yet

Konnarock, Sunday evening.

Dear largaret, =

My mind has traveled many roundabout paths before it led me to the
typewriter to try to write you a letter whiech will help Yoo, orvat Lesst
not be painful for you. Tonight I did not go to chureh; mother was pro-
bably too tired to persuade me, and I would never go without persuasion.
Instead I listened to "Der Friede sei mit Dir" agaln, and having become
aware of my own uncleanness and weaknegs, I decided to bake a shower and
wash my hair. That done I looked at various books, Rilke's letters which
I have read so often, and Lessing's Laokoon which I have never had time
to read with diligence. Flease do not be grieved that it is difficult
for me to write to you and that when I write I express many things in
such an awkward way. I anm very much oprressed by the responsibility, the
burden which the words I write or speak place upon me; my character and
my actlions are very inadequate to balance my thoughts, either because the
former are too frivolous or the latter too ponderous, I cannot tell. But
then my words are 1like Jewelry, ornaments on the clothing of the soul, not
safety pins to keep it from falling down. In the end I would become too
extravagant, the ornaments would tear the clothing and their weight would
drag it tom earth. Naked, how could T speak to my parents or tell them
good night. You know that. with you I would not be ashamed. I would talk
at great length, and very confusingly until everything external had been
removed. If only you would learn to look at me as I am instead of re-
garding the disguises which are so vainful to wear. FPlease try very hard.

Wow it 1s but a few days until we shall see each other again. It
will be like awakeming from a dream to a reality. Even the drean hag 1its
value, however unpTeasant the various phases of it might be, and if it
were broken off in the middle, might not reality seem frightful and stranget
1t would be better tox awakew wake gently and gradually. At the moment I
feel anxious thelthis period in my feeling and thinking should not be
broken off pPrematurely. I must prepare mnyself to meet you, and I am
ashemed of my poverty. What do I have that I might give you ? === Father
is listening to loud war news and I have difficulties goncentrating. ---
I had so many things about which I wanted to write only enough to let you
know that I was thinking of them in relation to you. HMHogt of things about
which I think concern you, but sometimes I have the feeling that they are
doing their best to ecrowd themsgelves betweenigﬁu sometimes they almost
make me lose sight of you. As much ds anythlng, e disguises behind
which I hide, the indifference which I ghow toward BF nany things because
I care for them so much that I do not know what else to do. All ny affectel
indifference toward things you do, toward my prospective medilecal studies
1s a result of dnsufficdency. (&nd toward other people - - - /|
Finally I become so accustomed to my role that I begin to fear the costume,
particularly when your letters begin to concern themgelves with it and to
criticize it. The fact that my parents can gsee nothing elge ig difficult
enough, but cannot you try to see me as I am2? Or has the costume fused
with my skin, and is the endless criticism really applicable to me ? It were
terrible if true, and vyet, I cannot think that it is, otherwise T could not
be myself anymore. I pPray that it is not. If only you were here, I should
have a better mirror in which to see myself.




lay I g0 to bed now and try to sleep % Writing to you is taking off
the heavy armor and breathing a purer air, but it is xmry painful, and I
am not used to be myself. Let me crawl back where I belong. Like the
proverbial grloundho » Lvainly look for the sun. ~How long is it yet ?
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