Well, cousin,


Actually, it’s a crapshoot.  Being seventy-seven is an enormous inconvenience.  There are few, if any, activities that are not diminished by it.  Let’s only hope the balance at the bank has shown dramatic increase and continues doing so.  Is there enough to see me through? becomes the three o’clock in the morning hellish aria rising in the dark.  The answer is always, no, no matter what the balance might be.  The idea that very soon now you might move to Venice vanishes.  The idea that someone might come along today who truly, truly loves me – vanishes.  The idea that someone came along once who truly, truly loved me dominates the memory – and who could that have been? And where is that person now?  The decades become chapters, clearly marked one from the next.  There is even a kind of  Chapter Heading for each of them.


Having said all of that and having overlooked the major part of the obstacle course, if there is a dram of Catherine Morehead Cluett’s blood in your veins and if there is the conviction that there is still the chance you can make something quite wonderful out of your imagination, your psyche, with some transcendent explanation of how it really is.  How it really is.  And isn’t it funny?  And isn’t it sad?  And don’t you agree, you people out there who need to know?  Then, for godsake, buy the fucking book.  If, I say, all of that is there, seventy-something is an elevation looking backwards and for-wards and just let me get past three o’clock in the morning, and I am better than I ever was.  Or at least as good.


I think your swell friend is experiencing the euphoria of  publication.  I remem-ber it well.  Reading to the American Book Association in New York City wearing a diaper under my fashionable famous writer clothes following my radical prostatectomy and a life size photograph of me in my living room on prominent display at the conven-tion center and people calling me wanting to represent me on the West Coast.  And like that.  There it was at seventy-one what I had dreamed of at twenty-one traveling with the Seven Seventy First Tank Destroyer Battalion across several continents.  Oh, cousin, there was to be a series of enchantments issuing from my shuttered tree house in Sharlit and my pied-a-terre in – where? – why not Venice?


Of  course, seventy-seven is wonderful, if I can organize my life, if Billy either lives or dies, if I can begin to take my morning walk again, if I can get my life together again, if I can only adjust my bowels to my busy days.  I wouldn’t give up a day of it, cousin, and I honestly don’t know why that is.

                               



We love you, cousin,     

