

	This is just a note asking for information. I want to take a year off next year and write. I thought of going to England. How little could I live on there? Not in London of course, but in Nether Stowey or Napping Old Stairs or someplace. I may have three or four thousand to play with, depending on how the book does.

	We are in the second printing [of St. Fidgeta], which means 10,000 have been sold, and Macmillan has accepted a little non-book Marilyn and I put together. I have a longer, Tolkeinish tale in the works, about 70 pp. writ. I hope to finish the thing in January.




