Apr. 8, 1967

Dear Charlie and Dotty,

Congratulations on the bringfeorthnesse of your beorn. 1€ be
£411d wid mildheortnesse., The steam harp was delightful too; do you
know where I can get one? Seven lb, 15 is rather GROSS, though., As
Joe Duffy would say, sehock-ing, Mr. Bow-en. L1 saw Joe and Frankis
names on a fullpage anti-Vietnam lettfer in NCR, along with that of
mv editor at Maemillan, Elizabeth Bartelme, so I added the august
weight of my signature to the list. By the way, I enjoyed your letter,
Charlie (one of the troubles about writing to two people is this erap
about addressing one, the other, then tutti,), about Garry Wills in NCR,
Youire absolutely right; Wills is a third-rage mind,

Nowi(all together) for egotism newg: Fidgeta is in its 3rd printing
ang Mhrily? Fitschen and I have go.ten a contraet for a 1i ttle pieture
and sdo able titled The Pedent and the Shuffly, The villain is
a nasty?giZard named Snodrog, which you, Dotty, should reeall as Gordmn's
spelled backwards. Any further deseription would be tediais, but I =
think youill enjoy the thing., It probably won!t be published 111 fall,
As of June I am leaving for England to spend a year living i n some
bueolie retreat snd writing like hell. If my friend John Drewis mother
is amenable, my address will be The Vicarage Cottage, Farningham,Kent.
Do you know where I can get some gaiters? My loneliness over there will
be rellteved a bit by a contingent of Shimer students at Oxford, They
will be shépherded by a delightful eonvivialist, Harry Golding, who s
now the head of the Natursl Seienees area here, I wauld like to see
a drinking bout between him, Wileox, C.Bowan, and(blush)me, Wileox onee
said that the only person he would never try to drink under the table
is Charlie Bowen, He would have to add Golding, a tank of formidable
powers. Joe Ryan is still drifting about thh V. of C., as is Markwell,
Markwelli!s death ear finaslly collaspsed on the Ohio Turnpike on his way
baek from Tarentum. He got 3 for it. He is 2t present having fits
of Protestant doubt over taking a 9-12 thousand job next fall(working
for Ziegleris ouffit, I thinkj. I hope I get out to Boston to see you
on my way to NY to catch a steamer in June(I haven't lined oneuup yet,
but I want to get either the Framee or some H lland-Ameriea ship,.

I!'1l]l write more later when I know more, writd too.

OfDonnell a bu and Tyler too.
Slan leat, says the ceitizen
Agh burzum-ishi krimpatul/,
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