
364 72 Street 
Brooklyn, nY 
Nov. 2 6 , 1952 

Dear krank; 
I s h a l l t e l l you something about what has hannened to me i n -

t e m a l l j ' - i n the i n t e r v a l since we l a s t met. You w i l l r e c a l l the 
time before l a s t , i n the w i n t e r , when we agreed t h a t each would 
s t r i v e t o acquire some new t r a i t , and t h a t by summertime i t would 
have grown t o such degree as t o be n o t i c e a b l e , w thout d e l i b e r a t e 
clues, t o the other. 1 w i l l t e l l you now t h a t the nualitj'- 1 aimed 
at i s one I sought even i n high-school days, yet never achieved, 
and I have not achieved i t t h i s year - seirenity. I t h i s year 
sought s e r e n i t y , ana I have l o s t even oeace of mind."Serenity"! 
c a l l oeace or mind v;ith the superaddition of a kind of obvious ma
j e s t y , uut t h i s year, when I was g i v i n g up my Machiillan job, and 
l o o k i n g f o r another, ana during my impermanent tenure o f t h i s cur
rent .job w i t h Welfare, j . one by one l o s t most of the assurances 
which f o r m e r l y had stood by me, f a i t h i n my mental s t a b i l i t y , 
f a i t h i n ray t a l e n t and d e s t i n y , f a i t h i n my value as a man. I 
seem of l a t e never,as I once d i d , to r e i g n over my nassions and t o 
exert choice. Uf l a t e , I seem r a t h e r l i k e l i t t o r a l sand t h a t only 
i s said t o contain tumultuous seas, but actual j v/hicfti owns no 
form but what t h e i r tanuests leave as a residue. I am angry much 
or the time. The look or peace t h a t I once sensed as seated upon 
my face has given way t o I'urrow i n brow and a sullenness 1 can't 
seem t o l i f t from about the corners of my mouth, 1 now suspect, as 
I look and observe s i m i l a r t r o u b l e i n others, how rare was t h a t 
pleasure, once common i n me, of walking abroad i n nature and f i n d 
ing myself t r a n s p o r t e d , suffused w i t h the sense of u n i t j r w i t h A l l , 
of imaense funds of power and potencjr of i n f i n i t e advance, which 
i s the c h a r a c t e r i s t i c g i f t oi mysticism, i t i s almost a year since 
1 have f e l t moved t o t e a r s , except by my own s u f f e r i n g , f e l t hallow
ed i n pines, exaulted i n church, or powerful i n men. i t i s almost a 
year since I have enjoyed a t r u l ^ - o r i g i n a l thought. 1 sense too keen
l y the poverty - no, more exact, the penury of iueas t h a t compose 
and r u l e an i n d i v i d u a l . 1 have also been pained somewhat by my 
nerves. Always neuresthenic, x have ci' l a t e approached neuroticism. 
vj-round has been l o s t . 

On the other hand, i have an i n t u i t i o n t h a t 1 have learned very 
mucn, DOtii about myself, and about l i f e , t h i s past year, i t i s know
ledge not 3'-et digested, AS a f t e r a death, I cannot yet a r t i c u l a t e 
these new t r u t h s , i hope they are not t r u t h s , l i k e those madness 
knows, whose a c q u i s i t i o n j s so t e r r i b l e t h a t iV'desthoj'-s perception, 
anal3rsis, and even memoipr t n e i r possessor. Bo/much t o t change. When 
do I see you again? / 
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