_Dear Margaret

. Cambridgs, ;December. 3, 1949
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Alex ‘has” Just 1eft. ‘He and Forster had come ovar for. a, giass

“of'beer;” now they have gone-and’ all is® quiat again, Now I. must make

another" attempt at writing you. ‘The 1ncompleteness of my thlnxing

Jeomplicates 'the“task; Just before thay camg I tore up a.fairly long

letter to you, not because 1t contadined anYthing wrong or false, but
merely because I think 1ts conteni would have troubled you., What
Shall™T “write ‘you" ?' Should I, tell you wbout my seminar paper, that
turned out” to'bs a success? - 1t means veny little. If I wrote yow

'~ dbout 'my “work ‘Btva1l, 1 could sneak only of the fervent desire -to
Y work ‘harder, to- accomolish more, to lose. myself in my . sﬁudias, and

;tha depressing consciousness that v cannot learn everything, that I
“will ‘soon‘have" forgobten most of” wat T know now, and that. what I re-
'membsr either now or at anyother time is empty and meaningless.~

I could tell you about the books" 1 “am’ reaiing, becaus e in many
of them I find my own thoughts and experlences intensifled The

“cEnglish translation of & book about Rilka called "Rilke and Benvenuta"
' has "Just ‘appéared. I believe that you: would like it very much. and that

it might help ' you in your search of that which you call hapnlpsas and
sspenity. A new traenslation'of Rilkae's great novel "Malte Laurids
Brigge'" wag published this month by Norton. When Rilke wrote this
work he hoped that; 1t 'would be his last, the final purgation of his
tortured soul, that<he should have to write no mores, But it turned
out to be on}y”thé beginning of much greater sufferings. It is a kind
of autoanalysis of the soul, the story of very great suffering.
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When you write me that "La Porte Etroite" made gou unhappy and-
anxious, I blame myself for having given it to you., Please do not
misunderstand me; the place that I marked I remember well., I was think-
ing of you at the time, The books we read are no more real than our
apprehensions or fears, They are not necessarily reallty, but they make
us aware of the potentialities of 1life; they are thes objectivation of
the prayer: Not my will but Thine be done, They tell us more of our-
selves than we could ever otherwlse have learned, not what we are so
much as what we might have been., But even so they contaln fragments of
us, and these we must not deny, but bear them calmly and with a silent
dignity.

Margaret, I have no cure for your discouragement and anxiety, ex-
cept my offer to help you bear them, Try to detach them from all petti-
ness and ugliness and do your utmost to refine them into & serene and
unshakable consclousness of the suffering of all mankind and they shall
be the most intimate bond between you and God, You can do nothing worse,
that to try to escape from them into banal and superficlal relatlons ﬁca$uu
o friendship. But why am I writing in the imperative ? I am not try
ing to reform you or correct you or ask you to sacrifice a part of your
personality to me., Nothing is more absurd and selfish. Gnly,you would
make me happy 1f ever you could use me as a means to becomlng as you
most want to be.
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~ “Youw are.not'right.1h thinking that I set myself up as teacher

or judge over you, Only my need of you makerme want you to be whare
I can always find you, There ars some spheres of intellectual and
splritual existence into which I cannot follow you, I wish you would
not go there, Sometimes I fekl so close to you that if I turned
around you might be standing behind:me and looking over my shoulder,
For me you are like a.mirror in which I Sge. the disparate elements of
L. myself unified in"a Wﬁdlﬁ}ﬁéﬁd;youfﬁdisté?L;Qp"@éggifigsfmyipwp,defor—
T mitles, I'am‘fragumentary and I give myself to +¥OU part.by. part.and
ono8Kyou, %0 collect me. gf@'@"’x 8P Me 8afe and not.los@.me,or,misplace me,
suo Sy rERTeting t8 Elva BE Back fo MFAGLr, o to Ty, O ey oriGEes

+

¢ &

<X

i oL GOULl WELT b8 ashaned o ¥h e extant to waich my. thought ;-
Cireles about you,  Sometimes I find you and som etimes not,  You are
Y onightwhen you say thatwe should” gxamine each other. less when we are
posdther, I Have an almost pathologlcal desire. to. examind my own mo-
;ibives, as 1£'I "could find out by ‘se1f-inspact lon where .the, copntradic-
(Son ds, Yo must be tatient wifh me, and you must,make sure that
ouf Triendship to Mot doing you soma great harm, . As forme, d.am cone
tent “"to ' 'examing the meaning of "edch chapter as I read 1t, and to finish
qiRe book, howarer tortuous the way may R8s pov rfed Bluoo I
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spriei T o0 1OOKINg forvemd to your coming; it will mean.a great deal
0 We, " But ‘you must come ‘only LT you ';.fsa,é}, that 1. am not haming you.
o Mow Tan vVery “tired, and I shall 80, to bedthat T, may be able to work
7 HErd dnd 1ong tomorrow night o ;A 8811 try to. write soon.again, . Thank
. Jou"very mich for you'r LEYLEr S JOU Are Very €004 £0, MGy ' pun (- n
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