
In the Tower 

H e r e I s t a n d o n m y l o f t y t o w e r b a l c o n y . 
A l o n e s t a r l i n g screams a n d w h i r s a b o u t m e 
W h i l e I, l i k e o n e o f the a n c i e n t F u r i e s , 
L e t the s t o r m p l a y i n m y s t r e a m i n g h a i r . 

0 u n b r i d l e d f r i e n d ! O m a d y o u t h ! 
1 w i s h I c o u l d f l i n g m y a r m s a b o u t y o u 
A n d w r e s t l e , s i n e w to s i n e w , f o r l i f e or d e a t h , 
T w o steps f r o m the edge. 

O n the shore o f the l a k e b e l o w I see 
T h e b o l d waves l i k e great dogs at p l a y 
T u m b l i n g , y e l p i n g , h i s s i n g , 
S e n d i n g the s h i n i n g f o a m f l y i n g . 

O I w o u l d l i k e to p l u n g e 
I n t o the m i d s t o f the r a g i n g p a c k 
A n d j o i n i n the m e r r y w a l r u s h u n t 
T h r o u g h l o v e l y w o o d s of c o r a l . 

* Annette von Droste-Hiilshojf (1797-1848) 
Living in the first half of the nineteenth cen­
tury, out of the mainstream of literary life, cir­
cumscribed at every turn by the dictates of fam­
ily, religion and tradition, Annette von Droste-
Hiilshoff gave expression to her loneliness and 
frustration in some of the most vigorous poetry 
of that male-dominated period. In the poem, 
"In the Tower" (Am Turme), written in Octo­
ber, 1841, in a castle on the shores of Lake 
Constance, the reader can feel her enthusiasm 
for a life of action and her frustration at being 
denied that life because of her sex and frailty. As 
in many of her poems, she is very much in tune 
with the power of nature, (here a storm on Lake 
Constance) and is able to let her imagination 
rage with the storm. The final four lines have a 
poignancy, rare enough for the 19th century, 
but as genuinely moving to-day as then. Annette 
von Droste-Hiilshoff died in this very castle, of 
tuberculosis, on the 24th of May, 1848. 

L o o k i n g b e y o n d m y l o f t y aerie 
I see a p e n n a n t w a v i n g 
A s b o l d l y as a n y b a n n e r 
A n d a s h i p ' s kee l r i s i n g a n d f a l l i n g . 

O c o u l d I b u t sit i n that s t r u g g l i n g s h i p , 
L a y h o l d of the r u d d e r 
A n d streak across the c r a s h i n g reef 
L i k e a s e a g u l l . 

If I were a h u n t e r i n the o p e n p l a i n s , 
O r even a l o w l y s o l d i e r , 
If I were b u t a m a n , 
I ' d let the g o d s g u i d e m e . 

B u t here I m u s t s i t , so f i n e a n d p u r e , 
J u s t l i k e a g o o d l i t t l e g i r l , 
O n l y i n secret u n d o m y l o n g h a i r 
A n d let the w i n d b l o w t h r o u g h i t . 

Annette von Droste-Hiilshoff* 
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