






3.I.98 and icy cold in Sharlit,








down in the twenties, cousin.








Does not suit this redneck.

Hello, Cousin Cluett,


I am back from my yearly pilgrimage to New York City where I heard and saw some transcendent stuff – in particular a revival of Arthur Miller’s A View from the Bridge which I saw many decades ago and either I was foolish or drunk or the play was not then what it has become with this wonderful production.  I have come down since my return with a pain in the neck – literally – that gives me no rest.  Literally no rest.  And I had promised I would begin working at the typewriter for three hours a day – religiously beginning this minute.  Well, tomorrow, cousin.  And tomorrow and tomorrow.


I have misplaced your last letter.  I remember your mother would pick up a check at her apartment door and lose it before she could get it to her desk.  I do hope God won’t add that to the list of my woes (very short actually, but don’t whisper it to a soul – He 

might hear). You talked about Truman Capote in your letter, crediting him with being a swell writer among other things.  It is definitely out of fashion recently to credit him with anything other than being a damn fool which angers me.  A piece in the recent NY Review of Books by Elizabeth Hardwick very patronizing.  God knows she is an also ran.  My mother used to tell me you couldn’t say you knew a celebrity unless he knew you back.  But I’ll say I knew Truman slightly beginning back in 1949-50 when we were both living in Paris and he was flush with his success, whether deserved or not, with OV,OR.  He was rather hard to take so far as I was concerned, because, in an oblique way, I wanted to be him.  He most definitely had the lying gene, but, cousin, he had it to a purpose.  Any reader or any listener might have regretted his not having it in his character.  What he had, actually, which gave him his high energy and enormous visibility, to say nothing of his precipitous decline, was the showing off gene and the talent to use it to best advantage.  I understand very well the bitter envy and spirit of revenge this ability inspires, as I have the same gene in spades without the ability – or, rather let me say, without the courage to put it to its best use.  Some years later, I attended a most pretentious dinner party in New York City where he was the jewel in the crown.  He dominated the conversation at dinner – to our great delight – with a lecture on the enormous value of pornography.  Cousin, cousin, it was brilliant but most of all it was fucking funny.  Hilarious!  Nobody else at table had a chance nor wanted it.  No contest, which is unusual at a dinner party of soi disant celebrities.  He drifted off occasionally into his views concerning the penal system – distantly related to the pornography lesson, but that was in the way of being a short side trip.  An odd looking little creature, but capable of turning straight men queer.  And men who said as much.  Something there, cousin.  Gore Vidal, as you must know, detested him for a number of reasons.  One of them being that Truman could out write him in certain areas and out show-off him anywhere, any time.  And Gore is another huge show off gene inheritor as well as mean as a rattle snake.  Truman had put it out that Jack Kennedy had thrown Gore out of the White House and ordered that he not be permitted to return to visit his cousin Jackie.  Gore sued and eventually won.  The only one of that famous triumvirate who didn’t like showing off was Tennessee who, no matter how he tried, always ended up looking like an accountant.   


Well, the upshot of all that is that Truman was certainly a marvelous writer in spite of Ms. Hardwick and Gore and all the other detractors.  George Plimpton is doing nothing on earth but making himself a buck – a very big buck at that – on Truman’s body as so very many, including old Norman Mailer, have done on poor little untalented Marilyn Monroe’s remains.  It’s not the first time for Plimpton – he did the same thing with Edie Sedgwick who was one of the drugged up Andy Warhol time bombs around New York back in the sixties.  And a mon avis, the sixties was the end of so much inven-tive light and the beginning of a kind of rot and not even attractive decadence.  


Well, while I was in New York City, Sally Mason left us.  I regret not having been here for her funeral to say goodby.  Besides, these days, funerals are my favorite social event.  Like that last visit of Marcel’s in Time Regained to the Guermantes’ reception when he steps on the uneven paving stones and all of the characters are trans-

formed by time.  And the terrible social climbing woman has become the Social Leader like Miss Teacake McGee in Eudora Welty.  Do confess:  life is an entertainment, if you’ve got the good sense to watch it.


One of the transcendent moments during my stay in New York City was the performance of  Boris Godunov with a mostly Russian cast at the Metropolitan Opera.  Those people know what they’re doing and they do it with everything in them.  More than just showing off here, cousin.  And that glorious music, the work of three composers.


Well, cousin, Happy New Year to us.  I’ll let you off at Fifty-Seventh Street.







My love to all at Animal Farm,

