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or a long time | used to go to bed early. Sometimes, when | had put out my candle, my eyes would close so quickly that | had not even time to say "I'm going to sleep.”
And half an hour later the thought that it was time to go to sleep would awaken me; | would try to put away the book which, | imagined, was still in my hands, and to blow
out the light; | had been thinking all the time, while | was asleep, of what | had just been reading, but my thoughts had run into a channel of their own, until | myself
seemed actually to have become the subject of my book: a church, a quartet, the rivalry between Francois | and Charles V. This impression would persist for some
moments after | was awake; it did not disturb my mind, but it lay like scales upon my eyes and prevented them from registering the fact that the candle was no longer
buming. Then it would begin to seem unint ble, as the thoughts of a former existence must be to a reincamate spirit; the subject of my book would separate itself
from me, leaving me free to choose whether | would form part of it or no; and at the same time my sight would retum and | would be astonished to find myself in a state
of darkness, pleasant and restful enough for the eyes, and even more, perhaps, for my mind, to which it appeared incomprehensible, without a cause, a matter dark
indeed. | would ask myself what o'clock it could be; | could hear the whistling of trains, which, now nearer and now farther off, punctuating the distance like the note of a
bird in a forest, shewed me in perspective the deserted countryside through which a traveller would be hurrying towards the nearest station: the path that he followed
being fixed for ever in his memory by the general excitement due to being in a strange place, to doing unusual things, to the last words of conversation, to farewells
exchanged beneath an unfamiliar lamp which echoed still in his ears amid the silence of the night; and to the delightful prospect of being once again at home. | would lay
my cheeks gently against the comfortable cheeks of my pillow, as plump and blooming as the cheeks of babyhood. Or | would strike a match to look at my watch. Nearly
midnight. The hour when an invalid, who has been obliged to start on a journey and to sleep in a strange hotel, awakens in a moment of illness and sees with glad relief a
streak of daylight shewing under his bedroom doaor. Oh, joy of joys! it is morning. The servants will be about in a minute: he can ring, and some one will come to look after
him. The thought of being made comfortable gives him strength to endure his pain. He is certain he heard footsteps: they come nearer, and then die away. The ray of light
beneath his door is extinguished. It is midnight; some one has turned out the gas; the last servant has gone to bed, and he must lie all night in agony with no one to bring
him any help. 1 would fall asleep, and often | would be awake again for short snatches only, just long enough to hear the regular creaking of the wainscot, or to open my
eyes to settle the shifting kaleidoscope of the darkness, to savour, in an instantaneous flash of perception, the sleep which lay heavy upon the furniture, the room, the
whole surroundings of which | formed but an insignificant part and whose unconsciousness | should very soon retum to share. Or, perhaps, while | was asleep | had retumed
without the least effort to an earlier stage in my life, now for ever outgrown; and had come under the thrall of one of my childish terrors, such as that old terror of my
great-uncle’s pulling my curls, which was effectually dispelled on the day—the dawn of a new era to me--on which they were finally cropped from my head. | had forgotten
that event during my sleep; | remembered it again immediately | had succeeded in making myself wake up to escape my great-uncle's fingers; still, as a measure of precau-
tion, | would bury the whole of my head in the pillow before retuming to the world of dreams. Sometimes, too, just as Eve was created from a rib of Adam, so a woman
would come into existence while | was sleeping, conceived from some strain in the position of my limbs. Formed by the appetite that | was on the point of gratifying, she it
was, | imagined, who offered me that gratification. My body, conscious that its own warmth was permeating hers, would strive to become one with her, and | would awake.
The rest of humanity seemed very remote in comparison with this woman whaose company | had left but a moment ago: my cheek was still warm with her kiss, my body
bent beneath the weight of hers. If, as would sometimes happen, she had the appearance of some woman whom | had known in waking hours, | would abandon myself alto-
gether to the sole quest of her, like people who set out on a journey to see with their own eyes some city that they have always longed to visit, and imagine that they can
taste in reality what has charmed their fancy. And then, gradually, the memory of her would dissolve and vanish, until | had forgotten the maiden of my dream. When a
man is asleep, he has in a circle round him the chain of the hours, the sequence of the years, the order of the heavenly host. Instinctively, when he awakes, he looks to
these, and in an instant reads off his own position on the earth's surface and the amount of time that has elapsed during his slumbers; but this ordered procession is apt
to grow confused, and to break its ranks. Suppose that, towards morning, after a night of insomnia, sleep descends upon him while he is reading, in quite a different posi-

ion from that in which he normally goes to sleep, he has only to lift his arm to arrest the sun and turn it back in its course, and, at the moment of waking, he will have no
idea of the time, but will conclude that he has just gone to bed. Or suppose that he gets drowsy in some even more abnormal position; sitting in an armchair, say, after
dinner: then the world will fall topsy-turvy from its orbit, the magic chair will carry him at full speed through time and space, and when he opens his eyes again he will
imagine that he went to sleep months earlier and in some far distant country. But for me it was enough if, in my own bed, my sleep was so heavy as completely to relax
my consciousness; for then I lost all sense of the place in which | had gone to sleep, and when | awoke at midnight, not knowing where | was, | could not be sure at first
who | was; | had only the most rudimentary sense of existence, such as may lurk and flicker in the depths of an animal's consciousness; | was more destitute of human
qualities than the cave-dweller; but then the memary, not yet of the place in which | was, but of various other places where | had lived, and might now very possibly be,
would come like a rope let down from heaven to draw me up out of the abyss of not-being, from which | could never have escaped by myself: in a flash | would traverse
and surmount centuries of civilisation, and out of a half-visualised succession of oil-lamps, followed by shirts with tumed-down collars, would put together by degrees the
component parts of my ego. Perhaps the immobility of the things that surround us is forced upon them by our conviction that they are themselves, and not anything else,|
and by the immobility of our conceptions of them. For it always happened that when | awoke like this, and my mind struggled in an unsuccessful attempt to discover where|
| was, everythil uld be moving round me through the darkness: things, places, years. My body, still too heavy with sleep to move, would make an effort to construe
the form which its tiredness took as an orientation of its various members, so as to induce from that where the wall lay and the furniture stood, to piece together and to
give a name to the house in which it must be living. Its memory, the composite memory of its ribs, knees, and shoulder-blades offered it a whole series of rooms in which it|
had at one time or another slept; while the unseen walls kept chan , adapting themselves to the shape of each successive room that it remembered, whirling madly
through the darkness. And even before my brain, lingering in consideration of when things had happened and of what they had looked like, had collected sufficient impres-
sions to enable it to identify the room, it, my body, would recall from each room in succession what the bed was like, where the doors were, how daylight came in at the
windows, whether there was a passage outside, what | had had in my mind when | went to sleep, and had found there when | awoke. The stiffened side underneath my
body would, for instance, in trying to fix its position, imagine itself to be lying, face to the wall, in a big bed with a canopy; and at once | would say to myself, "Why, | must
have gone to sleep after all, and Mamma never came to say good night!" for | was in the country with my grandfather, who died years ago; and my body, the side upon
which | was lying, loyally preserving from the past an impression which my mind should never have forgotten, brought back before my eyes the glimmering flame of the
night-light in its bowl of Bohemian glass, shaped like an urn and hung by chains from the ceiling, and the chimney-piece of Siena marble in my bedroom at Combray, in my
great-aunt's house, in those far distant days which, at the moment of waking, seemed present without being clearly denned, but would become plainer in a little while
when | was properly awake. Then would come up the memory of a fresh position; the wall slid away in another direction; | was in my room in Mme. de Saint-Loup's house in}
the country; good heavens, it must be ten o'clock, they will have finished dinner! | must have overslept myself, in the little nap which | always take when | come in from my
walk with Mme. de Saint-Loup, before dressing for the evening. For many years have now elapsed since the Combray days, when, coming in from the longest and latest
walks, | would still be in time to see the reflection of the sunset glowing in the panes of my bedroom window. It is a very different kind of existence at Tansonville now with|
Mme. de Saint-Loup, and a different kind of pleasure that | now derive from taking walks only in the evenings, from visiting by maonlight the roads on which | used to play,
as a child, in the sunshine; while the bedroom, in which | shall presently fall asleep instead of dressing for dinner, from afar off | can see it, as we return from our walk, with
its lamp shining through the window, a solitary beacon in the night. These shifting and confused gusts of memory never lasted for more than a few seconds; it often hap-
pened that, in my spell of uncertainty as to where | was, | did not distinguish the successive theories of which that uncertainty was composed any more than, when we
watch a horse running, we isolate the successive positions of its body as they appear upon a bioscope. But | had seen first one and then another of the rooms in which |
had slept during my life, and in the end | would revisit them all in the long course of my waking dream: rooms in winter, where on going to bed | would at once bury my
head in a nest, built up out of the most diverse materials, the corner of my pillow, the top of my blankets, a piece of a shawl, the edge of my bed, and a copy of an
evening paper, all of which things | would contrive, with the infinite patience of birds building their nests, to cement into one whole; rooms where, in a keen frost, | would
feel the satisfaction of being shut in from the outer world (like the sea-swallow which builds at the end of a dark tunnel and is kept warm by the surrounding earth), and
where, the fire keeping in all night, | would sleep wrapped up, as it were, in a great cloak of snug and savoury air, shot with the glow of the logs which would break out
again in flame: in a sort of alcove without walls, a cave of warmth dug out of the heart of the room itself, a zone of heat whose boundaries were constantly shifting and
altering in temperature as gusts of air ran across them to strike freshly upon my face, from the corners of the room, or from parts near the window or far from the fire-
place which had therefore remained cold—or rooms in summer, where | would delight to feel myself a part of the warm evening, where the moonlight striking upon the half-
opened shutters would throw down to the foot of my bed its enchanted ladder; where | would fall asleep, as it might be in the open air, like a titmouse which the breeze
keeps poised in the focus of a sunbeam--or sometimes the Louis XVI room, so cheerful that | could never feel really unhappy, even on my first night in it: that room where
the slender columns which lightly supported its ceiling would part, ever so gracefully, to indicate where the bed was and to keep it separate; som es again that little
raom with the high ceiling, hollowed in the form of a pyramid out of two separate storeys, and partly walled with mahogany, in which from the first moment my mind was
drugged by the unfamiliar scent of flowering grasses, convinced of the hostility of the violet curtains and of the insolent indifference of a clock that chattered on at the
top of its voice as though | were not there; while a strange and pitiless mirror with square feet, which stood across one corner of the room, cleared for itself a site | had
not looked to find tenanted in the quiet surroundings of my normal field of vision: that room in which my mind, forcing itself for hours on end to leave its moorings, to
elongate itself upwards so as to take on the exact shape of the room, and to reach to the summit of that monstrous funnel, had passed so many anxious nights while my
body lay stretched out in bed, my eyes staring upwards, my ears straining, my nostrils sniffing uneasily, and my heart beating; until custom had changed the colour of the
curtains, made the clock keep quiet, brought an expression of pity to the cruel, slanting face of the glass, disguised or even completely dispelled the scent of flowering
grasses, and distinctly reduced the apparent loftiness of the ceiling. Customl that skilful but unhurrying manager who begins by torturing the mind for weeks on end with
her provisional arrangements; whom the mind, for all that, is fortunate in discovering, for without the help of custom it would never contrive, by its own efforts, to make
any room seem habitable. Certainly | was now well awake; my body had turned about for the last time and the good angel of certainty had made all the surrounding
objects stand still, had set me down under my bedclothes, in my bedroom, and had fixed, approximately in their right places in the uncertain light, my chest of drawers, my|
writing-table, my fireplace, the window overlooking the street, and both the doors. But it was no good my knowing that | was not in any of those houses of which, in the
stupid moment of waking, if | had not caught sight exactly, | could still believe in their possible presence; for memory was now set in motion; as a rule | did not attempt to
go to sleep again at once, but used to spend the greater part of the night recalling our life in the old days at Combray with my great-aunt, at Balbec, Paris, Donciéres,
Venice, and the rest; remembering again all the places and people that | had known, what | had actually seen of them, and what others had told me. At Combray, as every
afternoon ended, long before the time when | should have to go up to bed, and to lie there, unsleeping, far from my mother and grandmother, my bedroom became the
fixed point on which my melancholy and anxious thoughts were centred. Some one had had the happy idea of giving me, to distract me on evenings when | seemed abnor-
mally wretched, a magic lantern, which used to be set on top of my lamp while we waited for dinner-time to come: in the manner of the master-builders and glass-painters
of gothic days it substituted for the opagueness of my walls an impalpable iridescence, supernatural phenomena of many colours, in which legends were depicted, as on a
shifting and transitory window. But my sorrows were only increased, because this change of lighting destroyed, as nothing else could have done, the customary impression
| had formed of my room, thanks to which the room itself, but for the torture of having to go to bed in it, had become quite endurable. For now | no longer recognised it,
and | became uneasy, as though | were in a room in some hotel or furnished lodging, in a place where | had just arrived, by train, for the first time. Riding at a jerky trot,
Golo, his mind filled with an infamous design, issued from the little three-comered forest which dyed dark-green the slope of a convenient hill, and advanced by leaps and

wow

ht



Dear Elizabeth, Thanks for the letter | received this morning. Yesterday | saw the Corot exhibition. In it was the picture, “The Garden of Olives”; | am glad he painted that. To the right, a group of
olive trees, dark against the glimmering blue sky; in the background, hills covered with shrubs and a few large ivy-grown trees over which the evening star shines. At the Salon there are three very
fine Corots; the best of them, painted shortly before his death, “Les Bicheronnes” [female woodcutters], will probably be reproduced as a woodcut in L'lllustration or Le Monde lllustre. Of course |
have also been to the Louvre and the Luxembourg. The Ruysdaels at the Louvre are splendid, especially “Le Buisson,” “L'Estacade,” and “Le Coup de Soleil.” | wish you could see the little Rem-
brandts there, “The Men of Emmaus” and its counterpart, “The Philosophers.” Some time ago | saw Jules Breton with his wife and two daughters. His figure reminded me of J. Maris, but he had
dark hair. As soon as there is an opportunity | will send you a book of his, Les Champs et la Mer, which contains all his poems. He has a beautiful picture at the Salon, “St. John's Eve.” Peasant girls
dancing on a summer evening around a St. John's fire; in the background, the village with a church and the moon over it. Dansez, dansez, oh jeunes filles, En chantant vos chansons d'amour,
Demain pour courir aux faucilles, Vous sortiez au petit jour. There are now three pictures of his at the Luxembourg: “A Procession among the Cornfields,” “Women Gleaning” and “Alone.” A Dieu.
AndrewReverend van Gogh to Elizabeth. 7 January 1875 | am glad she [Anna] is still together with Vincent. Mrs. Van Gogh to Elizabeth. We are still enjoying the memories of those nice days
together. Those were very good days that we won't forget easily, and Andrewbeing with us that cold evening, and Anna's nice letter arriving when we were all sitting together around the stove.
Reverend van Gogh to Elizabeth. 1 February 1875 Together with Andrewshe had seen Hamlet there and seems to have well enjoyed it all. Reverend van Gogh to Elizabeth. 11 February 1875 She
[Anna] is happy and feels well placed, she likes her work and gets satisfaction out of it. She is really becoming a very capable person and she blesses the opportunity of being surrounded by such
beautiful nature; she says it gives her courage and force to work and struggle on, and serenity and peace in the heart. Anna van Gogh to Elizabeth 28 April 1875 Do you sometimes hear from
Vincent? | never do. It seems to me he has illusions about people and judges them before he knows them, and then, when he finds out how they really are and that they don't come up to the
expectations he had formed too soon about them, he is so disappointed that he throws them away like a bouquet of wilted flowers without looking whether among those wilted flowers there
would not be some that are not “quite rubbish” if only they would be treated with some care. | am really sorry | went to stay with him during the school holidays and was a burden to him. If |
would have had any reason to foresee that that would be the case | certainly would have found some way to arrange things differently. | did not tell this to the people at home; they think he is a
great support to me and that seems to give Father and Mother a great sense of relief. Well, the sun shines into my little room too beautifully and joyfully to think about unpleasant things and still
less to write about them; if, however, you know why he is like that to me, | should be very glad if you would tell me. Lies to Elizabeth 30 May 1875 Oh, if only Anna wanted to, how much she would
be able to do for him. | don't understand she has changed so much; | used to think she loved him so much. | have never had the opportunity of really getting to know Andrewwell, but during that
holiday and at that moment | realized what he is and what it meant to have such a brother. Elizabeth, | for one, | think we should be proud of him and should follow his example instead of going
against him. If only Father could hear but once how he talked to us then and could realize the purity of his thoughts, how differently he would think of him. Reverend van Gogh to Elizabeth 9 July
1875 If with regard to Vincent, we sometimes were worried about something strange in him, this does not mean - you do know that, don't you? - that we overlooked all the good qualities he has.
There is a kind of naturalness that is blamable. Someone who yields to low passions, follows nature, that is to say bestial nature, but human nature teaches him to dominate those passions. Now
don't misunderstand me; | don't want to say that | suspect you or Andrewof yielding to those ignoble passions, no indeed! But this is the course of my reasoning: a person can sometimes be not
natural enough. Youth is allowed to be lively, gay, cheerful; a youthful person is allowed to enjoy meeting people who are also youthful, gay and cheerful. In those years it is even a good thing if
one doesn't go against one's nature, for there is in a cheerful mood a beneficial force. Melancholy can be harmful, and to indulge in melancholy does not help to produce energy. My dear Elizabeth!
You should really think about that; | see that recently your liveliness has diminished, your cheerfulness is no longer what it was before. Reverend van Gogh to Elizabeth. 11 August 1875 The time is
near that Anna and Willemien are going to leave us. [They both went to Welwyn, in England.] Reverend van Gogh to Elizabeth 31 December 1875 How Andrewis going to go on, we don't know yet -
he certainly is not happy. | believe it is not the right place for him there. We talked quite openly and discussed possibilities. Yesterday he went to Uncle Cor to consult him too; he is also a busi-
nessman. | tend to believe that | must advise Andrewto ask for his resignation in two or three months. (I tell you this confidentially!) Don't think | act hastily; | have noticed the signs of the times,
seriously noticed them! In the meantime, these are only deliberations; it is not a definite decision. We also keep an eye on God in this matter. May His light give us wisdom and courage to act, when
we see it necessary [...] There is so much good in Vincent. That is why it may be necessary to make a change in his position. Dear Elizabeth, | had hoped to revisit her before her death 1, but it
was not to have been. L'hnomme s'agite et Dieu le méne [Man proposes and God disposes.] In the first box that we shall send to Holland you will find a photograph of that picture by Ph. De Cham-
pagne of which Michelet says, “It stayed in my memory for thirty years, coming back to me incessantly.” Further, an etching by Daubigny after Ruysdael, “The Bush”; a lithograph after Corot,
“Sunset”; a lithograph by Bodmer, “Fontainebleau in Autumn”; and two etchings by Jacque. A Dieu. Andrewl do not know how long | will stay here; nevertheless, | hope to go to Helvoirt before
returning to London, and | would like to believe that you will be there as well. | will pay for the trip. You will certainly not forget her, or her death, but it is better to keep that to yourself. It is one
of those things that, as time goes by, we “are sorrowful but always rejoicing”; that is what we have to learn. 1. See letter 26 Dear Elizabeth, | really want to know if you are leaving The Hague. Is
that what you want, too? Do write me if it is yes or no? Provisionally | am staying here, and | probably will not go to Holland before the autumn. In the first box that goes to The Hague you will find
a little parcel for Helvoirt. Please forward it after looking at what's in it. There are a few lithographs which | should like to see hanging in Father's study, next to the “Funeral Procession through
the Cornfields,” by Van der Maaten. “An Old Huguenot,” by Anker - the lithograph of which is in the parcel - | have sold to Uncle Vincent, who was here a few days ago. He also bought a beautiful
picture by Jacque, “Horses before a Plough in the Rain.” | don't know whether | have already written to you about it or not, but there has been a sale here of drawings by Millet. When | entered the
hall of the Hotel Drouot, where they were exhibited, | felt like saying, “Take off your shoes, for the place where you are standing is Holy Ground.” You know that Millet lived at Gréville. Well, | do not
know whether it was at Gréville or Granville that the man whom | told you of died. However this may be, | looked at Millet's drawings of “The Rocks of Gréville” with extra care. There is now a picture
of his at the Luxembourg, “The Church at Gréville.” A Dieu AndrewDear Elizabeth, Our Uncle Andrewvisited us here, | saw him often and talked about a heap of things with him. | asked him if he saw
any chance of getting you a place in the store in Paris. At first he wouldn't hear of it, saying that you were too valuable in The Hague. Then, after | insisted, he said he would think about it. He will
certainly come to see you while he is in The Hague; he is not going to change from his dullness, let him say what he wants, it will do no harm to you, and won't do you any harm when you need
something in the future. Don't talk of me unless you need something. He is very, very clever. When | was here last winter, one of the things he said to me was, “Supernatural things | may not
know, but | know everything about natural things.” | do not know if those were his exact words, but that was the meaning. | can also tell you that one of his favourite pictures is “Lost lllusions” by
Gleyre. Sainte-Beuve said, “In most men there exists a poet who died young, whom the man survived.” And Musset said, “Know that often a dormant poet is hidden within us, always young and
alive.” | think Uncle Andrewbelongs to the first group. So you know whom you are dealing with. Ask him squarely if he can arrange for you to have authority here or in London. Thank you for your
letter that came this morning and the poem by Riickert. Do you have a copy of his poems? | would love to get to know them. As soon as | have a chance, | shall send you a French Bible, and The
Imitation of Christ. It was probably the favourite book of that lady painted by Ph. de Champaigne. There is a portrait of her daughter, a nun, in The Louvre, also by Ph. de Ch. She has I'lmitation on
the chair beside her. Father wrote to me once: “You know that the same mouth which said: “Be as harmless as the doves,” and straight away added: “and wise as a serpent.” [Matt. 10:16] Keep
that in mind and believe me always, Your loving brother, AndrewDo you have the photographs after Meissonier in the gallery? Look at them often; he has painted men. Probably you know his “Le
Fumeur a la Fenétre” and “Le jeune Homme Déjeunant.”Letterhead] Paris, July 24 1875 Dear Elizabeth, A few days ago we received a picture by de Nittis, a view of London on a rainy day, West-
minster bridge and the house of Parliament [sic]. | used to pass over Westminsterbridge every morning and evening and know how it looks when the sun sets behind Westminster abbey and the
house of Parliament, and how it looks early in the morning, and in winter in snow and fog. When | saw the picture | felt how much | loved London. Still | think that it is better for me that | left it. This
in answer to your question. | certainly do not believe that you will be sent to London. Thanks for the “Springtime of Life.” And “At Midnight” by Riickert. The first is very beautiful, the latter
reminds me of “September Night” by de Musset. | wish | could send it you, but | do not possess it. Yesterday we sent a box to The Hague in which you will find what | promised you. | hear that
Anna and Liesbeth are at home, | should like to see them. Be as happy as you can and write to me soon. With a firm handshake, Your loving brother, AndrewDear Elizabeth, | wanted to write you
earlier. | am happy that Father has accepted the nomination at Etten; in the circumstances, | think it right that W. and A. [their sisters] are leaving together. | would have liked to be with you all
that Sunday when you went to Helvoirt - did | write you that | spent the day with Soek and his family at Ville d'Avray? | was surprised to find three pictures by Corot in a little church there. Last
Sunday and the previous Sunday, | went to church to listen to Dr. Bercier; | heard him preach on “Toutes choses prouveront le bien de ceux qui aiment Dieu” [All things work together for the good
of those that love God] and on “Il fit I'homme a son image” [God created man in his own image.] It was beautiful and noble. You should go to church every Sunday if you have the time; even if the
preaching is not good, it is better to go; you will not regret it. Have you been to church to hear the Reverend Mr. Zubli? On the list of engravings that hang in my room, | forgot the following: N.
Maes The Nativity Hamon “If | Were the Sombre Winter” Frangois Last Summer Days Ruyperez The Imitation of Jesus Christ Bosboom Cantabimus and Psallemus | am trying to get another engraving
of Rembrandt's “Bible Reading” for you; if possible, | will send it to you in the first box of pictures. Did | send you a lithograph of Troyon's “Morning Effects” and Frangois' “Last Summer Days”? If
not, tell me. | have duplicate copies of them. And now, be as happy as you can; do well and don't look back if you can help it. Believe me, always your loving brother, AndrewMy compliments to Mr.
and Mrs. Tersteeg and Mauve. Also to the Van Stockums, Haanebeeks, Aunt Fie and the Rooses! Dear Elizabeth, Thanks for your last letter and the poem by Riickert. Last Sunday, | again went to
hear M. Bercier. He had chosen this text: “Il ne vous est pas permis” [It is not permitted] and he concluded with “Heureaux ceux pour qui la vie a toutes ses épines” [Happy is he whose life is all
thorns] | know that uncle Andrewreally likes this phrase, “Young man, rejoice in your youth and that your heart is made content by the days of your youth, and live like your heart guides itself
according to your eyes, but understand that for everything God will make judgment. Take away the chagrin of your heart, and put away malice, for youth and adolescence is not in vain. But
remember your Creator during the days of your youth, before the bad days come and the years arrive when you will say "I don't have any pleasure'.” For me, | find the following phrase better: Fear
God and keep his commandments, for this will give pleasure for all men, and lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil. Enclosed is a note for Mr. Tersteeg. It is to ask him if he will have
two engravings framed for me, “Good Friday” and “St. Augustine.” You will find them in the next box | send you. And will you be so kind as to have them sent to Helvoirt by September 107 | should
like it to be a present [for his mother's birthday] from both of us, so will you pay 2.50 towards the frames? | told Mr. Tersteeg that you would write me how much it cost and that | would then
remit the money to him; the 2.50 you can give me when we meet. That will probably be before Christmas; | think it would be better not to ask for leave before that time. Tonight | am invited to
dine at Mr. Hamman's 1. A Dieu, write me soon and believe me, Your affectionate brother, Andrew 1. A French painter, friend of Uncle Vincent's.Paris, 1st September 1875 Dear Elizabeth, This
morning | received from Father and from you the news of the death of Uncle Jan 1. News of this sort makes one repeat the prayer, “Unite us, O Lord, close together, and may our love of Thee
strengthen that bond,” and again: Fear God and keep his commandments, for this is the whole duty of man. In the first box of pictures going to Holland you will find some lithographs and the
engravings after Rembrandt that | mentioned to you. You will surely like the two lithographs after Bonington. At the same time | shall send you a few photographs of pictures by Jules Breton and
Corot for Father; | shall write on the back, “for Helvoirt.” | never heard of the painter, Pynas, whom you write about. | should like to see the picture you mention. | don't know that lithograph after
Diaz's “A Monk” either. Last Sunday | was at the Louvre (on Sundays | generally go there or to the Luxembourg). | wish you could see Van Ostade, his own family - himself, his wife and, | think,
eight children. They are all in black - the wife and daughters with white caps and kerchiefs - in a stately old-Dutch room with a fireplace, large oak panels and ceiling, the whitewashed walls with
pictures in black frames. In the corner of the room is a large bed with blue curtains and quilt. The Rembrandt, “The Men of Emmaus,” which | wrote you about has been engraved; Messrs. Goupil &
Co. will publish the engraving next autumn. Do you ever visit Borchers's home? His mother is, | think, a real lady. Go out as much as you can, | mean, of course, to Van Stockum's, Haanebeek's,
Carbentus's, Borchers's, etc.; not to Kraft's or Marda's, you know, unless it happens that you can't do otherwise - then there is no harm in it for once. How is business? | know how difficult it is
sometimes, but try to be as useful as you can. Best wishes and write soon, always your loving brother, AndrewEnclosed is a note for Borchers; compliments to all the Roos family and to everybody
who asks after me. B. tells me that Weehuizen is dead, which | did not know. Were you there? 1. Uncle Jan Carbentus. Dear Elizabeth, | am enclosing my letter for Mother's birthday; please
include it with yours. | have bought the book about Michel, with etchings after his pictures; as soon as | have finished it, | will send it to you. Yet Michel is not nearly so beautiful as the landscape
described in Adam Bede which impressed us both so much. There is also a painting by Bonington which is almost “it” but not quite. When you have a chance and | have finished the book, please
lend it, in my name, to Uncle Cor; but | want it to be yours. | see the pictures themselves, so you may as well have the descriptions and etchings after them. Compliments to the Haanebeeks,
Carbentuses, Van Stockums, Mauve, and Roos when you see them. Best wishes, always your loving brother, AndrewAlso give the book by Michel to Mr. Tersteeg to read. Letter from Elizabeth, on
the other half of which is Vincent's reply] The Hague, 7 September 1875 Dear Vincent, Last spring Weehuizen died. | thought you knew. He died very suddenly after a few days' illness. He died in
hospital with nobody present. | greatly regretted that | was not with him. | had been on familiar terms with him of late. He had read Michelet's L'Amour and often talked about it to me, and he
loved nature so much and sought the still sadness in it. Last Sunday | heard a beautiful sermon. Jesus wept. Thank you for the lithographs and the book by Michel you promised me; | am very
curious to see them. | have taken your letter to the Borchers. They seem to be good people, and | hope to see more of them. Today we received the novelties, including that engraving after Rem-
brandt. It looks fine, the figure of Jesusespecially is beautiful, and the whole is noble. Adieu, good luck. Yours affectionately, Elizabeth The frames for the engravings for Mother's birthday cost 4
guilders apiece. [Reply] Paris, 8 September 1875 Dear Elizabeth, You didn't expect to get this letter back, did you? No, my lad, that's not the way to look at it. Certainly Weehuizen's death is sad,
but sad in another way than you say. Keep your eyes open, and try to be strong and brave. Are you sure that Michelet's book was the right one for him? Elizabeth, | want to make a suggestion that
may perhaps surprise you. Do not read Michelet any longer or any other book but the Bible till we meet again at Christmas, and do as | told you: go out in the evening often, dropping in on Van
Stockum, Borchers and the like. | don't think you will regret it; you will feel much freer once you start this regimen. Beware of the words | underlined in your letter. There is still a sadness, certainly,
thank God, but | do not know whether we are entitled to it yet. You notice | say we: 1, no more than you. The other day Pa wrote me, “Sadness does no harm, but makes us see things with a holier
eye.” This is the true “still sadness,” the pure gold, but we have not got as far as that, not by a long shot. Let us hope and pray we may get there, and believe me always Your loving brother,
Andrew! have got a little bit further than you, and | see already that, alas, the maxim “La jeunesse et I'adolescence ne sont que vanité” [Youth and adolescence are nothing but vanity] is nearly all
true. So keep heart, old fellow, | shake your hand warmly.Dear Elizabeth, Fligel, Fliigel iiber's Leben! Fliigel tiber Grab und Tod! [Wings, wings to fly above life! Wings to fly above the grave and
death!] That is what we want, and | am beginning to understand that we can get them. Don't you think Father has them? And you know how he got them? By prayer and the fruit of prayer -
patience and faith - and from the Bible that was a light on his path and a lamp ahead of his feet. This morning | heard a beautiful sermon on the theme: Forget what is behind you; the preacher said
for example: Have more hope than memories; what there has been seriousness and blessed in your past life is not lost; wait no longer therefore, you will find it elsewhere, but advance ... All these
things have become new in Jesus Christ. Keep heart and believe me, Your loving brother, Andrewlf it was true that youth and adolescence are only vanity - of course, if one takes into account what
is written above and if one dreams that a well employed youth is a treasure, although he breaks off and resumes later, we would have to strive and hope to become men like our father and others.
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