






22/3.I.98 and raining and dark as 








Egypt in Sharlit and all of us con-








fused by how the presidency leads 

       






to such sweet young pussy.

Hello, Cousin Cluett,


First, I want to be sure and tell you about Norman Mailer whom you mentioned twice in your last enchantment.  I am not happy with what Norman writes professionally, but I am inclined to like what he does and says away from his desk.  There was and has been since nothing as much fun as the long running feud among him and Truman and Gore back in – I think – the sixty-seventies, which came to fisticuffs between him and Gore at somebody’s cocktail party.  And nothing has been as much fun as his intense envy and puzzlement at Truman’s successful and exemplary literary style.  He finally decided that one has to have been seriously ill as a child to have developed an exquisite manner.  I suppose that’s a start.  But to get on, I took to writing Norman years ago when I was having a go at my first novel, Traveling Light, probably still the best effort I ever made at my desk but rejected precipitously all round the literary race track.  Due, I like to tell myself, to the basic premise of a woman who is killed in an accident and whose Being ends up in the body of a young man across Rome who has happened to die at the exact same moment.  Talk about puzzlement.  Norman never failed to respond, not at length but with a certain charm.  I realized after the first two or three letters, one in particular when I reproved him for his enthusiasm for boxing, that he was not sure of my gender.  This lead to further delight.  And further letters from him with the shadow of a question falling across the page.  Until I put it to him that I had read somewhere (which I had in some gay journal, I think) that he had the biggest cock in literature.  I have had not a word since, not even to the letter in which I announced to him that I had at long last had a book published and not only a photograph of myself on the dusk jacket but also with a life size copy of the same photograph of myself and my dog in my living room at the American Book Association convention.  Silence, cousin, no matter how I flattered when something also-ran of his appeared on the lists.


I want to investigate the show off gene further with you, but there is much more to talk about with the lying gene.  You know how it is with me and V. S. Pritchett.  I happened on The Liars, a short story of his, night before last and must recommend that you run through it at your earliest opportunity.  It concerns an older woman in retirement who says to her attendant, “It’s Thursday, Mrs Lax.  It’s my day for telling lies.”  Whereupon she is visited by Harry who once pushed her bath chair along the strand and who visits her once a week.  It is all about the enchantment and the discipline of inventing on old themes when both parties understand that little if any of what is said is actual truth but when neither says as much to the other.  And the visit ends as usual.  


As for showing off, it need not be fireworks or extravagant.  You needn’t be sitting in a Rolls Royce or even in your good suit.  It can be done with a tilt of the head.  Or with the lift of an eyebrow, your mother’s specialty.  Or even with a significant silence following another’s pretentious – or even possibly pretentious – remark.  Then lift the eyebrow and look off in the other direction towards the horizon allowing time for an embarrassing silence.


I was to tell you this time what a remarkable man you are, but it will have to wait.






Ciao, bello, and best love to you and Sheba,  

