And Bach went gallantly on, now faint and small. And | lay in my bed in a very strange mood.
Filaments of light along the menacing bare trunk outside my window. A constant pounding. And
| thought to myself: any minute now a piece of shrapnel could come through that window. It’'s
quite possible. And it's equally possible that there would be a lot of pain. And yet | felt so deeply
peaceful and grateful, there in my bed, and meekly designed to all the disasters and pains that
might be in store for me.

All disasters stem from us. Why is there a war? Perhaps because now and then | might
be inclined to snap at my neighbor. Because | and my neighbor and everyone else do not have
enough love. Yet we could fight war and all its excrescences by releasing, each day, the love
that is shackled inside us, and giving it a chance to live. And | believe that | will never be able to
hate any human beings for his so-called wickedness, that | shall only hate the evil that is within
me, though hate is perhaps putting it too strongly even then. In any case, we cannot be lax
enough in what we demand of others and strict enough in what we demand of ourselves.

Yes, the trees, sometimes at night their branches would bow down under the weight of
the fruit of the stars, and now they are menacing daggers piercing the bright spring air. Yet even
in their new shape and setting they are unspeakably beautiful. | remember a walk along an
Amsterdam canal, one dreamlike summer night, long, long ago. | had visions then of ruined
cities. | saw old cities vanish and new cities rise, and | thought to myself, even if hte whole of
this world is bombed to bits, we shall build a new world, and that one too will pass, and still life
will be beautiful, always beautiful.

Even ill-fated Rotterdam. What a bizarre new landscape, so full of eerie fascination, yet
one we might also come to love again. We human beings cause monstrous conditions, but
precisely because we cause them we soon learn to adapt ourselves to them. Only if we become
such that we can no longer adapt ourselves, only if, deep inside, we rebel against every kind of
evil, will we be able to put a stop to it. Airplanes, streaking down in flames, still have a weird
fascination for us - even aesthetically - though we know, deep down, that human beings are
being burned alive. As long as that happens, while everything within us does not yet scream out
in protest, so long will we find ways of adapting ourselves, and the horrors will continue



