Germantown
July 12, 1950

Dear Jochen,

This has been & hard day. This morning I tried very hard to concentrate
as I sat reading your difficult lenguage. But my eyes or my mind wendered from
the psge so many times that I finally hed to give up. 1 have wasted so much time
this summer looking out of the window at nothing. I think that I have lived again
through all the unpleasant moments of my life, and I have the taste of bétter
regret almost continually in my mouth. No wonder so many of the things that I say
to my family have an ungracious flavor. I hoped that your letter, when it came,
would make me feel better, but it only made things harder. It seemed cold and
angry at something that I could mot find. I turned over all the words and held
them up to the light looking for the effection and consolation that I wanted; but
there was hothing but a kind of cold duty. Did you mean to write such a painful
letterg I have reminded myself of:what you have told me before-—that your letters
are not premedéteted and that they are writted in & mood. And sometimes funny
typing errors tell me that it was so quickly done that you did not even proof-read
it. Tt is herd to live on guch a letter for two days. Sometimes I think that your
mind is so fixed on your own injuries and difficulties that you give little thought
to the effect your words will have; and I suppose that I am guilty of the same thing.
Perhaps my recent letters were even worse then T knew them to be. And yet I never
write, and almost never speek, without a fear juthat often chokes me, of seying
something that will hurt gou. Tt is very fortunate for me that sometimes I can
submerge my consciousness in the physicel duties I must perform. Unlike you at
your painting, I cen sometimes think of nothing as I slice onions, or stir soup,
or set the table. And todsy I have made each smail act last as long as possible.
in order: to postpome the moment when T sit down with a book and begin to think
again.

I feel as if I had made elmost no progress ab all with my German-—
reading, 2nd yet sometimes a passage ap & Dpage reade so easily that I am hardly
conscioms of translating. I took a few notes for my Medieval history cougse this
afternoon, =nd that small achievement gave me more pleasure than almost enything
that I have done this week.

Mother, whose memory, is very short sometimes, imagines that 1 was
nevervsensilent and gloomy &as I have been this summer., I think that she is wrong
but I cannot become gey in order to banish the specters that trouble her. Unfor=:
tunately, she imagines that the housework that I @o for her is partly to blame,
and she is always urging me to go on a trip with Alex somewhere, especgelly to
visit our Canadian relatives, but so far Alex has also resisted.
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