




29 April 98, sun bright and brilliant on Hugh 






McColl’s beautiful buildings rising on every






horizon, moving a city in where one had been






missing for some time.  Then dismal again.

Hello, Cousin,


Russell Robinson said he had just seen you and that you had said to bring me greetings.  He and Miss Sally had arranged a signing for an old friend from Woodberry who has a book out on how he teaches business.  I have forgotten where.  Ballard Morton his name is.  There were all manner of socialites present, the men staunch with paunch and stern but smiling faces – not easy – and the ladies, I must say, coiffed and painted and arrayed in summer dresses, quite beautiful.  You know how I like that kind of thing.  Not the staunch and paunch, of course.  I prepared to endure, but actually was much taken with the speaker.  Pepper Dowd and I asked questions, since we are both incurable show-offs and anxious to be thought of as creative and intelligent above the average.  Mine stuck in Ballard’s craw a bit.  It was soon over and we got to mingle and be socialites.  I called Allison Davant by the wrong name and he got even by being extremely rude.  I did not purchase a book, not to get even but because I didn’t want to exchange money for a book on teaching business, no matter how charming.  All the rich socialites bought two and three.  I hope the Robinsons will forgive me.


How nice it is for me you want to look at Passing Muster.  I hope you are old enough to read it.  It is three hundred double-spaced pages long and divided into four sections each of which, I believe, could stand alone as not so much a short story as – what? – a recitation.  I will be interested in your reaction – if you find it possible to make your way through it.  I have submitted it to two editors.  My Algonquin one – who said the main character is too weak and too I-am-a-camera – and my Saint Martin’s Press one, now at Crown Publishing, who said, “We decided we couldn’t get out enough books,” whatever that means.  He also said, “‘We’ thought the public wouldn’t find it credible.”  I think about this work when I wake up in the middle of the night.  It could really cause me some trouble.  It will anger all factions, every minority and majority will be offended by it and deny there is any truth to it.  In any case, it needs a lot of work.  I should have made notes as I read through it recently, but did not.  There is one short section that makes no sense which is essential to the story – which is the wrong word.  I am going to put it right and then have some copies made.  I’ll send you one.  We’ll see.


I read where Norman Mailer has put out a thousand page collection – selection of his works.  It includes the material describing his feud with Gore Vidal and Truman and the fight with Gore at a party and the ensuing talk show with all three in form when Truman told what’s-his-name On the Road was just typing.  Not true, of course.  Never mind.  It is all hilarious, as I recall it.  It might be worth paying the price.  Actually, I like Norman.  I wrote him some letters which he always answered, until I wrote him that I had heard he had the biggest cock in the literary world and he began to question my gender.  Some of what he does is swell, a lot of it is imponderable, whatever that means.


Cousin, I think I’ll let this go at that.  I’ll send you a book when I’ve got some copies – not long.  Kinko’s is miraculous.  






Love to you all up there, Rob’t,       

