








23 August 97

Dear Cousin Cluett,


Here I am at this terrible computer once again with news both good and bad.  It has just now consented after much travail to permit me size 12 font.  It prefers size 10.  But to the news both good and bad.  The worst of it is and perhaps I can say the best of it at the same time is that a flight of angels has sung my old Billy to his rest – good night, sweet prince.  In my arms, of course, and not a moment too soon.  I am at the same time devastated and relieved.  Fortunately, I have had a dream that has explained how it was and how it has been and how it is now to me and to that sweet little dog.  Cousin, it has been almost more than my fragile psyche could survive.  The night before he died, I thought I was swiftly on my way to the booby hatch, but as Mr. Thurber so wisely put it:  never count your boobies until they’re hatched.  When I put Billy in my car to go to the vet, I thought it was to check his eye with the ulcer, but Charles (the husband vet) came in to observe Billy cradled in my arms like an infant.  He went into some song and dance that I don’t quite understand until this moment, but he gave me the message – somehow – that it was time.  And so, cousin, that gave me permission and support, and that was it.  It is astonishing the moment when the being departs from the body.  Oh, my God, Billy, where have you gone and can you forgive me?  He of course stands at every corner of my house and behind every door.


I loved having breakfast at Simmons with you and Lucy, although I can never tell whether she likes me or not – and I must say I care enormously.  It was far too short a visit but then it was at a most stressful time for me, and I hope I didn’t appear to be too hysterical.  And so, we’ll do it again one day soon.  I feel most familiar with you, more as if you lived somewhere at the other end of Morehead Street rather than in the wilds of Ontario, although I’m sure you are thrilled that is not the case.  When we first set out on this friendship, I was wary of offending you – I thought very odd things offended you and that I said a good many odd things.  But I have come to accept what flows between us as what it should be and devil take the hindmost.  If you know what I mean.  I think you took my suggestion as to Sheba’s sexual persuasion far too seriously.  I must explain that I have been beset by what Mr. Pritchett calls the mad impromptus of reason.  That flight was one of my impromptus.  You must prepare yourself for others, should our exchange continue, and I am determined that it shall.


The thing about getting thoroughly middle-aged (you will forgive me for clinging to that term), is that you find you live in a foreign country where you barely speak the language.  People look at you with curiosity and are polite even when they shouldn’t be.  On the other hand, when you wax friendly, there comes a kind of fright in their eyes and they find an excuse to roll the children off in the grocery cart for a forgotten appointment. 

The young speak to you in loud voices even if they happen to be sitting on your lap.  Which, cousin, they never are.  Let me bring this impromptu to an end and send you –






Our concern and affection,     

