
10 May '06 

Dear Ted--
A. 

Well, thanks to you, I'll never look at a refrigerator the same way. Doig 
and Kooser and Frigidaire, separted at birth. 

Other than that, Carol and I had a splendid time with you in Beatrice and 
were glad to have had a chance to save you from the chain gang of chicken breasts 
and get that most fundamental food group, Mexican grub, into us. Our thoughts 
have stayed in Nebraska this week, hoping Kathleen and you have fared as well as 
possible out of the Monday medical session. May you both be granted the fullness 
of years that you have so earned. 

Sincerely, 
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TED KOOSER 
1820 Branched Oak Road 
Garland, NE 68360-9303 

Phone/Fax: 402-588-2272 
e-mail: kr84428@alltel.net 

May 30, 2006 

Dear Ivan: 

Thanks so much for the novel, which I look forward to reading soon. It was a 
pleasure to get to spend a little time with you, and in such a good setting. 

Kathy had her lumpectomy but on Friday will have a second surgery to take out a 
little more tissue, since the surgeon didn't get a clear margin in one area. He feels 
pretty sure he won't find any more cancer cells because the cautery wire from the 
first surgery would have killed all such cells within 7 mm. The tumor is classed as 
Stage I, which is good, and there is no spread to the lymph nodes. It does look as if 
she'll have to have some chemo because the thinking is, today, that even in "node 
negative" patients, there is a chance that some breast cancer cells got carried into the 
system by the blood. Radiation has always been indicated, and a certainty. But all in 
all this was an early find, with a small tumor, and we are optimistic. 

Today is the last day of my laureateship, and I am to speak briefly at an event in 
Omaha tonight. This doesn't mean that I am done with road trips, of course, but I 
can now be more discriminating in the obligations I take on. While I was laureate I 
felt I had to say "yes" to just about every invitation. 

Cool and overcast here today. We have been having a lovely spring. 

My best from Nebraska, 



1 Oct. '07 

Dear Ted-

You were missed in Deadwood. (Now there's a line that sounds like you 
survived a shootout over aces and eights, right?) I buttonholed Sherry DeBoer 
immediately after she made the announcement that you could't be there at the Book 
Festival, and so I know it was a family matter, a generation down—Carol and I 
fervently hope that has come out okay. David Laskin was there at the Deadwood 
literary shindig too, and we mutually lamented not having a chance to see you 
again. I think Sherry was going to have Bill Holm pinch-hit in your session, so the 
next time we're sharing chicken tamales you'll have to indicate with an eyebrow 
lifted or not how you feel about box elder bugs in poems. 

Laskin, thinking big after South Dakota, headed on to North Dakota, I 
guess to Medora and such, in research for his World War I book. I headed home to 
work on my World War II novel (between us, Laskin and I are going to crowd Ken 
Burns off the face of the earth) as Carol and I had been in Boulder for a couple of 
days of festivity as the U. of Colorado gave me their Stegner Award. Getting that 
felt nice, but a little geezer-like, too. 

You genus Nebraskianus types have been on my mind lately, as I've been 
doing a small piece on Wright Morris, whom I knew a bit, and Loren Eiseley, 
whom I admire colosally. They chummed together-ever hear that?-in Philadelphia 
in 1945, and the thrust of my piece is how worlds-apart they were, within that 
literary camaraderie. I wind up saying, somewhat alas, that although I cherished 
Wright, I've ended up in Eiseley's camp, believing it right to wear the heart there 
on the writing sleeve. 

And I suppose that's about all I'm really saying here, that the Doigs and 
Laskin are pulsing in unison as we think of Kooser with concern. We very much 
hope things have cleared up, and that Kathy is thriving, too. No need to respond, 
Ted, this isn't meant to flint up a correspondence—just wanted you to know you're 
in our thoughts and wishes. All best, until we cross paths again somewhere, 
probably not in Deadwood. 


