





28.II/1.III.98 and the sun is beginning to  







stain the Disney World houses across the 







street in Fourth Ward in Sharlit at long, long






last.

Dear Cousin Cluett,


I thought the snapshot of the old home place might intrigue you.  Of course, your mother recited to me on many occasions the story about your father walking into it for the first time.  It was one of her conditioned reaction stories and never varied.  Such as when I would say to her (as I did frequently), “Daddy said, Anybody who talks as much as you do is bound to tell everything he knows and more.” She would return the serve invari-ably, “Father said, Sister don’t you ever stop talking?”  It gave us a certain comfort - I couldn’t possibly tell you why.  Her version of the first sighting varied from yours to some degree, as you might expect.  I think she could remember where Aunt Mamie first came upon the Cluett plans – I’m not certain.  I don’t remember any ballroom, but as I recall, Aunt Mamie’s bedroom suite was extensive and took up at least two sizeable rooms.  Perhaps, that was the once ballroom.  I do remember however – or thought I did, until I was told it didn’t exist – a downstairs bathroom with a sunken tub large enough to paddle about in.  I am still convinced of its existence.  And, of course, I remember The Wedding.  Sharlit had never seen anything like it.  We were all there, Morehead and I and the Blakeneys and Stuart and Maggy and everybody all round Ransom Place which at that time was a cul-de-sac.  Catherine came down the high-flying staircase which was covered in white, and your father emerged from somewhere behind it.  The ice cream was in the shape of fruit and flowers, ordered, it was said, all the way from New York City.  I was much taken by that.  I think Mary was a flower girl; I don’t remember Motley or Lindsay.  Either not born yet or too little.  Anyhow, we all had a grand time racing around that vast house, and Stuart threw a tantrum.  She also fucked up the portrait of gathered family positioned in front of the mansion by turning her back at precisely the right moment.  To think, cousin, you and your sister came out of all that lovely to-do.  Not, mind you, that you’re not lovely.


Well, there’s so much to talk about.  I am still walking – even more than in the past.  However, since Billy’s departure, I walk in the daylight hours – not nearly so mysterious, and of course, I can’t dance when the music inspires.  I’d hate being stoned at my age.   There is a conspiracy against life’s more fragile delights.  I have also joined the Pulmonary Rehabilitation Exercise Class following my doctor’s suggestion.  She (sic) doesn’t give orders.  I attend obediently but without pleasure.  Cousin, they are all so old.  As your mother used to say, surveying the Southminster dining hall with nearly blind, sherry colored eyes, “I am so tired of all these white heads.”  Better orange hair with a fraudulent patch in the center any day, don’t you agree?  And there is no radar among the old farts and fartettes.  They pant away about Carolina and Duke for godsake.  Give me a fucking break.  Anyhow, at the start, one walks around the track at as brisk a pace as one can manage.  I - let me make it perfectly clear - am an Olympic champion, comparatively speaking, sailing past what were star pupils prior to my arrival.  Also, during this phase there is fairly bouncey music.  Which inspired me to veer into some fairly bouncey steps from my salad days.  Two of the fartettes leaned into each other – seated and panting – and cursed me, cutting their eyes like serpents in my direction.  Even after I regained my chair, they continued to watch me with grave displeasure.  So I have given up even a moderated lindy hop, at least for the moment.  You do see.


What it is, cousin – please, say nothing about this to your wife or daughters – is Christianity.  Christians are ruining everything – Christians are ruining civilization.  I’m talking Civilization, cousin.  As you are well aware, civilization began with singing and went on to include dancing, and only the Christians had the poverty of spirit to put an end to the dancing.  You see, it has to do with the exultant body.  Christians are dead set against anything that smacks of delight – particularly fragile delight. 


Next time, I want to discuss with you about Canadians and how they become instant, expert professionals in any pursuit and about sopranos, good, bad and thrilling.  

Did I tell you recently that Vladimir Horowitz said there were only three kinds of pianists: Jewish, homosexual and bad. 


Well, I’ll leave you and Sheba with that and my affection.      

