




20 June 98 and bright and heavy sunny in Sharlit,






ozone count in the danger zone, crime heavy and 






stoned in the ghettos, men flung out dead to the 






world on benches along the way of my famous






early morning walk.  Glorious dawn, almost like 






in Camp Hood Texas fifty years ago.

Hello, Robert,


I have never wanted to be somebody else or even like somebody else, nor have I thought were I given the opportunity somehow to make changes to myself inside or out

could I determine what those changes would be except perhaps another inch or two on my dick and even that now seems decidedly superfluous given what has become of the way we were.  Having said that (as they say on the talk shows) it occurs to me it wouldn’t be too bad to be you now and then, cousin, providing I could retract and get back to who I am now or in the past should I find being you unsatisfactory in the least or even in comparison.  It would be swell to have a book I could open and choose to see things and think the way you do and as exquisitely as you do about moving through the days and take on your energy and unpretentious accomplishment and enjoy your love of being among nature and then close the book again and go back to being old me.  He has seen me through so many years, cousin, and we have managed fairly well.


I think you will see as you ride along that Pass the Mustard cannot be strictly autobiographical for many good reasons.  In the first place, I couldn’t betray my friends in the service from fifty years ago, some of whom I hear from still, devoted friends as good or better than I have ever had.  They are husbands and fathers and grandfathers and men of affairs and some of them successful and some not and many of them dead.  Also, incidents are shifted about and situations and conversations not verbatim nor in order – the letter writing Charlottean is a combination of two men – in addition to which, although everything is strictly accurate, a great deal of what goes on is imaginary.  Besides (is this the lying gene?) I do not want to be limited by fact.  Nevertheless, what you see is what it was.  Which, cousin, does not suit for many convoluted reasons which I will lay out for you, should you want that.  And perhaps, will not suit you, which I can easily understand.  In addition to which, it may well be a bad book.  Certainly it needs heavy editing, but I hope it will bring you some beguilement.


Incidentally, I wonder if you had ever been aware of Charlotte’s Fabulous Bachelors who are discussed early on in PM.  They are all dead now, and yet there is strong resistance to having their names sullied according to today’s custom of tell all.  They were: beginning – always – with Randolph Scott who was said to have courted or even to have proposed to any number of Charlotte matrons until it became common knowledge that he had opted for Cary Grant.  And who can blame him?  Then, there was Jack Heath.  Jack and Randolph had been best friends since childhood, and Jack drove him out to the West Coast with the understanding that whichever of the two was a success would send for the other and take care of him always.  Fetching thought.  And Ralph Van Landingham on whose estate, left to the city, the White Party for AIDS victims is celebrated every year.  One could always identify Ralph’s inamorati, as they were almost always lifeguards at the Charlotte Country Club in the summer and at Chapel Hill every fall/winter/spring.  He is said to have educated and found proper wives for a number of now late middle aged Charlotte citizens.  Then, there was my cousin Sid Dowd who specialized in promising young concert pianists some of whom he sent to Julliard – his image is evident in the early pages of PM.  And Stowe Moody.  He lived across the street from my mother in a great house on Providence Road – he and I were frequently drunk and loquacious in his ‘liberry.’  He wrote me frequently whilst I was in the service.  And now, let’s see.  Oh, yes, Marty Lee, Bill Lee’s youngest brother.  These men were all handsome and fortunate.  Everybody knew what was what, but said little and cared even less.  I remember Rogers Gibbon Pender asking across the bridge table at my mother’s house:  “Which one is the wife?”  Great hilarity.  But little was made of their drift from convention, and they were more than acceptable.  It seemed to me then and seems to me now a much more elegant way to live.  No need to categorize or to vote yes or no.  I was enthralled with and onto the situation even as a child which should tell you something, I suppose. 


I received a birthday present from Mary this week.  Two books.  One about how the Irish saved civilization and the other about the Jews have changed the way we thing and feel.  She always sends me a Christmas present – usually in October – but this is my first Birthday present.  There was considerable telephone consultation before the decision was finally made.  I’m sure she has something going on at her house as I write.  That energy is not to be denied even under the worst of circumstances.  The loneliness is another matter.


Now then, promise me, Robert, if PM should begin to pall, you will put it on an unreachable shelf or throw it to the pigs.  Or you can wait for Fall when you light the first fire in your study.  There is no obligation twixt me and thee, noble or any other kind.  Actually, there can be no obligation to any kind of creative art, don’t you agree?  Not that it is all Strauss waltzes.


Well, God knows this letter is inclusive.






Love to you and all your creatures, cousin,

