Febe 3’ 1971
Deay Marge:

Thanks for your letter of Jans 27. It is exactly the
sort of thing I like to receive, just as you suspected it would be.
It is amazing, in view of the length of time thot we have been
tallking, how many new ond fresh things rewain to be s2id = or
at leas% interecsting new nuances on old themes. I know you
have not said just this thing befores. You have whittled away in this
direction, of course, but you never made Just this point. Before,

I think, the point was that Ernest was simply tryins to get evens You
know I digagreed with you on thisy, not because I was trying to defend
the many but because I didn't think art could be produced in this
way. Polemics, perhaps, but ngt great short storiese I #2821t intuitively
right sbaout %his, gnﬁ yet understood your view too and found

it helpful, Now you have gone beyond thisy or as Ernest would say,
you have moved from algebra to ealeulus in your thinking, and I
believe you are sbso lutely on the right tracke Tot thot T think
you have it exactly right yet = I'm not sure that i1e possible =
particularly in the case of a prineiple « but you are much closzer
to the truths The reason I don't think you are zbsolutely home free
on your theory is that I =%ill insist that an exquisite work of art
such ag "The Fnd of Smething® eould not be produced purely on

the generation of frustrated desire or because of a wishfullness
for the way things should be, But, I repeaty 1t 1s very closes I
think what Frnest wrote was s comhination of what happened, what he
@anted 'to happen (these are your two points) plus what wouid be
artidistically acceptables I think there wos some instinet in this
many an ability to write wsguely related to your own concept of
automatie writing, which slloved him to know exactly what was right
to write, vhere to stop, cte., etes I feel that Nrnest was so

in the thrall of his muse that he would have sold out hie soul or
anybody or his right to etermal salvation in order to get something
right artistically. That is the way he differed to a lagge degree
from hls Ilitersry friendsy ani this 1s the reason they were happier
and he was more famouss He put nothing secondary to his arty it was
not only true with you; it was true =all his 1life; he sold out
everybody, as you know, including Fitzgeraldg his own psrentc, all
of his friends, even his lnst wife, But T donit hate him for thde,

I admire him for i1t. He wos the reader's friend, not hig friend's
friends There is gomone, @fter al 1, he never sold out - the readers
And thet 1s why he lives today and why he vas so damn lonely as a
mane I don't admire him as a man for all this, but I ednire him as
an artist, Thus,y ag he sat there writing tha% story "The Fnd of
Something" he sensed that comething greot was harpening and his
own experiences and loyalties were only the initial eolors in the
palet susceptible to muddying and chonging as the need indicated, He
sensed he wms saying something aboulit a love affair, about the

life and death of a town and about al 1 things tha% men gtart
bravely and then neglect and finally igznore andy finally, sbout the
whole idea of 1life and howv it ceases to be fun after a while. I
never doubted for a moment the true facts in th-t storys. 0ld Paleolithie,
(EQ Paletiorpe to you) told hhmmmmenmmhmonnhbsms ne unequivocally
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that just the reverse of what happened in the story happened in
real life., His theory, of coursey was that Ernest was getting even
for not making out becnusey as he said, you were "“a blooming Christer",
That 1s his unlovely phrase and I repeat it now because I think
it has been di sarmed by time and by consideration of the source,
as the old lady said of the mule. who kicked her, And all of this
dodges your Ifrequently made point that none of this is apropriate
becsuse you were after all just a child, I understand thate But then
I understand men tooy and their fondnesses for nymphets named
Iolita e She vag 12, Marge, so you needn't get on your high
adolescent horse on that score. Just ki dinge Don't get mady Marge.
But I must admit this is a2 new thounght I have just entertsined =
I mean that nymphet thing,

But to get back to the basic theme (if I cany that is)s when
I first read that story I thought sure enough that Hem had had this
little love affair and 1t w s one of those summer things ani that
like all such phenomenonay, he was resdy to move on to something else.
He was %telling a story that was philosphically true a million times.
And for this reason it was a good story. Later, when I learned
more about the matiery I was even more impre-sed with Hem because I
realized he had developed that beautiful, symbolic fable not on
the baslis of a kind of journalistic exper ence as I had imagined but,
quite the reverse, he had sliced far swey from the facts os they
actually occurred, I realized then, as you have Just saldy that he
drew hig nicture on the basgis of %his image of himself and all
handscome promlsing young men who leave a wake of writhing broken
hearts in their trailes All his life, Ernest had this self image,
#s I suppose all of us bhave, and {his is vhat he dealt with in
his arte He was just the opposite from the school of realism boys
who draw life just as she is, Hem, 1t seecns to me, wonld bend
anything to conform with this picture and the tool he used to
achieve his effect was a mmmadimeee kind of mindless genius sense ;
that allowed him to Jjudge what effect he wasg achlevinge In the final
analyvsig nelther the act sl facts (1) or the inmaze (2) were
25 ceriti-cally controlling as the feeling he had for the picture
he put doun (3) = the art of 1t, I've always thought he had a kind
of weegy board brilliance about thise. To me he wezg one of the
few vho served as a kind of poltergiest of mankind, weaving away
with facts (1) and desire(2) to achieve a kind of inevitsbility
that I have found in no other short stories that I have reade, That's
the word, Marse, he would bow and scrape before the goddess of
fnevitability and this was his crouning gift after 511 I thinke

So you can see hcw happy I was to have your fine letter to

allow me to start brooding abo ut these things againesecssIt's been
mean cold here and we are sick and tired of it. Ruth says, damn, let's
go to Dagtona Beach next year,and I grunt, 2nd wonder., I love %his
freighter business becsauge it tells me how alive you are (as if
I didn't know) But I must keep your location straight somehow. Ilarold
and Barbara Loeb are in South Africa as usual visiting her folks. He
seeng very fond of me considering I am addicted to the man who
butchered him in THFN SUN ALSO RISES. We do have a good relationship
thoughs A couple of my Bill Smith pleces that appeared in the Conne
Review are coming out in a book in a few months but I lknow not more
than that, There will also be something in thet I did on Donald Ogden
Stevarts, Do you remenmber him@ I sav him in Londons..Ve keep on with
our books.Iun to buy, dreary to gell. !llo hum,



