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Other than college and the army I was a lifelong

stockbuyer and sheepman (who outlived four faithful working Border Collies).

I didn't start recreational reading until retiring 25 years ago. Of the
hundreds of books I've enjoyed since then only one hit me so hard I couldn't

stifle my sobbing;

Ivan - "What did you do with Spot?"

Grandma - "We had him done away wiih."

Ivan - (I locked myself in the bathroom and turned the water full on to
obscure ‘the sound of my crying).

from This House of Sky

Since then I've tried to read all your books.

Would you please autograph this copy?

Oct ober 2003

To Doug Chambers

Ivan "Skavinsky" Doig



8215 Fowler Lane
Bozeman, Montana 59718
August 30, 1999

Dear Mr. Doig:

Thank you for your passionate and eloquent presentation at the Wallace Stegner Lecture
Series at the Museum of the Rockies recently. I laughed and cried and held my breath as you
shared your beautiful tale about makings, that of yourself, your path, and your language. Best of
all I loved your use of language that created the images that kept those of us in the basement
classroom spellbound and, finally, applauding the soundless screen.

I just read 7his House of Sky - after beginning it and putting it down many times over the
years. Only now that I am over 60 am I indulgent in the remembrances, both yours and mine. I
turned my back on the honyokers at one time and felt as if I divorced that part of me and the past
along with our old cabin and the bedbugs. Knowing what I know now, integration with the past
rather than separation is the only way to resolve all those old ambivalent, but for me, mostly
negative feelings. Reading 7his House of Sky made me relive all those wooly sheep dying on our
place, bloated to hell on a few mouthsful of alfalfa on a hot summer day. I can still hear dad
yelling keep the goddamned gates closed. 1 was probably off reading somewhere when the sheep
got out.

Since your presentation and book aroused many memories, I would like to share a bit of
my makings and how these might have intersected yours at some place or in some way. I grew up
in the log cabin along Old Highway 10 between Three Forks and Morrison Cave (now Lewis and
Clark Caverns). The old cabin you've no doubt passed on many occasions is now the Parker
Homestead State Park. My resistance to going back in memory somehow has to do with that
cabin. I sometimes feel proud of the humble origins, even boast an affiliation with it at odd times.
I loved best the twenty head of horses coming in for water at the horse tank, milling and rearing
and fighting as my mother pumped water and several of us kids clung to her apron. My present
home is filled with nostalgic photos of the cabin dressed in all seasons. Part of me wants to be
affiliated with the uniqueness, the romance, the education in life that it provided. More often, I
distance myself from the grinding poverty, not necessarily the lack of material things but the lack
of intellectual stimulation, the poverty of speech in thought and language, the unutterable
boredom of having "nothing to do and no place to go." I teared when you spoke and read so
beautifully, and it wasn't the subject so much as that out of a similar time and experience, you rose
to the distinguished and honorable position you occupied as lecturer at the Wallace Stegner
Series.




From there to here, I thought, knowing the silences of herding and the distinctly
unuplifting talk about honyokers! I think I cried inside because with the language and insight and
observations you triumphed in rising above it all. (I know, though, that we could not be where
we are now if not for the origins we experienced.) I completed my doctorate in Clinical
Psychology late in life, maybe in an attempt to understand myself and my family and how we
could be so similar yet so different from each other. The language, though, was never my strong
point. I desperately wished for Latin or Spanish or any foreign language in highschool and none
was offered at Willow Creek Highschool in 1950-54. 1 begged my parents and the Willow Creek
school board to let me attend highschool in Three Forks where I could choose from more course
offerings. Politics of districts took precedence over my educational needs. So did politics of
basketball and we often played WSS! So I completed enough credits to graduate as Valedictorian
in three years and left for Montana State College on several meager scholarships at age 16. For
so many years I thought nothing good comes out of Willow Creek, and it was then that I divorced
my former self, married, and lived in California for twenty years. I even have a nickname, a term
of endearment endowed upon me as first child of a doting father, and it embarrasses me even
now to hear someone calling me Skeet or Skeeter!!

Despite all this, maybe I am finally coming home to some kind of integration. In Jungian
terms, I continue in my sixty-first year to "hold the tension of the opposites," as you did so
profoundly in relating your personal story. For me, it was the plodding endurance of my parents
as poor farmers against my aspirations born of reading Greek and Roman mythology over and
over as I herded cows in the lane in my junior high years. I would look up from some engrossing
tale and no cows would be in sight. I would gallop my horse off in a panic to find the herd
charging its way through the ripeness of old Tom Karns' field. I reflect on your book as holding
that tension throughout: Spot and Tip. Father and Grandmother. Life and death. Fear and
courage. Freedom and lack of I, too, made the decision to leave the homestead at an early age,
knowing in my heart that I was stifled by the lives we were living. Besides the yearnings for
knowledge and travels, I sensed that there were a world of men out there, even in Malaysia or
Taiwan or New York or California that I had never met! And I knew they would not be like the
men in my family of origin.

Strange how I see you coming out of the cauldron in the images of Kalhil Gibran despite
the bitterly cold, desperate winters that in reality contributed to the molding. I felt most touched
when you spoke of the poetry of the language in prose and your efforts to work out the rhythm
that gives it depth and volume. I was excited, too, when you alluded to the progression of the
narrative to the metaphysical, the level at which psychology even begins to be understood. Then
there is the metaphorical level. Our symptoms are but the metaphors for the inner struggles in
our lives. Children in therapy teach me how profoundly the metaphors are the reality, the literal
reflection of our psychological makeup. All, I believe, relates somehow to a metaphysical context
which excites me endlessly.




My 85 year old mother attended the lecture with me. She is as spy and sprightly as she
was years ago, but she suffers total short-term memory loss and considerable long-term memory
loss and confusion. However, she was delighted with your stories. She relates most vividly to the
old days, especially that old cabin we lived in and the life she loved so much there. Also the time
she spent sheepherding! Mom is with me a lot, thankfully, and she is teaching me how to live
joyfully in the moment. But the tension of the opposites here, the joyful moment and the
deadening repetition due to memory loss, sometimes leaves me as numbed as I felt in my early
life. I fled her company for the moment at the Museum of the Rockies and let the lecture wash
over me. I yearned once again for the thrill of academia with its bright exchange of ideas. 1
turned home that night holding the tension of the daughter mothering the mother like the role
reversal you experienced with your father.

Thank you for holding that tension and the other opposites so honorably and respectfully
from the position of participant observer, loyal son and grandson. I am so grateful for having had
the chance to hear you speak, and to have lived along with your written words the times we lived
in years ago.

Sincerely,

n Elpel
e Jeaess~
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29 May '89

Dear Barbara Beniisrhr-- ¥

What a delight to have your story of you and your teacher friend
:&: the sheep ard my House of Sky words. I never could have dreamed,
n I was writing that book, the resonances it seems to have.

And T want to apologize for being such a dodo about Montana City
vigrn we crossed paths at the Billings librarians' gathering. I surely
ow of Montena City, because much of ithe rodeo scene in English Creek
T wrote in a borrowed house near Clancy. I'd say that school is greafly
lucky in having someore so attertive to language and books, rumning

their library.

Thanks, truly




25 Sept. '80

Dear Gerry--

I hope you haven't emtirely got over that New Orleans idea
that you were a poet, because it reads to me ‘as if you are one.

Your letter was very fine, and the horse story meant more to me
than you could have known, It's in the same range--pasture?--as
ore which was told me about my father since House of Sky appeared,
and which I'm using in the book coming out this fall, Winter Brothers.
So I thank you doubly, for gottirg in touch once again and for doing
it in a hearfelt way.

Yes, Carol is well, and doing well, Haybe even doing some good,
she thinks sometimes when a student begins to percolate, We spent
last weekend hikirg with another voice from the past, Frank Zoretich
from your summer at the Institute. Frank is a feature writer for
the morning paper here, the Post-Intelligemer, and is about the
best at it north of LA, He asked me to pass along jpmx his address:
4023 Meridian N., Seattle 98103. Frank in turn recently heard from
Dennis Cowals, also of your time, now of Anchorage.

~ Am launched now, a]most literally, on a novel: a mid ~l9th cent.ury
story of a great escape by canoe, based on an incident which happened
on this coast. Seems to me to be okay so far, but I'll see what the
agent and the publisher think of the menuscript sample, next month.
The upcoming book, Winter Brothers, is a first-person excursion as
Sky was, a kind of journal of the winter of '78-9. Probably be my
last personal stuff for awhile. Sky has not at all made me riche=-
sold 17,000 in hardback, a zero short of real financial success--but
it's being taught in westaem 1it courses and takes me back to Montana
rext month for a writers! (Norman Maclean, Jim Welch, Richard Hugo)
conclave, so I have all the prestige I can eate Which, as the man
said, at least is better than crow. My trips to NY are scanty, on
purpose, but I'1l try reach you whenever I make ancther one. Mean-
- while, keep at that writing you mentioned, Best to Jane. '
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Dear Ivan:

I have no idea how it came to be the summer of 1980
before I crossed paths with a book called This House of

Sky. Not that it matters; long before I'd turned the last
page-- turned the last page, not finished the book, because
1t's not the kind of book that's finished just because
you've read all the words-- I knew that my problem wasn't
going to be apologizing for having missed your work before,
but adequately expressing how I feel about it now. I was
trying to figure out a way to do that when I suddenly
remembered a line my brother Patrick quotes, and it scemed
to fit, and I thought you might enjoy the story.

A few years back, Pat bought a horse, a thoroughbred
racer., It was a proud moment for our family, not so much
because of the horse's quality, but because for what was
almost certainly the first time in history an Anders, a
horse, and a legitimate bill of sale for that horse could
be found in the same place all at once,

I never saw the animel and don't recall much about
it except that it had a name unpropitious in the extreme:
Tragic Error or Fatal Mistake or something of that nature;
also, that it had shown some speed here and there, mainly
to misty-morning clockers and now and then for a piece of
a race, but never enough speed over enough track to win
much of anything or to impress anybody save an old trainer

named Goodrich, on whose advice Pat purchased the beast




and into whose tutelage he delivered 1t.

Now, this o0ld man Goodrich was, and is, a one-of-
a-kind character, counterfeit-proof. He wouldn't look
an inch out of place in your house-of-sky country, Ivan,
and probably has passed through there more than once
since running away from his West Texas home at the ripe
old age of twelve., All of his life has been lived on or
around horses, working as cowpoke, broncbuster, ranch
foreman, race rider, race hustler, trader, trainer, you
name it. Nearly seventy now and still as tough and full
of fire as a pine knot, he seems never even to have
noticed, much less been slowed down by, the fact that
he was born with a withered and handless right arm.

People qualified to judge such matters tell me two
things about Goodrich: first, that he knows all that
is knowable about horses; second, that he long ago would
have risen to the very top as a trainer if his character
were clouded by the slightest wisp of tact or diplomacy.
It isn't, however, and since the kind of people who buy
expensive racehorses are no more conformable than the
rest of us to being told that they are dead wrong and
damn fools, the o0ld man's career has fallen notliceably
short of being a serene and uninterrupted climb to the
heights. That he still works for my brother I ascribe
partly to Pat's never meking a suggestion of any kind

concerning the handling of horses, and partly to the




fact that Pat addresses his employee as Mr. Goodrich,
while Mr. Goodrich calls his boss Pat.

One further thing about Mr. Goodrich I've learned from
personal experience: He 1s the windiest, most eternally
garrulous man on earth. He simply never shuts up. He will
talk nonstop about any subject whatever for as long as
you care to listen, and if the subject 1s horses, for a
good deal longer than that. His style 1s as rambling as
an old farmhouse bullt a wing or a room at a time over
the long decades, and ten times as full of detall.

FPor instance, he once told me about a trail drive
incident: Two bulls got to butting heads, and one of
them slipped and fell two hundred fest down an almost
sheer mountain face. Sure that the animal was dead,
Goodrich and the other men moved on., That night, miles,
down the trail, they were amazed to see the broken and
bleeding bull come staggering up to rejoin the herd.

The bull died during the night.,

It seems a bare enough anecdote, but by the time
he had fleshed it out with a discussion of the hablts
of cattle in general and bulls in particular, along
with the life histories of two or three of his men, and
descriptions of the terrain and the weather, and any
number of other embellishments, Mr. Goodrich had created
a saga a solid hour in the telling. 4nd if it had been

a horse that fell off that cliff, he'd probably still

be talking.




At any rate, this was the man who set to work on
Tragic, or Fatal, or whatsver, changing the animal's
exercise schedule and diet, tinkering with 1ts shoes
and leg wrappings, running it in a few cheap races,
watching it finish in the remote background each time,
(These setbacks seemed not to trouble Mr. Goodrich.

The horse was only running for the work, he claimed.
He didn't bother to mention that each loss bumped the
odds higher by ten or fifteen to one on his entry's
next trip to the post.)

Fi@ﬁﬁly a day arrived when Mr. Goodrich pulled Pat
aside, mentioned a trustworthy third party, and passed
a chunk of money to be funneled through that party onto
Tragic and Patal's nose. Pat didn't need a crash course
in deductive reasoning to add a big bet of his own., He
watched the wagers down and made it back to the paddock
in time to hear Mr. Goodrich telling the Jjockey to let
the horse run i1ts own race. This, of course, amounts to
about the same thing as a baseball manager telling his
pitcher not to give the batter anything good to hit, the
principal difference being that jockeys follow such
instructions even less frequently than pitchers do. Mr.
Goodrich, however, has a way of making hls meaning
extremely apparent, and when the Jockey climbed aboard,

his eyes held the light of understanding that his sole




functions were to steer his mount between the rails
and around other horses, and to be in the saddle at
the finish.

The odds slipped a little-- some sharpie may have
spotted the owner-trainer betting-- but still were
plenty long when the horses broke from the gate. They
raced tightly bunched through the first turn. Then,
suddenly, the thing happened which only Mr. Goodrich
could have expected, God Himself probably considering
it no more than a distant possibility: Tragic came
blasting out of the pack like a halfback breaking free
from a clumsy jumble of clutching linemen., All down
the backstretch and through the final turn he raced
like another Secretariat, a superhorse, a horse from
another planet., He thundered into the stretch thirty
lengths . in front, and though he flagged noticeably in
the last furlong, nothing was going to catch him on
that afternoon,

From the winner's circle, Pat went along while
Mr. Goodrich led Tragic back to the stables. There the
trainer hosed the horse down, blew the caked dirt from
its eyes, did all the other basic chores that most of
his colleagues would trust to an assistant. All the
while, he spilled out his accustomed stream of talk:
"Didja notice that five horse bear out so wide on the

turn there? His daddy useta have that trouble too,




sometimes." Or: "Didja see that damn Mendoza drive
right up under that gray horse's heels and then have
to yank the brakes? Horse thought the race was over.
That Mex idiot'll never ride for me, I'll guaran-flat-
damn-tee ya that! Jesus God A'mighty!"

Finally Pat, new to the game, proud of his first
win and of Tragic's dominating burst of speed, managed
to slip in what seemed to him a pertinent inquiry about
his horse: "How fast would you say he was going, in the
backstretch there?"

Given the man he was dealing with, he expected not
only an exact figure, but an elaborate discourse on the
top and average speeds reached by this horse before, by
other horses on other tracks, by quarterhorses, wild
horses, cow ponies, Clydesdales-- by the wooden horses
on merry-go-rounds, most likely. But the old trainer
merely squinted up for a second as if to get a good
look at the kind of fool who could ask such a silly
and inconsequential question.

"Ooh, I dunno," he shrugged before turning back to
his work and his monologue. "However fast horses go."

However fast horses go.

However well writers write.

This House of Sky.

Except, of course, that your performance was sirong




wire to wire, and that I'd bet on you at least to
match it next time out.

A 1ot of 1liquid, not all of it water, has passed
beneath a lot of bridges since I saw you last. No doubt
you have noticed this phenomenon, and will forgive me
if I short you a'few hundred million details of my life
over the past 16 years and Jjust ship the bare framework.

I left the idea of doing journalism in late '64 and
Northwestern in early '65. Went to New Orleans, where I
thought for a while that I was a poet. Ducked the draft
for a year at LSU in Baton Rouge, then for another year
at the University of Wisconsin, Madison. Came to feel
that hiding in school wasn't the way to behave for a man
as opposed to the Vietnam mess as I had become. Sald to
hell with it, went back to Louisiana for a while, then
on to San Francisco.

On Jan. 8, 1969, in the Oskland induction center, I
refused to take that one step forward that would have
put me in the Army. The FBI agent sald they'd be around
to arrest me within three months, but nothing ever
happened. I still don't know why. Maybe 1t was just
that so many young men weren't taking that step in
Qakland in those days.

After doing a whole lot of very little in San
Francisco, I moved to New York in 1971. Here, in a

metter of months, my unofficisl six-year marriage to




a girl with the ineffably Southern name of Penny Lu
Nichols came apart for the last time. It may have been
unofficial, but it couldn't have gone any sourer if it
had been certified by the Supreme Court,

The lady in my life today is Jane Brinker, a casting
director for television, a lovely, dark-eyed, spirited
little woman with an infectious laugh and a way of making
people feel that the world looks better than it did Jjust
before they found themselves in her company. We've been
together eight years., Jane shares my admiration of your
writing, which is pretty strong testimony to your powers
of communication, considering that we're talking here
about a lifelong big-city girl whose idea of country is
what she sees from the Garden State Parkway, whose
concept of a wild animal is a squirrel, and whose
experience with domestic ones extends only to the
care and feeding of a wire-haired fox terrier.

For my first few years in New York, I worked as a
freelance writer and editor in the textbook industry,
5ut in the end the Lord relented; these days I make a
modest 1living, if not a downright self-effacing one,
as a photographer,

I sleep well enough most nights; toss and turn,
some nights; and now and then there comes a night when
the morning seems exactly where it is, thousands of

miles away.




Par for the course, I believe.

I still work at writing, not well enough to suit
me, not hard enough to sult much of anybody, but harder
and with more enthusiasm lately than in a long, long
time. I would be content someday to turn out work that

could sit within a shelf or two of This House of Sky.

I gather from the book that Carol is well and dolng

well; my regards and best wishes to her,

Sincerely,

-~ e ) L A o o

Gerry Anders

Cherub '62
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Andres #Helitt
2161 De La Ribera
La Jolla, CA 92037

6 May '86
Dear Andrea HoNitt--

1t's good to tear that Mouwse of Sky lived up %o Hontana
ard vice versa~--thenks for taking the trouble to write and
82y so. Two others Montama books that might interest yous
Norman Maclean's great novella, ti tle stary of A River Rung
Through It; and T've written, sinco House of Sky, a novel
got near Clacier Park, titled fnglish Creek.
best wishes



December 27, 1985

Ivan Doig

c/o Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, Inc.
757 Third Avenue

New York, NY 10017

Dear Mr. Doig:

I had just recently finished This House of Sky when I heard
you on NPR the other day, talking about this house of fog we
now inhabit here in Seattle. Hearing you reminded me to write
this letter.

I started reading your book as soon as my husband and I bought

it, the last time you were at Arbur Books. It was so good

that I put it down almost immediately. The writing was so

clear and lovely; it couldn't be ignored. I went back to science
fiction. And kept your book on my bedside table for another
time.

Once, a few years ago, I got as far as Ruth's section. 1I'd

built up some stamina but wasn't ready to go the distance.

The book has remained by my bedside since. Galaxies and space
heroes have come and gone, as well as Prince Andrei, Kristin
Labransdatter and E.B. White. Once read, most was quickly
forgotten. But your book, half read, was there every day,

the lives and land and that wonderful clear language, perco-
lating through my mind.

And now it's read, finally. I'm ready to start another book
of yours, which one I haven't decided. But it won't be a quick
read and it will live with me for a long time.

I used to write to sell things. Now I write, in a journal
and letters, to understand myself and others and to learn how
language works. When I sit down to my typewriter, you and
E.B. White and John McPhee are there behind me. The room's

a little crowded at times, but I couldn't ask for better teachers.

Best,

L

Pamela Heath
746 North 80th
Seattle, WA 98103
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Dear r. CQOpQLew»z, &u:e&»)( Smcc’\fg, ccﬂ&l i

Thanks atly for your letter about my Montana tooks.
Nothing gratifies a writer more than to know his work
chimes with a reader, :
Excuse the brevity--I'm tussling with the first few Ci j‘/
chapters of the next English Creek book, about Jick's /’((05 (M 00’),2/\ o
grami father c from Scotland to homestead, and cor-
respondence doesn't get much time from me. But 1 did want
to let you know how impressive your letter was., Best of
luck with your own endeavorse

hs‘» GWXL %
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Ot was wintertime.

ggs wind was g[owéng fzom the p[ain.i.

04)2([ all new matters o][ ages to come

041045 as a vision of wonder in .gbaas.

FHnd all t/z’ougfz’ta o/[ ages, all c[udma, new wo’(,[c[.i,
HL the futu.u: of 9a[[51i£1 and of mussuma,
AL the games of man, the work o][ inventons,
“The yu.[s trees, and the dieams all children c{u:am.,
The tremulous g[ow of candles in Tows,
The go[c{ and silver of a.n.gs[a and 9[0551,
FHnd the ap[ancloz ofa wadiant dawn.

Poasternak

L, e e e
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Dear Mr.vDoigﬁ

I am sorry I couldn't wait until two to see you, but found this chance to
let you know how much I appreciated your returning my bookplate plus the
unexpected note. DMontana authors are great - everyone has included a note
taking time out of their busy schedules.

I don't know if you noticed, but you wrote "House of Sky" on the "Book-
lover's" book plate. The way the hands formed that corner gave the
impression of the outline of the state of Montana. 1 thought it was

great. 1 think I noticed it because my son had already desigmed a business
card for himself using swans to make the outline.

Also, 1 am enetosing his sketch of my grandfather's ranch outside of Belt
toward the Highwood Mountains. This is why I loved This House of Sky.

All our experiences there echoed what you wrote - the hired men with their
RETGEES 11 48° o 0EORRETDr "8 ALBAT $REL DG MR 40T pere still so enriching.
Ny daughter gave me "Inside This House of Sky" for Christmas last year.

I will be disappointed if 1 don't receive "English Creek" this year. She
was going to try to get into Kalispell yesterday, so hope she did.

Just as a jogger, my request to you with the bookplate went via White
Sulphur Springs before. I didn't want to bother everyone to get a Thank
you back.

Very sincerely,

wanda Maguire

* 1 have a portable typewriter that doesn't cooperate.

We are revolving around you. My niece is a book’buyer for the
University of Washington book store and was looking forward to

hearing you in Tacoma. She gave me "wWinter Brothers".




Jamary 24, 1985

Mrs. Charlene T. Terrell
1050 Thrasher Way

Big Canoe, GA 30143

Mr. Ivan Doig

% Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, Inc.
757 Third Averue

New York, NY 10017

Dear Mr. Doig:

I have just finished reading your moving story and your
words touched, refreshed and inspired me as no writing has
ever done before.

You have truly used the genius you've been blessed with
to create a beautiful thing in This House of Sky. Thank you
for doing so.

Sincerely,

Hittoree ot

Charlene T. Terrell
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DREY Granlleoy Rood
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Dear Mrs. Crawford--

Many thanks for taking the time to send me your good
words about my books. I won't be surprised if Paul and I
‘cross paths in Olympic National Park sometime.
| Also, your timing is excellent: about two weeks ago the
first of my intended Montana trilogy of fiction was published; -
the title % Creek and the publisher Athersum. I
imagine a 1 shos wp sooner or later in the. San ..
Francisco * paper, as they 've reviewed my other baoka;

in any cnq; it's a novel abont. the ranchigg and rural life
I wrote about in House of S

You know ﬁnmmthmutnlbtotu arourd whe
favop Job 36!

best wishes, and my appreciation




Culbertson, Montana
July 24, 1984

Mre.  lvaniPoig

Dear Pr. Doilgs

In June we attended our son's graduation from MSU at: Bozeman.

We were pleased to be there as you were awarded an honorary
degree and thought your remarks were very ilnterestaing. Later
that day we purchased the book Inside This House of Sky. and in
Jlooking ‘Bhrough. it notiiced  thespiecture of .the four white crosses
along a highway.

I thought:yeuimight berinterested to know that the whimgsicross
program was started by the American Legion of Montana in 1953
and?lecal American  legion posts puE upbhercrossestand mainieain
them.: "The  bhlighway deparbment gdves-us: permissiont toiblhacei vhe
crosses but ‘ehay s thet extent of Blied B dnvo Lvements

During my 1983-84 term as Department Commander of the American
Legion of Montana one of the things I stressed was proper main-
tenanceiof itheserwhilitel cPOSSES S0, 1 was 'especially happy to
see that you .were impressed by the program and chose to include
ithin your books. ' Liknow:that yobswauldiwant o knowithenpedl
background of this program.

Dear Mr, Jensen-- Immediate Pa
American Legion, Dept. of Montana

M5U forwarded your letter to me, and I'm glad to have
the background about the highway crossese-l gﬁw knew their
historye You in tum may be interested to know that the
photo of the crosses in owr books was the photographer's
selasction~~that is, he shot the photo and included it on
aesthetic grounds, rather than any guidance from me., Jo,
the crosses do make an impressien.

I hope you're summering well, and that the Jensen
enjoyed the MSU gradustion half as mach as I did, Thanks
for taking the troulle to write.

best wishes,



S
MR. L.D. ZIMMERMAN -
9110 CENTRAL VLY, RD NE
BREMERTON, WA 98310
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Dear lr, Zimmermane-

1 appreciated your lstter, Dogpett is a familiar name to
me; 1 think my dad knew various of the family.

Maybe owr paths will cross in Bremerton this fall, if I get
over there to sign books this fall, I have to say, though,
I'm now writing fiction about the Choteau-Dupuyer country,
where I lived during high school, rather than the White
Sulphur area, I wish I had encountered you while I was
gathering information for This House of Sky, several years
agoe

I'm gratified that House of Sky struck a chord with you.
Montanans, whether or not they still live in the state, seem
to 1like the book a lot. f

all best wishes




Elizabeth Earnest
2423 East Belleview Place, #20
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53211

May 15, 1984
Dear Mr. Doig:

I have meant a million times to write you about your books but I
haven't found the exact moment to do so until now. I did telephone you
when I was passing through Seattle on my way to Hawaii and spoke with your
wife. She may have told you about that call.

In any event, this is a fan letter. While in Seattle in August of
1982, friends gave me "This House of Sky'". I am absolutely swept away
with this writing, the subject, the devotion to the land and its inhabitants.
I have insisted that friends and family read it (in fact I bought out the
stock of Websters Bookstore here and pressed the book on them). I have
reread it a number of times just to experience the delicious usage and phrasing.

When I was able to find Sea Runners and Winter Brothers, I got them.
They are wonderful books, particularly for me having been raised in the
Northwest. I could just see you poking around in the library at UW, as I
did when I attended school their. The Northwest Indian art which the univer-
sity holds is remarkable and, now, displayed quite well. It is curious that,
on a trip to West Germany a few years ago, I found in the West Berlin museum
a superb collection of Northwest Indian art and understand that a greater
collection exists somewhere in the USSR.

The ethos you express in your books of places I have and haven't been
make them come alive for me again. There are no books or poetry that I
have read recently that have rewarded me so much as yours.

I look forward eagerly to future works and hope that you might take
a moment to let me know what is forthcoming (so I can spread the word among
your growing fans here).

God bless you for sharing your wonderful talent with us all.

Most cordially yours,

o2 Surmect-




s June ‘84
Dear Liz barreste-
I much appreciated your letter--and I'm aorry it took
a couple of tries to hit our address,

You wondered about upcoming books. I seem to be writing
a ficilonal trilogy set in Montama. The first novel,
English Creek, will be publisted this fall by Atheneum--

I hope as early as Septembar, It'll be a couple of years
to the next one, a novel of the homesteaders. Sut I think
Znglish Opreek will have many of the things that people
seemed to like about This House of Siy. I hope sol

all best wishes, and
thanks for writing.







The town that was my town
To Valier, Montana, Population 750

Geese bark up the hardluck lake And now I’m gone I'll go on dreaming willow

of farmers and farms where in a flare of ice,
the first calves shiver skyward leave this place to people who
on their hoofbeats. : g

sing out the mountain mirage —
In the flush and husky cloudbank the rocking farms upthrust and there |
of the town that was my town, my stark another rising in the light and early air. |
home to be old in, ;

all the children roughen in the wind. Virginia Leinart




quantity of talent devoted to parliamentary or a;
Leatrice B. Hobbs istrative work is larger [in Europe], relatlvely tothe
population, than in America .

In the British election ]ust held 72.7 percent of the

ports I've seen refer to Cmdr. ehg:lble voters voted. It is inter: esting to note that in the
first US military adviser in El 1980 US presidential election only about 54 percent ‘
he only adviser to be slain? The voted. (In each of the five latest US presidential elec- :

t a widespread view that other tions, incidentally, the percentage has declined.)

| follow if we stay our present Back in 1893 Bryce said rather unflatteringly that

| : the American voter ‘‘likes his candidate to be sensible,

Richard L. Kaufmann vigorous, and above all what he calls ‘magnetic,” and

: _Professor of Physics does not value, because he sees no need for, originality

niversity of New Hampshire or profundity, a fine culture or a wide knowledge.” He

adds, rather discouragingly, that ““to a party it is more
important that its nominee should be a good candidate
than that he should turn out a good president.”’

a selection can be published
dged. All are subject to con- | , :
r's to “‘Readers write.”’ Right or wrong? It is a challenge that still exists.
LEh o ipens
Mo ong o ©) 12l
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3 oct. '83
Dear Qay Frojen--

Thanks for sending the Monitor poem and comwent, both of which
were news to me. The poem was printed while I was in the
Valier -Jupuyer-Choteau area of Montema this swwwer, working
on & novel about that area. And we possibly crossed paths in
July, because on the lith my wife and a friend and I drove over
from Helera , where we were borraiing a house, to spend the
holiday in White Sulphwr Springs and Ringlinge

Best of luck in your student teaching and your eventual
classroom career. And again, my sppreciation.
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Dear Mr. Doig:

I am taking advantage of some contacts 1 have in White
Sulphur Springs with the hope that you can take a minute
and sign the enclosed book plate for me.

I have been collecting Montana books for over 40 years and
am trying to complete it with autographs where 1 can. My
son bought me This House of Sky for Christmas when it first
came out. He tried to find you in Seattle at the time but
could not find you in the phone book.

My family had a ranch out of Armington, and we have spent
our lives in the Montana outdoors. Your book touched on
so many similar experiences and backgrounds that it came
alive. I enjoyed it so much. I envy an author's ability
to get it down on paper - and you did it most beautifully.

If you can do this favor for me, it would mean a great deal.
(My son sketched the stationery for me - I like his way of
recording it).

Very sincerely,

Mrs. Mel Maguire



20 Sept. '83

Dear Mrs, Maguire--

Sorry about the deday. I've been immersed in the Montana novel
I'm writing, then was out of town for awhile. I was a bit baffled
about where to sign the bookplate, so I tried not to sully the

bookloving figure. Hope it's okay,
] best regards

\"’: E ..J\__r"; o &M” e o
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Dear “haran--

Tried to s argpy, W Mﬁim ',
to the an: . s hore's ma mﬁ. Hardback copies

of SKY are so scarce: mt mr own are now collector's itm,

and I doubt 'l(i'w yOu Yot of money--520

§25 in recefit- bookdes _z(a' Se : a fow stll are n .
the gmiﬁishor’s war .and the one bookstore that some-
times manag Edmonds Bookshope (775-2789)e '
They don't e any abt t&a poment~-] asked--but are going

try order s you might get in touwh with them, and also

try Shoray'sy chwcasimmnastudawmrwm
ar 3 i you mpme up with a book, of course 1'11 be
glal to sign -‘-ryi can't help more; it's one of the ‘
perplexities publ ry the scarcity of a hardback once
the mmkmmalm¢ ; ;.
best wishes for the holidays «




Rt ‘1 Box 620
Loon Lake,WA 99148
June 18, 1983

Mr. Ivan Doig

c/o Atheneum Publishers
597 5th Ave.

New York,NY 98250

You may not recall our communication in July of 1981, at which time
I wrote commending you on This House of Sky and mentioned some of
the similarities in our backgrounds which made the book particularly
appealing.

I recently read your Sea Runners and sincerely feel that you are one
of the finer newer authors. Your ability to interweave theme and plot
with such vivid imagery makes the reader an integral part of the action.

As an interesting sidelight, my nieces husband, Mike Koelke, who is
president of Sheldon Jackson College in Sitka was here visiting last
week and said that you were there several months ago during the pro-
motion of your book.

Mr. Doig, I would be pleased to donate my time to do any editing or copy
reading for you as I am retired after having taught English and journa-
—~2Tism at ‘the secondary level., If I can be  of any assistance in this
area, please do not hesitate to ask. 19 iuge 533

Sincerely,

Dear M. Maxson--‘ / LEEY
4/C£4¢4£AL»;%%Q27%A914;f

Thanks for the kind words o SOA'R La}/-gfnae:ga)éﬁé)?
exceedingly gemerous of fer of copyreading. Bat I'm
such a ore-yan operation, using even the copyreading as
ore more chance to fine-tune my words, that I've never
been able to involve anyore else but my wifee 4 do

reciate belg thought of so highly.
S - all besh wishes

pPeSe Fxcuse the delay in reply--I'm in the midst o;{‘ writing
a Homtana movel, and am getting to almost nothing else these

days <



Christ Our King
UNITED PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH U.S.A. EUBENE PETERSON, Pastor

Emmorton Road Church Study 838-4698
Bel Air, Maryland 21014 Home 838-5520
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M , 2l Sept. '82
Sogimn b VLl

Many thanks for your good words about House of Sky. The book does
seem to have a durable life.

Dear Eugene Peterson—-

Carol and I were brie through your home area this summer, on our
way back from the Choteau uyer country. I'm at work now on a Montana
novel set in the Depression years, and it too will have in it both
Montanans and Montana Scotchmem, Do you suppose your friend Iain Wilson
might be game to talk to me sometime when I'm out there, if I find the
chance? If so, and you'd care to provide his address, 1'd happily contact
him if the opportunity arises.

Again, my gratitude that you took the time to write me.
best regards




M. Willborn
P.O0. Box 2089
Amarillo, TX 79105

e
Patriof ==

Ivan Doig
17021 10th Ave. N.W.
Seattle, WA 98177

© USPS 1981

ni= ! B L N N o=



R
= July 22, 1983
Dear Mr, Doig,

...I.recently found a first edition of This
House of -Sky and sent it to you today, with
return poqtace. I would very much appreciate
your inscribing it. Thanks very much for the
thoughtful inscriptions on the other books.

Haven't seen the large format of This
House gf Sky yet, but when its published I'm
sure the book stores here will eventually have
it. Looking forward to thet and your next
'sffOI‘tS.

Thanks again.

/A/(,& AN 5»‘”". RS










807 ‘E: Juneau, 21
Milwaukee, WI 53202
May: 11, 1988

Mr . fIvan: Doig
17021 T0th Ave..,  NW
Seattle, WA 98177

Dear Mr. Doiqg,

IL've just finished reading This House of Sky and hayve only one
regret -: that T ‘ean't now read it for the first time.

Your book was rhapsodically recommended to me by a close friend,
Elizabeth Earnest, and the other night I told her I'd become so
caught up in it I wanted to write you a fan letter (a thing I'm
rarely moved to do), if I could get your address. As a matter of
fact, she said, on a recent trip to Seattle (her native home) she'd
called you to say how much she loved your work and so, happily, had
your address.

A while ago, before I had begun This House of Sky, another friend
threw out the cocktail-hour question: "If you could have one
(personal) thing in all the world, what would it be?" Without
hesitation I said it would be the ability to write beautifully -
not for the fame, and sometimes fortune, attendant upon such a
talent, but for the depth of perception and sensitivity needed to
bring the words to paper. The riches lie mainly in the seeing
(although seeing without any ability at all to articulate it must
be the worst agony), and especially seeing love as it moves in and
through our lives in its many expressions.

Time and again, while I was reading your book, I was struck, some-
times breathless, by the events in your life which have their echoes
in my own. So my visit to my 70-year-old maiden aunt, who lives on
Sheridan Road across from Lincoln Park, was even more special. As

I walked down Michigan Avenue with that lady who means so much to
me, I thought about how we were passing the same places, perhaps
treading the very same inches of cement, as those beloved people

who are forever a part of you - and now of me as well, for having
read the book. Later, during one of our endless favorite card games,
I thought how in her face are reflected my own grandmother's and
mother's (her mother and sister), both gone for many years now, and
also the prophecy of my own face in years to come. We are so alike.
But most important, it is her face, and while I hope there will be
many moments like that one, that one will not happen again, any

more than I can read your book again for the first time. « But I.can
hold both in my heart. Blessed be the ties that bind.




o

YOU write beautifully, Skavinsky. And I want to thank you most
warmly for This House of Sky. It's as if you have reached across
half a continent to offer a wealth of love by the double-handsful
to a grateful and not-so-complete stranger.

ean Collins

25 May '83
Dear Jean Collinse-

Thanks so mch for taking the tronble to write me about
House of Sky. A writer can stani the reasswance that
his work is alive, somewhere out there in the world.

I'm about to depart for Montaza, for the sake of a
Montanawduring -the -Uepression novel I'm writing. A sors
of fictional first cousin of House of Sky, 1 suppose;
with luck, i%'1l be in print a year from this falle-and
I can start on probably the next Montana nowvel, one
about homesteaders.

regards
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23 April 83

Dear 31l Knapp=-

Thanks for all the kind words about my worke. You're one
—of the few to see the effect of ry divided citizenship-
Hontana arnd here, Amyway I have 1% easier than Conrad and
~ Nabokov, who had to learm the langusges of fresh placedl I
dgn't particularly agree that I have roped and tied the
Great Grey; roon for more work on that, particularly by any-
bady who's really a waterren, sailor of some sort (I'm by
terperament a drylanier, despite Sea Rumners). Poems might
be the way Lo go; Dick Hugo got a lot done on this area
before going to Montama. And you ht like to know of & new
novel, SAGLE SONG by James Hous@on (he of THE WHITE DAWNDw-
a Nootka Sound story told from the Indian point of view, and
a ook I greatly wish was mine. ileanwhile, yes, I'm in the
Montama past, maybe for a few books now; best of both worlds,
this climage to work in arnd that one to write aboute ]
| my your own work thrive. best,

dudt . 122%/4 M%




Apral © 118 « 11983

Dear Mr. Doig:

This is a fan letter. I don't usually write them,
but after reading THIS HOUSE OF SKY twice I felt I needed to
let you know how much it has meant to me.

I can't remember when I have read a more enjoyable book,
and I read a great deal. I bought this bocok several weeks
before leaving on a trip, and knew that I must save it for a
quiet time so put it aside until my return from Florida.

The love between you, your father and grandmother is
expressed so beautifully. It must be a great joy to you now
just remembering all those wonderful years with your family.
You give small glimpses of yourself and your beloved Carol
which leave me wanting to learn more about you. Have you
written anything about your marriage? If not, you should,
I'm sure it would be as enjoyable as your love for the rest
ef veour family.

There are so many parts of the book that are great, but
I enjoyed the part about the sheep ranches and traveling from
one to another because I have a cousin who was a pioneer in
the sheep business in Wyoming, and I painted a picture of a
sheep wagon that had been used on her ranch for almost a hundred
years. I have bought a copy of your book to send to her,
hoping that she will be inspired to write her story.

I also read WINTER BRCTHERS which interested me princi-
pally because of Pt. Townsend, where I have been several times.
The first time in 1921, when I stayed in a red brick hotel
in downtown. The room had a high ceiling, and an air tight
stove for heat. It was in winter, and we had a fire that
made the stovepipe red hot.

I lived in Seattle in 1918 to 1921 and have friends there.
In fact, I spent the past two Christmases in Seattle, one time
getting snowed in. I do not have the love for Seattle that you
do, but do think it is beautifully situated and if it were not
for the weather it would be magnificent. I moved to California
in 1921 and wouldn't live anywhere else.

I am a freelance writer, 83 years young, and work for a
writer, Carlton E. Morse, who wrote, produced and directed
ONE MAN'S FAMILY for radio for 27 years. He is now publish-
ing some of his novels for the first time. Stanford Univer-
sity has taken all of his scripts of his radio shows for a
permanent exhibit in their RARE BOOKS LIBRARY.




You may be interested to know that it was quite diffi-
cult finding your book. I happened to find the first copy by
accident, and when I asked for another, they didn't have it
and didn't offer to order it for me. I finadly went-to.B.
Dalton and they ordered two copies for me. I'm telling every-
one about it and loaning one of my copies.

Elmewriting my autobiography. e, not for. publacatieon; but
for my family. Having lived to 83 and having a vivid memory
of the early days, I find it dissgreat fun putting itiall down.

If you have any other books, please let me know what they
are because I want to read them.

I'm so glad I found the two I have. Thanks for writing
them.

Sincerely,

.~ .;‘{ i R 4 / 4 ——
L ; lcﬂ:@@$wu44l
Kathryn (. Smith

L5« Arbor "Court
Woodside, CA 94062



23 april 83
Dear Kathryn Seithe-

Thanks so much for teking time from your own writing to say
good words about mimee My grandmotber, Bessie Ringer of This
House of Jky, was a listener to daytime radio, I think une
doubtedly of "One Man's Family."

As %o other books of mine, I'm now writing, for fall '8
publication, & novel set in Montana during the Depression; it'll
be a fictional first cousin of House of Sky, I guess, ind a
novel of mine titled THE SEA RUMNERS was published by Atheneum
last fall. It's somewhat different from my other two boOkSw
a historical adventure, full of cussing Swede workmen escaping
from cussing Russian masters in 1853 Alaska. Had good review s,
thoughe. Since you're a confirmed Californian, I wonder if
you 've seen an autobiography/memoir I liked a 1ot--CALIFORNIA
AND OTHFR STATES OF CRACE, by Phyllis TherouX.

’ all best wishes




February 7,1983

Dear lvan:

1 have planned towrite you for some time but just don't
get it done for one reason-or-anether+—First-of-ali-T
want to tell you how much 1 enjoyed The Sea Runners.

The map in the front of the book made it very interesting
as I could look there and see exactly where the canoes
were from one chaper to the next.

1t was a hard book to get here, the book store had it
ang-when I -waw it-I was in a hurry .nd didn't get it the
day I saw it, then when I went back it was gone and they
couldn't get any more. I wanted it-for my wife's birthday
do my daughter in Biilings got it for me and got it here
in time. She hasn't read it yet as she has trouble with
her glasses and does very little reading right now.

Somewhere I read or heard that you were now writing your
fourth book and that it again was a book about Montana.
1 will-be-anxious—to-get it when it comes out.

Looking up one of your former -letters to me Iarlann
Coughlin no longer lives here having sold her Books store.
Yes Keith Ford was in school when I was at Ringling.

If you ever see him again say Hi for me.

Think since I wrote last I have had rheumatoid arthritis
which was very bad for a time but as of now I am nearly
back to-normal-except my wrists —dohurt. 1 had to have
m y rings cut off, couldn't wear my watch and had to give
up bowling for a year. —Ii-ecan now-bowl again and wear
the one ring that was not cut off nad can wear ny watch agai

e




We have some good friends in Seattle who live at

443 South 207th if you know about that that is located.

Two of my cousins, sons of Marie Christison the one who
shot the bear in House of Sky are very bad right one,

one in Helena from cancer surgery and the other one in
Great Falls from a severe stroke. I saw both of them last
July 4th when I spent several days in Helena at the time

of my boother's passing. Seems to me that we are all
getting older.

I heard that your uncle Claude had moved from Big Timber
but do not know where. Do you? My cousins in Helena
gave me the name of a book I should read, "None to Give
Away" by elsie Doig Townsend who lives in Independence,
Missoure. Have you ever heard of it. She was at one
time married to your uncle Angus until hgs death. 1

am going to see if 1 can find it in the book store here.

I know you are busy. OUh yes I amstill working but was
laid off for a couple of months until they got the books
mixed up then called me back and they still aren't

all straightened out.

My best regards to both you and your wife,



rKat A ranlnpiliec LA AR
ARt
thwWO% conlat

oA e W%(ﬁ% C),

7%% 3, Coerbd

P6Roy 244
/71’4‘3“’""“'“ /«b 332




2 April 83
Dear Teresa Foltsew

Thanks for taking the time o wirite me about Houwse of Sky.
It's a partioularly opportune moment for me to hear such
mwm,u:c'ummmu of writing a lorg novel
about Montama during the Depression, and it helps %o liave
reassurance that anybody is interested in Montana besides
my Mentama friends and relatives.

best wishes




28 March 1983

Mr. Ivan Doig
17021 10th N.W.
Seattle, Washington 98177

Dear Mr. Doig:

I'm not sure that enthusiasm can come bouncing out of a letter but
believe that phone calls can be an intrusion--so here I am in a
letter, hoping that I can convey some of what I am feeling.

I have just finished This House of Sky and I loved it: it was rich,
exhilarating, cathartic, funny, touching, EVERYTHING, plus it was
set in Montana. I have read alot of books in my life--this one
stands as one of my all time favorites.

I should say further that my father is a geologist and has taught at
Princeton since 1926 (he is now retired). Ever since he started
teaching he has gone to Montana for the summer to teach students in
the field. He has been in different parts of Montana, but always in
Red Lodge for a stint at the geologic field camp there named
Yellowstone Bighorn Research Association. He loves teaching, he
loves the outdoors and most of all he loves teaching in Montana.
Just about May he starts waking up early in anticipation of the
journey to the land of the sagebrush.

As you can see, his love of Montana is contagious. I spent a great
many of my summers in Montana with my parents and I look back on
them with alot of love and with a sense of peace that only looking
at the Montana skyline can bring. The difference between Princeton
and Montana, you can well imagine, is enormous enough so that two of
the three children live west of the Mississippi.

To make a long story short, I have just recently been going through
a divorce and picked up This House of Sky because a friend who also
loves Montana said it was good. Good? It's wonderful--and provided
me with evenings of quiet, peaceful moments, something I haven't had
in a long time; it's not just that Montana descriptions bring back
peaceful times, but that your book is so well written that I was
there and the story took me away from the rain and the gray.




Thank you. Again, I wish you could hear my enthusiasm--but perhaps
you can understand through the background. I finished the book last
night and was just very touched. Needless to say Dad gets a copy in
the next mail.

Sincerely,
Molly Butler

1957 8th Avenue West
Seattle, Washington 98119

1 April '83
Dear Molly Butlere
Thanks for troubling to write me about House of Sigye
This is a2 particularly opportune time for me to hear
such good words, as I'm in the midst of writing a big

novel set in Mortans and can stand to hear reasswance
tiat anybody besides Montanans wents to hear about Montanse

all best wiches -



Friday, Jan. 21, 1983

Dear Mr. Doig,

I am a Bozeman weaver and in charge of selecting a theme
for our Bozeman Weavers Guild display at the Northwest Weavers
Conference. The conference is a regional weavers get-together
for the hobbyist, - professional, beginning and advanced weaver,
The conference offers workshops, seminars, displays, shows,
commercial booths, and lectures on our craft for some 500 north-
west weavers, Each guild exhibits weavings by their members
on a theme of their choice,

I chose the theme "Landscapes of a Western Mind," with
your permission., We pick a theme for our display that provides
a cohesiveness, as we are a diverse group of weavers., "Landscapes
of a Western Mind" lends itself to a lot of creative imagery
and good ideas for weavings., Much like "This House of Sky"
our weavers take natural fibers and relate their own art forms.
I received overwhelming approval of the theme from our guii%
members, over sixty weavers., I hope you approve too, of boP-
rowing "Landscapes of a Western Mind" from your popular book,
The Northwest Weavers Conference will be held in Bozeman, the
first week in July. We would be happy to hear your response
to weaving around this theme. Thank you.

Yours truly,

Janet Donham
33338 Frontage Rd.
Bozeman, MT 59715




27 Jan. '33
Dear Yanete-

I'd be happy and flattered to have you use the "Landscapes"
theme--if there's a printed program or some such for
~ your show, please send me acouple of copies when the td me

comesSe ; 9
regards, and best of luck,






Dear Mr: DOIq,

Thank you for Your pronipt reply.
How grafeful ani oy, Y5, 9 weuld
very much lik( o buy | hardback Copy
From You.  2hank YU

the govd news for Vi IS thalof the
few rmaining paper batk Capies of Ths Hist
of Jk}/} T brught Ly e sy Copies af~
Yhree stores /njm{zy)a mf/%Zm(an z




Drighr “the mly 2 Jpardbath capies of
Winfer Brothets — it is also st of print
I was t).
With he heole 9 am b‘ﬁ" /ﬂm y, !
I hae g htal ot § books b pe duto mpheﬂ, ‘
When and whevt yysudd ynt Like e ¥ meet
ULk Agun, THAN K YoU.

KWAlleTL MASK
- r HELMI JUVONEN, 20TH C. AMERICAN
& Hdll/} h/l”/[/[/b EUGENE FULLER MEMORIAL COLLECTION
| 4_ 3 . /¢ 77 SEATTLE ART MUSEUM

( 3649 N.E 20th)
= Pellevue 48604 0



£1 Dear Mr: Doiq,
8ot unlifie your experience
GOS '5 at Ellew Crrek, I fought the cancer
_ bartle %@ZMM t%o Withy z/e@gozé
CLOTLIONS el s

o

incliging telling somesme—

1) VALULC, rtorm o prosmaly

ou touched) Z{y yours.
;g Withour this experiene) wonld. haye
- never }I/ﬂ/ﬂ[/ f/l( Courage- 7, Wr/ﬂ) 10 \yﬂﬂ

brlng J do Wszjru,fv éﬂwﬁmjmfc /Zd anv

for your perssnal reply ang yrur tima—=

I canmot beguw 1o thark yow tnamly for part
J OH. with W‘g‘ \yﬂof’/mrdéﬂ(cyi/ af/v/?j of Z'Zf f/mf%
0 1 L/ of Sky. fga,J realize how fortupalpJ anv.
1” O Eor the very beautiful ang Sensinif-
Way Yy shat- Yr 2«7% and Carol’s
%m;y/v&mr writmg, J thak yn.
/%a@ Was hay berw tonched) oW @
Jpeda/é wat,
5 Wp}%d had some Montana
\ )z hudkleberry_jam for you—omayly next—
Summe—"




;Do not stand at my grave and weep.
X am not there. I do not sleep.
X am a thousand winds that blow,
X am the diamond glint on snow:
X am the sunlight on ripened graia.
X am the gentle autumn tain,

When you wake in the morning hush
Lam the swift, uplifting rush
of quiet birds in c'wding Flighv.
X am the'soft starlightataighr,

Do twt stand at my grave and weep.
I amnot theve. I do not sleep.,

dauthor unknown
Eeom The Northwest ITndian News

Mary Helen Windell - scripsir- 199



The Bellevue lady who wants you to sign books (Mary Hill Bendell?) called to
see about that. Sounds nice, but very talky!

Wht would be dasiest foryou? I suggested meeting you in U District maybe one
day when you're down there, Stressed how busy you are,

She'd appreci ate having autographs by end ofnext week. Will be out of town
as of March 2, I said you'd call her when you could arrange something.
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6 Fﬁbo '83

Dear Mrs., Windell--

I appreciated hearing of your interest in This House of Sky;
I'm glad it rang true to you.

Hardback copies are a scarce proposition; once in a while you'll
come across a bookstore with one, but the book is effectively out of
print. I have a limited cache of my own; I could spare one for your
brother but not beyond that, I'm afraid., The cost would be $12 plus
pos tage; Sky weighs 1% pounds, so book rate lith class postage is &H¢.

There are paperback copies of the book pretty generally available,
if that'd suffice for the other gifts you mentioned. Or, if there's
no vast rush, I plan to have a Montama novel in print in about a year
and a half. I wish the hardback supply situation was better, but that's
the publishing business,

all best wishes

v { & ""4

pe8s There probably also will be a coffee table photo book, called
Inside This House of Sky--a few thousand words of This House of Sky
used as captions on €& pics of the country of the book--in print this
autumn, It's going to cost like the dickens, though, likely between
$25 and $30.



JON B. LUND
3760 N.W. JACKSON SCHOOL ROAD
HILLSBORO. OREGON 97123
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JON B. LUND

3760 N.W. JACKSON SCHOOL ROAD
HILLSBORO. OREGON 97123

TELEPHONE 640-2118
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26 Jan. '83
Dear Jon land--

Nice of you to take the time to write me asbout
House of Sky. Your town of Astoria is ome of the coastal
places my wife and I go back and back to--usually 2«3
times a year, some kind of Astoria-Cannon Beach-Oswald
West venture. T assume you don't know that Astoria
plays 2 role~-as a distant goal to some striving 1853
canceren~--in @ novel of mine called The Sea Rumers.
There's preciove little of actusal histarical Astoria in
the book, Wt it was interesting to delve at the Oregon
Historical Society for even that muche

Again, thenks for gettingin touch. There's a great
Montane fishing novella ealled A River Runs Through It,
by Horman Maclean.
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818 Flormann
Rapid City, South Dakota 57701
November 9, 1982

M7. Ivan Doig
C/© Harcourt Brace Jovanovich
New York, N.Y.

Dear Mr, Doig,

It is my hope that this letter will eventually reach you
through your publisher or through an address that czn be
found at our local library.

Several years ago I reviewed "This House of Sky" for a local
book review group. Perhaps because I was born on a homestead

in eastern Montana and grew up in Glendive I have a passion for
anything about Montana. Someone has written "virtually every
person who has ever lived in Montana--even for a brief period of
time--likes to be known as a Montanan for the rest of his life!
I was particularly impressed with your descriptions of the land,
the towns and the people-=-your lyrical choice of words often
matches the phrases of John McPhee and would surely please Mrs.,
Tidymn .

Mrs., Tidyman, by the way, taught two acquaintanceg of mine who
grew up in Valier--Virginia Geiger (Kenyon) and Gynell (now
Naylor) whose father was a doctor in Valier--both older than

you, I'm sure.

This letter is written to send on to you a recent article

from The Denver Post about a Wyoming shepherdess whose experiences
were not unlike some of yours and your father's., As I read it

I was reminded of your book and thought you might be interested in
the woman's story - and,could finally tell you how much I

enjoyed "This House of Sky".

My husband and I made a side trip through Ringling last summer just
to see the town and that area.

After attending an Elderhostel at Peninsula College in Port Angeles
I was eager to read your book about the settling of the Olympic
Peninsula, and I enjoyed the history. "This House of Sky" will
continue to be my favorite Doig, however. Have you considered

a second book about Montana? I hope so.
ely youiz.. Eﬁ

. Richard Christle)

Si




8 Dec, '82

Dear Lucillee-

Many thanks for passing along the Denver Post storye I had
‘never thought of it before, but I believe I've never heard of a
woman sheepherder, No reason why there shouldn't be, certainly.

Yes, I'm at mrk on a Montana book--a novel set in the Dupuyar
country during the Depressione It's going to be a long one, though,
and . I'11 apend all of next year wz'iting :!.t; with luck it.'ll be
publishod in autum 01‘ '81;. _ :

I was back in Valier for my 2Sth h:lgh school reunion in Jum.
Had hoped Mrs, Tidymen's youngest son would show up=-it actual]y_
was a reunion of 3 classes--but he didn't. I 'Ghought we looked
like a pretty gued bunch, even e LT AL ‘

Agahx, my appreciation,  If you're within hearing range of
the Radio Reader on National Public Radio, he's supposed to read
my current novel, an-Alaska adventure story, sometime in the gew year.

1
1.5

all best ;wishes‘



November 22, 1982

Mr. Ivan Doig
17021-10th Ave. N.W.
Seattle, WA 98177

Dear Mr. Doig:

It is through a rather bizarre series of coincidences that I am
writing you this letter, not the least of which is that I'm sending
it merely across town.

This past summer, my sister was spending some time aboard the ARCO
tanker on which her husband serves, cruising between Los Angeles and
Panama. During these weeks, she did a lot of reading, and one of the
books she was lent by one of the crew members was THIS HOUSE OF SKY.
And although the trip was a very exciting one for her, this book turned
out to be her main topic of conversation upon her return. Our mother
was born in White Sulphur Springs in 1935, and we've all been told
about the town mostly from her late father and his sisters, so this was
a particularly interesting book to our family.

The other strange twist, and the one that convinced me to write
this letter, was the realization that you are a client of Davis, Wright,
Todd, Riese & Jones, the law firm for whom I work. A postcard you sent
to Marshall Nelson, Mitch Olejko and Ann Northrup was posted in our
lunchroom, and your name caught my eye.

I'm not quite sure why I'm writing this, except maybe just to say
that you've written a very special, heirloom-type book for us. And
also to drop a few names, I suppose. I'm mostly interested in anything
you might know about my great-grandfather, Lewis Wright. I've been told
he was a painter, and that some of his works are still around the area.
It would mean a great deal to my mother, who also paints, to know where
some if any of them are located. There was also an episode in the book
wherein a doctor died on a sidewalk in the middle of town. When my Aunt
Eve (mother's aunt) read this, she told us that she remembered the inci-
dent, and added that it all happened right in front of the restaurant
that her mother ran.

With only Aunt Eve around from the folks who spent any time at all
in White Sulphur, and with her memory not as sharp as it used to be (I
think she's nearing 80, living in Phoenix), some of the stories are
sketchy at best. I know that her parents, Lewis and Eva Wright, lived
there for a period of time with their children, Eve, Opal, Lillian, Ed
and Louis, my grandfather. He married Lula Thews in 1933, I believe,
and they moved to Spokane with my mother, Barbara, in '38 or '39.

Like: 1 said, I'm not sure what I mean by writing this letter. It
would probably be a major miracle if you knew, or knew of, any of these
people, but I guess I just wanted to say that they were there, and that
we thank you for making our background a little less hazy than before.

Sincerely,

7/ il [ 1) b I
AN I\ *f? U
VU U\ VIR ¢

/
(




6 Dec."“'82 ;

Dear Brade-

Sorry for the delay in responding, but I'm at work on a Montana
novel and haven't touched anything else on the desk recently. GClad
- to hear House of Sky was a boon to your family., I wonder if you know
" that it's the second "famous" book written about White Sulphur; Born to
Be, by the black singer Taylor Gordon, is in UW Press paperback. :

I'm afraid I'm a strikeout on the Wrights, though. The name doesn't
register with me, perhaps because my head is now so focused toward northern

Montana, the setting of this novel I'm doing. "Thews" is a name I recognize,

but can't put any face or recollection toe There was a county history
done in White Sulphur in 1967, but unfortunately it was flung together
without index or table of contentsj I've had a quick skim, but it's like
looking through an old family photo album, no logic to go one If you're
interested in pursuing the family research to White Sulphwr, my friend
Theresa Buckingham, a stalwart of the local historical society and a good
writer in her own right, might know of the Wrights, or pass you to someone
who doeses You could simply write her: Theresa Buckingham, White Sulphur
Springs MI' 59645. Her own book, The Old Party in the Feather Shawl, is

a charming set of vignettes of life in White Sulphur and its valleys

As to any surviving art of Lewis W;igm, probably the Montana
His torical Society in Helena would be your best bet. The Society's -
library also has a less than comprehensive card file of pioneers, but
it 1ikely would have taken some outstanding (or maybe mtlarﬂiah’ incident
to land Lewis in it, Wish I could be more help. :

best wishes .




727 Orange Street
New Haven, CT 06511

November 17, 1982

Dear Ivan Doig,

Twice before (after reading your earlier books as they were
published) I have intended to write to you and this time I am
determined to do it and tell you that I loved them and that I
loved The Sez-Runners, too. (A friend of mine turned to his
wife after finishing This House of Sky and told her, "Every
sentence in that book is absolutely original.) I wish I
could express as perfectly as you would my admiration for and
complete captivation by your three books. As it is, however,

I am in a position to thank you by spreading the word--I

am the manager of The Foundy Bookstore in New Haven, Connecticut
and am becoming famous (I hope not infamous) for my shameless
proselytizing for the works of Ivan Doig. I am glad to be able
to relate that my efforts have been rewarded by brisk though
modest sales of (in particular) This House of Sky and recently,
The Sea-Runners. (Modest only in the sense that we don'tosell
enormous quantities of anybody's books.)

I also wanted to mention how irked and disappointed I am
that you don't get the reviews or the reviewers you deserve
in the New York Times Book Review (my customers' primary source
for book reviews), which has too much influence over the fates
of books. I found Wright Morris' self-serving criticisms of
This House 6f Sky completely off the mark and Mary Lee Settle's
pretentious review of The SeaRunners shallow and inadequate.

I hope if you find yourself in New Haven that you will visit
The Foundry. I understand from my Scribners' saleswoman that
The Sea Runners is doing very well in the Northwest. May it
and you prosper--and may you write many more equally wonderful
books. I look forward to them.

Sincerely,

Henry/Berliner



29 NOV. 182

Dear Mr. Berl:mer--

" Needless to say, on a ‘day when the copies of The Sea Runnera
arrived to the bookstore at my wife's college a bare 20 minutes i
before I was scheduled to do a signim, your letter came as a Lt
breath of reassurance about the book business. Yes, my Runners = .
are doing well out herej’ consistanbly the only regional book on .
the local list of 5 best-selling nove]s, usue lly wrestling with

"E,T. for Lth or 5th spote Athenewd has just gone back to press =
for a lith printing, 17,000 now extant in the world (sometimes I =
think virtually all of them lost in some warehouge). PR

I appreciated your words about my NYTHER reviews, although I
haven't found them as dire as some other pesople have. (The HBJ
saleswoman of the time was imaginatively profane about Wright
Morris.) I guess I have figured that if a person gets out of one |
of those reviews unslaughtered, it's some kind of victory. Anyway, , |
to reward your grit in reading thoae reviews, I'm passing along i ‘

" "few others which you might. enjoy more. f i |
I'm at work now on a novel set in ‘Montana durl the Depreasion; % |
'and intend to sign with Atheneum again for it, as I've liked my .
editor there and think he did a handsome job of production on
Runnerse That'll be 198li's book, I hope with no ill portent attached.

,,,,,,

the. paperback rights of Sea Runners , and intends to bring out their
edition next fall; and if there's a National Public Radio station . -
in your area, the Radio Reader, Dick Estell, is supposed to read
Sea Rumners sometime after the f‘irst ‘of the years

Again, thanks immensely for writing, aad for supporting my books e
The Fou‘rdry definitely has been added to my "must" list if I ever
make it to New Haven again,

regards

~
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Box 53 W LT AR
Andes, New York 13731 T i




e

29 W. Ll
Dear Mr, Andrews—-

I appreciate your enthusiastic letter to Harcowrt Brace
Jovanovich, which was passed along to me. A book of
mire indeed was published this autumn, but not by HAJ,
It's a novel set along the NV coast in 1899, the story
of a canoe escape from New Archangel toward Astaris-—-
The Sea Rumers, pubd'd by Atheneum, $13.%. And I am at
‘Work on a novel set in Montans during the Depressiong
¥9£Mmmw,it'nhp®mwm%hnof

-
Again, thenks for yowr interest in my work.




