Zeitschrift: Der Kreis : eine Monatsschrift = Le Cercle : revue mensuelle

Band: 28 (1960)

Heft: 5

Artikel: Joh. Joachim Winckelmann

Autor: [s.n]

DOl: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-569562

Nutzungsbedingungen

Die ETH-Bibliothek ist die Anbieterin der digitalisierten Zeitschriften auf E-Periodica. Sie besitzt keine
Urheberrechte an den Zeitschriften und ist nicht verantwortlich fur deren Inhalte. Die Rechte liegen in
der Regel bei den Herausgebern beziehungsweise den externen Rechteinhabern. Das Veroffentlichen
von Bildern in Print- und Online-Publikationen sowie auf Social Media-Kanalen oder Webseiten ist nur
mit vorheriger Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber erlaubt. Mehr erfahren

Conditions d'utilisation

L'ETH Library est le fournisseur des revues numérisées. Elle ne détient aucun droit d'auteur sur les
revues et n'est pas responsable de leur contenu. En regle générale, les droits sont détenus par les
éditeurs ou les détenteurs de droits externes. La reproduction d'images dans des publications
imprimées ou en ligne ainsi que sur des canaux de médias sociaux ou des sites web n'est autorisée
gu'avec l'accord préalable des détenteurs des droits. En savoir plus

Terms of use

The ETH Library is the provider of the digitised journals. It does not own any copyrights to the journals
and is not responsible for their content. The rights usually lie with the publishers or the external rights
holders. Publishing images in print and online publications, as well as on social media channels or
websites, is only permitted with the prior consent of the rights holders. Find out more

Download PDF: 02.04.2026

ETH-Bibliothek Zurich, E-Periodica, https://www.e-periodica.ch


https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-569562
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=de
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=fr
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=en

other past-times.» Charlie winked impishly. «So, when the oldest boy
was on the way we figured it was time to tie the knot. Really, Captain,
she’s a great wife. Anyway, one night in bed she got the bright idea that
my naked body would bring in money for years yet. And with this,»
he grinned again and jerked his thumb unaffectedly at his broad, smooth
chest, «you make your best living in queer hangouts. I never even thought
of it. Like I say, she’s really got a head for business.» Charlie laughed
heartily. There was really no evil in him. «My God, Captain, what you
can experience in those places would fill volumes if someone would just
take the trouble to write it down. Really, no one believes that I'm not
gay.» Charlie’s face suddenly became serious, and he leaned over and put
his hand on Alex’s knee. Alex almost winced. «Captain, it’s really great
to have someone to talk to for a change who’s not queer—you don’t
know what it means to me to have someone like you.»

Alex smiled weakly but sincerely. Great consolation, he thought. Then
he happened to think of the old saying about the sea being full of fish.
After all, he still had six days to go, and Paris is a big city.

By Christian Graf Translation: H.H.

Joh. Joachim Winckelmann

It was Joh. Joachim Winckelmann (1717—1768), tragically murdered by a young
Italian at Trieste, who revived in the 18th Century in Germany the classical tradition
in art and showed himself one of the best interpreters of the Hellenic world that has
ever lived. His letters to his personal friends breathe a spirit of the tenderest and most
passionate devotion: «Friendship.» he says, «without love is mere acquaintenceship.»
Winckelmann met, in 1763, in Rome, a young nobleman, Reinhold von Berg, to whom
he hecame deeply attached. Almost at first sight there sprang up, on Winckelmann’s
side, an attachment as romantic, emotional and passionate as love. In a letire to this
friend he said, «From the first moment an indeseribable attraction towards you,
excited by something more than form and feature, caused me to catch an echo of that
harmony which passes human understanding and which is the music of the everlasting
concord of things. I was aware of the deep consent of our spirits, the instant I saw
you.» And in a later letter: «No name by which I might call you would be sweet
enough or sufficient for my love; all that 1 could say would be far too feeble to give
utterance to my heart and soul. Truly friendship comes from heaven and was not
created by mere human impulses. My one friend, I love you more than any living thing,

and time nor chance nor age can ever lessen this love.»
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