




1 July 98 and hot as the hinges in Sharlit NC 






where I sit above the town behind my shutters






a creature superior in so many ways and just 






the opposite in so many others, thank you, God,






honey.

Hello, Robert,


Whether or not I am worth my salt has been a matter of speculation since I was six years old or even earlier.  I have been enchanted and even on occasion assaulted with various accounts of the childhood and early and late youth of MCB and RC4.  They varied widely in detail if not in overall structure, although even that occasionally teetered,

and you can be assured I have my preferred version which includes my own skewed perception.  But justly skewed, cousin – do grant me that.  The final draft de ma part tends towards the Romantic, as you probably suspect, knowing that I vastly prefer Callas, wrong notes, unsteady portamento and the rest, over Bertolli with all her precision and unshaven legs (I don’t actually know that, cousin.).  There is a rather operatic quality – for me the heaven is in the details – in your mother’s extended version which I’m crazy about.  Nobody was skewered save for Mrs. Cluett who – and I swear to this – drove your mother to the psychiatrist in the city.  Now let’s talk about my childhood and youth.  On the other hand, let’s not.  Too lurid.  


Well, and, yes, as for the passage from Gulliver, I am sure I missed the point.  However, I was not so taken by the matter as by the musical flow of the writing.  There is a movement upward and over and downward to a cadence, so that the reader floats easily with the succession of ideas.  There are certain superb writers whom I read from obligation – Toni Morrison and Doris Betts come to mind – whose prose throws me off rhythm so that I have to play it again over and over to get the – matter.  Besides the bourgeois materialists will have sent their children to the right schools, supported the opera and given pictures to the museums and turned into Old Money by the time your grandchildren are out into the world.  However on second consideration, it took the Belks three or was it four generations to find out that a box at the opera overcame the redneck taint.  They even turn up in the grill out at the club getting shit-faced with the rest.  Fun, cousin.


I have come to the decision to let Pass the Mustard retire to the dark corner of my storage bin.  I was carried away by the emotional response of my neighbor and then neighbors to its message – its matter actually.  I had thought to rearrange it and rewrite considerable and try to salvage what I consider to be an important document and one that I owe.  However, I believe that it would cause me much trouble and others some embarr-

assment, and then not accomplish any kind of conviction with readers.  It would most probably offend all factions, although what it says is actuality and not a skewed version of affairs to please one group or another.  So, ciao to that effort – at least for the time being.  Pitch it into the dark corner of your storage bin, cousin.


Thank you for your letters, Robert.






And love to you all, 

