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Freud and the Future[l]

By Thomas Mann

We are gathered here to do honour to a great scientist. And the question
may very properly be raised: what justifies a man of letters in assuming the
role of spokesman on such an occasion? Or, passing on the responsibility to
the members of the learned society which chose him, why should they not
have selected one of their own kind, a man of science, rather than an author,
to celebrate in words the birthday of their master? For an author, my friends,
is a man essentially not bent upon science, upon knowing, distinguishing, and
analysing; he stands for simple creation, for doing and making, and thus may
be the object of useful cognition, without, by his very nature, having any
competence in it as subject. But is it, perhaps, that the author in his character
as artist, and artist in the field of the intellect, is especially called to the
celebration of feasts of the mind; that he is by nature more a man of feast-
days than the scientist and man of knowledge? It is not for me to dispute such
a view. It is true, the poet has understanding of the feasts of life,
understanding even of life as a feast —and here I am just touching, very
lightly for the moment, upon a theme that may become a main motif in the
chorus of homage which we are to perform this evening. But it is more likely
that the sponsors of this evening had something else in mind in their choice:

that is to say, the solemn and novel confrontation of object and subject, the
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object of knowledge with the knower —a saturnalia, as it were, in which the
knower and seer of dreams himself becomes, by our act of homage, the object
of dreamlike penetration. And to such a position I could not object, either;
particularly because it strikes a chord capable in the future of great
symphonic development. It will recur, more clearly accented and fully
instrumented. For, unless [ am greatly mistaken, it is just this confrontation of
object and subject, their mingling and identification, the resultant insight into
the mysterious unity of ego and actuality, destiny and character, doing and
happening, and thus into the mystery of reality as an operation of the psyche
—it is just this confrontation that is the alpha and omega of all

psychoanalytical knowledge.

Be that as it may, the choice of an artist as the encomiast of a great
scientist is a comment upon both. In the first place, one deduces from it a
connection between the man of genius we now honour and the world of
creative literature; in the second place, it displays the peculiar relations
between the writer and the field of science whose declared and
acknowledged master and creator the other is. Now, the unique and
remarkable thing about this mutual close relation is that it remained for so
long unconscious—that is, in that region of the soul which we have learned to
call the unconscious, a realm whose discovery and investigation, whose
conquest for humanity, are precisely the task and mission of the wise genius

whose fame we celebrate. The close relation between literature and
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psychoanalysis has been known for a long time to both sides. But the solemn
significance of this hour lies, at least in my eyes and as a matter of personal
feeling, in that on this evening there is taking place the first official meeting
between the two spheres, in the acknowledgment and demonstration of their

relationship.

I repeat that the profound sympathy between the two spheres had
existed for a long time unperceived. Actually we know that Sigmund Freud,
that mighty spirit in whose honour we are gathered together, founder of
psychoanalysis as a general method of research and as a therapeutic
technique, trod the steep path alone and independently, as physician and
natural scientist, without knowing that reinforcement and encouragement lay
to his hand in literature. He did not know Nietzsche, scattered throughout
whose pages one finds premonitory flashes of truly Freudian insight; he did
not know Novalis, whose romantic-biologic fantasies so often approach
astonishingly close to analytic conceptions; he did not know Kierkegaard,
whom he must have found profoundly sympathetic and encouraging for the
Christian zeal which urged him on to psychological extremes; and, finally, he
did not know Schopenhauer, the melancholy symphonist of a philosophy of
the instinct, groping for change and redemption. Probably it must be so. By
his unaided effort, without knowledge of any previous intuitive achievement,
he had methodically to follow out the line of his own researches; the driving

force of his activity was probably increased by this very freedom from special
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advantage. And we think of him as solitary —the attitude is inseparable from
our earliest picture of the man. Solitary in the sense of the word used by
Nietzsche in that ravishing essay “What is the Meaning of Ascetic Ideals?”
when he characterizes Schopenhauer as “a genuine philosopher, a self-poised
mind, a man and gallant knight, sterneyed, with the courage of his own
strength, who knows how to stand alone and not wait on the beck and nod of
superior officers.” In this guise of man and gallant knight, a knight between
Death and the Devil, [ have been used to picture to myself our psychologist of

the unconscious, ever since his figure first swam into my mental ken.

That happened late —much later than one might have expected,
considering the connection between this science and the poetic and creative
impulse in general and mine in particular. The connection, the bond between
them, is twofold: it consists first in a love of truth, in a sense of truth, a
sensitiveness and receptivity for truth’s sweet and bitter, which largely
expresses itself in a psychological excitation, a clarity of vision, to such an
extent that the conception of truth actually almost coincides with that of
psychological perception and recognition. And secondly it consists in an
understanding of disease, a certain affinity with it, outweighed by

fundamental health, and an understanding of its productive significance.

As for the love of truth: the suffering, morally conditioned love of truth

as psychology — that has its origin in Nietzsche’s lofty school, where in fact
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the coincidence of “truth” and “psychological truth,” of the knower with the
psychologist, is striking indeed. His proud truthfulness, his very conception of
intellectual honesty, his conscious and melancholy fearlessness in its service,
his self-knowledge, self-crucifixion —all this has psychological intention and
bearing. Never shall I forget the deepening, strengthening, formative effect
upon my own powers produced by my acquaintance with Nietzsche’s
psychological agony. In Tonio Kréger the artist speaks of being “sick of
knowledge.” That is true Nietzsche language; and the youth’s melancholy has
reference to the Hamlet-like in Nietzsche’s nature, in which his own mirrored
itself: a nature called to knowledge without being genuinely born to it. These
are the pangs and anguishes of youth, destined to be lightened and
tranquillized as years flowed by and brought ripeness with them. But there
has remained with me the desire for a psychological interpretation of
knowledge and truth; I still equate them with psychology and feel the
psychological will to truth as a desire for truth in general; still interpret
psychology as truth in the most actual and courageous sense of the word. One
would call the tendency a naturalistic one, I suppose, and ascribe it to a
training in literary naturalism; it forms a precondition of receptivity for the
natural science of the psyche —in other words, for what is known as

psychoanalysis.

I spoke of a second bond between that science and the creative impulse:

the understanding of disease, or, more precisely, of disease as an instrument
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of knowledge. That, too, one may derive from Nietzsche. He well knew what
he owed to his morbid state, and on every page he seems to instruct us that
there is no deeper knowledge without experience of disease, and that all
heightened healthiness must be achieved by the route of illness. This attitude
too may be referred to his experience; but it is bound up with the nature of
the intellectual man in general, of the creative artist in particular, yes, with
the nature of humanity and the human being, of which last of course the
creative artist is an extreme expression. “L’humanite,” says Victor Hugo,
"s'affirme par I'infirmite. ” A saying which frankly and proudly admits the
delicate constitution of all higher humanity and culture and their
connoisseurship in the realm of disease. Man has been called "das kranke
Tier" because of the burden of strain and explicit difficulties laid upon him by
his position between nature and spirit, between angel and brute. What
wonder, then, that by the approach through abnormality we have succeeded
in penetrating most deeply into the darkness of human nature; that the study
of disease —that is to say, neurosis —has revealed itself as a first-class

technique of anthropological research?

The literary artist should be the last person to be surprised at the fact.
Sooner might he be surprised that he, considering his strong general and
individual tendency, should have so late become aware of the close
sympathetic relations which connected his own existence with psychoanalytic

research and the life-work of Sigmund Freud. I realized this connection only
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at a time when his achievement was no longer thought of as merely a
therapeutic method, whether recognized or disputed; when it had long since
outgrown his purely medical implications and become a world movement
which penetrated into every field of science and every domain of the intellect:
literature, the history of art, religion and prehistory; mythology, folklore,
pedagogy, and what not— thanks to the practical and constructive zeal of
experts who erected a structure of more general investigation round the
psychiatric and medical core. Indeed, it would be too much to say that I came
to psychoanalysis. It came to me. Through the friendly interest that some
younger workers in the field had shown in my work, from Little Herr
Friedemann to Death in Venice, The Magic Mountain, and the Joseph novels, it
gave me to understand that in my way I “belonged”; it made me aware, as
probably behooved it, of my own latent, preconscious sympathies; and when I
began to occupy myself with the literature of psychoanalysis I recognized,
arrayed in the ideas and the language of scientific exactitude, much that had

long been familiar to me through my youthful mental experiences.

Perhaps you will kindly permit me to continue for a while in this
autobiographical strain, and not take it amiss if instead of speaking of Freud I
speak of myself. And indeed I scarcely trust myself to speak about him. What
new thing could [ hope to say? But I shall also, quite explicitly, be speaking in
his honour in speaking of myself, in telling you how profoundly and peculiarly

certain experiences decisive for my development prepared me for the
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Freudian experience. More than once, and in many places, [ have confessed to
the profound, even shattering impression made upon me as a young man by
contact with the philosophy of Arthur Schopenhauer, to which then a
monument was erected in the pages of Buddenbrooks. Here first, in the
pessimism of a metaphysics already very strongly equipped on the natural-
science side, I encountered the dauntless zeal for truth that stands for the
moral aspect of the psychology of the unconscious. This metaphysics, in
obscure revolt against centuries-old beliefs, preached the primacy of the
instinct over mind and reason; it recognized the will as the core and the
essential foundation of the world, in man as in all other created beings; and
the intellect as secondary and accidental, servant of the will and its pale
illuminant. This it preached not in malice, not in the antihuman spirit of the
mind-hostile doctrines of today, but in the stern love of truth characteristic of
the century which combated idealism out of love for the ideal. It was so
sincere, that nineteenth century, that —through the mouth of Ibsen —it
pronounced the lie, the lies of life, to be indispensable. Clearlv there is a vast
difference whether one assents to a lie out of sheer hatred of truth and the
spirit or for the sake of that spirit, in bitter irony and anguished pessimism!

Yet the distinction is not clear to everybody today.

Now, Freud, the psychologist of the unconscious, is a true son of the
century of Schopenhauer and Ibsen —he was born in the middle of it. How

closely related is his revolution to Schopenhauer’s, not only in its content, but
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also in its moral attitude! His discovery of the great role played by the
unconscious, the id, in the soul-life of man challenged and challenges classical
psychology, to which the consciousness and the psyche are one and the same,
as offensively as once Schopenhauer’s doctrine of the will challenged
philosophical belief in reason and the intellect. Certainly the early devotee of
The World as Will and Idea is at home in the admirable essay that is included
in Freud's New Introductory Essays in Psychoanalysis under the title “The
Anatomy of the Mental Personality.” It describes the soul-world of the
unconscious, the id, in language as strong, and at the same time in as coolly
intellectual, objective, and professional a tone, as Schopenhauer might have
used to describe his sinister kingdom of the will. “The domain of the id,” he
says, “is the dark, inaccessible part of our personality; the little that we know
of it we have learned through the study of dreams and of the formation of
neurotic symptoms.” He depicts it as a chaos, a melting-pot of seething
excitations. The id, he thinks, is, so to speak, open towards the somatic, and
receives thence into itself compulsions which there find psychic expression
—in what substratum is unknown. From these impulses it receives its energy;
but it is not organized, produces no collective will, merely the striving to
achieve satisfaction for the impulsive needs operating under the pleasure
principle. In it no laws of thought are valid, and certainly not the law of
opposites. “Contradictory stimuli exist alongside each other without

cancelling each other out or even detracting from each other; at most they
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unite in compromise forms under the compulsion of the controlling economy
for the release of energy.” You perceive that this is a situation which, in the
historical experience of our own day, can take the upper hand with the ego,
with a whole mass-ego, thanks to a moral devastation which is produced by
worship of the unconscious, the glorification of its dynamic as the only life-
promoting force, the systematic glorification of the primitive and irrational.
For the unconscious, the id, is primitive and irrational, is pure dynamic. It
knows no values, no good or evil, no morality. It even knows no time, no
temporal flow, nor any effect of time upon its psychic process. “Wish stimuli,”
says Freud, “which have never overpassed the id, and impressions which have
been repressed into its depths, are virtually indestructible, they survive
decade after decade as though they had just happened. They can only be
recognized as belonging to the past, devalued and robbed of their charge of
energy, by becoming conscious through the analytic procedure.” And he adds
that therein lies pre-eminently the healing effect of analytic treatment. We
perceive accordingly how antipathetic deep analysis must be to an ego that is
intoxicated by a worship of the unconscious to the point of being in a
condition of subterranean dynamic. It is only too clear and understandable
that such an ego is deaf to analysis and that the name of Freud must not be

mentioned in its hearing.

As for the ego itself, its situation is pathetic, well-nigh alarming. It is an

alert, prominent, and enlightened little part of the id —much as Europe is a
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small and lively province of the greater Asia. The ego is that part of the id
which became modified by contact with the outer world; equipped for the
reception and preservation of stimuli; comparable to the integument with
which any piece of living matter surrounds itself. A very perspicuous
biological picture. Freud writes indeed a very perspicuous prose, he is an
artist of thought, like Schopenhauer, and like him a writer of European rank.
The relation with the outer world is, he says, decisive for the ego, it is the
ego’s task to represent the world to the id —for its good! For without regard
for the superior power of the outer world the id, in its blind striving towards
the satisfaction of its instincts, would not escape destruction. The ego takes
cognizance of the outer world, it is mindful, it honourably tries to distinguish
the objectively real from whatever is an accretion from its inward sources of
stimulation. It is entrusted by the id with the lever of action; but between the
impulse and the action it has interposed the delay of the thought-process,
during which it summons experience to its aid and thus possesses a certain
regulative superiority over the pleasure principle which rules supreme in the
unconscious, correcting it by means of the principle of reality. But even so,
how feeble it is! Hemmed in between the unconscious, the outer world, and
what Freud calls the super-ego, it leads a pretty nervous and anguished
existence. Its own dynamic is rather weak. It derives its energy from the id
and in general has to carry out the latter’s behests. It is fain to regard itself as

the rider and the unconscious as the horse. But many a time it is ridden by the
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unconscious; and I take leave to add what Freud'’s rational morality prevents
him from saying, that under some circumstances it makes more progress by

this illegitimate means.

But Freud’s description of the id and the ego—is it not to a hair
Schopenhauer’s description of the Will and the Intellect, a translation of the
latter’s metaphysics into psychology? So he who had been initiated into the
metaphysics of Schopenhauer and in Nietzsche tasted the painful pleasure of
psychology —he must needs have been filled with a sense of recognition and
familiarity when first, encouraged thereto by its denizens, he entered the

realms of psychoanalysis and looked about him.

He found too that his new knowledge had a strange and strong
retroactive effect upon the old. After a sojourn in the world of Freud, how
differently, in the light of one’s new knowledge, does one reread the
reflections of Schopenhauer, for instance his great essay “Transcendent
Speculations on Apparent Design in the Fate of the Individual”! And here [ am
about to touch upon the most profound and mysterious point of contact
between Freud’s natural-scientific world and Schopenhauer’s philosophic
one. For the essay I have named, a marvel of profundity and penetration,
constitutes this point of contact. The pregnant and mysterious idea there
developed by Schopenhauer is briefly this: that precisely as in a dream it is

our own will that unconsciously appears as inexorable objective destiny,
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everything in it proceeding out of ourselves and each of us being the secret
theatre-manager of our own dreams, so also in reality the great dream that a
single essence, the will itself, dreams with us all, our fate, may be the product
of our inmost selves, of our wills, and we are actually ourselves bringing
about what seems to be happening, to us. I have only briefly indicated here
the content of the essay, for these representations are winged with the
strongest and most sweeping powers of suggestion. But not only does the
dream psychology which Schopenhauer calls to his aid bear an explicitly
psychoanalytic character, even to the presence of the sexual argument and
paradigm; but the whole complexus of thought is a philosophical anticipation
of analytical conceptions, to a quite astonishing extent. For, to repeat what |
said in the beginning, I see in the mystery of the unity of the ego and the
world, of being and happening, in the perception of the apparently objective
and accidental as a matter of the soul’s own contriving, the innermost core of

psychoanalytic theory.

And here there occurs to me a phrase from the pen of C. G. Jung, an able
but somewhat ungrateful scion of the Freudian school, in his significant
introduction to the Tibetan Book of the Dead. “It is so much more direct,
striking, impressive, and thus convincing,” he says, “to see how it happens to
me than to see how I do it.” A bold, even an extravagant statement, plainly
betraying the calmness with which in a certain school of psychology certain

things are regarded which even Schopenhauer considered prodigiously
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daring speculation. Would this unmasking of the “happening” as in reality
“doing” be conceivable without Freud? Never! It owes him everything. It is
weighted down with assumptions, it could not be understood, it could never
have been written, without all that analysis has brought to light about slips of
tongue and pen, the whole field of human error, the retreat into illness, the
psychology of accidents, the self-punishment compulsion —in short, all the
wizardry of the unconscious. Just as little, moreover, would that close-packed
sentence of Jung’s, including its psychological premises, have been possible
without Schopenhauer’s adventurous pioneering speculation. Perhaps this is
the moment, my friends, to indulge on this festive occasion in a little polemic
against Freud himself. He does not esteem philosophy very highly. His
scientific exactitude does not permit him to regard it as a science. He
reproaches it with imagining that it can present a continuous and consistent
picture of the world; with overestimating the objective value of logical
operations; with believing in intuitions as a source of knowledge and with
indulging in positively animistic tendencies, in that it believes in the magic of
words and the influence of thought upon reality. But would philosophy really
be thinking too highly of itself on these assumptions? Has the world ever been
changed by anything save by thought and its magic vehicle the Word? I
believe that in actual fact philosophy ranks before and above the natural
sciences and that all method and exactness serve its intuitions and its

intellectual and historical will. In the last analysis it is always a matter of the

http://www.freepsychotherapybooks.org 20



quod erat demonstrandum. Scientific freedom from assumptions is or should
be a moral fact. But intellectually it is, as Freud points out, probably an
illusion. One might strain the point and say that science has never made a

discovery without being authorized and encouraged thereto by philosophy.

All this by the way. But it is in line with my general intention to pause a
little longer at the sentence that I quoted from Jung. In this essay and also as a
general method which he uses by preference, Jung applies analytical evidence
to form a bridge between Occidental thought and Oriental esoteric. Nobody
has focused so sharply as he the Schopenhauer-Freud perception that “the
giver of all given conditions resides in ourselves —a truth which despite all
evidence in the greatest as well as in the smallest things never becomes
conscious, though it is only too often necessary, even indispensable, that it
should be.” A great and costly change, he thinks, is needed before we
understand how the world is “given” by the nature of the soul; for man’s
animal nature strives against seeing himself as the maker of his own
conditions. It is true that the East has always shown itself stronger than the
West in the conquest of our animal nature, and we need not be surprised to
hear that in its wisdom it conceives even the gods among the “given
conditions” originating from the soul and one with her, light and reflection of
the human soul. This knowledge, which, according to the Book of the Dead,
one gives to the deceased to accompany him on his way, is a paradox to the

Occidental mind, conflicting with its sense of logic, which distinguishes
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between subject and object and refuses to have them coincide or make one
proceed from the other. True, European mysticism has been aware of such

attitudes, and Angelus Silesius said:

I know that without me God cannot live a moment;
If I am destroyed He must give up the ghost.

But on the whole a psychological conception of God, an idea of the godhead
which is not pure condition, absolute reality, but one with the soul and bound
up with it, must be intolerable to Occidental religious sense — it would be

equivalent to abandoning the idea of God.

Yet religion —perhaps even etymologically — essentially implies a
bond. In Genesis we have talk of the bond (covenant) between God and man,
the psychological basis of which [ have attempted to give in the mythological
novel Joseph and His Brothers. Perhaps my hearers will be indulgent if [ speak
a little about my own work; there may be some justification for introducing it
here in this hour of formal encounter between creative literature and the
psychoanalytic. It is strange—and perhaps strange not only to me — that in
this work there obtains precisely that psychological theology which the
scholar ascribes to Oriental esoteric. This Abram is in a sense the father of
God. He perceived and brought Him forth; His mighty qualities, ascribed to
Him by Abram, were probably His original possession, Abram was not their
inventor, yet in a sense he was, by virtue of his recognizing them and

therewith, by taking thought, making them real. God’s mighty qualities —and
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thus God Himself—are indeed something objective, exterior to Abram; but at
the same time they are in him and of him as well; the power of his own soul is
at moments scarcely to be distinguished from them, it consciously
interpenetrates and fuses with them —and such is the origin of the bond
which then the Lord strikes with Abram, as the explicit confirmation of an
inward fact. The bond, it is stated, is made in the interest of both, to the end of
their common sanctification. Need human and need divine here entwine until
it is hard to say whether it was the human or the divine that took the
initiative. In any case the arrangement shows that the holiness of man and the
holiness of God constituted a twofold process, one part being most intimately
bound up with the other. Wherefore else, one asks, should there be a bond at

all?

The soul as “giver of the given”—yes, my friends, [ am well aware that in
the novel this conception reaches an ironic pitch which is not authorized
either in Oriental wisdom or in psychological perception. But there is
something thrilling about the unconscious and only later discovered
harmony. Shall I call it the power of suggestion? But sympathy would be a
better word: a kind of intellectual affinity, of which naturally psychoanalysis
was earlier aware than was I, and which proceeded out of those literary
appreciations which I owed to it at an earlier stage. The latest of these was an
offprint of an article that appeared in Imago, written by a Viennese scholar of

the Freudian school, under the title “On the Psychology of the Older School of
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Biography.” The rather dry title gives no indication of the remarkable
contents. The writer shows how the older and simpler type of biography and
in particular the written lives of artists, nourished and conditioned by
popular legend and tradition, assimilate, as it were, the life of the subject to
the conventionalized stock-in-trade of biography in general, thus imparting a
sort of sanction to their own performance and establishing its genuineness;
making it authentic in the sense of “as it always was” and “as it has been
written.” For man sets store by recognition, he likes to find the old in the new,
the typical in the individual. From that recognition he draws a sense of the
familiar in life, whereas if it painted itself as entirely new, singular in time and
space, without any possibility of resting upon the known, it could only
bewilder and alarm. The question, then, which is raised by the essay, is this:
can any line be sharply and unequivocally drawn between the formal stock-
in-trade of legendary biography and the characteristics of the single
personality —in other words, between the typical and the individual? A
question negatived by its very statement. For the truth is that life is a
mingling of the individual elements and the formal stock-in-trade; a mingling
in which the individual, as it were, only lifts his head above the formal and
impersonal elements. Much that is extra-personal, much unconscious
identification, much that is conventional and schematic, is none the less
decisive for the experience not only of the artist but of the human being in

general. “Many of us,” says the writer of the article, “live’ today a biographical
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type, the destiny of a class or rank or calling. The freedom in the shaping of
the human being’s life is obviously connected with that bond which we term

‘lived vita." And then, to my delight, but scarcely to my surprise, he begins to
cite from Joseph, the fundamental motif of which he says is precisely this idea
of the “lived life,” life as succession, as a moving in others’ steps, as
identification —such as Joseph’s teacher, Eliezer, practises with droll
solemnity. For in him time is cancelled and all the Eliezers of the past gather
to shape the Eliezer of the present, so that he speaks in the first person of that

Eliezer who was Abram’s servant, though he was far from being the same

man.

I must admit that I find the train of thought extraordinarily convincing.
The essay indicates the precise point at which the psychological interest
passes over into the mythical. It makes it clear that the typical is actually the
mythical, and that one may as well say “lived myth” as “lived life.” But the
mythus as lived is the epic idea embodied in my novel; and it is plain to me
that when as a novelist | took the step in my subject-matter from the
bourgeois and individual to the mythical and typical my personal connection
with the analytic field passed into its acute stage. The mythical interest is as
native to psychoanalysis as the psychological interest is to all creative writing.
Its penetration into the childhood of the individual soul is at the same time a
penetration into the childhood of mankind, into the primitive and mythical.

Freud has told us that for him all natural science, medicine, and
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psychotherapy were a lifelong journey round and back to the early passion of
his youth for the history of mankind, for the origins of religion and morality
—an interest which at the height of his career broke out to such magnificent
effect in Totem and Taboo. The word Tiefen-psychologie (“deep” psychology)
has a temporal significance; the primitive foundations of the human soul are
likewise primitive time, they are those profound time-sources where the
myth has its home and shapes the primeval norms and forms of life. For the
myth is the foundation of life; it is the timeless schema, the pious formula into
which life flows when it reproduces its traits out of the unconscious. Certainly
when a writer has acquired the habit of regarding life as mythical and typical
there comes a curious heightening of his artist temper, a new refreshment to
his perceiving and shaping powers, which otherwise occurs much later in life;
for while in the life of the human race the mythical is an early and primitive
stage, in the life of the individual it is a late and mature one. What is gained is
an insight into the higher truth depicted in the actual; a smiling knowledge of
the eternal, the ever-being and authentic; a knowledge of the schema in which
and according to which the supposed individual lives, unaware, in his naive
belief in himself as unique in space and time, of the extent to which his life is
but formula and repetition and his path marked out for him by those who
trod it before him. His character is a mythical role which the actor just
emerged from the depths to the light plays in the illusion that it is his own and

unique, that he, as it were, has invented it all himself, with a dignity and
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security of which his supposed unique individuality in time and space is not
the source, but rather which he creates out of his deeper consciousness in
order that something which was once founded and legitimized shall again be
represented and once more for good or ill, whether nobly or basely, in any
case after its own kind conduct itself according to pattern. Actually, if his
existence consisted merely in the unique and the present, he would not know
how to conduct himself at all; he would be confused, helpless, unstable in his
own self-regard, would not know which foot to put foremost or what sort of
face to put on. His dignity and security lie all unconsciously in the fact that
with him something timeless has once more emerged into the light and
become present; it is a mythical value added to the otherwise poor and
valueless single character; it is native worth, because its origin lies in the

unconscious.

Such is the gaze which the mythically oriented artist bends upon the
phenomena about him —an ironic and superior gaze, as you can see, for the
mythical knowledge resides in the gazer and not in that at which he gazes. But
let us suppose that the mythical point of view could become subjective; that it
could pass over into the active ego and become conscious there, proudly and
darkly yet joyously, of its recurrence and its typicality, could celebrate its role
and realize its own value exclusively in the knowledge that it was a fresh
incarnation of the traditional upon earth. One might say that such a

phenomenon alone could be the “lived-myth”; nor should we think that it is
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anything novel or unknown. The life in the myth, life as a sacred repetition, is
a historical form of life, for the man of ancient times lived thus. An instance is
the figure of the Egyptian Cleopatra, which is Ishtar, Astarte, Aphrodite in
person. Bachofen, in his description of the cult of Bacchus, the Dionysiac
religion, regards the Egyptian queen as the consummate picture of a
Dionysiac stimula; and according to Plutarch it was far more her erotic
intellectual culture than her physical charms that entitled her to represent the
female as developed into the earthly embodiment of Aphrodite. But her
Aphrodite nature, her role of Hathor-Isis, is not only objective, not only a
treatment of her by Plutarch or Bachofen; it was the content of her subjective
existence as well, she lived the part. This we can see by the manner of her
death: she is supposed to have killed herself by laying an asp upon her bosom.
But the snake was the familiar of Ishtar, the Egyptian Isis, who is represented
clad in a garment of scales; also there exists a statuette of Ishtar holding a
snake to her bosom. So that if Cleopatra’s death was as the legend represents,
the manner of it was a manifestation of her mythical ego. Moreover, did she
not adopt the falcon hood of the goddess Isis and adorn herself with the
insignia of Hathor, the cow’s horns with the crescent moon between ? And
name her two children by Mark Antony Helios and Selene? No doubt she was
a very significant figure indeed —significant in the antique sense, that she

was well aware who she was and in whose footsteps she trod!

The ego of antiquity and its consciousness of itself were different from
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our own, less exclusive, less sharply defined. It was, as it were, open behind; it
received much from the past and by repeating it gave it presentness again.
The Spanish scholar Ortega y Gasset puts it that the man of antiquity, before
he did anything, took a step backwards, like the bull-fighter who leaps back to
deliver the mortal thrust. He searched the past for a pattern into which he
might slip as into a diving-bell, and being thus at once disguised and
protected might rush upon his present problem. Thus his life was in a sense a
reanimation, an archaizing attitude. But it is just this life as reanimation that
is the life as myth. Alexander walked in the footsteps of Miltiades; the ancient
biographers of Caesar were convinced, rightly or wrongly, that he took
Alexander as his prototype. But such “imitation” meant far more than we
mean by the word today. It was a mythical identification, peculiarly familiar
to antiquity; but it is operative far into modern times, and at all times is
psychically possible. How often have we not been told that the figure of
Napoleon was cast in the antique mould! He regretted that the mentality of
the time forbade him to give himself out for the son of Jupiter Ammon, in
imitation of Alexander. But we need not doubt that —at least at the period of
his Eastern exploits—he mythically confounded himself with Alexander;
while after he turned his face westwards he is said to have declared: “I am
Charlemagne.” Note that: not “I am like Charlemagne” or “My situation is like
Charlemagne’s,” but quite simply: “I am he.” That is the formulation of the

myth. Life, then —at any rate, significant life —was in ancient times the
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reconstitution of the myth in flesh and blood; it referred to and appealed to
the myth; only through it, through reference to the past, could it approve itself
as genuine and significant. The myth is the legitimization of life; only through
and in it does life find self-awareness, sanction, consecration. Cleopatra
fulfilled her Aphrodite character even unto death —and can one live and die
more significantly or worthily than in the celebration of the myth? We have
only to think of Jesus and His life, which was lived in order that that which
was written might be fulfilled. It is not easy to distinguish between His own
consciousness and the conventionalizations of the Evangelists. But His word
on the Cross, about the ninth hour, that “Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani?” was
evidently not in the least an outburst of despair and disillusionment; but on
the contrary a lofty messianic sense of self. For the phrase is not original, not
a spontaneous outcry. It stands at the beginning of the Twenty-second Psalm,
which from one end to the other is an announcement of the Messiah. Jesus

1”

was quoting, and the quotation meant: “Yes, it is [!” Precisely thus did
Cleopatra quote when she took the asp to her breast to die; and again the

quotation meant: “Yes, it is I!”

Let us consider for a moment the word “celebration” which I used in
this connection. It is a pardonable, even a proper usage. For life in the myth,
life, so to speak, in quotation, is a kind of celebration, in that it is a making
present of the past, it becomes a religious act, the performance by a celebrant

of a prescribed procedure; it becomes a feast. For a feast is an anniversary, a
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renewal of the past in the present. Every Christmas the world-saving Babe is
born again on earth, to suffer, to die, and to arise. The feast is the abrogation
of time, an event, a solemn narrative being played out conformably to an
immemorial pattern; the events in it take place not for the first time, but
ceremonially according to the prototype. It achieves presentness as feasts do,
recurring in time with their phases and hours following on each other in time
as they did in the original occurrence. In antiquity each feast was essentially a
dramatic performance, a mask; it was the scenic reproduction, with priests as
actors, of stories about the gods —as for instance the life and sufferings of
Osiris. The Christian Middle Ages had their mystery play, with heaven, earth,
and the torments of hell—just as we have it later in Goethe’s Faust; they had
their carnival farce, their folk-mime. The artist eye has a mythical slant upon
life, which makes it look like a farce, like a theatrical performance of a
prescribed feast, like a Punch and Judy epic, wherein mythical character
puppets reel off a plot abiding from past time and now again present in a jest.
It only lacks that this mythical slant pass over and become subjective in the
performers themselves, become a festival and mythical consciousness of part
and play, for an epic to be produced such as that in the first volume of the
Joseph and His Brothers series, particularly in the chapter “The Great
Hoaxing.” There a mythical recurrent farce is tragicomically played by
personages all of whom well know in whose steps they tread: Isaac, Esau, and

Jacob; and who act out the cruel and grotesque tale of how Esau the Red is led
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by the nose and cheated of his birthright to the huge delight of all the
bystanders. Joseph too is another such celebrant of life; with charming
mythological hocus-pocus he enacts in his own person the Tammuz-Osiris
myth, “bringing to pass” anew the story of the mangled, buried, and arisen
god, playing his festival game with that which mysteriously and secretly
shapes life out of its own depths —the unconscious. The mystery of the
metaphysician and psychologist, that the soul is the giver of all given
conditions, becomes in Joseph easy, playful, blithe—like a consummately
artistic performance by a fencer or juggler. It reveals his infantile nature —
and the word I have used betrays how closely, though seeming to wander so

far afield, we have kept to the subject of our evening’s homage.

Infantilism —in other words, regression to childhood —what a role this
genuinely psychoanalytic element plays in all our lives! What a large share it
has in shaping the life of a human being; operating, indeed, in just the way I
have described: as mythical identification, as survival, as a treading in
footprints already made! The bond with the father, the imitation of the father,
the game of being the father, and the transference to father-substitute
pictures of a higher and more developed type —how these infantile traits
work upon the life of the individual to mark and shape it! I use the word
“shape,” for to me in all seriousness the happiest, most pleasurable element of
what we call education (Bildung), the shaping of the human being, is just this

powerful influence of admiration and love, this childish identification with a
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father-image elected out of profound affinity. The artist in particular, a
passionately childlike and play-possessed being, can tell us of the mysterious
yet after all obvious effect of such infantile imitation upon his own life, his
productive conduct of a career which after all is often nothing but a
reanimation of the hero under very different temporal and personal
conditions and with very different, shall we say childish means. The imitatio
Goethe, with its Werther and Wilhelm Meister stages, its old-age period of
Faust and Diwan, can still shape and mythically mould the life of an artist —
rising out of his unconscious, yet playing over—as is the artist way —into a

smiling, childlike, and profound awareness.

The Joseph of the novel is an artist, playing with his imitatio dei upon
the unconscious string; and I know not how to express the feelings which
possess me —something like a joyful sense of divination of the future —
when I indulge in this encouragement of the unconscious to play, to make
itself fruitful in a serious product, in a narrational meeting of psychology and
myth, which is at the same time a celebration of the meeting between poetry

and analysis.

And now this word “future”: I have used it in the title of my address,
because it is this idea, the idea of the future, that I involuntarily like best to
connect with the name of Freud. But even as I have been speaking I have been

asking myself whether I have not been guilty of a cause of confusion; whether
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—from what [ have said up to now —a better title might not have been
something like “Freud and the Myth.” And yet I rather cling to the
combination of name and word and I should like to justify and make clear its
relation to what I have so far said. I make bold to believe that in that novel so
kin to the Freudian world, making as it does the light of psychology play upon
the myth, there lie hidden seeds and elements of a new and coming sense of
our humanity. And no less firmly do I hold that we shall one day recognize in
Freud’s life-work the cornerstone for the building of a new anthropology and
therewith of a new structure, to which many stones are being brought up
today, which shall be the future dwelling of a wiser and freer humanity. This
physicianly psychologist will, I make no doubt at all, be honoured as the path-
finder towards a humanism of the future, which we dimly divine and which
will have experienced much that the earlier humanism knew not of. It will be
a humanism standing in a different relation to the powers of the lower world,
the unconscious, the id: a relation bolder, freer, blither, productive of a riper
art than any possible in our neurotic, fear-ridden, hate-ridden world. Freud is
of the opinion that the significance of psychoanalysis as a science of the
unconscious will in the future far outrank its value as a therapeutic method.
But even as a science of the unconscious it is a therapeutic method, in the
grand style, a method overarching the individual case. Call this, if you choose,
a poet’s utopia; but the thought is after all not unthinkable that the resolution

of our great fear and our great hate, their conversion into a different relation
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to the unconscious which shall be more the artist’s, more ironic and yet not
necessarily irreverent, may one day be due to the healing effect of this very

science.

The analytic revelation is a revolutionary force. With it a blithe
scepticism has come into the world, a mistrust that unmasks all the schemes
and subterfuges of our own souls. Once roused and on the alert, it cannot be
put to sleep again. It infiltrates life, undermines its raw naiveté, takes from it
the strain of its own ignorance, de-emotionalizes it, as it were, inculcates the
taste for understatement, as the English call it —for the deflated rather than
for the inflated word, for the cult which exerts its influence by moderation, by
modesty. Modesty —what a beautiful word! In the German (Bescheidenheit) it
originally had to do with knowing and only later got its present meaning;
while the Latin word from which the English comes means a way of doing —
in short, both together give us almost the sense of the French savoir faire—to
know how to do. May we hope that this may be the fundamental temper of
that more blithely objective and peaceful world which the science of the

unconscious may be called to usher in?

Its mingling of the pioneer with the physicianly spirit justifies such a
hope. Freud once called his theory of dreams “a bit of scientific new-found
land won from superstition and mysticism.” The word “won” expresses the

colonizing spirit and significance of his work. “Where id was, shall be ego,” he
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epigrammatically says. And he calls analysis a cultural labour comparable to
the draining of the Zuider Zee. Almost in the end the traits of the venerable
man merge into the lineaments of the grey-haired Faust, whose spirit urges
him

to shut the imperious sea from the shore away,
Set narrower bounds to the broad water’s waste.

Then open [ to many millions space

Where they may live, not safe-secure, but free
And active. And such a busy swarming [ would see
Standing amid free folk on a free soil.

The free folk are the people of a future freed from fear and hate, and

ripe for peace.

Notes

[1] “Freud and the Future,” by Thomas Mann. Copyright 1937 and renewed 1965 by Alfred A. Knopf,
Inc. Reprinted from Essays of Three Decades by Thomas Mann, translated by H. T. Lowe-
Porter (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1947), pp. 411-28, by permission of Alfred A. Knopf,
Inc.,, and Martin Seeker and Warburg, Ltd. The essay was originally a speech delivered in
Vienna on May 9, 1936 at a celebration in honor of Freud’s eightieth birthday.
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1856

1860

1865

1873

1876-
82

1877

1880

1881

1882

1885

1885-
86

Chronology of Important Dates

Freud born in Freiberg, Moravia (now Pribor, Czechoslovakia), on May 6.

Freud family moves to Vienna.

Enters Gymnasium.

Enters University of Vienna as medical student.

Works as assistant in Brucke’s Institute of Physiology; meets Josef Breuer.

First medical research articles published.

Translates four essays by John Stuart Mill for a German edition of Mill's works.

Takes medical degree.

Engagement to Martha Bernays; begins work at Vienna General Hospital.

Appointed Privatdozent (lecturer) in neuropathology at University of Vienna.

Attends Charcot’s lectures at the Salpetriere in Paris, October to February.
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1886

1887

1889

1893

1894

1895

1896

1897

1899

1900

1901

Marries Martha Bernays; begins private medical practice as specialist in nervous
diseases.

Meets Berlin physician and medical theorist Wilhelm Fliess; begins use of hypnotism in
private practice.

Visits Bernheim in Nancy for further researches into hypnosis.

“Preliminary Communication” (with Breuer).

“The Neuro-Psychoses of Defense.”

Studies on Hysteria (with Breuer, although cases and discussions written and signed
separately); writes Project for a Scientific Psychology and mails it to Fliess (first published
in 1950).

Death of Freud’s father, Jakob Freud; first use of term “psychoanalysis.”

Abandons seduction theory; begins self-analysis.

“Screen Memories.”

The Interpretation of Dreams (published in December 1899, but postdated for the new
century).

The Psychopathology of Everyday Life.
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1902 Appointed Professor Extraordinarius (associate professor) at University of Vienna;
Wednesday evening meetings begin at Freud’s house of the group that will become the
Vienna Psychoanalytic Society; end of friendship with Fliess.

1905 Three Essays on the Theory of Sexuality; Jokes and their Relation to the Unconscious; Case
of Dora (“Fragment of an Analysis of a Case of Flysteria”).

1906 Jung makes contact with Freud.

1907 Jensen’s ‘Gradiva.

1908 First international meeting of psychoanalysts at Salzburg;
“Creative Writers and Day-Dreaming”; ““Civilized” Sexual Morality and Modern Nervous
Illness.”

1909 Visits America with Jung and Sandor Ferenczi; receives honorary degree from Clark
University and delivers Five Lectures on Psychoanalysis; A. A. Brill’s first English
translations begin to appear; Case of Little Hans (“Analysis of a Phobia in a Five-Year-Old
Boy”); Case of the Rat Man (“Notes upon a Case of Obsessional Neurosis”).

1910 Leonardo da Vinci and a Memory of his Childhood; ““The Antithetical Sense of Primal
Words.””

1911 The Case of Schreber (“Psychoanalytic Notes on an Autobiographical Account of a Case of
Paranoia”).

1911-  Papers on psychoanalytic technique.
15

1913 Totem and Taboo; association with Jung terminated; Jung secedes from International
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1914

1915

1915-
17

1918

1919

1920

1921

1923

1925

1926

1927

Psychoanalytic Association the following year.

The Moses of Michelangelo; On the History of the Psychoanalytic Movement; “On
Narcissism.”

Writes twelve papers on metapsychology, of which only five survive (“Instincts and their
Vicissitudes,” “Repression,” “The Unconscious,” “A Metapsychological Supplement to the
Theory of Dreams,” “Mourning and Melancholia”).

Gives Introductory Lectures at University of Vienna.

Case of the Wolf Man (“From the History of an Infantile Neurosis”).

“The ‘Uncanny.”

Beyond the Pleasure Principle.

Group Psychology and the Analysis of the Ego.

The Ego and the Id; first of thirty-three operations for cancer of the jaw and palate.

“A Note on the ‘Mystic Writing-Pad’”; “Negation”; An Autobiographical Study.

Inhibitions, Symptoms and Anxiety; The Question of Lay Analysis.

The Future of an Illusion.
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1928 “Dostoyevsky and Parricide.”

1930 Goethe Prize; Civilization and its Discontents; death of Freud’s mother.

1933 Hitler comes to power; burning of Freud’s books in Berlin; New Introductory Lectures.

1936 Eightieth birthday; formal celebrations; elected Corresponding Member of the Royal
Society.

1937 “Analysis Terminable and Interminable.”

1938 Nazis enter Austria; Freud leaves for England; An Outline of Psychoanalysis (published
posthumously)

1939 Moses and Monotheism; dies on September 23 in Hampstead, London.
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