Aprill,1967

Caralucia:

Idon’thaveenoughl’Italianotoattemptonelikeyours, whichwasmoltobene,andsolwilllimit
myselftosprayingalittleItalianthrououghtmyletter,whichisabitsneaky,butmucheasierandlessofa
commitment.Iwassogladtogetyourtwoletters. We getamanilaenvelopeeachweek fromFranconia
throughtheforwardingcourtesyothepostofficetherebutitturnsouttoberatherimpersonaldespitetheir
first class status. Of course I’'m glad I managed to convey some of this Roman bit to you; such a
compliment from such a writer - and [ really mean it. Do not kid me further with your literary self-
effacement;whenyou’reclicking, whichismostofthetime,maybeall,shereadstrueasourfriendwould
say.lamparticularlygrateful foryouaddedthoughtsofHortonBay,the‘horsingaround”;thisisthatold
“scenery”’ ofyoursthatllikesomuchandIthinkwhenitisallpinnedtogether, Godwilling,theremaybea
moodoranevocativenesstheresomeplace.Imustconfessquicklytoyouthoughthatlhavebeengoofing
offbadly on the literary front. We have been here almost three weeks adesso (come Monday) and my
letter(s)toyouarevirtuallyallthewritinglhavedone.Itishardtodeterminewhatishappening; whetherit
bealegitimateneed fororientation, the language, getting settled, gettinglost,buyingacar, finding the
supermarkets,makingourlivingplaceliveableinthelittleways,reading, listening, watchingtheltalian
TV, looking at the window down a little terrazzo three floors below where a stout little lady keeps an
immaculateRomangarden,thefeatureofwhichformeisalittlehentiedbyonelegtoalittletable.Icanjust
hearthelittlecluckingsoundsupatmywindow.Oncethesoundswerealittlelouderanduponlookingout
Ifoundthefatlittleladyhuggingthelittlehenforhavinglaidegg.Itisnotachickenyard;itisalltooproper
for that; the poor little hen can dirty up only a very small little circle around the table in this gem-like
garden;Ifindmyselfcheckinguponthisheneachmorning;thusdevelopingthenuttylittleimportances
oflife. AsforDanny,’mafraidldon’tknowwhatthemansaid.lamsimplytooinvolvedwiththatboy.Itis
probablyunhealthy, butlcan’thelpit. And the said partis that Danny seems to be failing. As youmay
knowthecurseoftheshepherdissubluxation(orsomesuchword)inwhichthekindofparalysisdevelops
intherearquarters;therearlegsseemtogetprogressivelyweaker,andas Dannymakeshiswaythrough
thethickgreengrassofthelittleparkbelow,heseemstowaverandalmostgosidewayssometimes. Heis
forever slipping on the many smooth floors of Rome and his back legs collapse and he looks at us in
embarrassment. Thereisreallynothingwecandobecauseofthecongenitalnatureofthebusiness. Heis
reallynotold,forhisundiciyears. Hisheadisasbeautifulasever,hiseyesarebright, hisearssharp,andhe
still wantstoplay, catchatoy; heremembers whathe could doand liked to do and he tends to forgethis
presentstatus; wetrytoplaylittlesymboliccatchinggameswithhim... Theorgiasticenchantmentwith
Romeisoverlguessasallthingsbecomeoverandnowweseektomakeourwayoutofthedisenchanting
part,whichalsowillbeoversoon,suppongo.Theywon’tletushaveabankingaccounthereuntilwehave
beenheresixmonths,bywhichtimewewillhavefinishedhalfourstay.Idon’tgetit. Perhaps Americans
leftthecountryinthepastwithinsufficientfundsintheiraccounts.Idon’tknow.Foranotherthing;we’re
notsure,butwemayhavebeenstuckwithaninferiorVolks-Wagen.lalwaystellmyselfnever,neverbuy
secondhand,butthefleshsheisweak.



A few Hemingway oddments: I think I told you Ruth and our friend Marianne
Palladino are working with Caressse Crosby in an attempt to persuade her to allow
FranconiaSinibaldi. Wewentouttheresometimeagoanditisreally amagnificentthing,
agrayhuddlemassofbattlementcrouchedatopahill,incrediblylikethemindpictureswe
allhave.Mrs.Crosbyhaswiredtheplaceandmadeitquiteliveable,ifyoudon’tmindabit
ofclaminess,whichlguessisparforthecastlecourse-ShehasamarvelousoldItalianman
who looks after it with his daughter. He fashioned a Sedan chair, partly from a
wheelbarrow, and thisisusedto carry Mrs.Crosyup the longhorserun of cobblestones
intothecastle.(Mrs.Crosbyisabout76andhasaheartconditionandshelooksabitwaddy
andhasvery thick glasses and speaks witha partly broken, husky voice, buthermindis
needle sharp and she dresses in what I am told is chic Hattie Carnegie. Her prime
characteristic in the old days was what she describes in her biography, THE
PASSIONATEYEARSasaverylovelybosom,andthereisampleresidualevidenceof
samenow. ) Hemhaspromised heran original whenshe paid hisand Hadley’s ship fair
homeonetime,butheneverdeliveredand finally squaredhisdebtbylettingherpublish
THETORRENTSOF SPRINGinEurope. Sheforgavehim,shetellsmenow.Onceshe
toldhimthathe, Hem, was the only writer ofhers thathad notbeen romantically linked
withher(andthisisaeuphemismonmypart). “Suethem,suethem,” Hemsaid, Caresse
recallsinawaythatmakesmebelievethememoryisgenuine. Welllrunoutofspace;there
ismoretocome.Love.



