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Philadelphisa
August R5th, 1949

Dear John,

“e have been home for ome hours. The poor sick cat, who has been
lenguishing for almowd & week, hs been taken to the Veterinarian;‘boxes stand
sbout in the hall; we have sat ad talked to Dr. Marsh and his wife who now
live where Janet and I used to lire. 1 have tried to arrange my p . seessions
in this thiré floop room which islarge and beautiful but a little too full 6f
my archaelo@ist aunts possescions. Since 1 love her ardthey are nice things
I am really quite nappy simply to fit myself in. We will be here only & very
short time. Mother will go to New York to see Janef, and Papa, Alex and 1
willX zo to New England to wisit Aumt Priscilla, collect Peter from camp, and
spend a couple of days with Enge. When.can I begin to study? 1 shall simply
continue to read waat I like and try to become accudnted with the brees; Mother
gave me a large book sbout them f;r my birthday. Alex sneers that 1 wi}l kndbw
all about iﬁgaféﬁa&&iil forget to love theH ("1ovem “is mot his womd,rbu;athat is
the drift). Someday he will know better; in fact, 1 think he does already.

On the way back from New England, perhaps I shall stop in New York to Seéfabout

the typing of my paper and to inquire about one of the ¢ ourses which T

must teach this year. By the way, the address of the Modern Langua ge Associ ® tion
is 100 Wa shington Squa re.

My first reaction to your letter was one of annoya nance and irritatio I
Now, do not leap to the conclusien that I misunderstood. In the first plaaeé }ﬁg\E

.

when + am awa y from you my feelings about you and my eetima tion of you are

apt to be more critical than when 1 am with you. The pedsgogical jmpulse(or
wha_sever it is) seims up to the surfa ce. At first, I could not analyse or
localize the irritation. It se<med to be as much directed at myself and my
previous letter as at enything. It still is , but only to & minor degree. The

grass needed c:‘:*'b&mg bef@re we wefat away againg so 1 went out and did such a
furious’thorough job for an hour, that Alex finallly g
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came out to stop me, fearing some reflection &n his ma nhood.

The putting in order of my room, and a bath have also ordered my
thougiits; 1 shall try to get some of them written so that I csh go to
sleep; tomorrow contaims an ordcgl by dentist.

The gist of my irritation seems to be that you ma ke such difficulties
over everything--what should be simple,as well as what ie really very ha rd.
There is much in life tha -t is complex, diffieult to understa_nd or to do. But
I think it is wrong to seck pain and suffering for its own sake and wring to
be continually anxious over details. Strength in happiness and strengthg in
suffering ﬁﬁﬁﬁyare two sides of the sa me ting. This is badly said; I can at
least, be more egact if I speak concretely. Often you seem to argue for the
sake of arguing, simply to contradict and to shove your opponent to the brink
of some exasperated absurdity or overstatement. Your remari#s on Frau Kaufmann's
letters are a case in point( Forgive me, it is most ungracious of me to to bring
it up again when you h ve fina lly said what 1 felt at the time but c¢ Q&d not
say because * was too appalled to think) You knew that your #cther was right
in insisting on the necessity for expressing gratitude a nd yet you felt she
did not grasp the difficulty of doing so without falise overstatement and so
you went to the other extreme,seeming q&g2§§ to deny any validity to such expressions .
Such arguments do not convince your 1 of the difficulty or complexity
of & particular problem. They only sy~ create a false and stupi d misunder-
atanding. Truth is not served; your oppongnt is only the more completely isola, ied.

I think ysur continued concern for the state of my feelings toward
you is part of the same attitude. I am so much happier than 1 wa s at the
beginning of June. You view thie fact with alarm and assemble your hypotheses?
3) She is building castles in the air, expecting me to become sométhing which
I fear 1 can never be-and anyhow I don't want to be. 2) Let alone the future,
she 1le& overinterpreting the present: my words and gestures don't mean what she
think$ they do.” & ASide Trom my own role, che nas 110 business being happy;
life is too painful; she is either deluding herself ( is blind to Truth) or
incensitive. All right, I know thig is & parody, but this is an echo of what
1 seem to hear. ©OSo you worry and feel it really isn't fair to have to bea r
a responsibility you didn't ask for. Very well, I will gay it again: You are not
regponsible; you helped me in June to free myself from something whiech ¥ ha d
been trying to shake off for months. Since then your letters have goa-ded me
into more thinking tha n I would have dorealone-—habe filled the time with
substance. &nd because you are struggling and striving for a trea sure tha t
cannot BZ€ be seen, #f L feel more courageous in my own struggle, not because
I thinB ¥¢ that it is the same treasure. You are the only ose of my friends
for whom it is as serious as it is for me; and for you it is more serious, more
painful. There ig another aspect which I will not deny, but which I find very
difficult to assess.lt is easy for me to feel affection; it is natural for me
to express it. You can find and invent objections to everytaing, but please
don't start looking again. <hat kind of analysis is quite pointless. If you
like, you can impagine £f tha t I like y u as ; do a tree or a fine mounta in.
Reciproecity would have no meaning in such a relationship. I am aware that the
m.untain is covered with snow most of the year, a nd the fact tha t it ma y
not be at any particular time does not FA#éf mean that the mounta in is fond
of me. I like the view; I will remember it always.

Now perhaps I can go to sleep and finisgh this tomorrow.
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A night and a day have pa ssed since I wrote the first part of this
letter; it is tooo compressed a nd not smoothly expressed, but I think you
will be able to understand. After 1 had turned out my light last night, 4 ha &
another surge of irritation--that you should suppose that all of my ha ppiness
and peace depends on youj you were there at the beginning, but L am far from
arguing foom origins. If you should hurt me-it would hurt, but it would not
be like the a nguish of la st winter which wa s gelf-poison beca use the
gource wa-s in myself. This year my work #will be coumpletely of my own choosing--
work that + can do well, which satisfies the devotion which I ha.we to teaching.
My sister is no longer & source of anxiety ansd desperation. And, though I £
have joined no church, T thingk I have begun the road. So for many reasons, B¢
both material and epiritusd, the anxiety which has choked and blinded me is
almost gone. 1 snould not like to subject this pea-—ce of mind to a great test,
but even if it were to fa.il in a pa rticular insta.mce, I think it would return.
Now,that is enough, in fact, a ltogether too much a da lysis of me. I will ¥
a ccept and consider any further rebukes which may burden you; there a.re ma ny
théngs which I know of myself, but which I can see more clearly when they are
told me--or the rebuke stinge me into action. I am not afra id of your honesty
or bluntness, but do not argue simply for the sake of argumnent.

I think of many things which + would like to talk with you about.
1 am about two-thirds of the wa y throucn “The ﬁagle M-unte in." 1 do not
understand it as an allegory, thiteilrrriiigg T bkt~ 1 am fa scina ted
by the conversations, individual aphoristlc sentencep, ueccriutlon £ of moods
and groups. Yet the sepa rate cha racters are so flat a nd unrea 1 thatf I can
hardly believe the pawer of the bock. T e

* ca me upon one or tewearguments which echoed a=gwessert: which you
and I have had. The Jesuit presents his world in which good and evil, body
a nd spirit are in continual conflict and comments on the Humanists philosophy:
"your monism is So tedious." 1 remember a discusssion which we had in Gt.
Barrington in which I Protested that aesthetica 1lly, if for no other reas on,
I needed the Devil.in my world.. My egoism has blotted out your answet; however,
I don't think it was a very good answer; this letter of yours makes me suspect you
of a more dualistic philosophy then you then admitted."Impurity" is your Sa tan.
You say that B every action has some duality of right and wrong®. I ca nnot
agree. The hesitating reasoning before action may contain many more cnolses
than a simple eltuer/or, but the action itself ie one thing--unless the hesi-
tating spirit arrests. the hand in midair or makes the voice tremble. Once
the decision is maHe, and the action ta ken, it is useless to talk of the
choices that might have been malte; they are not expressed in the action. (I
am aware that my argument lacks something, but there is a measure of truth)
Reason may deny the action and resolve never to take sweh and/ action again,
but the action is what it is, a terrible and naked simplicity which explanations
and motéves can veil but not concezl. The simplicity which is terrible is also
very calm and beautiful if spirit and reason leave tie hesitations and move
forward with the action end rest in it. The impukity which shouid cause us
suffering is not the imperfection of our knowledge; we are not God; We should pgther
suffer for the impurity of an evil choice or for the contradiction of the
action which the spirit di¢ deniés. If we duffer because of the imperfection
of our knowledge, we suffer because we are not God & nd rick the most damning
sin--pride.
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There is also another and almost mystical effect of action; it often
BALLAL LA ER/ seeks the mood from which it should logdadly spring. Pa pa
often quites a sentence from a Cikristia n Apologist :i"Obedience is the opener
of the eyes." Von Hugel sa ys; " I kiss my ch8ld because 1 love him and
I kiss my child in oftder that I may love him.™ I have talked teo you before
about this function of action. 1 know tha® it must not be teken too lightly;
it must not be layed with as one would a machine Yne mamat investigate the
credentaals of thase who recommend the action which is to be taken half-blind.

It _is late, and L am very tired. Part of the morning was spent in
shopping in Philadelphia. My first days at the Brearley d/éfd/ depend very
much on externals which y.u would dislike. Fortunately, I do ‘ot recrent them,
and 1 take a childish pleasure in my ghilll at finding the beautiful and simple
in the confusion. In the afternocn, ] went out to Bryn Mawr. The library doors
were wide open ; 1 met only one librariasn who did rnot look up froom the card
catalogue. <+ wandered for a while in the stacks. Books amd ariting are a
continuing mystery and delight to me. Finally + &@ft with my own choiee and
went to see a college friend, her sister and the sister's babies. My friend
and I took msare of the little girls in our French capp. “he is a very gentle
and affectionate erson. 1 am the more drawn to her because.k—hnew her wvhen
she was terribly anxicus aad uncertain, when her anxie#fiy crippled these around her.
She presents me with a dilemma: if 1 had not known her before would I think
her serenity invalid because 1 knew nothing of the struggle tnat precededit?

But 1 cannot think anymore; ~ am too tired.

Goodnight,




