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Introduction



In 1994, internationally acclaimed fiction writer Lucia Berlin met New York School poet/librettist Kenward Elmslie at Naropa University’s Summer Writing Program, where they were both visiting writers. “We just clicked,” Lucia said in a 2002 interview. “It was as if we’d known each other forever and just talked and talked under a tree, like we’d been sitting on a stoop for ages.” Lucia called it an “instant friendship.” “We cut through right away into each other’s deep feelings. It was like falling in love, or going back to your childhood best friend in first grade, that kind of really pure friendship.”1


Lucia Berlin (1936–2004) was born in Alaska but moved frequently throughout her childhood and spent most of her youth in Santiago, Chile. As an adult, she lived in New Mexico, New York City, Mexico, California, and Colorado. Her short stories began to appear in literary magazines in the 1960s and in collections, from Angel’s Laundromat (Turtle Island, 1981) to Where I Live Now (Black Sparrow Press, 1999). During her lifetime, Lucia had a relatively small but devoted following. In 2015, a posthumous collection of her stories, A Manual for Cleaning Women (Farrar, Straus and Giroux), debuted on the New York Times bestseller list its first week and was named a best book of the year by many international critics. In 2018, Evening in Paradise, a second collection of her stories, and Welcome Home, a memoir with letters, were also published by Farrar, Straus and Giroux to wide acclaim in the United States and abroad.


Kenward Elmslie (1929–) was born in New York City but spent his youth in Colorado Springs, Colorado, and at the St. Mark’s Boarding School in Southborough, Massachusetts. After graduating from Harvard in 1950, this grandson of Joseph Pulitzer began his professional career writing librettos and lyrics for operas and Broadway musicals starting in the 1960s (Miss Julie, Lizzie Borden, The Sweet Bye and Bye), the same decade his first three poetry collections were published (Pavilions, The Champ, Album). These were followed by twenty-five additional books of poems, some of which were collaborations with visual artists, and a novel, The Orchid Stories (Doubleday, 1973). Kenward would write the lyrics for at least seven more musicals and operas, including The Grass Harp and The Seagull, which are still widely produced. He wrote the lyrics for Love-Wise, a song recorded by Nat King Cole and others. In 1973, Kenward founded Z Magazine and Z Press, which published many of the poets and writers now associated with the New York School.


Lucia and Kenward’s correspondence began in 1994, when she was living in Boulder, Colorado, and he was dividing his time between New York City and Calais, Vermont. It quickly grew to a literary exchange of about two letters per week for a decade. Despite the geographical distance between them, and having only been in person together a total of five or six times, Lucia and Kenward depended on their intimate friendship and deeply valued their faithful correspondence.


“We’re able to write letters where we feel that we are ourselves with each other,” Lucia said. “When he writes about Calais, he writes all the details of the town, the mailman and the grocer. I wrote a long letter about how upset I was when my mailman dyed his mustache. Things like that … we loved to tell each other.”


They also loved to gossip, to write “bad things about good friends,” as Lucia described it, admitting, “We can also be really catty.” But mostly Kenward and Lucia wrote with great affection for those writers and artists closest in their memories and their current daily rounds: Joe Brainard, Ed and Jenny Dorn, Ron and Pat Padgett, Bobbie Louise Hawkins, Ivan Suvanjieff, John Latouche, and others.


Lucia and Kenward led theatrical lives of glamour, drama, travel, love, loss, and literature. And because they began writing as new friends, they contextualized their pasts with vivid details. Lucia told Kenward of her childhood in Chile, her homes and moves around the world, how her beauty opened doors for her and helped her get out of difficult situations. Kenward wrote of his privileged childhood as the grandson of Joseph Pulitzer, his own family’s angsts and maneuverings.
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Lucia Berlin, 1995, photo by Valari Jack.





The two responded to national events such as the September 11th attacks, weapons of mass destruction, and President Clinton’s impeachment trial; Lucia recounted watching the Kennedy inauguration during an editor’s meeting at the Harvard Club. They reviewed the new books they were reading, as well as performances and shows by friends, a mix of international artists, opera singers, movie and stage actors, composers, and producers, friends and writers such as Gore Vidal, John Ashbery, George Plimpton, Anne Waldman, James Schuyler, Paul Auster, Frank O’Hara, Grace Paley, Tony Kushner, Ishmael Reed, Robert Creeley, Denise Levertov, Elaine Stritch, Leonard Bernstein, Felicia Montealegre, Sandy Duncan, Stella Adler, Stephen Sondheim, Brenda Lewis, Ned Rorem, John Cameron Mitchell, and Truman Capote. Their same thoughtful attention was given to the favorite authors they return to each summer: Chekhov, Proust, Barbara Pym, Trollope, Henry Green.
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Kenward Elmslie, photo by John Sarsgaard.





As attentive as they were to their beloveds and to each other, they responded to reactions and reviews of their own publications and performances. Kenward described the writing, rewriting, rehearsing, and producing involved in staging musicals and operas, his “post standing O” fatigue and depression, as well as his many collaborations with other poets and artists. He recounted conversations overheard as unhappy theatre-goers left one of his productions: “Who could’ve written a thing like that?” “Well, somebody must of.” Lucia lamented losing new friends after they’d disapproved of her stories. She wrote of a poorly attended reading where she decided to read from her worst stories, and audience members shouted out their least favorites: “No, Lucia … the Texan Christmas was worse” … “Read ‘Rainy Day,’ I can’t stand that one.” Kenward and Lucia told each other of their current writing projects, and the dread of not writing.


They wrote of their former loves and lovers, Kenward remembering his thirty years with artist-writer Joe Brainard, and Joe’s death from AIDS in 1994. Kenward also told Lucia of his life with author-lyricist John Latouche during Hollywood’s Red Scare, of their being escorted out of movie production offices because of Latouche’s name being on McCarthy’s blacklist. Lucia wrote of leaving her jazz musician husband Race Newton in New York and “eloping” to Mexico with musician Buddy Berlin, as well as how her actions and publications ended some friendships. She spoke of her mentor, the poet Ed Dorn, his illness and death, and they both shared griefs as other friends succumbed to age and mortality. Lucia and Kenward wrote of their own physical aging, their health and other problems, their loneliness, Lucia recounting her ailments with delicate humor, including a surprising trip to a wheelchair repair shop.


They shared their joy and dependence on each other’s letters. “I don’t actually say it when I see your handwriting but when there is a letter from you, I feel Kenward loves me and am cheered up before I even open it,” Lucia wrote in November 2000. They’re also aware of the literary value in the exchange: Kenward wrote, “Your last big letter meant the world to me, had the same voice as your stories […] there you are, much to my surprise, side-by-side with [Chekhov]. Anton, meet Lucia. Lucia, meet Anton.” Lucia wrote, “Your letters remind me of Flaubert’s … they are where your prose, which is poetry, shines and takes off. They would be enjoyable if only because of the exquisite New York and Calais daily life chronicles, but you have written so much about opera and musicals, other lyricists and poets and painters.”


I met Lucia Berlin in 1996 at the University of Colorado, where I was her student in the master’s program in fiction. The first time I visited her home, she introduced me to Kenward’s writings, first via his postcards and recent letters attached to her refrigerator, dramatically reading aloud from those Kenward sent under various pseudonyms he imagined. Then Lucia sent me home with Kenward’s recent books Bare Bones and Routine Disruptions. Their friendship and correspondence inspired her, and she often read excerpts from his letters to her writing classes.


In 2002, four years after I graduated from CU and during a period when Lucia and I had deepened our friendship, she proposed that I become Kenward’s live-in assistant, and in January 2003, I moved to New York City and into Kenward’s West Village townhouse, where I lived and worked as his helper for nine years. During the remaining two years of Lucia’s life, I often delivered her letters from the mail slot to Kenward at his desk or dining room table, and I frequently xeroxed copies for him and mailed Kenward’s letters to Lucia from the post offices in New York and Vermont. I counseled Lucia by e-mail or phone if a week went by and she hadn’t received a letter from him. Was Kenward okay? Was he mad at her? They both relied on receiving written news from the other.


Lucia often spoke to me and also wrote to Kenward about the descriptions of his theatrical works: “Kenward, these performance letters, or pre-and-post performance letters, are wonderful and should be published as a Something? of their own. They are beautifully written, very visual and filled with the excitement of the Performance … so they are in a genre not literary. You’re Describing what’s going to be LIVE and on stage but more than that is the undercurrent of Stage THRILL. Lovely.”


As would be expected with the hundreds and hundreds of letters they exchanged, the volume of their written dialogue is enormous, and many of the earliest letters were lost. As Lucia described in 2004, “I started to tackle the Elmslie Letters. HUGE TASK. There are big envelopes, boxes, files, bags, folders bulging with letters. Many many so far have no legible post office date nor date written by you inside. How could I have such a massive mess? I see how it happened. For weeks and months, I would file the letters as they came in, until the folder in my filing cabinet was simply too full. They would be moved to giant envelopes, then into a box. Finally that box would be filled with envelopes, bags would be filled with more envelopes. Some giant envelopes would end up in early boxes, others in later boxes. More confusion would occur when letters were taken out then replaced in envelopes and boxes without any sort of label. Only way to make sense of things would be to read these letters, but there are so many it might take months and months! It would take days just to count the letters so as to even make an estimate! Right now I have a new folder in my filing cabinet, labeled ELMSLIE and containing only one letter. Anticipating the next one, your loving pen pal, LOOSHA.”


In my own compilation of these letters as located and provided by Ron and Pat Padgett and Jeff Berlin, as well as from Kenward’s and Lucia’s literary archives, I had more than a thousand pages to sequence and then select from for this volume. I tried to choose letters most representative of Kenward’s and Lucia’s long friendship and their lives at the time. There are some gaps in this selection, due mainly to space restriction, though two periods of time passed in 2003 and 2004 in which Kenward was out of touch with Lucia for a few months; for those periods, I have provided bridging information. I lived in Kenward’s home during those times, when I would assure Lucia that Kenward wasn’t upset with her, explaining, “He’s still in Australia” or “He’s in rehearsals at the theatre fifteen hours a day.”


I hope readers forgive any errors or lapses in judgment, which are solely mine. I’ve done my best to honor Lucia’s longtime desire that Kenward’s letters, if not her and Kenward’s combined correspondence (“That would be 2000 pages,” she wrote) should be published. I’ve done my best to respect their relationship, as well as their friendships with the many public and private figures they came in notable contact with. I tried to retain their inventive spellings and punctuations, Lucia’s love for and use of the fragment and ellipsis …


In other areas I’ve used bracketed ellipses […] to indicate omissions and [bracketed alterations] for clarity. Some omissions were necessary, given the length of some of the letters—one letter from Kenward was twenty-four pages; Lucia said it should be published as a chapbook itself. More seldom was an omission to ensure the privacy of nonpublic individuals. In a few other cases, the ellipsed content was simply a contextual reply to something written in a previous but unselected letter.


Love, Loosha reveals two great American writers writing to each other, but also writing for the other, hoping to cheer and delight their very important pen pal. These letters now become a correspondence for the public, offering dual epistolary memoirs and the authors’ intimate perspectives on international literature, opera, and theatre, a sustained conversation of literary history and literary gossip, as well as their own lives, in their own funny and carefully chosen words.







1 Lucia Berlin with Margaret Weir, “Pen Pals,” video interview for Kenward’s website, April 2002 (Citizen Film production 2016 on Vimeo).
















PART I | 1994–2000







Letters from Maxwell Avenue, Boulder, CO


Letters from Calais, VT, and New York, NY





[In their earliest letters, Lucia and Kenward are still getting to know each other, filling in the details of their lives, introducing the other to friends, familiar surroundings, and families. Lucia remembers her ex-husband, musician Buddy Berlin, and writes of visiting her sons in California. Kenward writes of his mother, Constance Pulitzer, and of his sisters. Kenward gives updates of ongoing productions and rewrites of his newest musical, Postcards on Parade, with composer Steven Taylor. Lucia sends new short stories, as she’s finishing her collection, Where I Live Now, for Black Sparrow Press in 1999. Kenward shares plans and preparations for a collection of “selected poems and lyrics,” which became Routine Disruptions, published by Coffee House Press in 1998. They write of the books they’re reading and rereading, of Lucia’s classes at the University of Colorado, where I was her student in the graduate fiction program. They recount recent visits with good friends, writer/artists Ed and Jenny Dorn, Ron and Pat Padgett, Ivan Suvanjieff, Bobbie Louise Hawkins, and a young helper/companion of Kenward’s they refer to as CW.]


BOULDER, CO


DECEMBER 1994


Dear Kenward,


When I realized that it was actually you singing I was so moved that I truly didn’t know what to say—I hope I said Thank you.


When I met you I told you how many many people had raved to me about your work. I don’t know what I had expected—the adjectives had all been brilliant, witty, poetic, magic, hilarious, beautiful, unlike anything else. Postcards1 was all that. I had been unprepared for the exquisite tenderness in your work.


This is so rare, & so difficult to show deep feelings of love, with lightness. I always avoid deep feelings, usually with a joke, so I envy your skill & courage.
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Handwritten Christmas card from Lucia, December 1994.





Damn. I really meant to say I hope this holiday isn’t difficult & that you are with friends. I hope too that next year brings you joy.


Dear man—I don’t “know” “you,” but I care for you very very much.


Love,


Lucia


CALAIS, VT


LATE SEPTEMBER 1995


Dear Lucia—


Happy Autumn Solstice & End of Summer!


Thanks so much for your hello. My quiet isolation in Vermont is so rarely impinged on, by anything more violent than the reverberating whine of a saw cutting wood—I was horrified by Ivan [Suvanjieff]’s SLORC mugging.2 I’ve talked to him—he lost control, sobbed, and pulled himself together. Two years ago, though it seems further back, I made a collage book for Joe [Brainard],3 for his first trip to hospital, in Burlington, Vermont. So I made a collage book for Ivan.


When someone you care about gets hurt, make something pretty to look at. Except Ivan, I guess, is in pain, lung that leaks, so it’s a strain to deal with a book of visuals, when he has a film to edit the footage of … I sent him some Z Press4 moolah, for New Censorship5 technically, but of course to ease him past this rough patch. The poets on the Z [Press] board said OK, bless them. It’s a non-profit “org” that no longer publishes, so it rides to the rescue, occasionally, courtesy its savvy & mysterious poet board. If you go see him, please, pretty please ask to see the book I made for him, OK? A Hurry Job, so it’s not refined, but it does show off my new visual stuff.


That’s been my summer discovery, that I can branch beyond postcard-size collages into works to hang on the wall. I made them for my St. Johnsbury VT Athenaeum performance, to be paraded down the aisle, like religious icons. Bill Corbett’s6 daughter Marni did the parading. I vowed to get a standing O, rehearsed like a fiend, added pantomime, did the dialogue scenes more fully. My previous outing last spring (Michigan U, Ypsilanti) was one of those recurring academe disasters that scare the shit out of me. The money’s great, the kids sit on their hands, robotic and brain-dead. Fortunately, I’m not on any college academic gig list, and—sob—have no future gigs at all! Must bestir myself, phone strangers, but I’m hopeless at self-promo.


Vermonters’ ears are great. Regular “people.” Loved POSTCARDS ON PARADE, didn’t obfuscate it with “literary” smog—it’s a “show”—an entertainment. Period. They wrote wonderful things on cards—like a sneak preview film—which the sponsors sent me a copy of. Positive Feedback, ah!


I seem to be in a reconnecting mode. Last weekend, I restored contact with Big Sis Viv [Elmslie], after a one-year hiatus. She’s single, shares my taste for irony, 71 years of age, in fine physical shape—still a nice Vassar girl7 in many ways. All went well, helped by showing emotion more honestly & directly than ever before. So, this coming weekend, Cynthia [Elmslie Weir], my Big Big Sis, is arriving from Cambridge. Viv went to see Joe’s boulder,8 in a field uphill where his ashes were strewn, so now Cynthia wants to do the same. She has a brace, a bad hip, a yappy dog, and quite jagged personality lunges & mood shifts exhausting to respond to. She’s 81 going on 82. I guess she’s entitled, right?


Fingers crossed. I dreaded Let Down, post-Standing O, but, so far, it hasn’t attacked me.


Yesterday, Karole Armitage9 phoned from Firenze. She’s, I hope I hope, my new Collaborator. Choreographer. Her own company.


She’s asked me to write the words for a full-length dance piece about [Michael] Milken, Junk Bond Roi. I’ll get to confab, face to face, Oct. 18—in NYC. Her synopsis keeps skittering off the page into Danse Symbolique Meaningfulness, but I watched her work on a video, and it’s most inspiring—never seen such fast-paced aggressive leg work. The human bod turns into an astonishing implement. I hope to get to write a postpostpostmodern musical, words, in which her dance troupe stars, plus three actor-singers to deliver my stuff. I don’t know the person who’ll set my lyrics, pray he’s as good & enjoyable to collaborate with as His TruBlue Worthy Steven Taylor.10


I asked Bill Bamberger11 to edit a collected of my poetry, as is appropriate to someone of my years, if not poesy world clout, and we’ve been battling lists back and forth, badminton style. He’s thought up a title—ROUTINE DISRUPTIONS, which I like a lot. He’s the one person in the world who thinks I’m a terrific writer & he goes to the trouble & expense $ resultant dollars down the drain & publishes me (every poet should have ONE such support system. One small-press publisher once said at Naropa12 gabfest, a few years ago, or else they’re kaput!). […] He has a few small presses in mind to send my collected to, in the vain hope. … And I do mean vain. But—you never know! I’ve forbidden him to publish it himself. He needs a new car. Number One on his list—is Alicia Von Cornfleur of Mocha Mug … Coffee House Press to you, homegirl.


Deer mosey across my mown lawn, looking wistfully at the house—so close to its windows, trusting, high on a bumper crop of still crunch and tart apples, slow to dart off. They want to wear high heels, watch Jane Russell on cable, stomp out Bambi stereotyping, head for a mall, buy Ferragamo boots the better to stomp their way to tropical sunsets and anteaters slithering along the arroyo.


Glad your students are a lift, hope your autumn goes well, & that breath comes and goes without causing you concern.


NAW [New American Writing] was sent me by Maxine Chernoff,13 so I got to read your story last night. You and Paul Auster absolutely dazzle me, how you both know how to write pages that don’t seem “written,” and yet are such a delight to read. Like James Cain, further back. Or Barbara Pym. Or Elizabeth Bishop as poet.14 Is a puzzlement, one I relish. Sort of like singing so naturally, the song doesn’t seem sung.


Keep in touch. I think of you often, & I’m glad you’re there.


Love from your Calais chum,


Kenward


BOULDER, CO


SEPTEMBER 29, 1995


Dear Kenward—


Your letter made me very happy. You sound so good.


I read the paragraph about the deer in both of my classes. One student asked, “Is that a poem or a prose poem?” I said it was just part of a lovely letter, that it was simply an example of how a great artist sees the world.


I’m glad you sent money to Ivan.15 In addition to feeling rotten, he was quite sick about moving & hospital bills. I haven’t seen him to see the collage you made. (I loved the collage print you sent to me.)


I will write a proper letter soon. My ex-husband died.16 I was in Oakland for a week. It was sad & sweet. My sons are so fine and loving to me & one another. He (Buddy) was an immense presence in our lives. He had called me every day since I moved here. It wasn’t until I got back that I felt his loss. Sweet thing about death is that all you’re left with is tender memories and new ones that you had forgotten.


Thanks for comparing me to James M. Cain & Elizabeth Bishop. When I was 7 or 8, I saw Mildred Pierce five times—changed my name to Sherry. I loved it when Mildred Pierce answers the question, “What will you have to drink?” She says, “I’ll take sherry—home.”


I love you,


Lucia


BOULDER, CO


DECEMBER 26, 1995


Dear Kenward,


Well, I got one of these mysterious poetry grants17 again. And again, pretty spooky—not just because my car totally died this time but I didn’t even care about that. I had finally graded all the papers & read the dissertations & only one 10-page letter to write supporting colleague for tenure.


Thinking to myself—will I use this time to write? Have I forgotten? Do I still have anything to say? Just sitting around feeling museless … Last time I was so ashamed—oh, I have done so little work—I don’t deserve it, etc. This time I look upon it as a sign from above, the face in the tortilla.


What was that song, “I found my million-dollar baby at the five & ten cent store?” I remember all the words to “Paper Doll.” Do you? It’s pretty weird, actually … A doll that other fellas cannot steal.


Well anyway, I am very very pleased. My new computer turned out to be part of a Bad Batch so had to go back to the factory … but I have a story I’m going to work on in this notebook—if I can read it later—sorry to put you through my handwriting.


The Mazda man who put in transmission last spring advised me to get rid of it on the spot. Well, I’ll do that now. Not now, tomorrow—& with much gratitude.


Had sweet Christmas at Dorns with Hollos, Sidney Goldfarb, Dorn’s daughter. Old dear friends.18 Had lunch with Bobbie, who is happier than I’ve seen her in years. […]


My youngest son & family were here for Thanksgiving. Wonderful. Then a two-week visit from my dear niece Monica & boyfriend. Now her husband. They got married here. That visit was nice but too long & they are Mexican & used to dinner at 10 & maids, etc.—so very very exhausting.


My sons were with each other & then families in California. I wasn’t even (very) homesick. It made me feel good that they all love each other & are all fine—not just fine—joyous & funny & loving.


I missed Buddy—to talk to him and our kids—gossip about his sister & my niece Monica marrying H. He’s German, schlocht, alphabetizes the spice cupboard.


Thank you for helping me & for coming into my life.


All my love.


Happy New Year—


Lucia


BOULDER, CO


FEBRUARY 1, 1996


Dear Kenward,


The new computer that came with my contract was a lemon, spent three months in the factory waiting for parts. I am now trying to learn how to use it. I still write in longhand before I transfer stories to these new-fangled contraptions. I have a machine problem. Once some nurses where I worked were talking about vibrators and one of them asked me if I had a vibrator. God no, I said, I don’t even have a vacuum cleaner.
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Collaged postcard from Kenward.





My cat jealous, just walked across and wrote you a paragraph. I deleted it. I am still opposed to these machines, because of the DELETE. It’s too easy to take back what you said. I remember when if you got a sentence REALLY wrong, you’d have to take out the whole page, get carbon all over a white cashmere sweater and retype the entire damn page. I’m sure I was more careful to begin with and suspect the writing was much richer. “Minimalist prose” is simply the result of the self-destructive pulsating cursor.


What a negative word, cursor.


Spoke with Ivan this morning, and of course (see I almost said curse) we talked about you. I wish I were going with him to New York and the three of us could sit around and laugh, talk. What I love about Ivan is that we can chatter about baseball, shoes, snow, cars … but beneath it all, like sub-titles, is an understanding of what’s actually going on, and an empathy. He is Really working hard, pulling this whole project19 off. Trivializes his achievement, as usual. He’s having a party for Irish Nobelist at his house tonight. I can’t go … is hurt that I’m not going. I’m wiped out after office hours and seminar, soon as I write this I’ll be in bed. As hard as being sick is, people don’t like sick people, don’t get it. Ed Dorn20 thinks I’m addicted to oxygen, for example.


It’s snowing again! My old car wasn’t getting up hills before the snow. Thanks to you I was able to lease a solid Jetta, with heater, defroster, snow tires. It is so great, especially since I have a short leash of O2,21 so I don’t get scared about not getting home on time. Thank you, again, so much.


I was in two wonderful Manhattan blizzards when cars couldn’t run. In the fifties. In one I put my two sons on a sled (on 13th Street, I think, just around the corner from you) and we went in the middle of Fifth Avenue all the way uptown to the Museum.22 The Rothko show had just opened, but because of the snow only a few people were there. But also because of the snow and clear clean sky, the light that came through the skylights was literally a divine light and the paintings throbbed with color. My (two older) sons remember this as vividly as I do.


The next snow was the day of the [John F.] Kennedy inauguration. (“in-agua”? Do those guys get immersed, like a Texan Baptist? Beats the puff of smoke.) I felt like a Writer. Had lunch with Peter Davison,23 my editor at the Atlantic Monthly Press. (They gave me $ for an option but didn’t do the novel.) Then we went to the Harvard Club to watch the inauguration with all these Harvard men furious at old Robert Frost.24 I don’t think the word deconstruction was invented yet, but they did it to the whole ceremony in very witty, nasty Harvard way. I was thrilled, by everything, them, the television, the ceremony, my being there, the snow.


Oh oh … something’s happening, sort of ee cummings effect on my screen. Think I’ll quit and hope it prints normally and does the job … which was to say hello and send my love.


Lucia


BOULDER, CO


OCTOBER 20, 1996


Dear Kenward,


Never heard from you. Thought to myself, “Oh oh, I’ve offended him with that story25 I sent. Now he can’t stand me.” Then the other night, Ivan said, “I can’t reach Kenward—I think he must hate me.”


“God, Ivan, don’t be so neurotic,” I said.


I know you don’t hate us. Either things are going very well or badly?? Did you sell your apartment? Are you in Tasmania? Are you writing? Please know I hope all is well with you.


I’m so-so. Classes going great. I love teaching. Health is lousy, very weak & tired. Can’t walk far, etc. So work going slowly. And not very good what I do write. Illness makes one so self-centered. (How nice that my handwriting is bad; I wrote “one” but it looks like “me”! It makes me self-centered!)


But when I do think about people I care about, you are there. Send postcard. Pronto.


Love,


Lucia


NEW YORK, NY


DECEMBER 1996


Dear Lucia—


Today is my last day alone, until—I’m just not sure. Mid-Feb? It’s dark most of the time, bitter cold out, and tomorrow I head for my Vermont boondocks casa, to spend six days with my niece, Vivien Russe,26 and her control freak hubby, very sweet control though—Willie. They’ve turned into The Folks I Never Had—“dress warmly” stuff. Well now, it’ll be pioneer conditions up there—I guess the last time I was up there, in winter, was with Joe (years and years pre-AIDS)—and the town snow plough came through & made big banks so the car was impossible to get to, also the toolshed. So all we had was frying pans, kept whacking at the drifts, when Ralph27 drove up, our looker-after. That he should see this: so shaming. Dilettantism.


I don’t have a laptop, and the plane’s so tiny, I don’t feature hauling my Apple Classic II up there, which means I’ll be cut off from all writing. Handwrit, impossible—frying pan backwardness. Which is why I feel so impelled to get back to you, right away, having just heard your phone voice—it’s almost 6 AM, Sunday, along with Ivan’s, scares me awfully, thrusting me into the Role of Beloved like that, for this Feb visit. He looked so Prince Valiant last time he was East, downright embarrassing. I revert to childhood good manners, distancing, clambering onto the high ground where one is safe from being sought after frontally, muting Belovedness Angst.


Thanks so much for the invite. Dutch lad CW28 returns December 30th from his Other Life in Amsterdam, and it says here we’re tootling about as couple, till mid-Feb, which includes The Rockies Ascent. CW loves cats that enter and exit. Me too. But would one corpulent oldster and one skinny Dutch lad fit into your guest room? We bed share. He has good manners, makes good strong coffee, worships poetry books, as books, and sometimes also as poetry. It’s a bit sitcom, the relationship, a word his Dutch “tutor” uses, long distance. “How iss ze relationship?” So, be honest. I’d (we’d) love to be your guest, three nights, if coupledom wouldn’t be stressful for you. […] Wherever we stay, B&B, you, I do want to hang out with you.


The reason I’m coming to Boulder is this: my sister Cynthia [Elmslie Weir] died last October, age 82. Cynthia’s daughter, Vivien Russe, and hubby, have taken it into their noggins to commission a work in memoriam to Cynthia, to be written by me. So I thought NIGHT EMERALD, the Wilde musical29 with Steven would do nicely. I need to confer with Steven, who wrote me a rhapsodic Dad letter, which Patty Padgett30 attributed to babe-driven sleep deprivation. Is zat so? Our theatre works never seem to “get on,” not counting fringe areas (parking lots, flea markets, forgotten subway tunnels). But I do love working with him, and, as POSTCARDS [ON PARADE] keeps proving, if orchestrated “theatrically,” his music holds up beautifully. So—one more time.


I’ve been writing poems again—they’re fun—there’s no audience to fret about, so it’s possible to write for oneself, guilt-free. I wish I had the nerve to do what you do, write so tellingly about seeming actualities, so the “writing” disappears into the work itself. I just don’t know how you do that, artlessly artful. It’s so rare. Maybe all that time devoted to Chekhov (two librettos)31 enabled me to be so open to your actualities, I just can’t call them “stories,” not that they’re not.


“Well now”—a wonderful poem line starter-offer tapped at me yesterday. Well now, happy holidays. The enclosed photo is my Mama, Constance Pulitzer (TB, hence Colorado)32 & her chumette, Alice, mother of a poet childhood chum of mine, Gerrit Lansing,33 who sent me the photo I had xerox-enlarged. Do you think they drank booze? From the same glass? And are the pictures hung so erratically to cover wallpaper stains?




Much Love,


Kenward





BOULDER, CO


DECEMBER 28, 1996


Dear Kenward,


Dear Ivan … One reason he loves us both so much is that we have Belovedness angst. So does he. He may be telling me he loves me all the time and asking me if I love him. But if I would just call him up and say I love you, I wouldn’t hear from him for weeks. He’s only been to my house twice since I moved here! It seems very important to him that you and I should Love one another.


I became your friend before I knew your work, one afternoon when we sat at a little metal table outside of Naropa.34 We spoke a little. And that was what was so nice, how we were quiet together, sitting there.


I’m answering YOU so soon to thank you for the priceless photograph of your mother. She’s so beautiful, shameless! shiftless! or surely she was shortly before the picture was taken.


As for staying here … that was Ivan’s idea too, so you’d feel at home. I’m afraid you might feel too at home. I don’t have a guest room. I sleep on the couch and any guest sleeps in my bed. Usually the next day the guests are begging for the couch because cat goes in and out all night. (I open the door in my sleep.)


I thought it would be fun to have you here, but it would be crowded and un-private with C.W. (I prefer calling him that, like in old novels or diaries, for discretion.) We’ll see, after a night or two in B&B, and you can check out my Facilities. Nabokov and Henry Green35 are my favorite guys. My son took a lot of N. while he was here … Gone is my favorite Laughter in the Dark, which I used in a class last year. These mountain-climbing carrot juice crystal head students Hated the book, thought it was cruel and immoral. Poor kids … how can they rebel? Our generation, and their parents’ generation, did all the drinking, sex, drugs and rock and roll, so all they’ve got to do is excessive recycling and anorexia. (I have several male anorexic students now. New to me.)


I’ve having Big problem writing from my life, about the love affair with Terry.36 The actuality just doesn’t disappear into the writing. The simple fact was that he was seventeen and I was thirty-five. I lost my teaching job, got evicted, my ex-husband took my sons away … My friends were scandalized, thought of it as child abuse, as will my readers, especially because he committed suicide. I can’t “seduce” my readers into sympathy for the woman (me) but I have to just write the darn story before I die. I like your word “actualities.”


I do love you. You make me so happy. Once it was your description of deer and now it is the vision of you and Joe with frying pans in the snow. And the problem of why the pictures were hung that way. Perhaps stains. Lumps in the wallpaper paste? Beds used to be under them while children lived at home? To catch the sunset color in August? To miss the hot sun in August?


Well, now … see you soon.


Love,


Lucia


NEW YORK, NY


JANUARY 1998


Dear Lucia—


4 AM. CW asleep, upstairs. Cat movement sounds. Clump. Clump.


Monday. Jean Boulte37 sick, Brazilian artist-chum who has looked after my digs, for ages, lives on top-floor. AIDS for eight (?) years. He caught cold from a lunch visitor, which is a disaster for his depleted system. He went out yesterday (CW heard him on the stairs) which means his fever-icy shudder combo is lessening in intensity, I hope I hope.


Xmas & New Years in Vt was fine. My niece Vivy and her catalogue-prone hubby Willie, like being practical-helpful, a rare trait in my immediate fambly, which enabled me to be carless, thereby escaping Icy Roads Malaise. CW got his blizzard, I got P&Quiet to work on my dreadful SELECTED,38 my Albatross, which keeps flapping its dusty wings and landing back on my shoulders, digging its talons into my harried lobes. A fancy way, big deal, of acknowledging receipt of first set of proofs, and spending two weeks—long long hours—rectifying a truly stunning aggregation of errata, computer-generated, yeah, but […] I had recourse to Paste Up, the proofs were so bad. For starters, titles are left margined, as are all short line poems, so out-of-whack visually—I’m still in deep book design shock, and furious it takes so much much much time to clean up Coffee House mess.


[Coffee House] had the nerve to send me a totally dippy Production Questionnaire, just rescued from my dump-it bin, unanswered, which included the following queries—I kid you not:


What colors do you associate with this book?


Puce and magenta polkadots. Polkadots essential.


References (religious/cultural or images (colors)) that you feel should be avoided? Why?


I hate puce and magenta polkadot dagos. They smell bad. And they’re lazy and steal puce and magenta polkadot art objets God wants me to have. I hate God. He’s self-centered. And I hate you, because you’re a puce magenta polkadot idiot control freak with terrible table manners. You fart loud, and your mouth bacteria is outa control and smells like mongrel dog breath after canine’s gorged on putrefied coyote flesh from Mongoloid Swamp, ND.


Please list any word associations you have for this book.


Puce. Magenta. Dagos. Stinky bod with slimy tentacles […]


Collegiate humor, sorry ’bout that.


Ten-day Xmas in Vt included a huge organic turkey brought from Maine & baked by niece Vivy, which CW and I ate off of, for days and days. I made leftover turkey soup, delish. […]


Holiday logistics were amazingly stress-free, plane up met by Harold Camp,39 who looks after The Place, and me. Old style Vermonter, 74, married 51 years to a huge misshapen lady, Pauline, beautifully askew—they live in a trailer with her incontinent 90-year-old Dad […].


Harold remembers my place40 when it was a working farm, with cows he helped with, and a barn, long since torn down. He’s retired, used to drive a truck for the Capitol Candy Co, distributing foodstuffs and beverages to Mom & Pop grocery stores in Northern VT, from border to border, NY to NH. He repairs bikes on the side, recycling spare parts culled from local dumps. Word has gotten out, so it keeps him busy, evenings, working in his shed, and spending time away from Pauline, whom he is devoted to, adores. She, too, must weigh around 200, and he refers to her as “a big girl,” respectfully and fondly.


[…]


I hope your time off from Schtudents is working out well, and that you enjoyed some Sons time, wherever, and are back in a story-making mode.


6:30 AM, time to head for greasy-spoon41 coupla doors down for waffles. I didn’t gain one ounce—despite heavy gorging. The last few days, I’ve cut back. Pink grapefruit taste real good.


Write soon, so I know what you’re up to, ensconced in ’98.


Perks me up—crack at a fresh start. Just trimmed most of Rilke’s nails.42 A breakthrough—he used to fight trimmage fiercely.




Much Love,


Kenward





BOULDER, CO


JANUARY 10, 1998


Dear Kenward,


I spent many hours, as a child, wondering about the meaning of “It’s a long road to Ho,” “Little pictures have big ears,” and “Mind your P’s and Q’s.” Finally, in the twilight of my life, I learn that P and Q stands for Peace and Quiet. Now, when they elude me more than ever. Manuscripts and requests for letters piling higher and higher. Ex-students waited until my grueling semester was over. Oh. But, then I feel guilty for resenting them. I should be proud, grateful, etc. Ahkmatova has a lovely little poem, something to the effect, “I urged each one to Write! How do I make them stop?”43


Then too is the panic that if I do get some P’s and Q’s, what if I have Nothing to write anymore? I had started thinking about different essays I wanted to do when John Martin44 decided my book of stories is too short … wants 100 more pages. It seemed Finished to me. The stories made some kind of whole. Well, I won’t complain. (“I can’t complain” is such a silly expression … of course I can!) Thank heavens he never changes or even challenges a word, and books are typeset by dear friend Graham McIntosh,45 who has been setting my stories since late seventies with “Angel’s Laundromat.” He knows that when I say things like “a earring,” it’s because that’s how the character says it. […]


That Production Questionnaire would be disgusting if it hadn’t generated your wonderful responses. Kenward, each Paragraph in your letters is a perfect little story. The sad first one about Jean Boulte, his fever-icy shudder combo. Your hope. […] It is insane to ask an author what word associations he has for his own book. He WROTE the word associations he had. That’s the book.


Now though I’m going to be wondering what colors or religious images should be avoided. It reminds me of the photo of the man with a club who smashed Michelangelo’s “Pieta.” The caption read, “I thought it said ‘Piñata.’”


But, hey … good news is that soon you will have a new book!


[…]


I hope I will have news, etc., next time I write. I’m pretty much of a shut-in. Biggest excitement around here was last week when we had such a hot day the wasps came out of their nest on the porch and through all the open doors into my apartment. That same day the battery ran down on smoke detector so it kept chirping. So with the lazy droning of the wasps and crickets and sunshine, it was like July in Alabama. It’s snowing now. 2 below last night. So much for global warming.


Happy New Year. Love to you and CW,


Lucia


[In the following letters, Kenward describes collaborating with composer Claibe Richardson and writes of plans to publish his mother’s diary, over his older sister’s objections. Lucia shares fears of her sons’ and readers’ reactions to her upcoming collection.]


NEW YORK, NY


FEBRUARY 7, 1998


Dear Lucia,


In midwinter, some well-brought up folk succumb to the vapors, and their penchant for sinking spells slows them down something terrible. They take lie-downs, return to their desks restored, only to find themselves staring at some memorandum or other, zonked out of their skulls, even though they haven’t partaken of any refreshment that might prove mind-altering or mood-swing enhancing.


In good times and bad, they’re liable to pack their steamer trunks, lists of necessary accessories neatly checked off, and head for balmy climates that defeat this malady of the spirit they refer to as the Winter Blahs.


Once there, they come alive again, put on glitter-gold encrusted beanies with jaunty slogans—‘Nuff Guff—If It’s Broke, Try Coke—I’m a Gook Kook—and sign up for Shuffleboard King & Kween Kontests & jaywalk & play possum, sneaky oglers, savoring tan young musculature, schlurping up bizarre Dairy Creem flavors: Piss Poor Pistachio, to cool their tongues, other moufs, unmentionable orifices only found beneath the steely follicles Ice Age monsters, happily long since extinct, were blessed/cursed with.


[…]


My immediate task, after CW has showered, is to proceed down to the Basement, which I have a phobic terror of. Down There, are all the Unsolds, mostly LP albums I brought out ages ago, via Z Press, hoping against hope they’d “catch on,” which they didn’t. Claibe Richardson,46 composer of The Grass Harp47 and sweet old pal, came by last week with a CD man, who has a tiny label, no money. He’ll release a CD of a show Claibe & I wrote, and produce an LP of—about Lola Montez,48 named LOLA.49 Somewhere, in the awful depths of the Basement, may or may not be the original studio tapes of this musical play, with topnotch Broadway voices, luscious, full orchestrations—string section, not synthesizers. If found in the archival detritus down there, Claibe & I’ll each put up $2,500, and the man will add this title to his still small catalog. Pat Padgett, a smart lady, advised me not to be “hard on myself” & to go ahead, & wake up this “dead” work and shell out the two-and-a-half grand.


Next plaint: I’ve been having an awful time “culling” stuff from a work that may or may not resurface, rewritten pretty totally, in a lit mag called ARSHILE50 I’m rather enamored of—so nicely put together. I’m stuck in the first section—a monologue by one Lady O’Higgins, whose persona may or may not be to blame for the first bit o’ this rambling thorny rose of a letter. So I’ll head back into Lady O’Higgins, who longs to be in a Marx Bros flic, and then see what happens.


I’m a bit anti-family right now. A ruckus erupted when my goofy spinster sis in L.A. (Vivien #1) was told by my sweet confidante artist-niece (Vivien #2 of Maine) that our Mom’s diary51 was going to be published. Lee Ann Brown,52 Steven Taylor’s ex, has a teeny-tiny feminist press, TENDER BUTTONS, & decided to bring out my Mom’s Diary, come May, in tandem with a family memoir by me—even though I, as I pointed out to Lee Ann, do have a dong. No matter! Anyhoo, V of L.A. threatened legal action, no kidding, as she felt “left out,” and went into a blind fury at having heard of this prospective publication via V#2 of Maine, whom she was jealous of, as V#2 of Maine … usurped … pecking order. Dreary. Have you fallen asleep yet? All very “Young and Restless” soap opera fodder minus the amnesia plot twist to make it workable. The upshot is: Lee Ann, I think, has decided to bring out her Granny’s diary, rather than tangle with this rich white trash dysfunctional bunch of loonybird boobs.53 And I’m loathe to subject my words to a DNA broth I’ve found a partial release from by—you guessed it—writing words as freely as I can, and to hell with The Folks. End of plaint. The project is on ice, for now, and maybe I’ll get to batter down my block re Oscar & lyrics for patient, patient Steven.


End of plaints. I hope your sabbatical is leading to new stories. I turned to your oldies, for sustenance, as your last big letter meant the world to me, had the same voice as your stories (weeks ago) and, as I knew they would, they hold up like gangbusters, the stories. It can be a tough test, rereading after time has lapsed and taste does shift and evolve. Waugh54 doesn’t hold up so good. Babs Pym does. Confession: this particular tough old bird reaffirms—you’re tops. Honest & honorable work, so forthright & free of both fault-line artifice and word tricks to camouflage the black holes. No black holes—amazing feat.


I grew to love [Chekhov’s] work so much, writing two librettos55—and there you are, much to my surprise, side-by-side with Anton. Anton, meet Lucia. Lucia, meet Anton. So: I hope I get to read the new works, whenever, but sooner is better, then again, no, the good stuff is always worth waiting for. And I hope you don’t get pushed into changing the over-all shape of a collection to please someone else. The CD guy wanted Claibe & I to add songs to LOLA (dump demo stuff?) as CDs can squeeze in more time than LPs. As CW’d say—“Ridiculous.”


Stay well, hope Feb treats you well.




Love,


Kenward





BOULDER, CO


FEBRUARY 11, 1998


Dear Kenward,


Thanks for your wonderful lavish letter. I’ll never be able to answer in Kind … Monastic situation here (Lovely … I’m working.)


Don’t pay any attention to Vivien #1. Lordy, we spent all those years having to worry about Parents, (“Ooh, what will they say?) then it’s your kids or siblings. I once had to smoke outside MY OWN HOME so as not to contaminate any visiting grandchildren. My husbands never read my work so I never worried about them. But I seriously have to worry about my sons. They used to get mad if I had a narrator with only one child … how come you wrote about Mark? Duh. It’s too complicated to write about four children, you have to feed them, dress them, etc. They got hurt because I wrote a story about a woman that runs away from home. How could I even Think such a thing, when they and my grandsons love me? To their credit, they aren’t bothered by sordid tales of my drinking days. But I am petrified about how they will react to a story about woman 36 with a very young lover, 17, in new book.56 Several good friends find it shocking and immoral. I didn’t even tell the “Real” story … Not because of what anyone would say, it was just too hard.


But hey, that is so great that Tender Buttons [Press] would do your mother’s diary! What business is it of Vivien 1’s anyway? For Lord’s sake. I shudder to think of Her diary, how dreary. We like Vivien 2 better. You must reason with V#1. Your mother’s photo is in my bedroom now … each time I see her I wish she could Speak. Lee Ann’s Mama must have had a pretty nice one. I love Lee Ann. Have only talked with her a few times but we had great giggles on both occasions. She’s the only other person I know who used to go visit the hedgehogs in the pet shop, and who agreed that we didn’t want One hedgehog, but the whole cage. I am inspired to try to copy MY mother’s diary from Kentucky, where we lived in a boarding house. She had a crush on a bricklayer who turned out to be a bad lot. She quoted me, at 3, saying, “Look Mama, the wind is reading my book.” She was a bad person, but brilliant and funny … like Oscar Levant.57


So, I am writing some light, so far, pieces for the book, which will be out in the fall. They won’t hurt it, maybe give it some needed softness.


I am in love with William Hazlitt58 … essays. Sharp and witty. Unhampered. By his time, his dorky sisters, tradition. I think for the most part I am … except for the Dozens of stories I can’t write, because to do so would damage the memory my sons have of their father(s) (Buddy adopted my older two sons.) And some scary stories from when I worked as a counselor in methadone program in New Mexico. Still some of those mafiosos living, argh.


My problem now is that I am sober, have a good job, my sons are all well and happier than most people I know, with good marriages, I have fine dear friends. I think I’ve “written out” all the painful areas of my life. Not much to say about my cat, really. I’m afraid I don’t have any stories left. I do have essays I want to write, about alcoholism, incest, etc. with a very different way of looking at those things.


I feel sad for Monica L.59 She didn’t do it for the money. She was a poor, once too-fat neurotic kid dying for attention. Whatever the outcome it will be Horrible for her to have had public know so many unflattering things by friends, lovers, presidents, etc. Plus, where is she going to get a job? And she wants a real job, to impress people, not money from the Enquirer.


Just spent an hour trying to change the ink of the printer. Finally went to the manual, where the last line said, turn the printer back on. Enough of this hi-tech business for today.


Love,


Lucia


NEW YORK, NY


APRIL 2, 1998


Dear Lucia—


A pretty weird spring, so far. Thunder last night, so unusual for NYC—torrential rains, end of Jakarta-muggy hot spell. I’m wearing the favorite sox of Rilke, fat cat adopted last June in Vermont, nearing his first age year. He pretends the sox are … I don’t dare think what … licks them, claws at them, rests his head and paw on them. A sort of parody of what goes on in executive suites, in the old Hollywood: desk sex a la Clinton B. MGM.


I was thrown, last week, by an invite I heard about, last Jan, but it was supposed to be confirmed, and wasn’t, so I assumed it was off. The invite was to do my one-guy version of Postcards on Parade in an honest-to-God alive-and-well regional legit theatre in Providence, RI, called Trinity Rep—one-shot deal. April 13th, day after Easter, that’s what I’ll be doing—300-seater, free, so no one “discriminating” will come. The boss finally reached me yesterday—and I lit into him, aggrieved as I was by the lack of follow-up.


In the pretty brochure, listing the entries in this “new play series” Postcards is described as a “charming musical travelogue … nostalgia …” or something repellent (sunsets in Bali in the Sixties?) … [composer] Steven [Taylor]’s name is left off, and the work is never properly identified as a Musical Play. The Impresario, one Oskar Eustis,60 is probably used to divas flying off the handle. He took it well, apologized, & the rest of the conversation, about his approaching Daddyhood in two weeks, was friendly and civilized. The god-dad will be Tony Kushner,61 who wrote Angels in America, a two-evening marathon that lasted on Bdwy awhile, lost a bundle, and snowed the critics, so I thought. Some brilliant writing in it. Reading about this play spurred me to write Postcards. Oskar gave Angels its first birthing in California, had a falling-out with Kushner, so another director, a genius, George Wolfe, brought it in. Genetic loop history. I’ll start rehearsing “me” tomorrow, when the final leg-work is done: picking up fresh cassette tracks. This time around, there’ll be slides (not of sunsets in Bali!), around a hundred of them, all in order, cued into the script. I hope the performance, and the response, is persuasive enough to brainwash Oskar into the huge risk of taking it on as a full-scale production, with eight solid pro performers. […]


In early May, I’ve been hired by the Poetry Project62 to sing at a cocktail party, for deep pocket supporters of this worthy institution, at a swank uptown apartment that belongs to Dianne Benson. Fashion Woild. 20 minutes, $250, very decent pay. And I’ll be a character in a play by Kevin Killian,63 coming up late April, at the Poetry Project. I’ll use my awful nasal Truman Capote voice64—truly repellant, enerve fag whine, underneath hard-as-nails. Hope your Sabby is going fine ’n dandy. Oof! Time for zzzzzs.




LOVE,


KENWARD





[In the following letters, they write of a new opportunity via an investment banker friend of Kenward’s, which both turns into a small grant for Lucia from the Annie Rensselaer Tinker Association for Women, and begins a fantasy narrative of the mysterious “Nancy” and the “Tinker Belles” that Kenward and Lucia develop for years. They continue discussing Kenward’s and Lucia’s forthcoming books, and upcoming performances of Kenward’s Postcards on Parade. Lucia reveals some of the true events behind her short stories “Carmen” and “Strays,” and writes of a bus accident witnessed from her front yard.]


BOULDER, CO


JULY 2, 1998


Dear Kenward,


What a tonic, a sweet breeze, your letter and SCREEN TREATMENT.65 Thank you. S.T. is fabulous … I too laughed out loud, as much from sheer pleasure as humor. By the “azaleas’ assiduous frottage” I had begun to take it all for granted, was jolted back with “His grandson was a pharmacist’s assistant in Ypres.” Witty, dazzling book, much more than that though … it is beautifully crafted, like a musical piece full of lovely refrains and echoes and implications. The rhythm and pace is terrific, just rollicks along, one great image after another. The kicker is that it is, in spite of its sophistication, so much fun. […]


I am currently low down and blue, hating my work, sure I’ll never write again and the only BAD part about your (nicely made, also) book is that I feel how can he like MY simple-minded stuff? But I know you sincerely do and can’t possibly tell you how much this means to me. And thank you, too, for mentioning me to Wall Street and the world of finance.66 I am seriously broke and just had to pay huge amount for false teeth. Another indignity of old age. It’s getting to me this summer, emotionally, being so fat and old and tethered to this [oxygen] tank. I’d love to jump into a stream or a pool. Money worries have added to bad mood dog day so … well, thank you.


I don’t know Arshile, but will find it and subscribe so I’ll be sure to get fall issue. It’s true—it is usually unwise to share work with writer friends. I’d mutter a little on this topic (dear friend just got huge grant for something I began, showed her, ETC.) but your book put me into such a good mood. I don’t want to spoil it. Writers are actually as bad as critics. I just read the Bronte letters (forgot to send in the damn card to book club.) I only love Emily, but she didn’t write letters. Only time Charlotte perked up was when she Trashed dear Jane Austen, just ripped her up. Provincial, superficial, petty and boring, etc. etc.


I’m glad Ron Padgett67 is your friend, I’d share with Him anytime.


Several interruptions since I started this, so missed the postman. But both were caused by your magic and my decision to enjoy this balmy weather. First friend called, good news about biopsy … he had prostate removed last year, chemo, etc. Doing very well. Undaunted. He’s using an impotency drug called The Muse, which gives me all kinds of ideas for cartoons. The poet saying to the lady on the lyre on the cloud … “No for god’s sake, not another poem, I want a hard-on.” He said the only side effect is that it makes the penis Cold. Now in this three-digit weather that sounds delightfully refreshing and balmy. Oh, and to answer your question, Whatever happened to coitus interruptus? Nothing. Get it? Ha ha.


Then just as I was moving my hose, wham bam, a Special Transit bus ran into an Oriental lady in a SAAB (black windowed) right on my corner. The bus was full of Special i.e. retarded adults with other infirmities going to the re-hab at hospital across the street. I offered to drive them the rest of the way but driver said they had to stay there until they were Evaluated. There was a delightful little spectacle as fire truck, ambulance, police, the Oriental lady’s husband in a Mercedes, Three Special transit busses arrived.


Best part was that the passengers (none of whom were hurt … they had Said they were—that’s why he called an ambulance) were all howling and yelling away and hanging out the windows because it was so hot. The fireman borrowed MY hose to wash the spilled antifreeze away “so it wouldn’t harm pets.” (It all got washed to the pets down the block.) When he handed me back my hose, I offered a Down’s syndrome fellow a drink, so he drank. Then all of them wanted a drink. It makes me wildly happy to do something, anything, I’ve never done before, like give four or five strange looking people hanging out of bus windows drinks from my hose.


“Remain seated! Do NOT remove your seat belts!” the poor driver was shouting, worried about lawsuits, his job. He was definitely in the wrong, ran a stop sign … but the ones he should worry about are the Saab and the Mercedes.


Exhausted by all this commotion I came in and made myself some ice water. Cosmo, my dear deaf cat, was complaining about the heat too, so I dropped two ice cubes into his water dish. He took a drink COLD just as the ice cubes cracked loud enough to hear. He jumped a foot, hissing and spitting like a cartoon Halloween cat. It terrified Cosmo. He’s on my bed with his face to the wall. Life is fraught with peril.


Sending some magazines. Hope I didn’t already. One, “Carmen,68” very dark.


Thanks for making me happy,


Signed,


Balmy in Boulder


CALAIS, VT


JULY 14, 1998


Dear Lucia


Happy Bastille Day. Sunny out, and Harold Camp, The Mad Mower, just tooled up in his pick-up, 8:30 AM. Green license plate, costs extra, Personalized—spells PAPPY. His huge wife, Pauline, whose body sprawl is formidably free form, has had Stones removed, is recovering. Harold did the housework—his pec problem is improving, and his “prostrate cancer” has been licked (operation this spring). Downhill, Ron is back on the tennis court, which means his foot ailment is in remission. Patty, his Missus, who was once engaged to Ted Berrigan,69 who went to New Orleans & eloped with a girl he’d just met, named Sandy, has a new “butch” hairdo—close cropped, no more bun, no more long hair. No more dye. She’s recovered from a mystery childhood malady named The 5th Disease—a body spots ‘n’ fever deal. My diabetes sugar numbers have been high, for me, lately. I watch cable TV, old movies full of smoking and gowns that glitter a bit in black-and-white. I eat non-sugar sweets, wafers, popsicles, that really aren’t non-sugar. Today—new leaf.


Patty and I go for walks, two so far, gentle start. The fields and woods are wet from incessant rain, so we keep to the dirt roads. Patty’s smart, keeps her smarts hidden from the outside world. Catholic girlhood, Tulsa, pre-lady-lib? My stiff knees are responding to all this attention. I think a bod is supposed to look after the person, not the other way around. HAH! This brings you up-to-date with us oldsters’ health concerns.


Yesterday, I got a postcard from Coffee House book designer, with whom I’ve been out of touch for a couple of months. […] There are still some problem areas, including the front cover, but I feel a heap sight calmer now about the book ending up as—a book.


Today, my printer has run out of ink and my old computer, the Mac Classic, has decided to die again. So I’m working away at CW’s Compaq, peering out at the big pond, with waterfalls engorged from weeks of heavy rain.


I’ve set up a November trip to Boulder, one show with Steven at El Teatro Judy, Boulder Art Musee,70 and a reading at Naropa, some songs with Steven as a closer. I hope I get to spend some real life time with you. […]


Thanks for sending the two stories. “CARMEN” is so strong, I don’t know what I make of its emanating from you. Its quieter compadre lured me into remembered (and still extant) grief shallows and dark places, stillnesses. I was struck by the ghost section, and the smallish detail that balloons into a memory take-over, obliterating time divides.


Your account of the bus accident was so hilarious I took it to my niece Vivy and her hubby Willie, to read it to them after dinner. They’ve bought a huge New England mansion once owned by a cookbook writer (Mrs. Appleyard71) who died ages ago. I sat in a Lazyboy in a long long front parlor, empty of furniture, just three seats, and read it, badly, as the laughter I’d held back alone kept welling up, unbidden. High point of eve. I hope you turn it into part of something, a page work.


The Wall Street Man phoned the other day, just after I got your letter & stories. He wanted your address. He said the Thing was All Set.72 My role (I’m innocent!) was this. Once a year, he takes me to uptown lunch (big fees) and this time, I recounted how Lee Ann Brown has feminist press, and I was to be published (Mom’s Diary plus my family memories, a double-bill). This was pre-Sis Threat of Law Suit. And he topped me by chatting about being Foundation Head … and I ended up sending him some of your books, which CW tracked down, which he liked very much. End of gesture. I hope he’s come through, and if it’s a lottery, great, and if it’s a Round The World junket, great, so I won’t feel I’m a dumb Referrer, my role, this time around.


Noon. Time to print this second page, and see if the tech magic works.


Whew! It does!




Love,


Kenward





PS. Enclosed an Arshile. Hope you send them a W.O.R.K.


BOULDER, CO


JULY 22, 1998


Dear Kenward,


Thanks for sending Arshile. Really fine publication, perfect for your piece. Have only read the excellent translations and the essay on Joanne Kyger by Alice Notley,73 two of my favorite women. I called Joanne, she was really moved by it. I wish I HAD something to send. Although I don’t think I’m sophisticated enough. Ivan [Suvanjieff] talked me into giving him last two stories for a single issue [of The New Censorship]. That will be nice though … a good combination. One sweet and one sour. Another murder. Actually there are several scattered about my work … some disguised, like in “Strays.” The dogs were killed but so were two of my colleagues in methadone program, so almost was I … so as not to testify in Grand Jury. Sent my kids to Mexico and I used assumed name in California until finally they all went to jail or died. In another story a drug dealer dies.74 I did stab him but he didn’t die.


I am a woman with a past! With lots of them. Most of “Carmen” was true except of course I never would have lived in a trailer. I didn’t murder my husband. He did hit me and then he gave himself an accidental overdose. I drove myself to the hospital, thinking he was dead. My son Dan was born 2 1/2 pounds. Doctor thought he wouldn’t live, said not to name him. (This baby is the same dear noble Dan, 6’ 3” and in fine shape, who was just here with his son.) I did say that there was nobody home. That’s how my marriage ended. Berlin finally got off heroin, only way I’d let him near our sons. They went to see him in Mexico every summer. We all loved him actually, even through a later cocaine period, which took most of his fortune.


He was semi-invalid, off drugs for past eight years and we all took care of him. He called me every day in Mexico and later in Colorado. I really miss him. The story “Carmen” surprised me. I wrote it after the will when his sons got $100,000 each, but all had to give it to IRS for his back taxes. I never got child support, my insane choice, but ridiculously low trust accounts for their college. He never once helped them, even when he spent $20,000 a month on drugs. They were none the worse for the lack of money, still love and miss him. I never told them negative things about their father. I didn’t know I still Felt them until I wrote that story.


So the Coffee House book is coming along! Great. BEST news for me is your trip to Boulder. Steven had told me … I can’t wait to see you and CW—AND the show. I’ve been eating popsicles too. HOT here. I’d love to be transported to Calais, meet Vivy and Willy and Ron and Patty. And Harold and Pauline. I wish you would think about a novel. Or several novellas. I love your prose. Even your letters open up to me the place, the characters. I look forward to your family memories. Tell me that you will be doing your Mom’s Diary in spite of bad sister.


Wasn’t that nice, the accident of the Special Transit bus? I had never paid any attention when the busses passed. Now though when I’m watering watering watering or sitting in porch swing they all wave when they go by. Sweet … They must think of me as the lady with the hose in her nose and the water hose for drinking.


I’m cheered up … not sure Why. Nothing changed and it is so hot. Maybe a story is coming. Wish I were in charge of the kaleidoscope that turns some days so hopeless and others full of joy.


I even felt kindly toward my oxygen and not being able to get about. It has given me an exquisite dream life. (My biggest pet peeve is people telling their dreams, sorry.) Nothing HAPPENS in the dreams. But I’ll be a child in the back seat of a car driving through pines. Intense pine scent, blue jays, wind in my hair, hair stuck in my mouth. Or in the ocean in the Yucatan, tasting it, floating, looking at sky. Or in a freezing mountain lake, walking on sharp mossy stones … finally plunging in. Many other lagniappes. I love that word—don’t think it quite fits, but in any case, they are pure sensation and with no context.


A very dignified elderly lady called me and asked for my address. Said she was from the Tinker Society. That they were going to send me $100 a month. I asked why and she said, “Because you are a woman, my dear,” that she would be writing to me. No, this wasn’t a dream, perhaps it’s from the Fountain, er, Foundation Head?


I wish I had a Lazy boy. I watch baseball lying on the couch, my knees bent, feet in bucket of ice water. I’m going to get headphones so I’ll look like Chacmool.


Much love,


Lucia


BOULDER, CO


JULY 24, 1998


Dear Kenward,


I received a check from the Anne Marie Rensselaer Tinker Foundation, $500. I paid my Visa bill so I hope I qualify. Had to fill out detailed questionnaire. If I pass, they will send me $100 a month ($500 was for back months).


I don’t feel quite right about this. I make a good salary. I do spend about $800 a month on oxygen & medical insurance doesn’t cover—so am always short. But still … sure there are working women needier.


Also I have the idea that this is a perpetuating sort of thing—since they asked so much about my savings, life insurance, etc. I have been denied life insurance all my life. I have one now that didn’t require exam or medical history, $100,000, for my sons. And that costs a lot & won’t pay if I die before 2001. It seems so little to leave my sons. I’m sure not going to leave any to the Foundation.


So we’ll see. $100 a month would be great, so I hope I pass. I’d love to meet these ladies—the one I spoke to was out of Henry James.75


Maybe I’ll strike it rich—those cloned mice cheered me up. (What do animal rights people think about that?) I’m getting the patent for cloning minks, will make a killing. Ha ha.


Love,


Lucia


[In the following letters, Kenward describes a fourteen-piece series of small paintings artist Ken Tisa is creating as a portrait of Kenward. Lucia remembers some negative reactions to her 1990 collection, Homesick. They begin inventing a character for “Nancy,” based on one of the women in the Tinker Association.]


CALAIS, VT


AUGUST 3, 1998


Dear Lucia—


A spate of perfecto days—cool, blue skies. Vermont summer days at their best. Ken Tisa,76 collaborator and good ol’ boy pal, is visiting artist, and works down in the cabin, by the big pond—it looks like a Creemie stand, but has a big worktable, and privacy. He’s doing my portrait, which will be a mix of small oils of stuff that relates to me. He asked for a Muscle Man, provided, and a photo of Joe Brainard, also provided, and he’s redoing two of my Postcards on Parade collages, one, a male nipple work. Last night, I stayed in my outbuilding, sorting through postcards, for the first time since arriving in May. Riffling through them is a form of visual therapy & inner replenishment I’d foolishly ignored. […]


Loved your account of the Tinker Belle episode. I was hoping for Vegas bucks, a cream convertible, a ladies’ maid, vacations in a palace, all yours, on the Klondike. Drat. I believe the stipend-honorarium, whatever, is For Life, so, by the time you hit 150, there’ll be a zero-000–000 pile-up. But, cheez, Me-Generation-wise, that’s not a very sparkly support system.


I’ve done no writing. But relations with Coffee House have resumed, and even stabilized. The front-cover is as I wish. I’m starting to look forward to [Routine Disruptions] being a book I can hold without growling and fuming. I’m taking your counsel re a novella very seriously. My memory is terribly porous. Maybe I can start trailing it. My stress pile-up is much less oppressive these days, and I feel bouncier re CW’s return, for six months, Aug 11th.




Love,


Kenward





BOULDER, CO


AUGUST 4, 1998


Dear Kenward,


Oh dear—they sent me another check, $100, & I spent that one too.


This is dangerous. Some similar ladies in this Hi-Rize Apt all decided I was witty in the sauna & then I told them my name. Then one of them read one of my books. Something scandalized them. I was ever after that sola in the sauna. Awkward silences in the elevator. Eyes averted at the mailboxes.


I could make it a variation of Dr. Faustus. This woman sells her soul for $100 then she has to get white gloves & a hat & go to matinees at Lincoln Center, turn blue in the beauty parlor.


Oh dear. I’m truly not sure what to do. Not exaggerating. I was fired from two jobs after people read my books … I can tell that Nancy [of the Tinker Association] is not prepared for my work. I really like her. I know I would like them.


Oh!


Confused in Colorado,


BOULDER, CO


AUGUST 14, 1998


Dear Kenward,


Porous memory. Lovely way to express this problem. I spent excruciating hours at ToysRUs getting birthday presents for [grandson] Truman, 5. Thank heavens I didn’t mail them because—only because another son called and asked when Cody’s birthday was, did I remember that it was Cody’s birthday. [Grandson] Cody is 6. Alas, whereas Truman likes action toys, gory exploding videos, weapons, armor, etc., Cody likes chemistry sets, astronomy books, intricate puzzles, science experiments. As I recall … Bobbie77 (years ago) actually went to a hypnotist trying to recall details about Guatemala for a book she was writing.


That still is one magic of writing. I’ll remember some person or event and only after I’m into the story do details emerge and surround the sentences. People and songs come in.


Went with Ed and Jenny [Dorn] to hear wonderful fiddler and guitar player, the Cantrells. They reminded me of you, and of old postcards and motor inns.78 Played things like “In my Adobe Hacienda” and “Slow Boat to China.”


[…]


Ivan [Suvanjieff] said he had talked to you … that you thought I was upset about the amount from the Tinker Belles. Au contraire. It’s a lovely amount that I can look at as for books or, as Nancy says, the beauty parlor. Ivan thinks I’m bothered to be in a group with old ladies. No, no. Problem is I love these old ladies. My ambition was to retire and live in a hotel in New York and go to Schrafft’s with other old ladies. Even now as an old lady I get into trouble. Maybe it is my voice, which is sweet, and the writing voice is sweet and open too, so some people, all old ladies, are Shocked and feel they have been betrayed when they read about sex, drugs, murder, etc. Even you were shocked by “Carmen.” I have two WORSE shockers in the new book. How can they pass that book around? Nancy already likes me … we talked at length on the phone. She is Dear. I couldn’t help myself … I wrote her a nice letter, told about the deer who spends every morning under the apple tree, etc. Twice I have said Send back the money. But it was spent! I am going to have to stop soon, because it IS a relationship I have got myself into and they will be hurt by me.


This has been a problem several times. I had a fine job with vascular surgeons who were training me to be a Physician’s assistant. Great job. The woman who ran the office read HOMESICK,79 convinced them that I was dangerous, probably seeking drugs or prescription pads. Oddly enough people I have sort of used as characters have not minded at all. It is a definite ethical problem. I would never Really write about my sons, for example. But, as Bobbie says about her husband: “he shouldn’t have done that to a writer.”


I was really offended by Paul Theroux’s nasty portrait of [V. S.] Naipul in the New Yorker. Bad Form. Bad karma. I canceled my subscription to NYRB when they printed scathing essay on Pauline Kael by Renata Adler.


Your letters are fun and bring me all these people. Each letter, though, is shot through with the purest and most exquisite and lyrical poetry.


So when is the book out? Those were very good reviews, perceptive views, not just positive. Glad you like the cover. I have to go with [Black Sparrow Press publisher John] Martin’s wife’s cover, whatever it may be. HOMESICK was so awful, but I loved SO LONG.80 I’m starting to get the panics about book. Ivan and I trade insecurities and baseball stats. Last week he was worthless. Unspoken rule is that we both can’t be worthless at the same time.


How is your portrait coming? You sound really, well, happy.


Love,


Lucia


CALAIS, VT


LATE AUGUST–EARLY SEPTEMBER 1998


Dear Lucia—


Great excitement! I’ve met Nancy!!81 She was at the Farmer’s Market last Saturday, in front of the Montpelier jail where the booths are set up. Craftspeople are moving in on the Growers. And there she was—with her own table of dried wreaths. Some, I confess, were a tad bizarre—the skull-and-crossbones made of desiccated red rose petals and thorns: with a tacky silk banner attached (message: I LOVE LUCIA in lettering reminiscent of the Lucille Ball sitcom)—a bit arch for me. She’s taking a rest-cure in the same, er, “state establishment” that James Schuyler82 spent several months at—in Waterbury, a town about twenty miles from Calais.


The therapy is first-rate, I hear, and many experiments are being carried out for the future good of mankind. The experimenters, mostly non-accredited, from foreign lands and obscure belief systems, pay for this privilege so the institution turns a slight profit for The State—and of course helps the Not So Almighty Dollar hold its head up as a currency. The trade deficit is sapping the national will via Consumerismo, in my humble opinion.


Back to Nancy.


Meat once a week is guaranteed, and a freshly laundered sheet once a month. The locked dorms and barred windows (it was a prison actually, built to incarcerate witches, warlocks, Civil War pacifists and ‘nancy’ camp followers) provide excellent security, both for the inmates and nervous townspeople, who have had their share of hallucinating nakeds urinating on their gladiola beds. The therapy is primal, and makes good use of “channeling” and “shock treatments” that wreak havoc with the electricity bills. Her “shop” hours—she wasn’t allowed the use of sharp implements and her request to make Scalpel Art was summarily refused—have been a lifesaver.


Her wreaths are eye-catching and she’s allowed “out” every Saturday as a reward for good behavior, to sell her wares for pocket money—those wrinkles have started to really show, and while cold cream and generic moisturizers don’t do the trick, they’re better than nothing. Her new hair-do is a daring experiment—it juts out to one side. Looks like it weighs a ton, but she manages to keep her head straight. It does bobble when she gets excited, but maybe the old, Golden Pond Hepburn83 is a visual icon for Nancy—“Bobble Homage”—rather touching that.


I couldn’t get all the details, but Nancy did hiss out the word “stress” meaningfully. Dupe84 has been acting up again and the rattle of tire-chains in the boudoir is not conducive to the focus Nancy needs, and is accustomed to, while applying lash glitter, eye shadow, blush cheek resonator, and her very own wrinkle concealant formula flown in weekly, pre-incarceration. Barracuda sperm degenerates into useless mush all too quickly. Ocean micro-temperatures are hard to replicate.


[…]


Enough about today. The trip was jam-packed with doings. In LA, I did my radio interview with Michael Silverblatt85 (who loves your work)—spoke my new poem, Cyberspace. Third or fourth time on his show. Two-thirds of the way through, he’ll say something about the work that is, well, oracular. It makes such good sense, puts the work in perspective, and I always kick myself—why didn’t I know that? I wrote the stuff, after all. So the interview went well, and so did the solo show at Beyond Baroque, an ex-town hall with a performance space, a library/bookstore, and upstairs, a large room where my collages were on display, about thirteen strong. On white walls, well lit, they looked great, I thought. Plus, to fill out one wall, three rows or page-size collages from Postcards.


Post-performance, by the time I’d changed back into civvies (I went clowny garb for Part II)—there were only four people at the “reception.” They were—CW’s Dutch “tutor,” an ex-professor of I forget what (ethics? law?) and three S&M leather guys, one said Tutor’d met via Internet, and had made the trek to SF to, um, do-what-they-do, slash slash, ouch ouch. They were OK—I was glad the galleria wasn’t empty. One day off, then a workshop ($35 fee) in Performance Art, since I’m haughty about no honorarium for gigs. The solo went well, my voice still there, and while the second half dipped—“Cyberspace” too long—a few people came up afterwards and were bowled over by it, but it is a toughie.


[…]


Talked to Vivy [Russe] of Maine yesterday, and they’re OK now. Simple scenario—sell Maine house (real estate market terrific still, so big moolah bundle) and move to Calais Palais. Fix it up a bit, so winter living is comfy. Whew! Money vibes pretty much back where they belong in the sub-basement of small print, so we all can get back to being easy & affectionate etc. […]


Cherry on Family Sundae is: when I didn’t show up at a Calais Palais lunch my diabetes doc nephew [Gordon Weir] attended—I wanted to vent disapproval—lack of family support re. Mom Journal Should Be Published—Doc went into action. When my litigation-prone Sis [Vivy Elmslie] came for a visit to their Vermont vacation home, he got her to write a permission letter to me. So now I can go ahead with Mom’s Journal—and a “time travel” account of my own, started last fall. Burden removed—except for the writing, which I enjoy.


I keep laughing; 3 AM, in bed, washing dishes, kitchen, wherever—your Soap Fantasy, to home, lawn sale ads.


Hope your students treat you right. Nancy too.




Much Love,


Kenward





BOULDER, CO


SEPTEMBER 12, 1998


Dear Kenward,


What a delightful surprise, to hear that you saw our dear Nancy, and how priceless, heavenly, the wreath, with its message to me. When I opened the box a (welcome) gust of wind came in at the same moment that it began to rain. The first rain in many weeks … Tiny bits of dry blue and red petals blew all about the room in little tornadoes. I took it as a sign that she was at her Ouija board in Waterbury, trying to contact me, so I hope she heard how much I love her. I also tried to let her know that the dry dairy creamer they give you in those places works very so well as a wrinkle concealer. I’m sure she’d prefer that I didn’t know she was there … perhaps I could send her anonymously a tube of hemorrhoid crème, for a mini facelift, to get her through this period. Kind of you to refer to that little bobble of her head as a Hepburn Homage. I rather like to think of it as Nancy’s way of marching to the tune of a different drum.


I have been looking everywhere for the sweet letter she sent with the check. She is truly a lady. There aren’t many such genuine ones left. My fears about her reactions to my little stories have vanished. Nancy simply could never see anything unseemly. Even unseemly things would acquire her grace and become acceptable.


She invited me to sewing group that meets three times a week, where they make things for less fortunate people (“this gives us such joy”). And the fall luncheon is November 13 at the Junior League. Oh I’m so sorry I can’t go. (Really.)


I would have loved to have been in Waterbury with James Schuyler. (He is one of my most favorite poets. I heard him read in San Francisco, an historic event.)


I was one of those alcoholics who only periodically got very terrible, usually combative or near death and/or suicidal and needing medication against seizures. Invariably ended up in straightjacket or four-point leather restraints in psych wards. Alas, these are not the wonderful places they used to be. In the old days, before all these wonder drugs, before Thorazine and Haldol, everybody in there was mad in his or her unique way, but it was ok to be insane, everyone accepted completely the others’ bizarrities …


We were all safe there. Intense friendships, kindnesses. All night laughters. Only bad part was that you had to stoop to a little grid in the wall to hold your cigarette to it, clamped steady between your teeth, in order to light it, and you had to take bath in two inches of water, with an attendant who held the soap. But in later years everybody just sat in the wards with Georgia O’Keefes and Monet’s Waterlilies on the walls, drugged, waiting for the trays of the medication cart. Five-hour chess games. All afternoon watching bowling.


Leafers! Sounds like a description of Latino felons or those guys that hang out in 7–11’s. It is like that lovely British expression “day trippers.” I never heard of leafers until I came to Colorado, where I also, I suppose, became one. Oh oh. The maple tree on the corner of 5th and Alpine is turning. Better than leafing here is bugling … going up to listen to the elk. But you must have done that, heard the sweet plaintive calls. So you are waiting to leaf and then return to New York? It must be wonderful up there now. […]


I recently read about and saw lavish photographs of that motel in Las Vegas. I’m happy to know someone semi-imaginable is actually Going there. Who would choose to go there? I mean, I can imagine people wanting to go to Las Vegas. I would, but I’d want to go to the hotel where the volcano erupts every four hours. God, sometimes this world seems so crazy, I get caught up in the Apocalypse-millennium fears. How come nobody brings up Janet Reno?86 Her hair should be impeached. The whole Clinton/Monica situation just pitiful, just plain pitiful. Coming in the sink is too tacky to bear. Can you imagine Thomas Jefferson coming in a sink?
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