
		
			[image: Cover for Kate & Frida: A Novel of Friendship, Food, and Books, Author, Kim Fay]
		

	
		
			Also by Kim Fay

			Fiction

			
				Love & Saffron

				The Map of Lost Memories

			

			Nonfiction

			
				Communion: A Culinary Journey Through Vietnam

				To Vietnam with Love: A Travel Guide for the Connoisseur

				To Asia with Love: A Connoisseur’s Guide to Cambodia, Laos, Thailand, and Vietnam

			

			
				
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			
			
				
				[image: Book Title, Kate & Frida: A Novel of Friendship, Food, and Books, Author, Kim Fay, Imprint, G.P. Putnam's Sons]
			

		

	
		
			
			[image: Publisher logo]

			G. P. Putnam’s Sons

			Publishers Since 1838

			An imprint of Penguin Random House LLC

			penguinrandomhouse.com

			[image: Publisher logo]

			Copyright © 2025 by Kim Fay

			Recipe for Tomato Pie on this page. MORE HOME COOKING. Text copyright © 1993 by Laurie Colwin. Reprinted by permission of Writers House LLC acting as agent for the author.

			Recipe for Bosanski Lonac on this page. BALKAN LUNCH BOX. Copyright © by Aida Ibišević and Aleksandra Jaha (www.balkanlunchbox.com).

			Penguin Random House values and supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an authorized edition of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing, scanning, or distributing any part of it in any form without permission. You are supporting writers and allowing Penguin Random House to continue to publish books for every reader. Please note that no part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems.

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

			Names: Fay, Kim, author.

			Title: Kate & Frida : a novel of friendship, food, and books / by Kim Fay.

			Other titles: Kate and Frida

			Description: New York : G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 2025.

			Identifiers: LCCN 2024029473 (print) | LCCN 2024029474 (ebook) | ISBN 9780593852385 (hardcover) | ISBN 9780593852392 (epub)

			Subjects: LCSH: Friendship—Fiction. | Bookstores—Fiction. | LCGFT: Novels.

			Classification: LCC PS3606.A9524 K38 2025 (print) | LCC PS3606.A9524 (ebook) | DDC 813/.6—dc23/eng/20240628

			LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2024029473

			LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2024029474

			Ebook ISBN 9780593852392

			Cover design: Lynn Buckley

			Cover art: Detail of Lisbon Evenings by Laura Page

			Book design by Laura K. Corless, adapted for ebook by Maggie Hunt

			Title page and part opener illustrations by Christie Kwan

			pid_prh_7.0a_153844827_c0_r1

		

	
		
			
			for Woodrow “Buck” Ethier (1912–1992)

			for Kurt (1964–2005) and Roy (1965–2007)

			& for all of us tender dreamers at the Elliott Bay Book Company during those precious years before the internet changed everything

		

	
		
			Part One

			
				[image: sketch of a croissant on a plate, two bowls and a spoon, and a book titled: Serve it Forth; author: Mike Fisher]
			

			
				Youth is wholly experimental. The essence and charm of that unquiet and delightful epoch is ignorance of self as well as ignorance of life.

				—Robert Louis Stevenson, Across the Plains

			

		

	
		
			
				Frida Rodriguez ... En Route

				October 2, 1991

				Paris, France

				Bonjour Puget Sound Book Company!

				Greetings from my midnight view at Hôtel La Louisiane. Ivory moonlight glinting off zinc rooftops. An autumn chill in the air and me at my desk – cocooned in a baggy sweater à la Julie Christie in Doctor Zhivago – as I continue to hunt for a book. Naturally! Why else would I be writing to you? I spent the whole day with my new pal Kirby scouring the City of Lights. Of course we hit the venerable Shakespeare and Company and gave Village Voice a chance and the bookstalls too – only to discover that this magnifique metropolis is awash in macho old Hemingway but good luck finding his better half.

				I need Martha Gellhorn’s The Face of War!

				Normally I’d order from my beloved Vroman’s in L.A. but Kirby won our contest for finding to-die-for moules marinières. Now I have to do something he tells me to do and he’s telling me to order Martha from you – we’ve been debating bookstores for almost a week and he claims you’re #1. He’s from Seattle – clearly biased – no offense. That said, I’m a card-carrying bookstore addict and I intend to try as many as I can before I die. I’ve been keeping a list since I was six and I can’t wait to add you to it.

				I’m enclosing a traveler’s check. It should be enough to splurge for air mail. See address below.

				Thank you and au revoir!

				Frida Rodriguez

				Hôtel La Louisiane

				60 rue de Seine

				75006 Paris, France

				P.S. Sorry about the splotches. My éclair sprung a leak!

			

		

	
		
			
				
					The Puget Sound Book Company

				

				101 South Main Street  Seattle, WA 98104

				10/14/91

				Dear Frida,

				My name is Kate Fair. I’m not the one who opened your letter, but I was told I’m the only person here who’s perky enough to respond to you. It’s not midnight (the store closes at eleven), and I don’t have romantic rooftop views, but it’s nice here at night, too. I’m at the information desk, which is actually two big old desks facing each other on a low platform in the middle of the store. When it gets really quiet like now, it feels like I walked through the wardrobe into Narnia, but instead of magical creatures I find magical books in big quiet caverns with creaking wood floors and soaring brick ceilings. It smells homey like my Bumpa’s trailer because there’s a café in the basement with coffee brewing all the time. We can have as much as we want for free.

				Confession: When The Face of War arrived I was just going to peek at the first few pages, but I couldn’t put it down. Talk about awesome eye-opening. My brain is jittering with wars I’ve never even heard about. I was careful, but I guess it’s technically a used book now. I gave you my employee discount to make up for it and hopefully keep the store from losing #1 status with your friend Kirby.

				How awesome exciting to live in Paris. When I was in junior high I had a poster of the Eiffel Tower on my wall. I planned to live in a garret in Montmartre. Obviously that didn’t happen. How did you end up in France? Where are you en route to? How many moules marinières did you have to eat to find to-die-for? How many bookstores have you been to? (I’m a bookstore addict, too. I just looked up Shakespeare and Company in a Time Out guidebook in our travel section and added it to my wish list.) Sorry for all the questions. I hope you don’t mind. If you do, don’t feel like you have to answer.

				If you need more books, I promise I won’t read them first. Your credit is on your receipt.

				Sincerely,

				Kate

			

		

	
		
			
				Frida Rodriguez ... En Route

				October 30, 1991

				Paris, France

				Bonjour Perky Kate!

				I come to you once again from midnight and my rooftop view. Sometimes I still can’t believe I’m in Paris – that’s why I end up wide awake half the night waiting for dawn so I can go out and make more discoveries. It’s not like L.A. where you need a car to go everywhere – it’s fun to walk here. Today Kirby and I accidentally stumbled on one of those risqué art films at Le Champo – no need for subtitles there! – followed by overindulgence at a kebab shop in the Saint-Michel district. And the Metro! It’s like the transporter in Star Trek – beam me to the Moulin Rouge, Scotty! Tomorrow we’re going to decide whether or not we approve of the Louvre Pyramid and the Centre Pompidou.

				Merci for the book and the discount – no biggie about reading Martha before you sent her. I’m sitting here on my bed with a croissant and a glass of Beaujolais and I’ve already spilled wine on the cover and there’s butter soaked through the introduction. No one does butter like the French – parfait!

				So what’s Frida Rodriguez doing in Paris besides not sleeping? She’s en route to her future! It started last year when I read that Time article about twentysomethings. The part about mass apathy got to me and when that writer called us the New Petulants I had an epiphany. Not even twenty-five and I was on my fourth writing job – and I’d whined about every one of them! Even worse, the aforementioned fourth job was with West Coast Commerce disguising advertorials as financial news. I blame that one on my fleeting Ayn Rand phase in college. By the way – “Greed is good” is the stupidest thing a person can say!

				Anyway I’m thinking – seriously Frida! Why’d you even bother getting a journalism degree? That’s when it hit me. Get out of L.A. and pursue my dream of writing something meaningful. So I saved up my money and came to Paris – just like Martha back in her day – to see the world and be close to all the history in the making around here. Is this letter sounding like the unabridged version of a personal ad in the back of the L.A. Times? Single brownish-whitish girl, nonsmoking, loves kebabs and long walks on the beach, tired of yuppies and New Petulance and wants to do something of consequence before she wakes up one day and she’s thirty and it’s too late!

				How’s that for a slapdash answer to your questions? My problem is I can type on my mom’s old très chic portable Hermes Rocket faster than I can think. Well one of my problems. To spend that credit – what are you reading right now that you absolutely LOVE? Surprise me! I play this game with my dad when we go to bookstores. We tell them a little about ourselves and then rate the store by the surprise.

				Au revoir!

				Frida

				P.S. Nothing wrong with being Perky Peggy. I’ll take it over Gloomy Gertie any day.

				P.S. Deux. Adding Paris, I’ve been to thirty-six different bookstores in my life so far, mostly in L.A. and Mexico.

				P.S. Trois. I almost forgot to explain the moules marinières competition. Fellow American Kirby Olsson is on an exchange from the University of Washington at l’École nationale supérieure d’architecture de Paris-Belleville – how’s that for a mouthful! He lives here at the hotel too and I discovered he’s a Fellow Glutton. I told him about some disappointing moules marinières I had and he said he heard where to get good ones but it turned out they were just decent and that set off our contest. We each chose five restaurants and may the best moules marinières win! Kirby hit on to-die-for at Chez Lisette – a cozy bistro a few blocks from the hotel with a view of the Seine to boot – and that is how I wound up ordering Martha from his favorite bookstore. You’re officially added to my list but I’ll wait to rate you until I receive my surprise. No pressure!

			

		

	
		
			
				
					The Puget Sound Book Company

				

				101 South Main Street  Seattle, WA 98104

				11/15/91

				Dear Frida,

				Paris sounds awesome divine. I totally admire you for following your dream. I’m pretty much trying to do that, too. My dad and I have a thing for bookstores like you and your dad, and when I was growing up he’d do these special daughter days for my little sis, Franny, and me. Every year we got to come to Seattle with him by ourselves for a Seahawks game. Before heading to the Kingdome we’d walk around Pioneer Square. We always visited this one little bookshop. I remember thinking how awesome incredible it would be to work there someday. The little bookshop grew up, and guess what? I’m working in it right now.

				Not that it feels like work. I love it, especially when I manage to help a customer find what they want. A little while ago a man came up, and this is how he described the book he was looking for. “It has bright colors on the cover, and I think the word betrayal is in the title, or maybe not, but it’s about South Africa or maybe South America.” That’s why I spend so much time browsing covers and titles in different sections. This kind of thing happens a lot. It was my own private victory to figure out he wanted My Traitor’s Heart.

				Confession: When I asked you about the moules marinières competition, I didn’t know what moules marinières were. I went up to Campagne (this French restaurant in Pike Place Market) to see if I could try them, and when asked about them, I was totally embarrassed. Moules are mussels. I should know that because (a) I took two years of French in high school and (b) Seattle serves more than its fair share of mussels. The restaurant was way too Thurston Howell the 3rd too lavish for an impoverished bookseller, so I walked down to Ivar’s and got my favorite fried clam strips and chips. I sat on the pier and watched the ferries glide out to the islands. People think it’s just rain and gray skies in Seattle, but we get these flawless days. The bay was dark blue satin, and whitecaps danced with silver sunlight. In the distance, the Olympic Mountains looked like glaciers floating in the sky. It was parfait, as you say.

				I’ve been agonizing over your surprise. There are so many books to choose from, and what if I totally blow it? I finally picked Moon Tiger by Penelope Lively. (It’s fiction. I hope you’re okay with that.) It’s so exceptional I gave myself a goal to hand-sell a hundred copies in a single month. Last month I sold eighty-nine. Now I’ve already sold sixty-eight and it’s only halfway through November. Selling you a copy gets me closer, but that’s not why I picked it. The main character, Claudia, is a war correspondent in Egypt during WWII, and the book is about how she reflects back on her life. I thought you’d like that. Plus it made my brain jitter. (My brain jitters a lot these days.) All those different points of view. I mean, who knew you could switch back and forth between first person and third person for the same character? Not me when I wrote my novel.

				Sincerely,

				Kate

				P.S. How long did it take you to save up enough money to live in Paris?

			

		

	
		
			
				Frida Rodriguez ... En Route

				November 26, 1991

				Paris, France

				Perky Kate,

				It’s not midnight and I’m not in my hotel room. What better place to finish reading Martha Gellhorn than a window seat at the storied and oh so literary Café de Flore while sipping chocolat chaud poured out of a little silver teapot to keep the cold at bay? Martha is my new heroine! How did she write with a clear head about such grim situations? When I got to the section about Dachau I cried. Do you think Martha ever cried? I’m trying to figure out how she makes you feel the horror you’re supposed to feel about things like that without her own emotions spilling all over the place. That’s great journalism!

				Friends from school say I should do TV news because I have such a big personality but I think it’s the words that will last. I’m reading Martha’s words all these years later in the very café where she once sat and they’re still an emotional gut punch. People aren’t going to dig back through old videocassettes to watch CNN clips about Desert Storm. How would they even do it? But words – wordswordswords – wow! Do you see that? The pen and the sword!

				I socked away money for almost a year but unfortunately not enough to live here and indulge in cheese daily without working. I have a part-time job cleaning up English documents for a translation company. Not ideal but my choices were limited through the visa program I used. At least they pay by the project – they weren’t prepared for how fast I can type – between that and my savings I can afford to base myself here. So much is happening in this part of the world. Berlin’s reunited, the Soviet Union’s breaking up, Yugoslavia’s heating up. I’m trying to learn as much as possible while I figure out a way to get someone to hire me to cover one of the wars that keep breaking out.

				Wow! Did you soak your stationery in truth serum? Besides Kirby you’re the first person I’ve told why I’m really here. My parents think I’m taking a break to eat Camembert and soul search and I don’t want any of my old friends accidentally mentioning it to them – no need for parental freak-outs until I’m actually in a war zone. They’re taking it hard enough that I’m staying here for Christmas but if my plan works out there will be times when I’m in the thick of it and can’t come home so I figure this is good practice even if they don’t know it. I was worried I’d be lonely spending the holidays away even though I’m the independent type but Kirby said he’ll take me to the Christmas markets. We plan to drink buckets of vin chaud and gorge on local delicacies. No roasted chestnuts for me – grainy mush nuggets – but the French make a crème caramel that will knock your socks off and I can’t get enough raclette. Whoever came up with the idea of scraping melted cheese over bread and salami should be given a Nobel. I hope it snows!

				I’m sending another traveler’s check. Keep the War Journo Dames coming and I’ll take another book you LOVE. Bravo on the surprise! Boy oh boy did Moon Tiger speak to me. It’s like you knew exactly what I need to read right now. I love how the main character Claudia is her own woman. She doesn’t second-guess herself or do anything because she thinks other people think she should. And when she said “I’ve grown old with this century; there’s not much left of either of us. The century of war. All history, of course, is the history of wars, but this hundred years has excelled itself.” Isn’t that the truth! That’s why I need to use my journo degree for something more important than stock trends.

				Now what about you? Why is Kate the Bookseller’s brain always jittering? Why didn’t she send me her novel? Inquiring minds want to know. I’m the one who’s impressed! I could never write anything that long. I have the attention span of a goldfish on NoDoz – or one zap of a TV dial as that dumb Time article says.

				Au revoir,

				Frida

				P.S. I hope you sell those hundred copies of Moon Tiger!

			

		

	
		
			
				
					The Puget Sound Book Company

				

				101 South Main Street  Seattle, WA 98104

				12/7/91

				Dear Frida,

				I hope you can read my scrawl. I’m wearing a pair of fingerless gloves, not to mention long johns under a flannel shirt and a sweater, but my hands are still cramped with cold. I’m so relieved you like Moon Tiger. I’ve been working hard to read all kinds of books so I can recommend what a person will want to read and not just what I want them to read.

				I’m really honored you told me you want to write about wars. Your secret is safe in Seattle. I wish my secret was as interesting as yours. The reason I didn’t send you my novel is because it didn’t get published. I finished it after I graduated from college, and then I got an agent. An awesome reputable Boston publisher called Little, Brown was interested, but the editor wanted some changes. She told me I needed to get closer to the heart of my character’s motivation, but every time I gave her a revision, she said I was further away.

				It was about a young woman from a small town who travels around the world trying to learn as much as she can about life, but the more she learns the more she discovers how much she still doesn’t know. My editor had been to the Galápagos and New Zealand, and she said I nailed have an authentic grasp of those places. I guess the character didn’t feel real. The confusing thing is I’ve never been out of the U.S. except to Canada. I just used Lonely Planet guides. But the character is me. How can she not feel real if she’s me?

				I mean, the story was basically inspired by my own life. I’ve been into books since before I can remember. My mom says I’d sit and turn pages even before I could read, and I was reciting Miss Twiggley’s Tree by heart with her when I was three. I read every single Time-Life book Bumpa gave us for Christmas. By the time I finished junior high I’d written half a dozen novels. Mostly mysteries and romances since I was into Nancy Drew and Harlequins and Love Story, and I thought I was the most literate kid in my high school because I read Gone with the Wind twice. Then I got into college. Talk about a wake-up call. I remember this English class where the professor told us to rewrite one of our stories in the style of Virginia Woolf. Everyone was totally excited about doing stream of consciousness. I had no idea what they were talking about. It got worse every time the professor assigned another author I didn’t know. I read as much as I could as fast as I could, but there was always more to read, which is how I got the idea for my novel.

				I kind of wonder if it didn’t work because I could never figure out how to get my character to the place where she finally knew all the things she needed to know. I was really stuck, and about a month ago my agent told me it’s time to stop and maybe try something totally different. How depressing is that? Especially since I have no idea what I should write next. I keep reading popular books here at the store, and I’m definitely not a Tama Janowitz or Darcey Steinke. Even if I wanted to write a book like Suicide Blonde, which I don’t, I couldn’t. That first line about pink walls quivering like v – – – lips. No way. My co-worker Stella calls me a prude. She has wild auburn curls and is a total grunge chick in vintage dresses and Doc Martens. She reads edgy authors like John Fante and Oscar Wilde and thinks it’s funny to ask me inappropriate questions because I turn red. This makes me worry, what if I write another book and no one wants to read it because all they’re interested in is American Psycho and Damage?

				The secret part is that I haven’t told anyone at the store what happened because I was hoping when I got published everyone would take me seriously. The other day Dawn (she’s one of my co-workers who calls me perky) actually told me to quit telling customers to have a nice day. I asked her, “What if I want them to?” That totally irritated her. And it’s not just my personality that’s different. They all know so much about literature. Like this other co-worker Sven. We’re close to the same age, but the last time we worked at the front counter together, he was talking about Martin Heidegger like they’re best friends. I just nodded and then snuck away and looked up who he was talking about.

				Yikes! Sorry about rambling. I had no idea all that was going to flood out of my pen. I’ll sign off now before I bore you to death.

				Sincerely,

				Kate

				P.S. I almost sealed the envelope without explaining what I’m sending. I usually work the information desk at night with a guy named Roy. I told him about you. (I guess your secret’s not so safe in Seattle, but he’s trustworthy.) He adores British authors, and he says you have to read Black Lamb and Grey Falcon if you want to know about Yugoslavia. Rebecca West wasn’t really a War Journo Dame, but Roy says she covered the Nuremberg Trials for The New Yorker. She seems like she’s up your alley. (I’m glad I read Martha. I didn’t have to pretend I knew what the Nuremberg Trials were and then go look them up in the encyclopedia at the library.)

				P.P.S. I’m still figuring out your next Surprise Me book.

				P.P.P.S. I sold 104 copies of Moon Tiger last month.

				P.P.P.P.S. I can’t stop thinking about what you wrote: “It’s the words that will last.” It’s so true. You can count on books. Like Claudia says in Moon Tiger: “Fiction can seem more enduring than reality. Pierre on the field of battle, the Bennet girls at their sewing, Tess on the threshing machine – all these are nailed down for ever, on the page and in a million heads.” I want to write something that’s worth being nailed down forever.

			

		

	
		
			
				Frida Rodriguez ... En Route

				December 21, 1991

				Paris, France

				Joyeux Noël Kate, although it might be Bonne Année by the time you get this letter!

				First things first. Obviously Frida Rodriguez LOVES rambling! Ramble on Fair Bookseller. Ha! Are you fair Kate Fair?

				I’m sorry about your novel not being published but you got an agent and a big publisher was interested. I bet that’s more than most novelists get on their first try and who cares when you learned about Virginia Woolf – you know about her now and you know about Miss Twiggley. I bet no one at the bookstore can say that. To hell with quivering V lips! You’ll never write a book that’s worth being nailed down forever if you don’t get yourself writing again. What do you love? Write about that!

				I can’t believe my moolah covered the postage for Black Lamb – it weighs ten tons – I have to read it propped on a pillow in my lap but tell your pal Roy beaucoup thanks. It’s perfect timing. Kirby’s studying the effect on a culture when its architecture is destroyed in a war, and he interviewed a couple foreign correspondents covering Yugoslavia. He’s going to introduce me the next time they’re back in Paris. Now I won’t sound like a greenhorn when I pick their brains. Sarajevo? Why yes, says Well-Versed Frida leaning back in her chair at Chez Lisette and gazing thoughtfully into her wine glass – I believe the capital of Bosnia was founded by the Ottoman Empire in the 1400s. Indeed, say the foreign correspondents in response – how knowledgeable you are – you should come to the front lines with us. Daydream much Frida?

				Speaking of Chez Lisette – Kirby started calling it our Cheers because we spend so much time there. I can’t get enough of the house Beaujolais and Lisette’s potatoes dauphinoise are out of this world. Forget any scalloped potatoes you ever ate at Thanksgiving. She throws in Jerusalem artichokes – that nutty flavor with the Gruyère – swoon! Especially in this weather.

				You’re right about books never changing – but people sure do. Case in point – moi! Wuthering Heights used to be my all-time favorite novel. The other day I needed a break from Black Lamb so I got myself a copy at Galignani – another notch on my bookstore list – and read it again. Geez Emily Brontë! Cathy didn’t stand a co-dependent chance. Heathcliff was a total jerk. It made me realize books can also show us how we move on in life. Don’t get me wrong – I’m glad I moved on from thinking all that damage was romantic – but it made me nostalgic too. Like I outgrew a childhood friend.

				Au revoir and Have a Nice Day – I mean it,

				Frida

				P.S. I meant to write this up above – someone at the bookstore must take you seriously or you wouldn’t have been hired.

			

		

	
		
			
				
					The Puget Sound Book Company

				

				101 South Main Street  Seattle, WA 98104

				1/2/92

				Dear Frida,

				Happy New Year! Thanks for the encouragement. I really appreciate it. It’s just hard thinking about starting a new book. I spent over a year writing the last one, and then almost another year on revisions. But you’re right. I’ll never get published if I don’t try again.

				So what do I love enough to write a whole novel about it? That’s a good question. I have a bunch of old notebooks in a box in my apartment, and I thought maybe if I looked through them I’d get some ideas. You should see all the notes I found about my Bumpa. When Franny and I were little, he was always telling us stories, and I guess at some point I started writing them down. Like how he went to Shanghai with the Navy in the 1930s. Can you imagine? An eighteen-year-old farm boy all of a sudden walking around China? And he raised my mom. I found a page about how my grandma told me when they got divorced she let him have custody. That kind of thing was unheard of in 1949, but she said she thought losing my mom might kill him, it would break his heart so much.

				I really love Bumpa. It seems like he could be an interesting main character. Like someone in a Wallace Stegner novel (I just finished The Big Rock Candy Mountain). What do you think? I’m not sure because something weird has been happening. Yesterday I sat down to try writing about him, and all of a sudden my throat clenched and my stomach felt like a beehive. It was the same feeling I got the other day at work when Roy asked me how my writing is going. I even felt buzzing behind my eyelids. I had to hide in the coat closet and press my face against the cold wall until I could breathe again. I don’t know what’s happening to me.

				Enough about my problems. At least one of our lives is on track. Those foreign correspondents are going to be so impressed by you. I’m on the hunt for more War Journo Dames. Until then I finally chose your next Surprise Me book. Every bookseller is assigned sections to take care of, and perky people get self-help, family, and cooking because none of the Serious Booksellers want them. A few weeks ago a customer asked for Serve It Forth by MFK Fisher. It was our last copy so I had to reorder. When it came in, I devoured it in one sitting. I didn’t know people wrote about food like that or even that people write about food at all. You seem to really like food. I think you’ll be into MFK as much as I am. I’m totally infatuated with the essay called “Borderland” where she describes how she heated tangerines on a radiator. Once you read it let me know if you have a secret food. (By the way, for January I’m trying to hand-sell a hundred copies of Serve It Forth.)

				Sincerely,

				Kate

				P.S. Nice try, but the reason I got hired at the bookstore was because they needed people to wrap books during Christmas, and I worked at a gift-wrapping store in a mall when I was in high school. You should see how nicely I can tie a bow.

			

		

	
		
			
				Frida Rodriguez ... En Route

				January 15, 1992

				Paris, France

				Fair Kate,

				How is it possible you don’t know you’re having anxiety attacks? There must be tons of books about them in your perky self-help section and haven’t you listened to Nirvana? Your hot hometown band is one massive plaid-flannel-clad nervous breakdown. I’d also like to point out that the free coffee at work probably isn’t helping the internal beehive.

				I think you’re on the right track with your idea about Bumpa. You can bet being a single dad wasn’t Three Men and a Baby back in the day. It was probably strange for your mom too. I’m sorry it gives you anxiety but I hope you keep trying to write about it. Maybe my gift will help. Yesterday I was sitting in Chez Lisette and out in front the Seine is lined with bookstalls called bouquinistes – isn’t that the most gorgeous word you’ve ever heard. It sounds like bouquets of books! I got up for a wander and found a stall that sells used American paperbacks. You’ll never guess what I came across. Ha! Of course you will because you’re holding it. I know you can get old Stegner’s Angle of Repose at your store but it seemed like a message from the universe to find it here. If it doesn’t inspire you, you can use it to swat the bees away.

				Now for the bummer part of this letter. Thanks for
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