








16 July 97

Yes, well, dear Cousin Cluett,


Has it not by now occurred to you that there is the possibility – I say, the possibil-ity – that Sheba just might be a Lesbian?  I mean, after all, we do know that she is attract-ed to the butcher side of country life.  In addition, she cares nothing about the way she looks nor smells and is in constant conflict with the ways of nature around her.  Well, we shall probably never know given the secrecy surrounding the lives of her kind – I say, possibly her kind.  I do know a kind of test:  Sandy Veit, my New York roommate (now living with his English wife in Grasse France) used to wonder again and again why lesbians seemed always to favor Plymouth convertible automobiles, and, in fact, when we were rolling along the highway towards some summer beach or other, he kept exact count.  “There,” he’d say, “you see there - another bunch of them packed in a Plymouth convertible combing their greasy Elvis haircuts.”  And, lo, he was always on target.  My point is:  you might just walk Sheba past the next Plymouth convertible and see if she loses her heart to it.  Or is this a sneaky way of prying into what has up to now been a most loving and private life?


Well. Cousin, you have the advantage of us, Boice and I, having had the oppor-tunity, not once but several times, to enjoy the delicious euphoria of publication.  It is a weight on my heart that a second euphoria did not come upon me as easily as I had been assured it might, due to one book published.  And I wonder now if ever I shall have that sweet assurance again – time is flooding past me, and there seems no chance to get to my keyboards for first one reason and then another.  Now then, my poor old Billy has come home from a weekend in summer camp, and I am once again in service to his every move and whim and possibility.  He is with me and he isn’t cousin, and there is no hope nor no joy in it.  I can wish for nothing but relief – for me.  I think he is in suspension, standing in the front hall staring for long periods into the living room.  And almost blind and almost totally deaf.  Does he know I love him when I raise hell at his piss spots on my carpets?  Or does he just not care?  


Have you never heard from Barbara Park ever again?  Not even a telephone call when there is a sigh or a tiny whimper and hang up?  Oh, I think probably – you don’t feed people baked chicken with greasy fingers for just that one forty-five minute heat.

                  




Cheers cousin Rob’t,  

