Janmuary 16, 1951

Dear Jochen,
I feel very tired and anxious. I have felt this way since I left you

Sunday evening, and yet there is nothing ever which I should worry, except.

the letters that don'$ come and your letter that will come. I have felt as
continueusly troubled, though less intensely so, as I did during that week in
December. All-of this anxiety in spite of the fact that my work goes well.

pefore your telephone call this evening the woman downstairs stood and shouted
angrlly for a long time at her baby who woudd not go to sleep. Now everything
is very quiet. The baby and its mother are asleep. I would like to sleep too,
but I will not go go bed for a long time—-not until I kmow that I can sleep.
I feel tired and childish enough to cry myself to sleep if Dorry were not on
her way here. She has her own troubles which are so modern and seem to me so
émpty and’almost 'sordiéd that I do not know hew to begin to help her.

January 17, 1951

I have had a long time to think about your letter. Dorry brought it
with her this morning when she came to have lunch with me at school before taking
the plane. She had assumed from the postmark that this might be the letter from
Binsor or Buckingham. Your letter was read at first in snatches.-between an inter-
vikew with an eighth-geader in which we discussed Shakespeare, modern poetry, and
Wordswotth's definition of poetry, and a period with a tenth grader in which we
discussed the process of making laws and enforcing them. And there were confer-
ences with Sarah and anather history teacher about ‘possible éhanges in the durri
culum and how to fill up the gaps in the department. Then all the way home I read
the letter and though about you and wept a little. Now havihg spent four hours
in cleaning the apartment an bathing and thinking about you and the letter I think
that I should tell you some of the things that I have thought. This is not a-
"flehender Eilbrief" nor is it an angry letter, though my attempts at clarity and
precision and my effort to tell you uyuietly and without tears what I think and feel,
what hurts me and troubles me may perhaps sound to you like anger. I have no reason
for anger, nor do I feel it.

What hurss me most is that you speak of my "Heiratspléne" and your fear
concerning them, the fear from which you would be freed if you did ballly in-
Medical Sbhool and had to leave. Either we both have plans or neither of us has
plans. There can be no difference of opinion about this. And I would prefer to
assume that we did not have plans. The fact that I am leaving a good job and &«
Place to Live and that I Hope to find both of these in Cambridge perhaps: makes
it appear that I have Vplans". Under similar circumstances most people would have
plans. But we are not most people. The reason that I am leaving New York is thats
I cannot live here any more. I made my own decision, and yowr were surprised when
you lesrned that I had told Miss Mitchell. Evidently you thoughttthat I should wait
until T hag found a job in order to make up my mind. The reason that! I am cominf
to Cambridge is thet I love you and need to be near you. But perhaps I cannot come.
Perhaps I will not be able to find a job. Then everything will have decided itself
and T will go home, to teach if I can, if not, !« I will be a housekeeper for my
mother. She will pey me, and I will still come to see you on weekends, if you
still want me. I do neot intend to register at the Graduate Sehool. {~ d n 0t .
feel justified in spending the money, end I know that I need a JoB““hﬁhe hes 2
that I camnot express by reading books and wiiting p&pers. I wish éhdt I could
express the love that is in me by reading and writing and thinking, and bhrough




music, as you do, but I do not yet know how. If ever I learn, you will be my teacher.
If you should decide that it was to hard and that you could not even see me, then I

would hope to find enough work go that I would be-Bo exhausted that I could not o
feel anything. What more can Ihteil Foéu. S0 Farias-they Exist; these are my- "plans.
E'hope:Go@*W&&&%findeﬁetdervoneswforame.u .

I know that you do not thing that I understand your fears, but I believe tha t
T do understand them s wekliss anyone can besides you yourself. OSometimes I wonder
whether you understand your own fears. You are much more &dfraid that I do not love .
you than I am afraid that you do mot leve me. You ask me continually and you search
for occasions and symbols which will prove to you that I do not love you. = Sometimes .
1 wonder whethér this search is also a search for estapes. You have told me often of
the impossibilities with which you are confronted: tha t it is impossible to live with-
out me, but that it is eouelly impossible to live with me. Why do you meke plans?
We are:together only on weekends; we can only plan for those. Sometimes I have also
wondered whether you would feel differently if I were more enxious, if I lived
as you do in the midst of conflicting'jossibilities. Would your :perspective be better?
Would you be able to distinguish between what is impossible and what is very hard,
between what God asks of you and what He does not ask? The decisions end plens are
His; yours end mine only insofar as we accept or reject His plan. Perhaps if I thoughy
that I were writing this book, instead of God, I would write to you or come to you
in tears to tell you that I;tog was afraid and that it was impossibde for me too.
But wha t a silly,trite, "True Story" kind of book. Who woudd finish reading it.
Yet,still,I might be tempte# to write my sbory that way, since you are So disgurved
by my tears,and since you understand them so little and could be so eapily misled hy
themjyou think they are my weapons, that I pkead with them, and by means of them. ..
convince you that I need you so much that you cannot leave me. 1 will admit that
occasiongally they have been used in that way, but that is not -what: they have mgant
most of the time. I weep because I am helpless , because I can do nothing but”feel the
pain. Often it &eews to me that God is closest to me then; that'he stands-very close
and watches me , hoping that I will learn to see hém better soon. My tears plead with
you for nothing. They are prayers for a kKindlof protection and a gift of understanding
which you ca nnot give me, which no person cen efer give to another. And yet if we
both had what I pray for, we could share it. Verstehst Du, Jochen?

I feel very guilty about my family, both on theil account end on gours. I do not
know how much of the depression in which your letter was written was a product of Alex's
behavior,, but what you have written to your parents is exaggerated in a iway = which
will not clarify enything for enyone, includgng you. What Alex seys when drunk, his
manner whilé working under the tensions which are present in his life seems to me .
relatively unimportent. It is certainly true that be tends to regard you as "cold-
blooded# and me as a martyr. That is mostly my fault. I do not hnow hew to cure the
fault now except by the maintenance of arpublic manner which is less emotional and
more cheerful than I think I can manage to susta in. As for my Father's letter and
sedative. I had asked for these for the alkeviatioh-ofcf chronic insomnia, an &
ailment for which he has given me limited quantities of sedative since I wa s at
Bryn Mawr —long before I knew you. Perhaps you would like to know that I wrote a
cheerful etter home (more cheerful than I felt) on the train down from Boston, tekling
them, among other things how well I had slept. My letter yesterday said nothing of the
insomnia which has Ween even worse this week. I wish that I knew of a way to get pills
without asking Papa. Then it would be completely unnecessary to discuss the matler.
When my work goes well, I find that I can manage on two or three hours of sleep with out
too much exhaustion, though I long for oblibion and my emotions are very difficult to
control. TWhen I amvso tired, I want to confess myself, be forgiven, and sleep. Often
T wonder whether I should tell Mother and Papa -and Alex—- all about my relationship
with Leo. I wonder whether it would add more to their understanding or to their i
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misunderstanding of me. Usually I believe the latter. I wish that you would help
me ta decide what to do. I wish that Mother had asked questions, that you coudd
have told her. It will be so ugly if I tell her. I seem to understand it now
eveén less well than at the beginning.

You told me this weekend that I would help Mother if I could "comfide in
her more." What shall I confide? My fears and anxieties. That can hardly help.
My love of my work? That I try to do. My plans for the future? I have nohe to
speak of. And yet you make it so hard to remember +that I have no plans. You
are practical and decide that we should save money. And, hesitahtly, because you
imagine that perhaps I regard my money as mine and not also yours, you suggest a
joint savings account. When everything is decided, you seem so happy, and you
make the fact that I give you a check into a symbol of something. And then your mood
and mind changes and the symbol that you made is discarded. It sits in a drawer
with time-tables and is mentioned as you walk with me to the subway. Is i all
right? Yes, of course, its all right since that is the way it is and must be.
Logically,it must be all right since the symbol meant nothing to me in the beginning.
But the trouble is that now it does mean something because you spoke of it and
made it a symbol that had meaning for me. Do you understand why it is hard for me,
why the silly symbol that means nothing comes again and agdin to my mind,though
I tell it to go away and not to bother me. There are others too. Please, let us
not make plans, not uses symbols, until they can represent something that exists,
not something that we hopé to see. Pleseg.if I come home with you at Easter, let
us not look at your Uncle's ring. I do not want to see it until the day I Wear it-
if I ever do.

, I .am very tired, end I haveiwritten 'aigreat deal and yet nothing eboubtol.
Thefear that is at the@&ter of your letteriandcwhich you do not think that either

your parents or #rcan ulilerstand.--the part of you that woeudd be lost in marriage.

I bave thought about it in the past, and I still think about-if, but I do.not know how to
speak of it—-partly because you have said so little to me about it. I do mot believe
that it wonld be’lost in merriege, though its continued exéstence apart from me

might meke you feel very lonely. Whatever happened, itswould be:-hdrd:énd:-painful.

You must find out what is possible and what is impossible. Then we will make our

plans, together or separately. There will be no "emergencg " marriages.

Now I must try to work and to sleep. Do not worry about answereing this
letter. If you want , we can talk about some of these things the weekend agter
the examinations.

Ich m8chte bei Dir sein

 ome




