Konnarock, Virginila
August 30, 1949

Dear Margaret,

All day I have been trying to work, but in vain, What use ?
I can feel that the summer is past, The leavegs have begun to tumm
yellow, not on all trees but on some, And those few that have lost
thelr dark green hueg tell of the future of them all, The wind has
become colder and stronger. Two days ago the first storm of autumn
tore the first leaves to the ground and into the mud puddles. They
shall not have to wait long for company, The apples are ripe and
rotting on the trees, because no one takes trouble to pick them, At
night onse hears them fall, dull, ominous thuds in the wet grass, The
ripengss of all things demands winter, snow, and peace from the in-
cessant activities of 1life, Only we, who have done no work, who have
tried everything and accomplished nothing, we tend to regret the longer
shadows and the colder winds, If we had achieved maturity, would we
not also welcome peace ? ¢

For us there are no seasons, only the inkerminable present, We
shed no coats &s8“do sSnakes, In a sense we nevaer ecscape the past
because the capacity for experience 1s so limited, and what we knew
not how to assimilate comes back in many different ways, If our assi-
milation &8 a process of synthesls, then even what we assimlilate bae-
comes a part of us, and never leaves us, and in time must grow very

heavy,

"What might have been and what has been
Point to one end, which is always present.
Footfalls echo in the memory
Down the passage which we did not takse
Towards the door we never opened
Into the rose garden, My words acho
Thus, in your mind.

But to what purpose
Disturbing the dust on a bowl of rose leaves
I know not.

Other echoes
Inhabit the garden., Shall=we follow ?" (T.S. Eliot)

We do wrong to distinguish what might have been from what was not,
Nothing which was not could have been., Why do we decelve ourselves ?
Perhaps some fragment of not-belng came very close to ourselves and
yet passed by. In passing by 1t touched us, and took a few threads
of our belng into its unreal realm of not-being. In place of the
thread, there is emptiness now; the threads are gone. We remember
not thelr color, but only the paln we experienced when not-being came
8o close, What we mourn now &s what might have been is but an empti-
ness, and we speak of it as of a sadness or of a loss,

Yet that which was, was sufficlent unto itself, or ssems so now,
But at the moment we experienced it, it seemed inadequats, even as that
which we experlience at this moment seems incomplete, Our fault is that




e

we are too sure of our distinctions betwsen what is and what is not,
The past is made tolerable only by what might have been, by the non-
existent, What we intended to say, what we were about to do, what

we might have heard had we asked, what we might have seen had we looked,
although we were incapable of filling these molds of potentiality, we
still cherish them like the useless possessions of which you wrote

in your letter.

Words, words, words, They will never say their lines. How care-
fully one trains them to express the right thing, and when the time
comes they are dumb, However much we strain, they wlll not speak, I
will try to speak simply then, I liked your letter, and thank you for
it. I don't know whether I should try to answer it or not., Anyway,
tonight I cannot, I am too tired. Perhaps tomorrow,

August 31

Another day has gone, but where, where is it ? How could it
transplent us so swiftly from what we were yesterday into what we
are today ? Plants cannot live when they are continuaily transplanted,—
We have no seasons, but past and future converge on us in the guiss
of the present as though time wished to destroy us. But I wanted to
answer your letter, and 1f I continue writing in this vein, I will
never arrive at saying anything,

Now and again I wonder to myself what you would like me to say,
not that I would say it to please you and pleasing you deceivse you,
but I am curious to know whether I would be capable of such thoughts
or feelings, Your letter, I thought, was a rather good image of what
I iznow of you. It was rather impetuous, in many places 11logical, and
very Irervent taroughout: I 1like 1t that way, But much of what you
wrote about me and my ideas you cannot possibly believe yourself,

To seek pain and suffering for their own sake is perverse, but
to aceept pain and suffering for their own sake is altogether different,
I agree with Dostoleveky that man was made to be happy, and that in
happiness man achieves his highest perfection. You must admit that man
1s dlsposed not to happiness alone but to unhappiness as weil, and if
you consider serlousiy, you must agres that there is more pain tnan joy,
more suffering than pleasure, more ugliness than beauty, more 111 than
good in the world, The task of the individual is to take paln and sufs:
Terlng and turn them into thelr opposite. Settembrini‘s method is the
rational allsviation of all human ills. The encyclopedia on which he
is working will make all pain superflous, since paln 1s a result of
lgnorance, but ignorance can be alleviated by the catalogue. HNaphta
would have pain and suffering for thelr own sakes; he advocates a reign
of terror to cure the worid of its ills, Naphta is perverse, and Set-
tembrini is ridiculous, Most people are grotesque in thig respect,
they refuse to acknowledge the reaiity of paln and suffering and dsath.,
They deceive the world and themselves, all for a false sense of Security,
The dead patients are taken away during the dinner hour, and when Hans
Castorp speaks of Joachim's dsath, Frau St8hr gets up to leave the table.
I had a similar experience last year at Harvard when & friend of mine
committed sulclde after he was rejected by the medical school. Univer-
sity authorities did tnelr utmost to obscure the truth, and even Alex
in his good-natured way tried to convince ms that it was mere¥y an ac-
cident, The business of the mortician, who paints dead people until
they look as though they were alive, is the most grotesque exampls I
can think of in this raspasct,
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I wish you would not be likse ths undertaker and varnish sorrow
to look 1like pleasure, or when you have cried e paint your face %o
concadl the truth, or,as Americans so boldly say, always keep smiling,
For these things are alike in their deception; Mmm the outside can
conceal, but never change, the state of the inside., All thenrouge
*wn of the undertaker will not put 1ife into the corpse, and no false
Wéﬂ'} \ smile has mever mixamxad altered the unhapviness of the soul beneath,
A\ 1

éh&‘pf' «I must confess mine too, - are pnly one thing: the acceptance of lone-

\‘fﬁyu)&ﬁr liness, suffering, and death, not as ultimate goals, but as indispen-

(72 gsable means to a greater happiness and a more beautiful life, My first
impression of you was that you were a glrl who had more suffering than
she knew how to cope with, and I was afraid for you that, being un-
able to live it, you would deny your suffering and paint over it with
the cheapest kind of pleasure, that you would find security not in
yourself or in any valuable person or ideal but in distraection and
dlversion from the most banal objects., Then you would have been
grotesque, not so much in the eyes of men, tnough perhaps that too,
ags in the eyes of God, who searches the soul,

Whatever pedagogical ideals I nave for you, - 1fu confess yours

Catture, I think, is nothing but the acceptance of pain for the
sake of happiness, or the acceptance of death as the way to 1ifae,
That is what Hans Castorp learned on the Magic Mountain. For him 1life
becameé a reconciliation with death, hence as Socrates said, a prepara-
tion for death, X¥ XEXKX NHXKH When Yeats wrote that we do not begin
to live untll we realize that 1life is tragedy, he meant the same thing,

September 1

You must pardon my style. The last paragraphs are particularly
sore, But I am writing this letter on the installment plan and very
late at night when everything around me and within me has gone to bed.
This is the time when my mind, Bpaesthasized by the lateness of the
hour, will suffer introspection least painfully, Now all the uncer-
tainties and fears of daytime flee before darkness, because uncertain-
ties and fears are the children of light and activity. Now I find con-
cepbs and ideas at least partially adequate to carry away the moun-
tain of doubt; but for the fact that I dump them with you, you must
pardon mae.

There is only one more comment I want to make 6n your letter; we
Seem unable to agree on this term thankfulness. You misinterpret me
when you say that I agree with my mother. Wwhat I wrote in my last
letter about Frau Kaufmann's thank you notes was nothing more than
a criticism of all varlieties of judgment which human beings pass upon
one another, I think I have mentioned before that I belisve all
crithcism, judgmnent, and condemnation to be no more than progressive
degrees of misunderstanding. If all things are necessary and inevi-
table, one must only recognize their necessity in order to see the
futility of Jjuégment.
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About this matter of thankfulness I would like to argue with
you purely for the sake of argument, and whild I know you to be un-
aporeciative, I think Alex wlll be more so, and in a way this part
of my letter is more for him than it is for you.

The only good way to argue for the sake of argulng i1s to argus
about definltions, and that precisely is what I shall do. And I shall
assume you were lnterested enough to ask me to give a definition of
thankfulness. "It is a kind of payment," I would answer., The payment
1s a part of a bargain, and whether a bargaln ies just or unjust depends
upon an equal exchange of goods.and services. An unsqual bargain is
called unjust,

I want to begin at the beginning; Equality is a very lmportant
concept among us, because In equality we recognize the prersquisite
of freedom., ZEvery man will demand equality in matters that appear
supreme to him. He who believes in ambition and is not afreif of
exploitation will demand equality of opportunity, He will be a capi-
talist, He who believes in material well-being will demand equality
of wealth, We call him a communist, The man who believes in equality
of mind like Settembrini will write encyclopaedias and erganize school
systems. You must leave me my prejudice that the soul and net the mind
or the intestines 1s the most vital part of a man, and if you agraee
with me on the importance of the soul, you must also agree on the nsed
for equality among men in all things that concern the soul.

There are two kinds of feeling: those which tend to unite men and
those which tend to separate them. Of the feelings which tend to se-
- parate men there are two tlassges; ongicYass is based upon equality ofcn
the individuals concerned in the in-thg-nature of their concerng the
other 1s based upon inequality in the nature of their concerns. The feal-
ing which 1s based upon equality is always reciprocals: we call it hats,
To the feelings which are one-sided and non-reciprocal we give differ-
ent names, such as envy and jealousy., Likewise of the feelings which
tend to unite men there are two classegs, the squal and the unequal.
The squal we call love, because the nature of love is that it is mu-
tual to both individuals concerned. The unequal agaln has many names,
such as pilty, thankfulness, admiration, obedience, and flattery, Tt is
evident that those feellngs wnich exist in equality must be the pure
feelings, and from experience we know that love and hate are stronger
than any feeling in the other classes, Thus love is purer ahdrmore
powerful than thankfulness, Thankfulness, being impure,must be a
mixture of love and something else, which we may call a feeling of
gullt or obligation. And so thankfulness is a kind of coin current
in a certain kind of bargain,

All exchange may be classified into thres categories,. namely,
giving unwillingly which is theft, giving for a price which is barter,,
and giving from love, Theft, because Inequality 1s its basis, ig al-
ways unjust, . Giving from love must always be just because iove is
based on equaliity. Barter or sals may be elther just or unjust., Of
barter or sale there are two classes, one which demands a material
return and one which demands an immaterial return, The kind of bgrter
which demands a immaterial return is giving for the sake of satisfaction,
The satisfaction may vary, In one case it may be a public recognition,
ln another case 1t may be a very quiet and noble self-appreciation.for
having dond good. Proportional to the satisfaction experienced by the
glver, the recipient narbors a mixed feeling of gullt and love which is
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call ed thankfulness,

Any kind of sale or barter i1s unjust when the gain or loss to
the giver is greater or less than the galn or loss to the recipient.
In itself, giving for an immaterial reward is not unjust, but the
eriteria invoived are very critical, Horsetrading is not unjust
elther, and yet I éntertain a certain prejudice toward the integrity
of horsetraders, Certalnly a greater thing is to give from love,,
spontaneously and without thought or appreclation of thankfulness in
return, to glve simply because one possesses something which another
person lacks, He who glves lovingly gives not gladly but with a feeling
of gullt for having that which another has not.

But giving ifor the satisfaction 1s prone to injustice. Consider
the poor man who eats the crumbsg that fall from the rich man's tablle.
The crumbs will save the beggar's 1ife, but for the rich man thay
represent no sacrifice, The rich man, having sacrificed nothing, has
no cause to feel satisfactlon, and yet the beggar, having gained every-
thing nas much cause to be thankful, The exchange i1s unequal, hence
un just, and being unjust it engenders 1llness of the soul., Nothing,
in this case, would be more natural than for the rich man to assumse
that he had made a sacrifice to save the beggark 1ife and to become
a hypocrite, Actually the begzar himself would have sacrificed his
dignity yo save his 1life, and in the face of the rich man, he would
have no recourse but to become a sycophant, Except he do it from love,
no one has the right to save another's 1ifg and still 1ive on; because
how could he pay for the satisfaction of having saved a life, unless
by giving his ownl,.

The preceding goes to show merely that there are many things which
one must do 1f one do them purely from love, and without expectation of
gratlitude. And if gratitude still be expressed, it should not gratify
but make ashamed, The inequality betwsen the rich man and the beggar
can be resolved by either of them. It would rarely happen, but if the
rich man loved the beggar, he might give nim more than the crumbs; giv-
ing from love, he would give all he had,.(Then he would no longer be
a rich man,) But indspendently if the poor man would transfer his gra-
tifude from the rich man,iwh8-fs unworthy of it, to God from whom he
first received his 1ife, he would do well. Then the beggar would see
in the rich man an agent, a representative, perhaps even a reflection
of God, and he could do the rich man no greater honor. Toward God, how=-
evar, he should be thankful, and in his thankfulness to God he would
have dignity before men, for thankfukness to God is love,

September 2

I know you will not be interested in this long discussion about
gratitude, and, I admit, I wrote it for the exfercise and for my own
pleasure, Meanwhile another strange day has passed, stranger than
most, Mother and I went to buy some clothes for myself, but found
none, not bgcause there were none, but because I rezlly 4did not want
them. I went through ths motions of looking at and commenting upon
the material, I tried on a few suits, all the while conscious that
if I had my way, I would never buy them, Hy attitude toward new
clothes is symbolical for my attitude to most things, even ths greatest
and most vital. I go through the motions; in themselves they are very
painful, I feel ashamed of myself, and sorry for the salesman who
thinks he is interesting me in his wares. I mutter a few aptlogles
before going home,




- B =

My words will never find an end if they have thelr own way,
When I get back to Cambridge, I will have much less time for effusions
like these,. There i1s much I would like to write you about, but it
will be gasier to talk about most things. Have you ever read Dostoi-
evsky's The Brothers Karamasoff ? Nothing I have read recently has
impressed me as much, The Magic Mountain is a very deep book, What
do you think of the portraits of Dr. Behrens and Dr, Krokowski ? You
think they are not vivid and trmie to 1ife ? Or Frau St8hr? I would
beg interested in your evaluation of Clawdia Chauchat, of her importance
to Th, Mann and to Hans Castorp.

Whether it is good or bad, I don't know, but you are to my thoughts
as a candle is to insects, Godd might. I shall go to bed now, and
think, until I fall asleeps. In a way, I would like you to know my
thoughts, and yet it is better you should not,.

Good nightse




