Anlage AG 30

Dec. 31, 0:19 a.m.

Dear Liz,

I love you. That's the way I started the letter of Dec.
27 which follows, too, It's a real downer, though it starts
out funny. I will comment on it after you have read it. I
love you. Now go and read ...

Dec. 27, 1984 !
(almost 10 p.m.,
listening to Sweet

Emma's Preservation ,
Hall Jazz Band from !
New Orleans -- I won- .
der how your roomie is |
doing and whether mine
will be there to disturb'
us after I arrive on Jan.
14 at 4!35 P.. in C-
ville.)

Dear Liz,

I lowe you; Je t'aime; Ich liebe Dich.. Which, incidentally,
is why I despise telephones. I have to (and am) grateful that

I can listen to ZLIZABETH!'!! (and other forms of typographical
accentuation -- oh shit, I'm slipping between languages again.
Never mind. Where was I? Oh yea. To continue where I left off..))
jabbering away happily and at the same time Ma Bell in her ugly-
American, 3-D, fiber-optic, techni-color, computer-controlled and
hypho-nated apron is standing behind me, covering the fat and flab
with the ever-popular just-above-the-knee-length bermuda shorts,
the glitter-frame sunglasses and, to top it all off (what a pun),
pins thru her head. (to revive the flagging spirits by means of
acupuncture), beating me over the head with a sign that says

BUT SHE AIN'T HERE, BUB.

I ramble.

More than usual.

Shall control said rambling thru telegram style discourse.
Love you.

Miss you.

Love,

"
e b
T

OK, OK, ladies and gentlemen, he's back ... by popular
demand ... the one and only ... Ming Tei Goldberg?!? You get

the idea -- it's hard living Ma Bell's oxymoron ("Reach out,
reach out and touch some one" -- yeah bitch (Ma Bell, not you
deary), how you gonna help?) and Ming Toi Goldberg, or Yashinawe
Goldberg or Ryuishi Goldberg or all of the above with the last
name of Silverstein will be the "hero"(?) of the million-dollar
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bestseller ... the smash on the screen and in th@mbookstores .

the precursor to the first Japanese-Jewish Matel action figure ...
the only major piece of art to be banned on every continent

except New Guinea ... the as-yet unnamed Jens Soering chef-d'oevre,
cowritten with Myrtle Greenberg-Engels (the psydonymous (?!7?) _
Elizabeth Haysom; entire concept of co-authorship receiving another
set of very large and heavily emphasized ?!? -- after all, Myrtle
would never forsake her artistic integrity or, more importantly,
the trust and concomitant pecuniarily expressed adoration of the
millions who learned brajle after her 1st bestseller) and starring
none other than Ryushi Skamoto, David Bowie, Laura Lavender (Myrtle's
cinematic psydonym) and introducing Jeremy Fitzgerald Rubehardt,
the highly talented but practically unknown co-star of the Irish
production of The Circle's Corner, or Does Lady Di Wear Naughty
Underwear?, in which he portrayed, with great skill and artistry,
Elmore the tree ( a role which he had also played in Waiting for
Godot) and Jake the -branch (one of Lady Di's more bizarre lovers --
yes, "one" is no contradiction).

The object? Write a 20,000 word sentence.

Elizabeth, meet my letter. Or rather, the style in which

I write letters. Nothing in my head. Just a mechanical snail,

as predetermined (or not) as anything else in this bowl of spaghetti
we meatballs (or are we just the spices in the meatballs? How
profound!!!) call a universe -- you've seen those photographs in
astronomy, 1I'm sure -- the ones where they focus on the North -

Star and open the shutter for a long time so the stars which

seem to rotate (or possibly actually do rotate -- it is impossible
to prove that the earth is not the cenfer of the universe, though
I'll give you odds ... ) around it in stripes ... you know, like

N

only everything that is black ought to be white and vice versa
and (a) is the North Star and (b) is where the other star started
hen one opens the shutter and (c) is where it ended when one closes
he shutter and (d) is where it was in between ... you know ...
k, maybe you don't. Anyway, the track of light the stars leave
n the photograph look like spaghetti, and at.the end of each

trand of spaghetti them's a ball, a meatball, and we're the spices
n it, you know, real artistic and shit, you know, cosmic vision,
an, you know, like ... oh well, How about this? If it's the
estern sky, it's a spaghetti western? No? 0K, have you heard
he one about the dead baby with three heads? Well, let me tell
Du..l

Anyway, a mechanical, predetermined (or not ) snail, crawling

ong the paper, leaving a trail of Q?fck slime which you, silly
hing, think means something. Arf arf. It's part of the universe,
aby. Stars, you know? Stars, like in the movies. -- Yeah, that's
right, I'm in the movies. -- Yeah, it is kinda exciting. So how
ra feel about a couple of drinks back at my place, I have this
ew jacuzzi.., -- Wild, baby, wild. (Leans to friend Jake on the
ther side and says under his breath) Line works every time, man,
very time...
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Am I at least keeping you entertained? Are you.ok? If you
don't want, I won't do it again. Well, I don't want to, like,

lean on you too heavy, you know... Is my hand ... you know, do

you, like, like it? You don't want me to play with your, you

know, breasts? 0K, I'll never do i1t again. I'm sorry.

Excuse me while I step outside of myself and the ludicrous
internal bullshit which keeps me from letting this letter consist

of an hing but the three words I LOVE YOU I LOVE YOU I LOVE YOU ...

right, listen -- I'm not trying to avoid something, if
you're thioking I'm tossing all this universally predetermined (or
not) garbage at you because of that -- I'm being serious now.

I love you. I desire you in every way because you are, in every
aspect I can imagine, the most desirable part of the bowl and

its conters (spaghetti and meatballs -- where would we be without
Thomas?). I'm just tossing shit. Excuse the lack of French
elegance.

And don't think that because I deny trying to hide something
I must be hiding something. I'm not. Promise. Seriously.

OK, I lied. )

I meant everything I said above. I do love you. I do

love you more than I've loved anybody, and I love you differently
than I've loved anybody before (more later). I do find you in
every aspect more desirable than I've ever found anybody and that
I can imagine anybody or anything to be.

I do not desire you.

And I'm sorry to be this heavy.

And, rather, I do but I won't let myself.

Maybe that isn't it, either.

Now I'm sorry to be so obscure.

Sorry.

Never mind.

Yes, mind.

Shit, I cornered myself. I'm a-gonna have to come out

with it

(Don't bother with the accent; it won't help you this

time, and neither will your, other tricks -- these are your
parentheses speaking; trusyme, they won't.)

0K, OK, I get the point.

(So, out with it, Jjerk)

Well, ...

(Come on, come on, Elizabeth and I don't have all day.)

I'm trying...problem is, I don't really know where to

start because...

(Because what, asshole?)

I don't know what it is, that's why and that's because.
(Well, what do you usually do when you fuck up a beautiful
relationship with close-to-perfect girls. You're doing so _
well, asshole, come on... what was it? Counting just the last
five, the 1st three you didn't answer at all when they wrote they
1oved you, the next one you kept telling you wouldn't believe she
leved you because she was so perfect and you weren't until she
didn't love you, you whining son of a bitch ... that's it, isn't
it? Now, with the most incredible person in the world loving

you with every bone in her body...) _

[/ «.. or pretending so well it doesn't make a difference.../
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(«+«Shut up, no one's supposed to know parentheses have pa-

rentheses of their own, and so on in an ever-continuing continuum

f contlnually expanding contlnulty...where was I? Ah yeSy...
oving you with every bone in her body...)

cois, OF NOT o f

++s Ok, ok, or not, you still can't really accept it, can

you? Oh, please! as what's-her-fuc fucklng name-the-Jewish-comedienne-
bitch says all the time. Next you'll tell me your mommy and daddy
don't love you any more...)

Well, he did sit down on the 26th and said, "Either she

made up all the stuff she told you about herself or she's such

incredible person that she couldn't possibly love you," you
owW.
(Quit interrupting, and so wh&t? You think you're the only
ne who has parents who don't approve of their children in spite
f excellent trackrecords on the child's part? Look at Elizabeth,

For Christ's sake...)

Yeah, but she's fucking incredible, you, you, ... parentheses,

yau!

(Oh, I'm so insulted ... I'll call you a comma if you say

that again! GEEZ...)

Anyway, and I'm not. Perfect, that is. I was ranked 5th

in a mediocre school with mediocre people -- and that some of the

eople ahead of me had photographic memories or studied exclusively
8 no excuse. Jacob was a genius, I'm nothing like that. I pro-

luced no decent art, I can't even finish a bad movie, I can't do
anything athletic., The only thing people ever see is "potential" --
Fl%man saw incredible potential for analyzing ... so what! The

efferson people say incredible potential in me for keeping the
erican status quo ... so whd! Miles Boyd, and now that silly
irl Elizabeth, think I've got the great American novel or the

ext Van Gogh or something inside me... s0 what! I don't see

y of these, I don't see even hints in preliminary results
ecause there are none! It's all "potential"” -- that's bullshit!
can't even play gultar right! I just bullshit so people let me
ay in bands and the fools like it! All I can do is§ bullshit,
ich is basically lying, and apparently I lie so naturally and
well by now that I've even got Elizabeth bellev1ng I'm worth
ile, but I'm not, because I can show nethin I'm even fucked
p ingide, and really fucked up, too. Look at fhls I'm writing --
'm a fucking schizo! They used to lock people like me up or
hrn me at the stake ... wait that's bullshit again, 'cause
ney only killed or locked up the ones that were actually dangerous.
'm so hopeless, I qualify as the village idiot at best; or worse,
pe Blow Average, a stout and mediocre follower of a Hitler, or
great appreciator of accepted art -- which is one worse than

ieri iIn Amadeus because Ee could at least see revolutionary

ent, wherezs I have to sit and wrestle with absurdism and abstract

art for weeks until I understand it; they aren't even revolutionary,

I
r
£

d my only motivation was the grade for a termpaper I had to write
d was too dumb to pick an easier topic for ... Shit!!! And if
go and commit to Elizabeth as I want to, as I desire to ...
emember earlier...then, after a while she'll realize the pile of
ake shit I am and leave me in an even worse mess and I might

hurt her, too. Emotionally, you know.
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("Idon't want to hurt you" -- you really hurt Claudia with
hat one, remember?)

Yeah, I remember ... don't interrupt ... Anyway that's why
desire but can't take steps to consumate because (a) before I
p she'll leave me and I'll be in even more of a pile of shit than
f I "just" desire her and (b) "consumating" has a special defi-
i tion with me which implies lots of successful and continued
ction, something I have at best "potentigl" for, and both
bu (the parentheses)¥know what bullshit "potentia sarcastic
f) zgﬁ You see? For fuck's sake, I love her, but there's this

1 offny bullshit between us that she Just doesn't see...I mean,
es e realize how mean I can be or am? She said I cared without
st and that's why she loved me ... does she realize that the

y reason I didn't lust was because I did not dare to? Does

she realize that the only reason I even bother with Christine,

ag§ the absolutely prime example representative of almost everyone
else, is the possibility, fainfthough it may be, of sex (or
something T want) in the far-distant future? I could care less
about Christine, the boring, odiocus little sniveling bitch. MWy
parents -- God, I despise them, and I let them know it it subtle
ways so they can't confront me with it, too. My mother is-in deep
mental anguish, and do I help her? No! Because it's "all too
much" for poor, little.Jens, you shithead you...

(Hey, hey ...)

I meant me, not you silly parentheses with the shithead,
agshole! "Can't handle it, have problems of my own" -- Christ!

I |even. push her away and am mean to her! I realize I shouldn't
but I can't help myself because I'm just intrinsically a worth-

OHQEPC O S o

léss little, non-achieving "full of ‘'potential™ shit!!! I just
an. Caring without lust -- shit. It was probably Just a perwver-

ted impulse to follow "somebody better" like all of us little
shithole-Germans. No that's not fair -- this little shithole-
Gdrman. Back by popular demand, drowning himself and anaestheti-
zing himself with ludicrous visions of unachievable grandeur ...
arld love/adoration, I guess... it's the snivelling little

shHit whose personality-type helped put and keep Hitler and the
other greats of inhumanity in power ... Jens S6ring. Yeah!!!!!
(Shit this is heavy...)

You guessed it.

(You realize, of course, that if you let her see this, she'll
ldave that much faster...)

Yeah; and what's the diff.?

(0K, so let's make it a psychological exercise ... you ever
think that the only bullshit, or wall of bullshit, is your inabi-
lilty to love yourself? That you're at least an average, ok guy
wilth some faults? That you can'tbe expected to shoulder all the
world's problems?)

Don't give me your technicolor, prepackaged California self-
hellp excuses. At best, I'll still be mediocre and she'll be a
goddess, and there is no excuse for an intrinsic inability to care about
(much less love) your own mother, all of Freud's well-meant bull-
shiit about cutting mental umbilical-chords to the contrary.

(So where does that leave the three of us?)
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It leaves you in your parentheses, me in the toilet, where
I belong, and if Liz reads this, it leaves her free and, hopefully,
with some experience to avoid fecal material like me in the
future.
(Well, I'm still hopeful. Remember that "test" she was talking
about doing at the beginning of next semester? My hope is that
it'1ll help you begin to accept yourself...)
No hopg my purely grammatical alter-ego. First of all, I
am a worthless shithole, and even if I only imagined it, I need
a heavy-duty psychiatrist to pull me out of this toilet -- this
is beyond do-it-yourself therapy. But all that's beside the
point. I am a shithole.
(The repetition of the phrase "I am a shithole" seems to
resemble a subliminal or posthypnotic suggestion, etc., such as
ould be activated by some high-stress situation in your past and
hich you are now perpetuating by repeating it ... all of which
uggests it's removable and based on a dubious "real-world" basis...)
So what? Even if all thazﬁere true, wouldn't the removal of

uch a major psychological feature in my mental terrain irreversibly
hange the way I am and function in a major and unpredictable way?
f I don't have my insecurities to goad me, I might lose
hat 1little value I have (after all, even shit can be used as
ertilizer).

(So you're afraid to change because it might make you different?
en if that means that you could love Elizabeth more fully?)

And what if the only art in me, if there is any, is of the ..
ody Allen type, based on my insecurities? And what if my
lock," my insecurites, produce the behaviour which she loves

in me, so that when I remove the insecurities, she won't love
me any more? After all, behaviour which can be observed is the
omly thing she knows of me, be it through actions or language ...

e Psychobiology 201!

(You know, there's good evidence that you've been in some
sdrt of contact beyond the level of behavioud which can be
observed through the senses ... when you asked where she was a
split-second before she walked in and when you both thought of
"Ila Belle Dame Sans Merci.")

That's bullshit, coincidence -- what's next, UF0's?

(So apparently there's no way for you...)

Absolutely none.

(Man, you're fucked.)

You said it.

§Tell Elizabeth; I don't want her further involved with
this.

Yeah, neither do I. It's going to hurt a hell of a lot, though.
(Especially if she doesn't take a hint and continues to hang
arqund a psycho like you...)

Yeah. For her and me.

(You know, that certain "instrument" for a certain "operation"
on |somebody's relatives?)

Yeah. ..

(Use it on yourself.)

Maybe.
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(But you do love her, don't you?)
Like I've never loved anyone before. There are times when
I am anaesthetized by above-mentioned visions of unachievable
grandeur and love, and I feel such strength ... the strength to
lovegher forever and ever, like in that silly movie, The Hunger.
She's touched parts of me ... I love her with parts of me wi
which I've never loved before...there's so much depth, it's
incredible, so deep...sometimes, if I just think of just her,
I feel such peace...it's not at all wild, you know, not in a
Passing sense, anyway. Christ, I'm sounding like a tenth-grade
preppy girl talking about some philosophy she doesn't under-
stand. "Like, deep" -- that's what they used to say about me.
What a joke -- fucked up is more like it. Anyway, as usual,
once she removes herself because she realizes I'm a pile of
shit worse than Engels and Greenberg put together because I
add the extra unattractive feature of snivelling self-pity,
all that will die. It'll hurt some, a lot, but I'll survive.
I hope.
(I don't. Hope that is.)
I understand.
(Goodnight, John-Boy.)
Goodnight Jimmy.
(Goodnight, Pa.)

Ending of that great, classic
American TV show, The Waltons

Hi.

I'm back.

I do love you. Very, very much.

But do you see?

I'm sorry this was such a downer.

I love you.

Don't do anything out of pity -- please.

Love, /}

(completed at 1:13 a.m.)

It's me again, the Jens of 3 or 4 days later, lying in
his bed (no pun) at 22 minutes past midnight, ghosts dancing
all around. I'm going to tell .you a few things about that
letter you just read.
Practically no "conscious" thought went into it, especially
the "downer" half of it. It was straight from my mind or heart
or whatever onto the paper, totally without plan, control or
evision, as this and all my letter are. Unpredictable, but
omewhat interesting. Remember this, this is important.
It follows that I mean every word of it, especially the

owner part. I do. -Mean all that, that is. However, there's

qualification. It is a side of me. My paranoid, schizo-
hrenic, fearful, sick side. The side described at the end

top of the page) is just as real. It is much less easily
erbalized, It might express itself best when I'm eating the
ruit in the garden of eden, to use a phrase employed by you
n your very 1st letter. Or maybe that's another side, just as
eal as those two. The side your confronting in these following
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pages is the one that takes both the schizoid znd the beatific
sides and considers them equals. And is somewhat, though not
greatly, perplexed,

For I do love you.

By the way, were I to meet your parents, I have the ultimate
"weapon." Strange things are happening within me. I'm turning
more and more into a Christ-figure (a small imitation, anyway),

I think. I believe I would either make them completely lose
their wits, get hear®attacks, or they would become lovers
(in an agape kind of way) of the rest of the world.

Beside the point. Sorry, Back to what I was jabbering about.

I love you immensely, quite possibly immeasrably.

However, experience, at the very least with Claudia, has
taught me that I have great talent for fucking up relationships,
and I therefore dare not open the floodgates, even if I wished
or could. For as hinted in the letter of the 27th, I feel
y love for you is a much deeper, in a sense longer love than that
ataclysmic ejaculation Claudia evoked in me, leaving both of
s in a sticky, white emotional mess.

This mess, by the way, has helped to fertilize our relation-
hip, if I may beat a dead metaphor to a completely bloody pulp.
Dr stomp some more on the sticky stuff, if you please.

Not only do I have talent for fucking up relationships but
[ am also limited. I suppose. everyone is, but practically speaking
[ am, of course, referring to a comparative limitedness vis a Vis
you, my most cheriched fellow traveller. Which brings me to that
equally limited little jew, Saul Below.
Yes, I have been buying lots of books, all of them ones
you happened to mention in passing as noteworthy -- I hang on your
lips in the hope of someday being able to serve at least as an
intellectual mirror to your magnificent luminescence.
That was another me, by the way, that last paragraph. To be
%:lleved and to be discounted, as this is to be believed and

o

be discounted. Reméber this, too. This, too, is important
in reference to my insignificant self). Right now, take it as
arcasm, though T am quite aware that I will never be as well-
ead as you argnow. No humility, simply fact. Anyway.
Ah yes, Saul. Another Woody Allen, in a way. Taking the
eneral western (Hitler would say jewish) malaise and making it
to art. Below takes Allen even further -- it's deeply self-
eflexive (upon this malaise even. The boredom-bit -- magnifigue!
ve been wrestlingwith it for 3% years now, too.) and it's
erious. My oh my. No wonder the back-cover says 1t's "A work
f genius," and if you can't trust a back-cover, what can you trust.
Let me, first of all, Jjustify myself. I made the “"classical"
istake (I question the validity of calling it a mistake) of
dentifying myself with various characters, parts of chaxacters,
tc. One "should not" do this, of course, for the usual well-
hown reasons which Below even cites at some point. Art should
bt be the starting point of intellectual meandering but stand
n its own (presumably to be revered, as a by-product). I committed
his mistake, nevertheless. I justify myself by the simple fact
hat I see a few things more clearly and because I am allowed to
iscuss.the author. Since.I find Humboldt's Gift highly auto-
jographical, I find myself investigating the author when I
| scuss the characters.

AT RO D IND
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Why autobiographical? Below mentions the concept of others
being only parts of oneself, as Humboldt is "alive in (Charles)
if (Charles) chooses to keep (him) alive", i.e. characters as
parts of Below, too. All three have similar backgrounds (European
Jews, come to America). Below, like both Charles and Humboldt,
shes us his detailed knowledge of all kinds of great literary
figures simply by lettlng them flash their knowledge in Below's
book. After all, we're impressed with Below's "genius," not
theirs. Most 1mportantly, they are his supposedly sophisticated
but, in my opinion, mostly derlvatlve thought patterns we are
admiring in Charles. But then again, what is not derivative?
This certainly is.As I argued with myself on the 27th, so are both
Humboldt and Charles 2 version of the "American jewish artist"
(and I say this while having read only 305 of 471 pages).

I find myself both attracted and repulsed by this Below-
Humboldt-Citrine character (I'll call him HBC). Once again, and
here possibly in its purest form, do I find what I (for long)
and multitudes of others admire. Camus' absurd man, staring
the absurd firmly in the eye -- and staring. And staring.

And staring some more. ’
By page 305 Charles has be to wake up, in both mine and
Below's terminlogy (and the theosophical Dr.5, of course.),
but in the, in my opinion, unfortunate arms of the theosophists,
Rogicrucians, etc. Which, of course, let Charles see his past
sleep but keep him at best in a kind of REM-state, that is, neither
really awake nor really asleep. I don't see HBC coming out at all.
Humboldt certainly did not. Citrine, for all his intricacies,
is basically afraid and’indecisive at this point (sort of like
me), and their mother, their gaia so to speak, Below, has not
conquered the problems he sets for Citrine and Humboldt thru
his novel, neither thru its form nor thru its function (at this
point, the beginnings of a functional resolution would be visible
and obviously he has not attacked the interesting formal problems
of the literary artist, lagging behind the visual artist by 100
ears, also moving towards true abstraction in his medium.
s for the identity- entity issue...).
Utterly beside the point, but for me just as important,
s of course the fact thayﬁ could never become well-read or
ultured enough#y to accomplish the (in my opinion therefore
erivative; but Skinner insists it is all reaction to the
xternal, ive. derivative) mental acrobatics of HBC. Naturally
disapprove of HBC -~ I can't achieve their/his ultra-refined
eurosis/neuroses. You, darling Elizabeth, quite easily could
d are on your very best way towards further refinement. Lest
appeer too modest, so am, of course, # -- as witnessed by the
etter of the 27th (you're right, the connection is not quite
lear yet -- it's SRAPON. See later). Suffice it to say that
1 realize I am very,deeply involved with the analysis and concomitant
erpetuation of thegheurosis turned art, though, of course, not
the sophisticated level of an E.R. Haysom and certainly not of
HBC.
Letters aregclumsy; accept, therefore (pretty please with
ange-flavored "chocolate on top?), that I say this with no
ice or whatever toward you, Elizabeth. I am in the moment
gaged in Self-Reflexive Analysis and Perpetuation of Neurosis
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(from now on to be known simply as SRAPON), as described above --
no art yet, .but wait, I'm getting to that. Elizabeth, I love you
completely, .passionately, wholly. If I repeat this some more,
will get out of SRAPON -- love is a form of meditation. And the
ultimate "weapon""against" your parents. My God, how I've got

the dinner scene planned out. Unfortunate (for you) result:

Dad might leave me all his loot. Don't worry; everything T

have, am, or could become is already yours. I mean that, too.

Where were we? Ah yes, the art that's missing here. Liz,
I'm not interested. You said something which scared the shit
out of me in bed once. You said you."saw.-something".in me that
was in some form specialy "and if it takes you 40 years to come
out with it." I got almost the same thing from the only other
really intelligent person who looked inside me -- Miles Boyd.

I got the art award for it to boot. I produced almost no art
in high school that could Justify the award. My few sculptures
did not even get honorable-mentions in the yearly contests, I
didn't do cartoons for the newspaper, and I certainly didn't
make a movie -- all the things for which one usually wins art
awards. I got it because of my illegibly scribbelled notes

and my 3 or 4 page typed manifesto that I handed in at the

end of the semester in lieu of the movie -- some 300 to 400
pages 1t must have been, I still have it. This man was a good
friend, certainly one of my best friends in terms of knowing who
I am. He also "saw something."

I don't see anything, as I said earlier. Beside the p01nt -
I am virtually blind. However, Humboldt's Gift has turned an,
inclination into a certainty -- even 1If I can (I doubt it), I
will not create better and better Western-Malaise-Neurotic-Art
(WEMANEA, if you will).

Camus says that one must live with the malaise, neurosis,
death, etc, and enjoy the physical pleasure since we cannot
know anything else -- him and a few billion others.

I am positing that I know better (and am therby committing,
for the umpteenth time, the sin of pride, which will, of cuaurse,
impede my progress‘. However, I'm pissed because right now I
can see myself in splte of not hav1ng all of HBCs (or your)
impressive background becoming, in the least, a psychologist,
SRAPONing away as a profession, and, at best, another Allen or
Below. Or even a real great -- I hesitate to say "Nietzsche"
because, as usual, I have no earthly idea what he's really saying.
I simply have the ability to spice my discourse with a few "Wille
zur Macht"s or a "Zarathustra"-figure. Anyway, I don't want it,
this existence of SRAPON, or Maya, etc., in greater or lesser
refinement. In case you haven't noticed, Liz, this is more than
a letter to you, this is my statement: Camus, you is wrong, bro.
And if you is right, then at least I will be living a more enjoyable
lie than you.

And here you cl#me back in again, Liz. I will not become
what you might think I might become, I.think (do you understand?).
Certainly not the next great HBC (or maybe yes, depending on
the conclusion of Humboldt's Gift). And quite possibly not
someone you can love.
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For what I do see inside me is just that, Liz, tha'c “ihat
yhich there can be no greater than" as anselm said. I see it
inv me and in others. and in those “color experiences” I keep
having. But I don't see it clearly, and I went to. This that
carries with it some powers. Depending on his mental and emotienzl
flexibility, your father, for example, could qu_lte well die from
a confrontation withit, if he is too entrenched in hate and/or -
SRAPON (same tlu.ng in many cases), or he could do something silly

ike his dough. I'm not overestimating,

A ———

"But “I was serious about it. I meant to make 2 strange
jump and plunge into the truth. I had had it with

most contemporary ways of philosophizing. Once and for all

I was going to find out whether there was anything rd

behind the incessant hints.of Mrtah.ty that kept dropping

on me. Besides, this was the biggest and most pevolutionary-
thing one could undertake to do, and of the gre%t"ﬁhnr’
Socially, psychologically, politically, the very essence of
human institutions was an extract of what we asgumed about
death.” (p.344, Humboldt's Gz.f‘t) :

*Five different epistemologies in an evening. Tske your
choice. They're all agreeable, and not one is binding or

~—— - necessary or has true strenghf§ or s s straight to the
soul. It was this paper-taking, this passing of highbrow
currency that had finally put my back up.” (p.37

And to see and to act on this vision, not to be tranaﬁxed by

its beauty in this half-sleeping state. . (The above passages
_I inserted after I had finished the book. ) Ny change in attitude
(and, therefore, behaviour (subconscious transfer?)) from high
school to here (Charlottesville, that is) has been minimal, though
(at least to me) noticeable. With this minimal change I have .

""13:'-1 attracted to me the three all-around "besi" people it has been
nd O priviledge end: joy to_know and love -- Niles Boyd

at Lovett, Claudia over the summer, and now, to top it all (in
all categories)off, you. Claudia I "lost" because I SRAPONized
S—": her, or rather, exhibitionistically SRAPONized before her -- as
long as I just loved her, however, ... . And this is as yet
completely unchannelled, almost totally untrained. ILiz, I would
very much like to go through life learning how to love more
‘deeply and more. I would like to "teach® if I can (can develop
it in myself.and can teach it, that is). Very, very much. I
do not know if it is possible. I will find out. And what is not
tobefbrgotten—-—lan, at best, qmteord.mnry afterall The
possibilities for someone real... «
- What scares me is that along theuay:['illlea:m ﬂlj.ngs which,
independently of some kind of supra-sensual/“supernztural® love-
factor, will be quite dangerous (I am not afraid of the learning
but what I°'ll do with it). I am absolutely convinced that the
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will see "I-Bombs" instead of "A-" or I'H-Bombs" -- ideology bombs.

I don't know how they will be delivered or deployed, but they will
change what people think instead of what the countryside looks like.
Do not think this is bullshit, Elizabeth. I am guite serious,
and so are some highly informed other people. (not implying that
I am highly informed -- I just have "derivative" (ha, ha) info.).
T'm not sure I care whethrer "they" are on "our" side or "theirs"
or if that will make much difference. Crude forms of these
"bombs" (bomblets, if you will) are already telling us not to
steal in department stores, without anyone knowing about it --
50% reduction in shoplifting, I think, is the response they are
getting. Given-time... _ 1
I don't know whether I can resist this., I can see myself '
depriving people of their property quite easily -- your dad,
for instance, Even more easily can I see myself depriving many

ouls (if they exist) of theyff physical bodies (which might not
xist, either) in the course of fulfilling my many, many excessively
izarre sexual fantasies (caused by, I believe, one thirteen year

ld girl striking me once quite viclously with her riding crop

rom atop a horse in a German summer camp when I was about to

rm ten -- immediately before coming to America, that is. Fasci-
ating SRAPON -- it's so tempting to SRAPONize! 1I'm doing it
ow, though I find it excusable here (at least this part)! The
ltimate SRAPON would be, of course, to fulfill those fantasies.).
yway, it's not like this hasn't been done before -- it's been
oing on for thousands of years.

There you have it: at best, someone who can "spread a

ittle sunshine" (to quote Pippin in a sarcastic fashion) Lecause
e's found (relative) peace, either bit by bit or in a major

1iter§%ly, "air-weapon" -- how appropriate!!!); at the most
)ledlocre’, a failed dreamer who wasted limited talent on bullshit.
[f T didn't feel life had been leading me here all along ... but
'm not sure about that, either.

How does this affect our love? I don't know, that's Jjust it.
}ight now it's troubled because my SRAPON is ubiquitous and strong
ind can only be held in check (and even then not completely) by '
fou., Furthermore, next semester I might get "weird" -- 'cause .
think I'm going ahead with this. All I know for sure is that
"love you. Everything else, I don't know... . And what will
robably happen is that you'll tire of me or be disgusted and will
reate, in the very least (I'm betting on more), great SRAPONistic
rt, having experienced love. MNMakes for great literature and
ells, too (like Dynasty and Dallas satisfying the public need
o find unhappiness amidst the materially well-off, you can do
omething about rich artists (the old double-whammy) loving
appily -- my God, what an idea!)

Shit, I don't know.
In the mean time, I love you as totally as I can for right now.

-~ |

D O et 0 by

Your
(completed at 2:46 a.m. Dec. 31) /}V”\“

S: Realize: This is one big SRAPON.
S: TFollowing some paragraphs, completely unretouched, as they
came into my head in the airplane to Detroit.
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Paragraphs from Trip to Detroit -- Not Revised

ils carrying it too far, in my opinion))

e

and reminding me to leave my body, or else.

They paint the bombers the color of the sky, you know.

[t's to make them invisible. They paint them the color of the

ky so that the bombs, which are definitely (mor@ something? in
he way of a matte black, seem, from the ground, to appear out
f nowhere, as if God or Santa Claus had just passed overhead,
d the little presents were heading just for your chimney and
o one else's, and you couldn't walt for the flashing red and gold
f the wrapping paper.

My parents were lucky; when they were young, Christmas came
any times a week. The inevitable mess left by these Christmases
celebrations (pick one word or other)) was, of course, quite a
hore to clean up, and when they were finished with cleanlng
p,» they called it the Wirtschaftswunder, which is a nice name.
Presently they are waiting for the big bang of New Year's (this

It was in Baltimore that the heaviness attacked. Like a great,
ulking, silent beast it sailed out of the airport tower {, through
e air, (optional phrase -- type out both and see which is
ore gesthetically, i.e. rhythmically + visually more pleasing))
d attached itself gently but firmly to my stomach and duodenum,
ts droopy.(, (optional comma)) yellow eyes looking up at me -

In Douglas Adams' book The Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy,
rather average-sized whale materializes in the upper stratosphere

a
0
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o
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f some planet or moon: only to plummet to the ground with great
eed, leaving nothing but a huge crater and scattered pieces
whale-blubber after kissing the surface. Surprisingly enough,

just such a whale landed directly upon the spot on which -----

s sitting and reading his book. Because God liked -----, or

ybe just be gcecident, —----- was spared the horrible death
ich¥would Qndoubtedly) have befallen anyone else: He had
wittingly situated himself in such a way that while the rest

the imposing animal was splattering itself on the ground

ound him, ----- was contained in and protected by the cavity
issure) of the whale's appendix scar, left years earlier by some
srupulous and malpracticing veterinarian who had done horrible
eriments on the pets of Jews and homosexuals in Nazi concentration
AmMpS .

————— was perturbed.

Not because twohundred-and-sixty-four people around him had
pen crushed to death by lving lard or because the crater formed

n ugly zit in a pretty landscape, or for any reason you or I

puld think up. =—--=-- was perturbed because the very veterinarian
hose lack of skill had saved ----- ‘s 1life was just now climbing
rer a particularly offensive mountain of whale-pulp and coming
pwards -----

(==v=—- had been on his way to this now famous physician to
ave his appendix removed. (this may be carrying it too far))

bviously to be treated separately; I prefer Vonnegut to Below
ecause, if nothing else, he says what he has to say in less
pace than Below. I also find him funny.




Jan, 2 0:45 a.m.

Finished Humboldt's Zift. Hm.
It seems I maY¥ have spoken too harshly when last I wrote.
@f HIBC, Charles Citrine certainly seems to have broken away from
the HBC-Allen, etc., etc., etc., mold towards the end. Congrats.
I have felt myself at the beginning of his journey, at the
level approximately 2 weeks after he checks into the pension for
ome time now; I started 3% years ago, as I recall telling you.
am probably more widely and less deeply read and have a total
f about 2 or 3 weeks actual practice. I am as preoccupied
ith myself and "the process" as he is and therefore can't help
eeing myself reflected; even in his reluctance to "do art" I
ee my growing aversion to "normal" film-making;(he refuses 2
scripts near the end of the book). &unJMJMJummd

I have, incidentally, rewritten some of my passages in this(ie Je.3
letter using his words (see quotes earlier); I don't feel ecure““”*“*)
enough with myself and you to confrontyou with what ;_amyiﬁ_ﬁi“jézzzzg
ords (which is a contradiction in terms by the way -- NLP ties
in here, as does "wordless thinking" -- azh, Claudia...this makes
no sense, does it, darling? I am referring to a sentence in one
of her last letters to me. She's a long way off base, but at
least she's in the ballpark.) g about the subject of
transcendance thru a medium similar to the theosophy presented
in Humboldt's Gift. I need to see you when discussing this, and
even then I don't know vhether I can get to the heart of it. If
I can't, we, and especizlly I, will be in trouble. -
Another "incidentally": We should have seen the Cotton Club,
that movie we passed up for the €ollege Inn on our last night
in Charlottesville., Great music. Why am I writing this now?
Anyway, I don't see how Below could have written Humboldt's
Gift if he were as far as Citrine is by the end of the book. It
probably doesn't matter. I will read some post-Humboldt's Gift-
Below and see -- it would probably be something like Japanese
Gardens. I must make a note to myself here: Banzai trees (damn,
I can't recall if that's what they're actually called, those
miniature trees) are intricate and many-colored; not all art
of this type need be raked white pebbles with one black boulder
(also see Alan-Watts-Postscript of Jan. 3).

I apologize for the mental note for myself, but these
letters are also to myself. I ph%tocopy all my letters, and especially
this one, in antieipation of you pulling a Renata on me, which
you won't, by the way; you're much too sensitive and intelligent.
You'll probably pull a Durnwald -- dismiss it as bunk. I apologize
for my incessant externalizing and referring to Below.and his, after
all, quite extraordinary novel. I do him an injustice when com-
paring him to Woody Allen; in this novel he's taken at least 2
a step beyond that (essentiallY) boring little Jew (does it
please you that I let my almost nonexistant anti-Semitism slip
out just to please you?).

A little aside from the Jens who is typing this letter
from his notes on Jan. 4. I know that I am harping much too much
on the "Oh, me, Oh, my, she's a-gonna leave me" thing. I got
your letter on the 3rd, and I was getting paranoid. I am still,
but much less so. Look, I will really try to keep it under
control, o.k.? I could have edited Efl that shit out, but
somehow I wanted to leave this complete. I love you.
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On the subject of Renata: For me, it is quite another
ategory I fail in, for I know (as she and many other girls
ave told me) that women look for composites and that, hence,
must fail. Remata looks for security, faithfulness, and
ommitment; these I am willing and, as a matter of fact, extremely
ager to give since, to me these are the only "things" one can
ver hope to counton. So I will probably fail elsewhere. Sexually,
erhaps; I caught 5 minutes of Dr. Ruth Westheimer on TV alone
t home earlier tonight (New Year's Eve -- everyone else was at
rties -- no I don't want pity. They were back by 12:00, or
:00 —— oh boy!). The last caller of the program (and the only
El eard) could not orgasm during intercourse with his wife,
ough she could. Dr. Ruth asked him whether the equipment was
nctional during masturbation,.and he answered in the affirmative;
far I felt deep empathy for this man. It was just in bed
ith his girl that things ended "inconclusively," shall we say.
« Ruth told him to find himself a sexologist, this was a
oblem easily corrected. I hope so, because though I probably

HoonoHSYO -

At this point I am reminded of humourous little Valerie, who
de a 45 minute phone call (apparently having phoned Joann in
. Louis first to get my number), asklng discreetly "how Elizabeth
s doing" and "oh, too bad she can't be with you" and "I like
uce, but just as a ~friend, really."” She also intimated that
ann was "easy" while she was virtuous (chortle, chortle) and -
nt me an:even more amusing {andcdirect) card (That should
tisfy my mother, who has been bugging me about what I've
en typingfor the last 6 or 7 hoursy it's not a vain statement
r posterity, see!!!! It's gossip). Anyway, Valerie certainly
ies hard; I feel a little sorry for her --she can't even hope

compare with you, and she's trying so damn hard in her silly
ttle high-school-America way. If she doesn't quit soon, I
11 have to talk to her.
All of this as a general indicator of how dismal my vacation

without you -- this is actually the only "interesting" (holy
it! Interesiing? This?) tid-bit that has occured during my
tire vacation (even the family fights are just tired, nastier
hashes of the same old family fights). Also, I think I haven't
ntioned that the hope for sex is not the only reason I still
k to Christine as I indicated in the letter of the 27th, but
certainly find her an odious little etc. -- I guess habit, the
ct that she's your roommate and social graces (read: social
essures) are in this, too. I am not repulsed either -- just
mpletely indifferent.

I'm a little bit tired but I feel a need to write (for the
first time in a long time), so forgive me if T ramble (and use
tdo many semicolong -and parentheses); I love you and I wish to
cgmmunicate (did you get the feeble joke?).

To get back to me and Humboldt's Gift (now that you're not
agound anymore, I am forced to think and discuss dreary old me

-4 I am as sorry as you are): 1 know someone like Charles Citrine.
Hils name is Solomon Cohen, and he used to be my dentist in Atlanta.
He's great. I walked into his office the last time before I

1dft for Detroit (he's a friend of the family) and he said, *®
“Waw, your aura is really green today! What's the matter?” And

EHddHoTURD GiHS 0nE
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n't be able to find a sexologist (whatever that is) in C-ville, ...
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I explained to him my fears of the Jefferson Scholarship corruptlng

me and turning me into a preppy (or rather UVA corrupting, etc.

me). Sol is stunned: He has been reflecting on his life as one

of the: best-paid dentists in Atlanta at 45 after his 3rd divorce

and, stumbling upon mysticism and "Greenpeace"-kind-of-stuff,

he can't believe that he wasted all those years, just like

Citrine, "If you realize all this at 17, (which is what I

was at the time), what a great life you have ahead of you" he says.
I said "yea" and thought what a great guy Sol is (I'm sending

him a letter and Humboldt's Gift); after all, he's balding, 5'3",

but dates these incredible Jewlsh girls (I mean incredible!!!!!

And every time a new one!!!!! Over the summer I met another
mid-life crisis - mysticist and he said something else: Some
things come with time, some things you shouldn't rush. -- I

feel like I know something of the lMaja, of the oblivion world-
view (thanks, Charles), of SRAPON (God, how can I come up with
something as awful as SRAPON on the spot, just like that? Fuck,
I'm twisted.) -- enough to not want it, anyway. On the other
hand, I could easily become a great lawyer or something. (I

have all the prerequisites), and.I could suppress all this .
stuff and live in suburbia. But if I decide not to head for

the three-bedroom-two-car-garage, does it take more than

(in my case at most) 3 years (I started =thihnking" in 10th gradE)
d a highly emotional, very intense and total (and I mean total)
ubmersion in the "absurd" (my movie experience) to prepare me

or the movement beyond the Maja? Is that enough background with
he Maja? They do start early in the Far East but that was long
go and a completely different context. Anysay, when I reach 45
d my biological changes affect my mentality, will I turn
apitalist (a kind of flip?) or will I disappear up the navel

am contemplating or something really fascinating or, worse,
othing?

All of this, incidentally, is what I was referring to when

asked whether you were interested in "learning with me" in
ed once. Rememberfy No? OK, never mind.

Wonderful word, incidentally. Incidentally is a wonderful
ord, that is. Never mind.

Incidentally, I love you. I wish I had you here, and certainly
ot just because that would have provided an infinitely more attractive
ternative to masturbation, Dr. Ruth's confirmation of any pro-
ably SRAPONized (i.e. self-induced by what Joann referred to
s my “painfully intricate, like a huge clockwork" mind) sexual
ysfunction (why dys?) to the contrary (yes, reread this sentence;
it's not even clear to me.).

God, my writing is obscure tonight. ' Mental retardation was
elieved to be on of the results of masturbation in the Middle

es, wasn't it? I wonder ...
"Zabu zabu zabu-zay"

From "Minnie the Moocher," from the Cotton Club sound track
riginally Cab Calloway). About a girl who 1s “"into" money.
mething I haven't been able to reconcile, by the way -- I worry
out money a lot and come up with Cantabile-schemes for making
, quite the contrary to Charles. Yet Meister Eckhardt was a
ry successful businessman as well as a mystic ... and the "sub-
nscious" (or, if theosophy is more plea81ng than Freudian psy-
ology, the Angels and Archangels) easily lend themselves to
eativity, which, I guess and fervently hope, is a key ingredient

financial success. Shit! (Very appropriate reaction from a

000 < e
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Freudian perspective.) I need to find a way to earn cash in a
way that pleases me and doesn't take up much time, I c¢an just
see myself joining the foreign service -- nice lifestyle, easy
hours, completely frustrating and certain to turn you into the
kind of schmuck my father is. Argh! There must be...

Enough. Change subject.

And I find myself momentarily out of subjects. I have been
waiting for your letter with an almost silly desparation. I am
growing a little (arf, arf -- little, meaning a little more)
paranoid and insecure ... (0f course, what'll you do if and when
she shows you she loves you? You refuse to believe her or piss
her off in other ways, like continuing to tell her about Valerie
or any of the others instead of getting rid of them quietly with
style, until she doesn't love you. Then you'll run ecrying to
someone like Valerie or Joann or someone like them who thinks
you're a "real neat guy" (actual quote - ugh!) and then you'll
have a Renata -- if you're that "lucky!" Asshole!)

No, no, not alter-ego/parentheses time, oh no!

Below is jewish -- I wonder whether Gift means poison in Yiddish
as it does in German? I wonder whether this is important (implied
no)? 0dd choice of words, anyway. In the book it's always
referred to as "the legacy", never the gift. Hmmmmmmm. Anyway,
Humboldt's Gift wasn't the actual legacy.

Liz, I ramble. Goodnight. I love you. .

(completed at 2:09, Jan. 2)
Ja.rlz' 20313 p‘ml

Just had a really big family fight. Dad was kind enough
to drag Kai and me 1n¥b ity thegbroblem is that I don't even know
if that's wrong. Everyone is right and everyone is wrong.

Christ, there's so much pain and loneliness out there, it's

a clichéf to say or write it as I just did. And it all adds

to the pain and loneliness in here. I've grown up with these
people, they are the only constants amongst the algabraic variables
of the especially inconstant life of a diplomat's family. I don't
love my parents, but I feel vitally attached to them, though I

am now able to block their pain and the pain emanating from

them entirely. I Jjust pretend it's not happening. I am anaes-
thetized, and the cutting, I suppose, goes on anyway.

The one I worry about most is my little brother. He gets

his "I'm a tough son-of-a-bitch" attitude (resembiing Ulick's

in Humboldt's Gift) from this emotionally brutal environment

(If 1t were only physical! There might be some release, some .
pction taken sooner!). He's very sensitive, really, and a

highly talented artist. Or used to be; protecting himself from

he vagaries of family battles has insulated him from his creati-
ity, too. Nowadays he denies he ever was creative.

So is that the answer? Becoming a money-starved capitalist
ike my brother (anal fixation on money due to contained/suppressed
motions from family-pressures)? Taking the do-it-yourself
ttitude towards happiness? This is why I don't scream and cry
Rescue me, Elizabeth, reabsorb me into your womb and protect
e from the hurt, and I will reabsorb you sim@pltaneously into
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my scrotum, swinging you back and forth as I walk". I know you
have at least as much pain as I do; I will try to help if you
wish me to do so. But it's not enough -- it's not the root of
it all. This is why I keep returning to communication, even
in my Jefferson essay -- through NLP or ESP or something other
than the failed methods used so far, there must be something to
say, §omething to replace pain with "peace and love" (also a
clichéy. How disgustiqp even that has been trivialized, corrupted).
Christ, I realize that it will be an incredible job just to make
myself (and possibly one other person) happy and at peace, because
I sure never felt loved or secure (though my parents tried, I
think). Am I just beatingmy head against a stone wall which
won't give? To quote Linda Hunt in The Year of Living Dangerously:
"what is to be done?"

The practical thing is,.of course, to find peace for and within
me, not at an unreasonable goal -- almost easy. But then /Tl .,

what? Buy myself an island and get my kicks from **‘y P
W Marrying some completely anaes- ) kierreseml’
thetized or 1lnherently unconscious bimbo and spend the rest of fantasios?

my life in some form of suburban purgatory, be it ‘Buckhead-Atlanta,
Grosse Pointe-Detroit, the German Foreign Service (just as secure)
or some such non-sense? Join the fucking "artistic community"
with a neverending series for a collage) of spaced out artsy-fartsy
phonies (thank you, Holden Caulfield) like Ya®l Ksander? They're
the biggest assholes -- they actually think they've escaped or
"see clearly the inherent conflict, ete. of capitalism or the
human endeavour (puke, sounds:like one of my expressions) in toto."
Become a fucking absurdist again? And get Into "experiences" with
face-painted, "oh wow" types from Liguid Sky so that, according

to Camus, we collect as many "interesting" "experiences® (what

the fuck does that really mean) as we can before our final
xperience -- gaggiggon our own vomit, drowning, whether literally
r because of falled kidneys, in our own piss, or sticking little
ubes into our arms, direct pipelines carrying bliss from those
iddle-Eastern poppy-fields until we just get overwhelmed by all
hat bliss and beauty ("Aren't we lucky -- if those fools 1In the
uburbs knew that "meaning" and "happiness" depend on quantity

d "interest" of "experiences", and that the best experiences

re as close as your nearest Peter von Haam" (to whom I have %o

e grateful for showing me, by hi#§ own and others' examples

uring high school that "getting experienced" (Fugk.you, Jimi
endrix) is not "it" (whatever that may be).). Collecting
xperktence points like in some game show on TV, and after the
alf-hour is up (paid for by your nearest K-Mart), you disappear
rom the screen and are never heard of agzain? And next week

e'll be back, same time, same channel, same rules, but different
ontestants? As usual with no object but to "get experienced"

d then to disappear forever?

The real problem, strictly subjeectively of course, is that
can't convince myself that this last bit is not wrong. It makes
o much fucking sense, but it feels so wrong! ~What the hell --
‘ve camed down some, I've been writing for more than half an
our. Too bad suicide is no option, neither in Camus® nor,any
etaphysical system. Later. Ly
Love,

/
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Jan. 3. 23:49p.m.

liany things happened today, the most important of which I
will list now: Your letter arrived; I watched One Flew Over
the. Xookoo's Nest; my mother had one of her strange reactlons
"I don"t want to go to an insane asylum, I don't want to go to
an insane asylum" repeated several times while crying. OK, maybe
not in and of itself strange, but the way she said it ... wow.’
She's started drinking again the last few days, also. ©She is
tragically unhappy and rather insane. Today, it got too much

to bear. Except...); I the read the first 20 pages of Alan
Jatts' The Book, recommended by a friend in liexico (lerr Krauss),
which has changed my reaction, I think,

Your letter: I love you so frightfully much. I wish I
could somehow really show you (I'll get to that in connection
with Watts). I'm sitting in frontof this page and I am just

a bit overwhelmed -- what can I ... and there it starts. For me,
the world has changed from an "I" to a "We" ... I think (see later).
Let me explain,

First of all, I am dreadfully ashamed because I, unlike you,
have mostly been wrestling with myself in these pages whereas all
of yours seem to relate everything to us, a kind of all-pervading
spirit or something. I'm not finding the words. You know what

I mean, I think. And being so frightfully intelligent, you realize
I'm doing it here also. Thinking:of myself, that is. I have con-
sidered not letting you see this stuff at all, but somehow...I
don't know, maybe you won't see it. In which case I don't know
to whom I'm writing. Or have been for hours and hours almost every
night. - To and about myself, to my shame.

About this love bit. You realize that I am not quite well
adjusted. Having problems with oneself always makes it diffi-
cult to love others, .psychology texts tell me. At least this is
the case with me. When I talked to you on that Thursday 2 weeks
before we left for winter vacation (Dee. 21?), I loved you as a
friend with whom I had some kind of mental block. Whether your
Love freed my love for you or "created” it, I don't know. All I
know is that I find myself loving you more and more and more the
longer I feel loved by you. I don't even know where I'm taking
this paragraph; I just love you. Especially after your letter.
You give wonderful letter (ha, ha). Should I be redundant and
pxpand on the "wonderful" as related to the rest of you? 1I'll
§pare us the tautologies -- I hope to express my love for you in

ome kind of appropriate fashion some day. Here again, Alan
Yatts later.

To your actual letter: The fact that there have been many
purglaries in the area opens the possibility for another one with
the same general circumstances, only this time the unfortunate
wners... - By the way, "yes", "voodoo", etc., is possible. In a
teal sense, we are the victims. I'll explain in person. This
ummer: Iy parents are pushing hard for me to go to Europe. Dad
ven promises to make up the difference on the Scirocco (which

e gets to drive while we're there -- not too much to expect,

ut that restricts me further). There's nothing for me to do
here...I know noone except Claudia, f won't go alone, and I know
f noone who could go, with whom I'd like to spend my time.
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Zxcept ?or you, with whom a summer in Furope would be ... . But
you don't want to go. That is, I think I could "persuade" (read:
emotionally black-mail) you. Of course, I won't. I'm coming to
summer school, "your obedient servant" (with a Pakistani accent).
Please have the 1st aid kit ready for all the shit T'l1l catch
about this.
S0 some guy who was in Sophie's Choice visited with vour famil
and you Dad ?old about your past loves (and probablyshoweg the
Ppllepsy movie)? One word...
Christmas presents ... I ... there must be the perfect gift
for you out there somewhere... the things I have thought of so far
seem so trivial and trivializing. I am confused. I just want
to be with you.

Oh shit. That sound like (bitchy voice) "Since you're
the perfect gift for me, I should be the perfect gift for you,
so don't expect nothin"™. TCan't I do anything right? Elizabeth,
I will try very hard, but if it's not "worthy" (excuse the word)
I won't do it. Which doesn't make sense. I'm mailing this
internal-thinking-shit (SRAPON -- barf!) but I won't give you a
(relatively) shitty present. Jens... J

Pheromones! Pheromones! That's what:you meant! I'm sorry,
ut this is exciting! At 0:36 a.m. on January 4th, I discover
that what looks like "feramanes" is pheromones! I'm not making
of you, I promise; I'm genuinely excited! Your pheromones,
manating from "zee pay-purr, zay eentockseequayte mee, zay
uhrryveh mee wy-ehldeh!"™ (bring up the "rive gauche" backdrop,
eteh the moustache and the beret and put on some Edith Piaf (puke))

Liz, we need to talk not so much about marriage but you
elling your parents about us marrying. What does/ mean?
‘Jens from nowhere -- a posing child of Hitler” -- I'm too stupid,
izabeth, I don't understand.

Momentarily, I'm wondering what the hell good semi-stream-
f-consciousness-and-in-any-case-disjointed paragraphs like
he last one will do. "How Bogus, .Man!"

Christine is smarter than I gave her credit for and you
re (thank God!!!(I meant that very emphatically)) much less
dealistic about me than I thought: "You might become jealous
f any success I had." Damn right, to quote J. R. (how appro-
riate!)! Liz, there are:two possibilities: Either I will become
o jealous that it will break us up (I'm too intelligent, I hope,
o let mere material or public success on my part truly satisfy
y supposed need to be better than the unknown, greater genius
ith whom I would be living -- in this respect I'm like Salieri)
r I won't care at all. I'm betting on the latter: 1I-love you,
feel loved by you, and I'm moving in this direction philo-
ophically and psychologically, independently:of my relationship
ith you. Your incredible humility and love, suggesting to give
p having your art published,leads me to 3 conclusions: you realize
hat art does not depend on its publication (I haventt); you love
e immensely; you will easily digest the fulfillment of the incre-
ibly faint possibility of my getting greater public recognition
[or perhaps greater possibility: It is the mediocre art of which
[ feel capable that generally satisfies.).




21~

The USA: At this time, I feel, for right now, not permanently
ttached to you; therfore, I cannot Efomise you that I will quit
VA and follow you to Vienna when you can t take America. For
ight now, I still have "a 1ife of my own. If and when I start
iving 1n terms of "We" instead of "I", not just thinking (see
arlier)... . Also, to quote John Cougar Mellencamp, philosophically,
sychologically, and quite p0531bly into consciousness in a
eneragl sense, I was "born in the USA", to which I must add an-
mphatic and slightly sarcastic "Uh-Huh." Which implies that
wanna split.
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/ Hi, it's your typist of a few days later again. I typed
or approximately 8 hours yesterday, and 2 hours the day before
hat, and I will probably have typed another 2 by the time I'm
inished. This is silly -- I wish I could just send you the
riginals, but my writing is so bad, I have to sit here and
ype 21 pages verbatim from my scrawled hieroglyphics. Sad.
nyway, there was at this point about 4 handwritten (1.5 typed)
ages analyzing your (very astute) analysis of my neuroses
nd your touching "Manifesto.” I.decided they were- cruel
my analyses of your analysis and manifesto, of course), so I
ecided to leave them out. You will notice, of course, that
he continuity of the letter is completely broken -- this is
hy I did absolutely no editing so far. By the way, those
imes you see typed at the end and the beginning of each
egment are for the handwritten versions, written in bed,
sually between 23¥00 (p.m.) of one day and 2;00. (a.m.) of
he next. So when it says 0:20 to 2:20 on Jan. 4, that still
elongs to the "day” of Jan. 3, which just carried over into
he fourth (this was an example). Anyway, back to the letter.
his will be disjointed..._/
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S: One Flew Over the Kookoo's Nest and my mother seemed to
onvince me finally that I can't worry and try to help everyone,

s I have been trying to decide. But then I read Alan Watts,
great and clear thinker who put me onto paths I had tread before
ut, sadly, had lost. If I am All then I am my mother and All;
must help. Yet if, in a mythic sense or reality (See Le&han),
am the pained and wishing it so (as Watts and the Vedanta suggest);
should I try to help? T am confused, but I've been here before;

I can think in this way. All I need is a little time. In the
mean time, I'm getting a book of his on love between lovers

d how that relates (semi-Frommian, I suppose). And then

press that love -- a "new" (??? -- I chuckle, for obvious
easons) kind of art, concentrating on the other side to SRAPON

t (why am I still using that silly term?). I will always love

u as I love you now, and very probably much, perhaps infinitely
ch more.

HE o o

Tour
(completed at 2:02 a.m.) 7
| Excuse the self-indulgent ruminations of the PS, please. But
hat's silly -- this entire thing is one big self-indulgent
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Bear Liz

ili, it's me again. I haven't written in some days, I know.
Afiter my last letter to you I spent most of 2 days typing all that stuff,
then one day writing letters to friends and family, and then there

wag yesterday, which was rough.

I'm finally beginning to learn that I need to deal with

my| problems, worries myself. I called you yesterday because I had had
an| especially lousy day and needed some cheering up and instead I felt
a)lonely because I couldn't be with you, b) disgusted because I felt

I was draggln” you down, c)no better about why I felt badly, d) perplexed
by| your “you re like liumboldt" remark. Somehow, all I manage to do
on|occasions like that call is to apread my misery and then not even
alleviate it in myself.

I went to_bed at my usual hour last night [%orry. out of
correction stuff), after the usual furious reading -- I read most of
Red Pavillion that night. I turned off the ll&ht and kept
thinking what I rationally have to call Weltschmerz-bullshit but at

thé time really felt: a sense of leprous death, the .same as that with
which The Red Pavillion ends; a feeling of complete and utter aban-
ent by not only others but also that essential part of myself
whdse absenczs me feel so utterly incomplete, hopeless and purpose-
legs; +the gtrange thought that of the two possible results of

u“u. oblivioun or reblrth as someone or something, anyone or
anything was better than this torture, possibly self-inflicted torture
4t T feel my existence to be in all but thehost physical sense;
firally, an urge to release these black thoughts, most obviously to
yoy in these pages.
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Jar]- 9 / 0:3? a.ll.
Dear Liz,

Jhat an extraordinary, ordinary day, what a wonderful exper-
ignce, what a strange, wonderful life! Let me tell you:
Today I had a lazy day. I got up late, breakfasted for a
g time, played guitar for a long time, lifted weights for a
g time, read just a little bit, ate, talked, ate some more, watched
e TV, and then read just a little bit more. And of all the things
did, the reading, especially the second time, was the most importamt.
Zxcept that all things are. Important, that is. And not.
I'11l tell you about the reading: The first time I was reading
Algn Jatts' The 3ock again. I was rediscovering things I'd read years
anfd years ago, though I could not remember where; right now I think
I may not have ever read them so much as known them. £hwk The whole
Tap bit, its simple beauty -- I felt I was back in that part of my
mihd where I belonged. I was happy, the room was warm, the chair
wag comfortable... -- it was grand; relaxed, easy, sleepy peace. Didn't
get a lot of feading done. Didn't have to.
And tonight...well, tonight is when I write what might become
the turning point of these letters. I might not write letters after
thls one, as a matter of fact. We'll see. But before the writing
cape the reading. The Tao .of Pooh by Benjamin Hoff. Alone on the
prgverbial island, this would be my choice of the book to take.
I'm done with it now (a book a night...). And feel happy.
I']1l quote some stuff that relates to these letters: '

H©n -

"The Confuscionist, Desiccated Scholar is one who studies Know-
ledge for the sake of Knowledge, and who keeps what he learns
to himself or te his own small group...rather than working
for the enlightenment of others." (p.25)

"How can you go very far,
If you don't know who you are?" (p. 58)

"If you're in tune with The Way Things Wdork, then they work

the way they need to, no matter what you may think about it
at the time. Later on, you can look back and say, "Oh, now

I understand. That had to happen so that those could happen,
and those had to happen in order for this to happen...." Then
you realize that even if you'd tried to make it all turn out
perfectly, you couldn't have done better, and if you'd reall
tried, you would have made a mess of the whole thing."(p.80)

"While the clean mind listens to a bird singing, the Stuffed-
Full-0f-Inowléddge-And-Cleverness mind wonders what kind of
bird is singing."

"Lao-tse:'To attain knowledge, add things every day. To
attain wisdom, remove things every ®axk¥ day.'"

¥es, yes, I know: platitudes, simple thoughts. That's what
I liﬂe about them, and to really do something with them is not that easy.
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y speak to me, to what I've been doing with my life so far, you
w?

"he
knp
The first quote: I mention just that in some of my earlier
letters, about wanting to learn and, if I can and may, teach (in

qliotes).
The second quote: @Iy problem is that I don't know who I
an (see previous letter(s)). I am learning, I hope.
"he third quote: The most recent public BIC THING &n my life
was getting the scholarship -- in just this way. I paid absolutely
n¢ attention to it -- I Jjust did and expected nothing. The most recent
private BIG THING was being loved and loving you. Ditto.
The fourth quote: [y "color experienced" are just kxk like this --
suddenly wake up and life in its magnificent brilliance shows
tself &o me and gquietly overwhelms me. Maybe not "overwhelms" --
kind of "suffuses," "passes through." It's not a word-thing. Love.
The final quote: Why are you going to summer school? I know
wHy I'm going -- you. The alternative is a lone}y, #eeary summer
in Detroit &nd, for about two weeks, in Europe (not having anyone to
gq with over there -- after all, the proevess, whose main feature is ,
yqur presence, is most important).. But maybe "lonely, xmar dreary" !
ign't farr. In its own, quiet way it will be a very exciting, fulfilling
symmer. But what the heck? For as long as my ¥ay is your Way, I would
rather be with you (I'm getting terms confused slightly here, though
I Fnow what I mean. ).
Why bother with summer school? I would like to spend 3 months
completely unbound by any time schedules (i.e., not in a Bisy Bix
Easton manner) with Iy Great Love, instead of spending 2% months
inl an environment only slightly less rekimemx reglimented than
nopmal school time and a £ month without you. As a matter of fact,
the more I think about it, a summer to myself in my room in Detroit
is| almost preferable. Europe's "color experiences" will be more direct
thpn C-ville's because they will be freer and Detroit will be more
conducive to introspection and learning (or forgetting).
A mosquito of paranoia just bit me: I love you. This is not
inftended as blackmail and is not to be taken as such. Ramblings,
like all of this b.s..
Spend this summer in Burope with me. This coming semester the
of us (if you still love me and wish to do this with me) will
rn much together, applying it as we go; let us go to Europe with
s, living fullin in this in all senses akkx all the time, experiencing
on infinite and infinitely varied "color experience", soaking up
e's haphazard beauty in a haphazard Way. Let us.
This is silly. L&sten to the Beatles' "Two of Us." If you
't think you want to go with me while reading this, you will
n. This is the thing to do.
But if the situation changes, as it most certainly will, it
ight no longer be the thing to do. And as it changes I'll adjust
h the circumstances.
‘his, then, this collection of letters, with the enclosed
Tao of Pooh forming its conclusion and its beginning, is my
isTmas £iTT To you, possibly with all the attached heavy symbolism
iquely peeking around the corner (birth imagery, etc. -- take it
Yy, literary genius). These letters are as close to being what I
becoming during this vacation as anything not directly me could

) e ey
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be. By now you will know better who and what I am on some levets,
and do not forget that though, to use Reagan's phrase, I've "turned
the corner" (maybe) the old stuff is still with me; you will, there-
fore, have formed an opinion of what you want to do with it and with
me.
Forgive my silly solemn mood -- I'm just in this kind of
solemn-happy mood, and I am gcutely aware of the risk to our relation-
ship my showing this stuff to you is. However, I have decided it's
worth the risk because I feel at this moment very optimistic and happy
about my futurs, with or without you ( And I realize that most of
this stuff is more likely to lead to a "wikthout" than a "with").
‘hy 1 feel a need to show it to you, I don't know -- I suppose
it's like old men taking out theyff false teeth and showing off their
Lgly mouths after one has admired those pearly whites. I'm just
poing to do it.
And I am extending 2 invitations (or supplications, as the case
ay be):

T a) Join me in exploring "this stuff" further and
b) Come to Europe with me this summer. Please.
If both are successful, the first will be more important and
the second more exciting. Bul all is ispotunt. 4nd not.

And let "book-learnin'" be what it is: A part of life, but not
preponderant part. As both of us mX intellectually understand
and, as far as I can tell, both don't know), the really important
tuff doesn't come in books anyway, and for what does you have time.
is hasn't time. ot for me, anyway.

One day, I hope to be able to say that I earnestly love all as
ch  as I love you now, or, more incredibly, as I will love you
hen. If that's the point. I'll see, I'm sure.

Your
(pompleted at 2:15) | ;M”

Jan. 10 / 1:02 a.m.
Dear Liz,

It's cold; I'm scared. 'Thy is it always night when I write?

I just got throush reading 2 excellent articles on WWII and

s ending, and their anticipated celebration mmx on the 8th of May

the German magazine Der Spiegel (the articles, not the celebrations).
e world-view of the Dankers and Lawyers, the entrppeneurs, the "tough
vs," the Realpolitiker of every description, literal and metaphorical --
short, of almost everyone around -- driven to its most bitter, its
ab%olute conclusion. Hitler killing millions; Stalin killing millions
belffore and afber himy Roosevelt and Ghurchill killing millions by
orfiering them to relocate from territories transferred to Russia and

by| the use of the atom bomb -- an unneeded second, time, at the very
least. The conclusion one of the articles draws (and mine for some
time now): Zvery man is a potential "war criminal."

Elizabeth, I find this thousht so overwhelmingly horrible, it's
hard teo describe -- and I haven't even lived through stuff like that.

(S0
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pefore that I read about General Stroessner's 30 year rule of
terror, like the Fazis only longer and more effective, being a
Bavarian himself who somehow found his way to Parasugy -- Elizabeth,
this is real; it's happened, it's happening, it will happen again and
cain, and we are doing it every time we cheer Charles Bronson in
he movies or Zernard Goetz in real life when they blow away the punks
ith the knives,even if it's only for a second, guietly, inside.

've felt this, I'm feeling it now inside me, this need to plant one's
oot in somebedy's face, to always cmmsh (thank you, Orwell, for
hat metaphor you borrowed). And the only explanation I have for it
s that in everybody's past there is some gort of girl with a riding
rop, some initial stimulus that releases the reflex to strike back,
o end the pain by destroying what is causing it -- a hopeless enter-
rise, for not only does the reflex unleash more pain in general and
articularly in one's own direction, but, as far as I can tell, life
ils inherenly injurious at some point. In some way, something will
ake us strike back, for if we do not, we will die: And though through
eath we may simply realize our constant though (when we are manifested
individuals) sometimes hidden connection to some cosmic life force,
en Yatts will tell you that the. initial, personal- reaction of the
dividual manifestakion of such a 1life force is to insure it's own
ihdividual survival when threatened, when in pain -- to pull that
n, as Goetz did, and blow the motherfuckers away. This xxx is the

g horror, the taste you have in your mouth when you wake up in
1e morning: The taste of death, of your ubiquitous enemy's blood
that you drank in your sleep and that you drink every night. Civili-
zation whether in the form of mouthwash or taboos will try to remove
that taste of and/or for blood, but when we wake up every morning, it
there. A4And it is real. There are cemeteries full of them.

But, on the other hand, I do feel horror at this thought -- why?

indicates one of 2 things to me: a) I have not accepted my true

cognition that I am not only my brother's keeper, I am my brother,

d everyone and everything else, including and maybe especially those
I|zun down, in some form or another. I have not explored the side of

mg that wishes to crmsh to any real extent -- I have yet to kell, possibly
tHe ultimate act of crushing, with thebossible exception of sex, which,

1 of Freud's detractors to the contrary, I feel is somehow centrally
cagnnected with this death side, even if only because it perpetuates

rsical existence (and least sometimes) and, hence, the pain. Yet

best books on lypnosis/lleditation in general that I bought and never

applied) and stealing (in North Carolina way back in the second
Cajpp Seazull summer, summer of 10th grade (?)) that slightly dry

buft rather good philosophical treatise of Joseph C. Pearce, Explorinc
Crack in the Cosmic Egz (dumb title, I know -- doubtlessly one

vour publisher-friend's creations (ha, ha)), I feel I have been

stpnding in front of a door in some huge wall, which, I suspect, is

a tall of closed but unlocked doors of which I have now seen several --

anfl T keep feeling, maybe hoping (I can't tell the difference any more,

if| there ever was one) that I will be released, absolved of this side.
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feel I have been standing in front of these doors for at least
= years, either staring at the door, cracking it open to take a
ek thromzh drugs and meditation/hypnosis, or turning away from it
completely, as in some of these letters.
I don*t know, it seems as if most people never find this wall
when they do, turn around and walk back to their apartments and
eck if the gun in the bedside drawer is loaded. I feel I've Dbeen
anding here too lonz -~ it's time to move, but I'm deadly afraid.
For what will happen to me when I cross that threshhold, I do
t know. Zven if I take a Taoistic attitude (basically don't worry,
n't think, do what feels right), I now I'll just walk straight
rough; my only options are ones which imply concerted (i.e. tensd
tion -- either =k walking away or walking through. But what I
ally only know is the deathside (see my Appendix to xhzme these
tters, ang an excerpt from my "Ideas" notebook). I've felt that,
xx*® its many forms, inside me. It's what I can believe to be real.
The possibility is that the emotion of horror at my own cruelty

p|
3
-

eriences and “color experiences" suggest that there's this other

0 & 1 let go and follow it, I'm simply pulling bllnaers further
further over my eyes and leav1nb me more and more to those who

1 about me as Goetz did about those blacks (?). If only there wmer
e some miracle -- but as Christ says in the Alble, you're supposed

believe without them (there's so much good shit in the Bible, but
ost noone can approach it because they ve been indoctrinated with
various chmrchs' b.s. I might be able to do it -- I don't know

k-shit (oh, I love Amerlca) about it). Anyway, mlraclqg. what do

ant? The best demonstrations that the Way of the Tao e right

, in recent chronological order, the scholarship, Claudia, and you --
ee cases where just being me and lettingcircumstances and the world

ugh "death world-view" (and not eventhat if I put in some effort)
cation, a great girl whom I "lost" because I started SRAPONizing
the "death world-view" again (where the fuck did SRAPCNizing come
all of a sudden? I though that stupid term was gone!) and, now,
ZELI2ABTII -- still happening (cross your fingers) and beyond descrip-
Them's miracles, Jens. 3o why am I not moving? Xkmyx ./hy am
1ing scared? (/hy not ree-laX?
I know why. I rezlize that my lastsecret refuge, psychobiology,
ot a refuge -- those fools will never know if uhEJ approach it
way. Art is something I may or may not be able to do, and even
£ a zodd artist doesn't assure me my daily Wheaties. And like it
ot, I, as well as Alan lWatts, realize that the "death world view"
art of life as lonz as I remain an individual manifestation of the
;ic-lifemforce—thingee. I need to find a way of crushing I like
much better, find a way to celebrate and live the other side of
ind support my nhy51cal being as a by-product and =k have that
support be constan which I've got for the next & years (or 3% now).
Zut (what then? “he Taocistic thlnw to do (coinciding, as it does in
many places, with absurdlsn/e 1stenrlallsm) -- not worry about the
futne, live for the prﬂsent
You know, if architecture could support me, I'd do that, but

the |job situation there will remain rathr hopeless -- you know, if
I could rexain find some monastery which wouldn't push thefr inter-—
pretation on me too hard, I could rezlly go for that,for beins a monk.

ich, along with minor or secondary stuff like Alan Watts, OK meditation

ry about themselves led to four years of free living and an excellent,

e
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Ifm dead serious. This has been swimming around in the back of my
head for some time -- I could really hand@le that. Jork some (only a
11ttle) in the fields and if I have a bad crop, let the church support
me -- really cool. But eventually boring? I need a lifetime of what
5
b

will do this summer -- bumming around where the winds take me, the

ishment of the future letting me see the brilliansce of the present,

1 the while secure that I've got the cash to cover whatever I get

to at any time, without hav1n" to worry about getting it. And that

r a life timeZ (Do I really want that") Zveryone's depeamed it --

lived it as children. Dut now that mom and pop are gone, will a

rld of peopvle who have learned to concentrate on thekrr "crushing"

ide take care of me? They have with the scholarship, but won't

ey want what every good crusher wants -- results, sooner or later?
I'm thinking of myself again. I[leditation and hypnosis stills

these inner rivers that spew garbage, and the Way of the Tao is to
sill them 211 the time, to walk in silence and hear the beauty.

c I, should I, must I, or perhaps more appropriately, can't I,
shoufldn't I, mustn't I do this? And hew to reconcile it with the car-
nall, crushinz side? I must read some more Watts et. al.. If I

cah't do it mext semester, I feel I must stay in Detroit or find

some retreat, some place where I can do this -- but why keep putting
it off? I've been putting it off for years, literally! "The thougand
nille journey starts with one step" -- does that first step take

this much effort? Go, move Jens. Jhy aren't you moving? Ilove!
Jan. 13 / 0"31
Dear ILigz,

This will be my last letter to you in this series; it will be
odd, not a great, flourishing ending to this odd collection of
schizonhrenic ramblings.

It needs to start with the words I LOVE YOU and hence it has
alyeady failed.

I have much, much to say to you, but that is what it boils
doya to: I love you. Do xam you want to know something s‘crau'lg_re‘P
Thdre is a possibility thauIJust now meant it more than I've meant
it |before.

Let me tell you.

This vacation has been really awful for me. That doesn't

begin to Eapmir capture it, but maybe you can understand -- just
horrendous. I am glad to leave and this is very painful for me.
I'ylast ties to my father are broken. ie is worse than he

useE to be and he is losing his last redeeming quality, his precision

in ftechnical matters. Ile knows nothing about me, we hmve nothins to
talk about,he trusts noone, is loved by noone, yet thinks he is loved.
he pectually thinks his wife and younger son love him, the poor fool
(hels ?lra?lv realized he has no relationship with me but still thinks
we hdd ocne. ‘e did not, not for ages.). I pity him immensely.

i'e has nothing, and you know what? A part of hinm knows it. He will
d%e soon. It's on his face. Iie looks about ready to have a heart
attaclk.

'y mother had one of her saner days today (i.e. yesterday,
but|belonzing to "today" -- see date notes), which means she was
the|loving, wonderful person who married my fatker because she loved
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and saw he needed help. This special person only sometimes

s out nowadays, she is nearly but not guite broken. At other times
is a suicidal drunkard (she has attempted once that I know of) --
she realizes that she is waiting mainly for one death (her motherks,
h will zet her the pitiful sum that poor, lonely, wicked person

is my grandmother has not been able to willfully waste (rather
letting her daughter have it -- she's got (she'must have) around
llion left, but when my mother called to ask her To live with her
mive her some money to divorce my father, she refused to help.).).
if not her mother's death, her husband's. A death-centered

tence for years now.

Ily brother is nearly burieJ. He's got one nostril above the

A very special person, years and years of time, lots of love
absoluteiy no family (not this one, anyway) might create the

t possibility that he can become happy.

And me. Elizabeth, so much and so little of me is in these

ses.

You gsee, when I left for college I was still in shock from

Hia and, hence, never dealt with &z leaving my family, who they

L who I was, an integral part of.a family which to'an incredibly

larzp extent has shaped me.

bacz
fron
been

(par
trou
vou.

come
faul
outbh
{my

ily father sadd tocday that I am at the age where I deny my
ground -- as usual, 1380° wrong, Dad, I'm at the age where I con-
f it fully, and in these pages, as they will be all my life, they've
a huge, overwvhelming presence. A very, very troubling presence.
And what has zotten me through this vacation is ... me. A
ticularly irowbked? Hardly.) troubled and pained part of this
Wled and pained family. And one who...feels himself loved. By
And loves you fiercely. And gets his strength from that love.
I am sorry, as usual. This, too, this constant "I'm sorry"
from my background, in particular a father who always found
and has been punishing us all (our family) with his choleric
Yrsts to such an extent that "pre-emptive guilt reflexes"
gwm woréd creation) occur constmntly. lio excuse, I know.
hat I'm sorry about is that I have not discussed you or your

probllems, which are undoubtely bizger than mine. Ly own confusion,

your
that

=ibb
this

shif

absence, my pitiful weaknesses...they all (realizing full well
"they 211" means "I") let me be selfish. Forgime me, please.

“his and my fear of what yowpfreaction to all this disgusting

erish will be has mad me question ‘whethe I want to let you see

.| 4s of this writing, I still have not decided.

Crizinally, I had planned out very sophisticated ways of basically
tins the decision to you, so that , in case you said "Ickee poo,"

I could say "Dut you wanted to!" -- until I recognized these schemes
for what they were (in the car today). I will decide. I ®i¥¥ will
carry|the responsibility myself. I owe that to you and also to myself.

a lo

This thinking about hovyou'll reazct -- it's been on my mind

I don't know how you'll react -- you said once when I told

you h$w I'd done something like this to Claudia, who had reacted with

an "

I¢kee poo", that a revelation of innards would make you love

me even mqQr ifﬁnﬁrgﬁxfnﬁtxlnﬂg or make yocu fzll in love with me
1% v dIdaT+ Z1%an ove nme, ( i <

oy reaacy 1 suppose that at the time you already
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laved me -- I don't kmow). I just don't know how you'll react.

I |think about you a lot. Dut whereas Claudia's was (retrospectively)
decidedly a nezative influence (much of what I had to go through
during this vacation her "presence® (unwitt 1nbl¥- I admit) delayed)
vc have been that, that, ... I don't know what to call You ... thau
FLIZABZYY who was there to prop me up as I was just about to go
uncer, to give iInm¥x in in some form or another ... you know., It's
naft a word-thin-.

And today I think I fell in love with you agzain. Ilot that I
fell out -- a kind of cumulative thing.

now why? Got your letter today.

Tor some reason I really disliked 1it.

Yeah, I know. Weird (not, by the way, something that I
categorize myself as, as you seem tc imply at one point. Also,
Salierg, though he may not be spelled Salieri, was never Bellerri.
Lagtly, don't warry, you are. Don't trust me, but as far as I can
tell, which isn't much as I just admitted, you are.)}. Look, T

néw right away and I know now that your intentions were the very
best mndt amdih and that you said many true things. It wak was all
worderful., I just didn't like it.

And, ag usual, while I'm writing T Riurz flgure shit out. Iike
noyw. Like all these letters.

iiaybe it was the part whers you said something about admiring
me |"mildly," destroying the very foundation of a myth which I had come
to |believe from what you said and did in C-ville. Thyiking that -you
loved me madly was very (I can't emphasize this enough) disconcerting
forl my subconsclous insgecurity complexes and illogical for my
coriscious mind, which recognized me as a fuck-up, limited kind of a
muyl -- vet it was also immensely flattering and made me (sort of)
Havﬁy. Part of me could secreuly hope that maybe there was something
me which you, but not I, could see, which was somehow worth something
(v i are so many words denoting quality connected with monef in rhril.lsh?)

¥ lmcomfortable throne, my uhornJ crown -- tbey’ve been removed.
Yeah, I feel a bit better,but it's kind of like surviving a crash
unspathed in which the brand-new Porsche bought got totalled...

sorty, bad simile. Itnow what I mean though?

Zingbf the same thing with suzzesting I'd calledfou up to tell
vou| "it was over," and that you could set your love aside and

gtill be fréends. The unresirzinable, wild aspect -- gone with the
suglestion of my love leaving or yomr love being controllable., The
spotlizht, blinding and somewhati embarrassing, has disappeared, and
T'm| just sort of gitting there, having drifted back to earth, free
fall just a past illusion. So there's no longer the danger of crashing
ini¢ the gwmound -- but now what? In a very&eal sense, walk over and
piclt up the paraghute -- a pedestrian experience.

I vouldn't play the somewhat reluctant lover in the face of
overwhelming passion anymore (bring up the fiddles). That's what

it Boild down to, I guess. I wanted to be overwhelmed, worn owt

by four love, covered with kisses until I could ne longer refuse

and |returned them, a life-long (well, 18-year% deficit in love

madd up, a romantic dream of a lonely looney (sgorry I'm getting sappy
herd ~- I meant it a1l until "lonely looney” when I just had to laugh
out [loud). B

As always when %llusions are shattersd, I felt rebuffed -- hence
ny dislike of your letter. liowever, it had 2 results: Tirst of all,
I feel I can more easily show you akl this shit; Secondly, I think




~3h-

I'p ready to "go and give it my all", as strange as that is. I'm
batz in the vnderdog position in which I feel comfortable so to speak.
I's trying to "get" sometimyg somethlng (your love) which, by all

rij
reg

LR o
113

lo-

I
to
ras
in
g

pen

'hts, I shouldn 7 (because I'm a fucked-up schizo}. And I now
oghize how truly silly and stupid this bullshit I spew about
you still loye me" and "if you ever loved me" and "you won't
e me for long" really is.

Jon't worry, I'm nét poing to act more strangely than usual.
ust feel ... well, more weisht, more responsibility has shifted
me, Sefore, I felt I was kind of carried along by a glorious
ing river znd now I feel it's "time to do some paddiin’, boy,"
mostly an emoticnal sense. Zind of more reciprocal, if you

w what I mean.

Cause I don't.

All of this sounds like a2 bigk crock of bullshit to me.

Then again its' 2:25 -- another cold night spent in bed with
sy paper and you.

&y Great Love,

These letters...shit. I don't know. .Jithout a doubt I've

wriitten them all, and the things in them (whether in form or in

conttent) are doubtlesslv gtill parts of me. “hich is why I'm reluctant

to
The

chow them to you -- they re pax&s and the uncom¥ortable ones, too.
efy 're me and they're not -- but how will you be able to tekl the

diflerence if I can hardly, and only sometimes?

"hat can I say but that, if andfhenever you see thig, I did

not| bar anything and thati was addressinﬁjou while lettingWhatever
waslthere come out. And, most importantly, I love you. Forewer

and

P,

ever. Ii's not a word-thing.

Yomr
P

We're going to decide together whether you'll reade these

letfters -- I'm going to read from "Kind of more reciprocal..." %o

the
whe

end, and then we'll gee. These are, after all, our letters,
bher you will see them or neot.

TP3t  “hatever that test you mex were talking about is, let's have it.

T R—
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