
April‌‌1,‌‌1967‌
Cara‌‌Lucia:‌‌

I‌‌don’t‌‌have‌‌enough‌‌l’Italiano‌‌to‌‌attempt‌‌one‌‌like‌‌yours,‌‌which‌‌was‌‌molto‌‌bene,‌‌and‌‌so‌‌I‌‌will‌‌limit‌‌myself‌‌to‌‌spraying‌‌a‌‌little‌‌Italian‌‌throuought‌‌my‌‌letter,‌‌which‌‌is‌‌a‌‌bit‌‌sneaky,‌‌but‌‌much‌‌easier‌‌and‌‌less‌‌of‌‌a‌‌commitment.‌‌I‌‌was‌‌so‌‌glad‌‌to‌‌get‌‌your‌‌two‌‌letters.‌‌We‌‌get‌‌a‌‌manila‌‌envelope‌‌each‌‌week‌‌from‌‌Franconia‌‌through‌‌the‌‌forwarding‌‌courtesy‌‌of‌‌he‌‌post‌‌office‌‌there‌‌but‌‌it‌‌turns‌‌out‌‌to‌‌be‌‌rather‌‌impersonal‌‌despite‌‌their‌‌first‌‌class‌‌status.‌‌Of‌‌course‌‌I’m‌‌glad‌‌I‌‌managed‌‌to‌‌convey‌‌some‌‌of‌‌this‌‌Roman‌‌bit‌‌to‌‌you;‌‌such‌‌a‌‌compliment‌‌from‌‌such‌‌a‌‌writer‌‌-‌‌and‌‌I‌‌really‌‌mean‌‌it.‌‌Do‌‌not‌‌kid‌‌me‌‌further‌‌with‌‌your‌‌literary‌‌self-effacement;‌‌when‌‌you’re‌‌clicking,‌‌which‌‌is‌‌most‌‌of‌‌the‌‌time,‌‌maybe‌‌all,‌‌she‌‌reads‌‌true‌‌as‌‌our‌‌friend‌‌would‌‌say.‌‌I‌‌am‌‌particularly‌‌grateful‌‌for‌‌you‌‌added‌‌thoughts‌‌of‌‌Horton‌‌Bay,‌‌the‌‌“horsing‌‌around”;‌‌this‌‌is‌‌that‌‌old‌‌“scenery”‌‌of‌‌yours‌‌that‌‌I‌‌like‌‌so‌‌much‌‌and‌‌I‌‌think‌‌when‌‌it‌‌is‌‌all‌‌pinned‌‌together,‌‌God‌‌willing,‌‌there‌‌may‌‌be‌‌a‌‌mood‌‌or‌‌an‌‌evocativeness‌‌there‌‌some‌‌place.‌‌I‌‌must‌‌confess‌‌quickly‌‌to‌‌you‌‌though‌‌that‌‌I‌‌have‌‌been‌‌goofing‌‌off‌‌badly‌‌on‌‌the‌‌literary‌‌front.‌‌We‌‌have‌‌been‌‌here‌‌almost‌‌three‌‌weeks‌‌adesso‌‌(come‌‌Monday)‌‌and‌‌my‌‌letter(s)‌‌to‌‌you‌‌are‌‌virtually‌‌all‌‌the‌‌writing‌‌I‌‌have‌‌done.‌‌It‌‌is‌‌hard‌‌to‌‌determine‌‌what‌‌is‌‌happening;‌‌whether‌‌it‌‌be‌‌a‌‌legitimate‌‌need‌‌for‌‌orientation,‌‌the‌‌language,‌‌getting‌‌settled,‌‌getting‌‌lost,‌‌buying‌‌a‌‌car,‌‌finding‌‌the‌‌supermarkets,‌‌making‌‌our‌‌living‌‌place‌‌liveable‌‌in‌‌the‌‌little‌‌ways,‌‌reading,‌‌listening,‌‌watching‌‌the‌‌Italian‌‌TV,‌‌looking‌‌at‌‌the‌‌window‌‌down‌‌a‌‌little‌‌terrazzo‌‌three‌‌floors‌‌below‌‌where‌‌a‌‌stout‌‌little‌‌lady‌‌keeps‌‌an‌‌immaculate‌‌Roman‌‌garden,‌‌the‌‌feature‌‌of‌‌which‌‌for‌‌me‌‌is‌‌a‌‌little‌‌hen‌‌tied‌‌by‌‌one‌‌leg‌‌to‌‌a‌‌little‌‌table.‌‌I‌‌can‌‌just‌‌hear‌‌the‌‌little‌‌clucking‌‌sounds‌‌up‌‌at‌‌my‌‌window.‌‌Once‌‌the‌‌sounds‌‌were‌‌a‌‌little‌‌louder‌‌and‌‌upon‌‌looking‌‌out‌‌I‌‌found‌‌the‌‌fat‌‌little‌‌lady‌‌hugging‌‌the‌‌little‌‌hen‌‌for‌‌having‌‌laid‌‌egg.‌‌It‌‌is‌‌not‌‌a‌‌chicken‌‌yard;‌‌it‌‌is‌‌all‌‌too‌‌proper‌‌for‌‌that;‌‌the‌‌poor‌‌little‌‌hen‌can‌‌dirty‌‌up‌‌only‌‌a‌‌very‌‌small‌‌little‌‌circle‌‌around‌‌the‌‌table‌‌in‌‌this‌‌gem-like‌‌garden;‌‌I‌‌find‌‌myself‌‌checking‌‌up‌‌on‌‌this‌‌hen‌‌each‌‌morning;‌‌thus‌‌developing‌‌the‌‌nutty‌‌little‌‌importances‌‌of‌‌life.‌‌As‌‌for‌‌Danny,‌‌I’m‌‌afraid‌‌I‌‌don’t‌‌know‌‌what‌‌the‌‌man‌‌said.‌‌I‌‌am‌‌simply‌‌too‌‌involved‌‌with‌‌that‌‌boy.‌‌It‌‌is‌‌probably‌‌unhealthy,‌‌but‌‌I‌‌can’t‌‌help‌‌it.‌‌And‌‌the‌‌said‌‌part‌‌is‌‌that‌‌Danny‌‌seems‌‌to‌‌be‌‌failing.‌‌As‌‌you‌‌may‌‌know‌‌the‌‌curse‌‌of‌‌the‌‌shepherd‌‌is‌‌subluxation‌‌(or‌‌some‌‌such‌‌word)‌‌in‌‌which‌‌the‌‌kind‌‌of‌‌paralysis‌‌develops‌‌in‌‌the‌‌rear‌‌quarters;‌‌the‌‌rear‌‌legs‌‌seem‌‌to‌‌get‌‌progressively‌‌weaker,‌‌and‌‌as‌‌Danny‌‌makes‌‌his‌‌way‌‌through‌‌the‌‌thick‌‌green‌‌grass‌‌of‌‌the‌‌little‌‌park‌‌below,‌‌he‌‌seems‌‌to‌‌waver‌‌and‌‌almost‌‌go‌‌sideways‌‌sometimes.‌‌He‌‌is‌‌forever‌‌slipping‌‌on‌‌the‌‌many‌‌smooth‌‌floors‌‌of‌‌Rome‌‌and‌‌his‌‌back‌‌legs‌‌collapse‌‌and‌‌he‌‌looks‌‌at‌‌us‌‌in‌‌embarrassment.‌‌There‌‌is‌‌really‌‌nothing‌‌we‌‌can‌‌do‌‌because‌‌of‌‌the‌‌congenital‌‌nature‌‌of‌‌the‌‌business.‌‌He‌‌is‌‌really‌‌not‌‌old,‌‌for‌‌his‌‌undici‌‌years.‌‌His‌‌head‌‌is‌‌as‌‌beautiful‌‌as‌‌ever,‌‌his‌‌eyes‌‌are‌‌bright,‌‌his‌‌ears‌‌sharp,‌‌and‌‌he‌‌still‌‌wants‌‌to‌‌play,‌‌catch‌‌a‌‌toy;‌‌he‌‌remembers‌‌what‌‌he‌‌could‌‌do‌‌and‌‌liked‌‌to‌‌do‌‌and‌‌he‌‌tends‌‌to‌‌forget‌‌his‌‌present‌‌status;‌‌we‌‌try‌‌to‌‌play‌‌little‌‌symbolic‌‌catching‌‌games‌‌with‌‌him...The‌‌orgiastic‌‌enchantment‌‌with‌‌Rome‌‌is‌‌over‌‌I‌‌guess‌‌as‌‌all‌‌things‌‌become‌‌over‌‌and‌‌now‌‌we‌‌seek‌‌to‌‌make‌‌our‌‌way‌‌out‌‌of‌‌the‌‌disenchanting‌‌part,‌‌which‌‌also‌‌will‌‌be‌‌over‌‌soon,‌‌suppongo.‌‌They‌‌won’t‌‌let‌‌us‌‌have‌‌a‌‌banking‌‌account‌‌here‌‌until‌‌we‌‌have‌‌been‌‌here‌‌six‌‌months,‌‌by‌‌which‌‌time‌‌we‌‌will‌‌have‌‌finished‌‌half‌‌our‌‌stay.‌‌I‌‌don’t‌‌get‌‌it.‌‌Perhaps‌‌Americans‌‌left‌‌the‌‌country‌‌in‌‌the‌‌past‌‌with‌‌insufficient‌‌funds‌‌in‌‌their‌‌accounts.‌‌I‌‌don’t‌‌know.‌‌For‌‌another‌‌thing;‌‌we’re‌‌not‌‌sure,‌‌but‌‌we‌‌may‌‌have‌‌been‌‌stuck‌‌with‌‌an‌‌inferior‌‌Volks-Wagen.‌‌I‌‌always‌‌tell‌‌myself‌‌never,‌‌never‌‌buy‌‌second‌‌hand,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌flesh‌‌she‌‌is‌‌weak.‌‌‌



A‌‌few‌‌Hemingway‌‌oddments:‌‌I‌‌think‌‌I‌‌told‌‌you‌‌Ruth‌‌and‌‌our‌‌friend‌‌Marianne‌‌Palladino‌‌are‌‌working‌‌with‌‌Caressse‌‌Crosby‌‌in‌‌an‌‌attempt‌‌to‌‌persuade‌‌her‌‌to‌‌allow‌‌Franconia‌‌Sinibaldi.‌‌We‌‌went‌‌out‌‌there‌‌some‌‌time‌‌ago‌‌and‌‌it‌‌is‌‌really‌  a‌‌magnificent‌‌thing,‌‌a‌‌gray‌‌huddle‌‌mass‌‌of‌‌battlement‌‌crouched‌‌atop‌‌a‌‌hill,‌‌incredibly‌‌like‌‌the‌‌mind‌‌pictures‌‌we‌‌all‌‌have.‌‌Mrs.Crosby‌‌has‌‌wired‌‌the‌‌place‌‌and‌‌made‌‌it‌‌quite‌‌liveable,‌‌if‌‌you‌‌don’t‌‌mind‌‌a‌‌bit‌‌of‌‌claminess,‌‌which‌‌I‌‌guess‌‌is‌‌par‌‌for‌‌the‌‌castle‌‌course‌‌-‌‌She‌‌has‌‌a‌‌marvelous‌‌old‌‌Italian‌‌man‌‌who‌‌looks‌ ‌after‌ ‌it‌ ‌with‌ ‌his‌ ‌daughter.‌ ‌He‌ ‌fashioned‌‌a‌ ‌Sedan‌‌chair,‌ ‌partly‌ ‌from‌‌a‌‌wheelbarrow,‌‌and‌‌this‌‌is‌‌used‌‌to‌‌carry‌‌Mrs.Crosy‌‌up‌‌the‌‌long‌‌horse‌‌run‌‌of‌‌cobblestones‌‌into‌‌the‌‌castle.‌‌(Mrs.Crosby‌‌is‌‌about‌‌76‌‌and‌‌has‌‌a‌‌heart‌‌condition‌‌and‌‌she‌‌looks‌‌a‌‌bit‌‌waddy‌‌and‌‌has‌‌very‌‌thick‌‌glasses‌‌and‌‌speaks‌‌with‌‌a‌‌partly‌‌broken,‌‌husky‌‌voice,‌‌but‌‌her‌‌mind‌‌is‌‌needle‌‌sharp‌‌and‌‌she‌‌dresses‌‌in‌‌what‌‌I‌‌am‌‌told‌‌is‌‌chic‌‌Hattie‌‌Carnegie.‌‌Her‌‌prime‌‌characteristic‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌old‌ ‌days‌ ‌was‌ ‌what‌ ‌she‌ ‌describes‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌biography,‌   THE‌‌PASSIONATE‌‌YEARS‌‌as‌‌a‌‌very‌‌lovely‌‌bosom,‌‌and‌‌there‌‌is‌‌ample‌‌residual‌‌evidence‌‌of‌‌same‌‌now.‌‌)‌‌Hem‌‌has‌‌promised‌‌her‌‌an‌‌original‌‌when‌‌she‌‌paid‌‌his‌‌and‌‌Hadley’s‌‌ship‌‌fair‌‌home‌‌one‌‌time,‌‌but‌‌he‌‌never‌‌delivered‌‌and‌‌finally‌‌squared‌‌his‌‌debt‌‌by‌‌letting‌‌her‌‌publish‌‌THE‌‌TORRENTS‌‌OF‌‌SPRING‌‌in‌‌Europe.‌‌She‌‌forgave‌‌him,‌‌she‌‌tells‌‌me‌‌now.‌‌Once‌‌she‌‌told‌‌him‌‌that‌‌he,‌‌Hem,‌‌was‌‌the‌‌only‌‌writer‌‌of‌‌hers‌‌that‌‌had‌‌not‌‌been‌‌romantically‌‌linked‌‌with‌‌her‌‌(and‌‌this‌‌is‌‌a‌‌euphemism‌‌on‌‌my‌‌part).‌‌“Sue‌‌them,‌‌sue‌‌them,”‌‌Hem‌‌said,‌‌Caresse‌‌recalls‌‌in‌‌a‌‌way‌‌that‌‌makes‌‌me‌‌believe‌‌the‌‌memory‌‌is‌‌genuine.‌‌Well‌‌I‌‌run‌‌out‌‌of‌‌space;‌‌there‌‌is‌‌more‌‌to‌‌come.‌‌Love.‌


