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As soon as I began to fall I realized that now I was going to be hurled from 
the crag and I anticipated the impact that would come. With clawing fingers I 
dug into the snow in an effort to brake myself. My fingertips were bloody but I 
felt no pain. I heard clearly the blows on my head and back as they hit each 
corner of the crag and I heard a dull thud as I struck below. But I first felt pain 
some hours afterward. The earlier-mentioned flood of thoughts began during the 
fall. What I felt in five to ten seconds could not be described in ten times that 
length of time. All my thoughts and ideas were coherent and very clear, and in 
no way susceptible, as are dreams, to obliteration. First of all I took in the 
possibilities of my fate and said to myself, "The crag point over which I will 
soon be thrown evidently falls off below me as a steep wall since I have not 
been able to see the ground at the base of it. It matters a great deal whether or 
not snow is still lying at the base of the cliff wall. If this is the case, the snow 
will have melted from the wall and formed a border around the base. If I fall 
on the border of snow I may come out of this with my life, but if there is no 
more snow down there, I am certain to fall on rubble and at this velocity death 
will be quite inevitable. If, when I strike, I am not dead or unconscious I must 
instantly seize my small flask of spirits of vinegar and put some drops from it on 
my tongue. I do not want to let go of my alpenstock; perhaps it can still be of 
use to me." Hence I kept it tightly in my hand. I thought of taking off my 
glasses and throwing them away so that splinters from them might not injure 
my eyes, but I was so thrown and swung about that I could not muster the power 
to move my hands for this purpose. A set of thoughts and ideas then ensued 
concerning those left behind. I said to myself that upon landing below I ought, 
indifferent to whether or not I were seriously injured, to call immediately to 
my companions out of affection for them to say, "I'm all right!" Then my 
brother and three friends could sufficiently recover from their shock so as to 
accomplish the fairly difficult descent to me. My next thought was that I would 
not be able to give my beginning university lecture that had been announced for 
five days later. I considered how the news of my death would arrive for my 



loved ones and I consoled them in my thoughts. Then I saw my whole past life 
take place in many images, as though on a stage at some distance from me. I 
saw myself as the chief character in the performance. Everything was 
transfigured as though by a heavenly light and everything was beautiful without grief, 
without anxiety, and without pain. The memory of very tragic experiences I had 
had was clear but not saddening. I felt no conflict or strife; conflict had been 
transmuted into love. Elevated and harmonious thoughts dominated and united 
the individual images, and like magnificent music a divine calm swept through 
my soul. I became ever more surrounded by a splendid blue heaven with delicate 
roseate and violet cloudlets. I swept into it painlessly and softly and I saw that 
now I was falling freely through the air and that under me a snowfield lay 
waiting. Objective observations, thoughts, and subjective feelings were 
simultaneous. Then I heard a dull thud and my fall was over. 
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