
Dear Dr. Pierce: . . . 

(f 

I , 

. ~2 Conatance st~ 
City. June 29tp,1953 

J. apologize for be~ng so tardy with my reply 

to your two letters. The truth is J. had my huEband home w~th one 
of th9se abomi~ble virus_colds-- kind of thing which deprived young 

George of his hearing! soi was none too easy in my mind. 

Then you know what spring i~ to supposedly respectable females. 

and on top of that the age old yen to make some k~nd of garden •••• Oh, 

we~l J. never learn to be bohemian. so why complain? 

Between all this J. try to· nibble· at the Mas. and shall keep-~t 

it as best~ can. Sometimes J. wonder why .i. dont get a job selling hot­
- dogs and forget the ~hole thing. But there again~ never learn. 

. ~ 

.do.S for the Dove, l try not to even th~nk about it • .i. recall too 

well when John Barrimore was taken with Lord of the Silver Dragon 
and J. had a wire to that effect, ..Lll the hetJ.vens opened and all the 
angels sang. BOW at last J. could rest my feet on dry land and begin 

to writel But shortly~ am told that some fly by n~eht movie Company 

is th.nk~ng about mak~ng A fkeleton in A.rmour ( Longfellow) and our 

John refused _to contemplate acting in anything which m~ght be thought 

a oopey. 

LJ.fe has handed me several of these sunny practical jokes-- the 

last one the translation job which l performed{ r.ght ~u~d) for a 
famous s·oandinavia.n author. My Dark Weaver was to be translated in turn 

and. wQs to be paid one thousand dollars.~ could have used it in 
the -flood-- -but so far nothJ.ng has come- o:t ·1.t e:x-oept my own eye-strain. 

J.f anyone would belJ.eve -1.t J. · oould go on with this. tale to 
epic lengths but again why bother. With very l.i.ttle pushing~ could 

become ·a devoted believer in dark stars, only scmething of my anc~ent 

ancestry roars with mirth at the hwnorous J.dea that the universe 
takes much notice of my hopes, fears, little fevers~ and 1.ns~gnif~cant 
desires. · 

All~ hoft.for 1a publ ioat~on of something to eave my poor ego 

and e~rn me the right to mingle with the other oid ducks who pretend 

to be a.uthors. Thougb1· to be qUJ.te honest ... should prefer odditi es 

wbo mesa tt.bout w1. th l.\.eaa 1.f not ide~ls. W.1. th all my other fa u1 ts 

J. am also Oeltio, God -tlelp me. 



Just to round out th~s plaint or plea or whatever it is: the • 
Salversons cel~brti ted ~n sol~tary pranduer the~r fourtieth ann~versary 
th~a month; we had a p.cnic-- and thought of the friends who _had made 
out 25th so gay in cralrary. rt is n~ce to know that memory is neither 

taxable nor subject to the moth. 

• • • ., i 

~daresay~ have miss spelled every other word. 
~ always do .when a touch of _em?t~on,red~ces me 

to ple/j,sant·._id:i-ocy.A.ny way who cares• 

Sincerely·- and era.tef-µ.lly 
) . . ' . 

L.G. Salverson • 
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