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

Band: 33 (1965)

Heft: 3

Artikel: Antinous 1965

Autor: [s.n]

DOl: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-568228

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: 10.12.2025

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


https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-568228
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

ANTINOUS 1965

When Marguerite Yourcenar first published her version of my im-
perial love in «Hadrian’s Memoirs», the novelized story of my one great
passion roused in the minds of yearning homosexuals throughout the
world a quiver of envy. They dreamed, both the mature and the imma-
ture, of being partners in such a high romance as that which befell me
when 1, in my full Roman maturity of forty-nine, met the lovely Greek
shepherd boy who became the crown and fulfillment of my personal
life and whom 1 later had immortalized after his Egyptian passing in
multiple statues, and even in the name of a city.

Today, travellers who have and travellers who have not read Miss
Yourcenar’s sincere and teuching effort to tell my story still visit my
villa outside Rome and behold the counterpart of that Canopius which
was the doom of my young beloved; they still journey yet further to
bis native land and stand rapt in front of the ruined image of his dream-
ing face in the museums at Olympia and at Delphi. Only fragments of
his cherished bedy remain at Olympia, but at Delphi the whole glory
of his wide-shouldered, narrow-hipped beauty may be admired.

And yet, when, as a spectral figure, I return from afar, from dreams,
and watch these modern spectators of the images of my love, I marvel
and I mourn that my kind of autumn romance is so rarely to be wit-
nessed in the twentieth century and I wonder in what strange world of
vanity you mortals of this later time must abide that this is so. I per-
ceive without knowing your times well enough to judge them, many
Hadrians ready to give love and protection and advantage to modern
vouths, but hardly any Antinouses to answer the call, and I ask myself in
puzzlement why there are so few young men in your contemporary
world who wish to play the reole in a man’s ripened life that my dear
lad played in my life. True, our romance came te an untimely end, for
which Miss Yourcenar has ventured to say that 1 bear the blame, and
yet, while it endured, it was the shimmering idyll of an empire, and
now, so many centuries later, it remains a cherished fable. Our love was
well worth whatever danger and pain it cost, and I look with sadness
at the spectacle of a modern world in which the youths are not willing
to seek the fulfillment of life in such an embrace, and instead fritter
away their tenderest years in empty and superficial cavortings.

So, in disturbed anxiety, I have asked a modern man of something
my own years in that sweetest time of my life, and of something my
own disposition of mind, to try and set down his conjectures as to the
cause of this decline of love between spring and autumn. While he is
no Emperor, and therefore cannot gaze down on a whole world as 1
did nor command whatever he may wish, still his position is neither low
nor obscure; and in some degree he could also offer to a medern Anti-
nous the advantages I extended to my favorite. I will withdraw now,
and let him speak to you in the idiom of your own times.
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Honorable Predecessor, 1 cannot promise you that I will explain
to the satisfaction of all who read this the causes for the modern dilem-
ma you have so accurately observed, but I will attempt some specu-
lation on the subject.

First, I want to talk about the times. The times are rich times,
boom times. It is twenly years since the end of the last war, and, although
the population explosion here in Europe today has reached a point that
is frightening, even to the clergy of the Vatican, and, although this
economic¢ prosperity may not last, still the youth of today are behaving
as they do in response to a situation of ease and plenty. All over the
Caucasian world one hears the same complaint from sociclogical obser-
vers: that modern youth is spoiled, selfish, pleasure-loving and self-
indulgent, without discipline, without a sense of hard realities, without
respect for their elders, and absorbed in the search for speed, sensation
and material values. I must tell you with regret that even in Greece,
the onetime home of your Antinous, the adolescents of today are as
badly spoiled in the capital city of Athens, and its suburbs, as they are
even in America, a land famous throughout the world for ruining its
children by not punishing them for their misbehaviour, but, in faect,
rewarding them with gifts.

The men who are of the age you were when you met Antinous are
necessarily of a different sort altogether because of the harder times
which forged their character—times of depression, times of war, times
of occupation, times of torture. But modern youth knows little or nothing
of this. American parents between forty-five and sixty who lived through
the American depression and learned the financial disciplines of des-
pair have not passed on this knowledge to their children. The children
who go to American colleges and universities have been living in what
is called a Sellers” Market. Scouts from large corporations come to the
college campuses and offer them jobs beginning at salaries of $75 a
week. These children have no conception of the fact that their fathers
who left the campuses between 1930 and 1940 were fortunate if they
could obtain work for $12 or $15 a week.

This determinaticn to conceal the grim past from the younger gene-
ration, however, is not solely an American fault. In Europe today, I
must tell you that German children are taught next to nothing in their
history courses of the brutality which prevailed in their country under
the sign of the swastika. This entire period is jumped over as if it
had not existed. The children do not even recognize and respect the
evidence before their very eyes of the price of war. In a Schwimmbad
in Germany teday you could see brawling adolescents crudely and self-
ishly pushing aside a man who has lost a leg in the last war, as you
can see similar happenings all over the world.

A generation has grown up on both sides of the Atlantic which has
known only soft timies, and such times blind all but the intelligent to the
truth of the words the English bard wrote: «Security is mortal’s chiefest
enemy.» Homosexuals as a group are not more intelligent than hetero-
sexuals as a group. Indeed, if you were to visit what we today call «gay
bars» and study the young faces, whether you were in San Francisco or
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in Zurich, the one quality you would see most of all lacking in these
young faces is intelligence.

Your Antinous had this intelligence. He saw your value as a human
being, and he obviously saw the worldly value which a connection with
you could offer him. As we say today, though he was only a shepherd
boy, he did not miss the boat. But you must remember that he was not
the over-indulged son of middle-class, twentieth-century parents, nourish-
ed on jazz, twist ecstasy, his own Lambretta and a five day a week job
to which, in any case, he does not give his best efforts since he believes
that the hire must be worthy of the labourer, but the labourer need not
be worthy of the hire.

The Antinouses of today are not looking for Hadrians. They are
deluded by the case in which they have been reared so far and they
think the whole of the future will be equally prospercus. Vanity makes
most of them imagine they can win for themselves all the perquisites of
pleasue, even if they lack the talent or the intelligence to bring this
about without the helping hand of someone older and more established.
They are involved with themselves, involved in the worship of their own
youngness. Adults in their eyes are persons who are to be tolerated in
many cases only in so far as they provide convenient funds.

In such a social climate, do you now begin to perceive why the story
of Hadrian and Antinous can scarcely ever take place? It is true that,
if all this prosperity collapses or, if, in spite of all the best efforts of
Summit Conferences, the mortal world is plunged into another holocaust,
youth will suddenly and brutally be confronted with a general situation
with which it is not prepared to cope.

I do not wish to deceive you into thinking that there are not autumn
and spring combinations. but they are far rarer than one would think
possible in a world which perhaps has as high a percentage of homo-
sexuals as did the times in which you lived, or even higher. The fault,
however, does not lie with the Hadrians of today. Ore can see them
everywhere, lonely and bewildered by their doom, in many cases unable
to find the solace you did because there are so rarely any Antinouses
of today intelligent enough to respond to their appeal, te understand
the value of an association with an older and wiser person, or to realize
that the hand is once more writing on the wall MENE MENE TEKEL
UPHARSIN, which might be translated in Hollywood terms as «The
Days of Wine and Roses are Going Down the Drain.»

There may be others, Estecemed Predecessor, who would offer you
an explanation based not on cconomic conditions so much as on the
dominance of the Freudian theery, and the psychcanalytical view of
life which has replaced the duty principle with the pleasure principle
as a guide to living, or upun other considerations, but I am not a
Toynbee, and can offer you only my own analysis, a poor thing mayhap,
but my own.

This answer is given to you in a spirit of dismay rather than of
accusation. In the end, I must confess to you as my parting words that,
if there be a true Antinous, 1965, 1, after many journeys, did not find
him.

by HADRIAN



HOTEL «<VIENNA»

Oosterpark 50, Amsterdam (0) Telefoon 59841

Doppelzimmer mit Fruhstick Double rooms with Breakfast

Alle Zimmer mit kalt und warm All rooms Hot and Cold

fliessend Wasser running water

Direkt vom Hauptbahnhof mit Connection from Central Station

Strassenbahn No. 9 zu erreichen with Tramcar No. 9

Hotel ,Floca

KERKSTAAT 366 AMSTERDAM-C.
bei der Utrechtschestraat Telefon Nr. 23 76 23

Single and Doublercoms
with breakfast
All rooms running water

Einzel- und Doppelzimmer
Uebernachtung mit Friihstiick
Alle Zimmer fliessend Wasser

Directie: Mevr. ANNIFE WALDEN

CANNES - FRANCE

Hotel P.L.M.**

3, Rue Hoche

Propriétaires : Jean et Charly
ex-Casanova

English spoken — Man spricht Deutsch

TUSCULUM

die exclusive Bar im Zentrum von Hamburg
Téaglich ab 19 Uhr gedffnet
Hamburg 1, Kreuzweg 6 - Telefon 24 26 07

A Paris: Bar ,,SIDONI-BABA«

32 Rue Sainte Anne 1° Arr.
Quvert de 18 h a 2h du matin

Fermé le Lundi
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