
MY BROTHER, SIGMUND FREUD
BY _#~qWA FREUD BERNAYS

ON the evening of September 23,

x939, I learned from a radio
news report in New York that my
brother, Sigmund Freud, had died
in London, an exile. He had never
been seriously ill during the greater
part of his long and active life, not
until sixteen years ago, when he
was stricken by the affliction which
finally caused his death.

My memories of my brother go
back to the year x864, when he was
a boy of eight. I was his junior by
not quite three years, but my
mother told me many stories about
his earlier childhood. Sigi and I
were born in Freiberg, a small town
in Moravia, where our father
owned a textile factory. Many dec-
ades later our birthplace was
marked by the Czechoslovakian
government with a memorial tab-
let, which has probably been re-
moved since March x939. When
Sigi was three the family moved to
Vienna and we occupied a large
apartment in Glockengasse.

My mother, as was natural,
hoped great things of her first-born
and treasured early incidents which

gave body to her hopes. She re-
called, for instance, that the four-
year-old Sigmund, having spoiled
a chair by spotting it with soiled
hands, consoled her: "Don’t worry,
mother. When I grow up I shall be
a great man and then I’ll buy you
another chair." One afternoon a
total stranger, in a pastry shop,
looked at the boy and exclaimed,
"You’re a lucky mother! Some day
the whole world will talk about this
little fellow." At the time she told
no one of this prophecy, but she
believed it in her heart, and re-
turned to the story often in later
years when its import had been ful-
filled. There were other incidents
and premonitions. Perhaps my
mother’s trust in Sigmund’s future
destiny played a definite part in the
trend "given his whole life. Though
I am a Freud, I am not enough of a
Freudian to analyze that trend in
detail.

Our quarters on the Glocken-
gasse seemed spacious when we
first moved in, hut as more and
more children arrived they became
too small and we moved once more.
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When my parents married, my
father was thirty-six, twice my
mother’s age. After fourteen years
of marriage they had seven chil-
dren, two sons and five daughters.
By an earlier marriage father had
two sons, but by the time that we
of the second family were born,
these boys were grown up and lived
in Manchester, England, where
father had business interests.

No matter how crowded our
quarters, Sigmund always had a
room to himself. There were a par-
lor, a dining room, three bedrooms
which the rest of us shared, and
a so-called "cabinet," a single room
separated from the rest of the apart-
ment. This cabinet, long and nar-
row, with a window looking on the
street was allotted to Sigmund.
Here he lived and worked until he
became an interne in the General
City Hospital. All through the
years of his school and university
life, the only thing that changed
in this room was the increasing
number of crowded bookcases
added to the writing desk, bed,
chairs and shelf which furnished it.

Normally children in old Austria
attended a primary or public school
for four years, beginning at the age
of six, before entering high school.
But Sigmund never went to such a
school. My father taught him pri-
vately until he entered high school,

where he headed his class through
all the eight years’ course. He did
his lessons in his cabinet, going
there, alone or with his friends,
immediately after school hours.
During his ’teens he did not join
us at our evening meals, but took
them alone in the room where he
pored endlessly over his books.
Indeed, his friends were not play-
but study-mates. There were no
such things as "sports" then, either
in or out of school. Sigmund, how-
ever, was an enthusiastic walker
and nature lover, and would roam
the forest and woods near Vienna
with his friends, bringing back rare
plant and flower specimens.

The household became familiar
with the fact that Sigi constantly
won prizes for excellent school
work. When he was eleven, at the
close of his first year in high school,
he was awarded a famous History of
Animal L~. I still remember how
Sigmund bowed modestly while
the book was handed to him by the
principal. It may well be that the
gift of this book had its part in
arousing his interest in natural
science.

Our father was a truly liberal
man, so much so that the demo-
cratic ideas absorbed by his chil-
dren were far removed from the
more conventional opinions of our
relatives. Consequently, we saw
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very little of them. At that period,
about the middle of the last cen-
tury, the father was all-powerful in
a European family and everyone
obeyed him unquestioningly. With
us, however, a much more modern
spirit prevailed. My father, a self-
taught scholar, was really brilliant.
He would discuss with us children,
especially Sigmund, all manner of
questions and problems. We called
these sessions "the family council."
When the youngest son was born,
father took Sigmund aside to con-
sult him on the name to be given to

*- the boy. I remember how Sigmund
enthusiastically chose Alexander,
basing his selection on Alexander’s
generosity and prowess as a gen-
eral, and how he recited the whole
story of the Macedonian’s triumph
in support of his choice. His choice
of name was accepted.

II

In spite of his youth, Sigmund’s
word and wish were respected by
everyone in the family. When I was
eight years old, my mother, who
was very musical, wanted me to
study the piano, and I began prac-
tising by the hour. Though Sig-
mund’s room was not near the
piano, the sound disturbed him.
He appealed to my mother to re-
move the piano if she did not wish

him to leave the house altogether.
The piano disappeared and with it
all opportunities for his sisters to
become musicians. Nor did any of
my brother’s children ever receive
musical instruction where he would
have to hear it. This wish for peace
and quiet while he was working
dominated his whole life, though
he was not spoiled or demanding in
other respects, being content with
the simplest of clothing, food and
entertainment.

Not only did he read a great deal
himself, but he exercised definite
control over my reading. If I had a
book that seemed to him improper
for a girl of my age, he would say,
"Anna, it is too early to read that
book now." When I was fifteen, I
remember, he felt that I should not
read Balzac and Dumas. I read
them, of course, notwithstand-
ing, hiding the forbidden volumes
among the linens. On the other
hand, he was generously helpful in
connection with our lessons. The
wish to come to the aid of others,
strongly implanted in Sigmund’s
character, later induced him to
drop his original intention to de-
vote himself to natural science.
Though he could not bear the sight
of blood, he overcame this aversion
and entered the field of medicine.

In I866, when my brother was
ten years old, there was war be-
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tween Prussia and Austria. At the
North Station in Vienna long trains
arrived bringing wounded soldiers
to the city hospitals and my father
would go there, taking Sigmund
with him, to see them taken from
the trains to hay-filled carts which
bore them to the hospitals. Sigi
was greatly impressed by the plight
of the wounded. He begged my
mother to let him have all her old
linen so that from it he could make
"Charpie," which was then used
instead of medicated cotton. We
girls made "Charpie" in our schools
and Sigmund begged his teachers
to organize "Charpie" groups in
his boys’ high school as well.

When Sigi was twelve my father
commissioned a painter to do a
portrait of the seven children. The
painter came to our house and ar-
ranged a group in the parlor, with
Sigmund, the eldest, at the head and
two-year-old Alexander at the foot,
between them the five little girls,
all ages and sizes. I can image that
he had no little trouble keeping
such a diversified group quiet and
interested. Sigmund, I recall viv-
idly, started conversations on art
with the painter. One day he said
to the man, "Art and Nature go
together; painting and music show
the thoughts and emotions of hu-
man beings. If a man loves too
much, it is a poem, and if he mourns

too much it is a tragedy." When
the art work was finished, my father
examined the canvas carefully and
discovered that there were only
thirteen, instead of fourteen, feet
for the seven of us. In the interests
of realism that leg was added some-
where, almost at random. The
masterpiece is still extant in some
Vienna storehouse, with the house-
hold goods of my younger brother,
now released by the Nazis.

During the Franco-Prussian war
of I87o, the fourteen-year-old Sig-
mund had a large map on his vcrit-
ing desk and followed the cam-
paigns by means of small flags.
While he did this, he lectured to me
and to my sister Rose about the
war in general and the importance
of the various moves of the com-
batants. I remember how affected
I was by the news of Louis Na-
poleon’s imprisonment and my
wild fit of tears on hearing of it,
while Sigmund explained to us the
meaning of the Paris Commune.

Another episode that remains
clear in memory is our visit to the
American Pavilion at the Vie.nna
World’s Fair in I873. I was espe-
cially impressed by a model of an
American school, with a separate
desk for every pupil, instead of the
long benches in front of long desks
in our Austrian classrooms. Sig-
mund, however, was fascinated by
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an exhibit of President Lincoln’s
letters in facsimile, and the Gettys-
burg Address. We were living in a
country with few liberties or free
ideas, and these documents, as well
as the American Constitution, natu-
rally stirred the imagination of a
boy from a liberal household. Sig-
mund already read and spoke Eng-
lish at the time, having learned it
partly in school and partly through
correspondence with his Manches-
ter half-brothers. He obtained cop-
ies of those American documents
and soon knew them all by heart.
I remember him declaiming and
explaining the Gettysburg Address
to his sisters.

Sigmund knew a great deal about
America and its culture. He was
particularly enamored of Mark
Twain, whose books he read as they
came out. Naturally he kept abreast
of all our native literature. He well
appreciated also the humor and
gaiety of Viennese folk-songs, and
he would hum them while working
though he could not keep a tune.

A by-product of the Fair was
the modernization of our dining
room light; the old stationary oil
lamp gave way to a petroleum lamp
that could be raised and lowered
on chains above the table -- a great
luxury and one of the first lamps
of its kind in Vienna. In our bed-
rooms we used candles, though Sig-

round had an oil lamp. We had
many rooms and were fairly pros-
perous, but there was no bathroom
or even bathtub in our home. Once
a fortnight, when we were small,
a great wooden tub, with several
kegs of hot and cold water, was
brought into the house by a pair of
strong carriers from a public bath-
ing establishment. All this was put
into the kitchen on the stone flags,
and we were put into the tub, after
being well soaped, one after the
other. The next day the men re-
turned and took the tub and kegs
aw~iy again. As we grew older, how-
ever, our mother took us into a
bathing house, of which there were
several in Vienna, and to our great
pride would hire a cabin with two
tubs and an extra stove in the cor-
ner. While we scrubbed and bathed,
the little stove roared and the
apples we had brought along
roasted and spluttered on its top.

III

At eighteen, Sigi passed all his
examinations at the Gymnasium
summa cam laurie. Successful grad-
uates were usually given a treat by
their families before entering the
university or business, and my
father sent Sigmund to Manchester
tO visit our two half-brothers. Dur-
ing his stay, the elder, Emanuel,
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wrote enthusiastic letters about
him in a funny mixture of English
and German which delighted us
sisters at the family council.

You have given us great pleasure by
sending us Sigmund. He is a splendid
specimen of a fine human being, and if
I had the pen of a Dickens, I could well
make a hero of him .... All your de-
scriptions of him have been worthless;
only now, since he is with us, do we see
him as he really is.

It was in England that Sigmund
resolved to study medicine on his
return to Vienna, and so informed
my father. Not satisfied with this
decision, father stated his objec-
tions, claiming that Sigmund was
much too soft-hearted for the task.
But Sigmund’s mind was made up,
though at first he planned to do
only research. "I want to help peo-
ple who suffer," was his reply. He
won the day and registered as a
student at the University of Vienna
in the Faculty of Medicine.

In the spring of x878, my brother
was given a fellowship by the Uni-
versity which enabled him to go to
Trieste during the summer vaca-
tion to continue his studies at the
Biological Institute. Trieste, the
only harbor of the former Austrian
Empire, had a research station
noted for its collection of marine
plant and animal life. Sigmund,
who had been interested in bio-
logical research since childhood,
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buried himself in biological studi.es
all that summer. It seemed almost
as though he would decide :to re-
main in this theoretical field of
natural science. But when he re-
turned to Vienna and received his
degree of Doctor of Medicine, he
became an interne at the Vienna
General Hospital, attached to the
staff of Professor Ernst Bruecke.
From that time on he did not leave
the field of applied medicine.

He now lived at the hospital and
returned to us only on week ends,
staying in his little hall-room.
Many of his friends came to see him
there. One would have imagined
that the presence in the honse of
five young women would have had
some attraction for these young
men, but they seemed less ~,nter-
ested in entertainment than in sci-
entific discussion with our learned
brother, and disappeared into his
room with scarcely a glance for
any of us! We were too shy and
diffident to break through their
reserve. Many of these young’ men
became famous in later years in the
fields of medicine, pure science and
law. Among them was Dr. Breuer,
with whom my brother published
his first book and whose studies of
a case of hysteria first gave im-
petus to Sigmund’s growing dis-
trust of the methods then used to
cure mental ailments.
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Compulsory military service
forced my brother to interrupt his
work at the hospital in i879 to
spend one year as a so-called "vol-
unteer"--the name given to edu-
cated young men whose military
rank was between that of a non-
commissioned and a commissioned
officer. There was little of the vol-
untary in this service as far as Sig-
mund was concerned; he was genu-
inely happy to return to his hospital
work.

During the winter of i88x, both
,_ Sigmund and I became engaged;

my future husband and Sigmund’s
bride were brother and sister-
Ely and Martha Bernays. We
planned a double celebration of our
unions in my parents’ home. A few
weeks before this took place, on
December 8, i88i, a terrible catas-
trophe shook the hearts of the
Viennese. That evening we two
engaged couples had tickets for the
performance of The Tales of Hoff-
man at the State Theatre; but we
had accepted another invitation.

"- Returning late at night from our
party, we saw a red glare lighting
up the sky and heard that the thea-
tre had been in flames all evening.
Hurrying towards the site, we
joined the thousands of people

"~ standing on the Ring watching the
flaming theatre. Finally the roof
fell in with a crash. Though we

were told at first that all the audi-
ence had been saved, the truth
came out on the following day.
More than 600 people had lost
their lives in the overcrowded
theatre, and there was great mourn-
ing throughout the city. From all
over the world came money and
gifts for the survivors. Public funds
were set aside for relief work headed
by Emperor Franz Joseph himself.
He decided that a large apartment
house, the "House of Atonement,"
should be built on the site of the
fire, the revenues to be used for the
needy.

Five years passed. During this
time Sigmund went to Paris to
do research work under the great
Charcot, and I married. My
brother married in ~886, after his
return from France. It was hard to
get tenants for the apartment
house where so many people had
lost their lives. My brother, far
from sharing the general supersti-
tion, did not hesitate to establish
himself there with his young wife,
and his example quickly en-
couraged others. When Sigmund’s
eldest child was born there in
x887, the Emperor honored this
first-born of the Suehnhaus by pre-
senting him a handsome vase from
the Royal Porcelain Workshops.

My brother’s life as a private in-
dividual soon passed into another
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phase, that of the founder of the
new psychoanalytical theory of
mental life which was to place him
among the immortals of science.
The child of the Suehnhaus was fol-
lowed by five others, three sons
and two more daughters, of whom
all are alive except one young
daughter who succumbed in the
influenza epidemic following the
World War. Though I came to
America with my family in x892, I
have seen and visited my brother
often during these long years. The
last memento that I have of him is a
letter, dated May ~4, ~939, from his
English home in reply to my greet-
ings on his eighty-third birthday:

My dear Sister:
By mutual consent we have ceased

to send one another birthday wishes,
since we have come to know that to
grow old is not unmixed with happiness,
but rather a part of the fate which
must be borne with patience like
everything else life brings.

Yet I am glad to know that you like
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your task of being a great-grandmother,
and I hope that you will live to have
much happiness through your children
and their children. As ever,

Your faithful
Sigmund.

The deep feeling shown in this
letter is understandable in the light
of the fate which sent him into
exile at an advanced age. His happi-
ness would have been far greater if
he had come to America as I did
half a century ago. Here in
my adopted, beloved fatherland, I
have lived and brought up my
children -- four daughters and one
son, Edward L. Bernays. My
brother, too, would have seen his
descendants, as I see my children
and grandchildren and great-grand-
children, build up free and happy
lives. America saw my brother’s
greatness, while Europe’s politics
have blinded it. His discoveries owe
a debt to America, one that my
descendants will help to repay.

SUNSET: MARSH COUNTRY
BY DANIEL WnIT]~HEAD HICKY

OVER the marsh the wild birds go:
White herons, blue mallards, the dark jackdaws.

Along the west the sun burns low;
The tide of gold withdraws
Beneath the grasses, shadow-stirred.
Slow fireflies light.
Now silence, like a stricken bird,
Falls through the night.
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NOW IN OUR TIME

BY D~VID Mog~o~¢

I

Pieties

Tn~ flickering lights men live by in the dark:
Pity and love and learning hardly won,

And holy memory pious to remark
Where deeds of thought and deeds Of soul were done --
These all are guttering in an evil wind
And the old darkness takes the world again,
The black wing swoops to cancel and rescind
All we have wrought, and we are stricken men.

This thing has happened to our race before:
The dark, the wind, the dire smoke in the eyes,
The sweet names drowned along the bitter roar-
And we were saved from those disastrous skies
How but by hands cupped round the assaulted flames,
And lips that moved to form the saving names .... ?

II

In The Templed Breast

RBIOUOVS omens throng the angry ,sky,
And this is midnight in the man s career,

And this the country where the springs are dry
And all his passion gathers to a fear ....
The dawn, most gracious when the gods were near,
Wore on to noon, but heaven was too high,
Too filled with many voices, and none clear-
And this is midnight and the gods gone by.

The man is naked, now, as when he came,
And so alone in darkness east and west,
There are no longer names for him to name,
Save those inviolate ones of his own breast,
Presiding still, when all the gods are gone,
Enthroned within him and decreeing dawn.

(These poems are dedicated to Harry de F. Smith.--D. M.)
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