Febs 13, 1974

Hey Marge:
: I love my wife, but oh Margley I think I love you too.
“And-I mean aslide from being a Hemingway person,~which reminde me
that in thigs respect you becoms ever more important, Perhape you read it in
the paper, my good friend, Harold Loeb went and-died in Marakegh, Morocco a few
weekg ago while he was vacationing there with hie younger-vife, Barbara. Ae
you know, Harold had become far more than a Hemingway person 0 me, even though
he ua«ed %o teage me al partieg but pointine me out to hig old friends ae that
man who-e nade a asouvenir out-of mes Of course that waen't true, but it ig
true that in the-baginning,~ae in the beginninz of our own acquantancezhip,
our conversationg-may have gounded a bit like interviewg, But I alvays
proteqted thig-degscriptions An interview ~to me is a kind of-a monologue with
one pergon questloning anl one-pergon anguvering but in my ca.e I alwaye felt
free %o put 1n my own two cente worth and this wee zood for %wo reasonge 1t
made the important one eéngier with himeelf and with me and it perhane
etimulated coursez of conver~stion that would not otherwise have been
generateds Towards the and with Harold and me we often went for daye without
tallidng about Hemingway, After a while 1if the Hemin: way theme had sontimed
it would have ~uggeeted a thinner kind of relationship than I believe exiqtea.
I go into all this because I-felt apnroximately the ==me way with you, although
dirfferent for several rea-ong. Oney we never actuzlly eaw each other ailter the
firet time and twoy you are a girl and prettys Actually, and perhaps surprisinge
lys Harold often wanted to talk 2 out Teminrway more than I did and ceriaine
1y more than you dide If we were alone he would often make the moet objective
etatements and occanionalily he would ‘orget him-elf and sy esOmething almoet
downright loving. But in compnany 1# encourased and~perhapg becau.e 1t wae
expected of him-he would make the-uenal clighe digs about Heminsway's
treachery to-his friendse But hig heart was never in thiey really, and the
plain fact 1, that Hemingway wa. one of the beat friendg he ever hade In a way
he never got over the shock of Nem's daepiction of him in THR ~UN ALeO RlaEs
and in another, he would often seem to ignore thie development completely. éhe
difficulty with Ha oldy as I mey have told you that deapite hie beins a Jew he
Wag gomevwhat lnti“geﬂitic the way wellebred jewe often areysometimeq de-pite
their-own inner diagu-t at guch posture. His code -word for Jews he didn't like,
when-gpeaking to Barbara or me wae "you know, thoae peoples”" I would sOme=
timeg laugh out loud at this., He would look a% me puzzledy «olemny and then
break into a kind of sheepish grin. ”

- o Harold died-in a hotel in Marakesh esrly one morning after a night
of aeufferinges I can't somehow forgive him for giving upe. He wna #0 gtrong,
really, despite his outwsrd fragility and hi-~ 82 yeargy and he had been through
the alnoat dying =0 many timegy mometimeq with me wup here in N.H, or in
Taormina, and he would gobble hig glyecerine nnd 1lie gtill and complain that he
Wwag too old and then in a couple of days he would be okay again and lying in
bed in the morning having hie ueual affair with the NeYe Timeas and-the Wall
gtreet Journal., Barbara reaily kept him alive in the laat few yeare and loved
him dearly deepite hise occaglonal-ery should I =ay, frequent crabbineqeq and

ingensitity. sugan, Haroldlg oldest daughter, about 60y wag with them when



- o e

he died, Harold i. burled in Maraltassh, which ~ecemas strange and lonely to mey
but anparently the paper work of getting a body out of that heathen land wag
Juet about ineurmountable andy at the very be-t, would have-required Barbara
and~mugan to stay in Moroceco for a minimum of eight weekge After a few
days Rarbara went to her home in England and then flew back to We.tony Conn.
We have been-in touch on the phone a couple of timege A memorial service will
probably be held in Weaton qonmctime in the ~pring, vhich will be
appropriate enough htecauge alwrysy far away from honmey Harold would announce
to one and mll that he had to~return to America to plan his pisetli (peag).
He had landscaned hi. 12 acres himgelf over a period of 18 yearg o Part of
the e-tate wne a nice fenced in garden up on the hiil, It ie all quite a
te-timent to him nowy~eo many dogwoodg both Japane.e and American, Buttonball
troce, weepinz willows and «hribe of every kind dotting the g oreline of the
lakeslike maugatuck River flowing paast hig pink -tucco houae.

. Now -X¥ have juet you and Donald Ozden atewarts gince it all Dbegan,
Bill smlth hag dled too and one or two-otherse Yesy I interviewed old Bill on
the end of ths same trip that I Tir.t gav yous I 11ked him wvery much even
though he wag a bit cold. Tor all of his anslo gaxon charm and attractive=-
neasy I co not think I could ever have formed the ~ame kind of friendghlp
with Bill that I did with old Harolde Harold and I didn't slwaye gzet along
you knowe I had at len~t two major clagheg with him but somehow they were
repairedy probably through the doinzs of Barbara who felt thet I way good for
Harold and could et him +talkinz and writing @azain. I didn't slways hit it off
with Barbara either, Once, in Tacrnina, I got tired, afier a few drinkgy Of
hearing Barbara knock the good 0ld Uege of Ae and I told her offy real
sparkyes Things got a bit quiet, but then Harold ~2id something cﬁeerful and
. when they got ready to leave our place he looked at me half emiling and
aatdy "Why Donald I didn*t know you were asuch an Americane" Well of course he
wag «uch an Amerlesn him.slf and ecould under-tand 14, - .

If I have Yo.%t you a little on this ramble I-muet protegt tlat the
relevancy of ell this 1, that Harold ig dead and thi, will change our life
atvle a bite By Gody now I will have %to vi- it my own family when I am down
that way. lorrorse ingt@ad of the fun of «tayving with the Loebge I know there
is a weakneag in that pogqition, but I am ju-t confesesing the truth. Ruth and
Barbara get slong very well, “allingy shoppingg «0 that will hold the friend=
«hip together now that I do not have %arold anymore
s sure wish I could--~ee you Marge, ‘ y -~

. Our book bie*neass goes on nratty well, Have just put out our eixth
catalozue and in it was one book priced at $9504 a-fir.t edition~of Moby=Dicks
A few like that and 1life would be a breeze, 1 gail ~one lHeminrwaye in each
catalogue bui only where-I have duplicstes from my own collectiony and u~ually
nothing very important 1. involved o 0

Ruth i+ zoins through a lot-of pericdontal werk-€gume) which-ig
painful, etes but at lea-t she feels she i. making progreas in that reapect,

Mo«t of the time I feel about 00 years old, and I am not~writing
anymore because all the vigor and %time 1.~ channeled into the bockas

I don't see another trip at this point but who knows what the
future will bringe - g0 hang tough, Marge, anl write me. All our love etc.



