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			Letter CB 21May2011
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			The Village Pub

			Small Community Publishing

			__________

			London, __________

			21 May 2011

			Hi Theo,

			Great to see you last night! Just like old times, must do it again.

			These manuscript pages—did you say these were from the rich uncle, or was it the insane one?

			I’ll have one of my folks read through them, then let’s get together for lunch. 

			Curt

			P.S. Please send email address.

		

	
		
			Letter TK 24May2011

			T. Kingman

			______________

			______________

			TheoK@_________.com

			24 May 2011

			Dear Curt,

			Lunch sounds good.

			I have more of the manuscript in Aunt Marjory’s trunk. I’m working my way through what seem to be two different books, one about architecture, one the memoir. Perhaps we can work up a coherent book from them. I hope the pages I gave you whet your appetite for more.

			Please don’t let anyone else see the manuscript. It’s a bit personal, so I’m not comfortable with anyone but you working on it. The family don’t know I have it and I’m a little apprehensive about their reaction when they find out - let’s just keep it just between us for now.

			It’s from Uncle Teddy (Smith), and he wasn’t the rich one.

			Thanks,

			Theo

		

	
		
			Note - Curt

			From the Desk of

			Curtis Bookman

			Nancy,

			Take a look through this for me.

			I’ll handle all the correspondence.

			Curt

		

	
		
			Manuscript Excerpt 1

			Architecture? page 4

			in the imperial style; never understated, never in doubt.

			If you follow the main Manam Way from the gardens at Pricora northwest almost to its end at The Stone, as you pass the Revelsar warehouses, suddenly below you is the Manam Paravel. None would guess this small park holds a secret. The area is unprepossessing, almost unseen, one of Fate’s sleights of hand. It is triangular-precisely triangular-with the hypotenuse lain along the bank of the Manam Way. There is a small fountain at the southern angle and an outcrop of rough stone against the western perimeter that rises to its height at the wider angle.

			In that right angle is the singular point of note. There is-what shall I call it?-a cave. Is that to give the feature too much dignity? Does that convey anything of its meaning? But, yes, for now let us call it “a cave.”

			The grass lawn, short and clean, ends against a flower bed rotated with seasonal blooms, fragrant herbs, or rested with mulch. The two paths that meet here join in a dusty scuffing of feet. The children of the Revelsar houses play Hide-and-Seek, Chase-and-Conquer, or Trick-the-Mouse from dawn until dusk. In and out of the cave they run, shouting, calling, whistling, and crying. The stones echo and the sounds carry through the park and up even over the marble balustrade and across the cropped grass of the Manam Way.

			The cave is dark, but not deep. Its walls twist to the left and to the right before the roof and floor conspire to block all but the most determined of wrigglers. Beyond the blockage is a chamber-a secret den of fear and delight for small boys and girls. The room holds mementos of courage brought in and left as a dare, and dark pebbles to be taken back as proof of a challenge faced and accomplished.

			Yes, I was there. I was there, small and timid, still young enough to squeeze through to the hidden chamber. I left there a ring, given to me by a distant relative of no great affection. It lies there still, if the protocols of such traditions remain unchanged.

			The Manam Paravel, the wedge of green grass, the rocks and seductive cave live in my mind from those early years.

		

	
		
			Manuscript Excerpt 2

			Architecture? page 5

			The bright sun, the warm breeze, and the mixed scent of grass and sand were suddenly lost in the cool air of the rock mouth. Once out of the sun, all was dark. Sight slowly adjusted, but until then, all was smell and sound. The scent of damp ground, where the morning’s dew had wet the dirt and not been warmed enough to fade, mixed with the smell of bodies hot from running. The sound of breathing magnified and turned until all came back like the voice of a stirring dragon. 

			A holy place, it seemed. A place of transcendence.

			After the walls became clear, we moved in, hands smoothing the stone, as countless others had before. Then, faced with the final obstacle, I laid face down and slid inch by inch through the narrow gap between ceiling and floor, wall and wall, into the true darkness of the hidden chamber. No light entered with me. The others holding vigil so close, not even a faint glimmer could seep in.

			Creeping hand-by-finger-by-hand over treasures left and stones yet to be taken, I explored the room, left my token, found a large pebble to claim as mine, and then...?

			

			Then came the true challenge: to find the entrance once more without the aid of my comrades, who stood shoulder to shoulder outside, listening in that tensest of silences.

			Nothing has frightened me since.

			Nothing can.

		

	
		
			Email CB 06Jun2011

			From: Bookman@_____________.co.uk

			Subject: MSS pages

			Date: Mon, 06 Jun 2011

			To: TheoK@_________.com

			Hi Theo,

			Reading through the sample, I have a suspicion I’ve been there. Where is Uncle Teddy writing about? It reminds me of that park by the A5 we used to go to when we bunked out of class. But what’s with the foreign-sounding names?

			I just did a Google search for your uncle. Why can’t I find anything?

			Curt

		

	
		
			Email TK 06Jun2011

			From: Theo < TheoK@_________.com >

			Subject: Re: MSS pages

			Date: Mon, 06 Jun 2011 

			To: Bookman@_____________.co.uk

			Hi Curt,

			Yeah, there are a couple of little problems with Uncle Teddy and his memoir.

			I can’t really say where the place is yet. Expect more info from the other pages and mementos in Marjory’s trunk.

			As for Google, I suspect certain family members have been trying whatever they can to make it seem Teddy didn’t exist.

			Theo
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