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September 21, 1958
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once agaln I have permitted time to slip by in such
quantitles that I feel somewhat foolish (and also, need=-
less to say, rather ashamed of myself) in thanking you
for your last letter which bearé#s the date of June 23.
But then, now, as was the case when Tormer occasion, I
do have some sort of an excuse - poor as it may be. for
the past seven months, as it happens, I have been an inva-
11d, having broken my left foot in a most idiotically com-
plicated way: and whilg*the faot that I have been confined
to my bed ever since Februarg could not possibly and satis-
factorily explain my dull dilence, the truth remains that
T didn't feel up to teake care of my private correspondence
during most of the period in queation. Of ecourse, there were,
as usual, fhumerable things T had to attend to under all
eirecumstances, such as a sereen play after BUDDENBROOKS:
the T.M.-Archive at the Zurieh Eidgeniissische Technische
Hoshschule which 1s still far from having been sorted out
the way I want 1t to be; the work required by a first volume
of letters by T.M,, and so forth. And so, naturally, I haven't
been entirely lazy. Inspite »f which I feel very sorry
(very sorry agaln!) about not having written to you. Even
more 80, as the kindness of your springtime letter had pleased
an touched me tremendously.

Today I may at least report that I've just finished re-
reading HOWARDS END and that, like its predecessors (PASSAGE,
ROOM WITH A VIEW, ASPECTS and the short stories) TiLwpsope@héps
bhisvelmmopwstouching, interesting, indestructdble 1n all of
its human sepeeds and exeiting (yes, that, too!) than when I
first made 1ts acguaintance. Then - as I remember quite well -
I thought it 2331 too "English" as to be of all-embracing vali-
dity. Today, its extreme,"Englishness" has by no means dimi-
nished but whatever happens,is convi nelng far beyond any
national boundary. Besides, how much did you know even in those
ear days about all things German; how utterly characteristie
ar gour German characters, although nobody - and hence not
even yoy = could have forseen in the years from 1908 till
1910 to what extrefims of medieval barbardism my alien homeland
might yet be going. For, whilgt certain recent developments in
Fngland could not but have aroused your anxiety, and whilst
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parallel events in the Unites States cannot but fill

us all with a fair amount of horror - no nation (not
even the Russians) has as yet managed to equal the deeds
of so called (national-soecialism’), and unless America
unleashes the ‘atomic war (which T st1ll do not think she
will do), no nation seems likely ever to equal them.

Nevertheless, things don't look s» bright, do they ?
And 1t remains most tragle and humiliatine to think of
what the "vietors" misht have done with their victory as
compared with what they actually di1d%° "Mich fasst Verzweif-
lung, foltert Spott", as good old "Max" sings in good old
"Frel schiitz", and quite rightly, he continues by asking:
"Herrscht blinddas Sechicksal, lebt kein Gott 7"

Perhaps, however, we should taks comfort in the fact
that as early as good old Weber dispair could rule that
supreme (or 1s it "supremely"?), if only in = comparatively
private eeontext peretrmi ifui?'

Adieu for now, dear E.M. Forster and please go on belng
lentient with me. Also, let me repeat my entreaty that you
call here if and wherever Zurich fisures on any of your
travelling msps. ;

My very best wishes

yours




