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Thurs. March ' 69 . 

My de r I Don), 

Oh mel Oh my! How strange t hat past things can get so f a r out of focus. 

HOvT strange to get a view of t hem from someone like Dutch P. I was living on 

such a different level of consciousness t ha t Dutch, to me, was a s hadowy character 

from a differ ent a lmost adult world. My contacts were high school level. I knew 

Ernest only where he touched that level. When he came b a ck from Toronto he went 

with an older group, t he few times he oa me in t o Petoskey. I wouldn't have been 

comfortable with them or they with me. I think it proves how easily that situation 

was a ccepted when E. could feel comfortable and free to stay at Grandmother~ house. 

If E hadn't written that story about me, which wasn't rea lly about me a t a ll, few 

people would have remembered him, and certa inly all t he memories would have been 

kindly. People have blown up little t hings in memory, trying to fit them into what E 1 

wrote. E. wanted to hurt my mother. He felt s he was in some way responsible for 

breaking our easy companionship. Also he had a t hing against mothers. Yes, I 

suppose I could have been ca lled a "Christer". Ernest wa s somewhat of a "Christer" ht! 

himself. I don't have a single ugly or sordid or messy memory about him. I can't f~ 

relate t hose memories to some of t he t hings he wrote or to t hings written about 

him. I believe t he accept nce s peech he wrot e for t he N.P. is more nearly t he E 

I knew. Of course t he t hings he wrote abou t me have left a scar. 

I can~t remember having ice cream with him. I didn't like ice cream. He 

had no extra money. It was frowned on by my f amily t hat we s hould go down town 

after school. Sometimes after/~~¥~~t dances we got cold drinks. Which reminds 

me t hat in those da~s a coke was considered as bad as drugs today. I remember t he 

expression~ " They are dope." My mother was then Mrs Graham, not Mrs Bump. Ernest 

could very well have not wanted to see her. But a ll of it had to be casua l, and not 

import ant to anyone. 

Stray thoughts. 
I don't believe there was an experience like in FA~ELL. E. would have 

been so much more sophisticated, and I would have sensed it. 
I am glad I wasn't a t t ha t party a t t he Ramsdell cottage in Bay View. It 

was l ate f a ll 1919. E asked me to go with him, but I am sure he was glad t ha t I 

didn't want to go. We both knew that it was over my head, but neither of us s a i d so. 

I am sure it was a t ame affair, blown up by small t a lk. He told me about it. 
I am positive t hat E. didn't have an affair with Irene or G. E. or 

anyone in those days. I r at her doubt t hat Dutch carried on s much as he likes to 

s ay. 
Gr andmother's house was not grey br s hingled in t hose days.That came 

much l ater when a section of t he ba ck came of f and a few porches. The house was 

brown, and like t he picture I sent you. 



I lrTish I knew t lte rea l reason why E. wrote about me a s he did. We didn't reject 

e ch ot her. We remained friends, on a b asis of memory. There was no love f f a ir, 

so t here could be no end of one . Per haps y ou can figure i t out. 

You have my curiosity aroused about your future. You shouldn't b ait. HUrry 

and tell me. 

The flu i s still passing from one to the other and then back again, round and 

round, So f a r I am immune, but t his morning I have three boys in bed with various 

degrees of temp. 

Yes, it is nice to t a lk. I can see t he places y ou describe, and know t he 

feelings. I am torn between wantin to see it all again, and not wanting to see it. 

I like remembering better. 

Lov4 to you and Ruth. 
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