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otll the books on Earth, in
Nither inky German or wa-
ery English, by the father or

his children, could save the life of
the oldest son of Thomas Mann,

who never mastered dad's knack for
sublimation. IN THE SHADOW OF
THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN: THE

ERIKA AND KIAUS MANN STORY
(Chicago, $27.50) divides its en-
thrallments evenly between the star-
crossed siblings, but Andrea Weiss,
who's also made a movie on the sub-
ject, can't help choosing sides. And
the side she ends up choosing is that
of Klaus, super-sensitive and suicidal,
instead of Erika, brave, bouncy, and
a show-off. Mind you, Klaus proba-
bly would not have made it even to
age forty-two without Erika's energy
and cunning.  Still, after the war
against Hitler that had sent the
whole family into nomadic exile, af-
ter a marriage of convenience  to
W. H. Auden and an adulterous af-
fair with creaky Bruno Walter, Erika
chose to devote herself to her cele-
brated father rather than her loser of
a brother. And of Thomas, the
Nobel Prize-winning repressed ho-
mosexual, six-time father, would-be
Goethe, superpatriot, and monster

of indifference, Weiss is contemptu-

ous and unforgiving.

Growing up a year apart in Munich,
they were children of such bourgeois
privilege-with  their secret language,
private jokes, theater troupe (the Laien-
bund Deutscher Mimiker), and sexual
proclivities (a German youth move-
ment good for nothing other than per-
suading Erika that she was lesbian and
Klaus that he was gay)-that  Berlin in
1924, six years into a Weimar Repub-
lic of German Expressionism, American
jazz, rent boys, and hard drugs, should
have been a trampoline. For Erika, it
mostly was, straight onto Max Rein-
hardt's stage. Klaus, however, not only
flunked cabaret but had to take his lit-
erary lumps as the callow son of a fa-
mous father. That brother and sister
seemed almost to specialize in sleeping
with each other's fiances raises a suspi-
cion that Weiss doesn't duck: "Al-
though there is no clear evidence of
actual sex between the siblings, there
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are many indications of a psychosexu-
al dynamic in their relationship, which
one could call 'emotionally incestu-
ous." Which didn't stop them from
seeing through the Nazis long before
their father did and try-
ing to tell the world
about it, while he kept
quiet so asnot to inhibit
the sale of his books.

The years of exile,
war, and America are
an extravagance of
highbrow gossip, with
such raisins in the cake
as Andre Gide, Bertolt
Brecht, Sybille Bedford,
Jean Cocteau, Stefan Zweig, Muriel
Rukeyser, Christopher Isherwood, Janet
Hanner, James Baldwin, and Carson
McCullers. Erika wrote magazine arti-
cles and children's books; Klaus wrote
novels, plays, and film scripts; and the
two of them collaborated on travel
books, all while the FBI and the INS
were hot on their trail for "premature
anti-Fascism." Poor Klaus, who would
at last succeed at suicide, if at nothing
else. Weiss wants us to reread such nov-
els as Mephisto and The Volcano and al-
most talks me into it. But even in her
sympathetic pages, Klaus drags us down.
"That tragic twerp," Glenway Wescott
unkindly called him. Auden and
Chester Kallman joked that his auto-
biography should have been called "The
Subordinate Klaus." What a recipe for
suicide: self-pity, death-wishfulness,
rough trade, heroin addiction, and
writer's block.

B cknow now that William
W Styron also spent a lot of

,helpless time in black de-
pression. HAVANAS IN CAMELOT: PER-
SONAL ESSAYS (Random House, $23)
chooses not to, although the late nov-
elist does go on at some length about his
prostate gland ("Too Late for Conver-
sion or Prayer") and his penis ("A Case
ofthe Great Pox")-the latter essaya re-
markable forty-four pages in which an
aging Styron remembers himself as a
young Marine recruit, diagnosed with
syphilis, having to sit around what was
back then called "The Clap Shack," in
a bathrobe embroidered with a big yel-
low "V" for venereal disease, before he'd
read Susan Sontag on [Unessas Metaphor
but after he was already acquainted with

Albert Camus on Le My the de Sisyphe.
Styron deciding to amuse us can be scary
at first: avuncular isnot exactly his de-
fault mode; his self-consciousness rum-
bles like heavy artillery. But for such
slicks as Vanity Fair and
The New Yorker, for The
Paris Review and the
New York Times and a
couple of French news-
papers, he unlaces his
combat boots and wig-
gles a toe or two. He is
nice to Truman Capote,
James Baldwin, Terry
Southern, and Mark
Twain, superficial about
movies and censorship, shamefaced
about his slave-owning grandfather, and
vainglorious about hobnobbing with
John Kennedy and Francois Mit-
terand-though  the hobnob does yield
a wonderful anecdote involving Sty-
ron, Arthur Miller, Elie Wiesel, and
Carlos Fuentes all needing a real celebri-
ty, Melina Mercouri, to get them past
a barricade in Paris.

ichaelChabon is more sub-
tantive in MAPS AN 0 LEG-
NDS: READING AND

WRITING ALONG THE BORDER-
IANDS (McSweeney's, $24). Readers
just catching up to Chabon's novels-

gay Gatsby, groves of academe, super-
hero graphic, boy's book of pilgrimage,
neo- Victorian espionage, sci-f noir-

already know that he is fiercely loyal to
the child he was and will enjoy his
wind-chiming on genre fiction from
Poe to Nabokov; "tricksters" from
Loki, Coyote, and Krishna to Borges,
Calvino, and Pynchon; horror stories by
M. R. James, Sherlock Holmes under
Conan Doyle's hood; Norse myths,
Philip Pullman, John Milton and epic
fantasy; Jack Kirby, Stan Lee, and Cap-
tain Marvel; Howard Chaykin and Cit-
izen Kane; Ben Katchor and Julius
Knipl; Cormac McCarthy, Will Eis-
ner, and other golems. What is so star-
tling is how much more interesting

most of these indulgences are to read
about in Chabon's pages than they
were on their own, in the pulpy origi-
nal, as if the nostalgic novelist, like
the magician-for-hire in his Amazing

Adventures  of Kavalier & Clay, can
make paper roses consumed by fire
bloom from a pile of ash.
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