
U* Jan. «91

Dear Linda«

Have been tiding to catch my breath long enough to do a decent job of 
answering letters, but at last decided X*d better do it on the run© S o try 1 
dropped off the face of the correspondence earth last fall, but $0 bookstores 
beckoned. The three months of hard slogging for Marlah Montana did pay off j 
3,200 ItoiaMasoM by hani at those bookstore signings (and at least #iat many 
p a p e r b a c W ^  the earlier books), damn m a r  twice as many as Rascal Fair three 
ysars ago# The over-all sales total for Kariah ought to be over hP$W %  best 
ary of my books have ever e « |  the pubUsKerlias happy, even downright impressed f 
and we've signed a contract for the next book for what even I 1m e to admit is 
getting to be pretty good money. (Next book is going to be a shortish House of 
Sky-Hks look at my mother’s life, using scars» letters of hers
**»wrlied a few years ago, and no I ’m not going to tell you any more about it 
because my books never sound like they’re worth doing when they’re described axywsy.) 
Penguin bought the paperback rights for Mariah, will bring it out in October *

There* That’s the business report. In the beyond, *foich is to say after 
whatever the hell takes place in the Persian Gulf tomorrow, Carol and I are 
planning to snowbird to Arizona for the next couple of months. We fly to Phoenix 
on the 23rd, if planes look like a safe enough bet. Several motives obtain, I 
guess, for this Arizona jaunt| the immediate ones are for Carol to sop up 
Southwestern literature, landscape, slant of light etc. to add a Southwestern 
portion to her wildly successful Literatire of the American West course, and for 
me to sop up landscape, slant of light etc* for my next book, as the batch of 
my mother’s letters begin there in Arizona in the last winter of World War Two.
Beyond the nosing around for research, we’re looking for a site where we might 
begin spend! winters • Arizona might not prove to be it, and
whenever this house needs a minute of maintenance I think, holy Christ, how are 
we ever going to handle two places—«but at least we thought w e ’d look.

lie thought up this Southwestern exploration even before this kickass winter 
hit Seattle. We’ve hunkered in pretty suecessfully— had to bail out of the house 
during a 13-hour power outage, was all— but I suppose this household has had more 
weather on its mild than in any comparable season during out, would you believe, 
quarter century here. If you’ve got any auid lang syne buttons about Capital. Hill, 
brace yourself because I’m «bout to push ’em* we spent Christmas Day within catapult 
shot of Federal Avenue, at the East Crescent Drive house where otr frinds Hark 
and Lou Bamberg live* (You met them once at our place before this house, in an 
era when you had two tykes with runny noses and probably worse, and Mark and Lou 
were just back from childlessly skiing or some» other pursuit you assessed balefully.) 
It was a pretty far cry, for the suburban Doigs, but Volunteer Park with snowmen 
everywhere, those streets of big old houses with the Christmas night snow sifting 
down...

I a@e I forgot to preface the Southwest veer with the explanation that Carol 
has a sabbatical this winter. She sits around here doing quiet orderly reading 
and looks downright blissed out# Oh yea^oone other ease of heartening contentment, 
at least as far as we could see in a quick cn>s sing-of-pathe during a Portland 
book shindigt Jan Bateman, still with Joyce, seeming on the beam and going well 
in life# Which is how we hope you are too, going as well as can be, in these times*

Will ping you with a postcard from Arizona. Lev®,



February 8, 1991

Dear Carol and Ivan

Welcome to Tucson! I'm so jealous. New Orleans and the 
Southwest are the remaining U.S. destinations on my list of 
places I want to go that I have not gone. What do you think of 
it so far? How thoughtful of them to have a soft real estate 
market to welcome you. Unless the general partners in my real 
estate syndication investments are keeping the money and telling 
me lies, you should have found somebody to pay you to get a 
vacancy off their books.

History seems to be on your side these days, George recreating 
the ambiance of wartime for you and all. So timely. I'm 
delighted that you decided to do the book about your mother's 
letters next. You told me about it when I visited last year, and 
I want to read it.

I'm busy having the flu today and enjoying it immensely. Having 
contracted every contagious disease endemic to America in my 
childhood, I hardly ever catch anything. It's a great luxury 
unless you harbor serious objections to barfing 7-Up. I don't 
have to work, I don't have to do anything I don't want to do, 
everybody go away and leave me alone, I'm sick.

I often think of things I want to tell you, but my memory is full 
and won't hold anything else. Let's see what reoccurs.

Mariah is holding her own in Washington. It's still in every 
bookstore, often on the in-books display by the door. When it's 
on the shelves, it's displayed face-front (Gabriel taught me that 
this is important), and cheapo places like Crown Books that never 
carried Doig books until other stores proved they would sell 
stocked 10 copies from its release. I think it's the title, 
personally. Terrific title.

On the has-she-got-a-job-yet front, I am in my sixth month of 
waiting for Lloyd Bentsen to hire a speechwriter, a decision 
delayed thus far by 1) the September campaign recess 2) the 
budget crisis 3) the adjournment of the 100th session 4) the 
beginning of the 101st session and choosing committees and 
leadership 5) endless meetings to decide whether he will run for 
president, call in the handlers and forget he ever heard of me, 
and now, 6) a war which, among its many ramifications, may make a 
nice nap the most productive use of Democratic time for the next 
several years.

I have one more annual report to write, then I have to decide.
I do still get excited about working on the Hill, even though I 
change the channel everytime they interview a Congressman.
There's a Republican Senator from Montana looking for a 
speechwriter, I have to go to the library and research him when I 
recover my health. If he's not a raving rightwinger, I may go 
talk to him. I'll probably drop your name, or at least Mariah's.



The children are well. Gabe is a film major, taking Bard by 
storm. He got excellent grades for his first semester courses, 
including independent study in performance art, wherein he 
planted three 40-foot very dead trees in the middle of the campus 
in the middle of the night. I don't understand performance art, 
but then I don't understand most of the things Gabriel does. His 
professor liked it. He got arrested in an ACT UP demonstration 
in Poughkeepsie and was represented pro bono by some Park Avenue 
lawyer who got him a sentence which, in English translation, 
means get out of here and don't come back. He hung out with the 
drumbeaters in front of the White House during much of Christmas 
vacation. I like the way people can support this war and oppose 
this war and not trash each other the way they did during Viet 
Nam. Gabriel helped me put up the flag in the mornings, and I 
helped him think of slogans for his protest signs.

Fran is slogging her way to graduation, which entails producing 
a 100-page-minimum thesis, an infamous Allegheny tradition.
She's doing hers on Stroessner, the Paraguayan dictator who was 
coodaytahed two years ago. During Christmas break, she ran all 
over Washington, banging on doors in search of original source 
material. The kid's charm is exceeded only by her chutzpah.
She’s still getting calls from her moles at the State Department 
and United Nations saying they have found something else, some of 
it classified forgodsake, that she may find valuable. Her 
professors have respectfully inquired if she would consider 
donating her source material to the college library when she's 
done.

Clint has offered her a month's vacation on Federal Avenue as her 
graduation present, and Elizabeth has three job interviews all 
lined up for her. I may have to kill him yet. All of 
Elizabeth's children have moved far, far away so she can't 
manipulate them anymore, and s h e ’s shopping for new children to 
harrass. Little does she know that I have a secret weapon: Luis 
Gonzales is going to law school at Georgetown. Ha ha.

My other husband is understandably obsessed with the war. He was 
born and raised in Tel Aviv, and his family still lives there.
Two of the Scuds have fallen on Ra'amat Gan, which is his/their 
neighborhood. His Jewish guilt wants to go home and DO 
something, but since the people who are there can't do anything, 
he contents himself with a steady diet of war news. We are going 
to owe the Israelis all manner of favors for not turning this 
thing into WWIII. Their paranoia makes me crazy in peacetime, 
but when the rockets start firing, they are a tough crowd.

I have to go drink more 7-Up now. Write when you get your 
bearings in the new land. How come you're fleeing Seattle rains, 
or is that a dumb question? You never explained that part. If 
you decide to go through with this, I want you to live there in 
the spring because I always wanted to visit the Southwest in 
springtime and I need a place to crash.

IA/-&C f\,<
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6 June «91

Dear Idnda— >

Tucson, te| should have written to you some time ago (that’s real news 
to you, right?) as our Southwest stint already is receding into son© fcind of 
sunset* I guess the long and short of it is, there were some things about Tucson 
we liked but to make any kind of snowbirdy move to there, we'd simply be swapping 
one overbuilding metropolitan area for another overbuilding metropolitan area*
And in Tucson’s case, all the sprawl is being done on a landscape a lot less 
absorbent/resilient than Seattle's. Carol particularly felt this— *1 for once 
had geared myself up to make a cosmic shrug an? say that's the way of the world, 
w© can exist here if we put our milds to itj interesting, that we ended up farther 
apart in opinion (still about a hair’s worth) on this than on anything else in 
years— and when she came homo from some chore in Lynnwood the other day, she 
said, That *s what bothered me about Tucson, it looks like a big Lynnwood 1 
Actually, we both found that parts of Tucson had a great deal of grace— a good 
downtown, though nobody lives there and everybody ignores it at nightf a terrific 
bookstore, with a 3£~&cre cactus park and teahouse next doors the Santa Catalina 
mountains right at the edge of town— and I think you’d get a kick out of visiting 
there sometime, right mough*

As to how we spent our time, Carol did swimmingly at the University of 
Arizona library, Imbibing all kinds of stuff about Southwest literature to 
put into her Western lit class next fall, while I had a hell of a hard time 
trying to find info about that most ancient of times (in Arizona's view of 
things), World bar II* Did finally come up with one pictufere and article about 
the housing project where my folks and I lived— a mere £,500 of us lived there—  
and soma newspapary general history of how Arizona merrily turned into an armed 
camp (still is| W&rthogs in the air day and night, pretending all of us under 
them were ^raqi tanks, throughout our time in Tucson) during VJWII and has thought 
pretty d a m  highly of the defense pamfck* pork-barrel ever since* Slowly, and 
with more thanks to the National Archives than Arizona's historical depositories,
I am getting pretty much what I need for this book, but I swear to God, 18£3 
Alaska was easier to research for The $©a Runners than Arizona of 1*0+ years ago*

One more class day in Carol's school year* We’re going to Montana the 
first two weeks of duly, up around your old stomping grounds. Glacier National 
Park* Friends have a place all the way up the western boundary of the Park, 
ri$it against the Canadian linej it's at the end of a 60-milo dirt road that's 
destined for paving, so w© figured we'd go see this— the Polebridge country- 
before it changes*

Let's see, you wanted to know how come we're talking about fleeing Seattle's 
winter rains* Aches and pains, mostly mine, I guess is the answer* W© are 
tightening this house up, insulation an? thermal panes in that mile of glass 
in the living room and the whole deal, and that may persuade my aging bod to 
cheer up in the mornings* (Nothing drastic seems to be going on with me$ Grp 
Health guys tell me some people just get stiff in their connective tissue j I 
suppose it's what our ancestors would have called rheumatism, though nothing 
©explaining in m  diagnoses that specifically*) ¥e figure we'll take a look 
at the north end of the Sacramento Valley, Davis and up, next, in our snowbird 
longings* But being us, m^rbe we'll be right here forever*

So have you got a job yet? Specifically, do you have m& with Conrad Burns, 
the Montana senator? If so, just lock him in the c&osot and do the job for 
M m  until his term is up*



Whatever Is loos© In the adì* this spiing, we ’ve been having visitors 
out of the Northwestern days# Latham House redivivas, Hedill as we knew it. 
% rm iom 9 it’s been deja vu all over again* The really* unexpected caller* 
right here unto this very door# was Ben Baldwin# I know you saw him at a 
Medili whoop tydoo in Washington, but that was Washington* Ben has talked for 
twenty-five years about making a trip out here, m d  we*ve said yeah, yeah, yeah* 
damned if M s  wife Jeanne didn’t get the Job done last month, driving out here 
from Hilton Head# Jeanne doing all the driving, as Ben’s eyes have gotten so 
bad* They spent a couple of nights' with us and we went through tons of whatever- 
happened-to, do-you-remsmber-so-and-so. The other HO connection of this spring 
has been Jerry Ziesmer, who lived in Latham virtually all the U years I did* 
and by his own not altogether unpleased admission, is best known for his ora- 
sentence appearance in Apocalypse Now* "Terminate with extreme prejudice#"
That brevet of fame aside, Jerry has been assistant director--which turns out 
to be an actual Ksassm executive-officer kind of Job, that is, not Just guys 
tiying to be directors but career people who set out to be assistant directors- 
of >C or so movies and he was here in Seattle running the set on a movie 
called Singles, which, if it lives up to the script, is going to be a very 
funny, vary savvy-about—S©aitl© pic looking at young professi cnals and their 
addiction to dance clubs# Except for ©very third word out of Jerry being

which Carol and I agreed is little enough affectation given what 
Hollywood is capable of, w© liked him and his wife — an ox—schoolteacher from 
Appleton, Wisconsin, who goes around the set with her white hair in a grandma 
bun and wields a walkie-talkie with the best of them— and found him funnier 
and looser the more we were around him* he was ecstatic about the flop of 
fitíSSl not so much because of Bruce Willis as because of the despised
producer of that movie, and had been phoning around the country asking friends 
hew bad the reviews were# J e n y ’s favorite $ somewhere somebody got up and 
walked out in the middle of Hudson Hawk, saying "This is the worst American 
movie ever made," and the critic &  the aidience said, "It isn’t that good#"

Ora last HtJ-is-evervwheiie-dsms we hid our monthly Chinese pig-out supper 
with Ann and Marshall %Xsen last night, m ú Marsh reported that ora of Ann’s 
former Cherubs, now a Superior Court Judge, had Just ruled ig Sturt him in a 
massive case#

Well, quitting time# Hope M l  your up® eiacular kids find ways to set the 
world on fire this summer* best to E H ,  tell him we spent a lot of Tucson time 
cringing as CNN shewed the Scudsattacks* Jesus, poor Israel, with Saddam 
for an ©neBy* and the U*S* for a friend# You been hearing anything about this 
Clark Clifford stuff? I find it heartbreaking, but that probably save more 
about my illusions than Clifford is#

luv.
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June 11, 1991

Dear Carol and Ivan

Don't you just hate people who answer your letters in three days? 
Just when you finally get them crossed off your Things to Do 
list, they're back. Well, I don't have anything better to do.
My current annual report is downtown being nitpicked by nitwits, 
and my children are blowing all kinds of crosswinds at my leaky 
little boat. I liked living alone and talking to them on the 
telephone.

Clark Clifford is paying most of my bills at the moment. I could 
write you an essay on First American's straits, but you don't 
care all that much. No, it isn't entirely heartbreaking, it 
isn't even very important (name me a victim); it's mostly just 
that regulators and journalists need to make a living, and big 
names make big headlines. I always knew that BCCI owned First 
American, and so did he, but it was rendered quite legal by 
various machinations of law and finance, and it was an entirely 
passive investment, and who cares? The mistake was in doing 
business with Arabs, the most honorable of whom favor verbal 
contracts and baksheesh to the kind of transactions American 
bureacrats prefer, and all the tidy documents filed in Washington 
were forgotten by a couple of sheiks as time wore on. Clifford 
is playing his venerable age for all it's worth when the cameras 
are around, given that he has few other defenses available, never 
mind the fact that he puts in nine-hour days and has a cigarette 
after dinner. Anyway, his autobiography is #2 on the bestseller 
list right out of the chute, and that's taking the edge off his 
pain. I'm in the middle of it, a delightful book. (Just 
finished Parliament of Whores, which is the most honest document 
I've read in a long time.)

Speaking of books, I finished my novel after nine years, two days 
before the children hit town. I wrote some letters to agents; 
they didn't even reject me, they just didn't answer. As soon as 
the chaos settles, I have to figure out what to do about this. I 
think it's a sweet little book (all 379 pages), and I would like 
someone to at least read it before they reject it.

We got Fran graduated from Allegheny, which was a major event in 
Blair family history. She had to scarf up 17 tickets to 
accommodate them all— plus Mr. Max Miller from Iowa. (Mr. Miller 
of Seattle was not invited, since he never had any interest in 
showing up when the tuition bills were due, and that was my 
daughter's graduation present to me.) I hadn't seen Max in more 
than 15 years, and we always liked each other a lot. My family 
threw her a big party in Franklin, and we played killer whiffle 
ball, our generation versus our children's, and had a grand time. 
She is now alternating job hunting with working at Hechinger, 
plus a little apartment-hunting thrown in to keep up her morale. 
The job search will be tough, but Miss Frances has a way of 
making things work out in the end.



I got Luis a job offer from a client (not hard; he speaks four 
languages fluently and two more badly) so he won't get booted out 
of the country. He wants to take a year off before he starts law 
school. He is trying to track his father down at the moment; if 
Sr. Gonzalez approves, Luis will be moving to Washington, and he 
and Fran will probably rent an efficiency apartment in some 
neighborhood that makes me twitch. All he has to do is get his 
law degree and, under the new spare-me-your-huddled-masses 
immigration law, he'll be welcomed to U. S. citizenship with a 
brass band.

Gabe is working as a well-paid canvasser/hustler for the Clean 
Water Coalition, hiding his long hair under a baseball cap and, 
for the first time in years, huzzah, wearing intact clothing that 
isn't black. (See P.J. O'Rourke on the Perennially Indignant; 
that's my boy). He turned down a full scholarship from Antioch 
because he considered Antioch too political for an artiste. In 
the last three months, he has organized a labor union for the 
Bard work/study students and gotten his picture on CNN standing 
atop the administration building reading the demands of its 
captors, having something to do with the school's coverup of an 
intramural rape. His grades better be good, or we are going to 
have a long talk about all this. His sister is still not 
speaking to him, because it took longer than he planned to take 
over the administration building, and he missed her graduation. 
Time management was never his strong suit.

She works whatever erratic hours she can squeeze out of Hechinger 
amidst a recession; Gabe works noon to ten, counting Metro time. 
Somebody is always going or coming, and somebody always needs 
something from the mother. I liked living alone, or did I 
already mention that.

Eli is trying to figure out how the IRS can make use of advances 
in artificial intelligence, so he's happily occupied at work.
He's traveling quite a bit, meeting with university types and 
consultants, Pittsburgh next week, Boston the week after. We 
went to the Desert Storm celebration— of course we did, you know 
I never pass up a good mob scene— and had a lovely weekend.

I haven't heard of any jobs I want to apply for lately. Well, I 
did apply for publications director of the National Endowment for 
the Arts, just to aggravate my son, but my flimsy arts 
credentials will protect me from getting it. Unless somebody 
surprises me, I'll probably diddle around helping Fran get her 
life together and helping Mr. Clifford cover his ass until the 
fall, when hopefully the recession will abate and more 
challenging opportunities will appear. The reality is that I am 
a middle-class variant of a welfare mother. Bard College costs 
24,000 after-tax dollars a year, and Gabe gets much of that in 
financial aid. If I get a real job, Bard will swoop down and 
collect my paycheck, so a job has to be pretty fascinating to 
tempt me, and there aren't many of those around right now. I 
don't write the rules, I just do my best to get a good night's 
sleep and try to follow the game.



October 29, 1991

Dear Carol and Ivan

It must be nearly the season to entertain second thoughts about 
Arizona. But, wait, think about it; if you lived in Arizona, you 
wouldn't have death-with-dignity and term limitations on your 
ballot. I still miss Washington State politics. So what are you 
going to do this year, sit there and rust?

I am waiting for a phone call to be returned, which is when I 
usually manage to catch up on my correspondence. The top 
newsmaker in the family is the princess. She has been duly 
employed for a couple of months now in a perfectly wonderful job, 
I'm a proud mother. She works for Conservation International, 
which you probably recognize as the international spinoff of The 
Nature Conservancy, saving rainforests and speaking Spanish.
(She and I have argued for six years about her taking so many 
Spanish courses; she won. It's a really wierd experience to hear 
a kid you've spent 22 years raising chattering away in a language 
you don't understand.) She loves the people and is doing 
beautifully, although she's in an entry-level job that could be 
handled by a high school junior with nice manners. (She still 
works at Hechingers on the weekends, in part I suspect for the 
opportunity to boss somebody around.) It's the way they do it at 
Cl; she is promised a promotion in a year and is well paid in the 
meantime. She got the job because Cl is a fan of Allegheny's 
International Studies degree. They hired a graduate last year 
and were so impressed that they called up and asked for another 
one. There were only six— it's a nasty program— and Fran was 
right here in Washington with her tongue hanging out. It is 
reassuring to hear of instances when a good education still 
counts for something.

The most exciting part of her job so far is that she gets to talk 
to movie stars. She likes Harrison Ford best, he's on the board. 
How was work today? Fine. Bianca called.

She and Luis have taken a lovely apartment in Gaithersburg, about 
eight miles north of me, and few days pass that I don't hear from 
her. They are happy as kittens in a basket, apparently 
unperturbed by the fact that they owe their souls to MasterCard. 
They have had their own place for a month and own a TV, a VCR, a 
stereo, two cars, and a microwave. They eat on the coffee table 
because they can't afford a dining table yet; first things first. 
Oh, this younger generation.

I haven't much to convey on Gabriel. He seldom calls or writes; 
he just drops in for holidays, which somehow seems the right 
thing for him to do. I don't worry about him, I know he's out 
there somewhere being Gabriel. He was still heavily into campus 
politics at last report, but he started his film production 
classes this semester and I was hoping that would redirect his 
passions.



Eli's Michael is having a tough time landing a job. He graduated 
in computer science with honors, and he's had three or four solid 
offers that lasted until he told them he has a felony record.
He's working full-time in the grocery store where he earned his 
spending money during college, and getting by. One of Fran's 
bestbuddies got a job managing a Gap store in Greenwich Village, 
and the others are still looking. The recession is evil and 
shows no signs of abatement.

My friend Alloway's daughter got her master's from Medill 
(after a Cornell bachelor's) in September, and her tales of woe 
depress me the most. The Dover paper wanted to pay her $9 an 
hour, with no guarantee of 40 hours. She has a friend who took a 
job with Gannett and is already heartsick about the influence of 
advertisers, lawyers, and editors who keep talking about 
"brights"— snappy stories about four grafs long. Is the American 
news media going to hell or what?

I went to an NU alumni thing to hear a lecture by Ray Mack. I 
babysat his daughters when they were in grade school, and I 
wanted him to meet Fran. It was fun and an excellent lecture. 
There was a notable turnout of young black alums who had been his 
students, who asked terrific questions. He was lecturing about 
the black middle class, which was an educational experience for 
someone who listens to the news from D. C. every evening; living 
in this town can turn a person into a raving redneck.

The night that Anita Hill testified, I had three long-distance 
phone calls from retired feminists I hadn't talked to in years.
I retired myself because I felt we'd instigated enough change for 
one generation and everybody needed a rest. But then, it has 
been a generation, hasn't it? You could definitely hear 
something stirring.

We'll be trekking up to Pennsylvania for Thanksgiving as usual. 
It's getting intensely nostalgic. When I moved here, we were 
still doing diapers and bottles, and now we have three in college 
and beyond. Charlotte's Jeff got a full scholarship to study 
computers at Carnegie Mellon; h e ’s our nerd. Dee's Sarah has her 
eye on environmental science, and George's Troy will probably 
follow his father into the police or firefighting. Something 
with a uniform. As always, I will think of you.



February 20, 1992

Dear Carol and Ivan

A hasty note to accompany the enclosed. You've lost a fan; I 
remember that he was always fulsome in his praises of your work.

Saw the NU mag piece. My only complaint is that it should have 
included Carol's maiden name. My compliments to the author, if 
you see her again. It was nice work, to say nothing of savvy 
marketing. I'd like to hear how it came about.

We are slogging through February. Fran will be 23 on Saturday, 
yes she will. Luis has completed his law school applications, 
but whether and where he will go has been murked by maneuvers on 
the part of his father who wants His Son to be a diplomat. He 
has arranged a job for Luis, cultural attache from the Paraguayan 
embassy to OAS--at $48,000 a year, tax-free. Kind of hard to 
turn that down.

My guesses that business was picking up still appear correct, I'm 
busier than I've been in two years. First American continues to 
be in the news on a near-daily basis, so I'm doing a heap of 
stuff for them.

Eli's Michael got a job! He's a computer programmer for a small- 
but-growing software company in Syracuse NY, where he spends the 
first half-hour of every day getting the night's snowfall off his 
car. He hates the weather but likes the job.

Charlie Buchholz is a friend-since-grade-school of Gabe's and 
shows some promise as a writer. I've worked with him on it for 
most of those years. He goes to Williams College, where one of 
his professors recommended a writer he felt Charlie should be 
reading, a guy named Doig.

I don't think I'm making any news myself, whaddya want, a person 
can hardly be expected to survive February and make news at the 
same time. Clint's sister Patty cracked up. The diagnosis was 
depression due to job stress, but it's been several months now 
and she's still a basket case.

That's all the gossiip at my command. Here's to daffodils.
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Hug© thanks for passing along Held Beddow's obit. I*d called the 
Post about a week before to talk to Reid about a review I wanted to write, 
and felt a stab of dread when they said he was «out ill.” Strange 
wonderful apparitions! guy. If you caught the manorial piece they did for 
him at the back of Book World a Sunday or two ago, he indeed was the kind 
of Dickensian character they portrayed (I love the though toff him calling 
out as the book pag® staff would get up from a meeting, «Pilots, to your 
machines I”) aid the time he gave Carol and me a tour of the Post was just 
great. You1 re right that he liked my stuff-— his review of English Creek 
was the first moment I knew the tri logy really was going to work— but he 
also got the best book reviews out of me that I've ever done. So, yeah,
I didn't know him in every detail but I cherished him) I»m absolutely going 
to steal for one of my fictional characters sometime Held's affable murmur 
of «That pleases me.« I suppose it says everything about how lucky and 
Insulated a life we lead in this household that Reid was our first friend 
gone to AIDS*

So don't you wish you were back here in sinful Seattle for the Brock 
Adams meltdown? Marshall NeiSOn did the lawyering for the Seattle Times 
on the piece, and we know one of the reporters, Eric balder, so we been 
doing lots of tugging on shirtsleeves, saying So what else can you tell us, 
In this household«

Glad your business is perking. Boeing keeps offhandedly laying off 
tons of people, and every goddamn bank in this state is disappearing up the 
waaoo of every other goddamn bank, and so on, but we keep hearing that 
Washington is comparatively the economic bri^it spot of the West. Story 
here on our own street you'll take to heartt neighbor three houses away 
was Northwest editor o f Sunset magazine, got canned when Time Warner bought 
that tidy money machine and proceeded to screw it up, and after almost 2 
years of unsuccessful jobhunting he *s moving to Laconner to lead day-trip 
hikes or something.

Nice things been happening for us. This House of Sky is going to be 
re-published in hardback. 15th anniversary edition, zippAddydooda, ard I*m 
the reading voice on an audio cassette of Norman Maclean*s ornery wonderful 
novella A River Runs through It, will send you one when they're ready (book 
and tape both). Carol meanwhile has a sabbatical for this spring, and be 
damned if she didn't snag another quarter of sabbatical for next spring.

Umm, you asked about the NTJ mag piece. The writer had Ju st moved out 
here from Chicago, asked the magazine and me about doing the piece, did it—  
from my point of view, it all worked out so well I couldn't*ve plamned it.
I guess even better is the enclosed, a Ch'n Science Monitor piece pi deed 
up by the LA Times, which everybody I have an even passing acquaintance with 
in California has been sending me a dipping of.

Whoops, damn near forgot the main point of writing this • Turn the 
page over, quick.



Peter Koenig! Actually, now David Koenig! He too saw the NU alum mag 
thing, aid wrote a nice note, adding that as a cherub he’d been &a friend 
of Linda Blair” (are we talking Clan of the Gave Bear times here or what) 
and wondered if I could provide your address* Instead I ’m going to give 
you his and write him a postcard saying X*v© done so*

David Koenig 
93$$ Lincolnwood 
Evanston IL 602Q3

That’s all the trouble 
I kno&r to make* Best 
to Eli. Gabe, Eran*
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April 21, 1992

Dear Carol and Ivan

I am in a perfectly rotten mood. My house is so clean it looks 
like a museum; I've been trying to put in my garden for two 
weeks, and it will not stop raining. Every day the TV weatherman 
says it will stop tomorrow, and every day it rains some more.

Eli and I celebrated our tenth wedding anniversary last week, 
against all odds. He took off work, and we had a romantic, day
long cheap date.

Fran has gotten a promotion after six months at Conservation 
International, despite a house rule against changing jobs in less 
than one year. She will be a meeting planner, planning 
conferences and board meetings and such all over North and South 
America. She gets to use her Spanish, and she will attend the 
meetings in some cases— in places like Peru. It's a good fit for 
her and her people skills. To my knowledge, she hasn't learned a 
damned thing about rainforests, but she knows all there is to 
know about who is sleeping with whom, whose baby is sick, and who 
hates their boss. She has charmed the socks off everyone, 
including the chairman, who named her to the new job without 
opening it up for competition.

Luis will be appointed Cultural Attache from the Paraguyan 
Embassy to OAS ere long (although ere takes longer in Paraguay 
than it does here). He is down there now and is scheduled to 
meet with Rodriguez, the president of the blinkin country, next 
week. This week, he's out branding the spring calves of his 
share of the family cattle herd. It is undecided whether he will 
attend law school on the side; he still hasn't heard where he was 
accepted.

Fran has been doing the town with old girlfriends in his absence. 
She put together a reunion of 11 friends from high school over 
the weekend. She is the only one of the 11 who has a job in her 
field. Kids with degrees from places like Syracuse are waiting 
tables and selling sportswear at Nordstrom! (Yes, we have two of 
them now, and a third is under construction.) God, I wish this 
recession would end.

Nordstrom or no, I'm starting to have Seattle nostalgia attacks.
I get them about every three years. There was a piece on one of 
the morning talk shows about Starbucks and how Seattle is the 
U. S. mecca for coffee connoiseurs, and it made me homesick. Two 
more years of tuitional deprivation, and then I will be able to 
go someplace beside my own backyard.

Gabe is currently undergoing a Bardian form of torture called 
modification, wherein one must write a paper (plus make a film, 
in his case) and appear before a departmental faculty board to 
demonstrate that one is sufficiently adept, accomplished, and 
committed to one's studies to be accepted as a major in one's



chosen field. You can't take any of the really juicy classes in 
your major until you are accepted. It is no cakewalk; 40 percent 
are rejected on the first try, and 20 percent eventually 
transfer— even though they are making passing grades— because 
they have not succeeded.

After four years of profligate womanizing, he has been snagged by 
an Irish Catholic named Sharon from Fairfax VA. They are 
"married," in the parlance of our children (it was not they who 
devalued the term); it means that they are shacked up in her dorm 
room. She has a standing summer job at MTV in NYC, and Gabe is 
scrambling to get a job or internship in the city so they can be 
together. She is a somber child and not as stunningly beautiful 
as most of his catches, but she seems to have been good for him. 
During spring break, he got up every morning at 9 to study! He 
remembered my birthday! Transformations!

Peter Koenig. You had no idea who he was, did you? He was my 
first love, the one who leaves a hole in your heart all your 
days. I met him at the Institute, and we corresponded 
thereafter; we dated for a while in our freshman year, and then 
he dumped me. He has been trying to find me for years, but he 
was off studying in Vienna when my name got changed, and NU has 
no record of Linda Blair. We have been exchanging these soulful 
letters, about one a week. He's a lit professor in Chicago, and 
that's one of the few places on the planet I am entirely certain 
I will never live again, so it's all an exercise in middle-aged 
boredom relief. But far and away my favorite 48th birthday 
present, and I do thank you for your intermediary role.





Warm greetings and best wishes 

for a joyous cM)liday 

and a very happy Jyew ljear

Q j l A t o k
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September 14, 1992

Dear Carol and Ivan

A check of my Personal Correspondence disk reveals the shameful 
fact that I have not written you since April! Well, I have an 
excuse: it was my first childless summer in 23 years, and I was 
having a lovely, completely selfish time, and it just flew.

So, where were we. Gabriel was in moderation, and he was 
accepted as a Bard film major, which he celebrated by announcing 
that he was going to start his own business as a free-lance 
production assistant in Manhattan. Which he did, and so 
successfully that he announced that he was not going back to 
school. He shlepped his resume to every film company in the 
city, in the heat, in the middle of a recession, and he is nearly 
fully booked for the month of September at $100-150 a day. He 
has made TV shows for the Arts and Entertainment channel and 
other cable channels, a few commercials and industrial films, 
several documentaries, some casting tapes— every time I talk to 
him, it's something else. He and Sharon have an apartment in the 
East Village (which I have figured out was just the Lower East 
Side when E l i ’s ancestors got off the boat), and they adore New 
York. He's never been close to this happy. He said he would go 
back second semester, but I am waiting for the phone call when he 
tells me he wants to throw $40,000 in hard-earned financial aid 
in the river. We shall see. I am, fundamentally, damned proud 
of him. I visited him a while back and showed him how to set up 
his business and beat the IRS. We have the same tax code— 7286, 
Communications Services— isn't that touching?

He and Fran are both coming to Seattle at the end of this month.
They would love to see you, but have no transportation to Innis
Arden, so you would have to meet them or something. (They are 
having major Seattle nostalgia attacks and would love to go sit 
beside some water.) They won't be there at the same time; Gabe 
comes around the 26th, I think, and then Fran. She is on her way 
to Victoria, where she is running a board meeting at the Empress, 
tough job. She is having a crisis with Luis, who is having a
crisis with the INS, which snagged him on the way back from a
visit to his father in Geneva and is trying to deport him forever 
because he didn't have the right stamp on his passport. It's 
very complicated, and his options change with every phone call 
from his father or his lawyer or the Paraguayan ambassador, so we 
will just not panic and hope it gets straightened out. He has 
started law school at American and loves it, and the paperwork on 
his embassy job is still hung up in Assuncion, which is why his 
visa was challenged.

Anyway, Eli and I decided that we were tired of waiting for our 
children to grow up (his Michael got laid off from his job in 
Syracuse, last-hired-first-fired) and he is selling his condo and 
moving back to Potomac after the first of the year. I never 
dreamed we would survive— it's been six years. On December 31, I 
will document my last year of poverty on a Financial Aid Form and 
put my wedding ring back on. Ain't life amazing?

\



16 Oct* *92

Dear Linda—

This is going to have to be sob» kind of quasi-let ter, as it's 
3*p*m* on a Friday and, ton, we ’re just bade from New Zealand and Australia* 
Yes, yes, yes, I fll eventually explain*

But in the meantime, you better have one of these books, since 
you were in at the start* As you’ll doubtless notice, HBJ and I are 
trying to be the cleverest goddamn marketers this side of James Carville, 
dating this 15th anniversary edition from the acceptance of the manuscript, 
so that I can trudge out to bookstores this year and next (the 15 th year 
since publication, that *11 be)* Commercial silliness aside, I am pleased 
and a little mewed that HBJ could be talked into this re-publishing• It’s 
rare for a book to come back in hardback— a few McMurtrys have, and I 
think The Color Purple is (coincidentally, hqy, from HBJ, since X broached 
them the idea of an anniversary Sky)--»but there’s always been a demand 
for Sly and so I think it’ll make some sense to bring out the 5,000 copies 
HBJ is doing* I will say, X felt considerable relief when the Costco 
discount star chain (not a discount book chain, just discount) put in an 
order for 2,000 of those babies* r"~ ",r r

No sightings of your kidlets yet * Still in the future, or did we 
miss them by being away?

I was sent to NZ and Os by the USIA, to speechify about the American 
West and its writing* lh plane flights in 21 days* Carol was along, 
thank goodness* We loved New SbcbaMiZealand, are polite toward Australia* 
Details to come*

for no other reason, Clinton deserves 
to be elected for having on his staff 
a person with the moral acuity to say 
that he would not deign to piss on 
Hamilton Jordan if his heart were on fire#

Welcome home, Eli!
Hope you’re both thriving

deliriously*



October 20, 1992

Dear Carol and Ivan

It is autumn, time to tape some plastic over the window in my 
office, I can feel the draft from the other side of the room. It 
is the most beautiful season in this Washington, the leaves are 
brilliant this year and the October sun always seems blinding 
after the summer haze.

Australia, yet. Wow! Are you famous there? I can imagine you 
might be, with all those woollies. That would be wierd, to go to 
Australia and meet people who already knew you.

I am enjoying All the Pretty Horses, and I think that guy knows 
you, too. His writing style reminds me of yours so much that I 
think he's studied you or you both studied the same authors at a 
formative age. Except he uses too many "ands," he makes my blue- 
pencil finger itch.

My business has picked up a little, which I always take to be a 
good sign, but then it's picked up three times and fallen back 
again. It will be interesting to see what changes the Democrats 
bring to town. It has been a fine thing, seeing Americans 
registering to vote in droves and following the campaign so 
closely. Doesn't Clinton remind you of JFK? There's the same 
energy in the air, that hope reborn that things might actually 
get better, founded essentially on the prospect of having a cute 
young President from the Other Party.

Fran and Gabe had pleasant stays in Seattle. Gabe spent part of 
his helping take over the Pacific Hotel (he just loves to take 
over buildings), calling Roberta at intervals for toilet paper 
and Mr. Clean, which she of course was thrilled to smuggle in. 
(His oblivious father still thinks he was out sightseeing for 
three days.) His business in New York is gangbusters but, much 
to my delight, he has registered to return to school in February. 
All in all, a successful experiment in real life.

We are in mourning for Fran's cat who died last week at age 17. 
The house is awfully quiet without him, he had a mouth on him 
like a Siamese. We buried him in the garden, with full honors.

I came close to taking a real job, the new position of financial 
communications manager for The Nature Conservancy, but I pissed 
them off. They've adopted this cockamamie accounting system to 
hide their assets so they'll look poorer, using a ginned-up 
(and unaudited!) income statement category called Capital 
Allocations. It is smoke and mirrors, and they're getting 
complaints from all quarters about it, as well they should. You 
could hide a wild elephant in there. I told them I'd really like 
to work for them, but their problem is their accounting and reams 
of verbal excuses will not solve it. That was not what they 
wanted to hear. It's the only job I've heard about that's 
interested me all year.



This week, I am rearranging my worldly goods to accommodate Eli's 
stuff. Fran and Luis are moving into his condo, which works out 
well for all concerned. It will save them a lot of money on 
Metro fares— she pays almost $2,000 a year for fares and parking 
now— and Eli will be able to get a better price for the condo 
After the Recession.

Luis ended up flying back to Geneva where the U. S. ambassador, 
who plays golf with his father, repaired the damage the INS did 
to his visa status. It was an appalling experience, start to 
finish. The lawyer's bill for straightening it out here would 
have been $7,000! At the prompting of the American U. dean of 
students, Luis has formed an organization of about 30 foreign 
students who share his situation: for whatever reasons, they have 
spent most of their lives in the U.S., yet they can be deported 
at the whim of an airport passport-stamper like they were 
wetbacks who just crossed the Rio Grande. They are writing 
letters and listening to speakers so far, but they may actually 
draft some legislation before they’re done. Luis loves law 
school— shades of Clint's old classmates, effusing about torts 
and Blackstone. He will do very well.

I talked to Roberta this morning. Governor Lowry? It seems like 
everything has changed in Seattle except the scenery and the 
politicians.

So tell me about Australia.



17 Nov. *92

Dear Linda—

So, it was tbs kind of election out here that we (Doigs/killers/Gordons/ 
Etceteras) used to sit around and dream about# Dottotless you’ve heard it all, 
but just for the pleasure of telling yout the Republicans all but got exterminated 
in the state administration. Only the Secretary of State, Ralph Munro, and the 
Lt. Governor, Joel Pritchard, are Repubs, and they*re both okay moderate old-shoe 
guys. The legislature is firmly Democratic in both houses, and 1*0$ women. Here 
in our very neighborhood, both our U.S* Representative and Senator are women; 
no, I can*t explain the latter, Patty Murray, to you. Carol and I have been 
mildly astonished at every level of her political rise— she started off in 
childhood education at Shoreline Community College, went on to school board etc.—  
and every damn time, she *s somehow got on top of the job and snared the next one.
If you cross paths with her at some D*C. doings, my hunch is you’ll be underwhelmed; 
but I think give her some time and then see. And yup, Governor Lowry. The economy 
could do all these white-hatted folks in, but at least they’re a respite from 
the poisonous social agenda of the right-wingers* I don’t know if the Republican 
party is truly marginalized in this state— in the old msm sense, it certainly is; 
you can scarcely find an Evans Republican any more— but in Oregon, the state 
Republican chairman has just declared the right-wing influence is so disgusting, 
he wants to form a New Republican party.

Okay, now Australia. Or as the Doigs prefer to think of it, New Zealand.
Had a phone call last spring from a USXA bureaucrat wanting to know If l ‘d go on 
a reading-speaking tour overseas for them. I almost said outright no, because 
the writing schedule on my next book looked tight, but instead asked how late 
in the year I could still do it. Our fiscal year ends in Oct., said the b ‘crat, 
and because we ’re b ’erats, all bets are off after that. So I swallowed hard 
and said OK, September, where do I get to go? Where do you want to go? he asked, 
and that definitely got this household to focusing. Australia! we decided I ’d 
say, and before long, the b ’erat was back saying how about tacking on New Zealand.

The USIA staffers in NZ turned out to be dazzlingly more nimble than their 
counterparts in Oztrylia, with the result that I shared a countrywide speaking 
tour they put together with the leading historical novelist of NZ, Maurice 
Ghadbolt. Maurice is writing a fictional trilogy of the Maori Wars— hell, he’s 
already written half of the country’s best novels to data, its best-known play 
(about Ballipoll$, the Shell Guidebook to NZ, on and on; he’s kind of a cross 
between a literary icon and a public utility— and he turned out to be not only 
a wordsir&th I admire a whole bunch, but somebody Carol and I both treasured.
So, down the North island and then the South Island the three of us went, 
bureaucrats in escort, doing our speaking and reading and mediaing• Carol, not 
incidentally, more than held her own. The American Studies faculty members at 
both NZ and 08 universities were polite about my showing up, but they’d downright 
kill to lay hands on Carol’s syllabus and reading list for her Literature of the 
American West course. Travels with Maurice were always a kick— we *d be being 
driven somewhere and he’d say, Now this roadcut was a Maori fortress, see the



terraces where they put up their defenses, and therefs where the Brits brought 
their gunboats up the Waikato River#.* The weather was atrocious (in Australia 
too) and just about every night there*d be a literary dinner or diplomats* do, 
with the requisite one-drunken-writer to be evaded, but we greatly liked the 
New Zealanders, whom an astute friend here summed up as people of British civility 
and American energy.

Australia seemed to us looser around the edges than the workaday New 
Zealanders (and NZ*s landscape is a lot more comfortable to Pacific Northwestemers), 
but we did like the West Australians# Perth has so much of the population of 
Western Australia that it amounts to almost a city-state, albeit or» several times 
the size of Texas, and we liked the feel of both Perth and its miraculously 
preserved old Empire port, Freemantie#

Let fs see, what else about the trip# Great beer down there, and terrific 
seafood, and good Chinese food in Melbourne, and roast lamb as good as you*d 
expect in New Zealand# 11* plane flights in 21 days, and still we had a good time#

Publishing stuff: have in essence finished the next book, am waiting for 
a page or so of niggles from ny editor# Feels like a spiffy piece of writing, 
although it*s kind of strange— sort of a surreal memoir# I mean, did you ever 
think I*d be conjuring up an epigraph from Pablo Neruda— T‘Intervals of dreaming 
help us to. stand up under days of work”?I And hey, in the meanwhile I at last 
have a national bestseller: my audio-cassette reading of A River Hua@sTh.rough It 
(which I did because Norman Maclean^ health failed)# Tbs audio cassette business, 
as far as books go, ife still small potatoes— River has 23,000 copies out, and is 
#3 on the bestseller list— but even so, it*s nice# By golly, I hope Robert Redford 
appreciates just how much his little ol* movie is riding on the coattails of my 
audio cassette#••

Thanksgiving is coming, and so are about sixteen people, including an 
evidently willing Jack Gordon, this year# This is just between us, but last year 
Carol and I could have throttled him# Jack I think for some years has been doing 
some kind of easing away from old friends out here— not just us, because he and 
we have never been super-close — and so a couple of Thanksgivings ago, he said,he’d 
come for a little while but then he had to go visit this communal sharing group 
he was really interested tin# Fin©, Jack, whatever, we guess, say we# Then last 
year he said no, he wasn t coming, gonna go off on his own, do something different, 
didn’t know what yet# Fine again, say we# Then a couple of days before the event, 
phone call from Jack, can he please come? (It turned out that some of his social 
worker buddies who customarily come gave him so much crap about going M s  introverted 
way that he figured hsfd better change his mind.) This year, thankfully, none of 
that bachelor farmer will-I-or-won*t-I from him, so I hope he *s feeling better about 
life#

You likely remember Mary Cars tensen, whom you crossed paths with in, what,
LVJV? Her husband Vernon, ray old history mentor at the IM, died a couple of weeks 
ago# Emphysema, grim enough that I believe he was ready to let go of’life#

That *s probably about all I know, and maybe more# Happy inauguration and 
all the ether stuff you DCers get in on*

luv



December 16, 1992

Dear Carol and Ivan

I ’ve been writing about crippled people today, but there's no 
deadline, which puts me right out of the mood, you know? I think 
I'll knock off. Paralyzed Veterans of America has been a client 
for the better part of an era, and one client leads to another. 
I've been in this dodge through "handicapped" unto "disabled," 
but the current term is "persons with disabilities," in a 
syllabic PC tie with "women who work outside the home." Do you 
know that lofts and split levels in public buildings or multi
family housing are now against the law? They are.

I've had four Christmas cards from Seattle, and every one of them 
jubilates about the election. I am wondering if Seattlites take 
politics that seriously or if they just feel compelled to mention 
it in communications to the nation's capital. No cynicism 
implied, I'm pretty pleased myself. God knows nothing could be 
worse than the last three years. It looks like the inaugural is 
going to be a kick.

My new computer is sitting on the desk behind me, waiting for Eli 
to return from a business trip to San Francisco and finish 
installing its software. The machine I'm currently pounding is, 
amazingly enough, ten years old and can't handle Word Perfect, 
which my clients will not stop demanding. Gabe will get this 
one, and I will not only have WP, but a desktop publishing 
program and a Solitaire game that even lets you change the little 
picture on the back of the cards. Progress marches.

I'm getting Eli a wedding ring for Christmas, having decided to 
keep him. I'm a-revel in playing Hattie Housewife; I even bought 
a new cookbook. In the unprecedented absence of children, we 
devote ourselves to spoiling each other rotten. Even Sole 
Surviving Cat is getting spoiled.

Most of all, it is w-o-n-d-e-r-f-u-1 not to be poor anymore. I 
feel like I've been sprung from Leavenworth after doing six years 
to life. We were talking about what we'd missed most, and Eli 
said outahere vacations. So I pulls down the atlas, and 12 hours 
later we were headed south. We drove 2,500 miles to Tennessee 
(Knoxville, Nashville, Carthage for the hell of it, Memphis which 
was terrific and, sure, Graceland), dipped our toes in the Big 
Muddy, spent a fashionable night in Arkansas, and back though 
Mississippi and Alabama. We needed that, we did, but my greatest 
luxury is still not giving a good goddam how much money is in the 
checking account.



Everybody will be home for Christmas. Gabe shows up on Monday. 
He's doing well in his business, but he's ready for a semester 
off from his pager and the rent check. Among other new clients, 
he now has a regular gig on an HBO show called Kids in the Hall, 
which I never heard of, but which I have discovered impresses 
persons under 25. He went to Bard to register for his classes 
and discovered the poor powers of a small-school rumor mill. It 
had him, variously, making millions, basking in the LA sun, and 
nominated for an Oscar. They were glad to see him, but couldn't 
imagine why he'd come back. He also realized (I told him this 
would happen) that he has changed mightily and that many an 
academic activity which engrossed him as a sophomore now seems 
kind of dumb. He will not fit so snug again, which (Ah, Gabriel, 
I knew him well) could make him quite crabby.

E^an is Cl's new administrative assistant for development, 
esconced in her own teensy office. She is off to Belize for most 
6f February, after shots for yellow fever, cholera, malaria, and 
hepatitis. Both my children have grown up this year, which won't 
stop them from diving straight for the Frango mints on Christmas 
morning.

Thank you, and have a lovely Christmas.



February 18, 1993

Dear Carol and Ivan

We are managing to distract ourselves through February, which is 
the only cure for February I've ever discovered. Just returned 
from Florida, just like that, two hours on an airplane and it's 
all over, no more shorts or beaches or morning coffee on the 
patio; harsh. We had an excellent rationale for this decadence. 
It was the 75th birthday of my father, better known to his 
children in his latter days as Leroy, pronounced Leeeeroy. The 
man works 30 hours a week bagging groceries in a Winn-Dixie, and 
his four children and an entourage of spouses and progeny (plus a 
cousin on my mother's side, the one operating the videocam) 
stormed the Winn-Dixie and before it was over, perfect strangers 
were crying and hugging and singing Happy Birthday. One of our 
more elaborate schemes. We had such fun, we always do.

Only to be one-upped by Fran, who is in Belize, en route to 
Guatemala. Tough life this child has. Her vital contribution to 
saving the rainforest is to amuse the families of board members 
during board meetings, which this week means taking them diving 
and diving again because there is not a heck of a lot else for 
tourists to do in Belize. I'm sure she is having a wonderful 
time. Mary Frances always has a wonderful time. In between 
board meetings, she works in the Development department which is 
a managerial bog, but she is kicking ass and explaining to people 
quite a few years her senior what they need to change— and they 
are doing it! It is amazing what a cute blonde can accomplish. 
(I've decided I'd like to go into management, she says. Oh, what 
are you going to manage? I don't know yet, I just like managing. 
Can't you just see her, four years old and hands on hips, bossing 
her brother around?)

Gabe returned to school a few weeks ago and was still getting 
used to it when I talked to him last. He and Sharon are staying 
together, which will entail many train tickets to Manhattan. She 
has graduated and just landed a new job with a company that will 
pay the tuition for her return to school. She aspires to be a 
history professor but is already up to her ears in debt for her 
bachelor's degree. They moved to a teensy studio apartment that 
she can afford on her own, a dreadful 4th-floor walkup in the 
East Village. Seven hundred dollars a month she pays for this 
aerie.

My primary achievement for the week has been to get a nicotine 
patch on Elesar. His first three days without a cigarette in 40 
years. He's still rocking a lot and saying that it won't work, 
but the longest journey begins with a single step, I tell him.
He has turned an alarming shade of gray this winter.



Next week I start a workbook project for the Independent Bankers 
of America which will devour my March and finance my summer, so 
this week I am getting the household under control. Today I am 
going to cover the dining room table with several layers of the 
Washington Post and plant about 300 seedlings for my garden. I 
will talk to them for the next ten weeks and promise them that 
spring is on the way. That's my cure for March.

So how are you-all? The next book should be at the publisher, 
yes? I have very high expectations for this one and was so 
pleased you decided to do it. What comes next?

Q: Do you know what happens when you play country music
backwards?

A: You get your wife back, your job back, and your dog back.

So Einstein goes to heaven and he's a little nervous that his 
fellow angels will be stupid and he won't have anybody to talk 
to. He goes up to the first angel he sees and says what's your 
IQ, and the angel says 165. Pleasantly surprised, Einstein has a 
chat with him about physics and decides maybe this won't be so 
bad after all.

The next angel he meets has an IQ of 145 and, sure enough, they 
have an interesting conversation about European history.
Einstein is very encouraged, and he strides up to a third fellow.

What's your IQ, he asks. The third angel says 75. I see, says 
Einstein. Where are you from?

Pennsylvania, the angel says.

Einstein breaks out in a big grin. So, he says, get your deer 
this year?

Florida was like that. I wish we would have stayed longer.



May 31, 1993

Dear Carol and Ivan

Your postcard was a surprise, and we await details. After the 
joys of Mariah's Winnebago, I expected to see you take your 
travels in smaller pieces. Even a little piece of the American 
West overwhelms me, I can't imagine trying to fathom so much at 
once. Your observations?

The very best news we have to offer up is that Eli and I have 
experienced nearly four entire months of human existence without 
so much as a single sneaky puff of tobacco. We are perfectly 
stalwart most of the time, the downside being that I haven't 
written anything good in that same length of time and thus far am 
persuaded that I never will again. And the other downside is 
that it turns out not to be the cigarettes that were making 
Elasar's face turn gray. He has a pernicious ailment called 
Crohn's disease which, in short, turns your intestines to leather 
and renders them incapable of doing what they do, which is to 
absorb nutrients from food. He's had it for years, it can't be 
diagnosed until sufficient scar tissue builds up to be visible on 
the X-rays. Let's say it's in a class with diabetes on the 
medical disaster scale: you probably inherited it, we can't cure 
it, it may or may not kill you some day and it will definitely 
make you one very sick puppy from time to time in the interim.
For both of us, it's sort of like catching a real clear glimpse 
of Saint Peter in the distance and wondering when we got old 
enough to see that far. Shit.

Let's see, where is Fran today? Today, she's in West Virginia, 
sleeping in a tent if you can imagine that. Mary Frances of the 
long red fingernails, out in the trees without her hair dryer, 
never say never. These Cl people not only work together 60 hours 
a week, but they socialize incessantly, and this weekend they are 
camping out. Luis has finished his first year of law school and 
gotten very good grades, although his situation remains 
frustrating. The job at the Paraguayan embassy that was supposed 
to finance this venture has still not come through, although his 
father continues to be promised that it will. Luis will not be 
able to finish law school unless it does, and he's been on pins 
and needles about it for more than a year.

Gabe is in Des Moines today, visiting the Millers Senior, which 
he has not done for about ten years. They are pushing 80, which 
astounds me— I can remember them when they were my age and 
younger— and they deserve more happiness than has been allotted 
them. They are painfully disappointed in Clint, and now Patty is 
living on disability and Prozac with fading prospects for 
recovery. So I nag Fran and Gabe to keep in touch with them, and 
I am pleased when they manage to get together.



Next week, Gabe comes to visit his mother for a few days, and 
then he's up to New York to spend another summer free-lancing in 
the film biz. He may take a job producing a cable show full
time, just for the regular income of it, he hasn't decided yet.

So, what else do I know?

* There is a goddamn woodchuck eating my garden, and I 
don't know what to do about it.

* I continue to correspond with Peter/David Koenig, which 
has been fun. We pretend we are real writers and 
compose these artsy missives, it's good creative 
exercise. I gather that he's hysterically stuffy and 
full of himself at mid-life, and it would be a hoot to 
go out and buy a pitcher of beer with his wife.

* I am still poking at my writerness, I went to one of
those conferences, you know— 400 people who are certain 
they are writers!!— which I'd never done before, sit 
around and listen to Erica Jong berate American 
publishing. Now I'm hooking up with a "writer's 
center" to take classes and probably submit little 
stories to little magazines.

* And if nothing comes of that, I think I'll become a 
florist.

The Washington media has decided that the new administration has 
"spent its political capital" and gone poof. I don't know when 
I've been so pissed at them. The Clinton children haven't been 
feeding them stories every morning like the Republicans did, and 
they have gotten extremely testy about it. It appears that the 
media decided that they were going to write about the LAX Haircut 
every single day until he started feeding them again— and that, 
folks, is how we got David Gergen. Hopefully, it will result in 
the restoration of some temporarily misplaced capital and we will 
be able to recover a little of the idealism and optimism of 
January.

Guess who is, any minute, opening a shop in teensy little Potomac 
Village. Starbucks!! Do you believe it? All this way I came, 
and they found me. It was actually Nordstrom who brought the 
You-Troglodytes-Don't-Know-Diddly-About-Coffee thing to the 
nation's capital, and now every sandwich wagon has 12 flavors of 
coffee. But some fools are still drinking Maxwell House at home, 
so the task is clearly undone. Ah, false cynicism, I lie— I will 
be standing outside their door the morning they open.



20 Aug* »S3

Dear Linda-

Doubtful that this will constitute a real letter, as in about anraour 
we go to the wedding of Linda Sullivan, Frank Zoretich's ex«*, if you recall# 
Iinda has stayed one of our closest friends, aid we're glad that the match 
this time is with a guy who has none of'Frank »s fey quality--he fs another 
Nebraskan, seemingly as solid as Linda.

Well, another book# l fm not sure if it *s what I set out to write, or 
even what genre it is (you know I've never given a hoot about that), but in 
any case, Carol and I got home last night from Utah with a $10,000 award for 
"best biography in (get ready for this) Mormon country." °bvidusly, Mormon 
country is being broadly defined— the Rockies from Mexico to Canada— and 
they*re king being remarkably ecumenical or something by including stuff like 
mine, but that *s what happens when donors turn the award process over to the 
academics, I guess. We met the offspring of the original donors— the Evans 
family, of a humongous Salt Lake City advertising firm and then a not-dumb 
offshoot into whg^ has become a corrputer-sound system coirpsiy— arrl they seemed 
perfectly bappy^fcSe Doigs and Heart Earth* Makes us wonder if we really know 
ourselves, huh?

The high dry sunny air of Utah was wonderful for 3 days. This has been 
a dreadfully gray rainy summer, and even those of us who claim to be immune 
to the rain here are feeling down-in-the-mouth#

I know T haven’t dor» a letter to anybody for a helluva long time, so 
the flip side of that is that I'm 150 pp. into the next book, a fat novel 
set (mostly) in 1933-38, during construction of Fort Peck Dam on the Missouri 
River, up in northeastern Montana. Lots of good stuff to work with, radical 
politics (an elected Bolshevik sheriff in a nearby county), bobmtam atmosphere 
(10,000 damworkers, 10,000 csmpBollawers, is the legendary census of the 
Fort Peck dam towns), vivid history (Margaret Bourke-White1 s photo-essay on 
Fort Peck was the cover story in the first issue of LIFE magazine, bit then 
you knew that as a Mddiliian;. I plan to hole up all of nest year and work 
on this book, as it feels like - my best one ever*

Meantime, Sept .-Oat. will be the bookstore tour for Heart Earth* Will be 
flogging fcirei«® the book from Aspen to Anacortes, but nowhere east of the 
Mississippi, at least as of yet. Though I»d like to come to DC, I don't have 
any yearnings toward MY«*Boston-etc* and have told the publisher no go, unless 
they can come up with some national TV or soma such to really Justify my dragging 
myself through airports and hotels back there# (The Wafafa'n Post did so much 
on me the last time or two, it's doubtful if I'm due for another interview or 
feature there until 2021#) Carol meanwhile has had so much sabbatical— last 
spring until new— that she's actually wanting to go back to work at the college* 
So, we're both doing good, feeling goodj and new we have to go off and cheer 
Linda Sullivan on#

best to all



September 11, 1993

Dear Carol and Ivan

What a nice surprise to receive the new book, thank you. I 
finished it last night and thought the endprose the most touching 
in any of your books. Other favorites: Bessie with the chicken 
in the baby buggy, that was great, and you know I loved the 
"trapper was my mother" stunt.

You seemed to be kind of blowing it off, this book, in your 
letter, perhaps due to immersion in the next one. I hope the 
response on the signing tour has reheated your interest in Heart 
Earth. It's a sweet book and an easy sale to all 150,000 readers 
of Sky, that's what I think.

And wow, they put your name in bigger jacket letters than the 
book title.

I know nothing about Carolyn See, and even less about the 
politics whereby a book is reviewed in the Post instead of Book 
World. (Note both sides of the clip.) I thought it was super 
play, scads of people saw it who don't get around to the book 
section.

We're not making much news here. I've been reveling in a season 
of writing what I want to write, but my bank balance will send me 
trudging back to clients at the end of this month. Eli was, last 
week, declared in remission after an ugly summer of doctors and 
tests and pills, and dentists as insult to injury. He was 
alarmingly malnourished, lost nearly 30 pounds he didn't need to 
lose, plus five teeth. It was dreadful, but the worst should be 
over for this bout.

The only blessing was that the IRS is chasing its tail through a 
reorganization, and few demands were made on him at work. If you 
ever wanted to cheat on your taxes, this would be a good year. 
They haven't gotten a damn thing done since February.

Shana tova, that's happy new year in Jewish. Eli is jubilant 
about the Israeli settlement with the PLO, speaking of heart 
earths. We are on the Camp David-White House flyway, and a 
beeline of helicopters has been buzzing us this weekend. They 
must be having some party.

Gabe is back to Bard, three semesters to the finish line. Fran 
has gotten another promotion. She's head of the Emerald Circle 
program, Cl's gimmick for the care and feeding of $1,000-plus 
donors. It's a good fit for her.

Why aren't they sending you East this time? It's the loveliest 
time of year in Washington, I think you should stop by.



29 Dec* '93

Dear Linda—

Jeez, a family portrait with your ^mas card, even* Looking pretty good, 
there, aid the first time we've seen the four of you together since Gabe was 
a high schooler*

Fairly quiet holidays here, the Doigs catching their hreath* It did occur 
to us that we might as well have some sunshine in that breath, so we went off 
to Palm springs for $ days* Not only did it provide us the base camp we wanted 
for terrific days of hiking, but we were astonished to find the town not the 
white shoesy-golf ish-idle richie place we expected but a place of some grace 
with its Spanishy architecture and, yup, palm®* It helped immeasurably that 
we niched ourselves in with the Canadian snowbirds— a $5>0 a day ”villa” run 
by a couple from Victoria, BCG*, with another couple from None ton, New Brunswick, 
wintering there* They were all affable as could be, and I got a linguistic 
kick out of listening to them— when they recommended an eating place they called I 
the Blew Coiyoot, we Managed to track it down as the Blue Coyote* Cur plane 
flights were full of rangy old lantern-jawed Scotch Canadian geezers who all 
looked like retired Mo unties, and between them, the exquisite weather, seme 
good eating and general loafing when we felt like it, we thought it was a great 
sunbreak and came home feeling a lot better about the winter*

Thanksgiving, before that, and our customary houseful, and what we thought 
was finally a definite up-tick in Jack Gordon's mood# For some years new, 
inviting Jack to Thanksgiving has been an exercise in letting angst out of the 
bottle, as he*d first say no, he didn't think he'd come, then edge around to 
maybe, then on tte actual day might or might not show up• We're all for him 
determining his own life, but at some point we do need a simple goddamn yes or 
no, aid T suppose it's particularly appalled me that a guy who counsels other 
people on their lives can't recognize himself going into an annual holiday mope*
So, this year, no mope! A phone conversation brougbefc about the great revelation, 
which we'd pretty much suspected anyway, that Jack is now with another man,
Michael# Fine, we say, bring Michael# That set off some new hemming and hawing, 
now to the effect that they weren11 sure whether or not they'd come#** Carol 
fortunately was willing toper severe in the face of now having two ¿ellos on 
the guest list, instead of being able to ask other friends to corns in their stead,
and so on the day, the face of my skepticism, here came Jack bright as a new 

penny, with gorgeous hors BSodtres enough for a regiment, courtesy of Michael# 
Michael couldn t come this time, Jack explained, because this was the first 
holiday since his, Michael's, marital breakup and he needed to spend it with his 
kids, but Jack had decided to come for a while until he, Jack, went off to Michael 
and his kids* Fine, we say, have some champagne* Anyway, Jack visited merrily 
with our whole gang of 16 or so, aid indeed hung around aid finger-ate off the 
turkey before going on to the next of his doubleheader— this too was a good sign, 
as there was a period when Jack wouldn't eat anything that had clucked, mooed, 
bsabd, or for that matter, swum# When Jack-the-life-of-the-party had left, still 
in high spirits, I cornered Peter Hookas, whom you m^rbe remember as another of 
the East. Side Cental health social workers when *ack and all the rest of them 
worked there, and said, umm, Peter, did you work on Jack about today someway?
PstBr smiled and saidy "Look, you ought to come# This is family*H Whatever, 
it was a new Jack for a change. Not before time, either, as the New Zealanders say#



Well, the book biz, you asked about# First off, I didn’t mean to pooh-pooh 
Heart Earth in the last letter to you— I ha actually really pleased with it, and 
the luke-warmth I was expressing was toward what was happening at the publishing 
house« Indeed, maybe it's the tenor of the times, or some mark of a generation 
reaching a certain age, but whatever brought it on, the Heart Earth bookstore tour 
was the most emotional yet, lots of people on line with their hearts d a m  near in 
their hands* This time around I signed books to parents dying of cancer, sons 
dying of AIDS, in memory of husbands who *d died young, and among a lot of un
forgettable cases, to the grown son of a World War II vet who d been ell shot to
hell— there they stood in Helena, the son hale and mid-UOish, beside him the father
who had come back to Montana from this war and started a family despite wounds which 
among other things had left him Hind# Thankfully, there was also a lot of fun,
as in Bozeman when a woman wanted some kind of an inscription to her sister,
explaining that the two of them got a kick out of English Creek and «Tick's attention 
to Leona's "blouaeful" — both a bit flat-chested, they'd ktssA  kidded that if they 
only had blousefuls they could do something w ith these Montana men# Well, 1 say 
helpfully, how about if I inscribe it ”from a guy who knows a blouseful when he 
sees one”? PerfectI she says and goes merrily away#

Meanwhile back at the New York ranch, Macmillan was slowing down more and more, 
in the aftermath of its sale out of bankruptcy (brought on by Robert Maxwell)#
I couldn't get them to come up with any imaginative national marketing of the book 
(hence no D,C# trip), had to throw a conniption fit to get a decent cover, and, 
final straw, while I was out busting my bippy on the bookstore trail I discovered 
they'd violated the contract clause stipulating a press run of 50,000 copies— i»e#, 
they'd printed 37,500 insteaddand weren't erven pushing those anywhere east of, say, 
Helena* Thus, the auction# It worked roughly like this i the literary agent, Liz 
Darhansoff, and I picked out 8 or 9 publishers we thought I could live
with and she faxed them, as a sample, the opening scene of my next book and a 
further one-page precis $f the plot, characters and so on# Good news was that a 
bunch of houses— Harcourt, Harper Collins, Holt, Houghton Mifflin, and Simon & 
Schuster— said okay, we1 re in the bidding. Bad news was that two of our favorites, 
Viking and the Pantheon imprint at Random House, and Hyperion, owned by Disney 
and accumulating some of the best editors in the business, said huh-uh, they 
couldn’t get financial go-ahead from their bean counters# Then Liz conducted the 
auction in a day of being constantly on the phone* the low bidder in each round 
bids first in tie next round, while the high bidder gets to bid last in tho- next 
round# Liz mutteded a lot during the day, saying in agentspeak "Caution is what 
I see here”; on the other hand, it did occur to me that the $5,000 increments the 
publishers were anteing up were more than I used to ml© in a year of writing#
Anyhow, the first round got the bid up from Macmillan’s floor bid (by dint of 
their option right in my Heart Earth contract) of $160,000 to $185,000, Harcourt 
the high bidder* Nobody dropped out, in either that round or the second, which 
brought the bid up to $230,COO, Pronto in the third round, Holt and Houghton 
Mifflin folded their cards, and— again in Liz speak— "here's where it begins to 
get subtle.” Because I know and trust the guy who's #2 in the Simon & Schuster 
hierarchy, and is in charge of sales and marketing, we decided to wink toward 
S&S, and they took it with an ultimate bid of $260,000* I keep reminding myself 
that there is 3 years of writing work for that sum and so it's not as big-rich 
as it sounds, but for us it's still pretty dann middling-rich# Also, half the 
money comes in the next couple of weeks, alleviating whatever the hell happens 
to Paramount (which owns Simon & Schuster) in this unending takeover mudwrestle#

So, that's where we are, on the brink of *9h# Carol sends hiyah, and we 
hope the whole family thrives#

love,
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February 17, 1994

Dear Carol and Ivan

I'm in a Seattle kind of mood today. Guess who visited us last 
night? Kari Wicklund, Fran's best friend from Wedgwood. You 
probably don't remember her, but she was a major player in our 
household when she was three and six years old. They didn't see 
that much of each other after we moved, but they treasure each 
other and exchange notes every few years. She's in her last year 
of law school at Gonzaga, planning to be an environmental lawyer, 
and she's in town for a conference on same. She called Fran to 
see if they could get together, and Fran insisted Kari stay with 
her instead of at the Hyatt. We stayed up far into the night 
reminiscing about Wedgwood circa 1972. I don't mind getting old, 
I enjoy seeing how all the stories turn out. She's bright, 
articulate, and lovely.

She says Seattle is growing so fast I won't recognize it. I hope 
to get back next year after the last tuition bill is paid, but it 
stings, you know, to go there and see that the Seattle I still 
pine for is not just far away. It's gone. Damn.

I have some tales to tell you before I forget. My sister Dee 
went to the library to get Heart Earth, but it was checked out. 
The librarian in North East, Pennsylvania (hard by Erie) says, 
oh, another Ivan Doig fan, huh? Did you know, she says, there 
are two people in North East who have actually met the real Ivan 
Doig? One was a guy named Greg something who interviewed you 
once, and the other was a lady who stood in line to have you sign 
her book. Your reach extends.

Did you know Jack Gordon's dad died a few weeks ago? His father 
was a fan of yours, and Jack read Heart Earth to him when he 
visited in November, sort of the last thing they did together.
He was very ill with diabetes, but every day, he asked to hear 
more of the book.

Two hundred and sixty thousand dollars, the man said. Simon & 
Schuster, he added. I am so happy for you, Ivan. Justice at 
last. It's wonderful.

It's been a bitch of winter, but you saw all that on the news. 
Icestorm upon icestorm, there have been entire weeks when I 
didn't ' " ot out of this house. So your letter was all the
more we with its sumptuous prose and good news. Thank you.

Eli celebrate« is first anniversary of quitting smoking
yesterday. I sent^him balloons at the office, which was fun— you
don't see too many balloons at the IRS, they're all Virgos. His
health is the same, stable but without cause for optimism. He
feels lousy and completely entitled to be a grump most of the
time, which I guess he is, but it doesn't mix well with a bitter winte^.



Fran went to Paraguay where it was 102 degrees, that's what she 
did. She had a super time, and she has an appointment with a 
lawyer today to review Luis's legal options for getting back to 
the USA. (I think I told you, his father ran out of money for 
law school, and he's back in Assuncion.) I think we all know 
what Luis's option(s) are— and that I will have a married 
daughter before 1994 is out. It baffles me, how Chinese peasants 
can get into this country on rusty ships, but a kid who lived 
most of his life in Manhattan and graduated from a US college 
with honors cannot. US immigration laws are infuriating.

Gabe is fine. Gabe made the Dean's List. Gabe will be an 
alumnus of Bard College this time next year. His situation with 
Sharon is starting to look permanent, although marriage violates 
their politics, being— so I'm told— an institution founded on the 
enslavement of women. Sharon McGowan, isn't that a pretty name? 
She has coal-black hair, as does Luis. Imagine me, with a flock 
of black-haired grandchildren.

Here's to spring, and to justice.



July 21, 1994 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Are you in Montana? I am guessing that you are. Can you see a 
mountain where you are sitting? Jeez, it's getting to be a long 
time since I saw a real mountain, much too long.

I am catching up on correspondence to my wireless friends today. 
My sisters have gotten me hooked on America OnLine, and I spend an 
unconscionable amount of time at this computer yak-yakking with 
family, friends, and the occasional total stranger. I haven't 
communicated so much with my sisters since we were in bobby sox. 
Gabe is wired, too. He tells me more news than he did when he 
lived with me.

Before I forget, I want to APOLOGIZE for giving your phone number 
to May Gerstle. She was just so snowed to meet Ivan that she, out 
of the blue, developed a sudden craving to renew our friendship. 
She took me out to lunch when she was in town (her sister lives 
here) , and it was 85% of the way through the entrees that she 
mentioned having met you. (Well, that explains the free lunch, I 
thought; I have known this lady for a long time.) And then she 
calls the other night and demands your number in a phraseology that 
I lacked the mental agility to decline. Even after 15 years in 
Washington, I have yet to meet a bigger user than May Gerstle. I'm 
hoping you're in Montana and didn't have to deal with her.

Shoot, I have to wrap this up. We're about to get our daily 
tropical thunderstorm, and I have to shut down the computer. Such 
a crop of tomatoes I'm going to have, though. They should start 
ripening next week.

Luis was appointed Vice Consul for Public Affairs for Paraguay (at 
age 26; it helps to have a powerful father in Paraguay) which will 
enable him to come into the U.S. on diplomatic status— and avoid 
the inconvenience of paying taxes and parking tickets. The wedding 
is set (this week) for November 5; we've postponed it twice so far.

Gabe got a fellowship to make a film this summer, so he's happy. 
He and Sharon, his girlfriend, are planning their first Manhattan 
rooftop party for her birthday tomorrow. Romantic, huh. He got 
straight As last semester, the kid is doing good. Eli's health 
continues to fail. He's going to have to go on disability soon, so 
I am trying to get a full-time job. As the children say, reality 
bites.

BOOM. I'm outa here. Write to me.



April 22, 1994

Dear Carol and Ivan

Just had my third phone call today from Fran. We are planning a 
wedding. We seem to be planning the social event of the season. 
She has mentioned— often— since she was in braces that she wants 
the whole shebang, the Big Day. Fortunately, I only have one 
daughter. Details, money, more money, more details. I'm pretty 
sure I've spent my airplane ticket to Seattle.

Luis is getting a K-l, know what that is? You propose to a nice 
American girl, fill out a form, pay $75, and zingo, the INS thugs 
have to hand you a green card in the Miami airport. I have 
learned, of late, more than I personally needed to know about 
immigration laws. They are beyond bizarre. Anyhoo, sometime 
this summer, Luis Gonzalez will finally breathe US air without 
those schmucks telling him when he can exhale. (Now, Fran will 
tell him.)

So what else is new? I celebrated my 50th birthday with Fran in 
Atlantic City, it was her present. A goofy day, a modest profit, 
a fun gift. I joined a church choir because I needed to sing; my 
mother should have lived so long to see me back in a pew on 
Sunday mornings. I reveled in my customary spring jaunt to NYC, 
trekking around with Gabe and Sharon. I do love that city.

I survived the winter by reading a lot of good books and seeing a 
lot of good movies. Read d o c k e r s  if you have time; jeez, can 
that guy string a story. S h a d o w la n d sf The P ia n o , S c h i n d l e r ’s  
L i s t , F e a r l e s s ; 1993 was a way-above-average year for movies.

How is H e a r t  E a r t h  selling? I'm hopeful, despite the tacky job 
Atheneum did of hustling it, that it could well pick up some 
word-of-mouth momentum. Do you have exotic plans for your 
summer, or are you going to Montana and wait for a forest to 
catch fire?

I c a n 't think of any more news. I d o n 't think I could have 
managed to keep up my correspondence this winter if it weren't 
for your book auction story. I told everybody. Everybody is 
thrilled for you, too.

So, spring returns at last. The daffodils and phlox are in 
bloom, and the spring veggies have sprouted. I've added leeks 
the last few years, a satisfactory addition to our crops, and the 
asparagus is five years old and prolific. It's our reward for 
the muggies of August in Washington, that we are eating out of 
the garden by May. And if that damn woodchuck comes back this 
year, I'm getting a Smith & Wesson.

Take care



August 13, 1995

Dear Carol and Ivan

It's not among my more attractive features and I've tried to get 
over it, but I still have this unseemly fascination with truly 
bad writing. The enclosed is so exquisite that I can't bring 
myself to throw it out. Maybe you know some archives where the 
very best specimens are preserved. Or y o u can throw it out.

The set-up is that Playful (you remember Playful, Fran's cat) was 
of a breed called Maine Coon. He died awhile back, and she has 
recently pronounced her mourning complete, so it's kitten time. 
Thus, we went to a cat show to see what a Maine Coon costs these 
days. We picked up this brochure, the product of a Philadelphian 
gentleman who lives with 16 cats and who apparently thinks about 
cats even when he's looking at roses.

Not much news from here. It's been so searing, wilting, goddam 
unbreathably hot all summer that, at some point, most of us just 
lay down and set our alarm clocks for September. My sisters and 
I and assorted hangers-on communicate incessantly on Internet, 
busy little newsmakers that we are— and even we have capitulated. 
Our effusive pages have been reduced to sporadic single 
paragraphs, and pretty surly ones at that.

We a r e  getting a kitten. She will be old enough to leave her 
mother in two weeks. Her name is Gatita: girl cat in Spanish.
(I told you there wasn't much news.)

Fran got her raise and promptly spent it on a zippy Cabriolet 
convertible, which looks real cute on her. Zoom, zoom. Luis is 
here for August and most of September, stretching his annual* 
vacation time by shuttling to NYC every week or so to cast 
Paraguay's vote on something-or-other at the UN. He earns his 
spending money by crashing with Gabe and Sharon in Brooklyn and 
putting the Plaza on his expense account.

Gabriel is the NY Metro maybe-they'11-strike correspondent for 
the S o c i a l i s t  W orker, byline and all. He took excessive glee in 
informing me that his managing editor is a Medill grad. After 
seven years of religious vegetarianism, he has softened to the 
point of tolerating the occasional entree contaminated by a 
quarter-cup of chicken broth. So maybe there's hope.

Good to get your letter, Carol, a rare treasure. Hope Ivan's 
manuscript is still materializing to his satisfaction in the home 
stretch. Yesterday, I was reading the current V a n ity  F a i r , which 
includes a piece on Carly Simon's squirrely childhood, which 
needed a summary of the history of S&S's founding. Pretty kinky 
folks, these Simons. Mercy.



If your schedule ever permits, you could nag me to come and visit 
Seattle. It's been too long, I'd enjoy it, but the fourth law of 
thermodynamics (or whichever one it is) seems to have seized 
control; the logistics of deciding when and where and how always 
persuade me to think about it tomorrow. Oh, Michael dumped Jack, 
by the way. I had a letter from Jack, and he was totally stoned 
on heartbreak, depression, chronic fatigue syndrome, and probably 
measles. Poor bunny. At his usual rate of recovery, he should 
be up and around by 2002.



October 15,1995

Dear Linda

Your letter arrived yesterday, and I’m going to answer right now. Mea culpa. What did 
happen to the summer?

We spent part of it, several days at a time, at a cottage on the west side of Camano Island. 
It’s a little brown-shingled place that sits at the edge of a high bank, overlooking Saratoga 
Passage, Whidbey,and the Olympics beyond. At breakfast we watched eagles soaring by, 
at about the level of our foreheads. The owner of this terrific little place, the poet Linda 
Bierds, lives on Bainbridge now, is the new head of the creative writing program at UW, 
and doesn’t get to Camano much, and she’s been terrifically generous in sharing it.

Those outings got us away from construction next door on one side o f our homestead, and 
a new barking dog on the other. The dog has settled down some, and the reconstruction of 
the house, being done by the Cochrans themselves, goes on, but they’re nice about it and 
don’t start early. Ivan, of course, does, and he’s working furiously toward getting a 
complete draft of the current novel done by next May, when we have plans to head for the 
high southwest for a few weeks. He has a speaking gig in Salt Lake City, and another in 
the offing (to a convention of librarians ~  always a good and useful audience). Then we’ll 
strike out to the slickrock country around and south of Moab, before heading east to visit 
the fellow who used to run Audio Press and now raises goats in Paonia, CO. Check your 
map on that one. We want to visit lots of Anasazi mins, which tend to be in spectacular 
geography and often are at the end of unpaved roads. To help get us there we bought a 
Honda CR-V, their new little sport utility. In September we took it to western Montana 
and the Teton country, mid it ate lots of dirt while Ivan scrutinized the geography for the 
novel. It did wonderfully well, and its seats make us sit up straight, so we came home 
without backaches. We saw more wildlife this time than ever before, including a black 
bear at die National Bison Range, and a fox climbing an embankment between Augusta and 
Choteau. A beautiful reddish-brown, it was, with a blazing white ring on its tail. First I ’d 
ever seen, but I was amazed when Ivan said it was his first siting, too. The elk bugled for 
us on the Flats east of the Tetons, as we took our dawn expeditions into the park, where 
we’d hike a lakeshore trail. Saw an eagle soar down the lake in early mist one morning, 
and a coyote running on the far shore another....

Stop me before I get carried away and don’t get to tell you anything else.

Yes, we still would like to move to larger quarters, with a view if possible, but seeking 
isn’t the same as finding. I ’m out actively looking, but Innis Arden, with its big lots and 
community regulations>ASfbest for us, so we’re waiting a while. Much of the fe s t of what 
is now the City of Shoreline (drat) is being short-platted, and die Seattle neighborhoods 
aren’t much better. We have various friends on Phinney Ridge, but elbow room isn’t to be 
had there, either. Next year, when I have more time, I’ll see about some solution, even if 
we have to rebuild.

And I will have more time. In September, at the annual faculty convocation, I got my 30- 
year award. For 20 and 25, its certificates. But something new has been devised for 30. I 
now have a plaque attached to a handsome clock (made in China, pat. pending). Right! I 
cried. It’s time. Actually I’d decided earlier that this will be my last quarter. My pension 
is built in TIAA-CREF, with lots of options, and it’s someone else’s turn at the classroom. 
I’ve enjoyed it, I’m glad I came, and I’m ready to graduate into a new life, which will be 
made up as I go along. I’d like to take some courses for a change; I feel like a dodo in



terms of art, m usiyiram a. Ivan can use some help with the business and financial side of 
his work, and we ao want to travel some more when he gets clear of the current book 
contract. So how about that?

On the publishing side, Ivan has lost his latest editor. She’s going to head Northpoint 
Press, which is now part of Farrar Straus. Also, the publisher of S&S trade is moving up 
to oversee all S&S trade, and the new publisher coming in is a non-favorite of Ivan’s 
agent. He’d like to move within the house to the Scribner imprint, where he knows the 
publisher, Susan Moldow, but.... Office politics, I  guess, and they don’t want him to 
leave the S&S imprint. This is unsettled as I write, and Ivan is willing to let it rest awhile 
while he gets his manuscript done. He doesn’t need editing help, after all; he needs 
marketing clout.

We think things are fine around here. Interesting to hear about Washington Grove. I 
wonder how many Chatauqua-like places have survived in some form or another. Dear old 
Ocean Grove comes to mind.

When you get a chance, please send Jack’s address and phone number so we can be in 
touch and invite him to Thanksgiving, as usual. y_ y y

Take care. I promise to be a better correspondent O jft
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17021 10th Avenue W  
Seattle, WA 90177 
March 13, 1996

Dear Linda

We*re home at last, and Ivan’s phone is ringing off the hook with publica
tion plans from Simon & Schuster*

We always thought a publisher somewhere shotild act like this: advancing 
the pub schedule (to May), throwing out jacket art that the reps didn’t 
like, and starting over, ordering a floor dunp of Buckira the Sun’s very 
own, and broadsheets, a doubletruck layout in their catalog, ancf a "first 
printing of i*8,000, of which 1*0,000 already are advanced*

I got a picture of Ivan in our Albuquerque apartment, with a dozen or so 
stidk-its on the vrII, as he worked through details for this novel, and 
contract negotiations for the next one# Thirty-one pages of legal language 
are now in Marshall’s hands, for review*

Just now Ivan and his editor’s assistant were on phone and fax (our latest 
nod to the technological world), working over a zammo quote from Tom Kenealiy* 
Got a goal one from Annie Proulx, too.

He*s been working on the publicity tour, too, since he knows some venues 
better than the folks at the ptfclishing house ever caild* The numbers get 
to be fun when Country Bookshelf in Bozeman orders 500 copies, and Costco 
in Missoula orders 530 copies..*.

Ivan’s also got a prize spot at the mammoth (circa 30,000 registrants) book 
convention which will be held in Chicago in mid-June* He’s one of four 
authors invited to speAt at the literary luncheon, and you bet I’m going to 
that one*

So —  apologies for the delay in answering, but we just now have the s 
in hand* The state legislature is just pchx recently adjourned, 'sniT'so Kita^ 
Kinehart, Norm Rice, Gary Locke, Jay Inslee are irmiediate entrants*

Our schedule: I go back to teaching on April 1, and until then we’ll be around 
mostly, with an occasional day trip for hiking* Ivan will spend muck of May 
on the read: May 1-7, 17-21 and 28-31. In June we’ll be in Chicago at ABA 
lp throuc^i 17, and then there’s a Montana trip June 2i* through July 3jT(the 
last few days are for fun).

And, oJB yes, before we get that far, I ’m going with him to San Francisco. 
April 21* through 27.
T ,
If you ve already been in Seatle while we were away, or if you can’t get here, 
Ivan agrees to come see you* rte’ll be in D.C. on Monday, May 6: Olsson’s 
at noonhour, and Politics & Prose inthe evening. Publicity hasn’t told him 
where he’s staying just yet. That’ll be at the end of his tour East, and he’ll 
fly home on the 7th, as plans now stand*



Come see us if you can, when you can* Besides publishing stories, we have 
travel tales to tell* %  lucky diance we chose a time for the Southwest 
when the northwest was about to launch an Ark* Indeed, we*rehesitant to 
admit to friends that we had six weeks of sunshine and seasonally warm weather 
in Hew Mexico* Vie visited the O ’Keeffe country this time, and Acoraa, the 
famous city on a mesa top* Saw lots of wildlife, too, including thousands 
and thousands of snow geese and greater sandhill cranes at Bosque del Apache 
National Wildlife Refuge, a couple houare south of Albuquerque* Ate terrif ic 
food and gained only a modest amount of weight, which we’ll now lose by 
dieting on the likes of fresh crab*

Enough for now. I want to get this into today’s mail*



January 24, 1996

Hi Guys

Thanks for your great letter, Carol. Two in one year!! I like 
these sabbaticals.

You must be feeling so deprived, lolling down there in the sun 
while the rest of us are chattering breathlessly about record 
snowfalls, raging rivers, and a government gone wacko. What a 
b i z a r r e  year it's been in Washington.

I need something from you, ASAP. I'm trying to get out to 
Seattle, and it would be too awful to finally get there and not 
see you. I know you're under six kinds of pressures with the 
book a-borning, so I'll let you set the date and ask my other 
folks to work around you.

Do you know when the state legislature adjourns? I can't 
remember. That's the only other person I need to accommodate* 
Helen Sommers wants to put together a dinner with old NOW 
friends, and she's in Olympia this time of year.

So that would be my timeline: as soon as possible after you get 
back from the sunshine and Helen gets back from the legislative 
session.

Roberta is all bent out of shape because I never stay with her, 
so that's where I'll be. But I would like to come before her 
peak tourist season and, besides that, I need to get back here 
and get a real job.

So say what, and have a delicious stay in the sand country.



August 19, 1996

Dear Carol and Ivan

Hello, how are you, are you having a wonderful time? I hope your 
carousel stops long enough one of these days to let you send a 
report, and I hope the ride is proving to be great fun and all 
you deserve. I've seen the reviews in TIME and the NY Times as 
well as the Post, which was interesting since I don't make a 
habit of reading three reviews of the same book. Goofy how one 
critic can stomp all over something (e.g., the murder-mystery 
device) and another can think it's just the dandiest thing in the 
book. Could make a person cynical about reviews over time, I 
guess. How are the sales? And I still haven't heard about 
Chicago.

I just had to send the enclosed along. It was too bizarre to 
discard, it needed forwarding to someone who could appreciate it.

Do I have any news? We are having the coolest summer in 50 
years, the jet stream decided to spend the season over the 
Carolinas. Cool, no humidity, bliss!! So I've spent lots of 
time in the garden. My dog and I graduated from obedience 
school, our diploma is on the piano. My dog is computer 
literate. He sleeps under my desk when I'm working at the 
computer— and leaps to his feet at that tiny little whir the disk 
drive makes when you close a program and return to system level. 
He does.

After 30 years as a registered citizen, I finally drew jury duty 
and a long, juicy civil trial with good guys and bad guys, and we 
got to save the little people!! I loved it. If I could be a 
juror for a living, I'd apply for that job.

As for children news, Fran and Luis finally gave up after nine 
years. He had worked two years softening up the Foreign Minister 
to post him to the US and was very hopeful, then the Foreign 
Minister was summarily replaced and he was back on square one. 
They had agreed that if they couldn't put it together by this 
summer, they would get on with their respective lives. Fran is 
dating an old friend from her Hechinger days, he works for the 
NASDAQ now. He's a good kid, I like him okay, but I know my 
daughter. She just moves in a straight line unless she runs into 
a wall, that's why she stayed with Luis five years after anybody 
else would have given up. She's the kind of person who will stay 
in a job their whole career unless they're fired. Which is to 
say that I expect her to marry Scott Trilling {who has adored her 
for 10 years) mainly because he's the first male she set eyes on 
after she said good-bye to Luis. We like to think that we have a 
little more control over our fates than that, don't we?



Gabe is doing extremely well. He just returned from a two-week 
shoot, a public service announcement for the Peace Corps— in 
Virginia Beach, Puerto Rico, the Rockies in Colorado, Anchorage, 
and Ketchikan. And this week— a Ramada Inn in southern New 
Jersey, all week!! (Oops, forgot, Carol probably doesn’t get New 
Jersey jokes. No offense.) Next week, he's getting us tickets 
to R en t and B r i n g  on da N o is e and staying home long enough for 
his mother's annual summer visit. At age 24, he's so successful 
that he has Caller ID so he can talk only to people he wants to 
talk to. Wow.

I am really starting to see their lives from a certain distance. 
Fran came home on Tuesday in a big snit, somebody on her staff 
had screwed up an important special event in Aspen. By 9 she is 
on her way to Aspen, she calls from the plane to apologize for 
being in such a mood. (Frances, I am thinking, I have survived 
your moods for 27 years, what is this call costing?) She spends 
the week firing and hiring left and right and sleeping in Mrs. 
Fleishman Margarine's guest house, except there's no Saturday 
connecting flight to Denver, so she's supposed to fly to Denver 
Friday, stay overnight in a hotel, and come home. When she goes 
to bid farewell to her hostess, Mrs. FM says oh, no, dear, this 
will not dooo, she picks up the phone and charters a plane to 
take Fran to Denver. Oh.

D o n ’t remember what order I saw people in when I was in Seattle, 
so I may already have fussed at you about Jack. He's a very sick 
puppy with that CFS stuff, it is completely running his life or 
what's left of it. He talks about "energy units," I think he 
said he has six a day, and he has to decide what to do with each 
one because that's all he can do and, if he uses seven energy 
units, he can't get out of bed for a week. He's moving to Port 
Townsend to r e t i r e ,  and he's only two years older than me. Then 
last week, I read about Dr. Kevorkian helping a woman commit 
suicide because she had CFS! Scary stuff. I had no idea Jack 
was in such serious shape. I only have a few friends in the 
world I've known as long as you guys and Jack, I would feel like 
I'd lost an arm if anything happened to one of them.

Have I told you about Mr. Mikula? I must have told you
something. Well, anyway. You know, he was my high school
English teacher, my guru, the reason I went to NHSI. Soon after
I graduated, he took a job in another town, the better to feed 
his seven Catholic children. Three or four years ago, he was in 
Franklin and left a note on the windshield of my brother's 
BLAIR'S LOCKSMITH van and, by that means we began corresponding 
again. I don't go to Franklin often now, we usually all meet in 
the middle at Char's house near Johnstown. We get together every 
summer when Dad makes his annual visit, and this year, it was in 
Franklin. So we stopped at Mikula's house en route— me, Fran, 
and the dog. It was real strange. He's 75ish, I suppose, I 
never knew how old he was. He's never met Fran, and she looks 
much like he remembers me. And Mrs. Mikula, bustling around 
serving us tea (does this woman know I used to pray she'd be hit



by a bus so I could marry her husband?) and begging us to stay 
longer. He gave me his copy of A P r a y e r  f o r  Owen M eany because 
he thought I'd like it, and I do. As he saw us out, Fran says, 
"Well, it's nice to meet you after hearing about you my whole 
life." The rewards of teaching.

Page three already. How I do go on. I had other plans for this 
morning, so I better sign off. Do write when you can. And send 
me your fax number if you think of it.



Dear Linda

September 20, 1996

Ahh, Washington politics. Can you believe Ellen Craswell for governor (see P-I, page 12)? 
We voted for Norm Rice, but he didn’t come close. Absentee ballots by the zillions still are 
being counted, and on into next week, but Locke is safe, and Craswell probably is.

Polls had hardly closed when Clinton and his bus brigade arrived, hauling congressional 
candidates, along with Locke and Rice to places such as Yelm and Roy, and getting beeg 
crowds everywhere. The Clinton campaign absolutely dominated local media, with this 
prof even watching local tv coverage for a change. New York Times, a couple of days 
ago, on facing campaign pages inside the A section, showed Dole falling off a stage in 
Chico, CA on the left, and Clinton signing an environmental executive order while sitting 
at an antique table, at the rim of the Grand Canyon.

So how does it look from D.C.?

You may have noted by now that this letter has an odd look. That’s because it’s composed 
on our new PowerMac 7200, and printed on our HP LaserJet. Brave new world for the 
Doigs, we now have in our study what we laughingly refer to as our telecommunicatiions 
center. W e’re not on Internet yet, but plan to be in a year or so. I also have a brand new 
Mac in my office now (but not a printer), and I hope to get up on the Internet there before 
the new academic year is over.

That year hasn’t started yet; it’s an uncommonly late September 30, and I’ll be teaching my 
usual Fall load of mass media (double section totaling 54) and Lit. of the American West. I 
can retire to my next career any time I choose, as Jean Roden just has done, but so far I’m 
still having fun.

Ivan is working on his next novel, even as I write this -- did we tell you it’s contemporary, 
with scenes to be set in Alaska, Seattle, San Francisco, and Montana, with a can-you-go- 
home-again theme? He keeps getting interrupted by invitations to speak, and requests for 
this and that, so he’s put a cap on everything not already scheduled. Plenty is, including 
being MC for both the Governor’s Writers’ Awards here and Oregon’s literary awards.
And next week he’s taking me on a Denver overnight, which includes a speech and talks to 
some classes at Boulder. He also has some local bookstores left to visit, a deliberate 
strategy to keep momentum for Bucking the Sun, as well as introducing the new Scribner 
edition of Dancing at the Rascal Fair, which is just overtaking Skv as his bestselling book.

Besides all that we’ve had a glorious summer of good weather, and we took last week to 
vacation at the Oregon coast, in our favorite Gannon Beach studio apartment overlooking 
Ecola Creek and the seastacks beyond. Now we’ve had a few useful days of rain, and it 
looks like there’s gloom to come: good time to get work done. Ivan is still harvesting just 
enough strawberries and blueberries to mix with blackberries for breakfast, and we haven’t 
quite run out of lettuce. We have a modest supply of cherry tomatoes (which is about all 
this shady lot allows, and the green beans are waning. I ’ve run out of store-bought Walla 
Wallas, and am working off the Vidalias I’ve hoarded since June. I hate winter onions.
We continue to eat lots of crab and salmon, and one of these days I’m going to learn more 
exotic offerings. An innkeeper who hosted us down in Seaview, WA produced a



marinated tuna that we’re still talking about.

In short, w e’re doing just fine. And, oh yes, just checking your letter I see you asked 
about Chicago. I hadn’t been back in the 30 years since we left Evanston, so I goggled as 
we headed from O ’Hare by taxi to the Loop, passing all othe old neighborhoods, each with 
its own gigantic Catholic church. I’d forgotten how European that all is. Once into town 
the cabbie couldn’t get us to our hotel because of a Puerto Rican day parade, so we got to 
be part of the action as we negotiated through it to the Renaissance. So far as we could tell, 
the parade consisted of all available vehicles with flags protruding from their orifices, while 
onlookers cheered, talked, and munched.

As to the ABA, Ivan was of course a great success at the literary lunch, where the poet 
laureate forgot his notes and had to run back to the main area to retrieve them —10 minutes 
or so in each direction at McCormick Place -- and where the author Susan Power, chubby 
and giggly, spoke for about 25 minutes. Donald Hall and John Edgar Wideman did all 
right, but Wideman, last in a late show, stuck too close to his notes and lost some power 
from that, probably.

Onward to a big Simon and Schuster bash at Topolobampo, one of the current “in” 
restaurants. We were limoed, along with Neil Simon, who turned out to be a great guy, 
taller (at least 6”) and older (69) than I’d expected. The restaurant turned out to be about 
half a block from Michael Jordan’s sports bar, on the night Chicago won the championship 
by beating the Sonics. We did not wear our Sonics sweatshirts, and when Simon needed 
to return to the hotel early, we rode along. The police already had cordoned off the Loop, 
with police cars on both sides of the State Street bridge, just outside our window. The 
Tribune next day reported a much quieter championship night than usual: just a few people 
shot and several dozen police cars trashed.

Once on our own, and out of the limo world, we got back to gritty reality by riding El up to 
Evanston — not anything about that rear-window trip seems to have changed. We walked 
over to the campus under the canopy of Evanston’s summer green, and to Howes Chapel. 
It’s as cute as ever, but seems to have shrunk. We’re sure more people were at the 
reception at the Orrington then could possibly have fit inside the chapel, which would hold 
30 at most, with perhaps another 10 in the loft. With that part of the sentimental journey 
successfully concluded, we took a look into the library, which already is running out of 
book space, and into Medill, which looks tattier than ever. Then we wandered into the 
Orrington for lunch. It’s now an Omni, and the lobby area is all cut up and horrible. The 
restaurant is too cute -- better it should be purple, with photomurals of football. However, 
the food was good, and we sat at a window and gazed at the Northwestern Apartments, 
where Ivan had labored so steadily in the dish room and where I lived for two years and 
got to thinking of roast beef as the most ordinary of foods.

As to sales of Bucking the Sun, we think it’s doing fine, but only time and returns will tell. 
Yes, the reviews were all over the place, both terms of quantity — the best showing since 
Sky — and it what reviewers liked or didn’t, as you well noted. A late rave, by the way, 
came from USA Today, bless their hearts. They do only one major review a week, and he 
got one. As usual, Ivan got his money in advances, but then went out and worked like a 
trouper, anyway. It pays off in future contracts, and the next one is signed and sealed. 
Now all he has to do is write the book. Probably this is the last time he’ll do an immediatae 
next contract; it’s about time he had some time off, revolutionary thought though it may be.

So that’s what we’re up to. Thanks for the rundown on the family. We always appreciate 
hearing, and write again when you can.



December 14 , 1996

Dear C a ro l  and Ivan

G r e e t i n g s  o f  th e  s e a s o n ,  hope y o u ' r e  f i n d i n g  time t o  en jo y  
w hatever  e lem ents  o f  i t  you e n j o y .  My f a v o r i t e  p a r t  by now i s  
s i n g i n g ,  we j u s t  s in g  and s in g  t h i s  t ime o f  y e a r .  Big  e x c i t e m e n t  
l a s t  week, a kid from our church  i s  in  th e  Harvard Glee Club and 
th e y  were in  town t o  s i n g  a t  th e  Kennedy C e n te r  Honors, and he 
persuaded them t o  come and s i n g ,  unannounced, in  our l i t t l e  b i t t y  
church  on Sunday morning.  Very high on my l i s t  o f  t h r i l l s  in  
1 9 9 6 ,  n e a r l y  p e r f e c t  m usic .

I'm not  doing an y th in g  v e r y  newsworthy. I helped b u i l d  a house  
with H a b i t a t  f o r  Humanity, yes  I d id ,  t h a t  was c o o l .  Gabe' s 
f a t h e r - i n - l a w  d ied  t h i s  week, and I 'm  h e l p in g  Gabe s t e p  i n t o  th e  
r o l e  o f  Man o f  th e  Fam ily .  The world i s  a l l  so s e g r e g a t e d  now, 
c h i l d r e n  in  th e  suburbs,  c o d g e rs  in  F l o r i d a ,  c h i l d r e n  have so 
l i t t l e  e x p e r i e n c e  with  d e a th  and no id e a  how t o  handle i t .

The n e x t  time your PBS s t a t i o n  has a p ledge  week, watch f o r  a 
documentary about Danny Kaye. Check th e  c r e d i t s :

L o c a t i o n  crew:
G a b r i e l  M i l l e r

T h a t ' s  my baby.  He did  th e  i n t e r v i e w s  o f  Bary sh nik ov ,  B e l a f o n t e ,  
Madalyn Kahn, and Danny K a y e 's  d a u g h t e r .  He c o n t i n u e s  t o  do v e r y  
w e l l .  v

As does F ra n .  S h e 's  managed e v e n ts  in  Aspen and Hollywood, th e  
n e x t  one i s  in  Palm Beach, and in  F e b ru a ry ,  B r a z i l .  Wonderful,  
e x c i t i n g  l i v e s  f o r  young p e o p l e .  I 'm  enormously happy f o r  both  
o f  them.

E n c l o s e d ,  no b i g  d e a l ,  j u s t  something t h a t ' s  been in  my inbox f o r  
you f o r  months. You were doing a computer c o n v e r s i o n  l a s t  time  
you w r o te ,  so I th oug ht  o f  you when I re a d  i t .  Do you do e - m a i l  
y e t ?  You must put me in  your l i t t l e  e l e c t r o n i c  a d d re s s  book when 
you do: lindabm@aol.com. I spend an i n o r d i n a t e  amount o f  t ime  
on e - m a i l ,  maybe t h a t ' s  why I h a v e n ' t  made any news. Nice  t w i s t  
f o r  someone who's  always l o a t h e d  t a l k i n g  on th e  phone: I cannot  
r e s i s t  e - m a i l ,  I head s t r a i g h t  f o r  i t  e v e r y  morning r i g h t  a f t e r  
b r e a k f a s t .

I see  y o u ' r e  sending us Norm R i c e .  What did  you th i n k  o f  him? 
I ' v e  always l i k e d  him, a l th o u g h  I n e v e r  knew him as a p o l i t i c i a n .
I c a n ' t  hold  v e r y  high hopes f o r  him, a HUD s e c r e t a r y  with a 
Republican Congress  and a l l .

I suppose th e  e x c i t e m e n t  o v er  th e  l a t e s t  book has died  down by 
now. What do you th i n k  o f  S/S from t h i s  p e r s p e c t i v e ?  Did you 
t r e a t  y o u r s e l f  t o  a h o l i d a y ,  I hope? B e s t  f o r  your new y e a r ,  and 
hope you can f i n d  time t o  w r i t e  b e f o r e  t o o  lo n g .

mailto:lindabm@aol.com
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Against 
The Current
BUCKING THE SUN 
By Ivan Doig
Simon & Schuster. 412 pp. $23

By David Laskin

BUILDING of the Fort Peck Dam in eastern 
^Montana: not, on the face of it, the most yielding 

subject for a novel. One of the most massive of 
■ L  FDR’s New Deal projects, the earthen dam—the 

world’s second largest—plugged the wide Missouri River 
with a four-mile cork of dredged-up sand, silt and clay. It 
took seven years (from 1933 to 1940) and 10,000 civilian 
workers to get the thing in place. Roaring shantytowns 
sprang up to house the crews and soak up their overflow 
wages. When the dam was done, a lake covering a quarter 
of million acres backed up over the Montana plains.

On second thought, what an absolutely stunning 
premise for a novel—given the right novelist; In Bucking 
the Sun, Ivan Doig rises admirably to the challenge of 
turning hydraulic engineering into compelling narrative. 
A Montanan by birth and by inclination, Doig unfolds the 
saga of the Fort Peck Dam through its impact on a single 
family—a clan of recently transplanted, peppery Scots 
called the Duffs. “They were the damnedest bunch to try 
to figure out,” a new Duff wife muses about the explosive 
family she has married into. “Tear into each other at the 
drop of a hat, but stand together if the world so much as 
looked cross-eyed at them.” Parents Hugh and Meg came 
over from Scotland as newlyweds, struggled for years to 
farm the fickle soil of the Missouri river valley, and raised 
three handsome lanky sons. Owen, the eldest and braini
est, incurred his father’s everlasting wrath by abandoning 
the farm to get an engineering degree at Bozeman, his
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David Laskin, a Seattle-based writer, is the author of “Brav
ing the Elements: The Stormy History of American Weather”

rowdy twin brothers NeU and Bruce, though coiled to cut 
loose, are still working for their father, raising alfalfa, 
killing grasshoppers, cursing drought.

And then the dam rears up and turns the Duffs’ world 
on its head. The government condemns the farm—the 
dam will flood it—and Hugh, Meg and the twins find 
themselves with no choice but to sign on with the dam- 
builders. “Goin’ Owen” is already there—he’s the “fillmas- 
ter,” one of the topdog engineers in charge of pumping up 
river mud to create the staggering earthen barrier. Owen 
and Hugh promptly resume the war that started when 
Owen left home. Proud, irascible Hugh hates being be
holden to his cocky son and hates “Owen’s dam.” Ambi
tious, gung-ho, pressed-crease Owen despises his father’s 
binge-drinking, his bluster and bitterness, and above all

his mulish refusal to admit that the Fort Peck Dam is the 
niftiest piece of engineering ever.

Subplots, mostly involving sex, love, marriage and poli
tics, proliferate. Bruce and Neil get married after rapid- 
fire courtships and hurl themselves into energetic sex 
with their willing new wives. Hugh’s brother Darius blows 
over from Scotland, breathing Marxist politics and unre
quited passion for Meg. When she somewhat reluctantly 
rebuffs him (again), Dariu&eonsoles himself with a plat
inum-headed taxi dancer/hooker named Proxy (one of 
Doig’s more inspired creations), and many torrid trysts 
later they too tie the knot. And all the while the earthen 
behemoth looms larger and larger, supplying the Duffs 
and their women with “the stories, the ingredients of life.”

IN BOOKS like his acclaimed memoir This House of 
Sky and the brooding Winter Brothers Doig has writ
ten memorably of the immense, harsh, empty land
scapes of the West; but here he brilliantly conjures up 
a crowded scene of mass energy and momentous civic up

heaval. A master prose craftsman, Doig moves nimbly 
from wide-angle shots of seething barrooms to close-ups 
of uptight government offices to the pure poetry of con
struction and destruction. One gem, among scores, is the 
scene near the novel’s end in which Owen looks on “stat
uelike” as a half-mile section of the dam collapses into the 
river: “Half a decade of engineering, millions of cubic 
yards of Fort Peck Dam... melting like brown sugar.” 
Bucking the Sun is so good one wishes it were flawless, 

but the novel does suffer from a serious miscalculation in 
design. Doig opens the book with the discovery of the 
drowned naked bodies of two Duffs—a man and a woman, 
married but not to each other, trapped in the cab of a sub
merged Ford truck—and he coyly withholds their identi
ties until the novel’s final pages. A guessing game of who 
they are and why and how they died keeps the pages turn
ing, but it’s a gimmick and it ends the book on a cheap, 
sour note.

Aside from this misstep, Bucking the Sun is a tour de 
force of historical fiction—no, fiction period. It’s one of 
those books that takes you over as you read it, invading 
your daydreams, lodging its cadences in your brain, sum
moning you back to the page. Doig writes with absolute, 
perfect-pitch authority on dams, Duffs, the Depression, 
and the feel of life under Montana’s fabled sky. Yes, the 
building of the Fort Peck Dam is the stuff of a great nov
el—and this is it. ■



The Bay
AN ISLAND OUT OF TIME 
A Memoir of Smith Island 
In the Chesapeake 
By Tom Horton 
Norton. 316 pp. $25

B EARLY A decade ago Tom Hor
ton took a hike from his job as a 
writer for the Baltimore Sun— 
not to mention a hefty, cut in 
pay—and moved with his wife and two 

children to Smith Island, “a fishing com-, 
munity of about five hundred souls in the 
middle of Chesapeake Bay.” It “seemed 
strange in Ronald Reagan’s America of the 
eighties, with its emphasis on upward mo
bility of the most materialistic stripe; but in 
the midst of a prospering journalism ca
reer, I felt a need to shrink my prospects, 
narrow my horizons, and move on to 
smaller endeavors.”

Horton got a job running environmen
tal-education field trips for the Chesa
peake Bay Foundation and settled with his 
family in an old house in Tylerton, one of 
three small communities on an island of 
“70 square miles of low marsh and interior 
waters,” a place “within a day’s drive of 
some 50 million moderns, [yet] a culture 
exquisitely attuned to its natural surround
ings as only predators can be,” “Mary
land’s only offshore inhabited island.” The 
Hortons stave<

BY JOEL RiCHARBSON THE. WASHINGTON POST

Crab dredging off Smith Island

but this is interspersed with testimony by 
residents of the island; most of this testi
mony is recreated from tapes or notes, but 
some entries are composites based on 
multiple sources. I prefer Horton’s direct 
account, not merely because of his win
ning way of telling the story but also be
cause of my dislike for dialect and unedit
ed folk speech; readers with a higher 
tolerance for such prose will enjoy these 
passages, for they undeniably catch the 
flavor of the place and its people.

The book is both a celebration of Smith 
Island and a requiem for it. Horton sees 
dying and death all about him, and there is 
no reason to doubt him. This has to do 

lief among thei

I guess I looked shocked, because he said, 
no, he didn’t think education was bad; but 
it was like a roller skate, he said; it wasn’t a 
bad titling to have once you’d learned how 
to use it, but you couldn’t ever put it to use 
unless you got away from the island, with 
its little dirt and shell paths. Educated peo
ple wouldn’t want to be plain old Smith Is
landers as much, he thought.”

On the other hand, educated people 
from the mainland would very much like 
to be Smith Island habitues without the 
limitations and constraints of true Smith 
Island residency. This is why the non-na
tive pbpulation of the island is steadily if 
slowly rising, even as the native population 

luch else in the world

has written a gloomy book, but quite the 
opposite is true. He has captured in full the 
life of the island: its essential relationship 
with the water and boats, its Hen and self- 
mocking humor, its deep religious life, its 
fierce dedication to freedom and liberty, 
its internal rivalries and disputes, its sur
prising tolerance of deviance and differ
ence. Horton quotes an artist who moved 
from Baltimore to the islanjLafter acknowl
edging his homosexuality 4s calling the is
landers “more capable of ¡acceptance here 
than outsiders might dream,” and a doctor 
who practiced there:

“The island was a good place to be a 
single parent. The boys were always in a 
crowd of kids. I felt like I had a hundred 
sets of grandparents. The people were so 
affectionate and polite. There was just a 
gentleness to them. In nearly four, years 
there, I got very little business from fights. 
The islanders were very good at not taking 
offense. They have worked out non-violent 
ways of living better than most.”

This isn’t to romanticize the island. 
Horton notes for example that “the throW- 
it-overboard mentality is strong” in this 
place of great natural beauty, that litter is 
so widespread as to underscore “the irony 
of a place both uniquely connected with 
nature and treating it trashily.” He also 
notes that the island’s ubiquitous cats, 
while living lives of “freedom, the single 
word I heard most when I asked islanders 
what they valued about living here,” also 
set the islanders against each other in “a 
cloud of what the islanders call ‘nomini,’ a 
word they used for bitter backbiting of the 
sort that can wrack a community.” Hor
ton’s chapter about the great catfight and 
his own unwitting involvement therein is 
both the book’s most amusing and one of 
its most revealing.

Horton went to Smith Island for “a good, 
long look, a total immersion, a baptism per
haps—or maybe nothing so highblown; just 
a good, long nature binge.” On the evi-



28 Dec, *96

Dear Linda—

Haven1t I turned into a remarkably rotten correspondent, eh? The book 
biz really impinges on letter-writing, any more, and as you've already spotted 
from this quaint splatter of typewriter alphabet, the computer so far isn't 
much help in revitalizing my letter intentions) for instance, snowbound this 
morning (more about that later), I sat down to the computer to start this to 
you, thought to myself What the fuck, I don't want to have to look at the screen 
for the next hour or so, and so here we are at the ancient keyboard# Before 
you give up on me as computer hopeless, I can report ttssMncs that I've been 
using $A to write speeches and, most of all and so far most important of all, 
I've been using Excel to tend to our finances# The Excel spreadsheets and 
cell formulas and so on have given me back a little of the arithmetic fluency 
I last had when I was 9 or 10 years old— for a while there, I could multiply
sums in my head quite fast (I remember my dad showing me off to a livestock
dealer, áta&nunss who of course made his living by fiddling with arithmetic, and 
he refused to believe I could rattle off sums that way, he figured we were 
rigging it somehow), until voracious reading took over, or something# Whatever
dimmed the arithmetic side of me back there, Excel revives its I've paid for
about half the computer with financial moves I've been able to see on the 
spreadsheet, and I've Invented my own taxsspreadhheet which predicts our income 
tax, giving us a handle on the damnable estimated quarterly tax at last#

As to writing books a la Macintosh, though, not yet) Iny eyes truly don't 
like that much screen# Maybe the next step will be a liquid display screen or 
some such, but until then— -and until I find some evidence that a computer can 
help with getting book-stuff from my brain to the tips of my fingers, which is 
perpetually my real problem— «y 6*30 a.m#-h p#m# writing regimen is still going 
to consist mostijr of staring out the window into the evergreens#

Snowy evergreens, they are this morning# A foot of snow, the day after 
Christmas, and supposedly another £-8** on the way tonight# Seattle of course 
has gone totally spastic* spun-out articulated busses across hilly streets, 
ice chunks the size of zucchinis dropping off the eaves of downtown buildings, 
tons of people having to sit it out at S@aTac and Snoqualmie Pass • We *re 
nicely hunkered in, although there was a little moment of terror this morning 
when the furnace came on and then quit after about a minute— luckily, the reset 
button got it going again# And we had a glorious bright blue week in Tucson 
just before all this Snowwhite Seattle crap. Hiked every day in the foothills 
of the Catalina Mountains, flopped down in the sun every afternoon, ate good 
every night) the Southwest still doesn't seem to be the place for us for longer 
periods because you can see them massacring the desert by the minute, but for 
a week or two at a time the sun there does us some good# Carol's Xmas vacation 
is unusually long, a bit over 3 weeks, so we're whipping a lot of year-end 
chores as well as having some fun#

The Tew Ess of Ay didn't get Norm Hice with a Christmas bow on him after 
all, did it# I don't know whether his heart was really going pitty-pai for 
the HOD job or not. The Seattle Times had just done a big investigative series



on abuses in  HUD funds handled by Indian roservaiions—i  terns such as the rez *s 
housing o f f ic e r  pu tting  up a mansion f o r  h e rse lf  while o ther Ird ians kept on 
liv ing  in  Slacks. And that*s probably only 01»  of many HUD fuddles th a t may 
surface# Rice seems to have been a good enough mayor, although he co u ld n 't get 
h is  ac t together in  the gubernatoria l race—I  th ink  he d id n 't  even ca rry  King 
County, in  fa c t  statew ide fee got only Snohomish County and the l i t t l e  one down 
on the Columbia where Wahkiakum is#  The guv we are g e ttin g , Gary Locke, i s  a 
beancounter5 from watching him try  to micromanage King County, which has money 
running out i t s  ears and re a lly  needs some long-range th ink ing , Carol ani I  are 
a fra id  Locke may end up lik e  Jimmy C arte r, reviewing the schedule fo r the tennis 
courts in stead  of kicking le g is la t iv e  a ss .

Tou asked about Simon & Schuster and my book# Won't know the p ic tu re  on 
f in a l  sa les u n t i l  a f te r  January re tu rns from bookstores, but I  th ink  there  *8 a 
p re t ty  good shot a t  th e  li0,000-so3Ld th a t S&S se t as i t s  target#  I  sold about 
2500 of those fey hand, i#e# inscribed  copies, in  the bookstore tour o f liQ* stores# 
V irtu a lly  a l l  of those were independent s to re s , which means, s ig h , I  was f ig h tin g  
the l a s t  war# The independents are lo sing  market share to the lx big chains with 
every breath  they  take# To give you an idea of the impact of a Barnes & Noble, 
the one in  U niversity  V illage (in  what was the old Laments dept# s to re , remember?) 
not only had badly hurt the University Book Store—as a book sa le s  rep to ld  me, 
who 's^going to d rive  p ast th a t B&N from Laurelhurst to  be hassled on the the Ave?— 
but E l l io t t  Bay Book Company a l l  the way down in  Pioneer Square# As b e s t 1 can 
see , what*s evolving are niche independent bookstores where geography (P o litic s  
& Prose there  in  B .C .-n o  s i t e  availab le  f o r  a  Barnes & Noble fo r considerable 
d istance around, I*m to ld ) or personality/perseverance/cussedness (Village Books 
in  Bellingham, E l l io t t  Bay) w il l  l e t  th is  generation of booksellers surv ive, and 
the chains and the next Darwinian monster beyond them (possibly o n -lin e ) w il l  
ge t the r e s t .  The one s t a t i s t i c  a t  tbs Booksellers convention in  Chicago th a t 
had everybody agog was th a t  more than h a lf  the books in  th is  co u n try .a ren 't so ld  
in  bookstores a t  a l l ,  e ith e r  chain or independent t the Wal-Marts of the world, 
sp ec ia lty  s to res  (kitchenry, New Age), already some on-line ordering of books,nisei 
a l l  those have taken the m ajority  market share#

Inasmuch as you know P o li t ic s  & Prose, h e re 's  a moment Carol and I  loved 
tra m  the Booksellers convention in  Chicago# We*re a t  dinner with the Simon & 
Schuster honchh, Carolyn Reidy, a Tugboat Annie physical type who rose from 
ty p is t  to  prez of S&S$ and among the 3 or I4. bookstore owners a lso  Invited  was 
Carla Cohen of P o li t ic s  & Prose, whom you may remember as resembling two Tugboat 
Annies in  one p iece of apparel# The ta lk  turned to  how bookstores were s ta rtin g  
to  nurture reading groups, those l i t t l e  book clubs of a dozen o r two neighbors 
or frien d s of whatever who do a potluck book d iscussion  once a month, and one 
o f us asked Carla how P o li t ic s  & Prose i s  doing on that score# Oh, says she , 
we have 200 we work w ith , i#e# fu rn ish  the books to  and give 'em a basement room 
to  meet in  i f  needed# Two hundred? say Carolyn Reidy and her S&S sa les  manager| 
we'd a l l  figured  maybe two dozen# Carla Cohen went on to explain  th a t P o li t ic s  
& Prose a lso  s e l ls  memberships in  the bookstore—fo r $ l£  a year you get the news
l e t t e r ,  sob® kind o f dissount d ea l, chance to  go on P o li t ic s  & Prose trav e l tours 
and so on# The Car&a Cohens are going to  survive in  the bookstore worlds lo ts  o f 
the others are in  trouble#

I t ' s  time I  s ta r te d  to tending to  the  snow—w e're s ta r tin g  to  get ra in  and 
melt now, and the drainpipes need the ice  whacked out of them—so th is  i s  i t  
fo r  now, kiddo# Thanks a m illio n  fo r  the l e t t e r  w ith the Xmas card , the repo rt 
on your golden ch ild ren  and a ll*  onward to  »9 7#

love,



January 2, 1997

Hi Carol and Ivan

D on't you just hate it when you finally get somebody crossed off your Letters Owed 
list, and there they are in your mailbox three days later? Well, listen, this doesn't 
count. I still owe you, and I can't possibly make enough news in January to pay the 
debt.

It s just that somebody we know died, and I refused to go around announcing it at 
Christmas, but Christmas is over. Did you know Mindy Upp? Well, of course, you 
did once, she was in my cherub class. Do you know if she was anyone of consequence 
to Jan Bateman? I have the haziest memory that she may have been. Turns out 
Mindy s been here all these years, not that Potomac and Columbia are the same place, 
Columbia s up toward Baltimore. I would have had her to tea a time or two, at the 
least, if I 'd  known. The reference to arthritis in the obit is a mystery, she was disabled 
by it somehow? A stroke at 50? Well, it certainly makes me feel old, and I don't 
suppose it puts any spring in your step to have lost a student, but there it is.

We know all about your weather, you've been the #1 story on all three networks for 
more than a week. (I saw a filmclip from "Shoreline, Washington." Are you a town 
now?) In a slow news patch, America's journalists thank you. Glad to know you're 
okay. I liked your weather, too. I've had three letters from snowbound Seattle 
friends. One from Carol Goddard in Bellevue. Her daughter Cascadia is in NYC, too, 
just promoted to associate editor at Bantam Books. If enough children I used to babysit 
keep moving up in the editing dodge, I may get published yet.

Gabe was here for Christmas, just went back. He had a call from a producer asking if 
he would work cut-rate on a 10-day shoot in Africa. Many a film shoot is planned but 
never realized, so he has his fingers crossed.

Thank you, thank you, as always, for the chocolates, I think there are three left. And 
thanks for the newsy letter. Yeah, we just lost our independent bookstore in one of the 
richest and best-educated zip codes in America, they had hung on nearly 20 years. The 
last few years, they were scraping by on children's books, but pas suffice. We are not 
thinking straight to let this happen. The blind rush to online, there hasn't been 
anything like it in our lifetime, has there? Just gotta get online, even if we don’t know 
why. I get those calls from my clients all the time, gotta get online, tell us what to say 
when we get there, we don't have a clue. Fewer than 10 percent of American 
households own a computer. There was a lot of talk about the $500 computer being a 
year away, instead, they put bells and whistles and speakers and coffeepots on them to 
keep the base price at $1500. And what adult, in this hectic era where we do not have 
time to read to our children, is diddling around with a computer keyboard hours and 
hours a week?



I'll tell you one more thing that pisses me off, and then I'll shut up. You should see 
the Editorial Help Wanted ads in the Post, I suppose there are 30 or 40 on a typical 
Sunday. They go on and on about the WordPerfect, Macintosh, and Pagemaker skills 
required to do a job, and I can't remember the last time I saw one that said the 
successful candidate needs to know grammar and spelling. These are not jobs for 
reporters, they're jobs for editors. Even the people who are running the Post can't 
hyphenate anymore, there are errors every day. 'Cause you can't hyphenate right if 
you don't know a noun from an adjective.

I was the first kid on my block to have a computer, and I think they're quite useful 
and, yes, I adore electronic spreadsheets. But I think we've gone nuts over computers: 
educators, businesspeople, people who ought to know better. How much damage will 
be done before we start to wonder where the bookstores went and what we will do 
about all the gammas we've left behind?

So there. Keep warm.

Dear Idnda—
Righto, we of course r e c a l l  Minder Upp and you played i t  p e rfe c tly  by w aiting to pass 

along the obit«  I #d thought you were aware o f Hindy#s DC l i f e  and ware in  touch with Josp 
h e r , but ne*? th a t Itrev iew  i t ,  i t  was indeed l a s  3«, who maybe even v is i te d  her there# **** 
We*11 t r y  to pass along the news to  Jaxs with as much ta c t  as you did#

l o t  only did  you see our weather on the n a tio n a l news, 
you probably saw our sinkhole * I t fs up a t  the comer a t  
the end of our s t r e e t ,  Thank God out of s ig h t around the 
b end -cops, u t i l i t i e s  crews, and gawkers galore# (And the Linda H ille r
bm%  o f  news helicopters*  KING i s  s t i l l  the b est TV news 9820 W M m  Lane
s ta t io n , wonder of wonders*} Took the road o u t, about
a  hundred f e e t  across and s ix ty  f e e t  deep, and mere Potomac HD 20851*
n a s t i ly ,  the humungous broken sewer p ipe i s  s t i l l  spewing 
raw sewage in to  3ooing Crook, across the s t r e e t  from us#
Fortunately  no s t in k , so f a r .

Gees, do you re a lly  know somebody w ith  a daughter named 
Cascadia? I*ve mad® vp a  *dM&3y*lite newspaper w ith th a t 
m m  in  the book l*m  doing now# This i s  as bad as when I  
made up a  hungry agri-conglomerate c a lle d  TriGram in  English
Creek and by the time i  fin ished  the tr ilo g y , a company by th a t  nameoexisted# Damn r e a l i ty ,



May 13, 1997

Hi Carol and Ivan

Today is Gabriel s 25th birthday, would you like to join me in shock and alarm? My 
baby is a quarter-century old. Damn!

He is off to Asia in a few weeks for a month or so. H e's making videos for the Asian 
Development Bank and will go just about everywhere, Hong Kong, China, Indonesia, 
Sri Lanka. He s excited, as a young man should be. W e've become quite the globe
hopping family, if you don't count me. Both my children were in Brazil last month. 
Gabe was making a commercial in Rio for a US cruise line, and Fran was running a Cl 
board meeting in the rainforest. Harrison Ford was there, and the paparazzi (it's hard 
to fact-check when you're hiding behind a bush) mistook Fran for his tall, blonde wife, 
and there were photos of her dancing with Harrison in tabloids all over the world.

The most exciting thing that's happened to me personally is that Karen Fiser called me. 
She does this about once a decade, but she says now we are both online and will chat 
often, just like high school. She sounded good, in a sweet, happy, uncynical tone of 
voice. We caught up on lots of things, but nothing you don't know, I don't think. She 
told me about the myalgic encephalitis (it was chondro^malicia last time I heard).
She's bought a house in Charlottesville VA, Thomas iefferson-UVa country, which is 
not exactly next door, but close enough that I hope to visit her before long. The house 
is apparently Phase One of a sort-of-commune that several academic women hope will 
evolve as they retire.

She says she was ill and useless for quite a while but is in remission now and writing 
poetry and sending it out again. Isn 't that bizarre-tw o old friends popping into my life 
after so many years, and both of them published poets?

Do you think any more about building a house overlooking the Sound? You do 
deserve it.

There s been a spate of articles about New Ideas from the Pacific Northwest, American 
capital of new ideas (although let me insert here my observation that the new ideas 
coming from Oregon seem to have deteriorated markedly. The latest thing we got 
from them was traffic calming" and "speed humps." Ten speed humps my arthritic 
old Volvo has to cross every time I leave my driveway. I hate them.) Anyway, where 
was I. Oh, new ideas. Big article on the front page of the Post this morning about all 
the electric cars in the San Juan Islands, and their attendant problems. And I must 
have seen five articles by now on the straw houses of Whidbey Island (not one of 
which could resist some reference to the Three Little Pigs.) I honestly couldn't tolerate
your weather in my old age, but I get terribly nostalgic when I read about your new 
ideas.



And by the way, do you remember who designed Freeway Park? The new FDR 
Memorial, which is cool, looks awfully familiar. Lawrence Halperin, not sure of the 
spelling?

I've been puttering in my gardens, well, I shouldn't be so self-deprecating. They are 
getting to be pretty damn beautiful, people are starting to knock on the front door and 
ask for tours. W e're talking thousands of plants and three years of obsessive work 
here. I give myself a tour every morning, me and my dog, and life is good then.

Let's see, what else. Angela's Ashes, I loved that. Right now, I'm  reading How We 
Die because I always wanted to read it, and I found it for $3 at the Vassar book sale. 
It's fascinating, although the chapter on Alzheimer's did give me nightmares. Looking 
fo r  Richard* that's a super rental video, and Mothemight was Vonnegut-difficult but 
worth it.

Well, that's all I know and the dog is going nuts, which means he hears the mailman 
coming. Happy spring.



July 25, 1977

Dear Carol and Ivan

It suddenly occurs to me that my daughter is in Seattle, if you have any desire to see 
her. She’ll be there through July 30, staying at Clint's. She's setting up a special 
event to be hosted by Tom Brokaw's sister-in-law. She has a steady string of events 
this time of year, I tend to forget where she is.

Gabriel is in China, Hong Kong, Singapore, Indonesia, Sri Lanka, or else Thailand. 
H e's making videos for the Asian Development Bank all summer. If he doesn't return 
in September, I won’t have a clue where to look for him. How old do they have to get 
before they stop making us crazy?

Guess who's back in my life? Karen Fiser, isn 't that too bizarre? I've set eyes on her 
once in 30 years, I think, and then I pick up the phone and there she is. She lives in 
Charlottesville VA, a few hours away, and she's on the 'Net. She's bought a house 
there in a sort-of academic women's retirement commune thing. Other women have 
bought other houses. Some spend the summer there, then return to their universities, 
but will retire in Charlottesville. (The University of Virginia is there.) I don't know a 
lot more about her, really. She talks a lot about being disabled, it seems to be her 
occupation and identity. She doesn't have chondromalacia (you probably knew this) 
it's myalgic encephalitis, it comes and goes like arthritis, some weeks she can walk, 
some weeks she can't. Some weeks she writes poetry, some weeks she's not up to it.
I have no idea what she lives on. She sounds very happy, though, with a smiling tone 
of voice and that lovely, gentle laugh.

And, speaking of NHSI, you know Dorothy Ridings' husband died? I forget her 
maiden name, you know, one of the other counselors my year, she was president of the 
League of Women Voters. He was in his 50s, died after surgery for a back problem. 
She's here, CEO of the Council on Foundations.

And, on the subject of other People We Know: Jack Gordon's house in Port Townsend 
is finished, I'm  sure he'd be pleased if you visited him. He took me to the co-housing 
project the last time I was there, and I saw the architectural plans for his house (very 
glass and Japanesey). I'm  dying to see it all finished. He had talked about renting it 
out and staying in Seattle a few more years (because there are more shrinks than crazy 
people in Port Townsend) but he got sucked into it during the construction and was 
getting ready to move when I talked to him. I do so hope he's happy there, and I look 
forward to hearing about his co-housing adventures.

A©
Did you know that time really does go faster with age? They dsd a research study 
where they shut people up (one at a time) in a room and tell them to push a buzzer 
when they think an hour has passed. Little kids push it in like 10 minutes, and geezers 
will sit there until dinner time, much longer than an hour. Isn 't that interesting? They



don't know why, they speculate that it’s a function of metabolism. I do an acrostics 
puzzle in the Washington Post every Saturday morning, it's how I tell time now. It's 
getting so a week feels like 3 days to me, whish, puzzle time.

Are you still thinking about building a house? Have you read Noah's Garden? You 
should, it will change your life. It's very fashionable now, even on the effete East 
Coast, yanking the imported plants out of your garden and replacing them with natives. 
I'm  like three years' into it, and the changes are remarkable: more butterflies, WAY 
more fireflies, "new" species of birds, fewer Japanese beetles. If you build a new 
house, you MUST read that book before you landscape.

What's Ivan working on? I don't have any idea, I don't think. What did you think of 
Simon & Schuster after the first round? Carol, are you teaching mass media now? It 
would be such an interesting time to be teaching it, so many changes so fast, and 
changes that younger and older generations don't nessarily agree on, I suspect. I got a 
mailer for the Columbia Journalism Review  the other day, and they were pushing one 
journalism's-gone-to-hell story after another. There was a big article in the Post about 
journalists who've quit the business in disgust and journalists who've left to start think 
tanks to ponder why journalism 's gone to hell. When you're treated to the Post every 
day, you can forget that it's a problem, except on TV. Just occasional glimpses—the 
speed with which TV was reporting unsubstantiated "developments" during the 
Cunanan story, that was scary. At 6:30 p.m ., Peter Jennings was breathlessly 
reporting a Cunanan sighting in New Hampshire, at which time I believe Cunanan was 
lying dead in a houseboat in Miami. And how many publications/networks reported 
his "motive" as revenge for AIDS, all with different sources, none of them named.
And we Medillians are sitting there thinking, you know, journalism 's going to hell.

And then there's my sweet niece Tisha, who is 18 but writes at (charitably) the sixth- 
grade level, so badly that I often cannot make out her meaning on the Internet. She 
just graduated from my high school, goddamit, with honors in English, and was 
accepted by the University of Pittsburgh without the skills to write a bluebook exam.

In conclusion. Fran and I had a dog and a cat, very symmetrical, very suburban.
Then the cat had kittens, and they were cute, so she kept one. We were going to have 
the cat spayed, but the vet said we had to wait until two weeks after she quit nursing. 
Except by then, she was pregnant again and, on Saturday, she presented us with six 
kittens. So now we have nine animals, but we're not eccentric or anything.

Hope you are well. Do send a report.



October 10, 1997

Dear Carol and Ivan

Not a lot of news here, but I've been meaning to write and tell you that you owe me a 
letter. It's been too long since I've heard from you, I have no idea what you're doing, 
this is unsatisfactory.

I've had a lovely summer of gardening, you should only see. This weedy patch of 
suburbia-on-clay, I've turned it into a dazzling secret garden with hundreds and 
hundreds of flowering plants. I've also discovered a wondrous artists' colony and I'd  
like to move there, but I've put years of work (and youthful energy I no longer have) 
into my garden and it's my joy. Extreme indecision about this.

I should tell you about the artists' place. Washington Grove, it's like ten miles from 
my house, I cannot believe I've lived here all these years and never seen it. I've heard 
about it, I knew it was there, but it's hidden in a forest by a lake so you don't stumble 
across it. Anyway, it was founded in the 1870s as a Methodist retreat-just like Ocean 
Grove, no booze, no cars, an auditorium in the middle, the whole thing. You went 
there and slept in a tent and trudged to church when they rang the bell, which of course 
they still have. After awhile, people began to observe that a stay in Washington Grove 
was good for their health and they started to build summer houses. Over the decades, 
it gradually secularized and became a chatauqua and then an artists' colony. The 
houses are small, the lawns are nonexistent, a lot of stuff is done communally so the 
taxes are a teensy fraction of what I pay in Potomac, and the people are incredibly, un- 
Washingtonally cool. I should move there, I know I should.

I went to see Fiser. Did you know she's a published poet and, if so, why didn't you 
tell me? Words Like Fate and Pain, a marvelous little book with Karen Fiser's name 
right there on the cover. This is too bizarre, what are the chances—my two best friends 
that summer of 1966, now both actual poets with poets scarcer than hens' teeth.

We had a pleasant few days together and fell to talking like we hadn't been in entirely 
separate orbits all these years. She has a lovely home full of books and CDs and oil 
paints and computers and cats and dogs and books and books. She looks good, better 
than when I last saw her in the 1970s actually. She was in a good stretch healthwise 
when I was there, able to walk although she tired easily. Her ailment is a mystery to 
me and rare enough that it doesn't appear in any of my reference books. It's one of 
these immune-system, joint-pain, makes-you-tired, comes-and-goes, allergic-to-milk- 
and-wheat things that seem to be cropping up everywhere. She's like Jack Gordon in 
that it runs her life, she’s thinking about it every minute, and she thinks it explains 
everything that happens to her, which it doesn't. She talks about it a lot, consequently, 
which gets tiresome in a hurry. So I'd  like to report that all is well with her, but I 
went to Medill: She is obsessed with her health and can't focus on anything else for

s



long, which is boring. She has ample economic resources that are also a mystery, not 
that it's any of my business. She says Ann supports her, Ann of Canada who will join 
her in retirement. She has a nutritionist, a shrink, and a bunch of medical and 
alternative-medical specialists, so she's clearly okay for money.

Speaking of Jack Gordon, he called the other night. He sounds just dandy, all moved 
into his Japanesey glass house in Port Townsend and about to put the Wallingford 
house up for sale. It makes me sad when people sell houses where I have so many 
memories, much sadder somehow than when I sell a house of my own. He's much in 
the leadership of the co-housing project and even getting to be a man-about-town in 
Port Townsend. A very good move for him, I think, and I'm  so glad. I know he's 
weird, but I love him dearly.

Fran will be in Seattle October 15-18, something like that. What’s his name, Craig 
McCaw(?) the cellphone guy, is coming to her Tom Brokaw event~she didn't even 
invite him, he heard about it and asked to come. Is that in or what? Harrison will be 
there, last I heard, he adores Fran and tries to come to all her events when he's not 
filming. Jack wanted to have lunch with her, that's why he called, but she said no 
time, no time. She works 20-hour days when she's doing an event. Clint and 
Elizabeth are coming because she told them she was taking them out of her Rolodex if 
they didn't. Right-wingers, you know, they consider environmentalism a liberal 
conspiracy. It costs like $500 to get into this shindig to get hit up for even more 
money.

So, what else? I have three friends who are dying of cancer, and one who had a double 
radical mastectomy yesterday and hopefully is going to live for many years. I am 
spending a lot of time at Hallmark stores, hospitals, the balloon shop, and delivering 
soup and trying to remember who has my Tupperware this week. My choir friends 
are mostly older than I am; you live long enough in America in the 1990s, your friends 
start to get cancer.

Reading Toxic Sludge is Good fo r  You, which I should have read a long time ago. Not 
that I wanted to get any more cynical about what journalists tell me.

I m on the board of Save Our Streets, an actual grassroots, citizen-participation 
organization in Montgomery County where the only people who can name all the 
members of the County Council ARE the members of the County Council, and I'm  not 
making this up. They started putting in speed bumps everywhere, it's a long story, 
they've put in more than 1,000 of the $#@! things already. So I showed some people 
how to put an issue on the ballot (which we don't usually do in Maryland) and we're 
gathering signatures and I'm  doing the press releases, and it's a trip. I met with the 
County Executive (he'd be mayor if we were a city) the other day, and I YELLED at 
him. Remember when I was shy?



The Washington Post is installing new presses, going four-color. Even the Franklin 
News-Herald is four-color. Oh, yeah, I'll tell you about Tara. So I'm  reading the 
Alumni News in M edill's magazine-and I couldn't believe my eyes. Tara 
Murchansky, Class of 96, has joined the Franklin (PA) News-Herald and the Oil City 
Derrick. (They used to be competitors, but the N-H caved and was sold to the family 
that owns the Derrick.) Hello? I can tell you there are no Murchanskys in Venango 
County, and how would anybody get there from Medill? So I wrote to her. The new 
part of her answer is the Internet, where she read that they needed a reporter, and the 
old part is that her boyfriend is in college in Pennsylvania. My high school is one of 
her beats, so Tara and I are bonding. (She is younger than my children! Holy shit.)

I'm  hoping to go to New York City in a few weeks, I didn't get my M other's Annual 
Summer Visit this year because Gabe was in Asia. He had a spectacular time and has 
hopes of returning. The Asian Development Bank is finding all this videotape very 
useful and says they'll want annual updates. If I know Gabe, he's cooking with lemon 
grass and reading Buddhist tracts while sitting cross-legged on the floor. But that's 
okay, what a cool life he's having! He liked Thailand best, it's  beautiful, and the worst 
thing was terrifying air pollution in several cities, Manila the very worst.

That's all I know, write me a letter.



Dear Carol and Ivan
May 10,1998

I was thinking about your latest honor (surely you’re not picking up more than one a week 
this time of year) and I checked the invitation, and Lord, it was Saturday. I think they had 
hideous weather on Saturday, didn’t they? Are you okay? Did you have life-threatening 
adventures? Why do they schedule such an event in March in Chicago? And why did 
you agree to it? I could swear you wrote me that they wanted to admit you to their Hall 
last year and you blew them off. How come you changed your mind?

Loved Carol’s Christmas card, what a fine idea and better yet to send a picture. That was 
so nice. How’s retirement so far?

I liked retirement but I’m about to come out o f it. I get alimony from my last husband till 
about this time next year, but then I’m going to need grocery money. I just want 
something easy and kind of dumb, I’m talking to the people on Contractor’s Row, about 
ten companies that really run the medical/health agencies o f the federal government on 
contract. About a ten-minute drive from my house, write some stuff, go home. I’ve 
talked to other people off and on, but I haven’t been thrilled by anything and they require 
me to drive two hours a day, sell my soul, and other things I simply don’t want to do. 
Ethics are a Big Problem in this city, you write what you get paid to write and it’s 
probably not true, which is why they’re paying you. Sometimes I wish God had given me 
some other talent where you didn’t have to lie to make a living.

And isn’t this just the high point in history for our profession? Do you get the Columbia 
Journalism Review—cover headline this week: “Where did we go wrong and what are we 
going to do about it?” They can start by doing what they were taught to do in any decent 
journalism school, and by apologizing to their readers and to the Clintons. What a 
shameful episode this has been. Watergate turned on its head.

My garden is starting to pop up through the dirt, I wouldn’t want to live in California, I 
like gardens to go away and then come back. I’ve been enjoyingjthe new cool-weather 
hybrids o f lettuce. I had lettuce growing on Christmas day, right through the snow.

My passion-of-the-month is Asian noodles. We are eating ramen and odun and soba and 
bean thread noodles and cellophane noodles and rice stick noodles, shopping in Asian 
grocery stores to buy their veggies. It’s fun.

Susan McAllister died! Did you ever meet her? Her father and Clint’s father were vice 
presidents in the same insurance company in Des Moines. She and her husband Tracy 
Brown were the beautiful couple in our set, with the Saint Bernard and the mansion 
overlooking Lake Washington. Then Tracy decided there was no cure for being gay and 
they split, then he died o f AIDS, and then Susan had a stroke and died. Her mom died of 
a stroke when she was about the same age. The beautiful couple plus thirty years. Poof.



Clint had to give a eulogy at the memorial service and he called me to write it for him.
Twenty years I’ve been divorced from this guy and I’m still ghostwriting for him.

Oh, guess what! Next Tuesday I am attending a ceremony at the National Museum of 
American History to present a copy of the Golda poster to the Smithsonian! My 15 
minutes of fame, institutionalized. Pretty cool, huh?

Fran was on the Sea of Cortez in Mexico most o f last month, this month she went on 
vacation to Istanbul. That’s all wonderful, except she arrives home from Turkey with the 
announcement that she has fallen in love with a young man named Zeh-CAIR-i-ah from 
Ankara. She means it, this is Prince Charming, Fran won’t even go out on a second date 
with most men. Oh, geez. Did I take this girl to too many movies or what? He’s the 
speechwriter for the Vice President o f Turkey, whatever his title is, he’s getting his PhD 
and wants to be a professor. He’s 29 and a Muslim and he lives in Turkey and he’s a 
Muslim. She apparently does not seek the simple life.

Gabe is fine, busting his buns with work. He’s bought a lot o f equipment, which sort of 
puts you in a different league, to be able to provide the sound equipment for a project 
instead of just showing up to operate it.

All I did was go to Florida for a family thing to celebrate Dad’s 80th birthday, it was fine 
except his wife is a screaming maniac. Certifiable, we have no idea how he stands her. 
He’s still working 30 hours a week at Winn-Dixie and has no plans to stop, because then 
he’d have to stay home with Pauline.

That’s all my news. I have to go the homeowners’ association meeting tonight, a 
contrivance o f the devil. Speaking of screaming. It’s going to be very unpleasant. I think 
I will go fortify myself with a scotch on the rocks.

Hope you’re well.



October 26, 1998

Dear Carol and Ivan

I was delighted to get your postcard. You did it! Nobody can accuse you two of 
impulse buying, l am eager to see the new house, or a photo of i t , or a photo of 
the view out your window. I hope it’s a great joy to you. There’s a pang of 
nostalgia here, I think only Berta still lives in the house I remember my friends 
living in when I was in Seattle. You all get the pleasure of your new nests to 
ease your grief over the loss of the old ones, and I don’t. You must send me a 
consolation photo.

I don’t have a copy of the last letter I sent you here, it’s on my computer at home. 
Did I tell you I heard from Fiser? Did you hear from Fiser? Out of the blue, she 
sent this audiotape of herself ( “the poet Karen Fiser”) being interviewed for 
PBS. Wherein she announced that she was healed, or at least in some sort of 
remission from her myalgia thing. It was very good news, she hasn’t been able 
to work in several years. I fired back an e-mail asking for all manner of details 
but I haven’t heard anything since the tape landed in my mailbox a good many 
months ago. She’s a strange one, that Karen Fiser. It was good to hear her 
voice on that tape. She has the loveliest laugh.

And Janis Bateman was here, with Joyce, and we had a grand reunion at an 
International House of Pancakes. I hadn’t seen her in years and years, so it was 
fun, and we are linked by e-mail now which means we will probably 
communicate more than we have since our schooldays. (Although somewhere 
in her exposure to students or teachers or bad water, she has acquired a taste 
for maudlin poems about angels, which is what she sends me mostly thus far)

I am dating (or still dating if I already confessed to this) a really cute brown-eyed 
guy who was supposed to be my May-December fling, which is in vogue here.
(I, as you know, am not May.) Anyway, he’s fascinated with the cherub program 
and how many friends I have to this day from that small slice of my 16th year. (I 
still hear from Peter Koenig, too.) It is an unexplainable but good thing.

I’ve completely lost track of Ivan’s work. It seems that he would have a book 
coming out this year, or else my sense of time is off, a possibility that has been 
amply demonstrated. What’s cooking?

And Carol’s retirement? What are you doing? Isn’t it grand? I feel like I was 
retired for 17 years in the middle of my life, and I loved i t . But then I finally had 
enough, so now maybe I’m going to work the rest of it. My Dad is still w orking- 
on his feet all day—at age 80.



I love my job, love it, love it love it. I’m really good at it. Speechwriting is 
bizarre. You learn everything you can about the audience and the setting as 
well as the subject, then you close the door, turn on Mozart, and TRANSPORT 
yourself to the date and time, and start talking in a voice not your own. And 
when it’s done, you come back to reality, completely exhausted. It’s 
transcendental, it is. I have learned a lot and do not expect to ever stop 
learning, and the field of mental illness holds enough tragedy and injustice to 
occupy my do-gooder impulses for the rest of my career.

The children are wonderful well. Frannie has been promoted to Manager of a 
new department that was created expressly to utilize her talents for putting on 
tea parties. (And what do you want to be when you grow up, little girl? I’m going 
to make somebody create a corporate department that does what I like to do, 
and nothing else, and make me the boss.) She has two strong men and a raft of 
temps and interns working for her, and they raise a good many million dollars a 
year. She’s put on two events now—one in Seattle and one in Manhattan—that 
brought in more than a million dollars in an evening. She is happy, working very 
hard, and traveling a whole lot. She traded in her good-time Cabriolet 
convertible for a sleek black Young Executive Honda sedan. She has a long line 
of suitors whom she grants engagements at intervals sufficient to let them know 
they are not Mr. Right, either.

Gabriel spent August in Bangladesh making a film for the Asian Development 
Bank, then for six days, he hiked the Nepalese trail used to reach the base camp 
of Mount Everest. Then he had the good sense to turn around. Now he’s making 
a film in backwater Louisiana. He has a new girlfriend, a Swede. This family 
could use some good Swedish blood, I approve.

He talks about moving to Seattle for awhile. He says he doesn’t want to spend 
his whole life in New York without ever having made a decision to move there, 
which is the case thus far. Gabriel cannot be accused of living an unexamined 
life; he thinks about a lot more things than he gets around to doing. But then, 
some of them, he does.

Both kids have visited Clint’s parents in Des Moines in the last year. They’re in 
an “assisted living” facility, Mary Jane in the nursing home and Max in an 
apartment. They are well into their 80s, and Mary Jane has been in a 
wheelchair since she had regrettable surgery on her back several years ago. 
Gabe said Max picked him up at the airport, and before they were out of the 
parking lot, Max hollers (he’s hard of hearing, so he hollers) “Well, Gabe, I hate 
to be the one to tell you this, but life isn’t fair.” And welcome to Iowa.



I’ll be thinking about you on Thanksgiving, as always. Our crew is growing up, 
the last one will graduate from high school this year; he was not born when I 
moved here 19 years ago. As of this June, five of the eight will be out of college 
The most noteworthy--not counting the spectacular Miller children--is Jeffrey the 
computer nerd, who worked for Netscape for a while in Mountainview, and has 
now jumped ship with some friends to form a company that pays him with stock 
options that could make him so rich he thinks we’ll stop calling him a nerd. He’s 
wrong.

Write to me. It has been far too long since we’ve done this.



4 November ‘98

De^r Linda—

W e’re finally in our post-carpenter period (we hope) after 13 weeks of tooth-and- 
nail homeowning, so now we can sit back in our happy daze at having Puget Sound and 
the Olympic Mountains spread out in front of us, and, what the hell, maybe write an 
occasional letter. 1'his place we bought was rebuilt only 5 years ago, but it was in the 
hands of a couple—he an electronic components entrepreneur of some kind, she a New Age 
poet—who seem to have lived here like spoiled slack-brained adolescents; in all the house, 
there were no towel rods, toilet paper holders, clothes hooks, knobs on bedroom closet 
deers nor about ajillion other details that were beneath their notice. Not a bookshelf on the 
premises,, of course; by now we’ve put in miles of ‘em.

There was also the little matter of the house inspector we’d hired standing at the 
foot of his ladder and saying, “I can tell you even before I go up on that roof, it’s shot.” 
But it’s only 5 years old, cry we, clutching our armful of housebuying cash. The upshot 
of that was that we/got the cost of a new roof taken off the price of the house and now we 
are not only the new possessors but the heirs of a class-action suit against Masonite for that 
failed roofing material. We may get zilch or we may get reimbursement (again!) for the 
cost of the roof—clearly there are angles to living at this elevation that we hadn’t known.

Anyway, the voids between the ears of the previous owners did give us the chanGe 
to install the downstairs office we wanted. It’s actually an office suite: at the north end, a 
cozy room with a reading chair, a view across to the Kingston ferry landing, and lots of 
storage; then the main office, about the size of the one we had in the old house but with a 
whipping swanky trapezoidal desk Carol and I designed and share, and a 10-foot-wide 
panel of windows directly out to the Sound and the profile of the mountains; and at the 
south end, a full-size room that currently holds my exercise bike and not much else but will 
gradually accrete bookshelves. As to the upstairs, there’s a vaulted-ceiling living room 
with a whammo effect: a bay of floor-to-ceiling windows on the water side that provides a 
view from F6rt Lawton to Point No Point and Whidbey Island. The whole hpuse, Linda, 
is oddly like living on a thrust stage—there’s no “backstage,” every room faces out onto the 
Sound. Fr9m anywhere in the house, every time we turn around there’s a tugboat or a 
container van ship or a ferryboat or a sunset over the Olympics or a silver rainsquall. And, 
natch, we love it all.

Amid the work on the house I managed to do the final version of the next book, a 
novel called Mountain Time. It has some Baby Boomer protagonists and an old warhorse 
of a father, and the backdrop is partly along the Coast—Alaska, here, and San Francisco— 
and partly back in one of the characters’ Rocky Mountain hometown. The climax takes 
place in the Bob Marshall Wilderness just south of your old Glacier Park stomping 
grounds. As to what it’s about, I guess it’s the time-pressed B-Boomers, jelly-sandwiched 
as they are between aging ailing parents and kids who’ve gone their own inexplicable 
ways, encountering or re-encountering the implacable rhythms of the planet. Mt. St. 
Helens has a  role in the book, and the Rockies very much do. But there’s also more 
contemporary and Seattle stuff than I usually write; the guy protagonist, for instance, 
works for a Seattle weekly paper “for people concerned to know the difference between 
tofu and futon.” (There’s also some UW Sixties stuff: “Spired and wooded and not a little 
stoned, the campus sprawled amid the 1960’s like a disassembled cathedral. The 
University of Washington, thirty thousand students strong and restive as a mutinous



barracks, was the upper left comer of the battle banner that was writhing through Berkeley 
and Madison and Momingside Heights and a hundred other bastions of learning, wafted by 
the highs of dmgs and dorm sex and soon bo be blown jetstream-high by the storm of 
opposition to the Vietnam War.”) Can’t remember if I recounted to you my sideways jump 
within Simon & Schuster to its Scribner imprint—yow, talk about internal politics—but it 
landed me with the best line editor I’ve ever had, Nan Graham. When I’ve remarked to my 
agent or other people in publishing that Nan is really quite incredible with an editing pencil, 
they just offhande,dly say, “Oh yeah, she’s a genius.” Her handling of Angela’s Ashes I 
guess is testimonial enough. There’s no telling how my book will do, as I may very well- 
have plateaued out at the 30,000-35,000-sales level that all the books beginning with 
Dancing at the Rascal Fair have had, but that’s enough to make some money for all 
involved, and I’m enjoying being at Scfibner along with The Joy o f Cooking and Stephen 
King.

Appreciated the Fiser report. No, we don’t hear from her, which I sometimes 
lament and sometimes take as a piece of luck—she is another planet, brilliant and 
unexplorable, whenever she does hove into our view. As to Jan and Joyce, I ’ve seen them 
occasionally when I’m on the Oregon leg of the bookstore trail, and Jan vows that she’s 
going to be on hand at both Medford and Corvallis when I make speeches there in a mini
tour next February, when Carol at last will be along. I’m already laying plans as to how 
we can see Jan and Joyce maximally without staying with them—those e-mail angels or 
their little cloudland pets were muppeted on every doorknob and most flat surfaces the time 
I did give in and stay with J & J. On a serious note, which may or may not have come up 
when they were with you, I’ve been relieved that they have got through Jan’s teaching 
career, at least, without grievous harm careerwise or otherwise. You’d think they’d be 
okay in good green citizenly Oregon, but I think it actually was in Central Point that a gay 
teacher was killed by a homophobe. I do treasure the last time I managed to get together 
with them, when they came down to Eugene as the special guests I was alloted to invite to 
dinner and the speaking gig I was doing for the Lane County Arts Alliance, and they in turn 
brought along Jan’s favorite student ever, a young writer.

Carol’s retirement, you asked about; she’d tell you this house is her retirement, as 
of now. She made a good graceful deceleration from the college last winter and spring 
quarters by sitting in on music and art courses taught by colleagues she knew were the right 
stuff, and also doing some volunteer tutoring, mostly working with students not native to 
English. That got her past any decompression bends from leaving the classroom—she 
declared again the other day, when somebody asked her, that she doesn’t at all miss the 
paper-grading. We both suspect that the finger of fate may single her out to be on the Innis 
Arden community board sooner or later, and that’d be hunky-dory, it’s an unusually 
pivotal board in the life of the community, with real power over what gets built or doesn’t. 
And we did some traveling last spring, a Four Comers trip keyed to a gig I did for the Utah 
Nature Conservancy-we both lapped up that slickrock country, loved prowling from 
Chaco to Canyon de Chelly to Mesa Verde...

You’re right, Thanksgiving is icumen again. W e’re having it this year not 
at our sumptuous new digs, but at Mark and Lou Damborg’s Capitol Hill version of 
sumptuous; they’re longtime friends of ours, I think I remember you meeting them once 
when Franny was clinging loudly to one leg and Gabe had a hand in your hair and they had 
just come back from skiing at Whistler and you remarked on the unchilded life. Jack 
Gordon is to be invited as ever, but we know he’s into another new existence.

Hey, good news there on the cute guy. Next time you write, fill us in on your 
speechwriting, we’ve missed a stitch along the way as to who for and how it came about.



Thursday, March 11, 1999

I have half an hour to invest prudently here before I’m due at a meeting, I’ll write a letter to you. 
Hello, how are you? How is your glorious house? I expect you’ve seen some scenes, with all 
the weather you’ve had (you’re having) this season. Hey, global warming isn’t all bad; it sure 
gives everybody something to talk about.

An obit to forward: John Kolbe. It was in the Post a month or so ago. Cancer, of course. His 
brother Jim is a Congressman, you know. They said he was called “the dean of conservative 
columnists” in Phoenix. I don’t think it mentioned survivors, they usually don’t in the Post’s out- 
of-town obits.

I’ve been hearing a little from Fiser. She sends mass e-mails to everybody in her address book 
advising us of new steps in her progress since her health rebound. She wrote a few weeks ago 
to announce her first poetry reading in a long time, at a local bookstore. She sounded happy.

Frannie is in Turkey, she called yesterday from a phone booth in an Ottoman village she couldn’t 
remember the name of. She and Kelly (best friend from college) have rented a car and are 
driving around ancient cities like Ephesus. You’d think that somebody who travels so much on 
business would want to stay home and watch Oprah on her vacation, but she wanted to go to 
Istanbul again, she likes Istanbul. Gabriel is next door in Kuwait all month, working on a film. 
They said they ought to do lunch. They’re fine, except Fran turned 30 last month, which annoyed 
her. Remember when I turned 30? Or you, for that matter. Not so long ago.

Not a lot of other news, really. This working-for-a-living thing cuts down on a person’s 
newsworthiness. I’m doing very well, my old Shining Star routine. I demanded a $10,000 raise a 
few weeks ago—and I got it. I didn’t even say what I’d do if they didn’t give it to me, I left it to 
their imaginations. I write about six speeches a month, on average, on an enormous range of 
subjects. I have plenty of time to do most to them, I read a lot, I talk to interesting people who 
are experts in their field and care deeply about mental health. I like my job very much, and I’m 
good at it. (Starting next month, my speeches will be on the Web: www.mentalhealth.org) 
Sometimes I ponder quitting government contracting and making the gov’t agency hire me 
directly, but I haven’t done anything about it. My speaker guy (Dr. Bernard Arons) is a protege of 
Tipper Gore’s. So everybody’s future will be clearer after the next election, and I will probably 
decide where to park myself after that.

I’m still dating Robert Gadon. I’m still telling him to get a wife and children. He is still VERY 
cute and makes me very happy.

I’m going to the Grand Canyon! Next month. A girlfriend and I are going to fly into Phoenix, rent 
a car, and drive about 1200 miles and see lots of really big rocks. I’ve never been in that part of 
the world before, I haven’t taken a vacation since my kids started college. I can’t wait! My life 
seems to have resumed. ,

Gotta run. Write me a letter!

http://www.mentalhealth.org


July 19, 1999 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Do we see Carol Doig’s fingerprints on this cherub history? Can we explain why 
the shyest, most wide-eyed student in the Class of ’61 ends up in bold-face type? 
It’s not whatcha know, I told my children. It’s who saves your letters. .

Quick letter that I meant to write a week ago. I am going to have my god-given 
left hip joint rejnoved from my body tomorrow and replacejj/vith a technological 
chromium/titar^m joint. I get morphine!! Then, after that, I’ll be bored. This 
exercise puts you out of commission for 6 weeks and on limited duty for months 
and months. I’ll be REALLY bored. So write me a letter.

I have completely lost track of Ivan’s publishing schedule. What’s next and 
when?

What do you recommend for my rehab reading? So far, people have given me 
Dave Barry Turns 50, Cold Mountain, and The Color of Water. That should last 
me about a week. Really, you go to physical therapy twice a day, and the rest of 
the time, you sit there and heal.

Everything’s fine. I still love my job, although I know the syndrome by now—the 
speeches are better, the applause gets louder, the Big Guy gets more speaking 
engagements and he likes the applause so he accepts them all. It’s how you 
burn out a good speechwriter. I just wrote more speeches in 3 months than my 
predecessors wrote in a year. So I’m ready for a break, and medical leave will 
do.

The children are well, both very busy, both very good at what they do. A 
photograph on my wall: Fran in diamonds and a black evening dress, in a tent in 
NYC Central Park at Tavern on the Green, giving orders and checking things off 
lists for an event three hours away. And wearing socks and tennies! She had to 
get dressed when she left her hotel, but she still had a day’s work ahead and she 
wasn’t wearing those high heels all day. Both kids travel a lot, Gabe to Venice 
and Kuwait and Fran to Turkey and US metros from NYC to LA—where she is 
today, actually. Trying to find a “venue” for a 500-people event. You’d think 
there’d be lots of schmancy places to entertain in LA, but this is her third trip with 
no luck so far. She goes from expensive restaurant to expensive hotel, being 
served the best the chefs have to offer. When she gets home, she wants 
chicken burritos for a week.

There’s some talk going on about having a reunion of Chapin Hall alums in 
October. Funny, how my NU connections are coming out of the woodwork after 
all these years. I might go, if I’m off crutches. They remember me, after all these 
years. Girls younger than me, whom I never met, they’ve heard of Linda Blair,



the bitch who started the revolution. I kind of want to hear the story. It was years 
before I heard that Chapin had been closed. It was like three years after I 
graduated. I’ve always suspected that I had something to do with it. What they 
remember me for is that I started throwing the rulebook, like tea overboard into 
Boston Harbor, when I was vice president and manager of the household duties 
by which we earned our keep. What they do not remember, what they do not 
know, is a paper I wrote for Scott Greer about why Chapin was a sociological 
disaster that needed to be closed. I always figured he took it to the president of 
the University

Did I tell you I went to the Grand Canyon? I can’t remember when I wrote you 
last. It was so cool, to say nothing of being the first vacation I’ve taken since 
Fran started college. A friend and I rented a car and drove 1800 miles—the 
whole Monument Valley-Bryce-Zion-Vegas loop. We had the grandest time— 
and saw why you didn’t like Phoenix. Uh-huh. 10 miles of Aurora Boulevard, I 
believe you said.

So that’s all I know. I have to go get a bloodtest, actually. It’s very annoying. 
They used to put you in the hospital and do all this stuff before the surgery. Now 
because the hospitals have run THEIR costs off the gauge, the patients have to 
spend the week before admission running from pillar to post, taking care of it. I 
think this is my 5th appointment this week related to the fact that I’m going to be 
in a hospital NEXT week. I’m going to be a very difficult patient, I can tell.

Yeah, about the hip, you want to know why. Scoliosis, good old-fashioned 
garden-variety scoliosis that should have been diagnosed when I was in junior 
high—and by every doctor who’s looked straight at me since. It’s technically 
called “idiopathic scoliosis” which is translated by those of us who have it as 
“scoliosis because doctors are idiots.”



October 1, 1999

Dear Carol and Ivan

I just went to the Silver Diner and had meat loaf, gravy, and mashed potatoes for 
lunch. I need a nap now.

I don’t have a lot of news, but I think it’s cool to be able to actually write a letter to 
somebody whose book you just finished reading. Sort of like continuing the 
conversation, you know? My favorite page of Mountain Time is page 113. My 
favorite word is strew. There are several valid reasons to restore strew to our 
active vocabularies. I loved the Seattle parts because I can see them so clearly, 
and here is Ivan Doig, the new humorist! But I still like page 113 best, the minute 
you set pen back in Montana, there is the writing we came for. Beautiful stuff, as 
ever. It always does me a world of good, as a Washington writer (how’s that for 
an oxymoron?) to read your work. You do enrich your readers greatly, Mr. Doig.

I am about recovered from my hip replacement. The trick is to have them done 
when you’re in your 50s. Piece of cake, practically painless, everything went 
much faster than they said it would. I was driving in two weeks and back to work 
in six; I don’t even think about it much now. It’s just in there, doing its thing.

They had English Creek in the “library” at my rehab center, on the shelf above 
the Chinese checker board. Pretty high-tone establishment, huh?

I’m going back to Northwestern in three weeks for an all-class reunion of Chapin 
Hall. (You know some women have named their CHILDREN after that place?) 
I’m staying with Peter Koenig—remember, he wrote to Ivan (after the last article 
about him in the alum magazine), trying to track me down. Peter was my first 
love, a cherub. We’ve been trading letters for the three or four years since. He 
called me the other day about some travel detail; it was the first time I’d heard his 
voice in 33 years. And I’ve been on the NU campus for one hour since I 
graduated. All in all, it’s going to be quite a weekend.

What else? Gabe is in Buenos Aires, doing a corporate video for Pepsi. He’s 
always someplace. Fran is between million-dollar events in New York and LA. 
She earns almost as much as I do, but she works a lot harder, so I am not 
outdone by my children quite yet. They are both in serious relationships and are 
bringing their amours to a cousin’s wedding next month—that’s the upper 
echelon of seriousness in our family. I’m starting an Italian class next week, I’m 
going to Italy in the spring and I don’t like to be linguistically helpless.

I expect you’re still in the post-pub whirl. Great review here from Jonathon 
Yardley. He’s an old crank, he’s never that nice to anybody! Hope you’re having 
a wonderful time.



11 Nov. ‘99

Dear Linda—

I am almost almost almost done with the bookstore trail, three tag-end gigs across 
the next few weeks and that’s it, so any semi-decent excuse I had for not providing you a 
letter is dwindling. I had been aiming for this Saturday morning to write to you anyway, 
but lo, and brace yourself to whatever extent you need to at mention of your ex-, the Doigs 
on Wednesday night made their maiden voyage in the winey waters of the Rainier Club and 
out of the crowd came Clint and Elizabeth. We hadn’t seen them in many years, and that 
was a good neutral public place to do it, so we heard of Clint’s current dabble at advising 
on restoration of craftsman bungalows, if I have that right. I will tell you, it all seemed a 
hell of a long winding route from the summer day in 1966 when Carol and I pulled in to 
Seattle and bunked with you and him. As to why the the Rainier Club was letting in the 
likes of any of us?—the Museum of History and Industry had decided to bestow “History 
Maker” awards on Jim Ellis (of Forward Thrust, remember?) and his brother John who 
runs stuff like Puget Power and the Seattle Mariners, the mayor’s wife (Pam Schell, if you 
ever crossed Golda-day paths with her), Alaska Airlines, and me. I’ve deduced that my 
presence on that list owes to an unexpected bit of networking: several of the people on the 
Museum board are from Montana. Be that as it may, there Carol and I were, suburban 
druids amid the dark wood of the Rainier Club...

The travels for the book began in mid-August, and even though I wouldn’t let the 
Scribner publicity department put me and my cranky knees on plane flights longer than the 
couple of hours to Denver and San Francisco, I’ve ended up doing more than three dozen 
signings, speeches, and whatnot, plus a bunch of interviews. The only thing I’ve managed 
to do besides sign books and move my mouth is successfully hold out for the contract I 
wanted for the next book. You’re of course of too tender an age to remember “spring 
holdouts” in the era before baseball players became free-agent zillionaires: spring training 
would come, the player wouldn’t report to camp, and it’d be a contest as to who would 
give in before Opening Day, the management or the player. Scribner, a quite wonderful 
publisher in sundry ways, is also tough as nails in contract negotiating; they’ve picked up 
writers such as Stephen King and John LeCarre, whose sales are on the downhill slope, 
for instance, and cut sharp deals with them. My sales aren’t down, but they aren’t up 
either—the only direction recognized by Viacom, which owns Simon & Schuster, which 
owns Scribner—and so, la la la, here came a contract offer for $60,000 less than I’ve been 
getting per book. My agent, ordinarily as fearless as they come, nervously advised me to 
take the offer. I said, no way. Didn’t know what I was going to do—eventually look 
around for another publisher, or declare myself retired, or what—but I wasn’t going to take 
that kind of a pay cut. Out I went on the bookstore marathon, and about midway through, 
damned if Scribner didn’t give in. In what is proving to be the most highly useful snit I’ve 
ever thrown, I also stipulated that I have an extra year in the contract—three instead of what 
has been the usual two—to deliver the book. All in all, things are looking good, the money 
okay and my writing schedule less calendar-ridden than it’s been for a long while.
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The next book nonetheless is probably going to be a toughie. Another novel, 
which will pluck a character out of the one-room school in Dancing at the Rascal Fair—
Susan Duff, the schoolgirl who sings the title song at Angus and Adair’s wedding—and 
bring her forward to the mid-1920’s, through the Montana women’s suffrage movement 
and hard personal stuff that World War I inflicted on her. She’s become a singing teacher, 
and the novel will involve her with a patrician politician and the student he wants her to take 
on—his black, spiritual-singing chauffeur. I’ll be drawing on the actual musical career of 
Taylor Gordon, the “colored person” as he referred to himself in that era, in my hometown 
of White Sulphur Springs who did rise all the way to a Carnegie Hall appearance, then 
ended up back in Montana herding sheep during the Depression. The plot will be less 
citified and out-of-my-element (I hope) than it sounds, because the politician is a land- 
based ranch scion, Susan spends time back in the homestead country of English Creek, the 
singer is a thorough rural westerner sired by a black cavalry sergeant stationed in Montana, 
and so on. Obviously I have tons to learn about a lot of topics, for this one, but the 
characters feel intriguing to me and that’s what I have to go with.

Jonathan Yardley! You’re right that I could rake Hell from end to end and not come 
up with a nastier reviewer-my buddy Reid Beddow at Book World aFunny little story in the backgrou

chewed up a baseball book by one of our Missoula friends—second or so graf was 
something like: “What’s wrong with this book? How much time do you have?”~and I 
thought to myself, Whew, at least I ’m not in that kind of danger, that Dixie-doodler 
Yardley never looks at anything in the West.

So how’s your hip? You make the operation sound easy as running a zipper, for 
Christ’s sake. Don’t you know when to coax sympathy?

On our home front, well, we still have a terrific home. Both of us adore this place, 
and get a constant kick out of the ship traffic going past, the patterns of the weather, the 
Olympics poking through. Carol has just begun whacking the premises into shape for our 
first Thanksgiving gathering under this roof, 16 or 18 of us. Needless to say, wish you 
were here.

Just remembered, I need to give you a bad time about whose fingerprints are on that 
bold-face bouquet of yours in the cherub history. Yours, Missy! It’s got to be a quote 
from some letter you wafted, kissy-kissy, to Ben Baldwin, which ended up in the cherub 
program files; we didn’t provide them any such thing, and when the prof who was putting 
the history together phoned us for general reminiscence, he mentioned he was drawing on 
those files. Done in by your own teen-age sweet manners, tsk. How was the Chapin 
reunion? And Peter K? When we went back there in ‘96, Chicago looked impossibly big 
and the chapel where we were married looked impossibly small.

Well, that’s it until some kind of Xmas missive, kiddo. You’re sounding good. 
Hang in there, hips and all.

Hugs



March 7, 2000

Dear Carol and Ivan

Hello, I’m watching the clock. Half an hour, and I’m out of here. It’s funny, being 
a payroll person after so many years on my own. I ADORE weekends now, I am 
so happy at 5 p.m. on Fridays I could click my heels together. As a freelancer, I 
was no happier on Friday or Saturday than any other day. And I love this job! 
Another silly thing is that my boss isn’t here, I could walk out right now and 
nobody would even know it, much less dock my pay. But I wouldn’t think of it. I 
am such a good employee.

I keep a file of letters I need to return, I answer them when a speech is done, but 
the day isn’t. This letter from you is dated in November! Lord, time flies faster 
and faster. That means I haven’t written you since I went to the Chapin reunion. I 
hadn’t seen the NU campus in nearly 20 years. It is glorious! They’ve 
discovered landscaping, for one thing. I was there in October, the leaves were 
turned, I was walking along the lake with an old flame . .. damn, that was a good 
day. You wouldn’t believe how much Peter and I talked about the Institute and 
how those five weeks set our course forever after.

I like all my neighbors except the ones across the street, and they’ve been 
bragging and bragging this year about their tall, handsome son. Bragging in that 
subtle way people do when they’re namedropping, but they want to sound cool. 
What they’re bragging about is that their kid goes to NU, and I just say oh, that’s 
nice. I wear jeans and a Medill sweatshirt when I work in the garden, but they 
haven’t made the connection.

That was pretty amazing about the Medill kids getting the guy off Death Row, 
huh? That’s a higher level of reporting than they were teaching when I went 
there.

I hope you’ve had a marvelous break between books. The next one sounds 
good, the World War I period is a very rich time in American history, narrative- 
wise. (My grandmother and her newborn twins died in the Spanish influenza 
epidemic, and the babies are buried under the front porch in Oil City. I’ll bet the 
people who live there now don’t know that.) Anyway, it got overshadowed by 
WWII, my kids know next to nothing about WWI or flappers or any of that stuff. 
You know Scott and Zelda are buried up the street from my house? Gabriel and I 
used to take them flowers, but I haven’t visited them lately.

So what’s new? My children are doing what they do. Gabriel is in Venice this 
week, he and a friend sold a film called “Blue Vinyl” to HBO, which gave them the 
budget to go back to Venice, where part of the film is set. Gabriel luuuvs Venice, 
and he’s taking his girlfriend, which is a pretty hot date. Carol, you went there, 
didn’t you? You didn’t like it, I remember.



Both kids are still on track for mating, I’d guess. Gabriel’s girlfriend is stunning, 
as Gabriel’s girlfriends always have been. I have no idea how he does that.
She’s a dark-haired Scandinavian of some stripe, and she’s from Minneapolis. 
Karen, her name is. She’s a runner, she came in second in the Manhattan Race 
for the Cure last year, she trains in Central Park. She’s in development for 
Barnard College. She’s quiet, I don’t know her very well, but I think some 
Swedish genes would be a good antidote to lissom e of those flaky Miller ones.

Fran’s boyfriend is Kaya, he’s a Turk. Fran loved Elasarto pieces, and she just 
thinks husbands should have accents. Kaya is his last name, but that’s what 
everybody calls him because his first name is some variation on Hussein, which 
is bad for business. I like him a lot, he’s a remarkable kid. He left Eastern 
Turkey (which is on the wrong side of those tracks) at the age of 11, slept on the 
streets and stole food, and went to work as a ballboy in a tennis club in Istanbul. 
He taught himself to play tennis, persuaded the club to let him represent it in 
tournaments, and began to play internationally. The next part is even harder to 
believe, but a California Congressman visiting Istanbul was so impressed that he 
ended up bringing him to the U.S. Kaya lived with his family, worked in his home 
district office, and went to UCLA on a tennis scholarship. He will have his green 
card soon, and that will lead to American citizenship—which is what he wanted 
when he was 11. Whether he always aspired to have a cute blonde American 
wife, I don’t know, but I Wouldn’t be surprised.

.My office is in a building above a restaurant. This time of day, they start frying 
up onions three stories below me, and it makes me crazy.

Oh, it’s 5 o’clock, I’m out of here. ____________

Next day, 4:35. Do you know my speeches are on the Web? 
www.mentalhealth.org. Click on Newsroom, click on speeches, click on Bernie— 
and there lam. My favorite ones are on suicide and mental health services in 
rural America.

It dazzles me a little, my work circling the earth like that.

The election process has been a tad unnerving, because the media has been 
treating Gore like the wallpaper. Bernie is out of a job if Gore isn’t elected— 
Tipper Gore got him the job 7 years ago—and I write for Bernie, period. Tipper is 
for real on mental health stuff, it’s always been “her issue,” even back in 
Tennessee. I like her a lot, and Al Gore is a more admirable human than 
anybody’s giving him credit for so far. Anyway, as of this week, his election is 
looking solid. If he served 8 years, I’d be ready to retire. Isn’t that completely 
creepy?

http://www.mentalhealth.org


Did I tell you Roberta Mar has cancer? She took her birthname back, she’s 
Roberta Barry. She did the breast lump thing 5 years ago, but she was cool 
about it and said it was removed and no big deal. It has come back in a rage, 
and quickly went to her lungs. It is frustrating for me because I don’t know 
anyone who knows her. I don’t know exactly how serious it is, and I don’t know 
anyone to ask. But, piecing together the fragments of information she gives me, 
I’d say she’s near the end. God, I cannot imagine a world without Roberta, she’s 
such a force of nature.

Anyway, if I can get any information about what’s going on with her, I may pop in 
to Seattle one of these days. She has been a dear friend for nearly 30 years, I 
don’t want her checking out without saying good-bye. And, hopefully, I’d get to 
see your grand new house and make a quick run to Jack’s commune.

But, absent urgent information about Roberta, it won’t be until autumn. I’m going 
to Italy for two weeks in May, which blows my leave time. Rome, Florence, 
Venice, the grand tour. I’m looking forward to it, it’s been a very long time since 
I’ve been to Europe.

How are you guys? How is Carol taking to retirement? Are you planning any 
adventures for your summer? Do you still plant peas in your new place? I 
planted all my lettuce, etc., yesterday—it was 85 degrees all up and down the 
East Coast on March 8! My dog was so excited. He’s a Shetland sheepdog 
without any sheep, winter is a long slow season for him. He has a lot of “jobs” 
when I work in the garden (I have a big plastic bucket with rope handles—I carry 
one handle, and he carries the other one in his teeth. Isn’t that cute?) All you 
have to do is say “garden” to him, and he goes wacko.

So there, that’s the news from Lake Woebegone. Happy new millennium.



July 19, 2000 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Well, let’s do this. I haven’t written because I’ve been very boring. My only news 
is unpleasant, and it makes everybody sad when I tell them, and I got so I dread 
that.

I was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis in April. Ain’t that a bitch?? Did you ever 
know anybody with MS? Wretched ailment. “They” think (they who now run my 
life) that MS is caused by a virus that is contracted in northern climes (nobody 
ever gets it in Venezuela, Scots get it the most) during adolescence. Then it lies 
dormant, and can stay that way if you’re lucky. I was pretty lucky, really, to be so 
dumb for so long. I had optic neuritis in 1985 and I knew that it could be Stage 
One of MS, but it went away and I forgot about it.

I was in active phase for the last three months, I’m coming out of it to some 
extent now, but there some symptoms that do not go away. I can’t tolerate 
temperatures over 70, which is a problem in Washington in July. I’m brain- 
impaired, memory and cognition stuff like overnight Alzheimer’s, which I HATE. 
It’s a good thing I used to be 20% smarter than some other people, because now 
we’re about equal. And I can’t feel my hands. None of those things are likely to 
change.

So there, that’s what’s new with me. I was diagnosed about two weeks before 
the long-awaited trip to Italy and I just said, shit, this disease is not on my Things 
to Do list, and I went to Italy. There were various prices to pay for that, of course, 
but I loved Italy like noplace I’ve ever been. It was a wonderful trip, I think about 
it almost every day. I learned Italian, and I spoke it very well!

Gabe is coming to Seattle for the next couple weeks and bringing the girlfriend. 
They’re talking about moving there. I would rather he didn’t do that, but then my 
mother would be avenged for my doing that to her, wouldn’t she?

Fran is fine, got a huge raise. NOW she says she’s going to move out and get 
an apartment in DC. Historically, some new and large expense arises soon after 
these announcements and silence follows. We shall see. I’ve never lived alone 
in my whole life, and I’ve kind of been looking forward to it.

I had a very strange letter from Fiser a few weeks ago. I’ve read it over several 
times, and it’s nothing like anything I’ve ever received from her. I don’t know if 
she has any history of mental glitches, but the letter was raving manic. I’ve sent 
her some e-mails, but no reply. Her letter says that Anne (her Canadian college- 
professor partner) is with her now, but that’s all, nothing about whether it’s okay. 
I’m worried about her.



Peter Koenig is sending me mash notes from Germany, he always spends his 
summers in Vienna, his parents were forced out of Vienna by the Nazis. His 20- 
year-old daughter has MS, which is way too bizarre. Peter and I have written for 
seven years now, if you can believe it. But I don’t know what we’d do beyond 
that, he lives in Chicago and I live in Washington, and that’s not going to change. 
(Have you BEEN to Chicago lately? You think the traffic is bad in Seattle! It took 
more than 2 hours to get from Midway to Evanston, a trip that once took 25 
minutes. Bumper to bumper the whole way, and the taxi driver said it was a 
normal rush hour.) Peter says we have to have a big talk when he gets back. I 
expect him to do most of the talking.

Did you see the NU mag article on the Chapin reunion? It was dreadful, turned 
out by a very young Trib reporter who thought we were something out of a 
Dickens novel. I did find out when I was there why they closed Chapin—and I do 
still think I had something to do with it. (I wrote a paper for Scott Gregg on what 
a sociological disaster it was.) It was sold to NU just a few years after I left. They 
said that thed women on the board were shocked and appalled by the various 
1960s excesses of student democracy, and they shut it down rather than change 
it. They weren’t interested in keeping a roof over our heads, they were running 
an asylum to turn us into proper middle-class young ladies and preferably 
doctors’ wives—which most of them were.

Speaking of which, I have to go to a doctor’s appointment. I do that a lot. Please 
don’t be sad. Everybody gets something, you know?



17277 15th Avenue NW 
Seattle
September 5,2000

Dear Linda

Labor Day is over, and Ivan has just left—at 5 a.m.— for SeaTac and a week’s tour in the 
Midwest for the paperback o f Mountain Time. A new wrinkle this time: his publisher sent a 
Carey limo to pick him up (the driver looked like an accountant, with wire rims, dark suit, 
carefully combed dark hair), so here I sit at the computer I bought Memorial Day weekend, and 
have since ignored while yard work proceeded. Anyway, we now have two computers in the 
house, so that Ivan can use one exclusively for his manuscripts and his spreadsheets.

I’ve been thinking about you, and about others we’ve known with a diagnosis o f MS. They’ve 
been casual acquaintances rather than a good friend and so there’s much we don’t know, but my 
impression is of episodes followed by long remissions. You wrote that you figure you’ve 
already had one o f those, and I wonder if  there is any predictable pattern.

Ivan and I have several biotech stocks, and I see that one o f them (Elan, an Irish company) has 
early trials in progress on an MS drug. As well, I’ve read that stem cell research may be fruitful. 
Undoubtedly, you know whatever there is to know, and we would gladly hear more.

What’s the situation now, with work and so forth? And what can we do to help? We have a 
room with a view, whenever you need a change o f scene.

In fact, we have a house on what we think is one o f the great sites in this world. Even Seafair, 
which we’ve studiously ignored all these years, has become fun, as we watch a Trident sub, then 
an aircraft carrier accompanied by four smaller ships. Here came the Goodyear blimp, cruising 
mid-Sound, and, oh yes, a smaller, bright orange blimp with monster.com written on its sides.

Every Sunday, all summer, a big white cruise ship from the Royal Norwegian line has come in at 
5 a.m. from Alaska, then departed again at 5 p.m. Our perch is probably 40 minutes from the 
downtown dock at the new marina north o f the aquarium, and we’ve discussed the logistics of 
getting a turnaround in 12 hours. How can they even can get the beds made?

We also have a weekly visit from the world’s biggest vanship, owned by the Maersk line. It 
actually looks sleek but takes 19 van lengths bow to stem, and more rows across the stem than 
we’ve been able to count. When we’re not watching the ship traffic, or the ferries on the 
Edmonds to Kingston run, we watch for eagles and hawks, usually followed by a challenging 
gaggle o f crows. We have jays and swifts, and much else, and I tease Ivan about worrying that 
this property would not have as much birdlife as our 10th avenue nest in the woods.



We have a lot that’s 335 feet deep and drops dramatically toward the Sound. Beyond, to the 
West, is an unbuildable sensitive area of mostly wetland, owned now by the city o f Shoreline, 
and beyond that the Burlington Northern tracks. Then the Sound. We have three benches o f land 
in the back, before the land drops precipitously, and they were in an unruly state when we 
bought the place two years ago. I still call everything beyond the row of lavender that edges the 
first bench “the end o f the known world” but we have made some progress, having a garden shed 
totally rebuilt and fruit trees drastically pruned.

You’d be most pleased with the veggie garden Ivan has accomplished nearest the house.He can 
watch over it from his study window, and be there in a few steps. The formerly weed infested 
area now has seven raised beds. Ivan began planting spinach and leaf lettuce (red sails is a 
favorite) in late February, and we’re now on later crops o f both, along with green beans, carrots, 
walla wallas, leeks, sugar peas, blueberries, raspberries, strawberries (for variety we can always 
get blackberries in the further outback), and so on. He is a wonderful gardener, taking great care 
with his plantings, and I’m temporaily in charge and have a neatly typed list o f chores.

We’ve had a 12-sector watering system installed this summer, having spent too much time last 
year dragging hoses around. And a new drivway o f aggregate with rows o f gray stone set into it. 
Best thing about it is that it doesn’t shout o f its newness. The old drivejry was broken up and 
barro wed to the outback, where it became a retaining wall behind the garden shed. A ramp also 
was built so that barrows could reach the shed.

A lot o f our summer went to things like that. This whole place is a major hobby, and we adore it. 
Thank heavens for the bull market, which makes everything easily affordable.

We are well. Ivan has occasional flareups o f knee pain but is basically sound. We do the 
Thanksgiving walk o f the neighborhood every day, at a minimum. Same walk; we just start from 
a different place. I’m surprisingly busy for a person without a job and, as o f July, without any 
responsibility to the Innis Arden board o f trustees. I had filled an unexpired term for a year, then 
stayed on a while when an announced candidate changed his mind. It was interesting, since the 
board has to pass on every remodel o f  any kind, and the most usual kind these days is new 
construction after a complete teardown o f a house built in the 50s. We can count on any view 
site to bring angst from the neighbors, so there’s much visiting back and forth, to see for 
ourselves how many inches o f beach or water view might be blocked. I learned a lot, and had 
some fun, too, but twas enough.

As I look over my computer I can just see a car carrier heading down the Sound at first light.
Time for me to walk, before the school buses start to roll. Do take care. We always look 
forward to your letters and we thank you for writing even the difficult news.



October 2, 2000

Dear Carol and Ivan

Thank you for your nice letter. It’s a beautiful autumn day in Washington, the election is 
tipping to the Democrats, my company won a four-year re-bid on our contract, and 
Gabriel called last night, full o f good news. So we are all in fine spirits.

I am in the second relapse or “episode” or what-have-you of MS. Two or three a year are 
typical. The good news is that the symptoms are vastly fewer and milder than the first 
one. I don’t have the faintest idea what that means, but it’s gotta be better than getting 
worse, don’t you think? I’m just very, very tired by early afternoon. I go home and eat 
dinner and go to bed, sleep 10-14 hours a night. Such an ironic malady for a lifelong 
insomniac. My hands are numb, they always will be (you can get used to anything, my 
father used to say, even hanging). When I’m in relapse, they feel like somebody’s 
plugged them into an electrical socket. But that’s all, I have no other symptoms, and I ’m 
already on the mend.

No, there is absolutely no predictable pattern. You have lesions on your brain and spinal 
column and, depending where the lesions are, that’s what goes on the fritz. The 
“episodes” are inflammations, so they give you Prednisone (corticosteroid) and it does 
help. But the inflammations leave scars (sclera) and them’s your disabilities. What has 
happened to somebody else has nothing to do with what will happen to you. And what’s 
happening to you today tells you very little about what will happen next year or ten years 
from now.

The stereotype is a wheelchair, but less than half have ambulatory disabilities. It can be 
anything, anywhere, it’s your damned electrical system and it shorts out. It doesn’t kill 
you because it doesn’t have much effect on your internal organs. It just keeps you in 
permanent suspense about what will happen next.

I’m pretty well up to speed on the research, and I ’m not holding my breath for any 
answers from science. They can’t cure it because they don’t know what causes it. MS is 
an orphan disease— fewer than 300,000 Americans have it. So we don’t pack much 
profit motive. I think our best chance is that research on a related disease, Parkinson’s or 
Lou Gehrig’s disease or one of the autoimmune diseases, will turn up something that 
helps with MS.

They think it’s a virus, you know—and that you catch it before the age of 15. And 
nobody ever caught it in Texas. The virus only lives in cool climates, the highest rate is 
in Scotland. Why I caught it and no one else in my neighborhood did, they don’t know 
that either. Then you just carry it around for a year or 20 years, and bingo, there you go. 
Some people live their whole lives without activating it, they find the lesions at autopsy.

The medicine they’re peddling for it, beta-interferon, was developed to cure cancer, 
except it didn’t work. But they’d spent so much money on it that they tested it on



everything they could think of—and “up to 30 percent” of the MS patients appeared to 
benefit. No, they didn’t get cured. No, they didn’t get better. It “slowed the 
progression” of the MS— it took 30% longer for them to turn into vegetables. So how 
much would you charge for this wonder drug? They’re charging $12,000 a year! I ’m 
boycotting it. They call me and send me letters. They made me a member o f their “club” 
and send me its 4-color magazine. They had my pharmacist send me a letter, they have 
“nurses” call to “see how I’m doing.” I hate them. I’m not giving them $12,000 a year, 
even if  it’s Blue Cross’s money.

I’m treating myself, and I think I’m doing a pretty good job.

It changes things. The beginning is the usual loss model— denial, anger, acceptance. And 
when that’s over and you’ve completely scaled back your expectations for the rest of 
your life, there’s this kind of babbling-idiot peacefulness. Oh, the sun is shining, isn’t 
that wonderful! Oh, I’m still alive, what joy! It’s true, you start to take great pleasure in 
small, positive things and you learn to expect nothing. I am a whole different cat than I 
was a year ago, but I am not unhappy.

What can you do? I’d like to come to Thanksgiving at your house, not this year, maybe 
next year. I do need to visit Seattle before that, while Roberta is still with us, maybe I’ll 
stay with you. I never stay with you because I know Ivan’s working. I’d be real quiet and 
I wouldn’t stay long.

You know Jack has retired? He took disability for Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. Jeez, that 
makes me feel old. Guess who he’s big buddies with? Gabriel! Go figure.

I’m reading Cold Mountain, which has been on my bookshelf for a year, but I got 
distracted learning Italian. Does that Charles Frazier guy remind you of you, Ivan?
Can’t say that I ever read anybody whose work reminds me of yours, but he does. 
Delicious book.

Work goes well. I still love my job, almost every speech is an excuse to learn new 
things, read new books, call big-deal experts and grill them—and I get paid for this! Job 
of my dreams, it really is. They’ve been very supportive about the MS, I just do what I 
can, and I go home when I get tired. My highest priority is keeping my job, my greatest 
fear is mental impairment that will make it impossible. My mind was very much affected 
by the first episode, but not at all this time.

I got a speech published in Vital Speeches o f  the Day\ That really thrilled me, it’s framed 
on my office wall. Did I tell you my speeches are on the Web? www.mentalhealth.org.
Click on Newsroom, click on speeches. That’s what I do here.

You know what terrible thing happened to us in Washington? We had record amounts of 
rain this spring, so much rain that for the first time in 20 years— we got slugs!! People 
are so grossed out by them, they never saw one before. I am the neighborhood expert 
because I know about drowning them in beer. Time to go hqme, take care.

http://www.mentalhealth.org


17277 15th Avenue NW 
Seattle, WA 98177 
November 21. 2000

Dear Linda

We’ve had a fine Fall, with cool dry weather and a wintry snap to the air these last couple of 
weeks. The rain and bluster o f October/November storms have not yet arrived, and we’re about 
to celebrate Thanksgiving. We accommodated the crowd in our new lodgings last year, but this 
year we’ll celebrate the day at the home o f Katharina and John Maloof, in Laurelhurst. She 
teaches German at the college — and is about to retire — and he was an early techie for IBM. 
We’re glad enough to have a little time off; Mark and Lou Damborg also have been sharing 
honors in recent years. But we decided we just had to have turkey sandwiches, so we’re 
planning to cook our own small bird on Friday. The crowd changes from year to year, but Peter 
is a regular, as is Ann McCartney, who now lives in Bellingham with her math prof husband, 
Norm Lindquist, who is a good cook in his own right. Ann bakes the pies and Norm brings 
something unexpected.

So do think about joining us some Thanksgiving, but meanwhile come when you can. We 
appreciate your comment about not wanting to interrupt Ivan’s work, but all you need do is pass 
quietly behind his office chair as you move from guest room toward the kitchen upstairs.
There’s a bath down on the guest room level, a small refrig, and a separate room for tv. There are 
other rooms, too; come see for yourself.

Most o f our rooms face west, and as I sit here at my iMac at 8 a.m. I’m looking out at roses still 
in bloom, a birdbath which sometimes is a matter of contention between robins and other species, 
a couple o f rows o f blueberry plants, and then the Sound and Olympics beyond. From time to 
time we see hawks and eagles, and we keep BB guns handy to try to teach the crows manners.

You’d, be pleased with Ivan’s garden, which still is providing us occasional raspberries for 
breakfast. The lettuce recently gave out, but we have leeks, walla wallas and garlic overwintering. 
And we had a glorious Summer o f snow peas (early), green beans (for much o f the summer and 
Fall), tomatoes that actually ripened, and green leftovers which sent me to digging out the Green 
Tomato Cookbook. Ivan has detailed plans for the year ahead, and we’ve just prepared the soil 
o f two o f the raised beds for February plantings. That means there’s an aroma o f chicken manure 
on the back 40.

we go that’s nicer? Last week, however, we did take a blue-sky day and roam to the Skagit. We 
figured it was too early for the snow geese but, heck, we’d see whatever birds were around, and 
walk a dike or two. We took the 1-5 north, got off at Conway, and drove west on our usual



route. We hadn’t gone far when we saw, way across fields on our left, a kind of white edge. The 
snow geese indeed were back, and when we found a spur road that led to a new viewing area we 
discovered thousands and thousands o f geese (Ivan thought maybe 15,000) feeding on the barley 
fields planted especially for them. Hundreds at a time came flying in, and the air was full o f a din 
o f conversational noises. We must have watched for half an hour and, as we were about to leave, 
a good part o f the flock rose en masse, wheeling black and white through the sky.

The day had already been a success, what with a heron guarding the entrance, and a pair of 
kildeer peeping along a field’s edge. We drove north to a Padilla Bay dike walk that we especially 
like, and arrived at a tide low enough to provide more herons, many dozens o f pintails, along with 
many hundreds o f dunlin, the shorebirds that are even more balletic than snowgeese in their aerial 
arsenal. So, in less than six hours we’d had one o f our premier birding days, and we came home 
to a dinner o f farmed steelhead, and a marvelous sunset.

That’s how life goes here, while Ivan also works away on his next novel, which is not due until 
December, 2002. The extra year has taken considerable stress out o f the process -- or at least so 
it looks to me.

And, in this down market, we’re buying. We took substantial profits in Spring and have been 
reallocating some of it to stocks that we wanted but didn’t make sense at their previously inflated 
prices. That includes Akamai and also RealNetworks, which is where Maria Cantwell made her 
money, $10 million o f which she just spent trying to unseat goddamned Slade Gorton. As I write 
this it looks like she’s going to lose, currently by 1200 votes with more absentees yet to be 
counted, but there will be an automatic recount.

She didn’t ask for any money, but I did keep writing checks to candidates on Emily’s List. Most 
of ‘em didn’t win, including Nancy Keenan in Montana, but there were a couple o f big gains in 
Michigan and Minnesota. As for the national picture — you tell us. I’ve watched David Boies 
with admiration, and I do think the situation is fascinating, but...can anything good come o f this? 
We on the west coast did our part, despite Nader who collected about 5% of the Oregon vote, 
but was it asking too much o f A1 Gore that he carry Tennessee, and keep fighting for Ohio?

Whatever that outcome, here we are, with a holiday season upon us. We hope you’re going to 
get to do whatever you most want to do, and that you’re otherwise doing OK. Thanks for the 
medical short course, from which I learned much. Do keep us informed.

By the way, we’re not surprised that one of your works o f linguistic art made Vital Speeches.
But it sure is nice.





MAROON BELLS  
Colorado

Situated in the White River National Forest near Aspen, Maroon 
Bells is one of Colorado’s most photographed mountains. .  g^gg
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August 2, 2001 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Quick note to catch you before you leave for Estonia. (!!!!) Don't those trips just leave 
you at a loss for words? They must almost feel like you dreamed them. So have an 
unbelievably great time. St. Petersburg looks like Paris, Peter the Great was a drooling 
francophile. It's full o f schools/universities and therefore students, so it's very different 
from Moscow, which is full o f scowling bureaucrats. Nobody would talk to us in 
Moscow in 1976 (or even LOOK at us, they looked away) but in Leningrad, the students 
came up to us on the street and asked if we had any U.S. books or magazines. Somebody 
in Leningrad has my copy of Doctorow's Ragtime, I never did get to finish it. There's a 
castle outside town, it was built by Catherine the Great, see it if you can. It leaves very 
few questions in one's mind about the Revolution. And buy a tacky souvenir lacquer box, 
you'll be glad you did.

Yes, of course, the lavender fleece shirt is mine. And if you look under the bed in the 
guest room, you might find that gray plastic auto-injector I use for my shots. (No big 
deal if you don't, I have another one.) And that's nothing compared to the stuff I lost on 
the Denver trip. Part of the cost o f travel for an Mser, I guess. We had no closets in 
Denver and had to live out o f suitcases for a week. 15 memory-impaired Msers, 
dependent on careful habit to locate necessary possessions, spending hours o f every day 
looking for things we could not find. Ummm, it's good to be home, and sorry for your 
trip to the post office.

Glad you're not getting jaded to the pleasures o f your vantage on the world. You two 
sound like a kid with a new toy.

Happy 68th birthday to Carol—and that rang a bell. Migod, I'm thinking, she was 28 
when I met her, 68 minus 28 equals a round number. Forty years. The Institute where 
we all met was 40 years ago this year, and here we all are, more or less. Well, here's a 
toast to that.

Have full, talk to ya.
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Dear Linda—

This is one of those times when I wish you didn’t live the whole damn length of the 
country away. W e’re back now from that St. Petersburg fling and of all our friends, you 
would really, really get it. Just for instance: long and long ago, you said to us: “I know 
you don’t watch much television, but there’s someone on Mork and Mindy who is a very 
gifted young man.” And lo, it came to pass in the realms of Paul Allen’s megafortune, that 
there Carol and I are standing in the midnight-dark of the gardens outside the palace of 
Catherine the Great while every imaginable whimwham of fireworks exploded overhead, 
the smoke gathering against the palace outbuildings and behind the band in Napoleonic 
Wars period-costumes to make it all seem eerily like, say, the battle of Borodino, and all at 
once we notice one lone guy right in front of us, privately gesticulating and murmuring to 
himself as he took in the spectacle. Robin Williams, working out a routine just for his own 
satisfaction.

So it was that kind of trip, where in one day we met Bill Moyers, David 
Halberstam, and Tom Stoppard, and our cruise ship suite neighbors on either side were the 
composer Michael Kamen (film scores for Mr. Holland’s Opus and Metallica) and James 
Watson, the co-discoverer of DNA. It was a lot of other kinds, too, as a slick new fleet of 
Volvo busses whisked us around St. Petersburg on excursions to the Hermitage and lots of 
bloody spots of history-what a kick to stand in Palace Square and know that the Cossacks 
charged from right there, the archway of the General Staff Building, when they rode down 
Father Gapon’s followers on Bloody Sunday of 1905. I also dabbled back into my college 
Russian stuff enough to get excited again about the natural poetry in the language, and 
while I still can’t get my head around Pushkin, St. Petersburg’s own bard, I lit up all over 
again at seeing what a usefully crazy poet Mayakovsky was. (Kind of spooky; he was so 
goddamn original even Stalin liked his stuff, although Mayakovsky killed himself before he 
would have pushed too far and ended up in the line of fire of the purges.)

You long since preceded us to St. Petersburg-it turned out that Bill and Judith 
Moyers had never been to Russia before, either, so Carol and I felt a little less like hopeless 
stay-at-homes-but you wondered what Estonia would be like. Medieval! At least the old 
portion of Tallinn that we tromped around, over endless cobblestones. Fine old turreted 
towers, roofed with red tiles, on the ancient town wall, and the Baltic Sea beyond. 
Buildings need a lot of stuccoing, tuckpointing, and general spiffing up-although they’re 
in less bad repair than what we saw from the ship as we entered Russia, which is really a 
wreck along its maritime shore, and there was an attractive sense of design, maybe the 
Finnish influence, in streetside wall decorations and even what people were wearing. Our 
guide Mariliis, a tall late-twentyish blond blond blond, trekked us over all those 
cobblestones while dressed in a silvery sheened dress to her ankles, almost like a prom 
dress in this country but more simply tasteful. The Estonians have been out from under the 
Russians since ‘89, and while for them it’s always going to be like living next to a vast 
blob of appetite-one of the great leads ever written was that, after the Nazi-Soviet No- 
Aggression Pact of 1938, the USSR ate those Baltic Republics like buns-they make an 
interesting point of historic stubbomess to start this walking tour: visitors such as us are
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taken first to the most prominent building in the city, the Orthodox Cathedral that the 
Russians imposed on the cityscape, and then to the fourteenth-century Lutheran 
Cathedral .Llooking at its sober white-washed walls and dark wood, compared to the 
Orthodox gaudiness of decoration, it’s just plain as hell, or maybe it’s heaven, that those 
cultures could never be made to meld.

This trip in particular we did under just about presidential-level security. There 
were five couples of us and a singleton, all the helicopter would hold for the ride across the 
Gulf of Finland from Helsinki, and as soon as the Estonian Border Guards had stamped 
our passports, it became evident who our eleventh member was: head of our security detail. 
We saw some the Allen private-security guys at work on the Alaska trip three years ago, 
but going up there was nothing like taking 250 guests of the fourth richest guy in the world 
into a mafia kleptocracy like Russia. Carol and I speculate that an immense amount of the 
security planning must have involved the greasing of palms, likely in the Russian 
government to persuade them to shape things up for a few days, but there were also 
endless guys like the one here, the instant we set foot into Tallinn, who introduced himself 
by first name only, pointed to the modest identifying button and the others who had 
suddenly materialized were wearing, and said they were all there to help us out if anything 
went wrong. In essence, the ten of us went through the Tallinn walking tour with six 
guards escorting use, much like a loose military patrol—one man out ahead on point, the 
security chief always close at hand to the bunch of us like he was a chronic straggler, and 
the other guards around and behind us like sightseers. They all carried innocent-looking 
backpacks, and as one of the Seattle women with twenty-something kids said, they were 
dressed in the absolute most current with-it clothes of their generation.

All of this wasn’t as stifling or even as obtrusive as it may sound, they gave the 
group a lot of leeway, and of course the pair of us like nothing better than to watch the 
workings of things like this. When the cruise ship docked at the English Embankment in 
St. Petersburg the next morning, we were the only ones on deck for about an hour, 
watching the real security being set up:

—Street ends blocked off.
-O n  that whole long block of Angliskaya, facing the ship, the only living things 

evident in any of the windows were houseplants—evidently a whole blockfull of enforced 
vacations.

—A barge on the other side of the quay the ship was moored to became the 
chokepoint of access to the ship: every time, on or off, our passports and visas were 
checked there.

—Meanwhile along the street, at any given time between forty and fifty security 
people were in sight—Allen’s ubiquitous backpackers, three different Russian uniforms, a 
police powrboat continually out on the Neva River the other side of us, and ultimately, as if 
no security setup can ever be complete without these standard-issue musclemen, the way a 
wedding cake just has to have those bride-and-groom figurines, here came eight beefy 
Russian dark suits, for all the world like our FBI or Secret Service stereotypes in their 
Mormon-white shirts. Somebody gave them some orders and they planted themselves here 
and there, clasping their hands over their crotches, for whatever the duration was going to 
be.

Some of the stuff we saw, from inside this cocoon of security:
—The Hermitage fascinated and appalled all of us. The art is endless—it’s the only 

place I’ve been that made the British Museum seem small—and the conditions are 
scandalous, sunshine beating in through plain plateglass windows on the Rembrandts.

—Both nights in St. Petersburg, Allen rented palaces to throw parties in. First night 
was in the Tauride, given to Prince Potemkin by Catherine the Great when they were 
sharing a bed, and there was wild Russian entertainment, ranging from clowns to
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astounding gymnasts to, you bet, Cossack dancers. And this, which to me illustrates some 
of the clicks of brains during these Allen slingshot flings of people to far places: onto the 
stage comes a woman with what looked like a shortened electonic keyboard with a thick 
antenna on it. It turns out to be called a Theremin (her uncle invented it), and my dictionary 
describes it as “an electronic consolelike musical instrument often used for high tremolo 
effects; pitch and volume are ‘space-controlled’ by movement of the player’s hands over 
and between the antenna oscillators.” The sounds, as she moved her hands through empty 
air, sort of like playing a harp that wasn’t there, indeed were eerie but entrancing. As she 
went into a second number, a crowd began to gather in front of her, and my antenna went 
up. There was the composer Michael Kamen, intent, arms folded, as close to her as he 
could get; but there also was the neurobiologist Bill Calvin, and the dancer-choreographer 
Gabri Christa, equally mesmerized. As a self-appointed Boswell of these trips, I decided 
that if heads as various as those three were into this, I better get myself in among them. It 
turned out Kamen knew of the instrument but said it’s usually been used for weird sci-f 
soundtracks, so he was intrigued to see it played ‘classically.’ Calvin was interested in 
what it means, in motor-motion terms, to play an instrument that if effect isn’t there; Gabri 
was wondering if it was perhaps a way to make your own music with your dance 
motions...

—The next night, it was onward to Catherine the Great’s own palace, the Versailles- 
size place at Tsarkoe Selo, and this was the banquet that ended with those fireworks. In 
between, in near endless courses, there was dancing by principals of the Kirov Ballet, a 
hilarious group picture of all 250 of us on a flight of steps—it was like herding cats for the 
photographer to get everyone in the shot, and when he kept asking for ‘One more!” he got 
back a chant of “di-gi-tal! di-gi-tal!”

Amid all this, Paul A. and his mother and his sis and brother-in-law float quite 
unpretentiously, albeit with a little different perspective on possibilities than the rest of us. 
We heard it said that Allen thinks of the fleet of planes he uses pretty much as we would 
think of our cars; by the time we were leaving St. Petersburg, he had decided to bop off to 
Venice, to compare canal cities, I guess.

Oh, yes, and Carol has now fired an AK-47. But that’s for another letter.

Now that we’re back to earth, we go to Portland this mid-week for me to give a 
speech to a statewide sustainability forum—hey, don’t ask me what that is, I’m just the guy 
who comes in and says don’t mess with nature—and then I have to immerse in finishing up 
the draft of this next book. A monkish autumn, I’ve been warning Carol. So we’re glad 
you got out here when you did. Keep us posted on how things are going; we can always at 
least lend an ear.

Much love,



3 Sept. ‘01

Dear Linda—

This is one of those times when I wish you didn’t live the whole damn length of the 
country away. W e’re back now from that St. Petersburg fling and of all our friends, you 
would really, really get it. Just for instance: long and long ago, you said to us: “I know 
you don’t watch much television, but there’s someone on Mork and Mindy who is a very 
gifted young man.” And lo, it came to pass in the realms of Paul Allen’s megafortune, that 
there Carol and I are standing in the midnight-dark of the gardens outside the palace of 
Catherine the Great while every imaginable whimwham of fireworks exploded overhead, 
the smoke gathering against the palace outbuildings and behind the band in Napoleonic 
Wars period-costumes to make it all seem eerily like, say, the battle of Borodino, and all at 
once we notice one lone guy right in front of us, privately gesticulating and murmuring to 
himself as he took in the spectacle. Robin Williams, working out a routine just for his own 
satisfaction.

So it was that kind of trip, where in one day we met Bill Moyers, David 
Halberstam, and Tom Stoppard, and our cruise ship suite neighbors on either side were the 
composer Michael Kamen (film scores for Mr. Holland’s Opus and Metallica) and James 
Watson, the co-discoverer of DNA. It was a lot of other kinds, too, as a slick new fleet of 
Volvo busses whisked us around St. Petersburg on excursions to the Hermitage and lots of 
bloody spots of history—what a kick to stand in Palace Square and know that the Cossacks 
charged from right there, the archway of the General Staff Building, when they rode down 
Father Gapon’s followers on Bloody Sunday of 1905. I also dabbled back into my college 
Russian stuff enough to get excited again about the natural poetry in the language, and 
while I still can’t get my head around Pushkin, St. Petersburg’s own bard, I lit up all over 
again at seeing what a usefully crazy poet Mayakovsky was. (Kind of spooky; he was so 
goddamn original even Stalin liked his stuff, although Mayakovsky killed himself before he 
would have pushed too far and ended up in the line of fire of the purges.)

You long since preceded us to St. Petersburg—it turned out that Bill and Judith 
Moyers had never been to Russia before, either, so Carol and I felt a little less like hopeless 
stay-at-homes-but you wondered what Estonia would be like. Medieval! At least the old 
portion of Tallinn that we tromped around, over endless cobblestones. Fine old turreted 
towers, roofed with red tiles, on the ancient town wall, and the Baltic Sea beyond. 
Buildings need a lot of stuccoing, tuckpointing, and general spiffing up—although they’re 
in less bad repair than what we saw from the ship as we entered Russia, which is really a 
wreck along its maritime shore, and there was an attractive sense of design, maybe the 
Finnish influence, in streetside wall decorations and even what people were wearing. Our 
guide Mariliis, a tall late-twentyish blond blond blond, trekked us over all those 
cobblestones while dressed in a silvery sheened dress to her ankles, almost like a prom 
dress in this country but more simply tasteful. The Estonians have been out from under the 
Russians since ‘89, and while for them it’s always going to be like living next to a vast 
blob of appetite—one of the great leads ever written was that, after the Nazi-Soviet No- 
Aggression Pact of 1938, the USSR ate those Baltic Republics like buns—they make an
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interesting point of historic stubbomess to start this walking tour: visitors such as us are 
taken first to the most prominent building in the city, the Orthodox Cathedral that the 
Russians imposed on the cityscape, and then to the fourteenth-century Lutheran 
Cathedral.Llooking at its sober white-washed walls and dark wood, compared to the 
Orthodox gaudiness of decoration, it’s just plain as hell, or maybe it’s heaven, that those 
cultures could never be made to meld.

This trip in particular we did under just about presidential-level security. There 
were five couples of us and a singleton, all the helicopter would hold for the ride across the 
Gulf of Finland from Helsinki, and as soon as the Estonian Border Guards had stamped 
our passports, it became evident who our eleventh member was: head of our security detail. 
We saw some the Allen private-security guys at work on the Alaska trip three years ago, 
but going up there was nothing like taking 250 guests of the fourth richest guy in the world 
into a mafia kleptocracy like Russia. Carol and I speculate that an immense amount of the 
security planning must have involved the greasing of palms, likely in the Russian 
government to persuade them to shape things up for a few days, but there were also 
endless guys like the one here, the instant we set foot into Tallinn, who introduced himself 
by first name only, pointed to the modest identifying button and the others who had 
suddenly materialized were wearing, and said they were all there to help us out if anything 
went wrong. In essence, the ten of us went through the Tallinn walking tour with six 
guards escorting use, much like a loose military patrol-one man out ahead on point, the 
security chief always close at hand to the bunch of us like he was a chronic straggler, and 
the other guards around and behind us like sightseers. They all carried innocent-looking 
backpacks, and as one of the Seattle women with twenty-something kids said, they were 
dressed in the absolute most current with-it clothes of their generation.

All of this wasn’t as stifling or even as obtrusive as it may sound, they gave the 
group a lot of leeway, and of course the pair of us like nothing better than to watch the 
workings of things like this. When the cruise ship docked at the English Embankment in 
St. Petersburg the next morning, we were the only ones on deck for about an hour, 
watching the real security being set up:

—Street ends blocked off.
—On that whole long block of Angliskaya, facing the ship, the only living things 

evident in any of the windows were houseplants—evidently a whole blockfull of enforced 
vacations.

—A barge on the other side of the quay the ship was moored to became the 
chokepoint of access to the ship: every time, on or off, our passports and visas were 
checked there.

-Meanwhile along the street, at any given time between forty and fifty security 
people were in sight—Allen’s ubiquitous backpackers, three different Russian uniforms, a 
police powrboat continually out on the Neva River the other side of us, and ultimately, as if 
no security setup can ever be complete without these standard-issue musclemen, the way a 
wedding cake just has to have those bride-and-groom figurines, here came eight beefy 
Russian dark suits, for all the world like our FBI or Secret Service stereotypes in their 
Mormon-white shirts. Somebody gave them some orders and they planted themselves here 
and there, clasping their hands over their crotches, for whatever the duration was going to 
be.

Some of the stuff we saw, from inside this cocoon of security:
—The Hermitage fascinated and appalled all of us. The art is endless—it’s the only 

place I’ve been that made the British Museum seem small-and the conditions are 
scandalous, sunshine beating in through plain plateglass windows on the Rembrandts.

-B oth  nights in St. Petersburg, Allen rented palaces to throw parties in. First night 
was in the Tauride, given to Prince Potemkin by Catherine the Great when they were
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sharing a bed, and there was wild Russian entertainment, ranging from clowns to 
astounding gymnasts to, you bet, Cossack dancers. And this, which to me illustrates some 
of the clicks of brains during these Allen slingshot flings of people to far places: onto the 
stage comes a woman with what looked like a shortened electonic keyboard with a thick 
antenna on it. It turns out to be called a Theremin (her uncle invented it), and my dictionary 
describes it as “an electronic consolelike musical instrument often used for high tremolo 
effects; pitch and volume are ‘space-controlled’ by movement of the player’s hands over 
and between the antenna oscillators.” The sounds, as she moved her hands through empty 
air, sort of like playing a harp that wasn’t there, indeed were eerie but entrancing. As she 
went into a second number, a crowd began to gather in front of her, and my antenna went 
up. There was the composer Michael Kamen, intent, arms folded, as close to her as he 
could get; but there also was the neurobiologist Bill Calvin, and the dancer-choreographer 
Gabri Christa, equally mesmerized. As a self-appointed Boswell of these trips, I decided 
that if heads as various as those three were into this, I better get myself in among them. It 
turned out Kamen knew of the instrument but said it’s usually been used for weird sci-f 
soundtracks, so he was intrigued to see it played ‘classically.’ Calvin was interested in 
what it means, in motor-motion terms, to play an instrument that if effect isn’t there; Gabri 
was wondering if it was perhaps a way to make your own music with your dance 
motions...

-T he  next night, it was onward to Catherine the Great’s own palace, the Versailles- 
size place at Tsarkoe Selo, and this was the banquet that ended with those fireworks. In 
between, in near endless courses, there was dancing by principals of the Kirov Ballet, a 
hilarious group picture of all 250 of us on a flight of steps-it was like herding cats for the 
photographer to get everyone in the shot, and when he kept asking for ‘One more!” he got 
back a chant of “di-gi-tal! di-gi-tal!”

Amid all this, Paul A. and his mother and his sis and brother-in-law float quite 
unpretentiously, albeit with a little different perspective on possibilities than the rest of us. 
We heard it said that Allen thinks of the fleet of planes he uses pretty much as we would 
think of our cars; by the time we were leaving St. Petersburg, he had decided to bop off to 
Venice, to compare canal cities, I guess.

Oh, yes, and Carol has now fired an AK-47. But that’s for another letter.

Now that we’re back to earth, we go to Portland this mid-week for me to give a 
speech to a statewide sustainability forum—hey, don’t ask me what that is, I’m just the guy 
who comes in and says don’t mess with nature—and then I have to immerse in finishing up 
the draft of this next book. A monkish autumn, I’ve been warning Carol. So we’re glad 
you got out here when you did. Keep us posted on how things are going; we can always at 
least lend an ear.

Much love,



December 11, 2001

Dear Carol and Ivan

Just went to the basement and dug out the Christmas CDs. I'm increpsingly 
grinchy about being pushed/pulled by the national chambers of commerce to 
jingle my bells, but this year... maybe it's not such a bad idea.

Lord, what a time it's been. It would have been nice to have you closer to hash it 
all out with. My travelling buddy Sheila was a burned-out school librarian and 
also my current-events buddy. She had taken to travel after a cancer diagnosis, 
and the cancer finally won in August. I was glad she didn't have to know about 
September 11th, but there I was, with nobody to chew the news with.

Washington is still under restricted airspace, F-16s circle our heads day and 
night to enforce it. I think they fly higher during the day, you don't notice them, 
but at night they fly lower, this ominous going-round-and-round roar. You are not 
saaafe . . .  we are here to protect you from the Talibannnn . . .  Oh, I don't know, 
guys, what's this costing?

Think of you often. Heard that somebody had an autobiography on the best 
seller list called something like "Half Life." That title keeps coming up. I went out 
and bought an iron wedge to split firewood, inspired by Bessie. I have all this 
wood from a tree cut down a couple years ago, but it needs splitting. Well, sez I, 
if Bessie could do it in her 80s, what kind of wimp am I? It's not easy, either that 
or I lack talent--but such a triumph when one of those suckers busts.

And such a triumph, the "best Montana book" for House of Sky. Wovy, that must 
feel good WAY down deep, especially with all those laptop cowboys working out 
of Livingston. Cool!

So what's new here? I'm staying focused on my disability insurance claim, since 
I'm up shit creek without it. It's coming along fine, as far as I know, but no idea 
how long it will take. I'm doing a lot of stuff to learn how to have MS. Physical 
therapy has helped my balance, that's the best development, and now I take tai 
chi classes to maintain those gains. Whoosh, whoosh. And yoga to combat the 
muscle atrophy. Mostly, I just sleep a lot, so I feel pretty good during waking 
hours. Me and the dog. I'm pretty happy most of the time.

Fran and Kaya are engaged, and they are househunting in Washington. Know 
what a house in Washington costs these days? $300,000 minimum--for an FHA 
crackerbox with street parking! And they may PAY it! I feel like my mother, who 
had a fit when Clint and I bought the Wedgwood house for $17,000. Another 
generation, another zero, I guess.



Anyway, no decisions about a wedding yet, Kaya's more focused on getting his 
green card, which was supposed to happen this month, but the al Quaeda threw 
some kinks in the immigration process for young men of Middle Eastern descent. 
A big-deal wedding doesn't make a lot of sense for thirty-somethings who already 
have more stuff than space, I think I'm off the hook on that.

Gabriel and Karen are moving to Seattle in the spring, they've had enough of 
New York. They've checked out several cool-weather possibilities (Gabe can't 
stand heat, never could) and Seattle won. He has all kinds of ideas for ways to 
relocate his business to the west. I'm worried that he'll end up scrounging 
soundbites for KOMO, but I guess if he could start a successful business at age 
19 in New York City, he doesn't need me fussing. You'll have to have them over 
for your salmon, he's a real film guy and cute, too. He was 7 years old when we 
left Seattle, so he's practically a newbie. Karen does development (fundraising, 
just like Fran) for Barnard College, and she figures there's plenty of development 
work in Seattle with all those trust funds floating around. She's from Minneapolis, 
quiet, sweet, gorgeous, very culcha'd-and a Central Park runner, she wins 
marathons.

Gabe has been working for a couple years on a film called "Blue Vinyl," and it 
has been accepted at Sundance and the Venice Film Festival. So that's his 
farewell to New York, going to Sundance with that film crew.

So, another Christmas. Frangos received, always a major holiday event. You 
asked whether we still like them. We still LOVE them, they've been a great treat, 
and very special for the kids to have that annual tradition to look forward to. But 
since you asked, this is probably a good time to cross us off the list. With Gabe 
going west and Fran getting her own place, that leaves jes' me to consume the 
contents of both boxes-and I would!! I'm pretty well into the first one already, 
actually. Thank you so much, they've been a perfect Christmas gift.

Well, I have a couple more letters to write to go with the Christmas cards, so I 
better wrap this one up. Merry Christmas, and go to Tucson!



April 4, 2002

Dear Carol and Ivan

Hi guys, how are you? Is your spring sprunging? Ours is, sort of, if you can 
extrapolate from the fact that winter never really happened. Three inches of 
snow, all in one day, hardly enough to shovel the driveway. We have not 
suffered enough, we don't deserve spring.

How's the book coming? What have you seen out your window? Did you go to 
Tucson?

We've been busy li'l newsmakers here:

• Gabe's film won Best Cinematography at Sundance. It will be on HBO in 
May. It's called "Blue Vinyl."

• He and Jteren have indeed moved to Seattle, rented a house in West Seattle 
so Karerfban do her daily 6-mile runs (!!) along Elliott Bay. They should have 
a phone line by now. They drove across country, then Gabe promptly ditched 
her with the unpacking and flew to Mexico to film a cooking show, because 
money is still money. He thinks he will be able to keep a lot of his NYC 
clients, the world is smaller and smaller.

• Fran and Kaya are getting married in Santa Rosa, California, in June at the 
home of Kaya's "American family." The mother is a judge, and she will 
preside. Then they come back here, have a reception for Fran's gazillion 
friends/relatives/colleagues, and tag along on some Conservation 
International "donor visit" for a honeymoon, maybe Botswana. The world is 
getting smaller!

• Kaya is in Turkey right now, doing his mandatory military service. He got his 
US green card (happy day!), but he will still be a Turkish citizen on his 35th 
birthday, which makes him a felon if he hasn't done his military thing~and he 
will be clapped in jail if he ever sets foot in the country again. It's usually 8 
months, but you can buy your way out of anything in that part of the world 
and, for $4,000, he is reducing his military career to 30 days. Then he's 
coming back, getting married, buying a house, getting a job he likes, and 
starting his life.
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• I stay home a lot myself, so I'm going to be a puppy raiser. Volunteer for 
Guiding Eyes for the Blind. Dogs can't start their guide-dog training until they 
get done being teenagers, but you can't stuff them in a kennel for a year, they 
have to be socialized. Ergo puppy raisers, who turn them into nice, happy 
dogs and then give them back. What the heck, my carpets are already 
ruined.

¥
• I got my disability income locked up until I'm 65, sweet deal. It's 60% of my 

old paycheck, but there are lots of tax benefits and economical lifestyle 
changes for disabled persons, I hardly notice the difference.

• My MS is fine, very stable. I have to sleep a lot, but I feel fine when I'm 
awake. The more pressing issue has been the breathing problems, which 
now go back well more than a year. Doctors kept writing me rxes for allergy 
pills and asthma inhalers, I had to get very very sick before they got serious. 
Eosinophilic pneumonia, that's what I had. Eosinophils are a funky kind of 
white blood cell that are part of the immune system, and I have an 
autoimmune disease. They have no idea how those two facts are related, but 
they are. I'm on whopping doses of cortisone to get the resulting 
inflammation out of my lungs, and my oxygen levels are rising daily. Have 
you ever done that-been very sick for a long time and then got better? It is a 
major cause of euphoria, I am just singing and dancing.

That's the news from Lake Potomac, write me a letter!
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June 14, 2002 

Dear Carol and Ivan

It's raining today, which always inspires me to answer my mail. You could not 
grasp how few rainy days we have. For a former Seattlite, they are a big thrill.

I m going to Wolf Trap tonight to hear Verdi's Requiem, which is shrieking away 
on my CD player in the next rc cm. It's been too long since I've been to Wolf 
Trap, that will be fun.

Fran and Kaya are in Costa Ri :a. They were married last Saturday, I'll send you 
a picture in time. It was a ver\ snazzy wedding, it helps when the bride is a 
professional special events planner and also when the weather is in California. 
Damn, they have nice weather there. I wrote the ceremony, though.

They also have a lot of Ivan Doig fans there-really, a lot. The word had 
preceded me that we've met; you wouldn't believe how many book clubs I said 
you were too busy to come to. I will need you to sign several copies of your next 
book, however, as thank-you gifts to hosts, judges, etc. That was so weird—they 
asked me what you're really lif e!

Gabe and Karen were in attendance, dropping hints left and right that they're 
next. You asked their phone number, it's 206-935-2900. They were on my case 
to come visit them. I was thinking that one trip to the West Coast is enough for 
this year, but we'll see. Karen is enjoying her new job, being out of the NYC I- 
am-my-job pressure-cooker. (We have that disease in Washington, too.) Gabe 
hasnt had much success in developing business in Seattle, mostly because he 
keeps accepting work from N\ clients and getting on airplanes. In the long term, 
this is not a good strategy, girl riend-wise.

Clint and Elizabeth were there God in heaven, that man is boring. If I hadn't 
divorced him, I would have strangled him by now. Talked to Elizabeth, she said I 
have to come over for dinner when I’m in town, we must get to know each other 
better. Um-hmm.

I've spent most of my spring getting my gardens under control. They'd been 
going to hell since I got sick, and they needed a heap of attention. They're still 
not 100%, maybe 70%. The rest will have to wait until next year, I don't do heat 
or humidity, and we've got bot i by June 15. The lettuce and spinach are bolting.

Isn't that little blank line down he page annoying? Kaya poked a hole in my 
printer cartridge and refilled it with ink. It saved me $100, and I keep hoping that 
little line might go away.

Hope you had a great time in Montana.
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Well, |tj$ hot quite as much fun to play the stock market this week, is ft? Not for 
normal! people anyway—I buy another block of Starbucks whenever the market 
freaksi like this. So I own quite a bit of Starbucks by now.

How Was Montana?
; < l

Gabeii^ slaving a hard time relocating his business-but then I never understood 
why hjejjtfj ought it would be ea:»y. He's out of town most of the time, working on 
jobs for; NYC clients, which ws s not Karen's vision of relocation. This week he's 
in NeW Jersey. Actually this month he's in New Jersey, working on a film "in a 
camp ¡Where Palestinian and Israeli girls scream at each other, hopefully en route 
to grebjlje| understanding." A new challenge for the sound guy, I gather.

He keiejpi saying he'll call you as soon as he's home long enough, he is eager to 
see y<j>ii and your house. Karen is reported to not be taking to Seattle weather 
very vjrpll That may be an understatement.

I wanted |o tell Ivan about thesie exercise balls, you can get them at any sports 
store,jthdf/'re all the rage. The kids at Conservation International are SITTING on 
them irjsfead of on office chairs now, they're great for your back. You can sort of 
do little ¡circles with your butt instead of sitting on the same spot at the same 
angle {all pay.
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Thankifbr the clip about Potomac McMansions. DON'T YOU WISH YOU LIVED 
NEXT] p)(|OR TO THESE PEOPLE? Geeeez. I hope I live long enough to see 
what bfecjbmes of such unnecessary edifices. DuPont Circle in Washington is a 
sea 4  Gilded Age castles, most of them now converted to offices for education- 
feiatpb]¡associations of one kind and another. What will they do with these latter- 
day rpcihitrosities?

The nbjit national election, or naybe it will be the one after that, is going to be 
intere3pnp. A  couple more corporate scandals and Congressional sellouts, and 
vye ar^|g|ing to have SUCH a swing back to reform liberal Democrats. Stop with 
the ricih^gbt-ncher already. How come we can see that out here in the trees, and 
they cjsjn| see it on Capitol Hill ?

Sorry jdblut the printer. I have; to go to the computer store and deaf with this.

its]



October 20, 2002 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Well, life is what happens while you’re making other plans . .. 20-some years I’ve 
wanted to get back to Seattle and eat turkey with you guys. This is the year I 
finally get to come to Seattle... and I have to spend it with my kid! Arriving 
November 25, departing December 3, hope to see you at your ease.

Do you have my phone number? 301-299-2289. I chucked the other one ages 
ago as part of my Simplification Plan, I decided I didn’t need 3 phone lines.

Everything’s fine here, except for this guy shooting at us. His third or fourth shot 
was fired from under my speechwriting window, but he hasn’t come any closer 
than that. It’s kind of a bizarre sociological experience, a bonding thing for the 
citizenry. Ambassador or janitor, we’re all in the crosshairs, we haven’t had this 
much in common since the Redskins went to the Super Bowl. I am not really 
frightened, pretty much for the same reason I don’t expect to win the lottery. I 
was out shopping today, and the streets and stores are deserted, some with their 
windows covered up. Creepy!

Fran and Kaya are still married, still looking for a house they can afford. She has 
an “event” in Seattle, the first week in November. Gabe is in Idaho, making a film 
about a dinosaur dig. He is reconciling a little with Clint, after several high- 
volume announcements of his opinion of his fathering. I just got back from Italy, I 
have such a THING for Italy. My friend Roberta died in Seattle while I was gone,
I think you knew she’d had cancer for several years. She threw a party for my 
30th birthday, and now Gabe’s 30 and went to her funeral.

See ya



January 10, 2003

Dear Linda

Here’s a communique from one o f your few friends, you tell me, who’ll sit down and write you 
an actual letter, lovingly delivered by the postal service. We look forward to getting yours, too.

As 1 sit down to my iMac at 6:30 a.m. Ivan is already at work, re-reading his revised manuscript 
for Prairie Nocturne. He’s well along and tells me that if  he goes back to it tomorrow (he seldom 
works on weekends) he can finish it, and express it back to Scribner next week. As always, he 
revels in the revising and polishing, perhaps especially so because he’s beyond the first drafting, 
which continues to be hard labor.

As he’s been reading along he has compiled a long list o f dialogue uniquenesses to be forwarded 
to the copy editor, whoever that may be. Usually it’s done out o f house, quite often by some 
graduate student, we gather, who consults the Oxford as bible. That doesn’t work very well 
when Ivan has half a dozen people saying spns-a-bitches in their own ways, as in English Creek. 
This time around he has a character who says, not piano, but “piana.” He’s cq’d the ms., but 
that’ll also go on the list.

O f course Pm  Ivan’s first enthusiast, but Pm  also journalistically trained to be fair, and I think 
this novel is special. We’ll hope for your unvarnished comments when it arrives to fife on 
November 11, in hopes o f commemorating Armistice Day with a news peg, That, at least, is the 
hope o f his publisher, Susan Moldow, who chose the publication date. She’s enthusiastic about 
the book, as is his editor, Nan Graham. Nan, however, is all too busy editing Hillary’s tome, for 
whieh Simon & Schuster paid a $9 million advance. It’s not even Nan’s imprint, but she’s 
considered a genius editor, so Carolyn Reidy, the big boss o f the whole S&S empire, tapped her. 
As a result, after Susan and Nan read Ivan’s ms. and commented generally, the fine editing was 
turned over to a young associate editor, Brant Rumble, who was simply an assistant to Nan 
when Ivan’s last book was published. He’s amiable to work with, but he’s still learning, which 
means that Ivan is his own best editor, as usual.

You can tell from the above graf that the women are in charge.

On to other matters.

We loved having you at Thanksgiving, partaking onee again o f the semi-chaos. I at least did get to 
sit down for a few minutes conversation with you. We hope you’ll come back another time, 
though we do understand that you have a family gathering in Pennsylvania — so we don’t expect 
to see you every year. We hope that Gabriel and Karen will like it here well enough to stay, and 
that the job situation will allow it. It’ll be fun to see more o f them. Very fine folks, we think.



Promptly after Thanksgiving, Gabriel forwarded to us the AP article about the new bone-growth
d a« . Thanks for tracking that down for me. I’m  going to file it, and see what happens as it gets 
into wider use.

Meanwhile, I’m hying an alternative approach o f  calcium citrate with Vitamin D, mild exercise 
and diet. Ivan now has kale growing in the garden, we’re eating more broccoli and yogurt and 
drinking more milk. And m  on. fm  tttinimteing drinks that 1each calcium, so no coffee fl never 
was much o f a coffee drinker) and much reduced alcohol consumption — except on Thanksgiving.

I ve figured much o f this out from miscellaneous new reports and from the book Better Bones. 
l atter Body by Susan E. Brown, Keats Publishing, 2000. Despite what the pharmaceutical folks 
would have us believe, there is evidence that gains in bone mass can result from a non-drug 
regimen. It’ll be about a year before I have the next DEXA scan, and i f  that shows continued 
erosion I’ll have to consider other alternatives. Along with the erosion o f bone I’ve got a grumpy 
urinary tract, which the Group Health specialist calls atrophic urethritis. In my case it amounts 
to feeling like severe cystitis without having an infection. That’s coming around toward normal 
tyith estrogen cream a couple times a  week, and a mild sedative which Pm gradually decreasing.
I conclude that 2002 taught me, i f  nothing else, that Pm  no longer bullet proof. But Pm  doing 
well at the start o f 2003, and I hope you are, too.

We’re planning a week’s sun break to Tucson, beginning January 22. In case the world collapses 
m the meantime, I bought a package from Alaska Airlines that allows us to cancel up to four 
hours before flight time. But we do hope the center holds, as we look forward to  the climate, the 
topography, the birdwatching and the eating. We have several trips in the West planned for the 
rest o f  the year, and we don’t yet know what Ivan will be asked to do when Prairie Nocturne is 
bom. Reluctant as we are to leave our perch over Puget Sound, we are ready to sally forth.

Let us know where you?re sallying. Gabriel says you’re ready to go back to Italy. I didn’t get to 
talk to you about what’s especially appealing there. Take care, and give our best to Fran.

y rs t r u ly



March 15, 2003 

Dear Carol and Ivan

The sky is turning the most ominous shade of gray all of a sudden, some unholy 
weather system must be moving in. We have spent an inordinate amount of 
energy complaining about the weather here in recent months, it has snowed 
once or twice a week since Christmas, schools have been closed ten days. We 
have had many unremarkable winters with a total of two or three snows.

So it hasn't been a big problem that I haven't made much other news lately, the 
weather and Mr. Bush's maybe-war have kept us in conversation. The F-16s are 
back this week. For months after September 11, F-16s flew in loud, ominous 
circles over Washington all night. I could never imagine what they thought they 
were looking for—the al-Qaeda Air Force? Eventually, there were some public 
announcements about what it COSTS to have F-16s flying in circles over 
Washington and NYC every night, and it stopped. But now they're back. This 
time I guess they're looking out for the Baghdad Air Force.

Isn't this whole period of history going to make a great book for Dave Barry?

My little brother's little girl is over there eating sand. Just about everybody in 
Western Pennsylvania joins the military reserves to supplement their feeble 
paychecks. A few weeks ago, a large share of Franklin's younger population got 
yanked out of town on 48 hours' notice. She is a medic, so hopefully, they will 
keep her out of harm's way and it will turn out to be the most exciting thing that 
ever happened to her. My father is still talking about World War II. '

Which reminds me, do you know who's the largest employer in the state of 
Pennsylvania now? Wal-mart. Seven dollars an hour. Honest to God.

Fran and Kaya finally bought a house, a townhouse just inside the Beltway, not 
far from Kaya's favorite fishing hole on the Potomac. It's ten minutes from my 
house, so I like it, and it's an easy commute for Fran. They take possession next 
month.

Haven't heard much from Gabriel/Karen lately. She likes running in Seattle 
winters enough to forgive its summers, and New York eased their transition by 
having pretty much the same godawful winter we've had. Gabe got money, I 
think you know about that, to make his movie, so he's been hard at work on it.
He also helped make a video about a Seattle synchronized swimming team that 
is expected to make the Olympics, and he would go along to film their 
performance in Greece.



Kaya is building his import/export business. It is an amazing thing to witness, it's 
like the kid was born knowing how to do it the way some other people were born 
knowing how to carry a tune. He just flew to Ankara and Istanbul and knocked 
on doors. It completely mystifies me, I could never do that.

It's been the best year for movies in a long time. If you haven't seen "The Fast 
Runner," do. It's out on video now.

How was Tucson? Where do you stay when you go there? I got just a taste of 
that region when I went to the Grand Canyon, and I hope to go back some time.
I especially would like to see Santa Fe.

It will be time to plant my gardens AS SOON AS THE @#$% SNOW MELTS off 
them. In a more reasonable year, I'd be making salads out of them. I’ve been 
spending much of the winter having MS, seeing various kinds of therapists, etc. I 
am making progress on some problems, others continue to frustrate me. I'm 
okay.

It's raining now. Rain is good.

Looking forward to Prairie Nocturne. It's on my calendar! Comes time, I have to 
figure out how to get some signed copies from you for sundry admirers. Fran 
has long since learned to use you as a conversation piece with anybody from 
west of the Mississippi. She's always telling me about somebody she's met 
who's read all your books, but I forget. Tom and Meredith Brokaw, they were the 
latest, you know they're from South Dakota.

I have no plans to travel this summer, I feel like I just got homeV But if the heat 
makes me crazy, I may jump on a plane for Seattle. You know Karen's mother 
has MS, too? (Is that just too creepy?) They keep a "mother's room" for either of 
us to take refuge. So I might.

I'd close with something war-related, like "hope it's short," but our President is in 
the Azores at his hasty "summit" today. Very small summit. Everything is so 
screwed up right now that I haven't a clue what comes next.

So I'll close on spring instead. It's late, but it's still certain. Enjoy.



September 11,2003 

Dear Carol and Ivan

September 11 used to be my wedding anniversary, I more than a little resent those wacko 
Muslims messing with its meaning. But then I guess I was pretty much done with i t

That thing they do in the Post Book section—books coming out this fall—Prairie 
Nocturne is in it, and it’s on my coffee table. But then I thought maybe you subscribe to 
it, or maybe it’s no big thrill anymore. Let me know if  you want it, and I will send it to 
you. E-mail lindabm@aol.com.

I forget where you were going this summer, but I hope you had a good time. And now 
you’re back to work. Will they send you to Washington this time? That would be cool.

Fm  going back to Italy in October. Some people go to Florida, I go to Italy. I’m going 
to Sicily (peasants and Mafia and a volcano), to Capri and Sorrento (tourists!) and back to 
Rome for the 3rd time— where I STILL won’t have time to see everything I want to see. I 
was planning to just go to Rome on my own, but the tour outfit from last year called and 
offered me a cheap deal.

My health is lousy, but my spirits are fine, two more reasons to go to Italy. Have you 
seen Gabe’s cabin yet? That movie he worked on—Blue Vinyl—was nominated for two 
Emmys, including Best Documentary, but it got beat by a PBS film on September 11, 
hard to beat that. He’s making another film now, about global warming, with the same 
people. He lived with Eskimos for awhile this summer, eating whale blubber and caribou 
and talking about how global warming has messed up their fishing season.

Fran and Kaya are enjoying their new house and second year o f marriage. He is working 
hard on building his business, which he runs out o f the basement. We still don’t 
understand it, all we know is that he’s on the phone all hours o f the day and night, 
tracking down electronic parts from manufacturers all over the world. Either that, or he’s 
a spy. Fran has five people reporting to her now and makes a pile o f money, but she’s 
also burning out after 11 years. She says she just wants to stay home and learn to cook, 
she’s in a mood about it. She’s on her way to California right now to do a “small event” 
in somebody’s living room with ex-treme-ly rich people— and the speaker is Bill 
Clinton—but she’s still in a mood about i t  Even saving the world can get boring, I 
guess.

There was this day when I thought about you, and about connections. A friend who has 
MS was lying in a “sand bed” after skin-graft surgery in a Washington rehab hospital, 
listening to my tape of Ivan reading A River Runs Through It. And Fran and Kaya were 
eating a humongous fried-chicken picnic I made for their moving day—just like the one 
Jean Rodin (sp?) made for us the day we moved into the Federal Avenue house. Only 
30-some years later, but that was such a lovely gift, I always remember it..

mailto:lindabm@aol.com
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Our poet friends are at work—Peter has a new book (www.david-koenig.com) and Karen 
Fiser is all over the Internet. She has a book coming out in April, and she’s gotten a 
couple grants that are electronically proclaimed. I really like her poetry. Her Canadian 
lady showed up just about the time I got MS, and our correspondence fell apart in the 
confusion, I have to write her.

My niece who was called up to Iraq has been redeployed to Germany, with no clue about 
when she’ll be set free. I didn’t know they could do that. Half of western Pennsylvania 
has been redeployed somewhere, you can’t find a barber or a mechanic, the citizenry is 
pissed.

I was walking past the newspaper stand at the grocery store yesterday and was assaulted 
by the front-page headline in the New York Post: HAMAS COWARDS BOMB BUS 
STOP, CAFE IN ISRAEL. I mean, I know the Post doesn’t mince words, but which 
journalism school did these people attend? How much research went into that choice o f 
words?

We had a nutso summer, more inches o f rain by August than we normally have in a year, 
rain, rain, and pouring rain. I am so Seattle-fied, I almost iiked it, but other Other- 
Washingtonians said it was truly more than they could bear. The nights are cool now, so 
the tomatoes are past their peak, and that’s fine with me. I don’t know how you guys 
handle it, but a vegetable garden runs my life for five months. Ya can’t waste a damn 
bean, lots o f menu planning, chopping and cooking. I’m ready to go back to whatever 
the hell’s in the fridge.

Enjoy the launch, let me know if  you’re coming this way.

http://www.david-koenig.com


September 17,2003

Dear Linda

Your letter arrived to our mailbox just as UPS was pulling up to deliver Ivan’s 40 personal copies 
o f Prairie Nocturne. One o f them is yours, but it may take awhile to get to you, since we leave 
tomorrow for the kickoff o f the hook tour' the Pacific Northwest Booksellers meeting in 
Portland, where Ivan is a breakfast speaker on Friday morning. Only three serious fiction writers 
get these speaking gigs, and o f course he aims to make the most o f it. After that it’s 10 days for 
the Montana tour.

So your personal copy should reach you by the time you return from Italy -  and we’re glad to 
hear you’re on the road again. In due time, send us the highlights.

As to our summer, we started it by taking Mark and Lou Damborg on an 8-day tour o f Montana 
and lower Alberta. We got as far as Waterton and two terrific museums: Head Smashed In 
buffalo jump, and the carnage museum at Cardston. Reason enough in themselves to make the 
trip. The carriage museum has a century’s worth o f transportation, although former sheepherder 
Doig noted that they don’t have a gutwagon. Alberta is so rich, with good roads and tidy farms, 
that it makes Montana look like a Third World country — which Montana pretty much is, given 
the role o f extractive industries, along with one o f the worst governors in the nation. En route 
back we took a coffee break at Swiftcurrent, which looks utterly sane compared with the big pile 
down the road. The hotel is undergoing major renovation, and the people staying there are in a 
construction zone; I’ll bet the travel brochures didn’t tell them that. We beat the forest fires by 
going in mid-June, but not by much. Only now, with some rain, are the fires being damped 
down. But those 80 fires pale in comparison to the hundreds burning in British Columbia.

We had a sadder second trip to Missoula in August, with the death from lung cancer o f our dear 
friend Jim Welch. What his wife, Lois, did, was to rent a fine old downtown movie theater and 
hold a celebration o f his life. His friends filled the place -  hundreds and hundreds o f them, and 
the celebration opened with Chief Earl Oldperson o f the Blackfeet, and two o f his elders in full 
regalia, including stupendous eagle feather headdresses. They carried hand drums and sang songs 
to Jim, to help him on his way. After two hours o f remembrances by a sample o f his friends, a 
couple hundred o f us departed for a lawn party. Writers aplenty, including Gretel Ehrlich, 
looking much weathered; Barry Lopez, whose subject seems always to be himself; Jim Harrison, 
and so on. For reasons I can’t quite articulate, I felt better afterward.

Our other trip o f the summer was a short but wonderful one, to celebrate my biblical birthday.
We took a float plane from Kenmore to Victoria, lunched at the Empress, visited the splendid 
northwest Indian collection at the provincial museum, and next day went to Butchart Gardens for 
the first time in decades. How come their roses look so good when mine are so puny? Then it 
was on to a two-night stay at Sooke Harbour House, a famous place to stay and to eat. We 
learned to digest a number o f flowers, ate lotsa seafood and locally grown produce. They say



that they grow or buy everything local, though they do serve coffee, and I didn’t notice any 
plantations nearby. It was a blast, looking across the Strait and seeing the Olympics from an 
entirely new angle. Then we flew home, Victoria to Kenmore in 37 minutes.

It was a fine summer here, meaning that we were drought-stricken. Our water bill is going to look 
like the trade deficit, but the garden thrived and we’ve delighted in a record year for green beans 
and tomatoes, just now producing at full tilt, along with quantities o f lettuce, onions, blueberries, 
raspberries, and some blackberries and strawberries. The apple crop was moderate, but Ivan 
planted a promising new tree last year, as well as an Asian pear and a plum. And yes, we stay 
around much o f the year to tend it and enjoy the produce.

You ask about whether we see the Post. We do see Book World, which some good gremlin there 
sends us, but sometimes there’s a delay, so please assume that we haven’t seen whatever you 
come across, and that we’d like to. The book business doesn’t get old, and I’m much looking 
forward to the tour, most o f which we’ll do in our trusty Honda CRV. Ivan’s only flying trip 
will be to Denver and Salt Lake City. In this era o f airport hassles, we’re not sorry, though we’d 
like to have a chance to visit you.

The best news so far is that Prairie Nocturne was featured in USA Today as one o f the six 
premier fiction selections for the Fall season. That sent the Scribner folks into a tizzy o f delight, 
which is just where we want them to be as his agent Liz warms up to try for another contract.
We think the biggest order probably was from Costco, where the bookbuyer, Penny Clark, is 
someone we befriended years ago, when she was a lowly functionary at a distributor. I remember 
we took her to lunch at a national booksellers meeting, and then she told us about her new job. 
And she lately reminded Ivan that he’d once gotten her and a friend -again, before she had a job 
where she’s courted by publishers -  into an event that their employer had not. She obviously 
couldn’t order his books if  she couldn’t sell them, but she can. Can she ever. Ivan’s scheduled to 
do four Costco signings in places where it won’t interfere with independent bookstores.

Well, I must get moving, since it’s the night when we meet Ann and Marsh for our monthly pig- 
out and laugh-in at the Provinces in Edmonds. Their beach house at Arch Cape is now finished 
and furnished. Daughter Sarah has a plum job at Harvard while her husband is the physics 
department at a small college. Laird and his wife have a baby daughter. All’s well. Among other 
friends, we’ll tell Jean Roden about your fond memory. How nice.

We haven’t seen Gabriel or Karen, though they promised to invite us for a meal. From your 
report they must be plenty busy, as are we, and we’ll hope to see them when they can manage it.

Take care. We could use a bit more detail than “My health is lousy, but my spirits are fine...” 
Meanwhile, happy travels. Ivan has been looking forward to writing you, as he treasures your 
correspondence, but he just hasn’t been able to shake free. He’ll get there.



November 10,2003

Dear Carol and Ivan

Well, I don’t like this review for about 14 reasons, but I’m sending it because you asked 
me to. I have no idea who this woman is, but anybody who can read a whole Ivan Doig 
book and then call the Montana mountains “supersized” DIDN’T GET IT.

The book is on my coffee table, making me happy. I haven’t read it because I’m still in 
my Italy period; it’s a delicious promise for a winter evening. I couldn’t believe the 
cover! I was so surprised, it’s lovely. I’ve read the first couple pages several times—yes, 
yes, yes—they always m ake/ me smile. Nobody—NOBODY—else writes like this, it’s a 
transport to another place where every word carries so much music and meaning. The 
more years that pass, the more the American language is stripped and worn (“Elizabeth 
Smart breaks her silence!”), the more I relish your work.

Have you seen “Shattered Glass?” You will, you’ll like it. I saw it with a couple non- 
journalists (one o f whom said she guessed all journalists were like that—argh). 
(Somebody T-E-L-L me this boy didn’t go to Medill.) Journalism really has changed 
since Woodward and Bernstein, don’t you think? I don’t know, I didn’t work at the New 
Republic when I was 22, but I SWEAR journalism was more about the story and less 
about the reporter when I was one. I never felt famous for a minute just because I had 
some bylines. I don’t think most readers read them, then or now.

Anyway, it’s Monday morning and I have stuff to do, no more opining. I hope you’re 
having a wonderful book-release time. I’ve been having a wonderful Italy period, except 
the trip was very demanding and I came home wiped out. I spent one week in Sicily, the 
contrast between North and South is fascinating. A lot o f poverty in the South, despite 
the industrial north pouring money into it for a century, most o f which went to the Mafia 
and corrupt politicians. Sometimes you feel sorry for the Sicilians, and sometimes you 
want to smack them upside the head. Oh, there I go again, opining.

See ya. Happy thanksgiving.



Nov. 19 ‘03

Dear Linda—

We are fresh from a two-inch rainfall overnight, not that long after an all- 
time Seattle record five-incher that I shrewdly missed by being in Denver peddling 
literature but which Carol says was like an open faucet all day.

So, we’re sure enough into a new season here, after the mixed delights of 
the drought summer. And Thanksgiving beckons, although for once we’re going 
to somebody else’s place (and guest list)-our Capitol hill buddies, the Damborgs, 
took pity when they saw my tongue hanging out from the booktour pace and 
offered to host it this year. Wherever and whenever, you’re going to be missed, 
you know.

Carol and I are down to the last half dozen or so doings for Prairie 
Nocturne-o u t of a total of three dozen-and it has gone pretty well, evidence in the 
Washington Post notwithstanding. Even that tone-deaf review—any time someone 
picks out the pace of my books to focus a review on, I ’m in trouble; nope, they 
don’t “gallop”—has some phrases the publisher will merrily slice and dice into ad 
copy, and I’ve just sent in to the Post what I hope to Christ is going to be a better 
showing on their pages, a piece for that “Writing Life” series of theirs, on creating 
fictional characters. Supposed to be scheduled for mid-January.

On the book trail generally, have sold 1800 or so by hand and signed up 
probably more than that for bookstores to have on hand into the holidays. People 
have continually come out of comers of the past. A cousin I hadn’t laid eyes on 
since we were ten. A guy who had worked on one of my dad’s haying crews more 
than fifty years ago. Jan Bateman and Joyce, big as life (umm, bigger, actually). 
Wonderful weirdnesses such as the photo in the Great Falls Tribune taken by a guy 
I went to high school with, of another of our classmates having me sign a book for 
him, the three of us thereby accounting for 15% of the Valier class of ‘57. 
Somewhere else, a woman had me inscribe a copy to her daughter Mariah, 
meanwhile telling me that she and her husband read Ride With Me, Mariah Montana 
when it came out, looked at each other and said, ‘That’s it! W e’re going to have a 
daughter and name her Mariah! And I wasn’t even pregnant at the time!”

Carol and I did the traditional Montana mini-tour in late September, nine or 
ten readings/signings and lots of interviews in ten days and I guess a couple of 
thousand miles, all of it in the best Montana weather we could remember. Some 
big bum patches showing from the summer’s fires in Glacier, of course; you 
maybe read, the town of West Glacier was in danger for a while. This forest fire 
situation in the West is terrifically complicated, but the long and short of it is that 
there are most likely going to be summers of big fires on and on.

As to the rest of the continent, I went less far afield on this tour than usual— 
the only sizable non-driving trip was to Denver-Boulder-Salt lake—largely out of 
loathing for airports and hotel rooms. In any case, the book seems to be selling 
steadily—booksellers and readers are crazy over the cover, and for that matter, the 
contents get a lot of good comment—and so everybody seems moderately happy, 
which is quite a lot in a business as given to glooms and dooms as publishing is.
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And I am just now starting to gear up to write the next one. The proposal 
has been put in to Scribner by the agent, we’ve been signaled that the most 
propitious time for them to bargain with us is after the holidays when the sales 
record of Prairie Nocturne should look best and the Viacom/Simon & Schuster 
beancounters might therefore loosen the Scribner purse strings. Unless all hell 
breaks loose I ’d just as soon stay with Scribner. They’re a talented bunch, when 
you can flag down their attention; I may have told you, or maybe Carol did, that my 
ostensible editor, Nan Graham, pretty much a certified publishing genius (Angela’s 
Ashes, for instance), was yanked off all her Scribner duties—she’s merely editor- 
in-chief, for god’s sake—for most of a year to handle Hillary Clinton’s book for the 
mother ship, Simon & Schuster. Hard to argue with success; they earned out on 
Hillary’s $8 million advance the first week the book was in the stores. All in all, 
with Nan off in various directions and everybody else at the publishing house 
considerably overworked, there’s a kind of Mickey Rooney-Judy Garland “Hey, 
everybody, let’s put on a play!” quality to book production there: they work like 
crazy on something until the next thing yanks their attention away. I was 
astonished at the spurts and sputters of getting this book into perfectly proofread 
form. The third and fourth time through the galleys, I found myself still dealing 
with stick-it queries—’’Did this really exist then?”-th a t the copy editor usually does 
on the manuscript, and meanwhile the goddamn software glitch that had half the 
quotation marks facing the wrong way hadn’t been solved. So, it’s still strangely 
adventuresome to get a book into print; maybe always has been, maybe always wil 
be.

The next one, by the way, will probably be more like English Creek than 
any of my recent ones. A first-person narrator again, story centered on a one-room 
school during the homestead boom, roughly 1906-1910. I sorted book ideas 
copiously before settling on this one; both of the runner-up ideas have to do with, ai 
yi yi, military stuff, and there’s all too much of that loose in the world right now.

So, that’s it with us. W e’re going to Tucson for a week in late January, and 
Carol is finally going to get me to see Zion and Bryce parks, in April. Otherwise 
we’re pacing along about as usual. You and Italy sound like you’re made for each 
other; what a terrific trip. Wondered if you know the work of Ann Comelisen, in 
the enclosed obit. Seems to me I read something of hers just on the basis of the 
reputation of the writing, Torregreca, maybe. Isn’t Any Four Women Could Rob 
the Bank o f Italy one great title?

love from here,



September 1,2004

Dear Linda

We sure enjoyed seeing you, and Gabe, and his cottage by the lake, and I wish you were around 
to talk politics. Since you and Marshall and our Portland historian friend Bill Lang have all been 
positive about Kerry’s chances, I could use upbeat messages; I have a bad feeling about the Bush 
trash machine. We’ve written checks until our wrists hurt: to Kerry, Patty Murray, Emily’s 
List, America Coming Together.... But will facts win over destruction politics?

As I write this, a thunderstorm is rampaging north on the Sound, producing a downpour-- and 
now hail — as well as innings o f clatter as Ivan is on the phone with a Scribner editor, trying to 
negotiate cover art for the paperback o f Prairie Nocturne. He and the young man who’s 
overseeing the paperback work easily together, but the higher powers have vetoed the first idea: 
an interior o f the Helena theater in the throes o f an earthquake. Now being discussed are possible 
scenes from Gates o f the Mountains, or from Fort Assinniboine. Apparently, the folks who run 
Scribner want the trilogy and PN in the same artistic style, which means that four o f his 
paperbacks will have covers done by an artist whose work doesn’t match Ivan’s writing (see the 
current paperback cover on Dancing at the Rascal Fair). Ahh, publishing as we all know it. We 
won’t hold our collective breath until these new editions land in bookstores; it’ll be a couple of 
years, at least, until all are accounted for.

On the hardback front, life is perky. Ivan and his editor, Becky Saletan, communicate 
wonderfully and, as we may haave told you, she already has seen the first hundred pages o f the 
new novel, which she liked just fine. Becky and her boss at Harcourt will be here in mid- 
September, and I’ve made arrangements for dinner at our favorite downtown restaurant. On 
these occasions “the author never pays,” as was succinctly enunciated years ago by the publicity 
director at one o f his former publishers. Both Becky and Andre, the publisher, are terrific 
advocates o f Ivan’s work and have offered him publication as soon as he can get the ms. 
completed, which he hopes to do in the first quarter o f next year. That holds the possibility o f a 
Fall book in 2005 or, if  that’s too tight, Spring o f 2006.

Ivan’s days are spent commuting between the office and his garden, which you can picture. We 
continue to eat wonderfully, and lately have enough variety o f fruits and berries to serve on a bed 
o f lettuce, with a honey-poppy seed dressing I culled from Joy. We’ve eaten so much fresh food 
that I’ve lost a few pounds without dieting and without trying to and am currently enjoying the 
extra room between waist and waistbands.

There’s Fall in the air now, and the rain and hail probably murdered some of the raspberries. On 
the positive side, did we mention that we’re going to spend the week of September 20 at Ann and 
Marsh’s new house on the Oregon coast? They’re incredibly generous, bless their hearts, and its



still our very favorite part o f the coast, with an enchanting six-mile beach nearby at Nehalem Bay 
State Park, a deli within half a mile to provide lunches, and a favorite restaurant, the Bistro, in 
Cannon Beach.

I hear Ivan’s printer, grinding out the day’s work, and anticipate that we’ll be walking the 
neighborhood as soon as the last vestiges o f storm move away. Time for me to extract myself 
from the iMac.

Do keep in touch. You’re an extraordinary correspondent, with a capacity to be present on the 
printed page. I just looked at our letters files, and our correspondence with you goes back to 
1979. If I excavated far enough, I probably could find post-institute correspondence lots older 
than that. In short, your letters are valued.

Next summer, when you decide to abandon the D.C. humidity, give us a buzz and see if  our guest 
quarters are available for a night or two, OK? Chauffeur service cheerfully provided.

Take care.
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September 8, 2004 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Thanks for your letter, good to hear from you. I should apologize for choosing this day 
to reply, I’m  in a crummy mood. I am sitting shiva for my dog, and I am taking his loss 
harder than the departure o f any husband. He was a Shetland sheepdog, the kind o f 
animal Ivan might know from sheepdom, bred only to assist and obey humans. He had 
worked his fuzzy self into every aspect o f my life, which means I can’t take a step left or 
right without seeing the empty space where that dog ought to be. Damn, this hurts.

And it’s pouring rain, our share o f Hurricane Frances. (I was trying to remember for Fran 
the literary term that says it always rains in sad scenes o f novels). It has been a terrible 
year for hurricanes. This time o f year, the weatherpeople are forever hyperventilating 
about some circular activity in the Caribbean, and most o f it never gets to us. So the 
human mind just BLOCKS the news that a third hurricane is heading for Florida. Can’t 
be, it’s probably one o f those ones that go phhft. It is a melodrama beyond journalism’s 
talent—a gazillion old codgers with just enough brain cells left to take their pills, with no 
air conditioning in that heat. My father lived in Fort Myers for 15 years, and he finally 
yielded to his children’s nagging to return to Pennsylvania where they can give him more 
help. He sold his house and emigrated two months before Hurricane Charley blew half 
the town away. His poker luck apparently holds at age 87.

Speaking o f journalism, what do you think it will take for journalists to start saying out 
loud that all that terrorism is Muslim terrorism? A fascinating challenge in American 
political correctness. Talk about the elephant in the living room! Hoisted on our own 
civil rights.

Okay, the good news. Gabriel— you know, my son the filmmaker—was in Athens to 
film the Olympics. He stayed on for a holiday in the Greek islands (where he found a 
woman, I guess he got over Karen) and phoned me with the news that his movie’s 
premiere is set for this Saturday night at the American Film Institute Theater in 
Washington. How’s that for starters? Evidence enclosed. They called his movie 
“telling,” isn’t that nice? I thought it was commie propaganda myself, the boy is way to 
the left o f me. But I guess he’s not alone out there.

I am reading “Football for Dummies” because Joe Gibbs has returned to Washington—an 
event widely referred to as the Second Coming. I never watched football before or since 
he coached the Redskins, NU graduate that I am, and I never really understood it. If  I 
cared, Eli explained the finer points o f the sport. Joe Gibbs brought this city together 
where politicians and theologians have failed— race, class, and gender—and it will be a 
joy if  that happens again.

Did I tell you Fran spent July in Tanzania? I think I knew that when I saw you. Tout’s 
her big news for the summer, she took marvelous photographs an4 4i4&’t eatuh apy 
jungle diseases. She'll be in Senile off and on for «while |ipw (she’ll be f h p  whet! yoi)



read this, actually) she has an event there every fall. You guys should come sometime, 
you like the environment. Starbucks is the major corporate supporter, and Fran’s 
planning contact is the president o f the company! They’re so cool.

No, I’m sorry I don’t have any consoling news about the Presidential elections. Every 
once in awhile now, I think I’ve lived in Washington too long. I used to understand why 
the electorate does what it does, but I am mystified at the moment. They’re voting for 
George Bush because he makes them feel safe from terrorists? What!?! If he is re
elected, our only hope will be that he ditches his rightwing base when he has no more 
elections to win. Because if  he believes what he says, he’ll stack the Supreme Court and 
we will rue 2004 for generations.

We had a pleasant dinner, didn’t we? Thanks for coming. My brain was burning out, I 
guess, it wasn’t till later that I formulated this question. Ivan has contracted for FOUR 
books— I forgot that he’s not 35 years old. How does this work? Are you never going to 
retire? Does this include a swan song? I know some time back you said you thought 
you would retire in a few years—and then you sign up for a decade o f wordpushing.
Why did you do that? What’s the deal?

I’m taking a class to learn how to teach English as a second language, I’m going to 
volunteer with the Literacy Council. You who have retired from teaching probably think 
that’s dumb, and maybe I will agree with you in short order. But my health is stable 
enough that I’m getting bored, I have to find some use for myself. We’re awash in 
immigrants around here, and I have this longstanding relationship with the English 
language. It’s a nice thing to do for people, don’t you think, to teach them English?

The rain is now pouring down at a 15-degree slant, and the lights just flickered. I better 
get off this computer. Take care.



September 30,2004

Dear Linda

So sorry to hear about your dog. I remember that Ivan’s family did its sheepherding with 
mongrels, and when we visited a competition o f border collies, south o f Edinburgh, years go, he 
marveled at what a fully bred and trained species could do. Nevertheless, Ivan’s non-pedigreed 
dogs were members o f the family, and I recall meeting the last o f them, well loved and eventually 
sorely missed. Are you considering another, albeit different, Shetland?

Thanks for the clipping about Ocean Grove. I get a big kick out o f reading about it, even though I 
have no great desire to see it again. That was then and this is now. At least old OG would be 
largely recognizable, I’ll give it that. We’ll have dinner next week with a son o f my folks’ best 
friends from there. Doug’s four or five years older than I am, and so I knew his younger brother 
better, but it was Doug who went on to business success, climbing to number two or three at 
GTE and retiring early with lots o f cash, before the current communications tangle. He’s 
generous like his father -- would we come have dinner with him at Everett Country club, before 
he closes his house on Whidbey and flies to Florida to see if  his condo has survived the 
hurricanes? Sure, the cook would be delighted.

Here at the homestead, we’re returning to the real world after spending last week at Ann and 
Marsh’s new beach house south o f Cannon Beach. The weather was with us and we did have a 
good time, walking miles o f beach each day, watching the ballet o f pelicans over the waves and 
into the troughs between. And we saw a southbound whale spout, then breach. We wished it a 
prosperous winter down south. We also spent time on their deck, some o f it re-reading favorite 
books. I looked back on Garden o f the Brave in War by Terrence O’Donnell, whom we got to 
know a bit in Portland in his later years. He’d spent a decade teaching, then just living on a farm, 
in Iran, starting in 1957. That was Iran, but his friends were Sunnis who lived in a swirling 
secular, religious, nonlogical, rich world. Terry just reports on this — such as the hunting trip 
that never got around to the hunt — with great fondness. But to read it today is to explain much 
o f our policymakers troubles in thinking about the Middle East.

Ahh, well. As I write this we’re on the cusp o f the first so-called presidential debates, which 
we’ll watch, heaven help us all. Kerry is considered leading in Washington State and, if  that’s the 
way it turns out, it should help Senator Patty Murray, and Attorney General Christine Gregoire, 
who is running for governor against right-winger Dino Rossi.

In the great outdoors, we’re still harvesting raspberries daily, along with limited quantities of 
lettuce and green beans and tomatoes. We’ll have enough for salad tomorrow night when we 
entertain neighbors, the writer David Laskin and his law school prof wife, Kate O’Neill. They’re 
talented and very funny people, and we don’t see enough o f them, which is what we say about 
lots o f friends.



We’re always glad to hear about Gabe and Fran. We wish Gabe much good fortune; he certainly 
seems to be on track for it. And we didn’t know about Fran being in Tanzania. Seattle must 
seem pretty tame to her, after her globetrotting. However, we do have lots o f bucks here, 
including Starbucks, as you mentioned. I see that Fortune has again crowned Bill Gates the 
richest o f the billionaires, and Paul Allen #3. (Warren Buffet continues as #2.) Not that I take 
much stock (which is what Fortune counts) in such lists, but they do have excess. Our 
impression is that Gates and Allen are more dispassionately philanthropic than most o f their rich 
buddies.

You asked about Ivan’s new contract. What happened is that, in the process o f trying to find 
common ground with Scribner, he submitted four proposals. Ultimately, he signed a two-book 
contract with Becky Saletan, o f North Point/FSG, then went with her to Harcourt, when she was 
hired there as editor in chief. Harcourt’s where he wanted to be, anyway, and that feeling was 
validated a couple o f weeks ago when Becky and Harcourt’s publisher, Andre Bernard, came to 
town to touch based with Amazon, Costco, and Elliott Bay. The four o f us assembled for dinner 
downtown and had a splendid evening o f good fellowship. Andre is sky-high on Ivan’s writing 
and says he’s been a fan for 20 years. So. Ivan is working away, trying to get this first book of 
the contract finished and out in the world while all the stars are lined up, You asked about his 
plans for retirement: None. He has more story ideas that will keep him busy a long lifetime. I’m 
enthusiastic about thinking that’s just fine. He doesn’t  loaf well.

Speaking o f stars, while I was writing the last graf the phone rang and Ivan took a call from some 
guy who wants to make Sea Runners into a film. That’s the one that was sold years ago, but the 
small company that bought it shows no sign o f making it. Ivan produced phone numbers for the 
inquirer, then went back to real life -  his ms.

Time for me to be elsewhere. Let us know how the ESL training is going. I liked teaching, and I 
think you’ll find work with the Literary Council challenging and interesting, if  they’ve got things 
well organized.

I’m enclosing a story from yesterday’s WSJ, in case you haven’t seen it. I found it enlightening, 
but i f  you’re tired o f people sending you stuff about MS research, lemme know.



December 7,2004

Dear Carol and Ivan

Hello. Rainy day, sort o f looks like Seattle. The national chamber o f commerce is 
getting to me, have to go buy presents and get them in the mail, etc. Gabriel is coming 
for the holiday, that will be fun.

I have a new dog. I wasn’t going to get another Sheltie. I just a-dore dogs, I want to 
have one o f every breed before I die— ergo, I better get moving down the list. So I go to 
the dog store, and they have 20-25 different breeds all zonked out in their cages. Except 
one, up on his hind legs, telling me he would REALLY like to go home with me, and 
there I was, writing a check for another Sheltie. His name is Lucca, which is Italian for 
light. He has all the bad habits a puppy can have, and he is forgiven nearly every one 
most o f the time.

Have you read “What’s the Matter with Kansas?” I’m on a mission to promote this book. 
Chilling account o f the American culture war, and we have four years to figure out what 
to do about it.

The release o f Gabe’s movie was delayed because the marketing people thought there 
were too many other political documentaries coming out in October, its original release 
date. Last he heard, it’s January now. It’s off the press, or whatever they make movies 
on, I have a copy. It’s on netflix.com and amazon.com, though, so it’s a real movie. It 
got a standing ovation at its Seattle premiere, and he wasn’t even there to enjoy it, he was 
running around the country working on Judy’s global warming movie. He’s working on 
a film in Buffalo now, about a woman who has a baby with Tay-Sachs, and the film will 
include the baby’s death. Ish, as if  it weren’t enough suffering to spend the winter in 
Buffalo.

We loved “Finding Neverland,” think you’d find it inspirational. It inspired me, and I’m 
not even writing anything.

Wow, you are ticking right along on the current book. I’m impressed, slower and slower 
person that I’m becoming. The story must have gotten a good hold on you.

Did I thank you for that New York Times article on MS research? That was exciting 
news—and I have not heard a world about it elsewhere. I mean, I know about the Myelin 
Project, but nobody tells you about the guy behind it or his kicking the scientists’ butts. 
The information channels we have about MS are all controlled/subsidized by the drug 
companies. I went to a lecture last week by the guy who’s the MS guru at NIH, the 
largest source o f research money. It was a good thing I didn’t have high expectations.
He talked about nothing but drugs— not a word about research on what causes MS. The 
latest drug, Antegren, is expected to cost $20,000 a year and “help” 60% o f the people 
who take it. How can they possibly produce an effective drug when they don’t have a 
clue what they’re treating? I just bit my tongue the whole evening, but several people



asked hostile questions. About four times, he said, “As this audience is well aware, we 
don’t know much about MS.” Then he talked some more about drugs “in the pipeline.” 
I’ve known almost from the getgo that medical science isn’t going to be a bit o f help to 
me, but you have to feel terrible for the young people who believe this snake oil is going 
to save them.

I’m teaching English to a nanny from the Dominican Republic. What a power trip this 
teaching stuff is! I love it. Teaching her a word she does not know, and then hearing her 
use it the next week. Cool!

I’d better take the puppy out, it’s almost time for him to pee on my carpet. Be well, and 
have a lovely Christmas and new year.



January 13, 2005

Dear Linda

For Seattle, it’s kind o f wintry, with a decoration o f snow a couple o f times in the past week, and 
now an afternoon that’s just a little too cold to go prune something in the garden. Ivan, for his 
part, now has a second coldffame out back, and he’s growing leaf lettuce year round. For this 
cold spell, he’s rigged a trouble light into each mini-greenhouse, which seems to provide enough 
warmth to keep them healthy, and at night he tucks them into frost blankets. Meanwhile, he has 
catalogued diligently, and seeds for the next season are arriving almost daily. We do eat 
wonderfully: we had dinner-sized salads a couple o f days ago, decorated with plums and berries 
from the freezer and from some grapes and an apple that I reluctantly bought.

W e’ll tear ourselves away from this on the 22nd, to spend a week in Tucson, visiting friends and 
at favorite haunts. We’ll eat wonderfully there, too, but with a whole lot more calories. Alaska 
takes us nonstop, with airtime o f about two and a half hours. Even us lazy travelers think that’s 
not too bad.

When we get back it’ll be time to have big trees downslope pruned, a nearly annual rite which we 
skipped last year and so must attend to soon.

We look forward to another summer around the property, with maybe a few adventures 
elsewhere thrown in. Would you believe that on April 17 we’ll celebrate our 40th anniversary? 
Ann and Marsh have offered their beach house for that week, and we’ll likely do that, since Ivan 
has signed up for a book event in Portland the next Saturday. Besides, we can’t think of 
anyplace else, except home, where we’d rather be. I regard the sound o f the surf as nature’s 
symphony. We hope, too, to visit friends in Montana at some point. Beyond that, we’ve 
promised ourselves a trip to Santa Fe, though that may take another year. With a newfound 
Sheltie, I suppose you’re at home for awhile, too, hmmm? Or does this Sheltie yearn for travel in 
Italy?

Meanwhile, Ivan continues to make progress on the novel, and expects it to be complete no later 
than Memorial Day. I can hear him tapping the PowerMac as I write this. His editor Becky 
advises him to take his time and they’ll publish in early Spring 2006. She says they want time to 
treat it right and do all the requisite marketing. We’re for that.

On the politcal front, Chris Gregoire was sworn in as governor yesterday, after winning the hand 
count (so the Dems who paid for it will get their money back from the state) by 129 votes out of 
approximately 2.9 million cast. The Republicans aren’t through: they’re charging vote 
irregularities. However, the Democrats hold slim margins in both houses o f the state legislature, 
so the GOP will have to try to win in the courts. Stay tuned for more soap opera. My concern 
is that if  Rossi is indeed denied the governorship, he’ll run in two years for Senate against Maria



Cantwell, who beat Slade Gorton four years ago in a contest that needed a recount. Cantwell is a 
good, bright person who made, and then lost, a fortune working for RealNetworks, but she’s no 
Patty Murray as a votegetter. To my absolute delight, the underrated (by opponents) Murray is 
the biggest votegetter in the state. But onward to the next battle.

Ivan’s just rousting me out for a walk o f the neighborhood, so I’ll wind this up.

I loved hearing that you’re teaching English to a nanny from the Dominican Republic. It warms 
my teacher’s heart; tell us more.



April, 2005 

Dear Carol and Ivan

Somewhere over the years I forgot the day, but I remember the month and year. (I was 
there!) Sorry about this schmaltzy card, but it was the only 40th anniversary card they 
were selling, and how many chances do I get? Happy day, I’ll bet you’ve ¿ough t up 
some fitting celebration.

I’m killing time, ten minutes until I go tutor my nanny. She’s doing very well. I couldn’t 
get a peep out o f her when we started in October, and now she starts chattering away 
about any subject that’s on her mind. Nowhere close to correct English, but good enough 
that I understand her 90% of the time. The language lessons have taken on political 
overtones, as she has learned the words to tell me she is hideously overworked by her 
employer and learning English is her ticket out o f there. Free Carmen Arrias! Free 
Carmen Arrias!

We had a pretty poor excuse for a winter this year, only two decent snows and both o f 
them in the same week. I got a walker, which is a serious life-stage thing in MS, but it’s 
actually progress in my case. My balance is such that I haven’t been well-advised to set 
foot in snow for 5 years. But even with a major MS hit, the amazing human brain can 
find new pathways to its goals—that’s one o f the reasons people can have MS for years 
before they realize it. And my balance is actually a tad improved, enough that I felt if  I 
had something to hang on to, I could perform heroic tasks like getting the mail in a 
snowstorm. Tada!

No big news here at the end o f winter. Gabe’s financial plan for moving to Seattle was 
that his New York friends would continue to hire him to work on their movies— except, 
by and large, it didn’t work. And then, all o f a sudden it did. He’s been booked solid for 
six months with Oscar-winning docmakers. So he’s paying a fortune for that little cabin 
on the lake, and he’s hardly ever there. He’s been dating a girl that he thinks I’d approve 
of—would I like having a physical therapist in the family or what? How he gets her to 
wait around when he’s gone so much o f the time, I haven’t asked.

He’s making (among other things) a movie called Melting Planet. It’s about global 
wanning, it’s by Judith Whatsemame who made Blue Vinyl. They have a massive 
equipment truck that says Global Warming in very large and colorful letters on the side, 
they park it in my driveway when they’re in Washington. The neighbors just don’t know 
what to think.

Gotta go tutor.

Okay, I’m back.



I’m playing the stock market online, it’s not much different from playing slots—press the 
key, there goes your money. I’ve been in the market before, it’s how I made the money 
to put the kids through college. (My father had a cigar box on his top shelf for his poker 
money, but that’s a different story.) American Express and Fidelity have been putting me 
in mutual funds for five years, and they pissed me off. I’m  starting to think mutual funds 
are a gimmick to replace the money they used to make by charging us $100 to buy the 
stock we told them to buy. I hope I’m not setting myself up for an ulcer, it doesn’t feel 
like a good time to be getting in the market. Most o f my research says the U.S. economy 
is about to go to hell. I’m buying any company that sells things to the Chinese, plus 
Walmart who sells things they make there. Are you guys still trading stocks? Any hot 
tips?

Hasn’t it been a news season—Terry Schiavo, Michael Jackson’s trial, sundry murders. I 
don’t honestly know if  we’re better off knowing as much as we do about the media, or if  
ignorant people sleep better. Lord, speaking o f things going to h e ll . . .

My father had another bad fall (he’s nearly blind from glaucoma), shattered his hip, and 
tried his best to die for a couple months. But turns out it’s not that easy, and he’s now 
back in the rehab center in Franklin getting physical therapy and proposing to rich 
widows. Speaking o f Terry Schiavo, his fall led to a major family debate about whether 
to honor his requests or keep him plugged into machines. (Charlotte won, most o f the 
time. She’s married to a pharmacist, which she thinks makes her a fricking expert.) A lot 
o f the winter was spent on that, you would have been grateful to be only children. He’s 
one tough old bird.

So is Max Miller, Clint’s father. He will be 90 next month, Fran and Gabe are going to 
Des Moines for his birthday.

Guess that’s all I know. I hope the book is coming along nicely and that the sun comes 
out soon in Seattle. Happy anniversary!



May 10, 2005

Dear Linda

The rhodies not only are in bloom, but they're beginning to wane. It's 
been a beautiful Spring, even the weeds that I laughingly call grass are 
green, and we’re enjoying it all while it lasts, figuring that after that 
comes the Summer drought and eyepopping water bills. We think the 
season is about a month ahead of where it used to be.

Ivan's garden, which has produced lettuce, spinach and kale all Winter, 
is so prolific now that he's been giving some away. The blueberry 
bushes and the fruit trees look healthy, the onions and garlic are 
growing, along with the pea vines and junior-sized bean plants. And 
we're almost to the Copper River salmon run, which is close to nirvana 
for us hard-core afficianados.

When he's not outside tending, Ivan has been finishing the novel-in
progress. He figures he'll have a full draft either late this week or 
sometime next week, and then he can edit happily until we head for a 
short trip to California on June 5, when he'll pop it in the mail to his 
editor. It's going well, though we did have an equipment crisis the week 
before we left for the Oregon coast and the celebration of our 40th. He 
uses a PowerMac with an HP laser printer, both heavy-duty equipment 
and both 9 years old this month. The printer suffered a major paper 
snarl, which Ivan cleared in shreds and after which the printer would 
not pick up paper. So I went out to buy a new one, only to find that the 
port which connects the printer and computer is obsolete, so no new 
printer. OK, I thought, I'll get the old one fixed. Called around and found 
a tech in deepest Lynnwood, and when I called back a few days later to 
urge him on -  Ivan is meanwhile operating with no printer -- he takes a 
look and tells me he knows what's wrong, but he can't get parts. What 
we need, he says, is an HP 2100 M, for which there are parts. I found 
one in a little shop on 65th just off Roosevelt, but the tech there isn't a 
Mac guy, and he didn't know how to make it talk to our PowerMac. And 
so we went off to Oregon, with the thing still in limbo. On our return we 
did get a Mac expert to walk us through -- not hard if you just know what 
to do -  and Ivan's now back in business. Ahhh, computer 
obsolescence.

The coast was fine, though our rendezvous with Ann and Marsh didn't 
materialize because, after they'd opened the house, they both came 
down with a nasty bug that's been around, which causes terrible 
coughing. Instead of the original plans, we'll see them tomorrow in 
Edmonds at the Provinces, where we normally meet monthly for laughs



and lots ot grub.

On our own on the coast, and with a house to call our own for the week, 
we did a lot of beachwalking, as is our custom, but this time came 
across a sight we hadn't encountered before: a beaver body-surfing in 
the ocean! When we try this on friends they say, ” Do you mean an 
otter?" uh,uh. It had that unmistakable tail. When a park ranger came 
by to shoo the beaver back across the dunes, he said one occasionally 
comes over for salt. The critter wouldn't shoo, and when we came back 
along that beach after our walk, there it was, heading toward the 
seafront in the small town of Manzanita.

We also visited Fort Clatsop, the re-creation, insofar as possible, of the 
Lewis and Clark expedition's winter quarters. I've always like the name 
Clat-SOP, which wonderfully sums up L&C's 112 days on the coast, 
during which it rained on I00. December and January will mark the 
200th anniversary of their stay, and we have friends who'd like to see it 
during Christmas break. We may do it, though we can be sure that we 
won't be alone.

So that's some of what we've been up to.

In your last letter you asked about any investing ideas. Don't I wish. I'm 
baffled, while Ivan has done well so far with some preferreds, among 
his holdings. On the other hand, one of 'em is GM.

So -  you gonna come see us? We still have some room in the calendar 
between June 11 an^Labor Day. Think about it.



June 13,2005

Dear Carol and Ivan

Help, I’m being held hostage . . .  My telephone is out, it died last Thursday and Verizon 
said they could manage to get a repairman here today . . .  Monday. I’m waiting for him. 
And also the men who will replace the ceramic tile in my kitchen. Tiles keep breaking, 
and the installer finally admitted there must be some flaw in the subflooring. What 
efficiency. . .  waiting for two fixers at once.

Hope your anniversary was a fit celebration.

Thanks for your invitation to Seattle, I will accept someday. I’m not coming to Seattle 
this summer, Gabriel is coming to Washington next month for a college friend’s 
wedding. So that will be my semi-annual reunion with him.

I got a digital camera. Big step forward in technology for me, I’m not much o f a 
technology freak. Like most o f this stuff, it has 37 bells and whistles I won’t remember 
how to use, all o f which complicate learning how to operate the three functions I will.
But the tiny little gizmo does take very good pictures, and it’s a simple matter to get them 
on the computer and e-mail them to faraway people.

My stock portfolio is doing fine. It’s fun, except Wall Street is kind o f sucking its thumb 
about where we are in the business cycle. There are so many “professionals” investing 
other people’s money in stocks, they have formulas instead o f instincts. They’re very 
predictable, I’ve had good luck making money off them. They’ve messed me up a couple 
times. When Google’s earnings go up, they sell Yahoo, everything is a “play” now. Lots 
o f new “rules” to learn, but it only costs $10 to sell a stock position, so mistakes are 
cheap if  you move fast. Out o f all o f them, though, Starbuck’s is still my shining star.
I bought it the day after September 11, just to prove that I knew Armageddon hadn’t 
come.

My garden is spectacular. We had the coolest spring in 40 years, which allowed me to 
spend more time planting and fussing. I’m sure I told you I had a fence built. That 
inspired all kinds o f landscaping. . .  you can’t let a good fence go to waste. I have many 
beautiful vines climbing it. But the heat has arrived, all good things must end. So except 
for an early morning stroll, I mostly look at the garden out the window.

You know Ben Baldwin died. That one sort o f jumped off the page at me. I probably 
owe the man my life . . .  I have no doubt it was his recommendation that got me the 
scholarship to Northwestern, and everything else has flowed from that. But we had a 
fight in my freshman y ear . . .  I was pissed that Medill taught not a word o f writing in the 
freshman curriculum, so I took Creative Writing in the English department. I loved it and 
wanted to take another class the next quarter, and Ben o f course was my advisor. He was 
so mad, he got me into Medill and there I was thumbing my nose at it. He yelled at me



and refused to sign my schedule. Our relationship was at cross-purposes ever after, and I 
never figured out what to do about it. RIP, Mr. Baldwin.

My children are getting middle-aged, they don’t make as much news as they used to. 
Same old, same old, pretty much. Fran is getting those fertility shots, the kind that get 
you quadruplets. She has a blocked fallopian tube. She would get pregnant the old- 
fashioned way in time, it just takes longer. But she’s 35 and she wants 2 children, so 
she’s not into patience.

Ah, the tile guys are here. See ya.



17277 15th Avenue NW 
Seattle 9S177 
November 5, 2005

Dear Linda

I've grudgingly accomplished my weekly cleanup of email, which I tolerate at ail 
mainly to keep in touch with my cousin Barbara, who seems to migrate between 
Florida, where she's supposed to be retired, and Ethiopia, where she gets short- 
term assignments to teach Sudanese children from the tribes she previously 
worked with. Sure enough there was a cryptic message that there'd been trouble 
(not involving her, but threatening nonetheless) and that she'd be leaving on the 
8th. We should all be so lively at age 81.

Now that I've trashed all the spam I feel a powerful urge to write a civilized letter.

I'm looking out over the iMac, to a sailboat race on the Sound in the soft light of a 
partially foggy afternoon. It's a bonus of this property that races from Shilshole 
often reverse right out in front of us, and we've been watching spinnakers spill as 
theyjseverse. We're having weather: lots of rain down here the last week, and 

snow in the mountains. Crystal opened today, the earliest since 1977 
and a joy to skiers who were skunked last year. Every green thing on our land Is 
smiling, and I'm planning our usual January week in Tucson. Ivan still is bringing in 
lettuce, though not in the quantities of summer. Enough that we'll have big dinner 
salads tonight, topped with wild Alaska coho -- previously frozen of course at this 
time of year.

I sent you a card from Montana and it was a particularly wonderful trip even beyond 
the ideal shirtsleeves weather in that Ivan came home with the enthusiasm for his 
next novel. But, oops, his two-book contract with Harcourt (where he's very happy) 
called for a nonfiction book. This was the result of his first having tried to reach 
agreement with Scribner, and then having that transferred when he moved to 
Harcourt. He hesitantly phoned his agent Liz, who said, "Ivan, no one's going to 
mind if you write fiction. Send me a prospectus."

She was back on the phone hours after receiving it, saying "I love it" and promising 
to call Ivan's editor Becky promptly. Less than 24 hours later she reported that 
Becky is just as enthusiastic, the contract will be amended, and they'll send Ivan 
more money. We were astounded, never having thought of, or heard of, such a 
bonanza. I mean, we can always use an extra $50,000.

We'll have it by the end of the year, but I went right ahead and bought a new Honda 
Civic meanwhile. Not that l can get it for another month anyway, so popular is the 
new model. Ivan teases me that I'm spending $19,500 for a shopping cart, i.& a 
sedan with a trunk that will have a cargo net for the Costco purchases that now fly 
around inside our Honda CRV, whieh is an ideal vehicle for all else.



We've also had the entire lower floor recarpeted, matching it to the indestructible 
earthtone nylon that's smiled in the garden room for six years. That, of course 
meant moving all the furniture, and that meant unloading our three four-drawer file 
gabinets, so we cleaned them out, too. We've passed the seven-year mark in this 
house, and I guess we got the itch.

My personal report is less fun, though I'm going to be fine in the long run. I've come 
down with the damnedest pair of rheumatnogical diseases. Wouldn't you think that 
I could just have some simple osteoarthritis? But no. In mid-July I went to bed one 
night feeling fine and woke up the next moning having great difficulty in moving.
My lower legs were stiff and sore and it didn't seem to be joints, but tissues. Upper 
arms, too, and sore shoulders. Well, I thought, it'll go away; and we were busy with 
summer and company, and my doctor was on sabbatical. By the time we headed 
for Montana 1 was realizing that the movement of my jaw was constricted. It got 
worse — hard to shovel in the cereal. Then came a sore blood vessel in the right 
temple, headaches, spikes of temperature and fatigue. By the time I got home and 
got referred to a rheumatologist I definitely needed one. The minute the 
rheumatologist saw my referral he was on the phone at 2 p.m. on a Wednesday 
afternoon, and he wanted to see me right then. When he called I was packing to 
join Ivan on a short trip to Sun Valley. I came home and unpacked: watch out for 
side effects of the medicine, he told me, and if there are any, report at once. There 
weren't, but who knew.

That was just a month ago. He told me that I have two kinds of inflammation: 
polymyalgia rheumatica, which usually hits joints but shows up in my tissues and, 
worse yet, inflammatiion of the arteries, temporal arteritis. That one's treated as an 
emergency, since inflamed arteries can cause vision loss. As a result I started 
high-dose prednisone right then, the inflammation has abated, and that concern 
has vanished. Now we're into what I think of as the artillery phase: blast the 
inflammation long and hard enough that it will be permanently eliminated, then 
begin the rebuilding phase of tapering off the steroid routine. I'm told this normally 
takes somewhere between eight months and two years, but no one knows, really. 
Nor do they know why anyone gets this stuff; they do know it hits healthy people 
over 50. Huh. I'm tolerating the medicines (five prescriptions: four of 'em to abate 
the effects of the prednisone). And that's enough medical report.

We've got 17 coming to Thanksgiving this year, and there's always room for more if 
you can make it, this year or any year. This time we add another Innis Arden writer, 
David Laskin, his wife Kate O’Neill, a prof at UW law school, and their two 
daughters, both high school juniors. David's also a full-time writer and most 
recently has written The Children's Blizzard, an account of a deadly midwest 
weather disaster. And the third writer will be Bill Calvin, whom we first met on Paul 
Allen’s Alaska trip. He's a psychiatrist and behavioral scientist at UW med school, 
is a global thinker and has most recently written A Brain for All Seasons: Human 
Evolution and Abrupt Climate Change. It's a mind-blower that l recommend you



borrow from your library. It won the Phi Beta Kappa prize in seienee in 2002 and 
begins: "One of the most shocking scientific realizations of all time has slowly 
been dawning on us: the earth's climate does great flip-flops every few thousand 
years, and with breathtaking speed. Many times in the lives of our ancestors, the 
climate abruptly cooled, just within several years.”

OK. Your turn. How bad can things get in D C.? We read the NY Times diligently 
and wish we could get the Washington Post. 1 have no clue what to do about this 
out-of-control administration except keep writing checks. I'm about to write one to 
Maria Cantwell. Today the Times lead book reviewer, Michiko Kakutani did a 
stunning review of The Next A t t a c k ,  by a couple of Clinton's counterterrorism 
advisers. She thinks they’re right on the mark and cites half a dozen other books 
that cohere. In a sense this is not news, but the detail from the inside apparently is 
riveting.





March 1, 2006

Dear Linda

it’s been colder than usual here, and you’d enjoy watching Ivan tuck in his lettuces 
at night. He has frost blankets for a couple of the raised beds, and light bulbs for 
the two cold frames. Consequently, we've managed some homegrown salads 
each week, decorated with kale, spinach, sorrel and parsley. Despite the weather, 
the blueberries are well into bud, and I look forward to filling our half-size freezer 
during the summer.

A few days ago we got out between bluster and rainstorm to plant more heather out 
back. It's a joy to have the color during the winter. After all, we can't be in Tucson 
all the time. Nor would we want to be. A week is just right to pat some Saguaros 
and fill our tummies with southwest and Latin food. As I think I said on my card, it's 
dry and dusty. They've had no winter precip, and the population keeps expanding. 
An environmentally oriented friend says he thinks it'll take apocalypse to get any 
building restrictions into place. So after a week we gratefully come back to the 
green of the Northwest.

Ivan will be traveling this summer, with The Whistling Season set for publication on 
June I. He's to tour east, but on a frantic schedule, so I'm not coming. If it's Tuesday 
it must be Philadelphia; Wednesday, Boston; Thursday, D.C., and Friday, New 
York. I think he'll be in your neighborhood on June 15, but I don't have details yet. 
He expects he'll be assigned to the usual places, but if you're going to be around, 
you might check us later.

He’ll also get to Denver, Salt Lake, San Francisco. Then in July I’ll go on the 
Montana tour, as well as the usual Northwest haunts. And next month we get to 
spend a weekend in Nebraska, at the National Homestead Monument, and meet 
the current poet laureate, who's a Nebraskan. Sounds interesting, and the go- 
getting ranger in charge there will sneak me onto the electronic ticket.

Meanwhile, Ivan is working away on his World War II novel, The Eleventh Man, 
having promised his editor three chapters before the tour begins. It's a complicated 
story that'll keep him busy for quite a while.

I am, as usual, doing what I want, and having fun with my new car (my grocery cart), 
a new Honda Civic. It's a completely redesigned model, with lots of safety features 
and lots of pep. A friend asked me if I needed a new car, and I said no, I just 
wanted one. It's kind of a morale booster while I fight inflammatory diseases, and 
that's coming along well, though it'll be many more months of prednisone, at best.

I'm enclosing a WSJ article about childhood MS, which touts research possibilities. 
Thought you might find it interesting; I did. And how’s it going. What're you up to?



December 5,2005

Dear Carol and Ivan

Hello, how are you? There’s a snowstorm moving in, that always puts me a letter-writing 
mood, for some reason.

Not a lot to report, though. I have new puppies, I could print you a picture. There are 
two o f them, and I can’t tell them apart. They’re bichons, very different from Norm. 
Shelties are smart and dignified and understand English. These guys are stupid and cute 
and funny; they like to give me kisses and pee on the carpet.

It’s been quite a news year, yes? Tsunamis, busted levees, a screwed-up war, corrupt 
Republicans, Presidential approval ratings in the tank, the loss o f all three o f the guys 
who explained the world to us for so long. ABC News has taken to running “news you 
can use” stories about hazards and scams, you can tell Peter is gone. And Tom Brokaw’s 
successor sounds like a used-car dealer advertising his Memorial Day sale.

I have a new friend, you can’t guess who. Peter Koenig’s daughter! She has multiple 
sclerosis, and he sicced her on me for advice and comfort. One day I came home and 
there was a message from her on my answering machine, I played it ten times before I 
believed my ears. She is an artist on the faculty o f the university in Eugene. She 
complains about her father (and new stepmother), and I always take her side. Lord, you 
live long enough, life can get complex.

Gabriel is making a film about the contemporary lifestyle o f the Lakota, living in a motel 
in Martin, South Dakota for six weeks. He has to work all day Thanksgiving, Christmas, 
and New Years to capture how the Lakota observe those holidays. His cell phone doesn’t 
work because there are no towers. The life o f the filmmaker can be hard. He has a new 
girlfriend, Alexis, she’s jailbait, that’s all I know about her. She just graduated from 
college, and she’s moving in with him which is another reason he’s not happy to be in 
South Dakota. He said he loved his winter coat, that it’s really neat to be out filming a 
whiteout and be perfectly warm. I’ve often thought, as I put on my down jacket, how 
different it would be to attend Northwestern University with modem winter gear.

Did I tell you I got a scholarship? Oh, that was a hoot. I did, I got a scholarship to the 
community college to take a course on teaching English as a second language. You do it 
just like olden times—fill out some forms and write a heart-wrenching essay. And I can 
still do it! Actually taking the class was harder, three hours o f sitting in those damn 
chairs that haven’t changed a whit. But now I know everything there is to know about 
ESL, and the only question is what to do with my education. I should start teaching 
classes instead o f tutoring individuals, there are thousands o f people in Montgomery 
County on waiting lists to learn English. But I have to be careful not to get myself in a 
situation that’s too stressful. I ain’t teaching no three-hour classes.



It has a great effect on you, to have regular contact with people from underdeveloped 
countries. Most Americans are such WUSSES compared to my students. (I asked 
Carmen once, “Do you have breakfast, lunch, and dinner in the Dominican Republic?” 
She gave me this blank look and said, “Yes, when we have food.”) They are good for 
me, I admire them tremendously. My Bolivian student is illegal, she makes $3.50 an 
hour and saves most of it to pay coyotes to bring her five sons across the Mexican border. 
She has one more son to go, so I’ll take great interest in Mr. Bush’s new attentions to 
immigration policy.

And Kaya will be an American citizen soon. He’s gone through all the hoops, it’s taken 
more than ten years and five thousand dollars for lawyers. The FBI has to do his 
background check (keeping in mind that his name is Huseyin Kaya), and godonly knows 
how long that takes these days. But we’re going to throw a very big party when they get 
done.

Did you see “Good Night and Good Luck”? Good movie. “Capote,” too. It was a 
dreadful year for film until November, when they unveil the few good movies they’ve 
been hiding. The studios must make the theater operators crazy.

That’s all I know. Eager to hear what’s afoot with Ivan’shook and the next book. Best 
wishes for your holidays.



March 4 ,2006

Hello Carol and Ivan

I’m listening to the Metropolitan Opera on the radio, but it’s intermission 
now and experts are chatting, so I’ll skip that part. It’s Romeo and Juliet, 
sort o f a 5 on my 10-point opera scale, I get a lot o f housework done 
when the opera is on, today I’m in search o f mouse poop. For the second 
time in 25 years, I had mice invading my house through the hole cut in the 
siding for the air conditioning Cable. They came through the back o f the 
kitchen cabinets, into the drawers in search o f fallen crumbs. I pulled out 
my silverware drawer to make breakfast one morning, and there was a 
mouse in my spoons! Straight to the hardware store for steel wool and 
caulk, now I just have to erase the evidence.

Fve been cleaning the basement— 40 years o f American material 
consumption, sooooo much stuff. I’ve only reduced it by half, I’m not 
ready to throw out my whole life yet. Fortunately, one o f my favorite 
English students just rented a house for herself, four sons, and one o f their 
girlfriends. Bolivian illegals, they were all packed into a tiny apartment, 
saving every penny to pay coyotes $20,000 to bring up her husband and 
one last son. They were thrilled to get a house but didn’t have a stick o f 
furniture. Omarlini, my dear, you and I were destined to meet. You find a 
truck, and I’ll clean my basement.

I had a job interview this week, I’m praying that I don’t get it. There are 
2000 people on the county’s waiting list to learn English, and they have 
my name as a recent graduate o f the college ESOL course. I do agree that 
I should be putting my new skills to better use, but I’m not sure how many 
hours I can handle without aggravating my MS. I think this one is a little 
too much.

Did I tell you that I love the title o f The Whistling Season? My favorite 
since Dancing at the Rascal Fair. Do give us a holler i f  you have a break 
in Washington, we’d love to see you. Hopefully, you can see Miss 
Frances be pregnant. She’s in her tenth week, and the doctor is optimistic 
he’s solved the problems she’s had in the past. Late September, there’s 
cause to believe I’ll finally be a grandmother. She’s very happy, feeling 
well and all aglow.

Thanks for the MS clip. I do know there’s a lot o f buzz about pediatric 
MS, but I didn’t care much. No one had pointed out that it might produce 
clues about the cause o f the problem, that would be good. The 
Washington Post never carries a word about MS, except the wire service 
stories that I read on the Internet the day before.



My health is good, stable. I have a neurologist I like who comes up with 
alternative-therapy ideas every once in a while and doesn’t annoy me 
about taking those damn $20,000 shots. There was all kinds o f excitement 
about Tysabri, $30,000 shots that were in clinical trials, and I was worried 
he would try to make me take that. But then it killed several people, so 
nobody’s bothered me further. Until they get a clue what MS is, I’m not 
buying their best guess about what makes it better.

Guess what, I’ve taken Prednisone every day for four years and have to 
take it for the rest o f my life. So far, it’s caused diabetes, hypertension, 
osteopenia, and it represses my immune system so I contract every cold 
that comes through Washington. It’s for eosinophilic pneumonia, which 
was caused by the $20,000 shots. It’s fatal, and there’s no other treatment 
for it. But I feel fine!

I ’m thinking I’d like to go to Santa Fe and Taos, I’ve never been there, 
what do you think? It’s an Elderhostel jaunt, I travel with old people 
because I can keep up with them. I ADORE the adobe architecture. It’s 
in May, before it gets too hot.

I don’t know if  I’m coming to Seattle this year, I don’t know what’s going 
on with Gabe, and he can’t tell me much two months in advance. I have a 
houseguest from Tel Aviv coming in October, she has MS and I’ve talked 
to her about twice a week for five years. So that and Santa Fe may be my 
excitement for this year. We’ll see.

Your gardens sound yummy, I’m jealous. I could be planting greens now, 
it’s not too early, but it’s about 45 degrees out there and the wind is 
blowing like crazy. It’s on my To Do list when it gets a little warmer.

Isn’t the Bush administration just a  horror? It reminds me o f LBJ, I don’t 
think the country has a clue what he’s doing to the economy. Somebody 
(I forget who) said this week that Bush has borrowed more money than all 
the US Presidents before him—put together. And why does the nation let 
him go on ignoring the data about global warming? I so wish the 
Democrats would find us a messiah for 2008.

And on that note, Romeo and Juliet are singing away. Looking forward to 
the new book, good to hear from you. Take care.



March 15, 1006

Dear Linda

Santa Fe in May. What a terrific idea. That provides this quick response to your 
letter, to encourage your wanderings. We've not been for some years and we've 
been talking about when we might shake loose some time, but it won't be this May 
since the book tour looms. But our favorite times would be May or Septober, when 
the weather should be good, and when the town is not overwhelmed by tourists, as 
we read it is in summer.

Many dollars can be spent in restaurants, but it's not necessary since we've always 
found small places we've liked a lot. Drinks in the bar at La Fonda provide lots of 
people watching, and they used to have free munchies that could turn into an 
evening meaj, As to the sociology, we once saw a golden girl -- surely from 
Californiai{%howing friends her shopping: a pair of western boots in light blue 
suede. We still chuckle over that. On the other hand, locals were there, too. There 
are fewer locals now, since many have been priced out of the housing market, a 
case study of economic dislocation.

Yes, there's plenty of adobe, and wonderful museums, and much more. To get 
more of a feel of the area, we'd recommend short trips out of town. No doubt the 
tour will provide some of this, but perhaps in freejim e several of you could rent a 
car and see some on your own. To the northvliaslrfor example, via highways 503 
and 76, is the village of Las Trampas, where that delightful film The Milagro 
Beanfield War was filmed. Some several years ago when we were there we felt 
transported to another time, place and culture. There are, of course, the pueblos, 
and Bandelier National Monument near Los Alamos, which took us back even 
farther in time. And so on.

There's also a book of stories, some of them originally published in The New 
Yorker, Behind the Mountains, by Oliver LaFarge. If it's out of print, perhaps your 
library or a used book emporium could provide a copy. It essentially tells stories 
from the 1920s and is set on a sheep ranch owned by his wife's family. I haven't 
read it in a while, but I recall being unsure about what was fact and what was 
fiction. A typical reporter's view, I guess, in a world that seems ever more sloppy 
about making such basic distinctions. Anyway, it's a good read.

So, do go, and send us a postcard, and write us afterward about the details.

Come summer, if you get a chance to get to Seattle, of course the guest room is 
yours whenever we're around. Because of the book tour, Ivan will be gone most of 
June, but I’ll be on site, trying to keep his garden from drying up and blowing away.. 
In July we’ll be careening about in the CRV, with 10 days of that in Montana, a trip I 
look forward to. August and beyond are yet to be invented.



Meanwhile, Ivan's working on his World War II novel, from which he'll have to 
extract himself to get back to The Whistling Season, which is old news to us by 
now. The extracting had better begin tomorrow, when he attends the Pacific 
Northwest Booksellers semi-annual shindig. On Friday I'll go to breakfast with him 
and cheer him on as he talks to the assembled multitude. This time it's being held 
at the Airport Hilton; ahh, the glamor of the writing life. Thank goodness 
booksellers are good folks to be around.

On the medical front we were encouraged to hear that you're feeling fine. I was 
interested to learn that you're on a long-term regimen of prednisone. How many 
mgs. day do you take? Mine is supposed to work it's way down to zero if all goes 
well, as it has so far. I'm at 14 mgs. a day, and after two weeks it'll go to 13, and so 
on. This is not a rapid process. I'm also getting rid of the beta blocker, since my 
blood pressure has stabilized, and I'm feeling a lot more normal. I resist 
medications, as I know you do, but when there's no reasonable choice we do it 
anyway.

Time for me to get a few chores done before our furniture maker arrives. He's the 
one who did our living room bookcase and the table and bench at the end of the 
hall. Now we want him to do a living room chair and accompanying side table to 
replace an aging Ekorness. He's busy, and surprised that in the last year half of his 
business has come through his website, so we figure it'll take awhile for our dream 
to become reality.

Best to all the family, especially Fran. We hope she's continuing to do w elllf^



12 May ‘06

Linda, hiya—

That was so good, to get the postcard from Santa Fe and think of you there. 
The sun on those walls and the meander of those streets back into time, drinks in 
the lobby of the La Fonda-damn, but Carol and I have had good times there.

This is quicker than quick-it’s still dark out, and the first of the morning’s 
Alaska cruise ships just went by-but I have a heap of stuff to take to the post office 
when it opens and want to get this book off to you while I have a chance. Things 
are breaking well for it so far. Ecstatic phone calls from the publishing house 
yesterday: Oprah’s magazine, the eponymous(?) O, gave it a rave, put it up there 
with Dickens. Meanwhile People is considering a review and so we’ve been 
scurrying around for mug shots of me with absolutely no facial shadows and other 
persnicketies they demand.

Meanwhile my booktour is looming, and the Washington schedule is tighter 
than usual: fly in from Boston the morning of Thursday, July 15, supposedly in 
time to be interviewed on Diane Rehm’s NPR show (done at WAMU), live, 11-12; 
I’ll likely get packed around by the literary escort to sign stock in bookstores some 
in the afternoon, Harcourt seems to like that kind of thing; then the reading at 
Politics & Prose at 7. As much as I want to see you, you should not bend yourself 
out of shape to get to P&P or whatever, hear? I should receive more schedule 
details but the way publishing house publicity departments work, I may not have 
'em until the weekend before I come. How about if I call you then, see how things 
stand with both of us? Or if you have any brainstorm in the meantime about if and 
how we might get together, call here.

W e’re both doing well; Carol is being stepped down, milligram by 
milligram, on the Prednisone regimen. She as ever adores this booktour stuff, can 
hardly wait to get in the Honda CRV for the ten-day tour of Montana stores. 
Whereas I am living in 1943, hanging around with my WWII characters for the 
next novel. She tells me I am working better than ever; I have no idea whether she 
is right, but love her so much I care not.

The post office beckons. Hugs and tickles,
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October 15, 2006

Dear Linda

Congratulations, and welcome to grandmotherhood. You're no doubt already 
having fun with Max, a name we recognize as being carried into a new generation. 
We much appreciate your sending the pix along.

It’s a rainy Sunday morning in Seattle, allowing me to settle comfortably at the iMac 
to catch up with you. We're home from our second tour of Montana, the first having 
happened in July, when Ivan did signings at 9 stores to terrific results. This latest 
trip combined for a trifecta: pre-holiday stock signings for the stores; lots more 
research for his novel-in-progress (we came back with more than 300 photocopied 
pages, plus notes and photos); and two gangbusters appearances at the Montana 
Humanities Council's Festival of the Book, in Missoula.

Ivan and Bill Kittredge, who has written much but at age 74 has just seen his first 
novel into print, were the readers for the Gala Evening at a wonderful old 
downtown theater, the Wilma. They packed the place, which holds about 700. with 
an enthusiastic audience, and Ivan read the horserace scene from The Whistling 
Season. Next day he did a session that filled the biggest ballroom at Festival 
headquarters (200 seats and people ranged along the walls) and gave him a 
standing ovation at the end. That one was devoted to Sky, which has been chosen 
as the State Read for Montana. They do appreciate him.

Onward to research, Ivan ordered up some diary pages from UMontana archives, 
and I helped him plunder the Montana Historical Society in Helena, and the public 
library and Cascade County historical society in Great Falls, where he was talked 

*4 ' »> a intoia to tg  with a group of middle school students who are particularly interested in 
Unknown to him, a reporter and a photographer from The Great Falls 

^  Tribune were invited, and the next morning the story and pix appeared on page I. 
That left Ivan clearing his throat and sending a postcard to the friends we breezed 
past this time because we had our noses pointed homeward. However, we can't 
complain about the publicity.

Ivan mentioned in his May 12 note to you that he's working on a World War II novel, 
which suits me just fine because I've been interested since kidhood. However, he’s 
dealing with aspects that I didn't know a thing about. One part of his plot involves 
women pilots, WASPs and WAFs, ferrying fighters and bombers from aircraft plants, 
as in Seattle, to Great Falls, from where men ferried them to Fairbanks or Nome, 
and the Russians picked them up and flew them to the Eastern front. An incredible 
journey, successfully used to deliver thousands of warplanes. This novel has a 
complex plot with a mystery imbedded, and it involves various theaters of war as 
well as a conscientious objector camp. Stay tuned; it'll be a couple of years yet -  or

#  (



more if Harcourt decides on delayed publication. Can’t complain; they made it 
work this time by waiting for spring. Not only did he get his first national bestseller, 
but booksellers say they'll do well with it through the holiday season. The 
bestseller list was BookSense, which includes the nation's 1700 independent 
stores, where the book stayed for several weeks. On the Pacific Northwest (PNBA) 
list, it showed for more than three months, mostly in the #1 spot.

So The Whistling Season is Ivan's bestselling hardback of all time, and we are 
happy campers. The paperback is due out in May, and it's been chosen as the 
state read for South Dakota. That will take him to Deadwood! next September. 
Meanwhile, he's to be featured at the Salt Lake City book fair in a couple of weeks, 
and I think that's the end of the tour.

Moan white, back here at the homestead, the blueberries are in the freezer, along 
with the applesauce, the walla wallas are in the refrig, and the potato crop is 
currently stashed in the garden room. The raspberry bushes are still producing 
enough for occasional breakfasts, and some of the earlier crop has been frozen, 
tjpe 3-year-old peach tree rounded out the freezer holdings. I think we'll get through 
tfiew inter nicely. Tonight it's salmon, baked potatoes and green beans, which 
have been a successful crop again this year.

I've been attending a once-a-week yoga class, which I do badly, but I feel better 
even so when I finish each session. It includes a lot of stretching and I've also been 
using the classic Stretching book by Don Anderson. I'm continuing yard work, too, 
and we faithfully walk the neighborhood every day. It's gotten so that if one of us is 
missing, inquiries are made by fellow walkers.

Enough for now. The computer screen is not good for loosening up.

Do keep us up to date with Max and other news. I haven't broached the election: 
out here the polls have Maria Cantwell ahead for Senate, but hers is not an easy 
road, and I'm holding my breath.

Write when you can, and take care.



October 20,2006

Hi guys, good to hear from you. It’s the best time o f year in Washington (not even 
counting the absence o f those fool Congressmen), the leaves are turning and the sun is 
shining and we need neither heat nor AC. Life is good.

Max was one month old yesterday, doing fine. It is as amazing to me as ever that a 
human being results from that whole process, but here he is. Yes, he’s named after Max 
Miller, who’s 91 years old and stone deaf and lives in a nursing home in Des Moines.
We love him to pieces and have always felt that he gave a lot more than he got in this 
life. Both o f his children have been a great disappointment, and it’s kind o f cool to let 
him know that his chromosomes are being put to good use in the end.

Did Ivan tell you about the guy in Washington who wanted him to autograph his favorite 
passage? That was neat. Fran and Gabe were knocked out by the rock-star reception that 
Ivan’s getting these days. It must be so strange—holing up in libraries and offices for 
three years, just you and the page, then stepping out for flashbulbs and standing ovations. 
And just as strange to go home and get back to work.

I’ve had a house guest for two weeks, Melanie from Tel Aviv. She’s a virtual friend with 
MS, we’ve talked on the Internet for five years, but never met before. We had a fine 
time. I’ve mostly been busy getting rid o f Stuff. Have I told you I’m on the waiting list 
for an “active adult” community? Sometime next year, I’ll be moving into a two- 
bedroom apartment about 20 miles from here, and I’m looking forward to it. I have to 
spend 90% of my energy now cleaning this house and cooking dinner, and I don’t want to 
do that anymore. But Lord, I have a lot o f stuff. Downside o f being a writer—boxes and 
boxes o f paper, and it is painfully mortal to throw it out.

Yes, Carol, I know yr ties to W W II—riding yr bicycle, ration coupons, that was yr 
favorite childhood story. Sorry about the “yr”s, I talk so much by e-mail that is a struggle 
to spell out some words. What was his name, Colonel Something from the Chicago Trib, 
remember, he was on a mission to get America to spell “enough” as “enuf ’ and so on.
Not a success in his own time, but he’d be pleased with the e-generation coming up now.

Good that yr doing yoga, Carol. I took my first yoga class at the Unitarian Church in 
Wedgwood in nineteen-seventy-something, and I was so impressed by the flexibility o f 
the older people in the class. I swore I would return to it in my dotage, and I have popped 
in and out o f classes ever since, include a class for people with MS. It is great stuff.

Yes, it is going to be an important election. I see bits and pieces o f info here and there 
that indicates that the Conservative Christian thing has peaked. The historians are going 
to have a good time with that, including the twist that many o f the tragic American deaths 
in Iraq are from the same families that got out the vote for Jesus. There are aTqkof books 
out, none o f which I’ve read, but I hope they say what I hope they say. Ameijcap&rq^ly 
need to understand what they’ve done to the political system, and the news medi%i$^ 
pretty helpless to explain it.



My health is okay, no crises. A little progression but so little that I can’t tell it from 
normal aging. My stock portfolio is doing very well, with Starbucks still the shining star.

Gabe is coming home for Thanksgiving, bringing the latest girlfriend. Did I tell you his 
landlord (a retiree) got hit with a huge property tax increase and doubled Gabe’s rent, so 
that was the end o f the little house on the water. He moved to Beacon Hill, which is no 
good for canoeing, but his politics are more comfortable there.

Fran is taking four months maternity leave, how about that? Legal maternity leave, plus 
accumulated leave time, plus that Family Leave Act. I think it’s a flagrant abuse o f that 
legislation, but she’s been at Cl for 15 years, and she’s ready for a sabbatical. We hope 
to get out and do some fun things, but so far she spends much o f her day nursing the 
baby. Kaya calls her the lunch lady.

Be thinking o f you on Thanksgiving . . .



20 Jan. ‘07

Linda, hi—

Grand to hear from you. Yeah, it sounds like you have the letters from me 
isolated, so send them along, please. I’ve drudged in enough archives to know that 
originals are always better than flimsy carbons or photocopies. We do indeed have 
a file of friendship, don’t we. Your end of the correspondence here in the file 
drawer is as wide as the palm of my hand.

As to your NOW material, hell, let’s start at the top: write (I don’t have her 
e-mail info; I think that’s just a blizzard to folks like this anyway) to Betsy Wilson, 
Dean of University Libraries, Box 352900, U. of W ashington, Seattle 98195- 
2900, and tell her I suggested she would know the pertinent member of her staff to 
best deal with your stuff. Betsy is a buddy of ours from one of the Paul Allen trips 
and beyond, and feel free to tell her I was one of the first to clap hands and shout 
amen when you invented the Golda poster.

Spooky gardening back there in the eternally thawed East, eh? As you’ve 
probably read, winter has roiled through here nasty in several ways, but we’re in a 
moderate patch at the moment and we did get out and achieve some yard work this 
afternoon. In the rain-soft soil I drove my dad’s old steel fenceposts that I lugged 
from Montana thirty-some years ago and strung my sugar pea trellis on them; 
W ashington’s birthday is coming, time to plant those little green buggers. My 
overwintered W alla W alla onions and spinach both survived our freeze sieges. You 
know how tough I’ve found it to grow tomatoes this close to the water, but damned 
if I didn’t hit the jackpot with a variety developed at Oregon State called 
Longkeeper. We brought in any that weren’t ripened in October, paperbagged 
them, they sat in there and oh so slowly changed color bit didn’t rot, and we’re 
about to eat the last few.

Things go along here; Carol says she will catch you up fully in a letter soon. 
I’m at work on a World War II novel which will no doubt confound every reader 
who loved The Whistling Season. Speaking of Whistling, the book has done 
wonderfully w ell-six  printings, 50,000 in print, far and away my best-selling 
hardback ever. Along with it, This House o f Sky had its best year of paperback 
sales ever-ever!-on  its coattails and with no little help from Costco, whose buyer 
(another old chum whom Carol and I have known since she was pretty much a 
nobody at a book distributorship in Kent) made it her pick of the month in the 
middle of the summer. Anyway, so it goes. Keep on enjoying the latest M ax-w e 
share your fondness and respect for the original one-and the arias of life.

Love,



January 13,2007

Hello Doigs

How are you? Has Ivan been able to get o ff the bandwagon and back to his desk?

We are just mostly talking about the weather. We haven’t had a single snowflake, I think 
that’s true as far north as New York City. The daffodils and irises are coming up, about 
eight weeks early. I’m considering planting some lettuce, etc. Why not? I ju st walked 
the dogs to the park, without so much as a sweater on—and last week was the 
anniversary o f the worst blizzard in W ashington history. This is soooo strange. Gabe’s 
next movie is about global warming, it’s called “Everything’s Cool,” it opens at 
Sundance. The producers are the same people who made “Blue Vinyl.”

I’m still throwing things out, and here’s the part that involves you. I save letters, boxes 
o f them. W hat do you want me to do with Ivan’s letters? You’ve written to me since 
1979, usually with some mention o f what you’re working on, etc. I suppose you’ ve made 
some provision for your “papers” at U-Dub. I have to write to them about my feminist 
stuff, I still have all that, too. Let me know if  you want me to return the letters to you.
Do you know who I should write to about my stuff?

There’s a book out: “Feminists Who Changed America, 1063-75.” I’m in it, so is Golda. 
That pleases me.

Max is, what, four months old, I guess. He’s doing fine, exercising his muscles. I have 
money down that this boy is going to be an athlete, you can just SEE him thinking about 
his muscles. He’s very laidback, rarely cries and smiles a lot, seems to think the world is 
a pretty fine place. His nanny starts work next week, and Fran is back to work in two 
weeks. I’m teaching the nanny English, it’s part o f her compensation. Her name’s 
Jessica, she’s 20 and was a nurse in Bolivia. She’s engaged to marry the son o f one of 
my other students.

My treat on Saturday afternoon is the M et opera on the radio, but today they have taken it 
upon themselves to enlighten us w ith the premiere o f a Chinese opera. I distracted 
m yself for the first act by putting on my headphones and walking the dogs. It seems like 
it’s been on for hours, and we’re still in the second act. The remarkable thing about it is 
that Plácido Domingo is singing the lead. That guy is 70, running an opera company in 
W ashington and another one in LA. I saw him conduct Madame Butterfly a couple 
months ago. And he learned a whole opera o f music! I’m listening for the inspiration o f 
the thing.



April 21, 2007

Dear Linda

I've owed you a letter for quite some time, but I wanted to wait until I could give you 
an interim report on Ivan's medical progress. Yes, Ivan. Group Health followed him 
for more than six years because a routine physical turned up a slightly elevated 
blood protein level. For five years it stayed steady, then last year it began to spike. 
Time for a second opinion, said the hematologist, and off we went to a UW 
professor who works out of the Hutch and specializes in stem cell research. (This 
doctor, a Yale med school grad who looks like a suburban mom, is impressive.)

What Ivan has is classified as indolent myeloma -  the suspect cells are inactive; 
that is, they haven't turned cancerous. Ivan has never felt a twinge of pain or 
discomfort, but failure to act would produce multiple myeloma.

So, beginning January I, he began a two-month regimen of potent pills: 
dexamethasone and thalidomide! They did, indeed, bring the monoclonal protein 
levels down significantly. This was followed by stem cell harvesting, two days of 
chemo (melphalan), then reinfusion of his own stem cells, which happened April 5. 
The side effects of the melphalan are challenging, dry mouth being the worst, but 
he was able to swallow, take his pills and ingest liquids, and so did not have to be 
hospitalized, as is the usual procedure. We did commute daily to the GH infusion 
center for about 10 days, so he could be intravenously hydrated.

Only a small number of local friends know about any of this, since Ivan doesn't want 
the rumor mill to get things wrong, especially in the book biz and in Montana. Feel 
free to share the news with Fran, but please keep it otherwise confidential.

Now we're returning toward normal, with Ivan intending to pick up his writing 
schedule on Monday. He's about half way through his big World War II novel.

We see his hematologist again on May 15, with a blood draw beforehand, and if 
there's ANY sign of monoclonal protein, he'll do a second round of stem cell 
reinfusion.

Meanwhile, we'll maintain a normal schedule. The Whistling Season has been a 
terrific success in hardback, with more than 50,000 in print and a return rate of just 
9.8% thus far. The paperback is just getting to the stores, with big orders coming in 
from Borders, Hudson News (airports! yes) and other quarters. As well, South 
Dakota has adopted it as this year's state read, and Ivan will go there for their 
annual shindig in September, after he picks up the Stegner award from the Center 
for the American West in Colorado. I'm going to make an exception — I've largely 
disdained air travel -- and go with him to U. Colorado. We'll also have a chance



while there to have dinner with one of the biggest landowners in the West, who has 
put up the money for a film option. Normally, nothing then happens, but we do 
have the option money already, and he has a veteran producer working the project.

For my part, I'm getting along fine, just now on low dose prednisone and hoping to 
get it lower. I've been doing a bit of gardening in Ivan's patch, since he wasn't 
supposed to go near soil while his immune system was at low ebb. He can take up 
duties again now.

And how are you? Have you moved yet? Give us a political update from the D.C. 
perspective, if you’re in the mood. We diligently read the NY Times each day, 
conclude that the Bush bunch could not be worse, and the next day's news brings 
worse.

Take care.



April 26,2007 (slight delay due to demise o f printer and purchase o f new one)

Dear Carol and Ivan

Thanks for letting me know about Ivan’s health. You are fortunate to have convenient 
access to such good health care, can you imagine going through all that i f  you lived out in 
the trees? I belong to Kaiser Permanente now. It’s not Group Health, but I still prefer it 
to capitalist medicine, which I tried for 20 years. The Yellow Pages is not the best source 
o f skilled medical specialists.

So are you experts on stem cells now? They are supposed to hold some hope for MS 
treatment, but I don’t  understand them at all. I never understood anything little—ions, 
atoms, nuclei. It may be a learning disability, I about flunked physics.

But inability to garden, that m ust have been terrible. And in the-springtime! Thank god 
that was temporary.

My house is for sale, although the realtor is pushing it w ith minimal enthusiasm because 
Riderwood is taking forever to approve my application. They took my money last July, 
but now some Orwellian “Board” has to approve my finances. That’s because, if  they 
accept me, they promise to keep me, even if  I go broke. “The Board” ju st keeps sending 
down requests for yet another number they’d  like to have. It’s maddening because this is 
prim e real estate sales season in my schools-oriented neighborhood, and I want to get this 
show on the road.

So what’s the deal w ith W histling Season? Do you really think it’s your best book ever, 
or is the sales success mostly a  function o f the readership earned over the years? Is one 
o f your future characters going to contract myeloma? I’m  sure you’ll make good literary 
use somehow o f all that medical downtime.

N ot a whole lot going on here. Everything has been dominated by the shootings at 
V irginia Tech. A large share o f the students, including the shooter, are/were from the 
W ashington suburbs. I hope the experience gives counterbalance to all the lawyered 
bullshit that prevented the school’s telling that kid to get help or get o u t

I’m taking heart in many political developments, although I fear we’re in for a  loathsome 
period o f Democratic hearings and subpoenas and general vengeance. I like Nancy 
Pelosi a lot, although we’ll see if  we get more than 100 days o f party discipline out o f 
Democrats. I love reading Bush’s approval ratings, Eliot Spitzer’s speech on abortion 
rights, New Hampshire’s decision to support gay partnerships, the right-wing dismay at 
the presidential candidates; the bell curve appears to have turned. The Supreme Court 
decision on abortion was okay—who ever heard o f that medical procedure anyway, 
before the conservatives dug it up? We TOLD women that would happen if  they elected 
Bush one more tim e, and that opinion was a  fairly harmless way o f proving it. I am 
hopeful that these eight years have been ugly and wasteful enough to inspire Americans 
to stop letting evangelicals walk o ff w ith our elections.



You m ust be getting lots o f calls from the Democrats—you’re high on their list after all 
the money you gave to Kerry. W hoever you choose, I don’t  think it w ill be so 
unproductive this time. I’m not thrilled with Hillary, but I didn’t  wait all these years for a 
woman candidate to vote for anyone else.

My health is pretty stable. I had a couple weeks o f numb hands and arms after a real 
estate agent pissed me off, but it’s 90% better. I have protected m yself by living with 
dogs and gardens and e-m ail in  the quiet countryside. Riderwood is a busy-busy place, 
w ith annoying humans at every turn, I’m  going to have to be careful.

Fran is in New York today, working on her big annual event there, leaving behind a 
freezerful o f pumped breast milk. She still goes to work grudgingly, she’d  rather be a 
housewife. But the nanny does a wonderful job, and I think Fran w ill get the hang o f 
quality-not-quantity time. (There comes an age when it’s preferable, dear.) Max is seven 
months old, chewing on his fist to cut some teeth and getting ready to crawl. Another 
month or so, and we’ll be playing “W here’s the baby?”

My students are far enough along in their English studies that I have to teach them 
grammar, which requires me to re-leam  something nearly every week. This week we are 
doing Subjunctive Mood. Subjunctive verbs express action that is not re d  or true. If  I 
were a  man, I could be a football player.





June 2U> 2007

Bear Linda
Ivan is using the iMiac to peruse the UW library holdings* so you're receiving 
this old-fashioned typewriter message, typos and all (the keyboard is just a 
little slower than I want). However, as we say, we can work through a power 
outtage*
I waited to write until Ivan had his hematology appointment this week. And 
the news is excellent: zero of the offending monoclonal protein in the tests.
So his doctor sent him home to live his life. No more pills and no second 
helping of stem cell infusion* Also, the catheter is out of his chest —  we **e 
waiting for that to heal before attempting to prune the big hedge on the south 
property line. That requires a lot of stretching.

And so life is normal. Ivan will have tests every three months, but he’s been 
doing that anyway* If er. when the monoclonal protein returns and reaches 
dangerous levels, more will be done, of course.

He1 s feeling fine, with lots of vigor and a full schedule of writing and 
gardening* His birthday on the 27th will be happily celebrated with big 
safe from his garden, topped with Copper River salmon, and^ chocolate cake 
balced by Jean Roden# \

I have no complaints. I’m still on low-dose prednisone and may be able to get 
off, but in either case it’s not bothersome. I do a lot of yard work, much of 
which consists of pulling weeds, but it’s OK because I like the outdoors and 
the exercise.
On the book front, the paperback of The Whistling Season is into its seventh 
week, and as far as we can tell it's doing well. It’s on the Pacific Northwest 
booksellers assn, bestseller list (lately at #3 and #U) and that s their listing 
of all paperback fiction. And we’re told of big orders from Borders, Barnes & 
Noble, Costco and such, and from the state of South Dakota, where Ivan will 
travel in late September to celebrate its adoption as the state read of the 
Humanities commission.

As to the manuscript—in-progress, he admits to being more than halfway through, 
but it’s a big, complex WorldWar II novel, due in just a year. He’ll have 
plenty of strenuous work to do, having lost considerable time to the medical
routine.
HOW tell us about your adventures in selling the house and getting installed 
in new digs. We’re much interested. Seattle is still a hot real estate market, 
and I’m guessing that Potomac is, too.

Regards to all the family.
Love



July 10,2007

Hello Doigs

I’m killing tim e, waiting for a real estate vulture. My long-sought goal o f moving to 
assisted living has gotten snagged on the mess in the real-estate market. I’ve passed the 
peak o f the selling season here now, but this lady thinks she knows some magic answers. 
W e’ll see. It’s been a thorny tim e, and everything I read says next year w ill be worse. 
Danin, damn, damn. I don’t want to be here, and I think I’m  trapped.

So glad to hear that Ivan’s health is on the mend. You guys have always been so healthy, 
you haven’t had much practice at ailment.

Have you seen Gabe’s TV show? It’s called Verve, and it’s on the cable Seattle Channel. 
He’s having a good time with it and will probably bug Ivan to appear on it, i f  he hasn’t 
already. He’s been in Florida much o f the summer, making a film with the women who 
made a very good documentary called “Jesus Camp.” It was nominated for an Oscar last 
year. Cruel joke, he hates heat w ith a passion, and he lives in nice cool Seattle and then 
has to spend his summer in Florida.

We are all watching Max grow up, he is nine months old and figuring out how to walk. 
That’s his full-tim e job, figuring out how his body works, you can just see his little 
wheels go round. Bright, sweet, happy little boy.

I don’t have much news. My whole spring and summer have been tied up in this real 
estate fiasco. Real estate, real estate, nothing more boring than other people’s money. 
Politics is interesting, huh? We have to think back to the Seventies to find such dispirit 
among the American people, not that m ost o f them don’t  deserve it. Read any good 
books? I’m reading “God is not Great,” a tim ely essay. W hat a good idea, get religion 
out o f politics all over the world, it ju st causes trouble. And 2007, the year America 
discovered global warming. We took it pretty calmly, don’t  you think? Breaking news, 
the ice caps are melting . . .  and how about those new I-phones!

Oh, I’m  having hip surgery in September—the other hip. Turns out that’s inevitable, 
unless you get h it by a train firs t One hip jo in t is aging and wearing out—and the other 
one is titanium! The real live hip starts to complain after while. I’m  a veteran, ju st wrote 
it on my calendar like it’s a PTA meeting. ;

H ie dog is barking, guess the vulture’s here. Take care . . .

X i  .



September 5, 2007

Dear Linda

Labor Day has come and gone, and most of summer along with it. It was a good 
one: not as droughty as some, but with plenty of good days to enjoy the deck.
Many friends have been here to partake of the view and Ivan’s garden salad, 
topped by salmon or chicken or, just now, fruit and berries from the property.

Ivan is feeling well and has been writing and gardening with vigor. I pick weeds 
and pick berries and such. By now our half-size freezer bulges with 40 quarts of 
blueberries, and lesser amounts of raspberries, blackberries, sliced plums and 
pears. The applesauce tree has provided a dozen containers. So goes summer at 
the mini-farm.

I spent Labor Day reading the 250 ms. pages that Ivan has thus far completed on 
the World War II novel. As an editor I was seriously underemployed, since all I 
could come up with was a short list of typos and such. He estimates that he's about 
two-thirds along, and he's aiming to complete it by the end of next June. It's 
complicated, but then Ivan doesn't pick easy assignments.

This month Ivan heads back on the road some, and as I write this he's being 
interviewed from a South Dakota daily. He's to go there at the end of the month to 
celebrate the choice of The Whistling Season as the state read. Their humanities 
commission does this, and builds a wider book event around it.

I'm not going to that, but I will join him on the first part of the trip, when the University 
of Colorado's Center for the American West will present him with its Stegner 
award. We'll have a couple of good days there with Patty Limerick, the historian 
who runs the show.

Ivan's other Colorado trip comes next week, when he goes to Loveland for a city 
read of The Whistling Season, sponsored by the library there. That one adds to our 
bank account.

Now — how about you? We were distressed to hear about the real estate 
slowdown (which hasn*t hit the high end here). What's up by now? I remember 
your house as very pleasant and in a good area for schools.

Take care and do let us know.



September 18,2007 

Hey Doigs. W hatsup. . .

Tomorrow is my grandboy’s first birthday. A very successful first year, if  you don’t 
count global warming. That saddens me more than I can say, that he w ill never live in a 
world that isn’t  melting.

Gabriel is teaching a class in sound engineering at Seattle Community College, starting 
next week. You will have to get together and dish college stuff. He was never, um, the 
academic star o f this family, so we think it’s pretty funny that he turns out to be the 
professor.

I got a new hip a  couple weeks ago, it’s coming along nicely. The flaw  in this solution is 
that I w ill have to go through that surgery every ten years. The gizmos last about 20 
years, and my first one is nearly 10 years old. But in between surgeries, I w ill be able to 
hop, skip, and jum p like a  veritable youth.

Loved the Roman emperor cartoon. Oh, we w ill have our vengeance on this man, if  not 
his entire political party. I ju st read Bush’s recital-of-the-day, saying again that he will 
keep 130,000 troops in Iraq through die rest o f his term. Isn’t that one o f the most 
egomaniacal programs o f our lifetim es? I’m  enjoying the 2008 presidential campaign, 
although you have to take pity on the candidates. It r-e-a-l-l-y isn’t necessary to drag 
them through two years o f this. Thank you, Hillary, for m entioning something beside 
Iraq.

The whole Riderwood/home sale effort was put on hold for the surgery—which, given 
the real estate market, was a whole lot more likely to be productive. I have a meeting 
w ith the agent on Friday to assess my options—but given w hat I know now, there’s little 
motivation to put the house back on the market until spring. I talk to Carol Goddard in 
Seattle (you know,; her husband died o f cancer. He was C lint’s best friend in law school). 
She’s a real estate agent in Bellevue, so I know your market has been unaffected by the 
national slowdown. I sincerely hope some mortgage brokers are going to ja il for 
overstating borrower incomes, m ost o f the rest o f the country is in deep sh it

Oh, speaking o f Clint and bad news, his wife has pretty advanced Parkinson’s disease. 
D ifficult tim e for them.

Summer’s over, and we’re enjoying our reward for living in DC. Beautiful, cool, blue- 
sky days w ith the first o f the leaves and acorns falling. Think I’ll go w alk the dog, 
although not very far.



October 16, 2007 
Gloomy Seattle

Dear Linda

l waited until Ivan's latest appointment with his oncologist to respond to your letter, 
and now I can report that the doctor is pleased. The tests all show improvement, 
and the key monoclonal protein was found in such trace amounts that it was not 
measureable. Ivan's next appointment is scheduled for January 3I, so the doctor is 
stretching the sessions to about 4 months.

Ivan feels just fine, with more energy than his old self, a bit more hair on his head, 
and a full beard that is softer than before. I approve.

We've been to Boulder to collect the Wallace Stegner Award from the Center of 
the American West at the University of Colorado. That was a couple of weeks ago 
and the weather was perfect: blue, blue skies, clear air, and shirtsleeve weather 
during the days. The Boulder folks set us up first class all the way, including plane 
travel. It helps! From there I flew home, while Ivan dutifully traveled on to the South 
Dakota Book Festival, held this year in Deadwood, described by Ivan as historic 
buildings full of casinos. When he and a friend went out for a meal they came upon 
a convention of dachsunds -anything to lure business. They found out there are 
dachsund races, with one category being senior entries for the older, fatter dogs. 
Ah, America.

One note on Boulder: We met the money man behind the movie option for The 
Whistling Season, who then took the jacket off his back and presented it to Ivan.
His name is Jim Guercio and he's one of the prime landowners in the West, having 
bought historic ranchland, some of it in southern Montana. The jacket has his 
acquired cattle brands down one sleeve, and his own brand, a rafter CR for his 
Caribou Records, on the other. (He made his money producing rock musicians, 
including Chicago and Blood, Sweat & Tears). I thought that was terrific, but it 
wasn't the end of the story. A few days later, by FedEx, came a small size for me.
As for the movie option, Ivan is supposed to see a draft of the script sometime 
soon. (He gets weekly calls from the scriptwriter saying "Next week.") Ivan plans to 
do as little as possible with the film, since his head is into World War II. Despite the 
medical interruption he hopes to be done with that manuscript on schedule, next 
June.

Back at the book festival, microphones were a major problem at all three events 
that Ivan participated in. He came home rolling his eyes, but knowing that South 
Dakota Humanities had bought 4,000 copies of The Whistling Season since it had 
been chosen as the state read. He sold quite a few more for attendees. So the 
book business goes apace: The Whistling Season still is on the Pacific Northwest 
Booksellers bestseller list and it continues to sell briskly nationally, though it isn't on 
the national lists.



Here on the homefront, we still have a healthy supply of lettuce, even after serving 
homegrown salads to friends on Saturday and Sunday. We're still getting a few 
raspberries each day, and Ivan is ripening tomatoes in the garden room, which has 
a number of paper bags on display. The vines have been recycled. On the other 
hand, with the change of seasons, we chose kale as our veggie last night.

We've had fog, and some rain, and may get serious wind before the week is out. It 
must be October. Hope your DC weather is continuing benign.

So we're doing fine and look forward to your news. Take care.



*67

Dear L inda- y
My correspondence ability has not atrophied entirely, but damn near. It’s 

far past time I took a turn at being in touch with{ and besides, I have the bit of 
show-and-tell (enclosed) to pass along. The P-I, would you believe it in these 
times of staggering newspapers, is dancing to its own tune. It maybe only barely 
survived, in the big lawyer fight when the Seattle Times wanted out of the Joint 
Operating Agreement with it, but it’s still around, the Times ended up paying it a 
bunch of money, and I guess both papers are gradually morphing to whatever the 
on-line existence will be. In the meantime, the P-I editorial page is maybe the most 
liberal in the country-last weekend they ran somebody’s lengthy op-ed piece 
advocating impeachment for Bush and Cheney under a headline something like, “If 
Not Now, When?”-an d  the staff is crammed with people at the peak of their 
careers. The only part of my so-called writership-in-residence that was actually on 
the premises was a craft talk to a couple dozen of the staff one afternoon just before 
my piece ran in the paper, and there were four Pulitzer Prizes out there listening to 
me. Anyway, it was kind of fun to talk writing to an audience where everybody 
gets it.

We have other news. The Whistling Season has been nominated for the 
richest book prize on earth. Honest. It’s the International IMP AC Dublin Literary 
Award, and it’s 100,000 pounds, i.e. something over $200,000. The rest of the 
story is that I have about a snowball’s chance in hell of actually winning, as 135 
other novels from around the world are also in the running, and there are folks like 
Margaret Atwood, Martin Amis, and Cormac McCarthy among thep^At least 
there’s a warm feeling in knowing that three of the American libraries participating 
in the nominating process chose my book-D enver, San Diego, and Lincoln, 
Nebraska. The Dubliners narrow it to a short list in April (the judges are 
exceedingly international, Italian, Algerian, etc., and I can’t believe they can grasp 
homesteading and one-room schools) and the prize is given in June. I ’m not 
practicing my Irish yet, but it’s nice company to be in.

Next topic, Thanksgiving, and I can just hit the computer key that says 
“what goes around comes around.” Frank Zoretich, in this case. Remember? 
Frank split for Albuquerque after Linda Sullivan split from him, he was down there 
about twenty years, but by golly here he is back in Seattle, living about five blocks 
from that house they had in Wallingford. For posterity’s sake, I hereby inflict on 
you a bit from my diary entry about that Halloween party of Frank and Linda’s we 
were all at in 1976:

“Oct. 31-H allow een party last night at Zoretiches...we won everything on 
Bear Creek. Cindy (Roden) made up Carol as vampire, me as wolfman. Fine^s 
point of my costume was dribbles of ‘blood’ down my fancy shirt front. We wre 
judged best costume, doubtless with the help of Peg Gordon on Frank’s judging 
committee. And I won the 11 pm vestigial footrace around the block...

“Linda and Clint were there in Army outfits, Clint handsome as hell in his 
captain’s uniform. Peg Gordon was gypsy, Jack had a phony horrible eye and



2

vampire teeth. One guy came as a toilet w all-sandw ich board with roll of toilet 
paper attached, and pencil for you to write on him...At one point, I came to the 
table for piece of Frank’s pumpkin pie, stood next to Clint, whom I had been 
having a conversation with not 10 minutes before, and found him and Linda deep in 
debate over how much sugar there ought to be in whipped cream (on the pie). 
Suddenly he looked square at me and said, ‘God, I’m drunk.’”

W ell, we are all somewhat more staid, shall I say, these days, and the 
Thanksgiving roundup, 16 people in all, did not take place at our house this year, to 
our considerable re lie f-it’s been, as you know, a year to reckon with for the Doigs. 
A good time of a different sort was had, though; somebody asked how many books 
the assemblage had written, and when we counted up it was about 50. Frank had 
three to his credit, “cheap thrills” editions for the Southwest; he looks and seems 
much the same, invincibly Zoretichian.

The day is drawing down, and although it is Sunday I have spent it writing 
on the next book. My next blood test is at the end of January, and while all signs 
are good-“remarkable,” my doctor says-in  the aftermath of the stem cell treatment, 
I think it wise to get as much done as I can before each foray back into my blood. 
I’m feeling great; Carol believes that my “re-set” immune system, i.e. regrown after 
they killed off my existing immune system with chemotherapy, has given me more 
energy before; my hair came back in a smidgen thicker and redder, my beard is 
softer and fuller. Carol likewise is doing well, an overall physical the other day 
showing good results all along the line. So, we’re hanging in there. We hope 
you’re going to have a Christmas smushfull of kids and that grandkid, and next 
year the house will be gloriously sold, and we’ll be able to count the remaining 
weeks of Bushery on our fingers and toes, and under our wings everything will 
prosper.

Love,



December 16,2007

Dear Carol and Ivan

I’m on deadline to get my Christmas cards out today^ Gabe is coming home, we haven’t 
seen him in ages. He’s been making a film  for some rescue agency about their work—  
the flood in M exico, the hurricane in Bangladesh. He has another new girlfriend. This 
one’s an artist, maybe she won’t mind that he’s never home.

Fran is in the process o f manufacturing Baby #2. It is an astounding process: step 1, step 
2, step 3, here’s your baby, here’s your bill. Max speaks Spanish to his nanny all day and 
English when his parents get home. He answers the phone “Olo,” his personal 
combination o f Hola and Hello since he doesn’t know who’s calling or which language 
they speak. He bounces his soccer ball all over the house and yells “Goal!” when he gets 
to the front door. He is blonde and blue-eyed like Fran and Gabe were.

My search for a new home continues, w ith no assistance from the real estate, mortgage, 
or political industries. You can’t  sell houses in my neighborhood during the school year, 
it’s all about schools. So my house goes back on the market in the spring, and I have 
reserved an apartment in an un-young community under construction in Leesburg, 
V irginia—home o f Jerry Faiwell. They need more Democrats.

I was pleased to read in the Post today that W ashington State has declined to take federal 
money that requires abstinence-only sex education. I do m iss Seattle’s political 
backbone.

NBC News sent a cameraman to film  my Golda poster. They wanted it on file because o f 
Hillary.

Enjoyed Ivan’s memoir o f Linda/Frank’s Hallowe’en party. I have no memory o f it and 
can’t imagine where I got a  m ilitary uniform. C lint had probably had two drinks, we 
hadn’t m et alcohol in those days. I don’t  think he drinks much to this day.
Gabriel doesn’t see him, he says Clint is boring (and o f course, he would loathe 
Elizabeth’s politics). Fran keeps getting urgent calls from Clint saying, “Make Gabriel 
return my calls.” Gabriel is more like Clint than he realizes, I thought it would be good 
for him to understand more about where he came from. I don’t know if  he’s mad about 
current events or historic omissions, but it ain’t happening.

Did I tell you Gabe taught “film  audio” at Seattle Community College? He enjoyed it, 
but he just wanted to get it on his resume, and he’s not going to do it again next year. It 
conflicts w ith his work too much. I was glad he did it, because it might be an option for 
when he gets older and doesn’t  enjoy holding a mike over somebody’s head for three 
hours. He is making zero plans for retirem ent or even slowing down.

Oh, speaking o f diaries. I have diaries kept from  age 11 to about 40. I think they’re 
pretty ho-hum myself, but they were a whole lot o f work and I haven’t been able to trash



them. I read something once about a museum or someplace that keeps people’s diaries, 
but I can’t  find it on the Internet. Do you know anything about that?

I haven’t forgotten your letters, I just have this feeling that there’s more o f them buried in 
some box somewhere. I’ll get around to it. I did follow up on your U-Dub referral, but I 
haven’t sent my NOW stuff to them either. It requires hours and hours o f sorting, and the 
hip surgery got m e way behind schedule.

Oh, the hip surgery. It went fine, I don’t limp anymore. Love that operation.

I have a new English student from the Congo, she speaks French. She has 10 children, 
including an infant and a 2-year-old she brings to class. W hen she went into labor with 
the infant, she hopped the Metro bus to the hospital. Fran says I should teach her 
“condom.”

My Israeli Internet friend and I made jokes all summer about going to Greenland— 
people w ith MS can’t  stand heat. Then we realized it costs a fortune, so now we’re 
talking about taking the Alaska cruise out o f Seattle. Early August. I’ll let you know.

M erry Christmas.



January 30,2008

Hello Doigs

I am coming to Seattle on July 1, catching the A laska tourboat on July 6. I am coming 
w ith M elanie Rudolph, my Internet friend from Tel Aviv. She has MS, neither o f us can 
stand heat and we started making jokes a couple years ago about going to Greenland for 
the summer. Then we said, well, heck, why don’t we really go to Greenland, and then we 
found out what it costs, and then I said I know someplace almost as cold and a lot 
cheaper. So here I am, after all those years o f looking out my Seafirst window at the 
cruise ships . . .

M elanie is really South African, she sounds like a Brit. Her fam ily emigrated to Israel 
about ten years ago because SA wasn’t fit to live in anymore.

W e’re staying in some cheap hotel and ju st doing the total tourist thing . . .  the market, 
the mountain, the Needle, Tillicum. If  you’re in town and you want to put us on your 
calendar before we reserve anything else, you get dibs.

Fran is pregnant, due in August, doing fine.



February 9, 2008

Dear Linda

Lo and behold, Washington State is Hin play" in the Democratic primaries, and so 
Ivan and I went and played today at our precinct caucus, which was in an 
elementary school gym. Big, crowded. Too crowded to count, but we estimate from 
800 to 1,000 attended and a dozen to 15 precincts were included. We sure saw a 
lot of neighbors: 73 attended our caucus. It was kinda moving to watch: people 
making little speeches, then the tallying of votes by one of the men moving Ms 
forefinger down the pages. About as low-tech as you can get.

The result was 54 for Obama (which will mean 4 delegates to the county 
convention) and 19 for Hillary (1 delegate). Two precincts near us also reported a 
prepondrance of Obama votes. Our group didn't break down along stereotypical 
lines. Some men voted for Hillary, and many younger women chose Obama. I'm 
pleased to be a part of Left Coast politics.

Hasn't this been fun so far. The failures of Guiliani and Romney were particularly 
delicious and it's useful that Hillary is getting stiff competition. With her high 
negatives, Ivan and I think she has little chance of beating McCain, and we're much 
impressed with Obama. Yesterday about 20,000 turned out at Key Arena, which 
can hold only 17,000. We watched on Northwest Cable News, and Ivan conluded 
that it was the best political speech he's seen in his lifetime. Working without notes, 
in the round, he utterly captured the audience. Even in a crowd like that, so 
conscious is he of his surroundings that when he saw a woman in the audience 
was about to faint, he stopped, picked up a bottle of water, and lobbed it to 
someone next to her, then asked that space around her be opened so that she 
could leave if she needed to. I've never seen anything like that before.

We know there are those super delegates that the Clintons have tied up or are 
trying to, and there’s bound to be a turf war over the Michigan delegations.

You may know that our senators, Murray and Cantwell, have backed Hillary, and 
that's to be expected since she's done favors for them, but Gov. Gregoire held 
neutral until yesterday, when she arrived to introduce Obama at Key Arena.

So how does it look from your angle?

Onward to other topics. We're pleased to learn that you and your friend will be 
stopping in Seattle, en route to Alaska. We suggest July 5 for a visit with us, since 
both the commuter traffic and the fireworks won't be a factor, and it should be a lot 
easier to get around. As to the heat, our place does warm up very considerably in 
the evening, as full sun hits us from the west. Lunch would be more comfortable, if 
you'd like to come up here. Or, we could meet for dinner at some cool place. We



have plenty of time to figure out details: we'll just mark you down for July 5.

February 10

The NY Times reported this morning that Obama won 68% of the vote here and in 
Nebraska and that he also won Louisiana. There was also a story about the 
enticing (bludgeoning?) of superdelegates, and we won't bet against the Clintons 
on that one. We've got drama.

Meanwhile on the home front, Ivan has handily passed the blood and urine tests 
he's doing every four months. According to his hematologist, "We have a very 
good trend." Traces of the offending monoclonal protein are "tiny." Life continues 
full speed.

Not only is Ivan feeling good, but he's also more energetic and more productive 
than ever. He finished the ms. for The Eleventh Man (for which the contract 
deadline is the end of June) about 10 days ago and is waiting for his editor's 
comments, which she says are minimal. His agent and his editor think it's the most 
accomplished book Ivan has ever written, and Harcourt wants to publish this fall. 
The sales director, who is well regarded, is keen to have the novel lead the list, 
even though many in the book business think that fiction won't sell during a 
presidential election season.

Ivan and Liz, his agent, agreed to go along, providing it's published as soon as 
possible, which probably means books in the stores in September and an October 
official publishing date. That way they get the Christmas season, which everyone 
thinks is important.

As I write this, Ivan is picking nits -- finding words and phrases he's used more than 
he wants. The fun part of the job, along with such polishing as he chooses to do. 
We expect Becky, his editor, will get her edited ms. to him early this week.

Not content with having turned in the ms. five months early, Ivan sat down 
immediately and turned out a prospectus for the next novel. He'll consult Liz about 
the best time to present that. The book will take the schoolteacher from The 
Whistling Season to Butte in 1919. Lots to work with there including, of course, the 
labor strife. I expect we'll get to visit there in June.

The Whistling Season remains on the PNBA bestseller list, where it has shown 
weekly since paperback publication last May.

And we've seen two versions of the movie script for Whistling Season. Ivan made a 
few suggestions, but he thinks it's thus far in the spirit of the book. Today may be 
the last day of the screenwriters' strike, which will make life easier for the 
scriptwriter. As he tells Ivan, all that's needed now is about $40 million and casting. 
As I say with monotonous regularity, I'm not holding my breath, but these folks do



The weather here has been nasty tor most of the winter, and this week all three 
passes -- Snoqualmie, White and Stevens -- have been closed at the same time 
from epic snowfalls and avalanche danger. Instead we spent a few pleasant days 
at Ann and Marsh's place on the Oregon coast. Part of the idea was to get away 
from the gigantic sewer and water line project which has reached the street in front 
of us, where dinosaur-like machinery backs and fills, the dump trucks run, and the 
neighborhood has aspects of a battlefield. It's a two-year project, most of which 
hasn't been directly in front of us, but our share has gone on for weeks and 
probably has weeks yet to go. This Tuesday we lose water for the third time, and 
we hope to spend the day at Dungeness, weather permitting.

Ivan has his veggie seeds in hand and is waiting for a chance to plant. He's 
managed to keep lettuce and kale going all winter, despite the conditions.

Enough from me. How's your world, real estate and family included?



M arch 6,2008

Hey Doigs

I’m tired, I’ve been planting my vegetable garden one last time, whether for me or 
somebody else to eat I don’t know. No matter, I ju st like digging in the dirt this time o f 
year. Actually, they have a little garden for people like me at The Home, but I tend to 
lose interest when the temperature exceeds 75 degrees. So this is a good deal, I get to 
plant it, and somebody else can feel guilty about the weeds.

Are you getting any clues about the Great Letter Calamity? I returned your letters to you 
in  a duly secured box about a  month ago. A few days later, I got a letter from Ivan. The 
first paragraph was something about M indy Upp, who has been gone for quite awhile. 
W hen I figured out to check the postmark, I noticed the really cheap stam p. . .  I’ve been 
getting letters from  you for weeks, four and five a day, I got another one yesterday.
Many have been lost to some postal mishap I really can’t imagine, especially the 
postcards from your travels. I w ill personally bring the round-trippers to you and hope a 
funny story is some compensation for the others.

Glad Ivan’s health continues fit, mine is okay, too. I had a little relapse—they’re caused 
by stress, and hip replacements w ill do it every tim e—but I’m  pretty much recovered.

Yes, it’s been the m ost exciting election in my lifetim e, I think—and as undecided today 
as it was at your caucus. I do miss W ashington’s caucuses, they are a good idea. M any 
o f the Democratic regulars can’t  remember a convention that wasn’t fixed from the getgo, 
they must not know where to start. I talk to people (w ith MS) in other countries on the 
Internet, and the whole world is breathless about this election.

And yes, July 5 would be a perfect day to have lunch. I’ll let you know about the 
location when Gabriel decides if  he’s going to be in town that week. I’d love for M elanie 
to see your house (she lives in a  desert!) but I’m not renting a car. I have not heard from 
him in ages, he must be in love again.

Did I tell you Fran is pregnant? It’s a girl, due in late August. It’s another Petri dish 
baby, and they tested her up die wazoo because o f Fran’s old age. So we know 
everything about her except the color o f her hair.

I’m so impressed that your new m anuscript is getting such high marks from the editor.
My “cognitive abilities” are impaired by MS, which is why I’m not a speechwriter any 
more. I can’t tell how much o f it is age, but I know I cannot juggle words as well or as 
fast as I used to. So I’ve been curious what effect you think age is having on your 
writing. It sounds like you’re not missing a beat.

I don’t think the election will harm the book sales, it should be anticlimactic. The 
suspense is H illary o r Barack, a couple polls have shown that either one can beat 
McCain.



Who are you dealing w ith about tiie movie script? Producers? Directors? Any progress?

My house is for sale again, which is a total pain. Spit and polish and hide stuff. There is 
a lot o f “traffic,” but also daily headlines to terrify wannabe home buyers. But I am not 
under tim e pressure this year like I was last year. (I can’t  remember what I told you.) 
Anyway, when I get this house sold, I’m moving to Leesburg, Virginia, to an apartment 
that is under construction and won’t  be ready until November. So between A laska and 
moving and the grandgirl, the summer promises to be total chaos.



March 13, 2008

Dear Linda

l figure that you know more about MS than Jane Brody, but I thought you might like 
to see the enclosed two articles anyway. So glad to hear you're on an even keel 
despite all the hassle of real estate and cleaning out the household.

And good for you for scheduling a cruise. We'll be happy to see you and your 
friend, and we've put down July 5 for lunch here at the homestead. We should be 
able to provide chauffeur service that day, picking you up about 11 a.m. so that we 
can enjoy some deck time (weather willing) and a leisurely lunch. Then we can 
see you back to your hotel or wherever you want to go next. Details to be 
negotiated later. We'll see if the house is painted by then or whether we have to 
dodge ladders.

The tale of the Doig archive is a strange one. My memory is that your package and 
one from somewhere else arrived on the same day. Ivan hustled them off and 
didn't mention any damage, nor did I see any in my brief look. We think the post 
office has much to answer for these days. Eventually, when the returns stop 
coming in, I suppose you can pack up the leftovers and try again, hmm? Sorry 
about that. We do appreciate the effort.

There's light rain in Seattle as I write this, and a crew headed by Susan, the 
Bamboo Guru, as she calls herself, has just arrived with two loads of cement block 
to build yet another wall downslope. This one will be next to the old apple tree 
which Ivan is using for his grafting experiments. He's done about a dozen grafts 
over the last couple of summers. That formerly useless tree ought soon to be 
bountiful. He also has his peas and lettuces planted and has been thinning the 
ranks of the mice with the occasional help of a visiting cat. The ornamental plum is 
blooming and the blueberries are budding nicely.

On the book front, plans have been running at high speed. His recently completed 
novel is scheduled for publication in the Fall, and haste has been the order of the 
day to get advanced reading copies to the big book convention in LA on Memorial 
Day weekend. (That's lickety split for the book biz.) Proposed cover art came yest 
erday, two of the three with Ivan's name in billboard letters covering a majority of 
the space. We decided he didn't have that big an ego and settled on a more 
sedate version.

In addition to that, he's started on the next two novels, for which he should soon 
have contracts. There's been a slight delay since his agent Liz came down with flu 
and made a quick decision to spend the week in the sunny Dominican Republic.

The proposed screenplay for The Whistling Season still is in the works, and the 
second year option money came about 10 days ago. They either get the



production going in the next year or Ivan gets the rights back.

Despite all the activity, we do plan to take three days near the end of the month to 
go walk in the Hoh rainforest and to hike the Dungeness Spit. We've taken a few 
out of town trips to get away from the eternal infernal sewer project which still goes 
on. Might as well make lemondade from those lemons, whenever we can.

Take care. I’ll try to get this out in the day's mail.


