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			“Capote’s letters [are] as addictive as potato chips, often very funny and reflect a gift for empathy.”

			—Los Angeles Times Book Review

			“[A] real pleasure for Capote fans.… Clarke, the author of the warm, sympathetic and insightful 1988 biography Capote, has served his subject well, gathering letters from all over the world, and providing thoughtful introductions to each section of Capote’s life.… There is wicked fun in reading these letters.… Truman Capote was a breath of fresh air, rare and witty and urbane.”

			—The Times-Picayune

			“There are, as one would expect, lovely, delicate lines … along with the nervy charm of the writer’s unabashed effeminacy.… There are also sharp sightings … and some feline boldface dispatches [and] a measure of scandalous fizz.”

			—The New Yorker

			“Charming.… Intriguing.… The letters will doubtless provide many tasty morsels for students of midcentury American social and publishing history.”

			—The New York Times Book Review

			“Offer[s] Capote acolytes a compendium of snappy remarks and several details of more serious interest.”

			—The Advocate

			“Among the most unexpectedly hilarious reads of the year.”

			—Genre Magazine

			“Poised, poignant, persuasive … full of affection and caring.… Reading his letters … is a singular experience.… They are newsy, capricious, full of endearments, a bit precious, funny, emphatic, occasionally duplicitous, and always signature Capote.”
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			To Truman and Jack,
who remained true
in sunshine and in shadow

		

	
		
			“Your letter was too brief a treat …”

			TO ROBERT LINSCOTT, MAY 6, 1949





			“Sir—Why have you not answered my letter? I only write letters so that I will get them; please put this on a paying basis.”

			TO JOHN MALCOLM BRINNIN, JULY 14, 1950
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			Introduction

			Truman Capote wrote to his friends as he spoke to them, without constraints, inhibitions or polite verbal embroidery. Not for him was the starchy vow of Samuel Johnson, who complained that since it had become the fashion to publish letters, “I put as little into mine as I can.” Capote did just the opposite: he put as much into his letters as he could—his hurts, his joys, his failures, his successes. The thought that his correspondence might someday be published apparently never occurred to him. “Destroy!!!” Capote, then only twenty-one, scrawled at the top of one gossipy letter. But how little he meant that command can be adduced from the sotto voce instruction that followed—“after showing Barbara.”

			Christened Truman Persons, he became Truman Capote (pronounced Capote-e) after his parents divorced and he was adopted by his stepfather, Joe Capote. The first letter in this volume, written to his real father, Arch Persons, in the fall of 1936, when Truman was eleven or twelve, was his assertion of his new identity over the old one. “I would appreciate it,” he told Persons, “if in the future you would address me as Truman Capote, as everyone knows me by that name.”

			The many letters that follow constitute a kind of autobiography. There is the very young Capote, childlike in his exuberance and high spirits, who, in the months that followed the end of World War II, jumped feetfirst into the turbulent waters of the New York literary scene. There is the only slightly subdued Capote of the fifties. Living most of the time in Europe with Jack Dunphy, who had been his companion since 1948, he busied himself with plays and screenplays, fiction and journalistic experiments.

			Then there is the Capote of the early sixties, deeply involved in the research and writing of the most daunting and traumatic book of his life. That book was In Cold Blood, the story of the murders of a family of four in rural Kansas and of the two men—Perry Smith and Dick Hickock—who murdered them. The publishing sensation of the decade, In Cold Blood combined the techniques of fiction with the factual reporting of nonfiction and it permanently transformed the writing of popular nonfiction. Thanks to the book’s success, the hungry eye of television and his own flamboyant personality, for several years Capote was the most famous writer in America, and probably much of the rest of the world as well.

			Finally there is the Capote of the seventies and early eighties—he died in 1984—who was disillusioned with both his life and his career and who became increasingly, and all too publicly, dependent on drugs and alcohol. The letters dwindled to almost nothing, mostly postcards and telegrams, and this book ends with a telegram from Capote in New York to Dunphy, who was, as always, spending the winter in Switzerland. All it said was: “miss you need you cable when can i expect you Love Truman.” (A chronology of Capote’s life may be found in the back of the book.)

			BETWEEN THE FIRST LETTER and that last plaintive telegram there is, for the reader, a world of fascination, pleasure and fun. Capote did not work at “the great epistolick art”—to quote Dr. Johnson again. He came by it naturally. A man who rewrote and polished everything else that bore his name, sometimes pausing for hours to find the right word, wrote his letters at breakneck speed, rushing, as he sometimes said, to get them to the post office before the last pickup of the day. “Have 10 minutes before the post-office closes,” he told one friend, “so this is in haste.” As a result, his letters have a spontaneity that is often lacking in the correspondence of more cautious and deliberate writers. “Your letter was too brief a treat,” he told one friend, but he was really describing his own letters, which really are too brief a treat—the title I have chosen for this book. As lively now as the day they were written, they possess so much energy that they all but leap off the page, demanding to be read.

			Capote loved gossip, both the telling and the hearing. “Send me another of those lovely gossipy letters; it makes me feel we are having a drink together somewhere,” he wrote one correspondent. “Write me! And answer all the above questions,” he commanded another. Living in Europe for most of the fifties, Capote missed the excitement of Manhattan. “New York in the autumn—really, it is the only place to be,” he said, and he prodded, cajoled and begged for news. “Hello! And why haven’t you written me?” he inquired of one friend. “Write me, my precious heart, for your adoring friend has you always in his thoughts,” he told another.

			To liven the day, as well as to winkle out letters from tardy correspondents, he invented a new game that he called “IDC”—International Daisy Chain. “You make a chain of names,” he wrote friends in New York, “each one connected by the fact that he or she has had an affair with the person previously mentioned; the point is to go as far and as incongruously as possible.” The combinations were endless, but his favorite chain, the most incongruous of all, was the one that linked Cab Calloway to Adolf Hitler. The all-American jazzman and the model of all evil were separated, according to Capote’s reckoning, by only three partners.

			Capote addressed men as well as women with ever more inventive terms of endearment, starting with “honey,” “dear” and “darling” and proceeding to “precious baby,” “lover lamb,” “Magnolia my sweet” and “Blessed Plum.” Anyone not better informed would assume that he had carried on affairs with most of the people in this book. But the truth is more interesting, if less lurid. Like a child craving affection, he loved his friends without reservation—he told them so again and again—and he expected from them an equal affection. “I feel full of love for you today,” he wrote Andrew Lyndon, a man with whom sex was never considered; “woke up thinking about you and wishing that it wasn’t Sunday so there would be at least the hope of a letter.” Who could resist such an embrace?

			For his enemies Capote had a tongue as sharp and wounding as an assassin’s dagger. But he did not write to his enemies. He wrote to his friends, and to them he was, from beginning to end, almost saintly in his generosity. He smothered even their thinnest achievements with praise, comforted them when they were down and offered help and money, even when he had very little himself. When one betrayed him, however, he never forgave. In the early fifties, for example, he extended his help and his hand to William Goyen, a Texas writer living in New York. A quarter of a century later, when Goyen’s wife requested a favorable comment for the twenty-fifth anniversary edition of her husband’s first novel, Capote suggested she look at Goyen’s dismissive, indeed contemptuous, review of Breakfast at Tiffany’s to realize “how really ludicrous” her request was. “I was helpful and kind to your friend at the beginning of his career—his response (as it was to K. A. Porter and his former lover Stephen Spender) was one of total treachery.”

			A LOVING FRIEND, a zestful gossip, a buoyant spirit—Capote was all of those. But he was also, almost to the end, a writer of vaulting ambition and spartan dedication. “To be an artist today is such an act of faith,” he told one friend; “nothing can come back from it except the satisfaction of the art itself.” He was only twenty-five when he wrote those words, and he was determined, even then, to join that holy gallery of Flaubert, Proust, James and Faulkner. “These last few pages!” he wrote Robert Linscott, his Random House editor, shortly before turning in his first novel, Other Voices, Other Rooms. “Every word takes blood.” For his part, Linscott was the ideal editor for a sensitive young writer, warmly encouraging, yet critical when he felt criticism was necessary. “Wonderful wonderful wonderful,” Capote wrote him after receiving praise for the first chapters of his second novel, The Grass Harp. But when Linscott expressed disappointment with the novel’s ending, Capote was devastated. “I cannot endure it that all of you think my book a failure,” he said.

			In fact, Capote was his own best critic, as perceptive about his own writing as he was about other people’s. Writing to William Shawn, the editor of The New Yorker, he said that he had finished a piece, “A Daughter of the Russian Revolution,” but had belatedly realized that “it did not accelerate with the right rhythm” and would have to be reworked. Later he abandoned it entirely. “I seem to have lost faith in the piece, or at least in my ability to do it,” he told Shawn. For any writer, novice or seasoned professional, his letters should be instructive, as well as inspirational. But nonwriters, I suspect, will find in them equal rewards.

			“No good letter was ever written to convey information or to please the recipient,” Lytton Strachey wrote. “It may achieve both these results incidentally; but its fundamental purpose is to express the personality of the writer.” The letters that follow prove the justness of Strachey’s observation. They convey information—and plenty of it—and they often aim to please. But, more than anything else, they express what otherwise would be inexpressible, a personality so buoyant and expansive that it defied the accepted laws of human gravity.

			Gerald Clarke

			Bridgehampton, N.Y.

			April 1, 2004

		

	
		An Editorial Note

		These are Truman Capote’s letters, not mine, and I have made only minor changes to make them readable. Capote wrote most of his letters by hand, but in the dozen or so he typed he followed the bad habit of many typists: he ignored the capitalization key and typed everything, including names, in lowercase. Since a letter without capitals is awkward to read, I have silently added the necessary capitals. In all his letters, including those written by hand, he also rarely bothered with apostrophes—he seemed to have an aversion to them. He usually rendered a contraction like “it’s” as “its,” as if it were a possessive pronoun. And he almost never bothered with apostrophes to indicate possession; “Jack’s book,” for instance, might be written “Jacks book.” If I were to flag all such omissions, his letters would be a jungle of “[sic]” marks. To avoid that, I have placed the apostrophe where it is warranted.

		I have also corrected mistakes obviously made in haste, which I regard as the equivalent of typographical errors. On several occasions, for instance, Capote wrote two words, such as “the the” or “be be,” when he clearly meant to use one. I have left out one of them. Or he might have left out an “o” in “Phoebe,” the name of one of his best friends and a word he had spelled correctly many times. In such a case I have added the obvious “o.”

		In no sense have I attempted to sanitize the letters, however, and when Capote made a mistake that really was a mistake, I have left it in and followed it with the obligatory “[sic].” For the most part, Capote was a good speller, but there were certain words, such as “receive,” “genius” and “disappoint,” he could never get right, and I have retained his misspellings—“recieve,” “genuis” and “dissapoint.” Nor could he remember how many “n’s” and “s’s” there are in “Tennessee”—Tennessee Williams’s name occurs frequently. I have left in his misspelling, but put the correct spelling in adjoining brackets, as I have done with all other names he has misspelled. I have ignored occasional errors of grammar, such as “she has not written either Jack or I.” Too many “[sics]” I find obnoxious.

		With the minor exceptions I have noted, I have presented his letters just as Capote wrote them. I have not altered or shortened them—I believe a letter should be included in full or not at all—and the occasional ellipsis or parenthesis is his, not mine. Aside from footnotes, my editorial additions are always enclosed in brackets. Though I can make the small boast that I am an expert at reading Capote’s handwriting, there are a few places where his penmanship baffled me or where I could not make out the word in a bad photocopy. Rather than guess what he meant, I have put “unclear” in brackets. He frequently neglected to write the date. When envelopes with postmarks are also missing, I have relied on internal evidence to determine, as best I could, when a letter was written.

		At the bottom of each letter I have indicated where the original resides, whether with a person or a library. Several times, however, I have included a letter of whose whereabouts I am ignorant. Some I came across when I was researching my biography of Capote a decade and more ago. In the years since then the person who gave me the copy may have died or may have handed it on to someone else. In such cases I have had to write “Collection Unknown.” I have also obtained copies of some letters that were later sold at auction. If I have no knowledge of the purchaser, I have also marked them “Collection Unknown.”

	
		
			1924–1948

			The Exuberant Years:
A Merlin in Alabama
and a Puck in New York
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		TRUMAN CAPOTE BEGAN LIFE under a cloud. By the time he was born, in New Orleans on September 30, 1924, his parents’ marriage was over in all but name. His mother, Lillie Mae, a small-town beauty, went her way, and his father, Arch Persons, a charming but irresponsible schemer, went his. For much of his childhood, Truman was thus raised by the same middle-aged cousins who had raised his orphaned mother: three old maid cousins and their bachelor brother in the little town of Monroeville, Alabama. Though he never lacked for care, that early abandonment by his parents left an emotional wound that remained open until the day he died.

		Small—“I’m about as tall as a shotgun, and just as noisy,” was how he later described himself—Truman was spirited and inventive enough to make himself the center of any gathering. “A pocket Merlin” was how Harper Lee, his best friend during those early years, later described him in her semiautobiographical novel, To Kill a Mockingbird. In 1932 his mother, who had dropped her back-country name, Lillie Mae, in favor of the more sophisticated Nina, brought him north to live with her and her new husband, a Cuban named Joe Capote, in New York. An indulgent stepfather with a good job on Wall Street, Joe Capote legally adopted him in 1935, and Truman Persons became Truman Capote.

		In 1939 the Capotes left Manhattan for the upscale bedroom community of Greenwich, Connecticut. There they settled into a handsome enclave of Tudor houses and tree-shaded streets. When he was still in Alabama, Capote had announced his ambition to become a writer, and at Greenwich High School, he found what every aspiring writer needs, a sympathetic and encouraging teacher—Catherine Wood was her name. In Greenwich, Truman also found a soul mate in Phoebe Pierce, a pretty, sophisticated girl whose own ambition was to be a poet. Although there is only one letter to her—“Phoebe devil” was how he affectionately addressed her—her name often comes up in his correspondence with others.

		Three years after leaving, the Capotes returned to New York, to an apartment at 1060 Park Avenue. After belatedly graduating from high school, a private school on Manhattan’s West Side, Capote landed a job at The New Yorker—but only as a copyboy. That magazine thought his stories too unconventional for its staid, Scarsdale tastes. In those days the women’s fashion magazines published the most innovative fiction in America, and the talent The New Yorker sneered at was quickly embraced by two remarkable fiction editors, Mary Louise Aswell at Harper’s Bazaar and George Davis at Mademoiselle. They vied for his stories, and in the months after World War II, Capote, still in his early twenties, became a hot commodity in the literary marketplace.

		All was not going well at home, however. Nina Capote had become an alcoholic, and when she was not raging at Joe for his infidelities, she was attacking Truman for his homosexuality. Finding it harder and harder to work on Park Avenue, in 1946 Truman sought temporary refuge at Yaddo, a writers’ and artists’ colony on a bucolic estate in upstate New York. One writer who was there that summer compared him to Shakespeare’s Ariel; but he was also Puck, the one who set the agenda for fun and adventure. Yaddo was famous for its romances, and Capote engaged in two, the first with Howard Doughty, a handsome married historian, the second with Newton Arvin, one of Doughty’s best friends and sometime lover. For Truman, Doughty, who remained a friend, was just a fling. But Arvin, a professor of literature at Smith, a women’s college in Northampton, Massachusetts, was real love.

		They were an unlikely couple. At twenty-two, Capote looked several years younger; at forty-six, Arvin looked several years older, in appearance a mousy man, bald and bespectacled. In temperament they were also opposites. Capote could scarcely restrain his high spirits; shy and reserved, Arvin felt uncomfortable whenever he left his Northampton sanctuary. Arvin was brave in his writing, however, and unlike many professors of literature, he was an excellent writer himself, a critic of unassailable judgment and a tower of erudition. In the two years they were a pair—Capote traveled to Northampton on weekends—Arvin provided his young partner with the college education he had never had. Arvin, Capote liked to say, was his Harvard.

		During the week Capote enjoyed New York, where the circles of his friends widened with every month. One set centered on Leo Lerman, a good-natured literary gadfly whose Sunday-night parties were a Manhattan institution, attracting just about everybody of note—writers and editors, movie stars and playwrights. Other sets revolved around his magazine editors, Harper’s Bazaar’s much-loved Mary Louise Aswell and Mademoiselle’s slightly sinister George Davis, whose epigrams rivaled Oscar Wilde’s. After publication of his first novel, Other Voices, Other Rooms, Capote asked Davis his opinion. “Well,” said Davis, “I suppose someone had to write the fairy Huckleberry Finn.”

		Capote discovered the world of a more established society when he walked into the East Side town house of Bennett Cerf, his new publisher at Random House, and Cerf’s wife, Phyllis. There, too, he became the center of the room, telling tales and retailing gossip. Others among the dramatis personae of those postwar years—and Capote’s frequent correspondents—were Donald Windham and Andrew Lyndon, two aspiring writers from Georgia, and John Malcolm Brinnin, a poet, college teacher, and, later, the head of the Poetry Center at the 92nd Street YMHA in Manhattan.

		The publication of Other Voices, Other Rooms in the winter of 1948 brought Capote national fame—Americans of that day took literature more seriously than they do now—and a few months later he traveled to Europe, where, to no one’s surprise, he met some of the leading English and French writers. When he returned, he realized that he had outgrown Arvin and his almost hermit-like isolation. For his part, Arvin, who had engaged in a clandestine romance with Andrew Lyndon while Capote was away, was only too willing to release his rambunctious and often tiring lover. Though they remained devoted friends until Arvin’s death in 1963, Capote began looking around for a new companion.

		In October 1948, he found him. Ten years Capote’s senior, Jack Dunphy was athletic—he had been a dancer in the original production of Oklahoma!—and good-looking, in a surly kind of way. He said what he thought, to Capote and everybody else. Dunphy, too, was a writer—and a good one—with one novel to his credit, another on the way, and several plays in his future. This time love lasted, and Dunphy remained Capote’s constant star for the rest of his life.

		TO ARCH PERSONS

		
			[St. John’s Military Academy]

			[Ossining, N.Y.]

			[Probably Autumn 1936]

		

		As you know my name was changed from Person’s [sic] to Capote, and I would appreciate it if in the future you would address me as Truman Capote, as everyone knows me by that name.

		[Collection Gerald Clarke]

		TO THOMAS FLANAGAN1

		
			[Greenwich, Connecticut]

			[1939–41]

		

		I do hereby solemnly affirm that any statements I may have made about Thomas Flanagan, or said that he had made, were calumnies and lies on my part.

		Truman Capote

		[Collection Edmond Miller]

		TO CATHERINE WOOD1

		
			[Monroeville, Ala.]

			[26 July 1941]

		

		Dear Miss Wood,

		I have been in New Orleans three weeks and I just got back to Monroeville last night. I was very pleasantly surprised to find your sweet note. I was so sorry to hear about your father and I do hope he is improving.

		I have been gathering material here and there and some of it is rather good, I have written little but I have taken many notes and tried to give accurate accounts of things that will later stand me in good stead, (that was meant to be a period, but my typewriter slipped.)

		Are you going up to visit Miss Pierce, I hope you do because her place in Maine sounded so quiet and restful—charmingly woodsy.

		I have been traveling all over the south since I came. I went to Natchez, Miss. last week and I went on a picnic at a very scenic spot over looking [sic] the Mississippi River.

		Teddy’s mother wrote me a long letter telling me all about his doings, you know Teddy—he would’nt [sic] write anyone if his very life depended upon it.2 She told me that you had written him and asked me to tell you all the news about the dear raven haired child.

		
			1. He has a job with the Greenich [sic] Cab company and he makes fifteen dollars week.

			2. He won $130.00 dollars [sic] at the Maidstone club dinner dance. He is taking flying lessons with it.

			3. His mother is desperate!

			4. They have moved into their new house—the address is 179 Park Ave. Greenwich.

			5. They are pleased and delighted with Teddy and he seems to be improving. BUNK!

		

		P.S. He was 17 last Sat.

		I have gone Russian with a vengeance! I finally finished WAR and Peace. Also I have read Huxley’s “Point Counter Point.” It is very badly written, not so badly written as confusing. But it is educating as to the point of ultra-modern sophistication.

		I went all the way through the heart of Pearl River swamp in La. It took three days and it was like being in a jungle only more dangerous. These swamps are inhabited by Cajons (I believe that I spelled that correctly) and it is so wild in there that some of the younger children have never seen white people! It was really quite an experience and I collected all kinds of material and wild flowers—also a baby alligator which I will ship to you C.O.D any time that you will have him. He’s a regular little monster.

		I am so sorry for my procrastination in answering your letter but it was truly unavoidable. Please write me and tell me all the news as I am at present sorta this side of civilization, where the people think if you don’t say “ain’t” you just ain’t right in the head and the double negative is accepted grammar.

		Write me,

		all my very best

		Love,

		Truman

		[Collection New York Public Library]

		TO CATHERINE WOOD1

		
			Hotel Frances

			Monroe, La.

			[August 1942]

		

		Ouichita [Ouachita]—Pronounced Wa-che-Ta

		I hope all this isn’t too much for your + Miss Pierce’s2 stomach.

		They have the most wonderful river life here (Ouichita river, it flows into the Miss.). It is the most beautiful river! I went down it on a house boat for 157 miles + back, it took a week and a half. I am going to write a story about the people that live (I mean really live) on houseboats along the banks + eat what they get from the water!

		I suppose you know that I will not be at G.H.S. [Greenwich High School] this fall as we have taken an apartment in the city. But of course I will be in Greenwich often to see you. Phoebe [Pierce] will be in the city this winter also. If you have a guest room in your new house you can invite me out for a weekend, (forward, aren’t I?)

		I do hope you can read my handwriting, because I cannot.

		[Collection Unknown]

		TO ARCH PERSONS

		
			[Monroeville, Alabama]

			Dec 2, ’43

		

		Dear Daddy Nid,1

		Please excuse pad & pencil, but just a hasty note to let you know I got your telegram. Mother sent it to me airmail.

		I came here, thinking that, after all, you certainly couldn’t be bothered with me at the present time.2 I’m really terribly sorry about Myrtle, because I liked her very much, as you know.3

		Then, too, I have no money of my own and I’m afraid you didn’t understand that when I talked with you. I used what I did have to finance myself down here, but, needless to say, this is certainly not the place. I was far better off in New York.

		Naturally your telegram sounded exciting and nothing could thrill me more than to see you and finish my work in New Orleans. But I assuredly do not feel as though I should impose upon you—and what with the war etc. I’m afraid you’re in no position to be imposed upon.

		I have a cold and feel rotten, it’s so damned uncomfortable here. I think I will be going back to New York soon as Alabama is definitely not a writer’s haven. Please write me, c/o V.H. Faulk, Box 346, M, Ala.

		
			Much love to you and a kiss for Myrtle, Truman

			P.S. I hope you can read this “nigger” scrawl.

		

		[Collection Gerald Clarke]

		TO ELIZABETH AMES

		
			Truman Capote

			1060 Park Ave.

			New York, N.Y.

			Jan. 23, ’46

		

		Mrs. Elizabeth Ames

		Director: Yaddo

		Saratoga Springs, N.Y.

		Dear Mrs. Ames,

		I am interested to know the possibilities of spending some time at YADDO this summer, as I am working on a book, a first novel, which I hope to finish in the Fall; the book is to be published by Random House: Robert N. Linscott is my editor. My stories have appeared in Harper’s Bazaar, Mademoiselle, Story, Prarie [sic] Schooner, and other small reviews. I am twenty-one, from the South, now living in New York. For a short period I worked at The New Yorker, then read manuscripts for a motion-picture office, finally put together a monthly collection of rather tired anecdotes for a digest magazine. Now, at last, with the assistance of a publisher, I am able to go ahead with my writing.

		Several friends who have been there tell me I would like YADDO very much. Thank you, Mrs. Ames, for the consideration you may give this letter.1

		Most sincerely,

		Truman Capote

		[Collection New York Public Library]

		TO ROBERT LINSCOTT

		
			Yaddo

			Saratoga Springs

			N.Y.

			May ’46

		

		Dear Bob;

		Have come, am here, am slowly freezing to death; my fingers are pencils of ice. But really, all told, I think this is quite a place, at least so far. The company is fairly good. Here at the moment are: Agnes Smedley, Carson [McCullers], Howard Doughty (he is very pleasant), Leo Lerman (who is keeping himself in control), Ralph Bates, Marguerite Young, and arriving today St. Katharine [sic] Anne P.1

		I have a bedroom in the mansion (there are bats circulating in some of the rooms, and Leo keeps his light on all night, for the wind blows eerily, doors creak, and the faint cheep cheep of the bats cry in the towers above: no kidding. My studio is quite a distance from the house, and is enormous. It is a remodeled barn, and sitting in the loft is an old-fashioned barouche: I keep thinking of Rudyard’s phantom rickshaw, which is all very disconcerting.2 That is where I am now, in the studio, and you cannot imagine how cold it is, though there is a fine potbellied stove. However, I can’t seem to keep the damn thing going. It is only ten o’clock in the morning but I think I will have to warm my gizzard with a shot of whiskey. From the studio I can see the mountains, and there are buttercups blooming outside the door.

		Barbarra [Barbara Lawrence]3 phoned before I left, and told me what a delightful luncheon she’d had with you. I am finishing up my story today and tomorrow, then I’m going to let it cool for maybe two weeks, and work on Other Voices, before typing it off to send.13 Will mail you a carbon, of course.

		Sorry to write such a damn dull letter, but haven’t acclimated myself enough yet to give much of a report. Will try to do better next time …

		Best

		t

		[Collection Columbia University Library]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[Yaddo]

			[Saratoga Springs, N.Y.]

			[May 1946]

			Destroy!!! (after showing Barbara)

		

		Marylou, my angel,

		Well, I knew it was too good to last: I’m in trouble, and it’s all Leo [Lerman]’s fault.

		According to Mrs. Ames, Howard Doughty and I are “insistently persecuting” him.14 See, Leo has a real aberration about snakes: he makes me escort him every day from the mansion to his studio; but he has dramatized the whole thing to such a ridiculous extent that everybody here thought he was half-way joking. So yesterday Howard came to my studio for lunch.15 When he left he stepped on a snake in my yard, and picked it up. Leo, who was standing in his doorway across the road, saw it, and began to scream: “You’re mean, you’re cruel!” then slammed the door, pulled down all his shades, and curled up under his desk, and stayed there the whole afternoon, in a real fit of terror: no one, of course, had any intention of frightening him. But two workmen who were putting firewood in our studios saw the whole thing and reported it to Mrs. A., who promptly sent a little “blue note” (all communication is carried on through these blue notes) saying that Mr. Lerman had been made ill by our (Howards’ [sic] and mine) insistent persecution. I suppose it will blow over but it’s all too absurd for words. Leo, of course, feels very badly that he got us in so much trouble. Howard wrote a wonderful note explaining everything (we felt like little naughty schoolboys, which annoyed Howard, for he is a professor at Harvard, and 42 years old.) Otherwise everything is o.k.

		How goes “the house?” It is Terry, not Perry. Terry Murray.16 I have not finished my story YET. But will this week. I wrote you about M. [Marguerite] Young in my last letter.17 Darling, the strangest thing is going on, I’m dying to tell you, but am so afraid of putting it in a letter. Maybe I will phone you some day soon. You will have hysterics. Have pidgy pie, and my sweet dunny been in lately? I must write Barbarra [Barbara Lawrence] again, but she has never answered my last letter. Show her this. Has she met Terry yet?

		Carson [McCullers] has been sick in bed, that is the reason she hasn’t written you. She is better now, though, and may be up today. We had breakfast together, and she seemed much better. I took a seconal last night and feel so damn dizzy I can hardly see the typewriter. Katharine [sic] [Katherine] Anne Porter and I danced together till all hours last night. She must be about sixty, but oh how she can do the hootchy-cootchy.18 She tries to act like a southern belle of sixteen or so. She is so unserious it is hard to believe she can write at all. She is like a little New York debutante. She thinks I am a wonderful dancer, and makes me dance with her all the time: it is simply awful, because she hasn’t the faintest notion of how to do the simplest steps. I love Agnes Smedley.19 Marvelous person. But of all the people here I like Howard Doughty the best.20

		Oh my precious Marylou, I love you, and I love Barbarra [Barbara], and hope you both love me: you are both so dear to me. And I miss you so much it is like a real pain.

		t

		
			Enclosed, please find violets: I know they will be dry by the time they reach you, but remember how beautiful they were, and that is the way I send them to you, my darling dearest Marylou

		

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[Yaddo]

			[Saratoga Springs, N.Y.]

			[May 18, 1946]

		

		My precious beloved,

		Another sweet letter from you, darling! It is raining here, cold and grey, but those sweet words from you made everything seem so damn cheery. This is a strange haunted place, all right. Leo is so frightened he keeps his light burning all night, and the other night he begged me to let him sit in my room: he stayed there huddled in an old wicker chair till dawn. I am not afraid except when bats get into my room. I simply can’t stand that cheep cheep crying as they circle in the dark. I have given up my barn studio, and moved into the tower of the mansion: you have to get there by climbing wierd [sic] stone stairs, and it is supposed to be haunted by a Spanish woman who was Mrs. Trask’s companion.21 Leo will not come anywhere near it. Richard [Hunter]22 saw it when he was here but at that time I had not moved in. Get him to tell you about it. It nearly scared him out of his wits.

		Oh dear, I guess we might as well forget about the house. Too bad.

		I am finishing my story soon. “Miriam” is being translated into German for State Department use. Seems like an odd choice for rehabilitation literature!23

		When are you coming? Please please please! And what has happened to Barabrra [Barbara Lawrence]. She is the meanest human white woman ever to trod this earth. Not one word! I am worried about her, and, knowing how much I love her, it is very cruel of her to worry me this way. I know she is not much of a hand at writing letters, but this is carrying a thing too far.

		Dearest, there is so much to write, but I think I will wait till we get together. Can you imagine how much I miss you? If so, you’re a genuis [sic]! Tell Gladys to get well. I doubt whether I’ll get down for the concert, but I know it will be beautiful, and will be thinking of her, and wishing her the greatest luck. Oh Marylou Marylou Marylou

		I love you love you love you

		yes I do, yes yes, yes I do

		t

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO LEO LERMAN24

		
			[Yaddo]

			[Saratoga Springs, N.Y.]

			[June 1946]

		

		Leo—call mother: Atwater 9-3319

		Tell [her] I am well—about my lovely tower—ask her should I buy a tennis racket—whether anyone has phoned—tell her to send me some cookies—tell her to send me some underwear, give her my love, and tell her to write.25

		Truman

		[Collection Columbia University Library]

		TO LEO LERMAN

		
			[Yaddo]

			[Saratoga Springs, N.Y.]

			[28 June 1946]

		

		Leo dearest

		You can’t escape blue notes! And this is one just to say how much I miss you, and how lonesome it is. Margurite [Marguerite Young] drove away in a marvelous maroon convertible: she was wearing those slacks and that crazy white hat with all the sparkling discs: she arrived in it, and she left in it: just shows what a sense of form that girl has. The man who came for her, Towner, is the most terrific Queen you ever laid eyes on. LIFE, too, has departed.26 Phyllis showed me a note Townsend gave her. It began: “The dog in the Yaddo pictures is FRANKY’S BOY O’ LONGLEIGH. He will be two years old this August.” and it went on for pages and pages. Phyllis says she will write the caption to read: “The dog is Boy, and is owned by the son of Mrs. Ames’s secretary.” Takes a woman to bitch a woman every time. Newton is quite dead from all the doings, and is spending the day in bed reading. George [Cole] left a note asking if he could draw me, which struck me odd considering how many times he said he hates to do portraits. Anyway I posed for him and the result is one of the most arresting things I’ve ever seen. It is a wonderful likeness, but there is a strange pathological intensity about it that is absolutely flooring. Everyone here thinks it wonderful, but I cannot bear to look at it too long. He gave it to me, so I will bring it home and you can see. We (Newton and myself) may leave here the 20th and go to the Isle of Shoals, Appledore, for two weeks before I come home.27 I have started back on my book and do not intend to have further truck with Yaddo social life. Newton sends his best, and I of course send love

		t

		
			And love to darling Richard [Hunter]: a bushel, a peck, a hug around the neck.

			I got this envelope & stamp from Newton.

		

		[Collection Columbia University Library]

		TO HOWARD DOUGHTY

		
			[Yaddo]

			[Saratoga Springs, N.Y.]

			[June or July 1946]

		

		Howard, dear,

		Your letter! And it was wonderful, and I thank you. It’s a good thing you got the haircut in Albany, not here, for I liked it the way it was.

		There have been no eruptions around here to speak of. Yesterday EA [Elizabeth Ames] had a cocktail party, and everyone, including EA, got mighty high, and Esther [Rolick],28 careening homeward, spotted George Vincent, and screamed: “I saw you last summer naked to the waist, and man that was something!” All of which gave our guests of honor (the Slades, the Willisons et al) quite a turn. Leo went to have lunch with EA, begging me to fetch him afterward (snakes, you know), so when I arrived I found him sitting in the grass with EA bending above him reading maledictions from the bible, and Leo protesting weakly, “But don’t you believe in ultimate good.” Those two, however, seem to be getting on better. Howard, I don’t think you should feel so fiercely toward her; after all, she is only a rather ignorant woman, and God knows a thing like that can be taken in one’s stride. She sent me a note today. “I have worked some magic: would you care to stay until July 30th?” I have not as yet written a reply, or made up my mind. NA [Newton Arvin] is wonderful, and I love him, but I will not write about it in this letter, for there is too much to say.

		Talked with Carson on the phone yesterday. She called around five, and I was upstairs taking a bath, and went flying down in a state of fantastic disarray. She said she was going to Fire Island on Friday, and seemed fine, otherwise no news, except, of course “love to darling Howard.” I send love, too: a bushel, a peck, a hug around the neck.

		t

		P.S. Think of me Thursday, and wish me luck. I miss you!

		[Collection Unknown]

		TO LEO LERMAN

		
			[Yaddo]

			[Saratoga Springs, N.Y.]

			[9 July 1946]

		

		Leo dearest child,

		At last … a letter, and just when I’d given up all hope … and such a sweet letter, too. I am so glad you liked Phoebe [Pierce], for she is a remarkable girl, and greatly gifted: at one time, you know, we were very much in love, and I still love her, though not in quite the same way, perhaps; still we have known each other so long, and been through so much together (as they say) that there will, I suppose, be always some deep connection between us no matter how hard I try to render it. And yes, George [Cole] and I are friends, good friends, I hope, and I am so ashamed not to have seen his really extraordinary qualities before; he is generous, and charming, loyal and intelligent: and heavens, what do you mean make judgements … me? No indeed, darling, anything that makes Richard [Hunter] happy, and you happy, is 100% wonderful by me, for I love and am devoted to you both, and to George, too: I know that you can give him an outlet to something he most desperately needs, and it is all so simple, and right, or at least it seems so to me.

		Newton is fine, and I gave him your love, for which he thanks you, and returns the same. I love him, of course, and that too is simple and right and without complications. He is too good for me, too thoughtful, too kind: I am only glad that I am capable of appreciating him, and knowing his rarity, his delicate perfection: was there ever anyone more sensitive? In this day and age sensitivity like his is almost an anachronism. Did you ever, in that wonderland wilderness of adolesence [sic] ever, quite unexpectedly, see something, a dusk sky, a wild bird, a landscape, so exquisite terror touched you at the bone? And you are afraid, terribly afraid the smallest movement, a leaf, say, turning in the wind, will shatter all? That is, I think, the way love is, or should be: one lives in beautiful terror.

		Marylou and B. [Barbara Lawrence] came, and we had an elegant time; EA [Elizabeth Ames] was marvelous to them, invited them to dinner, and gave a party at Pine Garde. Jerre [Mangione]29 had a small party for them, and I had one here in the tower, and I do think they had [a] happy refreshing time. Marylou is an angel; in her own way she is like Newton: too good to be true. George [Cole] did a marvelous new portrait of me, really miraculously good, for I am [a] hard person to draw, and Marylou is running it in the Bazaar, along with a little piece about George.

		Howard [Doughty] came back yesterday. He is really a sweet wonderful person, VERY understanding, and he misses you badly: he said he just didn’t know how he was going to be able to stand it here without you. You must write him a letter, for he is the sort that never writes first. Now you really must. And I am so pleased you’re taking mother to lunch: did you? And how was it? Write all. I am working on my book, it was and is rather hard getting back into it, but everything will be allright [sic]. I miss you, darling Leo, and love you, and can’t wait to see you. Newton and I are leaving here the 25th, and going someplace for a week before I come home. All love, sweet dearest Leo

		t

		[Collection Columbia University Library]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[45 Prospect Street]

			[Northampton, Mass.]

			[31 July 1946]

		

		Darling,

		Your letter reached me this morning, and I am sorry you did not know where I was; really, I should have phoned you when I reached N.Y., but there was only a ½ hour before catching the train here.

		Sweetheart, you should not be upset about the money—I understand perfectly, and know it was in no way your fault, and I should not have requested it in the first place, but the trip was fantastically expensive, for reasons I will numerate later, and I’ll bet I’m going to lose money on this deal, which is an irony for I never worked that arduous in my life—I nearly died of exhaustion, and had even to go to a doctor here—not complaining, though, not really, for it was curious + interesting: an experience, as they say, and I like [Henri] Cartier-Bresson extremely.30 About the change in the story.31 For you, darling, yes. He can hold his hand over the boy’s mouth. I will speak to Pearl [Kazin] about this.32

		I am having a wonderful time here with Newton. He is going to give a full-sized lecture on contemporary American literature here in the fall, and that will be your article: isn’t that grand? He sends you his very best love, and I, of course, send all of mine to darling precious Mary Lou, my sweetheart. Love, too, to Pidgy pie & Dunny, and have a good time, darling, for I love all three of you so very very much.

		T.

		
			P.S. Write if you get a chance: I will be back at 1060 [Park Avenue] on Friday.

		

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[1060 Park Avenue]

			[New York]

			[4 August 1946]

		

		Dearest,

		Are you having a wonderful time? And Dunny, and my best girlfriend, are they? Really, darling, I envy you mightily, for you must be near the sea, or on it, maybe, and how I long for the ocean: it has been years since I tasted salt water, or got knocked down by a wave.33

		Something awful is the matter with the spacer on this damned machine! Bear with me.

		I had a really terrible time in N.O.; I’ve never worked so hard in my life, and hope never to again, and I can see right now that I’m going to lose money on this little deal, for it was fabulously expensive … for reasons I will not go into here. The Bazaar is behaving badly, but please don’t let this trouble you, for it is outside your province, and perhaps it will all work out when I go and talk to them which I haven’t done as yet … however, they sent me a bill for my fare down there … can you beat that?34 The only thing is Pearl tells me they now want to run the piece on N.O. in October and keep my story till God knows when.35 Well, of course that makes me frantic, for one of the reasons I stopped working on my book to write it, in fact the main one, was because [I] have not published a story in almost a year, and it is very important that I should, and really, they just must must must run that story in October. Anyway I have not given them the N.O. piece yet, and I think I will just hang on to it until it is too late for them etc., and I’m not going to give it to them at all unless they give me my money. But as I said do not worry your sweet precious head about any of this trivia, for it is no affair of yours. Pearl is a darling. You are certainly lucky to have her, and she absolutely worships you. Dear Marylou, everyone loves you so much! I am really jealous, because I love you more than anybody, but everyone keeps saying how much they love you without seeming to realize that you belong to me, and that I love you more than anyone … oh dear I’m not making very good sense … the result of too much to drink, and trying to think about too many things simultaneously.

		I had a wonderful time in Northampton with Newton. I love him most tenderly, more really than I can tell you, for he is the sweetest, gentlest person, next to yourself, that I ever met. I had dinner with Marguerite [Young], another of your oh so ardent fans, and breakfast with Leo [Lerman] the other day. You know, no matter what his faults, Leo is a good person, and kind. I haven’t seen B. [Barbara Lawrence], except for a quick glance, but I shall this coming week. Carson [McCullers] is on Nantucket visiting Tennessee Williams, and having a wonderful time. She has postponed her European jaunt indefinitely. I knew she wouldn’t go.

		Marylou, my dearest, I can never tell you what you really mean to me, I don’t know how … but you are one of the awfully few people in this world I love to the very core of my heart, and, though I want you to have as marvelous and as long a vacation as possible, hurry home to me darling, hurry … because I don’t want ever to be without you.

		T.

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO JOHN MALCOLM BRINNIN

		
			[1060 Park Avenue]

			[New York]

			[Early August 1946]

		

		Thank you, dearest Malcolm, for the wonderfully amusing letter, and excuse me for not answering sooner, but things as you may imagine, have been rather chaotic, excruciatingly so: my New Orleans trip was doubly productive: blisters and fallen arches, that’s what I got; oh it had its amusing side, indeed it did, for we photographed everything from the incumbents of aristocratic Louisiana homes, to the inmates of a nut house; beautiful photographs, really, I can only hope my piece will be mildly worthy of them. However, a week in Northampton with Newton, and Newtonian wit has healed most of my wounds. He likes you enormously, for which I am grateful, for I would like you to be friends, and you will not meet anyone, Malcolm, who will appreciate your qualities more.

		I had dinner last night with Marguerite [Young], and a curious thing happened; the people next door were having a party, and the host (whose name I forget) very kindly invited us over for a drink; Marguerite seemed dubious, but we went, and who was there but your friends Howard Moss and Anky Larrabee.36 They were awfully nice to me, and I liked them very much; she is most certainly not the monster someone informed me she was, but, I thought, a very entertaining, slightly crazy but awfully sweet girl, and Howard is charming. The party, though! M. rushed me out so fast I did not get a chance really to talk with Howard, but I should like to sometime.

		I’m sorry you did not get my room, but if no one is there then you can use the terrace, can’t you?37 I miss you, Malcolm, and write me, please, and let’s see each other soon … please, also.

		Love

		T

		[Collection University of Delaware Library]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[1060 Park Avenue]

			[New York]

			[10 August 1946]

		

		You darling,

		Your sweet letter came this morning, my darling Marylou, and I hope mine reaches you before departure for Clinton;38 it must be very beautiful there on Bear Island; I have always loved the idea of islands, and I would like some day to go to Maine … the coast, preferably, where there would be gigantic cold waves dashing, as in mystery novels, on old dark cliffs.

		Of course the seperation [sic] agreement seems to you an emblem of failure, though that, I think, is a very distorted conception; it was a step in the right direction, that’s what I’d say dearest, for after all don’t you associate with that period of your life mostly unhappy things?39 You have two exquisite children, and you will always have them, and no one can take them away from you; they have the security of love, my dear, and that is the kind of security a child most needs.40 I know. And they will always have a great deal more security of every kind than I did. I understand this feeling of failure you have, though: it is a tricky thing, based on all kinds of self-falsifications. Newton knows all about such things, too; he lived eight years with a woman who every day of her life tried to impress him with his own unimportance and ended by driving him out of his mind.41 How can people be so insensitive, Marylou? Both you and Newton are as human beings the most successful people I know, for you are both very strong, and tender, and beautiful. Newton, of course, went through absolute hell, and thought he could never get his life straightened out, was, for the longest time, without any hope whatever … yet he has, and is living now the most satisfactory part of his life … he feels complete in every way, and happy. I do not think, my darling, you could ever reach quite the rockbottom he did … and you have so much of everything to live for. Those are marvelous children, Marylou, and they are yours, and you are going to have them … and everything of a practical nature will solve itself, too: it is curious, but do you know I’ve never worried about this at all, because I have feelings about things (I am almost a completely intuitive person) and I knew that it would come out far better and in a far simpler manner than you suspect.

		I had a drink with Pearl Kazin the other day, and she is a dear person, and fantastically bright, much brighter, I think, than her brother, whose work I find very aggravating.42 Had dinner with Marguerite last night, and we talked about you, and how much we both loved you (who doesn’t?). B. [Barbara Lawrence] seems awfully busy, but in good spirits, and Leo has gone away for a couple of weeks. I went with Cartier [Henri Cartier-Bresson] to [Frances] McFadden with the N.O. pictures, and they were all crazy about them; they are really very wonderful, and I hope they like my piece only half so well; I’m turning it in early next week. McFadden is very nice.43 I understand why you like her so much.

		Newton is doing wonderfully at Wesleyan, laying them in the aisles, or so George Cole writes me.44 I am going to see N. next weekend; I would like so much for you both to become GREAT friends, for you are the two people in the world who mean most to me … and that includes EVERYONE. Mille tenderesse [sic].

		T

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO JOHN MALCOLM BRINNIN

		
			[New York]

			[Mid-August 1946]

		

		Malcolm dear,

		What an agreeable, though not, I must say, particularly prompt correspondent you do make: such an evocative letter, cherie [sic], always skimming on the verge of a major exposé (what IS the matter with Henrietta?), and managing to suggest direr situations than could possibly be. You are quite right, though, I do seem to give not much thought to Yaddo, which is odd, considering my GREAT interest in all the little intrigues, cabals etc.… but there is no time for that now: I’m merely drowning in the chaos of my personal life. You are a wise boy, Malcolm, to stay out of NY; it is no place for you, and it is certainly no place for me; I’m afraid I haven’t the sneering façade necessary for this giant snake pit; everything one says here seems to be repeated, or rather everything one hasn’t said; who are one’s friends and who aren’t?; nothing is never nothing and something is never something and everything is quite different from what it seems to be: Kafka, I feel, would’ve loved NY.

		I ran into Ankey [Anky Larrabee] and Howard again at, of all places, B. Lawrence’s, and I have been worried since for fear they might have thought me rude that night, but the truth of the matter is I was feeling nightmarish, strange, indeed, and with good reason, for the next day I woke up to find myself with a 102 fever and a left foot that resembled a ballon [sic]: infected, very, and for no reason the doctor can fathom: just happened. So here I am stretched out on my bed of pain with the typewriter propped over my knees. I have to take sulpher [sic] drugs, which make me dizzy from time to time, but I am working … on my N.O. [New Orleans] notes, book, and an article I’m writing for a very chichi French magazine called ART ET STYLE. The article is supposed to be a kind of refutation of the French theory that the only American writers are Faulkner, Steinbeck, Dashiell Hamett [Hammett] and Hemingway. I am mentioning you in it, do you mind? You are a “distinguished young American poet whose work deserves international attention.” Hotcha! That will be $25, please.

		Malcolm, this is something I’ve been meaning to write you about … solo, but I may as well put it in this letter. Now in November Cartier-Bresson’s sister, Nicole, is coming to NY; she is an extremely gifted poet: her book, Le Double Depart, won the Paul Valery prize last year; I have the book here, and it is marvelous; she is twenty-two, very presentable (from photographs that I have seen), and she wants to lecture to college groups on young French poets; she has lectured in Vienna, Switzerland, and, I think, Spain. I thought perhaps Vassar might be interested, and that you could arrange something: Cartier would like to have her lectures lined up before she arrives, for she will not be here too long; both Lionel Trilling, to whom I have spoken about her, and Newton, are receptive, and I just thought perhaps you might be interested, too.45 Let me know.

		Yes, Cartier has done some portraits (they are very strange, I must say, but the photography is, of course, beautiful) and I will send you one if ever he gives me any prints, but he has been selling them all, and that means I cannot have them till after they appear.

		G. [George] Davis, so I understand, is grievously annoyed with me (soenso said that I said etc. Oh God!); fond as I am of George, I don’t think I will make the effort to clear it up, for I’m afraid it would only become more involved. Too bad, though.

		Provided my foot is all better I will be seeing Newton this weekend: I wrote him today, relaying all your gossip, which will amuse him no end.

		I am beginning to feel a trifle dizzy, dear Malcolm, so excuse me please if I leave the room; write me, and know that I miss you. Love from

		T

		
			p.s. The Bazaar informs me they are in receipt of a beautiful poem. That’s our Malcolm!

		

		[Collection University of Delaware Library]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[1060 Park Avenue]

			[New York]

			[Week beginning 12 August 1946]

		

		My darling,

		I hope this reaches you at Clinton, and that you are having a fine time with your old friends; Mrs Saunders was so charming the night I met her (at the Russian Tea Room, remember?) and I know that she will take good care of you, precious.

		Newton writes that he mailed you a note a few days ago; have you recieved [sic] it? We are spending the weekend together in Northampton … and no doubt will talk of you a good deal, for we both love you very much. I love you more than anyone, though: keep that in mind, young lady, and do not go throwing your affections around lightly.

		I took my N.O. piece into the Bazaar today, and they seemed to like it very much, and I have got my finances more or less straightened out, so all is quiet on the western front. What is more, McFadden seems to think they will run my story in October after all.46 I saw dear little Peral [Pearl Kazin] for a few minutes, and B. [Barbara Lawrence], and both appeared to be fine, though busy busy busy.

		Carson, as I may have written you, has been in Nantucket adapting The Member into a play with Tennessee Williams.47 She is looking better than I’ve ever seen her. She said to send you her love, and that she would see you as soon as you returned.

		Marguerite [Young] tells me Eudora [Welty] is coming to live in New York … in September. Newton has been urging me to call Helen Eustis and make a date for lunch, but I am shy about such things, so when you come back will you arrange for the three of us to dine?48

		Leo is out of town at the moment, but returns next week. I love him dearly; and I am ashamed that I did not see, really see what a sweet beautiful person he was from the beginning. I rode up to Conn. with the Trillings last Saturday (how this came about is very amusing; Leo had shown me some photographs of them, and while I was buying my train ticket who should be standing in line behind me but etc.… so I introduced myself, wasn’t that bold? and we had a very pleasant time) and liked them ever so much.49

		Marylou, my precious, I miss you terribly, and I love you: a bushel, a peck, a hug around the neck

		T

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO LEO LERMAN

		
			[Northampton, Mass.]

			[16 August 1946]

		

		Dearest Leo—

		And how was the vacation? Wonderful, I hope.

		I’m sitting here waiting for N. to arrive from Wesleyan, so thought I’d drop you a ‘welcome home’ note—mainly to say how very good I thought your Kavan review was.50 It is a wonderful piece of work, Leo, and I am proud of you.

		The Bazaar has my N.O. piece now, and they seemed to like it. I will probably be back in N.Y. before you are—call me when you get home—and we will have a good talk & I will show you the “article.”

		A curious thing happened—I went to Conn. [Connecticut] that Saturday you left, and who should be standing in the ticket line alongside but the Trillings: I recognized them because of the photographs you showed me.51 So I introduced myself, and I am glad I did, for they were very sweet, and we had a pleasant ride on the train together. They were going to Westport. I liked them enormously—but, because of various things, I’m afraid I was in rather a jittery state, and made a bad impression. Anyway, they love you dearly—and so do I.

		T

		[Collection Columbia University Library]

		TO MARY LOUISE ASWELL

		
			[Northampton, Mass.]

			[17 September 1946]

		

		Darling

		A quick note, just to say I got your precious letter; isn’t it funny, I wrote you that same day, so you must’ve recvd. my missive on Monday, too. Or did it come? I could not remember Mrs Saunder’s [Saunders’s] initials.

		The weather is superb, so autumn like, and I can only pray that this continues. The reviews of the O.Henry have been very nice to me, more than nice, and a little foolish, too: the Times, for instance, said my story was as “unforgettable as anything that has appeared since Henry James,” and the Post said it was “a masterpiece,” and lots more. Hooray for our team! And the O.Henry introduction said that A Tree Of Night was a better story than Miriam, which of course it is, and raved on and on about it. Wait until they read The Headless Hawk: they ain’t seen nothin yet.

		Newton came last weekend, and oh what a wonderful time we had, and how we longed for you. Biddy came for dinner, and B. too, and Newton and I saw Henry V, and had lunch with Leo and Marguerite … all that was missing, darling, was you. And Newton is coming back Friday … why oh why aren’t you here?!! We are going to spend Saturday with Carson. Dearest precious Marylou, I love you with all of me

		T

		[Collection Aswell Family]

		TO JOHN MALCOLM BRINNIN

		
			[1060 Park Avenue]

			[New York]

			[September 1946]

		

		Faithful friend,

		Your letter and I arrived in New York at approximately the same time, but in rather different conditions: the letter was bright and witty and sweet, everything a letter should be, while I, on the other hand, am ill, unkempt, achy: I have contracted a touch of flu, not much, to be sure, just enough to put me in bed. But I had a wonderful time in Northampton. As always. Newton is very well, but very tired: those six weeks at Wesleyan were quite a strain … and he
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