizes its root meaning (läutern, to make clear or clarify). The elucidation must make the poem itself "a little clearer." It should "strive to make itself superfluous," that is, transparent. And ultimately, it should allow the poem to elucidate, that is, "throw light on the other poems." In other words, the elucidations are thinking's attempt to make clear and lucid, to throw light upon, what is poetized in the poem. They are thus to be understood in terms of the dialogue of Heidegger's thinking (Denken) with Hölderlins poetizing (Dichten), and not as either literary criticism or aesthetics. Since Heidegger was a philosopher by training and profession, it may appear all too obvious why he does not claim to be doing literary criticism. Yet it should be pointed out that Heidegger was quite familiar with Hölderlin scholarship and worked closely with the available critical editions of Hölderlin's works. In addition, Heidegger's Hölderlin "interpretations" were published in leading journals of literary criticism, such as Trivium and the Hölderlin-Jahrbuch, and appeared in prestigious collections in honor of Hölderlin's work, right alongside essays by established Hölderlin scholars. Heidegger was also in correspondence with leading critics such as Emil Staiger and Max Kommerell. And his interpretations have been widely cited in the Hölderlin literature.
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The reason that Heidegger does not claim to be doing literary criticism is that it is not his intention to undertake an ontic, scientific examination of the text or of its "correct" philological status. In the same year (1942) that Heidegger wrote the essay in this volume on Hölderlin's poem "Remembrance," he was also giving a lecture course at the University of Freiburg devoted to the same work. In the opening remarks, he said: "The lecture course has no desire to enter into competition with the 'literaryhistorical' research on Hölderlins 'Life and Work,' in order to put forth the 'correct,' or even the definitive, Hölderlin, like a specimen of natural scientific work The one and only thing that the lecture course attempts is to think what Hölderlin has poetized and to bring this to knowledge."2 Thus, standing outside the prevailing standards and current literary interpretations, it is Heidegger's intent to question the text in terms of the one question which, according to the later Heidegger, no science can ever ascertain: the question of Being. About a year before he published the earliest of the essays included in the Elucidations, "Hölderlin and the Essence of Poetry" (1936), Heidegger gave a lecture course on Hölderlin's hymns "Germania" and "The Rhine." There he states unequivocally the one and only purpose of his dialogue with Hölderlin: "The poetic turn toward his poetry is possible only as a thoughtful confrontation with the revelation of Being (Seyn) which is successfully accomplished in this poetry."3 Heidegger is therefore not bound by the presuppositions of literary criticism or any discipline which aspires to be scientific and to investigate beings, least of all the one presupposition which has characterized all the sciences since Descartes: the subject-object dichotomy. It is for this reason that Heidegger also does not claim to be doing "aesthetics," although aesthetics is the philosophical discipline normally charged with treating questions concerning the nature of the artist and the work of art. For Heidegger, aesthetics as a philosophical discipline arose as a consequence of the original forgottenness of the ontological difference between Being (Sein) and beings (Seiendes), and therefore of the emphasis being placed on the particular being. It is therefore understandable that this discipline should at times aspire to be a science as well, since the sciences likewise arose from this forgottenness, carving out a specific
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIISTS POETRY



object domain for their investigations of beings. In the "Epilogue" and the "Addendum" to "The Origin of the Work of Art," Heidegger says: Almost from the time when specialized thinking about art and the artist began, this thought was called aesthetic. Aesthetics takes the work of art as an object, the object of aisthesis, of sensuous apprehension in the wide sense. Today we call this apprehension experience.... Everything is an experience. Yet perhaps experience is the element in which art dies.4 Thus, for Heidegger, "aesthetics" sets the work of art up as an object over against the subject, who has an "experience" of the object. Heidegger therefore sees aesthetics as guided by the subject-object dichotomy as well. Accordingly, it is necessary for the thinker to set aside the usual presuppositions of both literary criticism and aesthetics: Reflection on what art may be is completely and decidedly determined only in regard to the question of Being. Art is considered neither an area of cultural achievement nor an appearance of spirit; it belongs to the primal event (Ereignis) by way of which the "meaning of Being" (cf. Being and Time) can alone be defined.5



n. They spring from a necessity of thought.6 What is this necessity of thought, and why does it require the turn of thought toward poetry? As is well known, the remaining portions of Being and Time which Heidegger had promised were not published as originally planned, and the crucial movement from Being and Time to Time and Being, which Heidegger had called for in Being and Time, did not take place in the manner first proposed.7 In his "Letter on Humanism," Heidegger writes: "The section in question was held back because thinking failed in the adequate saying of this turning, and did not succeed with the help of the language of metaphysics."8 Thus, due to the lack of the proper
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language, the Heidegger of Being and Time publishes very little in the fifteen years following its publication in 1927 and a few related pieces in 1929.9 This is of course Heidegger's famous turning (Kehre), occasioned by the fact that for all the radicality of Being and Time, its attempt at saying something nontraditional nevertheless attempted to say it in the traditional, neo-Kantian language of the day. Language itself occupies a relatively minor place (equiprimordial with "state of mind" {Befindlichkeit) and "understanding" (Verstehen), Poetry itself is mentioned only twice, and is accorded no special significance. And the early Greeks are mentioned seldom, and half of the references to them occur in the section (44) on truth. In other words, what Heidegger discovered in the years following the publication of Being and Time in 1927 was that, if he is to retrieve (Wiederholung) the forgottenness of Being, he will also have to retrieve the language which will enable him to say the truth of Being, and that this language is a fundamentally poetic one. In his letter to William Richardson, in which Heidegger explicitly speaks of his "turning," he points to a 1937/38 lecture course on the essence of truth, particularly aletheia and poiesis and their relation, and says: The fact that what we thoughtlessly enough call "truth" the Greeks called Aletheia—as well, indeed, in poetical and nonphilosophical language— is not (a result of) their (own) invention and caprice. It is the richest endowment of their language, in which that-which-comes-to-presence as such attained nonconcealment and—concealment This manifold thinking demands, to be sure, not a new language, but a transformed relation to the Being (Wesen) of the old one.10 Therefore, in the 1930s and early 40s, Heidegger's thinking undergoes a twofold turning. The first is the turning back to the early Greeks in order to retrieve their fundamental saying of truth as the unity of logos and physis at the beginning of Western thinking.11 The second is the turning in the modern age to the poet Hölderlin in order to retrieve for us now the fundamental truth of Being. This latter retrieval, along with the first one, point
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forward to the possibility of another beginning at the end of the modern age. However, this twofold turning, which points backward and forward, is ultimately onefold, i.e., it is in both instances a poetic turning, for it is the poetic language of the early Greeks which enabled them to say the truth of Being. And in both instances this poetic truth of Being retrieves, in both the early Greeks and in Hölderlin, the truth of Being as physis. In An Intro duction to Metaphysics, a lecture course given in 1935, Heidegger writes: "it was through a fundamental-poetic-thoughtful experience of Being that they (the early Greeks) discovered what they had to call physis!'12 And in his lecture on the poem "As When on a Holiday," first given in 1939, he says: "In this poem, Hölderlin's word 'nature' poetizes its essence according to the concealed truth of the primordial fundamental word physis!'13 It is clear that Heidegger's Elucidations of Hölderlin's Poetry attempts to redefine the relation between philosophy and poetry, thinking and poetizing, in a way which frees them from their centuries-old conflict. It is an attempt to retrieve the relation they had before Plato. This is not the place for a well-worked-out essay on the relation of thinking and poetizing in Heidegger, which, in any event, I have done elsewhere.14 The issue has been further complicated by the fact that Heidegger has written several collections of what look like poems.15 Another disclaimer is therefore advisable. Heidegger has no intention of collapsing thinking and poetry together and obliterating their differences. In a letter to Heidegger of July 29, 1942, which was occasioned by the lecture on "As When on a Holiday," Max Kommerell, the German man of letters, wrote to Heidegger and asked: Where is the transition point where your own philosophy flows into Hölderlin . . . is itself equatable at this point with Hölderlin—and ultimately where, in its specific kind of assertion, does your philosophy come close to poetry itself?16 Heidegger replied on August 4,1942, the same month in which he was writing the essay "Remembrance": Naturally, your letter places me in a unique dilemma. I can only find a way out of it by taking your designation "philosopher" as a sign and
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attempting to speak on behalf of the "thinker" in contrast to the poet. . . . I can not, and nowhere do I, identify myself with Hölderlin.17 And in Nietzsche I, Heidegger expresses this relation in its exact character: All philosophical thinking, and precisely the most rigorous and most prosaic, is in itself poetic, and yet is never poetic art (Dichtkunst). Likewise, a poet's work—like Hölderlin's hymns—can be thoughtful in the highest degree, and yet it is never philosophy.18 In other words, although at its source thinking (Denken) may be a poetizing (Dichten) in the broadest sense of the word, it is never poetry or poesy (Poesie), it is never a poem (Gedicht).19 And at the same time, although a poet's poetizing may be thoughtful (denkerisch), it is never a philosophical treatise, it is never philosophy (Philosophie). For all their identity, thinking and poetizing still retain their difference. Thus, Heidegger can write: "But precisely because thinking does not poetize, but is an original saying and language, it must remain near to poetry."20



m. This book has been prepared to be of maximum use to the public as well as to the Heidegger and Hölderlin scholar. Due to the difficulty of the poems, as well as the fact that in some cases Heidegger's versions purposefully differ from the accepted readings and translations, the German of those four poems to which Heidegger has devoted entire essays has been included on pages facing the English translation. The text itself is as close as anything could be to having come directly from Heidegger's own hand. It went through four editions during Heidegger's lifetime, the most recent having appeared in 1971, just five years before his death. Dr. von Herrmann has added several notes, which are of two kinds. First, he has inserted several of Heidegger's marginal notes taken directly from his working copy of the second edition (1951) of this
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book. Second, he has noted several textual emendations which have occurred in the various editions of a few of the essays. Numerous lengthy introductions have been written by translators attesting to the difficulty of rendering Heidegger or Hölderlin into English. One can easily imagine the awe with which one would approach translating an entire book of Heidegger and Hölderlin. With respect to Hölderlin, I have simply tried to translate the poems as faithfully as possible. Of necessity, they have had to remain close to the German, including syntax, to make them accessible to Heidegger's often line-by-line interpretations. Nevertheless, I have not hesitated to turn them into English, and to make sure they read and sound like English, so that they may also stand on their own. In translating the Heidegger, I have of course been able to benefit from all those courageous Heidegger translators who have come before me. As I hope this brief Introduction has made clear, this book is like no other. So while attempting to render Heidegger's German into plain English, I have never lost sight of the fact that this is a confrontation between perhaps Germany's most poetic philosopher and most philosophical poet. I have, however, purposefully hesitated to "prettify" the translation or to adapt it to some preconceived notion, usually a rather "romanticized" one, of what poetry and poetic prose should read like. This book is a profound and difficult philosophical text, and I did not feel it was my job to make what is genuinely difficult appear superficially easy. In the Foreword to their recent translation of Heidegger's 1942 lecture course, "Hölderlins Hymn 'The Isten " William McNeill and Julia Davis write: First, a special difficulty is posed by the need to translate not just Heidegger but Hölderlin, including the many fragments of Hölderlins poetry that Heidegger cites in the course of his interpretation. If anything, Hölderlin's German—both in his poetic works and in the socalled "theoretical writings"—is even more resistant to translation than Heidegger's. Although a number of translations do exist in English, these are often not very helpful in the present context, where Heidegger's readings lend the hymns and fragments a quite specific meaning.21



Translator's Introduction



$



TV.



This translation has benefited greatly from the work of many others and I would like to take this opportunity to acknowledge them here. In preparing early drafts of the first two essays, "Homecoming" and "Hölderlin and the Essence of Poetry," I had at my disposal the early translations done by Douglas Scott in Existence and Being (Werner Brock [ed.], Chicago: Regnery, 1949), as well as Paul de Man's translation of the latter essay which appeared in the Quarterly Review of Literature Vol. X (1959), pp. 79-94. In addition, the entire book has been compared to the French translations by Henry Corbin, Michel Deguy, Francois Fedier, and Jean Launay in Approche de Hölderlin (Paris: Gallimard, 1962, new enlarged edition, 1973). With respect to Hölderlin, I have not hesitated to consult previous translations of his poems, including Selected Poems of Friedrich Hölderlin, translated by J. B. Leishman, (Westport, Conn.: Hyperion Press, 1978, second, revised and enlarged edition); Friedrich Hölderlin and Eduard Mörike: Selected Poemsy translated by Christopher Middleton (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1972); Hymns and Fragments by Friedrich Hölderliny translated by Richard Sieburth (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1984), and Friedrich Hölderlin: Selected Poems, translated by David Constantine (Newcastle upon Tyne: Bloodaxe Books, 1996). Several helpful English translations also appeared in Friedrich Hölderlin: An Early Modern, edited by Emery E. George (Ann Arbor: University of Michigan Press, 1972); most useful in this collection was Cyrus Hamlin's translation of Hölderlin's "Homecoming," with commentary, pp. 227-45. Oeuvres de Hölderlin, edited by Philippe Jaccottet (Paris: Editions Gallimard, Biblioth£que de la Pleiade, 1967), was quite useful as well. The most comprehensive translations of Hölderlin's poetry have been done by the British poet and literary critic Michael Hamburger, who has devoted over five decades to publishing five books of translations. I have been most fortunate to have Hamburger's fine translations to consult. His most complete volume is Friedrich Hölderlin: Poems and Fragments, translated by Michael Hamburger (London: Anvil Press Poetry, 3rd ed., 1994).
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I am delighted that Penguin Classics has recently made available an inexpensive paperback version of Hamburger's translations: Friedrich Hölderlin: Selected Poems and Fragments (London: Penguin Group, 1998, ed. Jeremy Adler). I cannot convey to the English reader of this book just how much these translations have gained from the patient and expert reading given them by three well-known scholars, each with a wealth of translation experience: Dr. Joseph Kockelmans, Distinguished Professor Emeritus of Philosophy, The Pennsylvania State University; Dr. Jeffner Allen, Professor of Philosophy, State University of New York, Binghamton; and Dr. Cyrus Hamlin, Professor of German and Comparative Literature, Yale University. Joseph Kockelmans painstakingly went over every word, line, and page, offering me the most insightful criticisms on Heidegger, Hölderlin, and the German and English languages. He has been immensely helpful and encouraging throughout this entire project. Jeffner Allen was equally the perfect reader and colleague. She offered numerous comments and suggestions concerning Heidegger and Hölderlins German. She went over the English translations many times, and we read the English translations aloud together, including the poems, on many occasions, in order to make sure they sounded like English and not like translations. Cyrus Hamlin offered his expert knowledge of German and was especially helpful with the translations of Hölderlins poetry. A renowned Hölderlin scholar, Dr. Hamlin has also translated several of Hölderlins poems, including "Homecoming." He went over the entire text offering numerous suggestions and answering many questions. His vast knowledge of Hölderlin and the Hölderlin research proved to be invaluable. Professor Graeme Nicholson, Professor of Philosophy, Trinity College, Toronto, Canada, also went over the entire manuscript and helped to improve the translation at several important points. Preparation of this book was aided by a grant from the Program for Translations of the National Endowment for the Humanities, an independent federal agency; for seven months NEH freed me from my other
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duties so that I could devote my time and energies to the completion of this project. I am especially grateful to the support of Susan Mango of the Translations program. Nevertheless, after all the grateful acknowledgements, it goes without saying that I alone must take the final responsibility for the work presented here, and I am happy to do so. The translations are of course all new, including the renderings of Hölderlins' poems and fragments, some of which appear here in English for the first time. Keith Hoeller, Ph.D. Seattle, Washington September 2000



NOTES 1. Author's Preface to Elucidations of Hölderlin*s Poexry, translated by Keith Hoeller (Amherst: Prometheus Books, 2000), p. 21. 2. Martin Heidegger, Hölderlins Hymne "Andenken" (Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann, 1982, Gesamtausgabe, Vol. 52), pp. 2, 5. Two other lecture courses given by Heidegger on Holderlin's poems have also appeared in the Collected Edition: Hölderlins Hymnen "Germanien" und "Der Rhein" (Vol. 39,1980); and Hölderlins Hymne "Der Ister" (Vol. 53,1984). 3. Heidegger, Hölderlins Hymnen "Germanien" und "Der Rhein" p. 6. 4. Heidegger, "The Origin of the Work of Art," in Poetry Language, Thought, trans. Albert Hofstadter (New York: Harper & Row, 1971), p. 79; Holzwege (Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann, 1977, Gesamtausgabe, Vol. 5), p. 67. 5. Heidegger, Poetry, Language, Thought, p. 86; Holzwege, p. 73. 6. Author's Preface to Elucidations of Hölderlins Poetry, p. 21. 7. Heidegger, Being and Time, trans. John Macquarrie and Edward Robinson (New York: Harper & Row, 1962); Sein und Zeit (Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann, 1977, Gesamtausgabe, Vol. 2). 8. Heidegger, "Letter on Humanism," trans. Frank Capuzzi and J. Glenn Gray, in Basic Writings, ed. David Krell (New York: Harper & Row, 1977), p. 208; Wegmarken (Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann, 1976, Gesamtausgabe, Vol. 9), p. 328.
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9. In 1929, Heidegger published The Essence of Reasons (Vom Wesen des Grundes), trans. Terrence Malick (Evanston: Northwestern University Press, 1969); "What is Metaphysics?" (Was ist Metaphysik?), trans. David Krell, in Basic Writings; Kant and the Problem of Metaphysics (Kant und das Problem der Meta physik), trans. Richard Taft (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1997). Between 1930 and 1944, Heidegger himself published very little; indeed, the only collection of his essays that was issued in book form was the first edition of Elu cidations of Hölderlins Poetry. 10. Heidegger, "Preface" to William J. Richardson, Heidegger: Through Phe nomenology to Thought (The Hague: Martinus Nijhoff, 1963), p. xxii. 11. Hoeller, "The Role of the Early Greeks in Heidegger's Turning," Philos ophy Today, Vol. 28 (1984), pp. 44-51. 12. Heidegger, An Introduction to Metaphysics, trans. Ralph Manheim (New Haven: Yale University Press, 1959), p. 14; Einführung in die Metaphysik (Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann, 1983, Gesamtausgabe, Vol. 40), p. 17. 13. Heidegger, "As When on a Holiday," Elucidations of Hölderlinys Poetry. 14. Hoeller, "Is Heidegger Really a Poet?" Philosophical Topics, Vol. 12 (1981), pp. 121-38. See also Hoeller, Thought and Poetry in Heidegger's Turning (forthcoming). 15. Heidegger, "The Thinker as Poet," trans. Albert Hofstadter, Poetry Lan guage, Thought, pp. 1-14; "Thoughts," trans. Keith Hoeller, Philosophy Today, Vol. 20 (1976), pp. 286-90. In the essay cited above, "Is Heidegger Really a Poet?" I argued that, based upon Heidegger's understanding of the relation between thinking and poetizing, he was not a poet and these collections were not poems. Another similar collection, entitled "Hints" (Winke), has recently appeared in Volume 13 of the Collected Edition (Aus der Erfahrung des Denkens, Frankfurt am Main: Vittorio Klostermann, 1983). In an appendix to these "Hints," Heidegger says: "These 'Hints' are not poems. They are not even a 'philosophy' brought into verse and rhyme. The 'hints' are words of a thinking which needs a part of this [kind of] assertion, but is not itself [entirely] fulfilled within it" (p. 33). 16. Max Kommereil, Briefe und Aufzeichnungen 1919-44 (Freiburg, 1967), pp. 400ff. 17. Ibid., pp. 404-405. 18. Heidegger, Nietzsche I (Pfullingen: Neske, 1961), p. 329. 19. See note 15. 20. Heidegger, What is Called Thinking7, trans. Fred D. Wieck and J. Glenn
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Gray (New York: Harper & Row, 1968), p. 135; Was heisst Denken7. (Tübingen: Niemeyer, 1954), p. 155. 21. Heidegger, Hölderlins Hymn "The Istery" trans. William McNeill and Julia Davis (Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1996), p. ix.
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AUTHOR'S PREFACES



PREFACE TO THE FOURTH, ENLARGED EDITION ( 1 9 7 1 ) The present Elucidations do not claim to be contributions to research in the history of literature or to aesthetics. They spring from a necessity of thought.



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION ( 1 9 5 1 ) These attempts at the elucidation of several of Hölderlin's poems, published separately until now, are gathered together here in their unaltered form. These elucidations belong within the dialogue of thinking with a form of poetry whose historical uniqueness can never be proved by the history of literature, but which can be pointed out by the dialogue with thinking. A previously published remark of mine says the following about elucidating: In spite of the names "elegy" and "hymn," we still do not know to this very hour what Hölderlins poems truly are. The poems appear like a shrine without a temple, which preserves what has been made into poetry. Amid the noise of "unpoetic languages" (IV, 257), the poems are 21
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY like a bell that hangs in the open air and is already becoming out of tune through a light snowfall that is covering it. Perhaps this is why Hölderlin once said in his later lines the verse that sounds like prose, and yet is poetic in a way that few others are (Draft for "Colombus," IV, 395): Put out of tune By humble things, as by snow, Was the bell, with which The hour is rung For the evening meal. Perhaps every elucidation of these poems is like a snowfall on the bell. Whatever an elucidation can or cannot do, this is always true of it: in order that what has been composed purely into a poem may stand forth a little clearer, the elucidating speech much each time shatter itself and what it had attempted to do. For the sake of preserving what has been put into the poem, the elucidation of the poem must strive to make itself superfluous. The last, but also the most difficult step of every interpretation, consists in its disappearing, along with its elucidations, before the pure presence of the poem. The poem, which then stands in its own right, itself throws light directly on the other poems. This explains why in rereading the poems we think that we had understood them in this way all along. It is well for us to believe this.



"HOMECOMING / TO KINDRED ONES"
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY "HEIMKUNFT / AN DIE VERWANDTEN" 1 Drinn in den Alpen ists noch helle Nacht und die Wolke, Freudiges dichtend, sie dekt drinnen das gähnende Thal. Dahin, dorthin toset und stürzt die scherzende Bergluft, Schroff durch Tannen herab glänzet und schwindet ein Stral. Langsam eilt und kämpft das freudigschauernde Chaos, Jung an Gestalt, doch stark, feiert es liebenden Streit Unter den Felsen, es gährt und wankt in den ewigen Schranken, Denn bacchantischer zieht drinnen der Morgan herauf. Denn es wächst unendlicher dort das Jahr und die heiigen Stunden, die Tage, sie sind kühner geordnet, gemischt. Dennoch merket die Zeit der Gewittervogel und zwischen Bergen, hoch in der Luft weilt er und rufet den Tag. Jezt auch wachet und schaut in der Tiefe drinnen das Dörflein, Furchtlos, Hohem vertraut, unter den Gipfeln hinauf. Wachstum ahnend, denn schon, wie Blize, fallen die alten Wasserquellen, der Grund unter den Stürzenden dampft, Echo tönet umher, und die unermessliche Werkstatt Reget bei Tag und Nacht, Gaaben versendend, den Arm. 2



Ruhig glänzen indess die silbernen Höhen darüber, Voll mit Rosen ist schon droben der leuchtende Schnee. Und noch höher hinauf wohnt über dem Lichte der reine Seelige Gott vom Spiel heiliger Stralen erfreut. Stille wohnt er allein, und hell erscheinet sein Antliz, Der ätherische scheint Leben zu geben geneigt, Freude zu schaffen, mit uns, wie oft, wenn, kundig des Maases, Kundig der Athmenden auch zögernd und schonend der Gott Wohlgediegenes Glük den Städten und Häussern und milde Reegen, zu öffnen das Land, brütende Wolken, und euch, Trauteste Lüfte dann, euch, sanfte Frühlinge, sendet, Und mit langsamer Hand Traurige wieder erfreut,



"Homecoming / To Kindred Ones" "HOMECOMING / TO KINDRED ONES" 1 Within the Alps it is still bright night and the cloud, Composing poems full of joy, covers the yawning valley within. This way, that way, roars and rushes the playful mountain breeze, Steep down through the fir trees a ray of light gleams and vanishes. Chaos, trembling with joy, slowly hurries and struggles, Young in form, yet strong, it celebrates loving strife Amidst the rocks, it seethes and shakes in its eternal bounds, For more bacchantically morning rises within. For the year grows more endlessly there and the holy Hours, the days, are more boldly ordered and mingled. Yet the bird of the thunderstorm notes the time and between Mountains, high in the air he hovers and calls out the day. Now in the depths within, the little village also awakens and Fearless, familiar with the high, looks up from under the peaks. Divining growth, for already, like lightning flashes, the ancient Waterfalls crash, the ground steaming beneath the falls, Echo resounds all about, and the immeasurable workshop, Dispensing gifts, actively moves its arm by day and night. 2



Meanwhile the silvery heights gleam peacefully above, Up there the luminous snow is already full of roses. And still higher up, above the light, dwells the pure Blissful god rejoicing in the play of holy rays. Silently he dwells alone, and brightly shines his countenance, The aetherial one seems inclined to give life To create joy, with us, as often, when, knowing the measure, Also knowing those who breathe, hesitant and sparing, the god Sends true good fortune to towns and houses and gentle Rain to open the land, brooding clouds, and then you, Dearest breezes, you gentle springtimes, And with patient hand brings joy again to those who mourn,
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HOLDERLIN'S POETRY Wenn er die Zeiten erneut, der Schöpferische, die stillen Herzen der alternden Menschen erfrischt und ergreifft, Und hinab in die Tiefe wirkt, und öffnet und aufhellt, Wie ers liebet, und jezt wieder ein Leben beginnt, Anmuth blühet, wie einst, und gegenwärtiger Geist kömmt, Und ein freudiger Muth wieder die Fittige schwellt. 3



Vieles sprach ich zu ihm, denn, was auch Dichtende sinnen Oder singen, es gilt meistens den Engeln und ihm; Vieles bat ich, zu lieb dem Vaterlande, damit nicht Ungebeten uns einst plözlich befiele der Geist; Vieles für euch auch, die im Vaterlande besorgt sind, Denen der heilige Dank lächelnd die Flüchtlinge bringt, Landesleute! für euch, indessen wiegte der See mich, Und der Ruderer sass ruhig und lobte die Fahrt. Weit in des Sees Ebene wars Ein freudiges Wallen Unter den Seegeln und jezt blühet und hellet die Stadt Dort in der Frühe sich auf, wohl her von schattigen Alpen Kommt geleitet und ruht nun in dem Hafen das Schiff. Warm ist das Ufer hier und freundlich offene Thale, Schön von Pfaden erhellt, grünen und schimmern mich an. Gärten stehen gesellt und die glänzende Knospe beginnt schon, Und des Vogels Gesang ladet den Wanderer ein. Alles scheinet vertraut, der vorübereilende Gruss auch Scheint von Freunden, es scheint jegliche Miene verwandt. 4



Freilich wohl! das Geburtsland ists, der Boden der Heimath, Was du suchest, es ist nahe, begegnet dir schon. Und umsonst nicht steht, wie ein Sohn, am wellenumrauschten Thor' und siehet und sucht liebende Nahmen für dich, Mit Gesang ein wandernder Mann, glükseeliges Lindau! Eine der gastlichen Pforten des Landes ist diss, Reizend hinauszugehn in die vielversprechende Ferne,



"Homecoming / To Kindred Ones" When he renews the seasons, the creative one, refreshes And seizes the silent hearts of aging men, And works down to the depths, and opens and brightens up, As he loves to do, and now once again a life begins, Grace blooms, as once, and present spirit comes, And a joyous courage spreads its wings once more. 3



Much I spoke to him, for whatever poets meditate Or sing", it mostly concerns the angels and him; Much I asked for, for love of the fatherland, lest Unbidden one day the spirit might suddenly fall upon us; Much also for you, who have cares in the fatherland, To whom holy thanks, smiling, brings the fugitives, Countrymen! for you, meanwhile the lake rocked me, And the boatman sat calmly and praised the journey. Far out on the surface of the lake was One joyous swell Beneath the sails, and now the town blooms and brightens There in the dawn, and the boat is safely guided From the shady Alps and now rests in the harbor. Warm is the shore here and friendly the open valleys, Beautifully lit up with paths, gleam verdantly toward me. Gardens stand together and already the glistening bud is beginning, And the bird's song invites the wanderer. All seems familiar, even the hurried greetings Seem those of friends, every face seems a kindred one. 4



But of course! It is the land of your birth, the soil of your homeland, What you seek, it is near, already comes to meet you. And not in vain does he stand, like a son, at the wave-washed Gate, and sees and seeks loving names for you, With his song, a wandering man, blessed Lindau! This is one of the land's hospitable portals, Enticing us to go out into the much-promising distance,
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERUN'S POETRY Dort, wo die Wunder sind, dort, wo das göttliche Wild, Hoch in die Ebnen herab der Rhein die verwegene Bahn bricht, Und aus Felsen hervor ziehet das jauchzende Thal, Dort hinein, durchs helle Gebirg, nach Komo zu wandern, Oder hinab, wie der Tag wandelt, den offenen See; Aber reizender mir bist du, geweihete Pforte! Heimzugehn, wo bekannt blühende Wege mir sind, Dort zu besuchen das Land und die schönen Thale des Nekars, Und die Wälder, das Grün heiliger Bäume, wo gern Sich die Eiche gesellt mit stillen Birken und Buchen, Und in Bergen ein Ort freundlich gefangen mich nimmt. 5



Dort empfangen sie mich. O Stimme der Stadt, der Mutter! O du triffest, du regst Langegelerntes mir auf) Dennoch sind sie es noch! noch blühet die Sonn und die Freud' euch, O ihr Liebsten! und fast heller im Auge, wie sonst. Ja! das Alte noch ists! Es gedeihet und reifet, doch keines Was da lebet und liebt, lasset die Treue zurük. Aber das Beste, der Fund, der unter des heiligen Friedens Bogen lieget, er ist Jungen und Alten gespart. Thörig red ich. Es ist die Freude. Doch morgen und künftig Wenn wir gehen und schaun draussen das lebende Feld, Unter den Blüthen des Baums, in den Feiertagen des Frühlings Red' und hoff' ich mit euch vieles, ihr Lieben! davon. Vieles hab' ich gehört von grossen Vater und habe Lange geschwiegen von ihm, welcher die wandernde Zeit Droben in Höhen erfrischt und waltet über Gebirgen, Der gewärhret uns bald himmlische Gaaben und ruft Hellern Gesang und schikt viel gute Geister. O säumt nicht, Kommt, Erhaltenden ihr! Engel des Jahres! und ihr, 6 Engel des Hausses, kommt! in die Adern alle des Lebens, Alle freuend zugleich, theile das Himmlische sich!



"Homecoming / To Kindred Ones" There, where the wonders are, there, where the divine wild game, High up the Rhine breaks his daring path down to the plains, And forth from the rocks the jubilant valley emerges, In there, through bright mountains, to wander to Como, Or down, as the day changes, to the open lake; But you are more enticing to me, you consecrated portal! To go home, where the blossoming paths are known to me, There to visit the land and the beautiful valleys of the Neckar, And the forests, the green of holy trees, where the oak Likes to stand amidst silent birches and beeches, And in the mountains a place, friendly, takes me captive. 5



There they welcome me. O voice of the town, of my mother! O you touch me, you stir up what I learned long ago! Yet they are still the same! Still the sun and joy blossom for you, 0 you dearest ones! And almost more brightly in your eyes than before. Yes! Old things are still the same! They thrive and ripen, yet nothing Which lives and loves there abandons its faithfulness. But the best, the real find, which lies beneath the rainbow Of holy peace, is reserved for young and old. 1 talk like a fool. It is joy. Yet tomorrow and in the future When we go outside and look at the living fields, Beneath the tree's blossoms, in the holidays of spring, Much shall I talk and hope with you about this, dear ones! Much have I heard about the great father and have Long kept silent about him, who refreshes wandering time In the heights above, and reigns over mountain ranges, Who will soon grant us heavenly gifts and call For brighter song and send many good spirits. O do not delay, Come, you preservers! Angels of the year, and you, 6 Angels of the house, come! Into all the veins of life, Rejoicing all at once, let the heavenly share itself!
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERUN'S POETRY Adle! verjünge! damit nichts Menschlichgutes, damit nicht Eine Stunde des Tags ohne die Frohen und auch Solche Freude, wie jezt, wenn Liebende wieder sich rinden, Wie es gehört für sie, schiklich geheiliget sei. Wenn wir seegnen das Mahl, wen darf ich nennen und wenn wir Ruhn von Leben des Tags, saget, wie bring' ich den Dank? Nenn' ich den Hohen dabei? Unschikliches liebet ein Gott nicht, Ihn zu fassen, ist fast unsere Freude zu klein. Schweigen müssen wir oft; es fehlen heilige Nahmen, Herzen schlagen und doch bleibet die Rede zurük? Aber ein Saitenspiel leiht jeder Stunde die Töne, Und erfreuet vieleicht Himmlische, welche sich nahn. Das bereitet und so ist auch beinahe die Sorge Schon befriediget, die unter das Freudige kam. Sorgen, wie diese, muss, gern oder nicht, in der Seele Tragen ein Sänger und oft, aber die anderen nicht.



"Homecoming / To Kindred Ones" Ennoble! Renew! So that nothing that's humanly good, so that not a Single hour of the day may be without the joyful ones and that also Such joy, as now, when lovers are reunited, As it should be, may be fittingly hallowed. When we bless the meal, whom shall I name and when we Rest from the life of day, tell me, how shall I give thanks? Shall I name the high one then? A god does not love what is unfitting, To grasp him, our joy is almost too small. Often we must be silent; holy names are lacking, Hearts beat and yet talk holds back? But string-music lends its tones to every hour, And perhaps brings joy to the heavenly who draw near. This makes ready, and care too will almost be Appeased, which came into our joy. Cares like these, whether he likes it or not, a singer Must bear in his soul, and often, but the others not.
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY To know little, but of joy much Is given to mortals . . . (IV, 240)



According to its title, Hölderlins poem speaks of homecoming. This makes us think of arrival on one's native soil, and meeting one's countrymen in the homeland. The poem tells of a trip across the lake "from the shady Alps" to Lindau. In the spring of 1801, Hölderlin, then a private tutor, left the Thurgau village of Hauptwil near Constance and traveled back across Lake Constance to his Swabian homeland. So the poem "Homecoming" might represent a piece of poetry about a joyful trip home. Yet the last stanza, whose tone is set by the word "care," suggests nothing of the joyful mood of someone who returns home care-free. The last word of the poem is an abrupt "not." The first stanza, which describes the Alpine mountains, stands directly before us as though it too were a mountain range consisting of verses. It reveals nothing of the pleasures suggestive of home. The "echo" of the "immeasurable workshop" of what is rather unhomelike "resounds all about." When stanzas such as these enclose it, this "homecoming" is hardly accomplished just by an arrival on the shore of the "land of one's birth." Indeed, even the arrival on the home shore is already strange: All seems familiar, even the hurried greetings Seem those of friends, every face seems a kindred one. The people and things of the homeland seem pleasantly familiar. Yet they are not so. They have shut away what is most proper to them. That is why the homeland addresses a line to the newcomer immediately upon his arrival: What you seek, it is near, already comes to meet you. The one returning home has not yet reached his homeland simply by arriving there. And so the homeland is "difficult to win, what is selfreserved" ("The Journey," IV, 170). For that reason the one who arrives is
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still seeking something. What is sought, however, does come to meet him. It is near. But that which is sought is not yet found if "find" means to appropriate what is found, make it one's own, and to live with it as though it were a possession. But the best, the real find, which lies beneath the rainbow Of holy peace, is reserved for young and old.



Hölderlin later changed a second fair copy of this poem, and instead of "but the best, the real find . . . " he wrote the words "But the treasure, the German . . . is still reserved." All that is most unique to the homeland was prepared long ago, and apportioned to those who lived in the land of one's birth. The homeland's own special nature was a gift of destiny, or what we today call history. Nevertheless, this destiny has not yet conveyed what is most distinct about it. That is still held back. And that is why whatever pertains to this destiny itself, what is becoming to it, has yet to be found. What has been granted, and yet is still denied, is, we say, reserved. And so this real find that we meet is still reserved and still being sought. Why? Because those who "have cares in the fatherland" are not yet ready to receive the homeland's very own peculiar character, "the German," as their own possession. Therefore what constitutes the homecoming is that the countrymen must first become at home in the still withheld essence of their homeland—indeed; even prior to this, that the "dear ones" at home must first learn how to become at home. For this it is necessary to know in advance what is the homeland's own specific nature and what is best in it. But how should we ever find this, unless a seeker is there for us, and the sought-for essence of the homeland shows itself to him? What you seek, it is near, already comes to meet you. The friendly openness of the homeland, and everything there that is brightened up, and glows and gleams, and casts forth its light, comes forth in one single gracious appearance upon one's arrival at the door of the homeland. The door is
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY Enticing to go out into the much-promising distance But you are more enticing (to the poet) . . . To go home, where the blossoming paths are known to me, There to visit the land and the beautiful valleys of the Neckar And the forests, the green of holy trees, where the oak Likes to stand amidst silent birches and beeches, And in the mountains a place, friendly, takes me captive.



What should we call the silent shining appearance in which everything—things and persons alike—send their greeting to the seeker? What is most inviting in the homeland, and what comes to meet him half-way, is called "füll of joy," the joyful. This name outshines all others in the entire poem "Homecoming." The second stanza abounds with references to the "joyful" and to "joy," almost as much as in the last stanza. The words are found less frequently in the other stanzas. They are missing only in the fourth stanza, the one which offers an immediate vision of the joyful. But the joyful is named at the very start of the poem in connection with the composition of poetry: Within the Alps it is still bright night and the cloud, Composing poems full of joy, covers the yawning valley within. Joyflilness is composed into a poem. The joyful is tuned by joy into joy. In this way it is what is rejoiced in, and equally what rejoices. And this again can bring joy to others. So the joyful is at the same time that which brings joy. The cloud "within the Alps" drifts upward toward the "silvery heights." It opens itself up to the lofty brightness of the heavens, while at the same time it "covers" "the yawning valley." The cloud lets itself be seen from the open brightness. The cloud composes poetry. Because it looks straight into that which gazes upon it in return, its poem is not idly invented or contrived. To compose is to find. Accordingly, the cloud must reach out beyond itself toward something other than itself. It does not generate the theme of its poem. The theme does not come out of the cloud. It comes over the cloud, as something that the cloud awaits. The
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cloud waits in an open brightness that gladdens the waiting. The cloud is cheered in this gladness. What it composes, the joyful, is gaiety. We also call it the cheerful, but from now on we have to use this word in a strict sense: what has been cleared and brightened up. What has been cleared in this way has had a space freely made for it, illuminated and put in order. Only gaiety, that which has been cleared and brightened up in this manner, is able to place everything in its proper place. The joyful has its being in the gaiety that brightens. But gaiety itself appears only in that which gives joy, that which delights. As this brightening makes everything clear, gaiety grants to each thing its essential space, where everything, according to its kind, belongs, in order to stand there in the brightness of gaiety, like a quiet light, contented in its own being. The rejoicing shines forth toward the homecoming poet, . . . where the oak Likes to stand amidst silent birches and beeches, And in the mountains a place, friendly, takes me captive. Near is the gentle spell of well-known things and their simple relations. But nearer still and becoming ever nearer, though less apparent than birches and mountains and therefore mostly overlooked and passed by, is the gaiety itself in which people and things appear. Gaiety lingers in its inconspicuous appearance. It demands nothing for itself, is not an object, and nevertheless it is not "nothing." In the joyful, however, which first comes to meet the poet, the greeting ofthat which brightens already holds sway. Those who offer the greeting of gaiety are the messengers, ayyE^oi, the "angels." That is why the poet, while greeting what is joyful in the homeland and comes to meet him, invokes in "Homecoming" the "angels of the house" and the "angels of the year." Here "the house" means the space opened up for a people as a place in which they can be "at home," and thereby fulfill their proper destiny. This space is bestowed by the inviolate earth. The earth houses the peoples in their historical space. The earth brightens up "the house." Thus the brightening earth is the first angel "of the house."
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY



"The year" houses those times that we call the seasons. In the "mingled" play of fiery brightness and frosty darkness which the seasons grant, things blossom and close up again. The seasons "of the year" bestow upon man, in the changes of gaiety, the stay which has been allotted for his historical sojourn in the "house." "The year" extends its greeting in the play of light. The brightening light is the first "angel of the year." Both, earth and light, the "angels of the house," and "the angels of the year," are called "preservers," because as the greeting ones they bring to light the gaiety in whose clarity the "nature" of things and people is safely preserved. What remains preserved, safe and sound, is "homelike" in its essence. The messengers' greeting comes out of the gaiety that allows everything to be at home. The granting of this feeling of being-at-home is the essence of the homeland. It is already approaching—namely, in the joyful, where gaiety first comes to appearance. Yet what is already approaching still remains what is sought. Since the joyful is only encountered where a composer of poems comes to greet it, so too the angels, messengers of gaiety, can appear only if there are poets. That is why in the poem "Homecoming," we find this verse: . . . for whatever poets meditate, Or sing, it mostly concerns the angels and him. The song of the poetic word concerns "mostly the angels," because as the messengers of gaiety, they are the first "who draw near." "And him"— the poetic saying is intended for "him." The "and" here actually signifies "and above all"—"him." Who is He? If the poesis concerns "him" above all, and if the poesis composes the joyful, then He dwells within the most joyful. But what is this and where is this? The cloud, "composing poems full of joy," gives us the sign. The cloud hovers between the peaks of the Alps, and covers the mountain ravines, down into whose unlit depths plunges the brightening ray of light. That is why the young Chaos "celebrates" "loving strife" there "amidst the rocks,"
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and "celebrates" it "trembling with joy" But the cloud, "a hill of the heavens" (IV, 71), dreams its way between the heights and into the joyful. While composing, the cloud points upward toward gaiety. Meanwhile, the silvery heights gleam peacefully above, Up there the luminous snow is already full of roses. And still higher up, above the light, dwells the pure Blissful god rejoicing in the play of holy rays. In the Alps there comes to pass an increasingly tranquil self-surmounting of the high up to the highest. The peaks of the mountain range, which is the highest messenger of the earth, emerge into the light to meet the "angel of the year." That is why they are called "the peaks of time." Yet still higher up, above the light, gaiety itself opens up into its pure brightening, without which even the light would never be allowed its brightness. What is highest, "above the light," is the very opening for any stream of light. This pure opening which first "imparts," that is, grants, the open to every "space" and to every "temporal space," we call gaiety [die Heitere] according to an old word of our mother tongue. At one and the same time, it is the clarity (claritas) in whose brightness everything clear rests, and the grandeur (serenitas) in whose strength everything high stands, and the merriment (hilaritas) in whose play everything liberated sways. Gaiety preserves and holds everything within what is safe and sound. Gaiety heals fundamentally. It is the holy. "The highest" and "the holy" are the same for the poet: gaiety. As the source for everything joyful, it remains the most joyful, and it lets the pure brightening come to pass. Here in the highest dwells "the high one," who is who he is insofar as he has re-joiced "in the play of holy rays": the joyful one [der Freudige]. If He is one of us, he seems inclined "to create joy, with us." Since his being is the brightening, "he loves" "to open up" and "to illuminate." Through a clear gaiety, he "opens" things into the rejoicing of their presence. Through a merry gaiety, he illuminates the heart of men, so that they may open their hearts to what is genuine in their fields, towns, and houses. Through a grand gaiety, he first lets the dark depth gape open in its illumination. What would depth be without lighting?
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERUN'S POETRY



Even the "mourning ones" are gladdened again by "the joyful one," although "with a patient hand." He does not take away their mourning, but he changes it by letting those who mourn divine that mourning itself only springs from "old joys." The joyful one is the "father" of all that rejoices. He, who dwells in gaiety, only now allows himself to be named after his dwelling place. The high one is called "aether," Ai0fjp. The wafting "air" and the lightening "light" and the "earth" which blossoms with them are the "three in one," in which gaiety brightens up and lets the joyful emerge and greet men in joy. Yet how does gaiety come down from its height to men? The joyful one and the joyful messengers of the brightening, father aether, and the angel of the house (the earth), and the angel of the year (light), cannot accomplish anything by themselves. Indeed, among all those who dwell within the orbit of gaiety, these three-in-one are loved the most by those who rejoice; and yet— nevertheless—in their "essence," that is to say, in their brightening, the three would have become virtually exhausted if it were not for the poets who, occasionally, have come composing, and approaching near to the joyful one because they belong to him. That is why the elegy "The Wanderer," whose title already testifies to its relation to the later elegy "Homecoming," says (IV, 105ff.): And so I am alone. But you, above the clouds, Father of the fatherland! Mighty aether! And you, Earth and Light! You three in one, who reign and love, Eternal gods! My bonds with you shall never break. Parting with you, with you too have I wandered, You, O joyous ones, more experienced now, I bring you back. In "The Journey," earth and light, the angels of the house and of the year, are called "gods." And in the first fair copy of the elegy "Homecoming," Hölderlin still said "gods of the year" and "gods of the house " Likewise, in the first fair copy of the last stanza of "Homecoming" (line 94), instead of "without the happy ones," it reads: "without the gods." In the later version, then, have the gods been reduced to mere angels? Or have angels also been introduced along with the gods? Neither—but now
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with the name "angels" the being of those who were previously called "gods" is said more purely. For the gods are the brightening ones, whose brightening offers the greeting sent by gaiety. Gaiety is the essential ground of the greeting, that is, of the angelic, in which the very being of the gods consists. By using the word "gods" sparingly, and hesitating to say the name, the poet has brought to light the proper element of the gods, that they are the, greeting ones through whom gaiety extends its offering. The returning wanderer has become more experienced in the being of the gods, that is, of the joyful ones. What you seek, it is near, already comes to meet you. The poet has a clearer view of gaiety. The joyful which comes to meet him in the sight of the homeland he now sees as that which is brightened up only by the most joyful and can remain near only by coming from this alone. But now if "whatever poets meditate or sing" is above all intended for "him," the high father aether, then must not the poet who seeks the most joyful take up his stay where the joyful ones dwell, namely (according to the first stanza of the hymn "The Rhine" [IV, 172]), the place of the . . . Steps of the Alpine range, Which I call the divinely built, Fortress of the heavenly ones, As in ancient belief, but where Much still decided in secret Reaches men;... ? But now the "homecoming" manifestly leads the poet away from the "Alpine range" and over the waters of the lake to the shore of his native country. His sojourn "beneath the Alps," the nearness to the most joyful, is now sacrificed precisely for the return home. Even stranger is the fact that still above the waters which lead the poet away from the Alpine range, beneath the winds of the vessel that bears him away, the joyful appears:
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLINS POETRY Far out on the surface of the lake was One joyous swell Beneath the sails . . .



Joyfulness starts to bloom upon the farewell to the "fortress of the heavenly ones." If we represent Lake Constance, which is also called "the Swabian Sea," in a geographic or tourist-like or even folkloric sense, then we mean the lake which lies between the Alps and the upper Danube, through which the young Rhine also flows. Yet we would still be thinking of this water unpoetically. How much longer shall we continue to do so? How much longer are we still going to suppose that there is first of all a nature in itself and then a landscape for itself, which with the help of "poetic experiences" becomes mythically colored? How much longer are we going to prevent ourselves from experiencing beings as beings? How long will Germans continue to ignore the words which Hölderlin sang in the first stanza of the "Patmos" hymn (IV, 199 and 227)? Near and Hard to grasp is the god. But where the danger is, There also grows our saving grace. In the darkness dwell The eagles and fearless over The abyss walk the sons of the Alps On lightly built bridges. Therefore, since amassed all around are The peaks of time, And the dearest dwell near, languishing on Mountains farthest apart, Thus give us innocent water, O give us wings, most faithful in heart To cross over and to return. The poet must "cross over" to the "Alpine range"; but "most faithful in heart" means that out of faithfulness to his homeland, he will return to it, where according to the words of "Homecoming," what is sought "is near." Therefore, the nearness to the most joyful, and that means nearness to the
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origin of all that is joyful, cannot be found there "beneath the Alps." The nearness to the origin, therefore, is something quite mysterious. The Swabian homeland, separated from the Alpine range, must be the very place of nearness to the origin. Yes, so it is. The first stanzas of the hymn "The Journey" say so. Hölderlin published this hymn in 1802, together with the elegy "Homecoming," in an issue of the almanac Flora. This enigmatic hymn begins by invoking the homeland. The poet deliberately gives it the old name "Suevien." He thereby names the oldest, most proper, still concealed essence of the homeland—which was already prepared from the beginning (IV, 167). The hymn "The Journey" begins: Blissful Suevien, my mother, You too, like the more shining, your sister Lombardy on the other side, Traversed by a hundred brooks! And trees enough, white-flowering and reddish, And darker ones, wild, full of deeply greening foliage, And the Alpine range of Switzerland, too, casts its shade On you, the neighboring; for near the hearth of the house You dwell, and hear how within, From silver vessels of sacrifice The source murmurs, poured out By pure hands, when touched By warm rays Crystalline ice and overturned By gently quickening light The snowy summit floods the earth With purest water. That is why Faithfulness is inborn in you. For whatever dwells Near the origin is loathe to leave the place. And your children, the towns By the distantly glimmering lake, By the Neckar's willows, by the Rhine, They all believe there could be No better place to dwell.
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Suevien, the mother, dwells near "the hearth of the house." The hearth watches over the ever-reserved glow of the fire, which, when it bursts into flame, gives air and light to gaiety. Around the fire of the hearth is the workshop, where what is decided in secret is forged. The "hearth of the house," that is, of the maternal earth, is the origin of that brightening, whose light pours forth in streams over the earth. Suevien dwells near the origin. This nearness is mentioned twice. The homeland itself dwells near. It is the place of nearness to the hearth and to the origin. Suevien, the mother's voice, points toward the essence of the fatherland. It is in this nearness to the origin that the neighborhood to the most joyful is grounded. What is most characteristic of the homeland, what is best in it, consists solely in its being this nearness to the origin—and nothing else besides this. That is why in this homeland, too, faithfulness to the origin is inborn. That is why anyone who has to, is loathe to leave this place of nearness. But now, if the homeland's being a place of nearness to the most joyful is what is most unique about it, what, then, is homecoming? Homecoming is the return to the nearness to the origin. Only he can return home who previously, and perhaps for a long time, has wandered as a traveler and borne upon himself the burden of the journey upon his shoulders, and has crossed over into the origin, so that there he might experience what that is which was to be sought, in order then, as the seeker, to come back more experienced. What you seek, it is near, already comes to meet you. The nearness that now prevails lets what is near be near, and yet at the same time lets it remain what is sought, and thus not near. We usually understand nearness as the smallest possible measurement of the distance between two places. Now, on the contrary, the essence of nearness appears to be that it brings near that which is near, yet keeping it at a distance. This nearness to the origin is a mystery. But now, if homecoming signifies becoming at home in nearness to the origin, then must not the return home consist first of all, and perhaps for a long time, in knowing the mystery of this nearness, or even prior to
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this, in learning to know it? Yet we never know a mystery by unveiling or analyzing it to death, but only in such a way that we preserve the mystery as mystery. But how can we preserve it—this mystery of nearness— without our knowing it? For the sake of this knowledge there must always be one who first returns home and says the mystery again and again: But the best,, the real find, which lies beneath the rainbow Of holy peace, is reserved for young and old. "The treasure," which is most proper to the homeland, "the German," is reserved. The nearness to the origin is a nearness which still holds something back in reserve. It withholds the most joyful. It preserves and saves it for those who are coming; but this nearness does not take away the most joyful, it only lets it appear precisely as saved. In the essence of nearness there comes to pass a concealed reserving. That it reserves the near is the secret of the nearness to the most joyful. The poet knows that when he calls the reserved "the real find" that is, something he has found, he says something that runs counter to common sense. To say that something is near while it remains distant means, after all, either violating a fundamental rule of ordinary thought, the principle of contradiction, or else playing with empty words, or else making an outrageous statement. That is why the poet, almost as soon as he has brought himself to say his words about the mystery of the reserving nearness, interrupts himself: I talk like a fool. But he talks nevertheless. The poet must talk, for It is joy. Is it just any indefinite joy over something or other, or is it the joy which is joy only because in it the essence of all joy unfolds itself? What is joy? The original essence of joy is learning to become at home within a nearness to the origin. For in this nearness there draws near in greeting that brightening in which gaiety appears. The poet comes home by
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entering into nearness to the origin. He enters into this nearness by saying the mystery of the nearness to the near. He says it insofar as he composes poems full of joy, that is, by putting the most joyful into a poem. Poesis does not merely bring joy to the poet, but rather it is the joy, the brightening, because it is in poesis first of all that the homecoming takes place. The elegy "Homecoming" is not a poem about homecoming; rather, the elegy, the poetic activity which it is, is the homecoming itself, and still it comes to pass as long as its words ring like a bell in the language of the German people. Poesis means to be in the joy which preserves in words the mystery of nearness to the most joyful. Joy is the joy of the poet, as he puts it when he says "our joy" (line 100). The poetic joy is the knowledge that in everything joyful, which already comes to meet us, the joyful greets us while reserving itself. In order therefore that the reserving nearness to the most joyful may remain protected, the poetic word must take care not to hasten by or to lose that which sends its greeting out of the joyful, which sends its greeting as the self-reserving. Thus it is that, since care must be taken to protect the self-reserving nearness of the most joyful, care enters into the joyful. Therefore, the joy of the poet is in truth the care of the singer, whose singing protects the most joyful as the reserved, and lets what is sought be near in its reserving nearness. But now that care has entered into the most joyful, how then must the poet say the most joyful? At the time of the elegy "Homecoming" and the hymn "The Journey," Hölderlin noted in an "epigram" how the song of the most joyful, i.e., of the reserved, how therefore the "German Song" should be sung; the epigram bears the title "Sophocles" and reads (IV, 3): Many have sought in vain to joyfully say the most joyful, Here at last it is expressed to me, here in mourning. Now we know why, at the time when he returned home to the homeland, to the place of the reserving nearness to the origin, the poet had to translate "The Tragedies of Sophocles." Separated from mere sadness by an abyss, mourning is the joy which is brightened up for the most joyful,



"Homecoming / To Kindred Ones"



$



insofar as it still reserves itself and hesitates. From where else could come the far-reaching inner light of mourning, if, in its concealed ground, it were not a joy about the most joyful? Hölderlins poetic dialogue with Sophocles in his "Translations" and "Commentaries" does indeed belong to the poetic homecoming, but it does not exhaust its full meaning. That is why the dedication with which Hölderlin launched his translation of "The Tragedies of Sophocles," closes with the confession (V, 91): For the rest, I wish, if there is time, to sing of the parents of our princes, their thrones and the angels of the holy fatherland. "For the rest," so read the timid words for "in truth." For now and in the future the song concerns "mostly the angels and him." The high one, the one who inhabits the gaiety of the holy, is most of all the one who draws near within the reserving nearness, where the reserving joy of the poet has become at home. But To grasp him our joy is almost too small. "To grasp" means to name the high one himself. To name poetically means to let the high one himself appear in words, not merely to say his dwelling-place, gaiety, the holy, not merely to name him only with respect to his dwelling-place. To name him himself, even mourning joy will not yet suffice for that, even though it abides in a fitting nearness to the high one. Indeed, at times "the holy" can be named and the word spoken out of its brightening light. But these "holy" words are not naming "names": . . . holy names are lacking. To say who He himself is who dwells in the holy, and in saying this to let him appear as himself—for this the naming word is lacking. This is why poetic "singing," because it lacks the genuine, naming word, still remains
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a song without words—"lyre-music." To be sure, the "song" of the stringplayer follows the high one everywhere. The "soul" of the singer does indeed glance into gaiety, but the singer does not see the high one himself. The singer is blind. In the poem "The Blind Singer," which is prefaced by a line from Sophocles, Hölderlin says (IV, 58): After him, O my strings! With him lives My song, and as the source follows the stream, There where he thinks, there I must go and Follow the sure one on the stray path. "Lyre-music"—this is the most timid name for the hesitant singing of the singer who cares: But lyre-music lends to each hour its tones, And perhaps gladdens the heavenly ones, who draw near. This makes ready... To prepare joyfully for the greeting messengers, who bring the greeting of the still-reserved treasure, is to prepare for the fitting nearness for their approach—this is what determines the vocation of the homecoming poet. The holy does indeed appear. But the god remains distant. The time of the reserved discovery is the age when the god is absent. The "absence" of the god is the ground for the lack of "holy names." However, since the find is near, although in a reserved manner, the absent god extends his greeting in the nearing of the heavenly ones. Thereby "god's absence" is also not a deficiency. Therefore, the countrymen, too, may not try to make themselves a god by cunning, and thus eliminate by force the presumed deficiency. But they must also not comfort themselves by merely calling on an accustomed god. True, on such paths the presence of the absence would go unnoticed. But if the nearness were not determined by the absence, and thus were not a reserving nearness, the precious find could not be near in the way in which it is near. Thus for the poet's care there is only one possibility: without fear of appearing godless, he must remain near to the god's absence, and wait long enough in this prepared
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nearness to the absence till out of the nearness to the absent god there is granted an originative word to name the high one. In the same annual in which the elegy "Homecoming" and the hymn "The Journey" appeared, Hölderlin also published a poem entitled "The Poet's Vocation." This poem culminates in the stanza (IV, 147): But fearless man remains, as he must, Alone before God, simplicity protects him, And he needs no weapons and no Cunning, till God's absence helps. The poet's vocation is homecoming, by which the homeland is first prepared as the land of the nearness to the origin. To preserve the mystery of the reserving nearness to the most joyful, and thus to unfold it while preserving it, that is the care of homecoming. That is why the poem ends with the words: Cares like these, whether he likes it or not, a singer Must bear in his soul, and often, but the others not. Who are "the others" to whom the abrupt "not" is spoken? The poem which closes in this way begins with the ambiguous dedication "To Kindred Ones." But why shoujd the "homecoming" first be spoken to the countrymen, who have been in the homeland forever? The homecoming poet is met by the hurried greeting of his countrymen. They seem to be kindred to him, but they are not yet so—i.e., not related to him, the poet. But assuming that the "others" named at the end are those who are first to become the poet's kindred ones, why does the poet explicitly exclude them from the singer's care? The abrupt "not" does indeed release "the others" from the care of the poetic saying, but it in no way releases them from the care of listening to what "the poets meditate or sing" here in "Homecoming." The "not" is the mysterious call "to" the others in the fatherland, to become listeners, so that for the first time they may learn to know the essence of the homeland. "The others" must first learn to reflect upon the mystery of the reserving
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nearness. Such thinking first forms the thoughtful ones, who do not hasten by that precious find which has been reserved and committed into the words of the poem. Out of these thoughtful ones will come the patient ones of a lasting spirit, which itself again learns to persist in the stillenduring absence of the god. Only the thoughtful ones and the patient ones are the careful ones. Because they think of what is composed in the poem, they are turned with the singer's care toward the mystery of the reserving nearness. Through this single devotion to the same theme, the careful listeners are related to the speaker's care; they are "the others," the poet's true "kindred spirits." Assuming then that those who are merely residents on the soil of the native land are those who have not yet come home to the homeland's very own; and assuming, too, that it belongs to the poetic essence of homecoming, over and above the merely casual possession of domestic things and one's personal life, to be open to the origin of the joyful; assuming both of these things, then are not the sons of the homeland, who though far distant from its soil, still gaze into the gaiety of the homeland shining toward them, and devote and sacrifice their life for the still reserved find, are not these sons of the homeland the poet's closest kin? Their sacrifice shelters in itself the poetic call to the dearest in the homeland, so that the reserved find may remain reserved. So it will remain, if those who "have cares in the fatherland" become the careful ones. Then there will be a kinship with the poet. Then there will be a homecoming. But this homecoming is the future of the historical being of the German people. They are the people of poetry and of thought. For now there must first be thinkers so that the poet's word may be perceptible. By thinking again of the composed mystery of the reserving nearness, the thinking of the careful ones alone is the "remembrance of the poet." In this remembrance there is a first beginning, which will in time become a far-reaching kinship with the homecoming poet. But now, if through remembrance "the others" become akin, are they not then turned toward the poet? Does the abrupt "not" with which "Homecoming" ends, concern them? Yes, it does. But not only them. If
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they have become akin, "the others" are also the "others" in still another sense. By heeding the spoken word and thinking of it, so that it may be properly interpreted and preserved, they help the poet. This help corresponds to the essence of the reserving nearness, in which the most joyful draws near. For just as the greeting messengers must help, in order that gaiety may reach people in its brightening, so, too, there must be a first one who poetically rejoices before the greeting messengers, in order that he, alone and in advance, may first shelter the greeting in the word. But because the word, once it is spoken, slips out of the protection of the caring poet, he alone cannot easily hold fast in all its truth the spoken knowledge of the reserving find and of the reserving nearness. That is why the poet turns to others, so that their remembrance may help in understanding the poetic word, so that in understanding each may have come to pass a homecoming appropriate for him. Because of the protection in which the spoken word must remain for the poet and his kindred spirits, the singer of "Homecoming" names at the same time in "The Poet's Vocation" the other relation of the poet to the "others." Here Hölderlin speaks of the poet and his knowledge of the reserving nearness (IV, 147): . . . But alone he cannot easily preserve it, And a poet gladly joins with others, So that they may understand how to help.



49



HÖLDERLIN AND THE ESSENCE OF POETRY



In memory of Norbert von Hellingrath Who was killed in action On December 14,1916



THE FIVE KEY VERSES 1. Composing poems: "This most innocent of occupations." (Ill, 377) 2. "That is why language, the most dangerous of goods, has been given to man . . . so that he may bear witness to what he is...." (IV, 246) 3. "Much has man experienced. Named many of the heavenly ones, Since we have been a conversation And able to hear from one another." (IV, 343) 4. "But what remains is founded by the poets." (IV, 63) 5. "Full of merit, yet poetically, man Dwells on this earth." (VI, 25)
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Why choose Hölderlins work if our purpose is to show the essence of poetry? Why not Homer or Sophocles, why not Virgil or Dante, why not Shakespeare or Goethe? Surely the essence of poetry has come to rich expression in the works of these poets, more so indeed than in Hölderlin's creation, which broke off so prematurely and so abruptly. That may be so. And yet I choose Hölderlin, and him alone. The question can arise whether it is possible in any case to read off the general nature of poetry from the work of just one poet. We can only obtain what is universal, that is, what is valid for many, by a comparative study. And for that we would need to present the greatest possible diversity, both of poems and of kinds of poetry. For such a study, Hölderlin's poetry could count at best as one among many. In no way would it suffice as our sole measure for determining the essence of poetry. Consequently, our project would be doomed from the start. Certainly that is true—if we understand by "essence of poetry" whatever is drawn together into a universal concept, one that would be valid for every kind of poetry. But a universal like that, equally valid for every particular instance, always proves to be something neutral or indifferent. An "essence" of that kind always misses what is truly essential. We, however, are searching for something truly essential, something that will force us to decide whether we shall take poetry at all seriously in the future, and whether the presuppositions that we bring along with us will enable us ever to stand within poetry's sphere of influence. I did not choose Hölderlin because his work, as one among many, realizes the universal essence of poetry, but rather because Hölderlin's poetry is sustained by his whole poetic mission: to make poems solely about the essence of poetry. Hölderlin is for us in a preeminent sense the poefs poet. And for that reason he forces a decision upon us. But—to make poems about the role of the poet—is that not to betray a misguided self-contemplation, and at the same time to confess one's lack of worldly content? Poems about poetry—wouldn't that be something weak and overly refined, something decadent, a dead end? The answer may be given by what follows. Admittedly, we shall only approach this answer by adopting an expedient. Properly, one ought to
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interpret each of Hölderlin's poems in a continuous sequence, but here we cannot go that route. Instead, we shall only consider five of the poet's key verses on poetry. The specific order of these verses and their inner coherence will place before our eyes the true nature of poetry, what really is essential to it.



1. In a letter to his mother, dated January, 1799, Hölderlin says that writing poems is "this most innocent of all occupations" (III, 377). In what way is it the "most innocent"? Indeed, the pursuit of poetry often looks like little more than play. Without responsibility, it invents a world of images; lost in thought, it remains within an imaginary realm. Such play evades the seriousness of decisions, in which one always assumes guilt in one way or another. So the pursuit of poetry is completely harmless. At the same time it is ineffectual; it remains mere talk. It has nothing in common with action, which takes hold of reality directly in order to transform it. Poetry is like a dream, not reality; a play with words, not the seriousness of action. Poetry is harmless and ineffectual. For what could be more harmless than mere language? Now it is true that by taking poetry as "the most innocent of all occupations," we have not yet grasped its true nature. But at least we have been given an indication of where we must look for it. Poetry creates its works in the realm of language and out of the "material" of language. What does Hölderlin say about language? Let us listen to a second of the poet's key verses.



2. In a fragmentary draft, dating from the same period (1800) as the letter just quoted, the poet says: But man dwells in huts and wraps himself with a modest garment, for the more intimate he is, / the more attentive too, and that he preserves
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY the spirit, as the priestess the heavenly flame—this is his understanding. And that is why free will / and higher power to command and to accomplish have been given to him, who is like the gods, and that is why the most dangerous of goods, language, has been given to man, so that creating, destroying and perishing, and returning to the everliving, to the mistress and mother, he may bear witness to what he is / to have inherited, learned from her, her most divine gift, all-sustaining love. (IV, 246)



Language, the field of "the most innocent of all occupations," is "the most dangerous of goods." How can these two verses be reconciled? We shall put this question aside for the moment, and consider three preliminary questions: 1. Whose good is language? 2. In what way is it the most dangerous good? 3. In what sense is it a good at all? First of all, we take note of where this key verse about language is found: in the draft of a poem which is supposed to say who man is in distinction to the other beings of nature; mention is made of the rose, the swans, the stag in the forest (IV, 300 and 385). Distinguishing man from the other living creatures, the cited fragment begins thus: "But man dwells in huts." Who is man? He is the one who must bear witness to what he is. To bear witness can signify to testify, but it also means to be answerable for what one has testified in one's testimony. Man is he who he is precisely in the attestation of his own existence. This attestation does not mean a subsequent and additional expression of mans being; rather, it forms a part of man's existence. But what should man testify to? To his belonging to the earth. This belonging consists in the fact that man is the inheritor, and the learner of all things. But things, of course, stand in opposition. What keeps things apart in opposition and at the same time joins them together, Hölderlin calls "intimacy." The attestation of belonging to this intimacy occurs through the creation of a world and through its rise, as well as through its destruction and decline. The attestation of man's being, and thus his authentic fulfillment, comes from freedom of decision. Decision takes hold of what is necessary, and places itself in the bond of a highest claim. Man's being a witness to his belonging among beings as a whole occurs as history. But so that history may be possible, language has been given to man. It is one of man's goods.
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But in what sense is language "the most dangerous good"? It is the danger of all dangers because it first creates the possibility of a danger. Danger is the threat that beings pose to being itself. But it is only by virtue of language at all that man is exposed to something manifest: beings which press upon him and inflame him in his existence, or nonbeings which deceive and disappoint him. Language first creates the manifest place of this threat to being, and the confusion and thus the possibility even of the loss of being, that is—danger. But language is not only the danger of dangers; rather, it necessarily shelters within itself a continual danger to itself. Language is charged with the task of making beings manifest and preserving them as such—in the linguistic work. Language gives expression to what is most pure and most concealed, as well as to what is confused and common. Indeed, even the essential word, if it is to be understood and so become the common possession of all, must make itself common. Accordingly, it is said in another of Hölderlin's fragments: "You spoke to the divinity, but this you have all forgotten, that the first-fruits are not for mortals, that they belong to the gods. The fruit must first become more common, more everyday, then it will be the mortals' own" (IV, 238). The pure and the common are both equally something said. The word as word never offers any immediate guarantee as to whether it is an essential word or a deception. On the contrary—an essential word, in its simplicity, often looks like an inessential one. And on the other hand, what shows itself in its finery in the appearance of the essential is often merely something recited and repeated by rote. Thus language must constantly place itself into the illusion which it engenders by itself, and so endanger what is most its own, genuine utterance. Now in what sense is this most dangerous thing a "good" for man? Language is his property. He has charge over it for the purpose of communicating his experiences, resolutions, and moods. Language serves to facilitate understanding. As an appropriate tool for this purpose, it is a "good." And yet being a means of making oneself understood does not constitute the essence of language. Such an account does not touch its actual essence, but rather only points to a consequence of the essence. Language is not merely a tool which man possesses alongside many
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others; rather, language first grants the possibility of standing in the midst of the openness of beings. Only where there is language, is there world, that is, the constantly changing cycle of decision and work, of action and responsibility, but also of arbitrariness and turmoil, decay and confusion. Only where world holds sway is there history. Language is a good in a more primordial sense. It holds good for the fact that man can be as historical, i.e., it guarantees that. Language is not a tool at mans disposal, but that primal event1 which disposes of the highest possibility of man's being. We must first of all assure ourselves of this essence of language, in order truly to comprehend the domain of poetry and thus poetry itself. How does language occur? In order to find the answer to this question, let us consider a third of Hölderlins key verses.



3. We come across these words in a long and complicated draft of the unfinished poem which begins "Conciliator, you who never believed ..." (IV, 162ff.and339ff.): Much has man experienced. Named many of the heavenly ones, Since we have been a conversation And able to hear from one another. (IV, 343) Let us first choose the line which has a direct bearing on what we have discussed so far: "Since we have been a conversation...." We—human beings—are a conversation. Mans being is grounded in language; but this actually occurs only in conversation. Conversation, however, is not only a way in which language takes place, but rather language is essential only as conversation. What we usually mean by "language," namely, a stock of words and rules for combining them, is only an exterior aspect of language. But now what is meant by "conversation"? Obviously, the act of speaking with one another about something. Speaking, then, mediates our coming to one another. But Hölderlin says, "Since we have been a conver-
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sation and able to hear from one another." Being able to hear is not merely a consequence of speaking with one another, but is on the contrary the presupposition of speaking. But even being able to hear is itself in turn based upon the possibility of the word and has need of it. Being able to talk and being able to hear are co-original. We are a conversation—and that means we are able to hear from one another. We are a conversation, that always also signifies we are one conversation. The unity of a conversation consists in the fact that in the essential word there is always manifest that one and the same on which we agree, on the basis of which we are united and so are authentically ourselves. Conversation and its unity support our existence. But Hölderlin does not simply say "we are a conversation"—rather— "Since we have been a conversation...." Even where man's ability to speak is present and is put into practice, the essential event of language—conversation—does not necessarily occur. Since when have we been a conversation? If there is to be one conversation, the essential word must remain related to what is one and the same. Without this relation, even a quarrel is impossible. But the one and the same can be manifest only within the light of something that remains. However, permanence and endurance come to appearance only when persistence and presence light up. But this occurs in the moment in which time opens itself up in its dimensions.2 Since man has placed himself in the presence of something lasting, he can expose himself to the changeable, to what comes and goes; for only the persistent is changeable. Only since "torrential time" has been broken up into present, past, and future, has it become possible to agree upon something that remains over time. We have been one conversation since the time when there "is time." Ever since time arose and was brought to stand, since then we are historical. Both—to be one conversation and to be historical—are equally ancient, they belong together, and they are the same. Since we have been a conversation—man has experienced much and named many of the gods. Since language has authentically come to pass as conversation, the gods have come to expression and a world has appeared. But again it is important to see that the presence of the gods and the appearance of the world are not merely a consequence of the occurrence
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of language; rather, they are simultaneous with it. And this to the extent that it is precisely in the naming of the gods and in the world becoming word that authentic conversation, which we ourselves are, consists. But the gods can come to expression only if they themselves address us and place us under their claim. A word which names the gods is always an answer to such a claim. Its answer always springs from the responsibility of a destiny. Only because the gods bring our existence to language do we enter the realm of the decision concerning whether we are to promise ourselves to the gods or whether we are to deny ourselves to them. Only now can we fully judge what this line means: "Since we have been a conversation...." Since the gods have brought us into conversation, since that time is there time, since then the ground of our existence has been a conversation. The statement that language is the highest event of human existence thus receives its significance and foundation. But the question at once arises: How does this conversation, which we are, begin? Who performs the naming of the gods? Who takes hold of something enduring in torrential time and brings it to stand in the word? Hölderlin tells us this with the secure simplicity of the poet. Let us listen to a fourth of his key verses.



4. This line forms the conclusion of the poem "Remembrance" and reads: "But what remains is founded by the poets" (IV, 63). This line throws light on our question of the essence of poetry. Poetry is a founding by the word and in the word. What is established in this way? What remains. But how can what remains be founded? Is it not that which has always already been present? No! Precisely what remains must be secured against being carried away; the simple must be wrested from the complex, measure must be opposed to excess. What supports and dominates beings as a whole must come into the open. Being must be disclosed, so that beings may appear. But even this, though it remains, is transitory. "Everything heavenly is
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quickly passing; but not in vain" (IV, 163ff.). But that this may abide and remain, it is "entrusted to the care and service of those who make poems" (IV, 145). The poet names the gods and names all things with respect to what they are. This naming does not merely come about when something already previously known is furnished with a name; rather, by speaking the essential word, the poet's naming first nominates the beings as what they are. Thus they become known as beings. Poetry is the founding of being in the word. What endures is never drawn from the transient. What is simple can never be directly derived from the complex. Measure does not lie in excess. We never find the ground in the abyss. Being is never a being. But because being and the essence of things can never be calculated and derived from what is present at hand, they must be freely created, posited, and bestowed. Such free bestowal is a founding. But when the gods are originally named and the essence of things comes to expression so that the things first shine forth, when this occurs, man's existence is brought into a firm relation and placed on a ground. The poet's saying is not only foundation in the sense of a free bestowal, but also in the sense of the firm grounding of human existence on its ground. If we comprehend this essence of poetry, that it is the founding of being in the word, then we can divine something of the truth ofthat verse which Hölderlin spoke long after he had been taken away into the protection of the night of madness.



5. We find this fifth key verse in the great and awe-inspiring poem which begins: In lovely blueness blooms the Steeple with its metal roof. (VI, 24ff.) Here Hölderlin says (line 32ff.):
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIISTS POETRY Full of merit, yet poetically, man Dwells on this earth.



Whatever man brings about and pursues is earned and merited by his own efforts. "Yet"—says Hölderlin in sharp opposition—all this does not touch the essence of his dwelling on this earth, all this does not reach into the ground of human existence. Human existence is "poetic" in its ground. But we now understand poetry as a founding—through the naming of gods and of the essence of things. "To dwell poetically" means to stand in the presence of the gods and to be struck by the essential nearness of things. Existence is "poetic" in its ground—which means, at the same time, as founded (grounded), it is not something earned, but is rather a gift. Poetry is not merely an ornament accompanying existence, not merely a temporary enthusiasm and certainly not excitement or amusement. Poetry is the sustaining ground of history, and therefore not just an appearance of culture, above all not the mere "expression" of the "soul of a culture." That our existence is poetic in its ground cannot mean, in the end, that it is really just a harmless game. But does not Hölderlin himself, in the first key verse that we cited, call poetry "this most innocent of all occupations"? How can this be reconciled with the essence of poetry which we have now unfolded? That brings us back to the question which we first put aside. By answering this question, we shall try at the same time to summarize, to bring before our inner eyes, the essence of poetry and of the poet. First it became clear that poetry's domain is language. The essence of poetry must therefore be conceived out of the essence of language. But it later became apparent that poetry is a founding: a naming of being and of the essence of all things—not just any saying, but that whereby everything first steps into the open, which we then discuss and talk about in everyday language. Hence poetry never takes language as a material at its disposal; rather, poetry itself first makes language possible. Poetry is the primal language of a historical people. Thus the essence of language must be understood out of the essence of poetry and not the other way around.



Hölderlin and the Essence of Poetry
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The foundation of human existence is conversation as the authentic occurrence of language. But the primary language is poetry as the founding of being. Language, however, is "the most dangerous of goods." Thus poetry is the most dangerous work and at the same time the "most innocent of all occupations." In fact—only if we think these two conceptions together as one do we comprehend the full essence of poetry. But, then, is poetry the most dangerous work? In a letter to a friend, written immediately before his departure for his last journey to France, Hölderlin writes: "O friend! The world lies before me, brighter and more serious than before! I am pleased with what happens, I am pleased as when in the summer 'the old holy father with calm hand shakes the holy lightning flashes out of the red clouds/ For among all that I can see of God, this sign has become my chosen one. I used to be able to rejoice over a new truth, a better view of what is above us and around us, but now I fear that I shall end like old Tantalus, who received more from the gods than he could digest" (V, 321). The poet is exposed to the god's lightning flashes. This is spoken of in that poem which we consider to be the purest poem on the essence of poetry, and which begins: As when on a holiday, to see the field A countryman goes out, at morning,... (IV, 15Iff.) Here it is said in the last stanza: Yet us it behooves, you poets, to stand Bare-headed beneath God's thunderstorms, To grasp the Father's ray, itself, with our own hands And to offer to the people The heavenly gift wrapt in song. And a year later, after Hölderlin, struck by madness, had returned to his mother's house, he wrote to the same friend, recalling his stay in France:
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY The mighty element, the fire of the heavens and the stillness of men, their life in nature, and their confinedness and their contentment, moved me continually, and as one says of heroes, I can well say of myself that Apollo has struck me. (V, 327)



Excessive brightness drove the poet into darkness. Do we need any further testimony in regard to the extreme danger of his "occupation"? The poet's own fate tells us everything. Hölderlin's verse in Empedocles resounds like a premonition: . . . He must Leave on time, through whom the spirit spoke. (Ill, 154) And yet poetry is the "most innocent of all occupations." So Hölderlin writes in his letter, not only to spare his mother, but because he knows that this harmless exterior belongs to the essence of poetry, just as the valley belongs to the mountain; for how else could this most dangerous work be carried out and preserved, if the poet were not "cast out" (Empedocles^ III, 191) of ordinary life and protected from it by the appearance of the harmlessness of his occupation? Poetry looks like a game and yet it is not. A game does indeed bring men together, but in such a manner that each forgets himself. In poetry, on the contrary, man is gathered upon the ground of his existence. There he comes to rest; not, of course, to the illusory rest of inactivity and emptiness of thought, but to that infinite rest in which all powers and relations are quickened (cf. his letter to his brother, January 1,1799, III, 368f.). Poetry awakens the illusion of the unreal and of the dream as opposed to the tangible and clamorous actuality in which we believe ourselves to be at home. And yet, on the contrary, what the poet says and undertakes to be is what is truly real. So Panthea, with the clear knowledge of a friend, acknowledges of Empedocles (III, 78): . . . To be himself, that is Life and we others are only the dream of it.



Hölderlin and the Essence of Poetry
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Thus the essence of poetry seems to vacillate within the semblance of its own exterior aspect, and yet stands firm after all. In fact, it is itself, in its essence, a founding—that is: firm grounding. To be sure, every founding remains a free gift, and Hölderlin hears it said: "Poets be free, like swallows" (I, 168). This freedom, however, is not unrestrained arbitrariness and headstrong desire, but supreme necessity. As the founding of being, poetry is bound in a twofold sense. In viewing this most intimate law, we first grasp its essence in its entirety. . . . and hints are, From time immemorial, the language of the gods. (IV, 135) The poet's saying is the intercepting of these hints, in order to pass them on to his people. The intercepting of hints is a receiving, and yet at the same time, a new giving; for in the "first signs" the poet catches sight of what has been completed, and boldly puts what he has seen into his word in order to foretell what is not yet fulfilled. Thus . . . the bold spiritflies,like the eagle Ahead of the thunderstorm, prophesying The coming of his gods. (IV, 135) The founding of being is bound to the god's hints. And at the same time the poetic word is only the interpretation of the "voice of the people." That is what Hölderlin calls the saying in which a people remembers its belonging to beings as a whole. But often his voice falls silent and exhausts itself. It is not at all capable of saying by itself what is authentic—it has need of those who interpret it. The poem which bears the title "Voice of the People" has been preserved for us in two versions. It is primarily the concluding stanzas which are different, but in such a way that they complement each other. In the first version, the conclusion reads: Because it is pious, for love of the heavenly I honor the voice of the people, the calm, But for the sake of gods and men, May it not always rest too willingly. (IV, 141)
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIISTS POETRY We add the second version: . . . and sayings Are indeed good, for they are a memory To the highest, yet there is also a need of One to interpret the holy sayings. (IV, 144)



Thus the essence of poetry is joined to the laws which strive to separate and unite the hints of the gods and the voice of the people. The poet himself stands between the former—the gods—and the latter—the people. He is the one who has been cast out—out into that between, between gods and men. But first and only in this between is it decided who man is and where his existence is settled. "Poetically man dwells on this earth." Unceasingly and ever more securely, out of the fullness of the images pressing on him, and ever more simply, Hölderlin has consecrated his poetic word to this realm of the between. It is this that compels us to say that he is the poet's poet. Can we still believe that Hölderlin is trapped in an empty and excessive self-contemplation owing to the lack of worldly content? Or do we recognize that this poet, because of an excess of impetus, poetically thinks through to the ground and center of being. It is to Hölderlin himself that we must apply the verse which he said of Oedipus in that late poem "In lovely blueness blooms ...": Perhaps King Oedipus has One eye too many. (VI, 26) Hölderlin puts into poetry the very essence of poetry—but not in the sense of a timelessly valid concept. This essence of poetry belongs to a definite time. But not in such a way that it merely conforms to that time as some time already existing. Rather, by providing anew the essence of poetry, Hölderlin first determines a new time. It is the time of the gods who have fled and of the god who is coming. It is the time ofneedbecause it stands in a double lack and a double not: in the no-longer of the gods who have fled and in the not-yet of the god who is coming.



Hölderlin and the Essence of Poetry
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The essence of poetry which is founded by Hölderlin is historical in the highest degree, because it anticipates a historical time. As a historical essence; however, it is the only true essence. Lean and needy is the time, and thus its poet is overrich—so rich that he would often like to languish in the thought of those who have been, and in expectation of the one who is coming, and would simply like to sleep in this apparent emptiness. But he holds firm in the Nothingness of this night. In that the poet in his supreme isolation keeps his mission to himself, he brings about the truth vicariously and therefore truly for his people. The seventh stanza of the elegy "Bread and Wine" (IV, 123ff.) proclaims this. There it is said poetically what here could only be thoughtfully discussed. But, my friend, we come too late. Indeed, the gods are living, But above our heads, up in another world. Endlessly there they act and seem little to care Whether we live, or not, so much do the heavenly spare us. For a fragile vessel is not always able to hold them, Only at times can man bear divine fullness. Henceforth life is a dream about them. But wandering astray Helps, like sleep, and need and night makes us strong, Until heroes enough have grown in the strong cradle, Hearts, as once, resemble the heavenly in strength. Thundering then they come. Meanwhile, I often think it is Better to sleep than so to be without friends, So to be always waiting, and what to do and say in the meanwhile I do not know and what are poets for in a time of need? But they are, you say, like those holy priests of the wine-god Who traveled from land to land in holy night.



NOTES 1. Ereignis. See EHP, Second Edition (1951): "intentionally ambiguous— strictly speaking, it [Ereignis] would have to mean 'but the primal event, which as such....' " 2. EHP, Second Edition (1951): "see Being and Time, Sections 79-81."
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY "WIE WENN AM FEIERTAGE . . . " Wie wenn am Feiertage, das Feld zu sehn Ein Landmann geht, des Morgens, wenn Aus heisser Nacht die kühlenden Blize fielen Die ganze Zeit und fern noch tönet der Donner, In sein Gestade wieder tritt der Strom, Und frisch der Boden grünt Und von des Himmels erfreuendem Reegen Der Weinstock trauft und glänzend In stiller Sonne stehn die Bäume des Haines: So stehn sie unter günstiger Witterung Sie die kein Meister allein, die wunderbar Allgegenwärtig erziehet in leichtem Umfangen Die mächtige, die göttlichschöne Natur. Drum wenn zu schlafen sie scheint zu Zeiten des Jahrs Am Himmel oder unter den Pflanzen oder den Völkern, So trauert der Dichter Angesicht auch, Sie scheinen allein zu seyn, doch ahnen sie immer. Denn ahnend ruhet sie selbst auch. Jezt aber tagts! Ich harrt und sah es kommen, Und was ich sah, das Heilige sei mein Wort. Denn sie, sie selbst, die älter denn die Zeiten Und über die Götter des Abends und Orients ist, Die Natur ist jezt mit Waffenklang erwacht, Und hoch vom Äther bis zum Abgrund nieder Nach vestem Geseze, wie einst, aus heiligem Chaos gezeugt, Fühlt neu die Begeisterung sich, Die Allerschaffende wieder.



"As When On a Holiday. .." "AS WHEN ON A HOLIDAY . . . " As when on a holiday, to see the field A countryman goes out, at morning, when Out of the hot night the cooling lightning flashes had fallen The whole time and the thunder still sounds in the distance, The river enters its banks once more, And the fresh ground becomes green And with the gladdening rain from heaven The grapevine drips, and gleaming In quiet sunlight stand the trees of the grove: So in favorable weather they stand Whom no master alone, whom she, wonderfully All-present, educates in a light embrace, The powerful, divinely beautiful nature. So when she seems to be sleeping at times of the year Up in the heavens or among plants or the peoples, The poets' faces also are mourning, They seem to be alone, yet are always divining. For divining too she herself is resting. But now day breaks! I awaited and saw it come, And what I saw, may the holy be my word, For she, she herself, who is older than the ages And above the gods of Occident and Orient, Nature is now awakening with the clang of arms, And from high Aether down to the abyss, According to firm law, as once, begotten out of holy Chaos, Inspiration, the all-creative, Agains feels herself anew.
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLINS POETRY Und wie im Aug' ein Feuer dem Manne glänzt, Wenn hohes er entwarf: so ist Von neuem an den Zeichen, den Thaten der Welt jezt Ein Feuer angezündet in Seelen der Dichter. Und was zuvor geschah, doch kaum gefühlt, Ist offenbar erst jezt, Und die uns lächelnd den Aker gebauet, In Knechtsgestalt, sie sind bekannt, die Die Allebendigen, die Kräfte der Götter. Erfragst du sie? im Liede wehet ihr Geist, Wenn es von der Sonne des Tags und warmer Erd Entwacht, und Wettern, die in der Luft, und andern Die vorbereiteter in Tiefen der Zeit Und deutungsvoller, und vernehmlicher uns Hinwandeln zwischen Himmel und Erd und unter den Völkern. Des gemeinsamen Geistes Gedanken sind, Still endend in der Seele des Dichters. Dass schnellbetroffen sie, Unendlichem Bekannt seit langer Zeit, von Erinnerung Erbebt, und ihr, von heiigem Stral entzündet, Die Frucht in Liebe geboren, der Götter und Menschen Werk Der Gesang, damit er beiden zeuge, glükt. So fiel, wie Dichter sagen, da sie sichtbar Den Gott zu sehen begehrte, sein Bliz auf Semeies Haus Und Asche tödtlich getroffhe gebahr, Die Frucht des Gewitters, den heiligen Bacchus.



"As When On a Holiday.. ." And as a fire gleams in the eye of the man Who has conceived a lofty design, so Once more by the signs, the deeds of the world now A fire has been kindled in the souls of the poets. And what came to pass before, though scarcely felt, Only now is manifest, And they who smiling tended our fields for us, In the form of servants, they are known, The all-living, the powers of the gods. Do you ask about them? In the song their spirit blows, When from the sun of day and warm earth It awakens, and storms that are in the air, and others That more prepared in the depths of time And more full of meaning, and more perceptible to us, Drift on between heaven and earth and among the peoples. The thoughts of the communal spirit they are, Quietly ending in the soul of the poet. So that quickly struck, for a long time Known to the infinite, it quakes With recollection, and kindled by the holy ray, Its fruit conceived in love, the work of gods and men, The song, so that it may bear witness to both, succeeds. So, as poets say, when she desired to see The god, visible, his lightning flash fell on Semele's house And ashes mortally struck gave birth to The fruit of the thunderstorm, to holy Bacchus.
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HOLDERLIN'S POETRY Und daher trinken himmlisches Feuer jezt Die Erdensöhne ohne Gefahr. Doch uns gebührt es, unter Gottes Gewittern, Ihr Dichter! mit entblösstem Haupte zu stehen, Des Vaters Strahl, ihn selbst, mit eigner Hand Zu fassen und dem Volk ins Lied Gehüllt die himmlische Gaabe zu reichen, Denn sind nur reinen Herzens Wie BCinder, wir, sind schuldlos unsere Hände. Des Vaters Stral, der reine versengt es nicht Und tieferschüttert, eines Gottes Leiden Mitleidend, bleibt das ewige Herz doch fest.



"As When On a Holiday. .." And hence the sons of the earth now drink Heavenlyfirewithout danger. Yet us it behooves, you poets, to stand Bare-headed beneath God's thunderstorms, To grasp the father's ray, itself, with our own hands, And to offer to the people The heavenly gift wrapt in song, For only if we are pure in heart, Like children, are our hands innocent. The father's ray, the pure, does not sear it And deeply shaken, sharing a god's suffering, The eternal heart yet remains firm.
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY



The poem was written in 1800. It was not until 110 years later that it became known to the German people. Using the handwritten drafts, Norbert von Hellingrath first gave the poem a form and published it in 1910. Since then another generation has passed. During these decades, the open insurrection of modern world history has begun. Its course will force a decision concerning the future character of the absolute domination of man over the whole terrestrial globe. Hölderlin's poem, however, still waits to be interpreted. The text which shall serve here as the basis for the present lecture, and which has been repeatedly checked against the original manuscripts, rests upon the following attempt at an interpretation. The poem lacks a title. The whole is divided into seven stanzas. With the exception of the fifth and seventh stanzas, each stanza consists of nine lines. In the fifth stanza, the ninth is lacking. According to von Hellingrath's edition, the seventh stanza contains twelve lines. ZinkernagePs edition adds as an eighth stanza some fragments from an earlier draft. The first stanza brings us to see a countryman standing out of doors, in the fields, on a holiday morning. Here all work has ceased. And the god is nearer to man. The countryman wants to see how his fruit has survived the thunderstorm that came out of the hot night and threatened the harvest. The distant, withdrawing thunder is still reminiscent of the terror. But no deluge endangers the field. The land is fresh and green. The grapevine delights in the blessing of the heavenly drink. The forest stands in the still light of the sun. The countryman knows that his possessions stand under the constant menace of the weather, yet he finds that everything around him is at peace and delightful. He waits confidently for the future gift of the field and the grapevine. Fruit and man are protected in the favor that permeates earth and heaven and that grants something which will remain. In naming all this, it is almost as if the first stanza wanted to describe a picture. Yet its last line ends with a colon. The first stanza opens itself to the second. The "So ..." with which the second stanza begins corresponds to the "As when ..." at the beginning of the first stanza. The "As when . . . : So ..." indicates a comparison that, like a brace, joins in unity the initial stanza to the second one, in fact to all the following stanzas.



"As When On a Holiday..." Like a countryman on his walk who lingers in the fields, rejoicing in the protection of his world, "So in favorable weather they stand"—the poets. And what favor allows them to get wind of the favorable? The favor of being those Whom no master alone, whom she, wonderfully All-present, educates in a light embrace, The powerful, divinely beautiful nature. The inner movement of these three lines strives toward the final word "nature," and there the movement comes to its end. What Hölderlin still calls "nature" here resounds throughout the entire poem up to its last word. Nature "educates" the poets. Mastery and teaching can only "inculcate" something. By themselves they are not capable of anything. For another kind of upbringing, something else is needed beyond human zeal for human activity. Nature "educates" "wonderfully all-present." She is present in everything that is real. Nature comes to presence in human work and in the destiny of peoples, in the stars and in the gods, but also in stones, growing things, and animals, as well as in streams and in thunderstorms. "Wonderful" is the omnipresence of nature. She can never be found somewhere in the midst of the real, like one more isolated actual thing. The all-present is also never the result of combining isolated real things. Even the totality of what is real is at most but the consequence of the all-present. The all-present escapes explanation on the basis of what is real. The all-present cannot even be indicated by something real. Already present, it imperceptibly prevents any particular intrusion on it. When human deeds attempt this intrusion, or when divine activity is directed to it, they only destroy the simplicity of what is so wonderful. The wonderful withdraws from all producing, and nevertheless it passes through everything with its presence. That is why nature educates "in a light embrace." The all-present has in it nothing of the one-sided heaviness of what is merely real, that which at one time attracts man, at another time repels him, and at another abandons him, each time delivering him into the distortion of what is acci-
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERLIN'S POETRY



dental. However, nature's "light embrace" does not at all suggest an impotent weakness. The "all-present" is, after all, called "powerful." From where does nature take her power, then, if she is prior to all that is present? Nature does not have to borrow her power from somewhere else. She herself is that which bestows power. The essence of power is determined from the all-presence of nature, which Hölderlin calls "powerful, divinely beautiful." Nature is powerful because she is god-like in beauty. Does nature therefore resemble a god or a goddess? If this were so, then "nature," which is, after all, present in everything, even in the gods, would be measured by the "divine," and would not be "nature" any longer. Nature is called "beautiful" because she is "wonderfully all-present." That she is present in all does not mean a complete, quantitative comprehension of all that is real, but rather the manner of permeating the real things that, according to their kind, seem to mutually exclude each other. This omnipresence holds in opposition to each other the extreme opposites, the highest heaven and the deepest abyss. But thereby the opposites that are held out to one another remain separated from one another through a kind of stubborn unruliness. Only thus can their opposition come forth into the extreme sharpness of difference. And this is what appears "extremely," this is what most appears. What appears in this way is what captivates.1 But at the same time the opposites are carried away by the allpresent into the unity of their belonging together. This unity does not allow its stubbornness to be extinguished in a weak compromise, but rather takes it back into that peace that lights up as a quiet brilliance from the fire of combat in which the one pushes the other into appearing. This unity of the all-present is what enraptures, carries away. All-present nature captivates and enraptures. This coincidence of captivation and rapture is, however, the essence of the beautiful. Beauty lets one opposite come to presence in its opposite; it lets their togetherness come to presence in unity, and thus it lets everything come to presence in everything, precisely where their differences are most genuine. Beauty is all-presence. And nature is called "divinely beautiful" because where gods or goddesses appear, they come closest to awakening the semblance of captivation and rapture. But in truth they are not capable of pure beauty,



"As When On a Holiday.. ." for their particular appearing remains a semblance. Mere captivation ("epiphany") resembles rapture, and mere rapture (into mystical immersion) manifests itself as captivation. But nevertheless a god is capable of the highest semblance of the beautiful and thus comes closest to the pure appearing of the all-present. Powerful, because divinely beautiful, because wonderfully all-present, nature embraces the poets. They are drawn into this embrace. This inclusion transposes the poets into the fundamental characteristic of their being. Such transposition is education. This characterizes the poets' destiny: So when she seems to be sleeping at times of the year Up in the heavens or among plants or the peoples, The poets' faces also are mourning, They seem to be alone, yet are always divining. Sleep is a kind of being-away, of absence. But how could "nature" take on the appearance of being absent if she did not come to presence in the heavenly ones, in the earth and its growth, in the peoples and their history? "At times of the year" the all-present seems to be sleeping. Here "the year" means, at one and the same time, the "seasons" and "the years of the peoples," the ages of the world. Nature seems to be sleeping; yet she is not sleeping. She is awake, but awake in the manner of mourning. Mourning withdraws from everything into the memory of one thing only. The remembrance of mourning remains near to what has been taken from it and seems to be distant. Mourning is not merely pulled back by a current to something that was lost. It lets what is absent come again and again. And the mourning poets, too, for their part, only seem to be confined to their isolation and imprisoned in it. They are not "alone." In truth, "they are always divining." Their divination thinks forward into the distant, which does not withdraw, but rather zs, as what is coming. But because what is coming itself still rests in its primordiality and remains there, the divining of what is coming is both a fore-thinking and a thinking-back. In this way, the poets persist in their belonging to "nature":
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ELUCIDATIONS OF HÖLDERUN'S POETRY For divining too she herself is resting.



Nature is at rest. Her rest in no way signifies cessation of movement. To rest is to gather oneself in view of a beginning (and the beginning of a movement remains always present in the movement)—it is to concentrate on the coming of the beginning. That is why nature too is at rest divining. Nature is at one with herself, thinking ahead to her own coming. Her coming is the coming to presence of all-presence itself, and thus it is the very essence of the "all-present." Only because there are those who divine, are there those who belong to nature and correspond to it. Those who co-respond to the wonderfully all-present, to the powerful, divinely beautiful, are "the poets." Which poets does Hölderlin mean? Those who stand in favorable weather. They alone persist in correspondence to the divining, resting nature. The poet's being will be decided anew on the basis of this correspondence. "The poets" are not all poets in general, and not certain indeterminate ones. "The poets" are those future ones whose being will be measured by their adaptation to the essence of "nature." And what this word "nature," known since long ago and long since worn out in its ambiguity, is to signify here must be determined solely out of this single poem. One usually encounters "nature" in the familiar distinctions of "nature and art," "nature and spirit," "nature and history," "natural and supernatural," "natural and unnatural." Thus "nature" always signifies a particular realm of being. But if one wanted to posit "nature," as named in this poem, as identical with "spirit" in the sense of "identity" in which Hölderlins friend Schelling thought of it at about the same time, then this would also be erroneous. Even the sense that Hölderlin himself gave to the word "nature" up until this hymn, in Hyperion and in the first drafts of Empedocles, falls short of what is now named "the wonderfully all-present." At the same time, "nature" now becomes an incongruous word in reference to what is coming, which it is supposed to name. Nevertheless, that this word "nature" is still employed as a key-word of this poem, is due to the resonance of a power of saying whose origin reaches far back into the past.



"As When On a Holiday..."
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Nature, nature^ is called ((TOOK; in Greek. This word is the fundamental word of thinkers at the beginning of Occidental thought. But the translation of ((TOOK; by natura (nature) already transposes subsequent elements into the beginning, and replaces that which is proper to the beginning with something alien to it. Oi3ai 
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