






10 Dec 97








Sharlit, it’s cold 








And it’s damp.

Hello, swell Cousin Cluett,


I hope you have received by now two letters I wrote you last month, one detailing reprehensible behavior of your sister, for which I apologize, and the other recounting a pilgrimage with Albert Chatham in his tiny red Porsche to lower his mother’s cardboard boxed ashes into the damp sod of Elmwood Cemetery.  (Now then, this goddam com-puter has underlined in red everything I have written up to now – oh, cousin, cousin, where have I gone wrong?)


Scarcely started, and here it is 11 December and this won’t see a letter box until tomorrow.  If then.  Our dear kinswoman, Ms. Catherine (sic) Belden, who speaks highly  and frequently of you, has been here – is here still, and so my song cycle has sloped off key badly and my instrument has gone all frayed.  She may have Lyme Disease, but she also has the enthusiasm and curiosity of a bright child.  No way not to love her.  No way not to pine for an intermission before the next act.  We have dined and shopped and talked and gossiped and had great fun.  She also went to South Carolina to visit Catherine Morehead Bailey who does not know that her father had been married to another woman before he wed her mother.  It seems she had heard that he was having an affair with another woman when he died.  I suggested that perhaps someone had mistaken that first marriage and put it at the wrong end of his life.  So Ms. Belden will reassure her cousin.  We also – Ms. Belden and I – went into the spellbinding subject of the lying gene.  She herself escaped that intriguing part of her inheritance, but she says that her mother most certainly did not.  Which is funny enough in that she – her mother – more often than not, will speak contemptuously of the fact that her own mother was not wed to the truth.  Gliding across Myers Park on the way to Southpark, I asked Ms. Belden if she thought I had inherited that gene, and she said she had not found that I had to this date.  I said I thought perhaps I spent its influence writing fiction, and she said, perhaps, and gazed out the window at the passing landscape.  I had asked this question because I have observed that habitual liers do not seem to understand that they are in the process of lying at all times, since occasionally they tell you something that they know full well you are aware can’t possibly be true.  It seems that the entire Scandinavian country lies as a kind of national passtime.  Isn’t that a frightening prospect?  Well – can you believe it? – I must go get a haircut.


I got my haircut from Don McBane who once replenished your mother’s hair until she became enraged one day because the colored shampooist had joined in the general gossip over her head and pulled the rollers from amongst her curls and threw them to the floor.  Don accompanied her to the car where Harry was waiting and told her he thought she would be happier with another hairdresser.  She said she had always planned on having him fix her hair when she was lying in her coffin on her way to paying a call on her Blessed Maker.  But he was firm and she left a sadder but wiser socialite.  He says the pattern of the patches on my head are the mark of a Morehead.  There is a great deal of hilarity among the ladies when I arrive and he asks whether or not I want bangs or a perm.  Ah, well, it’s all worth it. 


                    I’m going to stop and get this in the mail box.  Love to all.

