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July 26th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 I am writing to tell you that I liked your book a lot.  Your stories all seem to be 

about love, which is a subject that interests me.  And we have something in common; I 

write too!    

 I was thinking, Ms. Ducket, that you might like to correspond.  I realize that you 

didn't move to Northern California to be bothered, but I have an idea.  I enclose a stamped 

self-addressed picture postcard of Tinkerbell at Disneyland (this is one of my favorites).  

Just check the boxes as you wish and drop it in the mailbox.  No obligation.  Looking 

forward to hearing from you.   

      Yours, 

 

      Ed Beck 

      General Delivery 

      Needles, California  92363 

             

Postmarked September 14th 

 

  I do not wish to correspond. 

 

  I wish to correspond. 

 

Maybe 
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September 16th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket, 

 Thank you for your letter, well postcard.    I think it's wise to think these things 

over.  Nothing is safe these days, not even introductions.   I read your book again.  It was 

even better the second time around (which is more than I can say for love) (and not that it 

wasn't wonderful the first time around), but what depresses me (and this is not a criticism 

since my psychological state is hardly your responsibility) but if you take, for example, 

your characters, the Bradley's, after fifteen years of marriage, children and thousands of 

Sundays eating pancake breakfasts together, they're still at introductions.    

 What's really pathetic, Ms. Ducket, is the human capacity (well my capacity) to 

have a perfectly reasonable conversation with somebody in an elevator and then sound like 

an aphasic when I'm trying to talk to a woman friend.   

 Even so, I send along a picture postcard of the Glass Slipper Motel in downtown 

Needles (They have magic finger beds!)  Looking forward to your response. 

 

      Ed Beck 
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Postmarked October 15th 

 

I moved to "Northern California" because: 

 

   it is more dignified than "Southern California." 

 

   I like it. 

 

   to be alone.        

 

 x   Other (Please specify) 

             

 

October 18th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 I knew they were stupid questions.  But introductions are always stupid.  How can 

you say anything interesting or ask anything interesting when you don't have any idea what 

the other person would call interesting?  And the pitiful thing is, Ms. Ducket, that's only 

the beginning.   

 So maybe it's stupid to want to correspond.  But I do.  To tell you the truth, I spent 

all my money on whiskey, and my woman friend threw me out (I don't blame her).  So I 

bought a trailer and hauled it out to the Mojave so I could sober up.  Spot, my dog, is very 

loyal and likes to drink, but he doesn't write books.  I'm not drinking now which leaves a 

lot of time on my hands.  If you'll continue to correspond, I promise I won't try to be 

interesting.  You don't have to be interesting either (unless you want to be).   

 So I enclose a picture postcard of a Delta Airlines 747.  (Do you have a mailbox, 

Ms. Ducket, or do you walk to the post office each day, have a soda at the fountain in the 

Rexall Drug and then walk home?)  Oh sorry, just check the boxes.  I don't expect anything 
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more.  I've always expected too much of people.  Take for example my woman friend.  No, 

nevermind.  Hope to hear from you soon. 

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck  

 

              

Postmarked November 12th 

When I write, I sit 

   At my desk at the window looking out on the brown hills and the sea 

 beyond. 

  In an easy chair looking through an  open door at the peonies and  

 marigolds in the kitchen garden.   

  In the local saloon, at the back, drinking a beer and watching the boys  

 play pool.   

X  Other (Please specify) 

              

 

November 14th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 So you write at the kitchen table?  It's Formica, isn't it -- red with a chrome trim?  

Do you keep salt and pepper shakers on the table, and a little plastic bin for napkins?  No, 

I'm not going to ask you that.  I'm rationing myself.  Do you drink black coffee and smoke 

cigarettes?  No, I won't ask you that either.  Do you — well probably not — what I mean 

is, I don't suppose you've ever been writing along, content and cozy, when suddenly, out 

of nowhere, comes the thought that not only are introductions stupid but that your writing, 

what you do, is nonsense, pointless, a void.  I guess not, not someone like you. 
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 I'm not drinking, not a drop.  Spot had a bout of the DT's and my hands shake but 

we're planted here in our trailer steady as rocks.  I have a kitchen, a bed, and conveniences 

even.  Right now I'm sitting in my doorway, Spot's lying at my feet, and  I can hear coyotes 

and see the moon.  Hank Williams is on the radio:  "The silence of a fallen star lights up a 

purple sky."  God, he can sing.   

 I'm enclosing a picture postcard of John Wayne at the Grand Canyon.  Too bad he 

didn't fall in when he had the opportunity (just kidding).  Anyway, I want to know what 

music you like, sort of fill in the background details.   

 I'll be thinking about you picking this up at the post office and going to the Rexall 

for your soda (a cherry coke?  vanilla cream?).   

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck 
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Postmarked November 26th 

 

Yes/No 

 

My favorite songs are: 

 

No_    Barry Manilow singing "Copacabana" (pitiful, say no) 

 

Maybe     Elvis singing, "Are You Lonesome Tonight" (say yes) (sorry) 

 

True/False 

 

Maybe  I couldn't live without Patsy Cline singing, "I Fall to Pieces" 

 

             

 

November 28th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 Great, I knew you couldn't live without Patsy Cline.  I feel the same way about 

Hank.  So I'm immortalizing him in my play (I'm writing again!) — the true Hank Williams 

story (what does Hollywood know) -- a man who knew in his heart and soul just how silent 

a falling star is, just how lonesome a purple sky can be.  Do you get lonely?  I do.  In fact, 

I'm celibate, not that that's of any particular interest except that for me that's unusual.   

 It was just that women, some women, told me I was deep.  I liked that.  But I'm 

about as deep as the Salton Sea (average depth more or less 20 feet, depending upon 

evaporation).  My woman friend didn't think I was deep.  She thought I was full of shit.  

She said she loved me for my other qualities.  I don't know what she meant.  I don't have 

any other qualities. 

 Do you think loneliness has anything to do with the void, Ms. Ducket, or is it the 

reverse?  What I mean is, supposing that you were lonely (which I'm not suggesting is so), 
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and the door to meaning yawned open over a large oily black vat and, in desperation, you 

turned away from the door and hooked up with a playwright who thought that he was deep.  

Would that be an improvement?  I would like to think so, but, quite honestly, Ms. Ducket, 

I'm not sure any of us can help much with anyone else's large oily vat. 

 I wish I knew what you wear when you write.  A silk kimono?   Blue jeans and a 

red flannel shirt?   A pink chenille bathrobe?   Do you wear underwear underneath the 

bathrobe?  Sorry, sorry, it's none of my business.  But I can see the kitchen now and hear 

the music, but I can't see you.   

 I'm sorry.  I apologize.  I sound like a mental peeping tom.  It's just that you're my 

heroine (I'm not saying that you're deep.)  See, if you'd read my plays (which may not be 

the case, I realize) but if you had you'd realize that we are writing about the same thing -- 

introductions!  Hank was trying to get past them; so am I.  Maybe you are too? 

 I'm sorry.  This is all wrong.  I'll just send along this picture postcard of the Empire 

State Building which they sell at the Model 6.  Feel free to add something. 

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck 

 



230 

             

The postcard that was never returned: 

 

I want to be alone because: 

 

  an unfaithful man hurt me and I'm trying to recover. 

 

  an unfaithful woman hurt me, etc. 

 

  the human race is on a roller coaster ride to hell so I prefer to be alone 

  and far away from deep people. 

 

  Other (Please specify) 

 

              

 

January lst 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 Happy New Year!  I feel awful because I haven't heard from you.  Did I ask too 

much?  Did I ask for too much?  Should we stick to introductions?  Spot and I are drinking 

again.  I'm sorry, but the winter has been bad — not the weather — the purple sky. 

 I've worried about you.  I hate to think of you spending the winter in that little 

kitchen.  I wonder if you have enough food and firewood.  I wonder if you're all right 

during all those nights when the wind blows and the rain comes down in pellets.  But maybe 

you're sitting in your pink chenille bathrobe by the wood stove, writing with your freshly 

sharpened Ticonderoga pencil and listening to Elvis sing, "It's Gonna Be a Blue, Blue 

Christmas Without You."  No, maybe Bing Crosby, "White Christmas"?  No, that isn't right 

either.  Why can't I imagine this?  Where are you Ms. Ducket?   
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 Please send back this picture postcard of Santa Claus at the North Pole.  I won't be 

unfaithful.  I'll stop drinking. 

 

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck 

 

             

 

Postmarked February 20th 

 

Choose one: 

 

I don't care to discuss the reasons why I did not return your postcard,  

 

  and I don't care to correspond further. 

 

X  however I wish to continue our correspondence. 

 

I am currently at work on: 

 

   a collection of short fiction. 

 

   a novel. 

 

nothing  Other (please specify)       
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February 22nd 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 You have made me a happy man.  The falling stars sing in the purple sky.  You 

aren't writing?  Are you sure?  I mean, what do you do then?  I don't think you drink.  It 

isn't like you.  Did the critics hurt your feelings?  But you don't care about the critics, do 

you?  Is it that you, too, feel it is pointless, to write I mean?  It is pointless, Ms. Ducket, 

but so is everything else.  Just because it's pointless is no reason not to do it.  Where would 

we be if Hank had "never seen a night so long, the time goes crawling by."  I'm not exactly 

sure where we'd be, but wherever it is, I wouldn't want to be there. 

 Anyway, Ms. Ducket, the point is you just have to go right ahead and write.  You 

know all this, but you are despairing.  (Are you?  I'm awfully sorry).  Anyway, as my 

mother used to say, if you fall off a horse, you have to get right back on again.  Since we 

didn't have a horse, this never made sense to me.  But under the circumstances, Ms. Ducket, 

whatever the circumstances are, I think this is good advice. 

 Now what you should do is write, to me.  I'm going to be tough.  No postcard.  But 

I'll give you a question.  Try a word or two.  Don't despair.   

 

  When do you cry? 

 

 Good luck.  I'll take care of everything. 

 

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck 

 

*** *** *** 

 

March 22nd 
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Dear Mr. Beck: 

 

 The wind blew . . . 

 

      Sincerely, 

 

      Jo Lynne Ducket 

 

***   ***   *** 

March 24th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 You did it!  The wind blew . . .  Back to the Formica table, back to Ticonderoga 

pencils.  Wonderful, Ms. Ducket.  So it was a very grim day?  The sky was clouded over?  

You were wearing a blue down jacket and a red stocking cap and the wind in your face 

made your nose run?  A grim day, maybe lonely even?   

 In case it's of any interest, the wind blows here too.  Last night I was trying to write 

(to you) when all of a sudden a wind came up and took the door right off my trailer.  I 

couldn't get it back on.  Spot and I slept all night under the bed.  Pretty exciting.  Well, not 

exciting exactly.  To tell you the truth, more miserable than anything else. 

 So your phrase, Ms. Ducket.  The wind blew . . .    I guess this is when you cried.  

I'm very sorry.  A person like you should not have to cry.  John Wayne, may he rest in 

peace, should have to cry.  I appreciate your honesty.  You'd think I would have cried last 

night, but I didn't.  I don't generally cry.  I really never cry, hardly ever, well once in awhile.  

I cried when I couldn't envision you.  That is of no interest whatsoever, but since we're 

being honest. 
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 So, Ms. Ducket, you're on your way.  Try a few more words.  Don't get nervous. 

 Your question:   

  Do you feel safe? 

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck 

 

***   ***   *** 

 

April 15th 

 

Dear Mr. Beck: 

 . . . the shore grasses . . . 

 

       Sincerely, 

 

       Jo Lynne Ducket 

 

***   ***   *** 

 

 

April 17th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 Beautiful.  Perfect.  I'm so proud of you.  And on twenty-weight bond.  Very fancy.    

 So the wind blew the shore grasses.  I'm sorry the world is so unsafe, Ms. Ducket.  

Look what happened to Patsy -- wiped out in her prime.  You could stay off airplanes, of 

course, but then again your food processor could dismember you on any given day.  Staying 

alive isn't any too safe.  For example, you're a writer and then -- boom! -- you can't write.  

There's no insurance against this kind of thing.  Blue Cross doesn't cover it.  Getting 

married doesn't help (although I wouldn't rule it out).  Eating fiber doesn't do a thing.   

 I'm in no position to offer advice on the matter, but the thing to do, Ms. Ducket, is 

to calm down and keep writing.  There's safety in words -- not much I admit -- but more 



235 

than there is in a food processor.  Finishing a sentence, for example.  There it is, safe and 

sound.   You go back a month from now and it hasn't left you, it hasn't cheated on you and 

it didn't die.   It'll talk to you whenever you want and it'll go away when you want to be 

alone.   

 So calm down, Ms. Ducket.  Me, I'm perfectly calm.  Well, I'm calm when I drink 

anyway, not that I'm drinking, I'm not, which is why I'm not calm, which is why I am not 

writing much, really not at all.  Spot's nervous too.  At night we jump at noises.  That's why 

I don't have a food processor. 

 

 Your question, Ms. Ducket: 

  Do you think you could grow to love Spot? 

 

      Yours, 

      Ed Beck 

 

***   ***   *** 

 

April 25th 

 

Dear Mr. Beck: 

 . . . flat against the sand dunes. 

      Sincerely, 

      Jo Lynne Ducket 

 

***   ***   *** 

 

April 27th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 
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 Oh, congratulations, applause, bouquets!  Oh, Ms. Ducket, I'm humbled.  I'm 

inspired!  I could write a new play and buy a food processor.  Okay, I admit a sentence 

doesn't seem like much up against a lethal blade or an airplane or weapons of war, but 

nevertheless, Ms. Ducket, sentences can sometimes spit in the eye of carcinogens and 

oncoming bullets.   

 I know you're happy now.  You even hum while you write, maybe "Your Cheatin' 

Heart."  Oh Ms. Ducket, hum something else.  How about "Sweet Dreams of You"?  

Perfect.   

 I had thought it would be nice to have a cherry coke in the Rexall with you.  But I 

guess not.  You have much better things to do with your time now.  But I still want to read 

another sentence.  I don't really have a reason for this.  I can't think of a point to it, but 

would you write me another sentence, anyway?  Whatever you like. 

      Yours, 

       

      Ed Beck 
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***   ***   *** 

 

May 5th 

 

Dear Mr. Beck, 

 You can't sleep with a sentence. 

      Sincerely, 

 

      Jo Lynne Ducket 

      Route 29, Box 492 

      East of Gualala 

 

***   ***   *** 

 

May 8th 

 

Dear Ms. Ducket: 

 I take your point.  I'm on my way.  (Two sentences, you might note that, while they 

may lack the requisite neural receptor sites for proper "sleep," are nevertheless capable of 

assisting in a seduction.  (Anyway I hope so.)) Oh, I know what you're thinking -- too many 

sentences.  Okay, we'll sort this out when I get there.  I'll pick you up six-pack of cherry 

coke in Gualala before I head out on Route 29. 

 

      Yours sincerely, 

      Ed 

 

P.S.  I won't say a word.  I promise.  Not a word.  Not a syllable.  Not even an utterance.  

Well, maybe, technically an utterance.  What I mean is . . . 
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