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PRESS MATERIALS
I held on to my last shard of hope: the great critic. With some regularity, he 
would overturn, without the right to appeal, the sentences handed down by 
those in the room, and his statements were chiseled in immortal granite.

INTRODUCTION
I decided to take a glance at the preface. It was a habit I acquired while study-
ing for my entrance exams.

THE GADFLY, BY ETHEL VOYNICH
“What book is this, dear?” my mother asked him at dinner, and my father, 
wearing just his underwear, as he usually did around the house, said, with 
his mouth full, something that sounded like “boyish,” to which he added, “!e 
Gad"y.”

“THE MAGICAL BOOK OF MY YOUTH,” BY MIRCEA CĂRTĂRESCU 
(TRANS. SEAN COTTER)
I could write more and publish a small, hundred-page book. Even Kafka, even 
Rotluft, even Fyoritos did this. !at’s how it would start. It could still start. 

MUNDUS SUBTERRANEUS, BY ATHANASIUS KIRCHER 
!e taste for enigmas and catacombs was formed by writings full of ciphers, 
allegories, hermetic and cabalistic signs, for example, Colonna’s Hypnero-
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tomachia Polophili or Mundus Subterraneus by the scholar, monastic, and 
polygraph Athanasius Kircher.

THE FOURTH DIMENSION, BY C. HOWARD HINTON
!ose to whom—after months or years of work with the cubes—the tesseract 
appeared might become inhabitants of the world above, but here, in our world, 
nothing remained of them but a prostrated carcass, exiled to a white-walled 
sanatorium.

EXPERIMENTAL INVESTIGATIONS ON MEMORY. THE LOCALISATION 
OF REMOTE MEMORIES, BY DR. N. VASCHIDE
Qui est Monsieur Nicolas Vaschide? he asked in a trembling voice. C’est moi, 
the young man stood, surprised. Venez. Face-to-face at the little table in the 
side room, Binet revealed, looking Vaschide in the eyes, that he had seen in his 
completely unusual answers the signs of an oneiromancer. 

HUNGER, BY KNUT HAMSUN (TRANS. GEORGE EGERTON)
I was especially interested in books about people as alone as I was, with whom 
I could have, "nally, an actual dialogue: !e Notebooks of Malte Laurids 
Brigge, Alone by Strindberg, Hunger by Hamsun . . .

PLANET OF STORMS
!ere at Obor, one desolate Monday morning, I saw a poster that stayed 
with me for a long time: a giant squid in a #ying saucer reached out its arms 
toward an astronaut walking a red, rocky terrain. Above, the words Planet of 
Storms.

THE VOYNICH MANUSCRIPT
I heard the line ring and someone answered. A tired, parchment-like voice, an 
older man, perhaps. “Good evening, I’m calling you about . . . I found your num-
ber at the library, the Letters library . . . it’s about the Voynich manuscript.”

THE STRIFE OF LOVE IN A DREAM, BY FRANCESCO COLONNA 
(TRANS. ROBERT DALLYNGTON)
It was actually discovered in the period in which princes had garden lab-
yrinths, cabinets of curiosities and horrors, and the taste for enigmas and 



catacombs was formed by writings full of ciphers, allegories, hermetic and 
cabalistic signs, for example, Colonna’s Hypnerotomachia Polophili . . . 

PAGE 641
As I was writing the "rst draft of the translation, I found, on page 641, the 
remains of an insect crushed in the margin of the book, next to the story of the 
narrator’s doomed marriage. #e segments of its carcass were clearly visible, 
as well as its legs and antennae. It seemed to be looking at the side of a letter 
“l,” unable to move any farther. —SC

CUTEZĂTORII
!ey knew from their Party youth magazines that if you found something on 
the road, a wallet say, you were supposed to take it to the militia and you’d be 
a hero, everyone would sing your praises and at school they’d put you on the 
honor board.

“DO NOT GO GENTLE INTO THAT GOOD NIGHT,” BY DYLAN THOMAS 
!e man in front of us opened the bag he had been carrying on his shoulder 
and removed a stack of papers, typed and mimeographed on who knows what 
clandestine machine. I saw three texts written one after the next, separated by 
asterisks. !e "rst and the last seemed to be poems.

MALPERTUIS, BY JEAN RAY (TRANS. IAIN WHITE)
You didn’t choose !e Black Museum at random, or Malpertuis, not Nerval’s 
poetry, not Malte Laurids Brigge, not Le Horla, not Maldoror, not the as-
tounding writings of Judge Schreber, not Blecher, not Cavafy, not Kafka, the 
master of dreams.

TWO-WHEEL MARIA
A sophisticated grisette who performed at the Grand Palace on Christian Tell; 
he mounted a dynamo to the front wheel of her pink Dorlay bicycle, apparent-
ly the "rst in Romania.

LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR, BY COMTE DE LAUTRÉAMONT 
(TRANS. GUY WERNHAM)
I would have forgotten the raw material from which clear drops of su%ering 



were wrung, like liquid gold #owing from a lumbar puncture, the material 
from which Maldoror was created.

TRATAT COMPLECT DE MEDICINĂ LEGALĂ
Mina Minovici’s dark, haunting eyes stare at me from his Treatise on Forensic 
Medicine; they are in no way di%erent from those of the hanged, shot, buried, 
burned, defenestrated, and poisoned people who populate the pages of this 
book, which I consider as important as the Bible.

MEMOIRS OF MY NERVOUS ILLNESS, BY DANIEL PAUL SCHREBER 
(TRANS. IDA MACALPINE AND RICHARD HUNTER)
Over to one side, humble in their rags, will be: Kafka and Judge Schreber, 
Isidore Ducasse and Swift and Sabato, and Darger and Rezzori, along with 
another thousand anonymous writers, the authors of torn, burnt, frozen dia-
ries, buried in the rush of time.

PICTURES OF A ROMANIAN SCHOOLTEACHER
!e afternoon I visited the school, just after I received my assignment, I was 
twenty-four in years and maybe twice as many kilograms in weight. I was in-
credibly, impossibly thin. My mustache and long hair, slightly red at that time, 
did nothing but infantilize my appearance, such that, if I glanced at myself in 
a shop or tram window, I would think I was looking at a high school student.

CADEREA
Frightened, I went to the bathroom mirror, where I could see myself complete-
ly: I had poems written with a needle on the whites of my eyes and poems 
scrawled over my forehead. My skin was tattooed in minuscule letters, mania-
cal, with a legible handwriting. I was blue from head to toe, I stank of ink the 
way others stink of tobacco. !e Fall would be the sponge that sucked up all the 
ink from the lonely nautilus I was.

PICTURE OF AN APARTMENT BLOCK
I was "ve years and three months old when, one damp and foggy autumn, we 
moved to the apartment block on Ştefan cel Mare. I had grown and needed to 
exchange my shell for a larger one. !e deafeningly loud trams careened by, 
made of ordinary metal with polished wood interiors and movable steps that 



snapped suddenly back up, often catching the feet of careless passengers.

PICTURES OF A MOTHER AND CHILD
But most frightening of all was my mother, the goddess who had betrayed me 
and whose neck my hands held tightly, as though I wanted us to be a single be-
ing once again. I couldn’t doubt it, it was me, the me I was then, the one from 
the U-shaped house, crowned with his mother’s love and armed with the smell 
of oleanders from the ancient courtyard of my childhood.

DEUTERONOMY XXXIII:8 (AUTHORIZED VERSION) 
Two or three coins spun on the parquet long enough for me to wonder what 
side they would fall on, heads or tails, and I watched them until their spinning 
slowed and the "nal rotations became louder and more random as gravity 
sapped their liberty and exuberance. And then silence and dark light again, 
and the disks of silver and copper coins spread over the #oor. Little divination 
machines, on one side Urim, on the other !ummim, now emptied of their 
premonitions and life.

PAPERCRAFT #1
Cut out a square of the translucent colored paper. To decipher the text, place 
the paper over the image. 

PAPERCRAFT #2 and #4
Cut out the #ve-sided and six-sided cubes. Cut out the window in the 
#ve-sided cube. A$x a small piece of the blue translucent colored paper to 
the inside of one window, and a small piece of the red to the other window. 
Assemble the cubes. To decipher the #rst text, slowly slide one cube into the 
other. To decipher the second, slowly lift one cube away from the other.

PAPERCRAFT #3 
Cut out the rectangle. Cut out the window. A$x a small piece of the translu-
cent colored paper to the inside of the window. To decipher the text, twist the 
rectangle around itself, until the window is above the text. To read more text, 
continue to twist. Twist the rectangle in the opposite direction. 
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“Solenoid…is a novel made from other novels, a meticulously borrowed piece 
of hyperliterature. Kleist’s cosmic ambiguity, the bureaucratic terror of Kafka, 

the enchantments of García Márquez and Bruno Schulz’s labyrinths are all 
recognizable in Cărtărescu’s anecdotes, dreams and journal entries. #at 

"ctive texture is part and parcel of the novel’s sense of unreality, which not 
only blends the pedestrian and the bizarre, but also commingles many features 
of the literary avant-garde. Although the narrator himself is largely critical of 
literature…he also a%rms the possibility inherent in the “bitter and incom-

prehensible books” he idolizes. In this way, he plays both critic and apologist 
throughout, a delicious dialectic whose "nal, ravishing synthesis exists in the 

towering work of Solenoid itself.” —Dustin Illingworth, New York Times

“Instead of delivering a sharp, succinct punch, Solenoid goes the way of the 
oceanic—rejecting brevity because the author, a Romanian Daedalus, is laying 

the foundation for a narrative labyrinth…#e writing itself is hypnotic and 
gorgeously captures the oneiric quality of Cărtărescu’s Bucharest…Cotter’s 

translation is attentive to the e%ciency of Cărtărescu’s ornate but surprisingly 
approachable prose, gliding from sentence to sentence and calling little atten-
tion to itself. #e sheer immensity of Cotter’s undertaking combined with the 
unfailing evenness of the translation’s quality is nothing short of remarkable.” 

—Ben Hooyman, Los Angeles Review of Books

“[S]omething of a masterpiece…Solenoid synthesizes and subtly mocks ele-
ments of auto"ction and history "ction by way of science "ction. #e result is 
unlike any genre in ambition or e&ect, something else altogether, a self-su%-

NAMED ONE OF THE BEST BOOKS OF 2022
!e New Yorker | Publishers Weekly | !e Financial Times | Words Without Borders
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cient style that proudly rejects its less emancipated alternatives…#e mes-
merizing beauty of creation, of reality giving way to itself: that, above all, lies 

behind the doors of Solenoid.” —Federico Perelmuter, Astra Magazine

“#e great fun of this teeming hodge-podge is the way that Mr. Cărtărescu 
tweaks the material of daily life, transmuting the banal into the fantastical.”  

—Sam Sacks, Wall Street Journal

“[T]his is one of those rare books you should have in your library because its 
shelf life will endure as long as literature lasts.” —Alta I'and, Brooklyn Rail

“A masterwork of Kafkaesque strangeness, brilliantly conceived and written.” 
—Kirkus Reviews

“‘Cărtărescu weaves a monumental antinovel of metaphysical longing and 
fabulist constructions…#is scabrous epic thrums with monstrous life.”

—Publishers Weekly
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Mircea Cărtărescu’s Solenoid is a searcher’s book, a searching book. !e 
novel collects images, historical personages, and texts, and driven by the 
narrator’s “paranoid motor,” the book inquires into their connections, 
marking beguiling patterns and puzzles to solve, searching for routes of 
escape. “We ought to have a sensory organ that can tell sign from coin-
cidence,” he writes, pondering the limit beyond which pattern turns into 
meaning, the moment when a two-dimensional creature "attened against 
the paper #nally, through who knows what miracle of imagination, moves 
perpendicular to the page and into a third dimension. !e narrator won-
ders how we might make an analogous leap from our world into an addi-
tional dimension, how we might #nd the moment our "at reality cracks, 
when “the ice shatters, you fall into the freezing water, and suddenly you 
are underneath, searching like a sea lion for a hole where you can breathe.”

!e novel indicates. Like Traian, who spins a tale of the afterlife while 
sitting on a window ledge, the narrator weaves a texture of literary refer-
ences, a textile woven from titles and authors, some obscure and some 
well-known, to show us we are perched on the edge of another world. His 
indications allow us to perceive the fabric veil before our eyes, to lift it 
and to peer into another world. !e ancillary volume you hold extends 
these threads, it follows them out from the text and toward their world. 

INTRODUCTION
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It will solve no problems. A Solenoid Reader is the opposite of a book of 
sources, because the novel’s networks do not lead backward. Reading all 
the texts mentioned in Solenoid would do nothing to unravel its mysteries. 
We move from Solenoid forward to the texts, searching, in the manner of 
the novel. We read more, not to unravel but to revel in the perception of 
mystery. 

A Solenoid Reader embodies two senses: it is both “a reader,” a collection 
of companion texts, as well as a personi#cation, a demonstration of what 
Solenoid’s readers do. !e excerpts and images collected here are compan-
ions for the journey that begins with the novel and continues for the rest 
of the reader’s existence. !e texts lie just on the other side of the novel, 
in a palimpsestic, graphic arrangement that allows us to palpitate, to men-
tally manipulate the distinction between the novel’s #ction and our reality. 
Likewise, the reader includes passages from the Romanian text for us to 
physically manipulate, transforming two-dimensional text into three-di-
mensional cubes and spirals, which, under the right light and through the 
correct translucent veil, reveal further meanings. Solenoid readers fol-
low these raveling threads through this group of texts toward other texts, 
searching for further coincidences and still further constellations of mean-
ing, reading in the shelter of these frightening stars. 
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Shameless Death by Dagmar Rotluft was, without any doubt, the 

book of my adolescence and unfortunately (for the me of today, who 

risks seeming unoriginal) the touchstone for most of my genera-

tion. I don’t know if I can write anything even slightly worth read-

ing about the book. !e name “Rotluft” meant nothing to me at the 

time, I didn’t read the book for the sake of the author’s fame, nor for 

the beauty of the style—I would skip descriptive passages with the 

indi&erence a cat’s eye shows for immobile objects—rather I read 

for the pure adventure, the way you might refer to pure heroin. I 

didn’t read the book, I didn’t “devour” it, as they say, but really and 

truly I injected it into my vein, directly into the bloodstream that 

lifted its corolla in my brain. Instead of describing details (which 

cinematographic abuse has made banal), the life and trans#gura-

tion of Cydonia, her elongated cranium and her necklace made 

of human molars, or the wickedness of Vordenbliss, “he who digs 

channels through the hypothalamus,” or the search for the sev-

en-bladed knife of gold with which Orolio carves the name of the 

!e Magical Book of My YouthBy Mircea CărtărescuTranslated by Sean Cotter
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seven reptiles on seven virgins’ spines, or the many, many thou-

sands of details that make this endless book—1140 pages in my 

old and lost edition—“!e Grand Tryptic” of the fantasy genre, 

I think it would be more interesting to tell, brie"y, the story of 

my encounter with the book. 
I was seventeen and friendless. It was summer, I was com-

ing home at nine in the evening after my usual wander through 

unknown streets. !e sun cast a slanted light over the neigh-

borhood of apartment blocks, an intense, orange light that 

turned more amber with each passing minute. !e quiet and 

loneliness were complete; endless shadows streamed from each 

object. Out of an old car, an abandoned Soviet Pobeda covered 

in chunks of asphalt, a homeless man emerged, leaving the door 

hanging open behind him. As he came nearer, I recognized 

Jean, my childhood friend, the one who told the best dirty jokes, 

the son of a poor man who worked at the State Circus. “Let me 

show you something,” he said, and instead of going into Stair-

well E and up to the #fth "oor, I went with Jean to the block 

next door, an old and yellowed block covered in lichen stains. 

We went up the #re escape, almost rusted through, to the third 

"oor. “Here it is,” Jean said, and we both sat with our legs hang-

ing over the windowsill beside rotted, spongy shutters. One 

shutter opened to let us inside. Jean stayed on the sill, which 

might have collapsed at a breath of wind, and I jumped through 

the splintery window frame into the shadow-#lled room. 

It was a bedroom with old furniture: a wide bed, a mirror, a 

chair, a gueridon. Over the bed, a shelf with pu&y, thick books 

falling to pieces. A single door, on the wall opposite the window, 

was nailed shut. !e sun’s last rays laid #re-red stripes across 

the room. “Only I know about this room,” Jean said, “Now you 
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do too, but don’t tell anyone. . .” I stayed at least half an hour in that room’s dark scent of fresh wood. I curled up on the bed’s timeworn sheets. !is was where I had always wanted to be. When I climbed down, it was night and Jean had gone. I never saw him again. 
For a few good years, I climbed up through the rings of the #re escape [scari de incendiu have a kind of guard rail system] almost every night, into that quiet room where, lying on the bed and drunk on solitude, I read all the books on the shelf, whose strange titles resound in my ear even today: !e Count of Monte Cristo, All Sails Up!, !e Charterhouse of Parma, !e Man who Laughs (books I’ve never heard of again: the booksellers I’ve asked told me I was dreaming), others I no longer remember, and, #nally, Shameless Death.

I read and reread Shameless Death for years, always burst-ing into tears at the great scene when they pull o& the eyelids, rolling around in excitement at the story of the little sisters of the Order of Impediments, fascinated by the transit through the narrator’s hypothalamus, excavated by Vordenbliss to reach his desired and inaccessible Cydonia, held prisoner by Ammon’s glacial Horn. . . And on the last page, when Cydonia throws at her father’s feet the fresh and bloody skin of her own face, shouting, “Recognize me!” I always felt that violent and irre-pressible tremor, the feeling I was about to lose my mind, which I believe all of Rotluft’s readers know only too well. I was in the middle of probably my #fteenth reading when I lost my original edition beneath the mountain of rubble of the demolished building. !at evening, late, after the bulldozers had completed their work, I climbed onto the mountain of bent iron, concrete, and planks jutting pathetically toward the yel-
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low sky, and I picked through the rubble until my #ngers bled. I ended up with nothing more than the bulging shard of thir-ty-four pages from !e Charterhouse of Parma (a city that exists on no map: I checked the most detailed atlas I could #nd) by one unknown “Stendhal.” !ree years passed, and that secret chamber, where I happily read for thousands of hours in adoles-cence, returns to my mind only as a dream. Many times have I attempted to rediscover those times, using the Epic of Cydonia as my madeleine, but I found only that the past is impossible to repeat. On rereading, I could only imagine Vordenbliss as the palid thug Ruud Vicq, the Archduch-ess of Grubs in the face of Irma de Lindo, all and each as their cinematic doubles from the posters in metro stations. Anoth-er magical book destroyed by its adaptation, sold to the high-est bidder, its plot and meanings intentionally distorted. And no modern edition has anything of the porousness and warm scent, like a dried splinter, of old paper leafed through so often. !us, Shameless Death, the real one, lives only in us, in my gen-eration, those whose adolescence it once in"amed, assuaged, exalted, and poisoned.  
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1 1  

B odily in tegrity d a m aged 

by miracles 

F R O  M T H E  F I R  S T beginnings of my contact with God up 
to the present day my body has continuously been the object of 
divine miracles. If I wanted to describe all these miracles in de
tail I could fill a whole book with them alone. I may say that 
hardly a single limb or organ in my body escaped being tem
porarily damaged by miracles, nor a single muscle being pulled 
by miracles, either moving or paralyzing it according to the re
spective purpose. Even now the miracles which I experience 
hourly are still of a nature as to frighten every other human be
ing to death; only by getting used to them through the years 
have I been able to disregard most of what happens as triviali
ties. But in the first year of my stay at Sonnenstein the mira
cles were of such a threatening nature that I thought I had to 
fear almost incessantly for my life, my health or my reason. 

In itself a state of affairs must be considered contrary to the 
Order of the World in which the rays serve mainly to inflict 
damage on the body of a single human being or to play tricks 
with the objects with which he is occupied-such harmless 
miracles have become particularly frequent latterly. For rays 

,.. .., 
1 4 1  

L � 
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M E M O I R S  

ave t e task o  creat ng not just o  estroy ng or p ay ng 
c s  pranks. ence a  m rac es irecte  aga nst me a  in 

the long run n t e r purpose  w at as been estroye  or am
age  by mpure rays must a ways later be bu t up or men e  
aga n by pure rays compare a ve apter  ootnote  But 
t is oes not exclu e t at temporarily most serious amage is 
cause  an  very pain u  con itions arise giving t e impression 
o  extreme anger. 

ost near y in consonance wit  t e Or er o  t e Wor  were 
t ose miracles w ic  were some ow connecte  wit  a process 
o  unmanning to be carrie  out on my bo y  o t em belonge  
especially t e various c anges in my sex organ: several times 
particularly in be  t ere were marke  in ications o  an actual 

retraction o  t e male organ  requently owever, particular y 
w en mainly impure rays were involve , o  a so tening ap
proac ing a most complete isso ution  urt er t e removal by 
miracles o  single hairs rom my beard an  particularly my 
mustache; na y a change in my whole stature iminut on o  
bo y s ze -probably ue to a contraction o  t e vertebrae an  
poss b y o  my t g  bones. e ast ment one  m rac e w c  
emanate  rom t e lower Go  r man  was a ways accompa
n e  by m w t  t e announcement  won er w et er to 
make you somew at sma er ;  myse  a  t e impression 
t at my bo y a  become smaller by about  ms  t at is to 
say approximating t e size o  t e emale y. 

e miracles enacte  against t e organs o  t e t oracic an  
ab ominal cavities were very mu ti arious   know least about 
t ose concerning t e heart; I only remember t at I once a  a 

i erent eart stil  uring my stay in t e niversity linic 

68. This, as indeed the whole report about the miracles enacted on my body, will 

naturally sound extremely strange to all other human beings, and one may be in

clined to see in it only the product 01 a pathologically vivid imagination. In reply I 

can only give the assurance that hardly any memory from my liIe is more certain 
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B o d i l y  integrity damaged . . .  

o  eipzig. On the other hand my l ngs were or a long time 
the object o  violent and very threatening attacks. By nature 
my lungs and chest are very healthy  but my lungs were so a 
ected by miracles that or a time I seriously be ieved I had to 
ear a atal outcome in consequence o  pulmona y phthisis. 
 lung worm  was requent y produced in me by miracles   

cannot say whether it was an animal like being or a soul like 
creature; I can only say that its appearance was connected with 
a biting pain in the lungs similar to the pains  imagine occur 
in in lammation o  the lungs. he lobes o  my lungs were at 
times almost completely absorbed, I cannot sa y whether as the 
result o  the activity o  the lung worm alone or also because o  
miracles o  a di erent kind  I had the definite eeling that my 
diaphragm was raised high in my chest to almost directly un
der my larynx and that there remained only a small remnant o  
lung in between with which  co ld hard y breathe. here were 
days when during my walks in the garden I had to reconquer 
my lungs anew with every breath. For the part which is so 
miraculous is that the rays cannot but urnish a su ering body 
with whatever is most essential or its preservation, because to 
create is their essence and nature. 

t a ut the same time some o  my ribs were sometimes 
temporarily smashed  always with the result that what had been 
destroyed was re ormed a ter a time. One o  the most horri y
ing miracles was the so called ompression o the hest mira e  

which I endured at least several dozen times; it consisted in 
the whole chest wall being compressed, so that the state o  op
pression caused by the lack o  breath was transmitted to my 

a  e mi a les e o ed i  is ap er  a  a  be mo e de i e o  a  

ma  bei g a  w a  e as li ed t o g  a d elt o  is ow  bod  mall mis

a es i  ami g t e orga s i ol ed ma  a e o r ed as m  a a omi al 

ow edge is a all  o l  t a  01 a la ma  b  ge e all   i   a e a ie ed 

a a  e e  i  a  

  
14  
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M E M O R S  

whole body  he compression o the chest miracle recurred 
se eral times in later years  but like the other miracles de
scribed here, it belongs mainly to the second hal  o  the year 

 and perhaps the rst hal  o  the year . 
oncerning the stoma h  already during my stay in Flech

sig s sylum the iennese ner e specialist named in hapter  
miraculously produced in place o  my healthy natural stomach 
a ery in erior so called ew s stomach  ater or a time the 
miracles were in pre erence directed against my stomach, partly 
because the souls begrudged me the sensual pleasure con
nected with the taking o  ood, partly because they considered 
themsel es superior to human beings who require earthly 
nourishments  they there ore tended to look down on all eat
ing and drinking with some disdain  I existed requently 
without a stomach  I expressly told the attendant .  as he 
may remember, that I could not eat because I had no stomach. 
Sometimes immediately be ore meals a stomach was so to speak 
produced ad ho  by miracles. his was done particularly by 

on W. s soul  which in at least some o  its orms sometimes 
showed a riendly spirit towards me. aturally this ne er 
lasted long  the stomach which had been produced by miracles, 
in any case only an in erior stomach, was usually remo ed 
again miraculously by . W s soul during the meal because o  
a change o  mind  great changeability is a marked eature o  
the soul character  absolutely di ine rays perhaps excluded. 
Food and drink ta en simply poured into the abdominal ca ity 
and into the thighs, a process which howe er unbelie able it 
may sound  was beyond all doubt or me as I distinctly remem
ber the sensation  

In the case o  any other human being this would ha e 

 It was the same feeling which, for instance, made the Commandatore in Don 

Giovanni when he appears to the latter as a departed spirit, refuse the proffered 

meal with the words: "Know that I abhor all earthly food," etc. 
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B d y  n t e t y  d a m a e d  . .  

r sult d in natu al pus rmati n with  in itably atal ut
c m ; but th  d pulp c uld n t damag  my b dy b caus  
all impur  matt r in it was s ak d up again by th  rays  at r  
I th r r  r p at dly w nt ah ad with ating unp rturbed  
with ut ha ing a st mach; all in all I gradually g t us d t  r
garding rything which happ n d in my dy with c mpl t  

quanimity  E n n w I am c n inc d that I am immun  t  
all natu al dis as  in lu nc s; dis as  g rms nly aris  in m  
th ugh ays and a  m d aga n n h  sam  way by ays  
nd d  d ub  y much wh h   am a  a l m al as ng 

as h  c mmun ca n w h ays as s   ns anc   h nk  
c u d ak  h  s ng s  p s n w h u  pa cula  dang   
my  and my h a h   a  wha  can p s ns d  bu  d
s y s m  mp an  gans  ha  a d s uc  c  n 
th  bl d  B th ha  happ n d t  m  innum rabl  tim s 
thr ugh rays with ut any p rman nt ill ct  

O  th r int rnal rgans  will nly m nti n th  g t and 
th  nt st n s  which w r  t rn r anish d r p at dly  ur
th r th  ha y  which I partly at  up s ral tim s  nally 
th  s m na  d  against which ry pain ul miracl s w r  
dir ct d  with th  particular purp s   suppr ssing th  s n
sati n  luptu usn ss arising in my dy  I must urth r 

70.  need hardly say that this is purely hypothetical speculation, and that I have 

not the least intention of actually carrying out such experiments on my body 

which,  nothing else, would certainly cause me severe pain. 

7 1 .  The correctness of my assertion that [ have so to speak become invulnerable, 

 evidenced by the fact that while  was well  used to suffer several times every 

winter from a heavy cold which lasted a number of days; during the  years of my 

stay here  have hardly ever had a real cold at all. Should a catarrhal inflammation 

of the mucous membrane of the nose-which is the essence of a cold-tend to de· 

velop, rays would immediately shoot to the diseased part of my body in such 

numbers that the cold would be stifled in its very beginnings. 

 Dangerous     was also repeatedly produced by miracles, 

which was however mostly resolved again, usually after a short time. 

  
14  
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