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  2009年，一个庆祝书信这种老式通信方式的网站“lettersofnote.com”上线，“见字如面”计划随之诞生。从那时到现在，该网站已被访问超过一亿次。《见字如面》的第一卷于2013年10月出版。同年晚些时候，我们又举办了第一次“书信现场”活动，让世界顶级表演者为听众们现场朗诵精彩书信。


  从此，“见字如面”和“书信现场”这对“孪生姐妹”并肩成长，前者火遍全球，后者在世界各地的许多标志性场馆举办：从伦敦的皇家阿尔伯特音乐厅，到洛杉矶的王牌酒店。


  如欲获取更多详情，可访问“lettersofnote.com”和“letterslive.com”。现在，“见字如面”的最新系列还有了音频版可供收听。我们的朗读者阵容人才济济，选自广受好评的“书信现场”演出的固定表演班底。


  一封信是一枚定时炸弹，是一条瓶中信，是一句咒语，是一声呼救，是一则故事，是一段关切的表达，是一次爱的递送，是一种通过文字互相联结的方式。今天，这种简单且非常大众的艺术形式仍是一种有力的沟通手段。不管我们正经历什么样的技术革命浪潮，书信都不会消失，它会像文学一样永远存在。


  前言


  欢迎来到太空。


  当你的目光平静地从这一页的字里行间掠过时，我猜你生活的这个星球正以每小时约1670千米的速度自转着，同时又以每秒约30千米的速度绕着太阳飞驰。与此同时，我们的太阳系也在运动，并且不是缓慢地移动，而是以每秒约220千米的速度绕着银河系疾驰。不要以为银河系就是静止的了。它也不太安分，正以每秒约120千米的速度向仙女座星系奔去——终有一天二者会相撞，给人类（如果人类能以某种方式在我们所处的一团乱麻中生存下来）带来各种麻烦。说白了，我们是某个难以想象的庞然大物的一部分，而这个整体正在以极快的速度移动着。


  考虑到这一点的话，你手中这本小而完美成册的书可能会显得难以置信的古朴。然而在某种程度上，它又如此宏大。《见字如面：太空》基于一个比我们所有人都宏大的主题，收集了30封由宇航员、天文学家、工程师、政治家、父母和孩子写的信。这些信件饱含希望、敬畏、警告、抱怨、悔恨和恐惧。你将读到一位自豪的父亲在儿子向太空发起征程的前夕写给他的信，以及一位宇航员写给妻女的告别信——以防他无法从太空回来。其中，最触动人的是一位渴望触碰星空的非裔美国女孩写的一封充满希望的信，以及一位资质颇高的飞行员写给美国总统的信——她在信中恳求有机会在地球上空与她的男性同僚们相聚。


  在为这本书收集资料的过程中，我除了感受到身体上的渺小之外，还显示出了自己在许多和太空有关的问题上的无知。例如，我不知道冥王星的宽度是美国的一半，也不知道美国国家航空航天局的员工会仔细考量尼尔·阿姆斯特朗踏上月球后说的第一句话。我当然也不曾知道那个发明电话的人是如此坚定地相信火星上有外星人居住。


  然而并不让我感到惊讶的是，有如此之多的人会为了一个我们之中极少部分人去过的地方写下这些令人着迷的信件。一个离我们如此之近却又如此遥远的目的地。人们只能想象——我们中的大多数人都想象过——自己踏上这趟旅行时的感受。


  1997年，巴兹·奥尔德林在登上月球的28年后，在给一位教授的信中对这段经历写道：


  在未来的某一天，当人们在考虑他们的度假计划时，我希望他们会选择飞向太空。那会是一生中最重要的旅行。


  我也希望如此。


  肖恩·亚瑟


  2020年
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  ——信件01

  她们为下一代开辟了道路


  阿科苏亚·海恩斯致玛戈·李·谢特利


  2018年


  玛戈·李·谢特利的《隐藏人物》出版于2016年，讲述了多萝西·沃恩、凯瑟琳·约翰逊和玛丽·杰克逊的真实故事。20世纪60年代，这三位非裔美国妇女作为“人肉计算机”（human computers）为美国国家航空航天局效力。正是得力于她们的关键计算，尼尔·阿姆斯特朗和约翰·格伦等知名宇航员才得以进入太空。然而，在很长一段时间里，她们的贡献并不为人所知。她们了不起的经历经由谢特利的重述成为一本畅销书，随后被改编成电影并获得奖项。2018年，一位立志成为宇航员的10岁非裔美国女孩阿科苏亚·海恩斯给谢特利写了这封信。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的玛戈·李·谢特利：


  2017年8月21日那天，我觉得自己太幸运了。那是开学第一天，我的朋友们都在上课，而我在伊利诺伊州的卡本代尔看日食。当月亮完全遮住太阳时，我抬起头，想知道凯瑟琳·约翰逊帮助约翰·格伦绕地球飞行时的感受。读了你的书《隐藏人物》之后，我对成为美国国家航空航天局的宇航员这件事更兴奋了，但也让我对这个职业选择产生了怀疑。在读到一个火球进入宇宙飞船，杀死了里面的三名宇航员时，我感到特别害怕。我一直梦想着成为宇航员。我在四岁的时候见过梅·杰米森[1]，并且在至少四个万圣节活动中打扮成宇航员，但我真的不想死于一个火球。


  我在从卡本代尔回来的火车上读完了你的书，恰好在我的《隐藏人物》主题生日派对五天前。我定了条规则，告诉我的朋友们说，如果他们想来，就必须读完这本书至少三分之二的内容，这样我们才能进行些有趣的讨论。我邀请每个人分享了他们最喜欢的段落。轮到我的时候，每个人都大声朗读了我选择的第217页里的内容。在得知约翰·格伦正是因为凯瑟琳·约翰逊卓越的数学能力，而愿意将自己的性命托付给她的时候，我变得更认真对待自己的数学作业了。我很喜欢数学，但我有些朋友不喜欢。我想让他们读读你的书，感受一下数学的魔力，了解一下它能派上多大用场。在我的派对前，我特地去查了查“解析几何”是什么，因为凯瑟琳用了它来计算约翰·格伦的墨丘利号太空舱的航行轨迹。数学是多有用的魔法啊！


  虽然约翰·格伦非常尊重凯瑟琳·约翰逊，但事实上他们生活在截然不同的世界里。当我读到凯瑟琳和其他“人肉计算机”被迫忍受的歧视（人们不信任她们以及单独隔开的浴室）时，我开始思考，在种族隔离时期生活会是怎样的感觉。我扪心自问，自己是否在如此压力下也能工作得如此出色。我为约翰逊女士感到骄傲。


  正是归功于凯瑟琳·约翰逊和其他“人肉计算机”的伟大成就，如今的非裔美国人才拥有了更多的机会。她们为下一代开辟了道路。我的朋友们很感谢我选择了你的书来庆祝生日。我知道，自己可以成为一名宇航员，或是一名天体物理学家，或者在地球上从事和太空有关的工作的！


  阿科苏亚·海恩斯敬上


  ——信件02

  我十分渴望“回归”


  贝蒂·特里尔·贝里与威尔逊山天文台


  1918年1月21日


  在《隐藏人物》中的女性为太空竞赛——冷战时期美国和苏联之间竞争激烈的太空探索工程——发挥关键作用的几十年前，威尔逊山天文台在20世纪初便雇用了许多技艺高超的女性人才从事类似工作。她们的宝贵付出并没有换来应得的赞誉，甚至领到的薪水也少得可怜。如信件中所示，即使贝蒂·特里尔·贝里拥有数学硕士学位并热爱天文学，她也无法承担“人肉计算机”的工作。然而，贝里后来成了一名著名的律师，并且是美国第一位担任公设辩护人的女性。


  ——信件正文


  1918年1月21日


  致贝蒂·特里尔·贝里女士


  西大街1929号


  洛杉矶，加州


  亲爱的贝里女士：


  我们计算机部门现可以提供一个职位给你，起薪为825美元一年，任命将于2月1日生效。员工每年有一个月休假，周六下午不上班。


  这份工作的薪水可能比你以往的收入少得多，但我仍希望你愿意在这条件下尝试工作。考虑到你对天文学的兴趣，我认为你不会后悔接受这份工作的。


  计算机部门主管敬上


  * * *


  1918年1月23日


  亲爱的西尔斯先生：我今天收到了您21日的来信，事关计算机部门一个周薪16美元的职位。我相信您会理解我针对此事写的这封长篇回复。


  我全靠自己的努力来养活自己。尽管我非常渴望再次进入天文领域工作，但若是只能获得这么微薄的收入，会不可避免地引发一些丑陋的现实问题。因此，就您信中提到的职位而言，我不得不遗憾地表示，我实在无法接受它。


  然而，我注意到您提到了我“对天文学的兴趣”，仿佛这与您信中提到的职位无关。我是否可以就此推断，您在考虑以后为我提供一个更有趣的、非机械性工作的职位？如此的话，我好像是正在被给予一次“试用”的机会——对此我非常感谢，但同时也肩负着失败的风险。而如我讲的一样，我几乎没有能力去承担这种风险。并且，在我大胆地在职业上做出改变之前，一份能让我养活自己的试用期工资显然是相当有必要的。


  我十分渴望“回归”我热爱的事业，也非常相信自己能协助您做好工作。因此，我仍然希望自己有机会加入您的团队。


  贝蒂·特里尔·贝里敬上


  * * *


  1918年1月30日


  亲爱的贝里女士：


  从目前的情况来看，恐怕我们只能重申前一封信中的提议。但从你的回信来看，我认为这已经是徒劳了。我很遗憾，因为我曾期望你能加入我们。


  计算机部门主管敬上


  ——信件03

  “旅行者”号宇宙问候卡


  卡尔·萨根致艾伦·洛马克斯


  1977年6月6日


  截至2020年，发射于1977年的“旅行者1”号太空探测器距离地球已有约225亿千米远。探测器于2012年到达了星际空间[2]。它的姊妹探测器“旅行者2”号也于1977年发射。两个探测器上分别搭载着一张旅行者金唱片。那是一张直径30厘米的镀金铜盘，里面储存了数百个代表人类的声音及图像文件——这是一个会让任何充满好奇心的外星生命关注的时间胶囊。唱片里的内容是由以天文学家卡尔·萨根为首的委员会在一年时间内精心策划的。他在1977年给备受尊重的音乐学家艾伦·洛马克斯写了下面这封信。洛马克斯当时刚刚同意加入这个团队。信件正文还有一份来自美国总统吉米·卡特的致辞。金唱片中也包含了这篇致辞。


  ——信件正文


  康奈尔大学


  无线电物理学与空间科学研究中心


  1977年6月6日


  艾伦·洛马克斯


  西98街215号


  12E房间


  纽约，纽约州10025


  亲爱的艾伦：


  我非常高兴在制作旅行者金唱片的过程中，能受益于你在民族音乐学方面的丰富经验与专业知识。


  “旅行者”号双姝是无人驾驶的深空探测器，分别将于1977年8月和9月从卡纳维拉尔角发射。它们的任务是近距离观测主要行星，包括木星、土星和天王星，它们的20多颗卫星，以及土星和天王星的光环。在进行飞行观测后，这两个航天器将被弹出太阳系，成为人类的第三和第四个星际空间飞行器。前两个这样的飞行器是发射于大约6年前的“先驱者10”号和“先驱者11”号，上面分别搭载着一个阳极氧化过的15.24厘米×22.56厘米的镀金铝板。铝板上蚀刻着一些简单的科学信息，包括地球和太阳系在银河系里的位置，以及我们星系截止于飞行器发射之前100亿年的历史。铝板上还刻有一男一女的画像。这两块金属板仿佛是漂流瓶里的信息，被投进了宇宙的海洋，以便万一哪个外星文明在遥远未来的某个时刻发现“先驱者10”号或“先驱者11”号，而对它的来源感到好奇。


  “旅行者”号双姝让我们能以一种更丰富的方式延续着“先驱者10”号和“先驱者11”号的经验。当美国国家航空航天局邀请我来主持一个委员会，以决定“旅行者”号宇宙问候卡的性质时，我们很快就意识到，一张留声机唱片的金属母带可以传达的信息要比同样大小的牌匾多得多。鉴于今年也刚好是爱迪生发明留声机的100周年，一张唱片似乎更显合适了。美国国家航空航天局将在每艘“旅行者”号上装载两张铜制母带，相当于两张（四面）可长时间播放的、每分钟100/3转的30.48厘米的唱片中的内容。其中一面会录有数字化的科学信息——主要是图表和图片；人类的各种声音，包括一些特意在联合国准备的声音文件和联合国秘书长库尔特·瓦尔德海姆的特别问候；以及一些非音乐性的、非口头发出的地球之声。其他三面上全是音乐——能代表人类和人性最美好的一面的音乐。我们相信，在民众中发行与飞行器的唱片内容相同的、包含两张唱片在内的专辑，会激励听众审视我们的文明和文化，并思考我们想要自己如何在宇宙中被代表。此外，对许多人来说，这可能是第一次接触到人类音乐的多样性与品质。


  在保护罩的作用下，飞行器中的唱片可能会存留10亿年之久。人类的大部分人工制品都不太可能存留如此长的时间。举例来说，现有的大多数大陆到那时候肯定都会被磨平甚至消失。“旅行者”金唱片中的音乐选段拥有了某种不朽的性质，而这是经由其他任何方式都无法实现的。


  我们希望你能成为最后的音乐选择委员会的成员，并且非常高兴我们能从你独特的民族音乐收藏中选取一些内容。毕竟我们总是需要版权所有者的许可。我们认为自己有义务为您的重要协助做出显著认可。我们会确保您的名字和所属机构出现在美国国家航空航天局关于该唱片的所有新闻发布稿里。（类似的新闻稿估计会在八月末发出）我还想邀请您为该商业唱片的内页或小册子准备几个段落，并且如果未来会发行有关“旅行者”金唱片的书，您会考虑就选择特定民族音乐的理由和意义，为该章节准备全部或部分内容。我在此附上一个小小的纪念品，以表达我的敬意。


  致以良好的祝愿


  诚挚的


  卡尔·萨根


  旅行者（号星际）唱片委员会主席


  * * *


  声明


  “旅行者”号飞行器由美利坚合众国制造。我们是一个由居住在地球上的40多亿人类中的2.4亿组成的群体。我们人类目前仍以国家划分，但这些国家正在迅速发展成为一个全球文明。


  我们向宇宙发出这条信息。此信息可能在未来10亿年长存，届时我们的文明将历经改变，地球的面貌也可能发生巨大的变化。在银河系的2000亿颗恒星中，一些（也许很多）都有生命或文明栖息。如果有这么一个文明拦截了“旅行者”号，并能理解它所携带的内容，以下是我们的信息：


  这是一个来自遥远的小世界的礼物，是我们的声音、我们的科学、我们的图像、我们的音乐、我们的思想和我们的情感的象征。我们正试图在我们的时代生存下去，以便与你们的时代交会。我们希望有朝一日，在解决了目前面临的难题之后，能够加入一个银河系文明共同体。在这个巨大而令人敬畏的宇宙中，这张唱片代表了我们的希望、我们的决心和我们的善意。


  [已签署]


  吉米·卡特


  美利坚合众国总统


  白宫


  1977年6月16日
[image: 00038]

  我们希望有朝一日，在解决了目前面临的难题之后，能够加入一个银河系文明共同体。


  ——吉米·卡特总统


  ——信件04

  前进吧，约翰尼，前进吧[3]


  安·德鲁扬与卡尔·萨根致查克·贝里


  1986年10月15日


  “旅行者”号双姝离开我们的星球9年后，正值摇滚乐的传奇人物查克·贝里60岁生日之际，天文学家卡尔·萨根和作家兼导演安·德鲁扬给他写了一封信。查克·贝里是作品入选“旅行者”金唱片的艺术家之一。“旅行者”金唱片是随“旅行者”号飞行器一同发射的30.48厘米的镀金铜盘，上面记录着代表地球的物种多样性的声音和图像——这也是萨根写给艾伦·洛马克斯的信（本书第三封信）的主题。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的查克·贝里：


  当人们说你的音乐将永存于世时，你往往可以肯定他们是在夸大其词。但《约翰尼·B.古德》现在正在“旅行者”金唱片上，随着距离地球约32亿千米远的美国国家航空航天局“旅行者”号飞行器一起，向着星空进发。这些唱片将至少在未来10亿年里长存。


  60岁生日快乐，我们对你为这个世界带来的音乐充满敬意……


  前进吧，约翰尼，前进吧。


  安·德鲁扬


  卡尔·萨根


  



  康奈尔大学


  纽约州，伊萨卡市


  谨代表旅行者号星际唱片委员会敬上


  ——信件05

  致一位顶尖科学家


  丹尼斯·考克斯与伍默拉火箭发射场


  1957年10月


  1957年，苏联成功发射了“斯普特尼克1”号，抢先于美国打造了第一颗人造地球卫星。这一消息传出后，澳大利亚的一名小学生丹尼斯·考克斯给澳大利亚皇家空军位于伍默拉的火箭发射场写了这封紧急信件，试图让澳大利亚也加入太空竞赛。令丹尼斯感到沮丧的是，他那封“致一位顶尖科学家”的信并没有被理睬——直到52年后，在2009年，丹尼斯的原信和关于建造火箭飞船的设计提案被澳大利亚国家档案馆的网站收录，随后登上了新闻报道。作为报道的后续，他终于收到了澳大利亚国防部的答复。


  ——信件正文
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  澳大利亚政府


  国防部


  国防科学技术组织


  丹尼斯·考克斯先生


  2009年8月28日


  亲爱的考克斯先生：


  感谢你在1957年10月20日关于火箭飞船设计的来信。我对迟迟没有回复你的信件表示歉意。希望你能理解，由于你要求和能使用“伍默拉火箭发射场”的“顶尖科学家”通信，所以这封信花了点时间才被送到我手上。此外，我们还需要一点时间来仔细考虑你的想法。


  我随信附上了一张我们HIFiRE项目[4]中的高超音速飞行器的最新飞行照片，你会发现你的许多设计都是非常有价值的。机翼相对小了点，以及虽然你明确表示我们应该考虑在飞行器上载人，但我们目前的工作还没有进行到这一程度。有趣的是，人们仍然在考虑你信中提出的将火箭发动机与涡轮机结合起来的想法。这种发动机现在被称为“火箭基组合循环推进系统”，似乎和1957年的时候一样好用！我对机身的形状也相当感兴趣，它的确展示了很多优点！


  我认为你的信件中最有趣的一句话是“你来负责其他细节”。很明显，你会成为一个优秀的项目经理，为那些最了解情况的人提供充分的自由度去完成工作。此外，从将“澳大利亚标记”作为设计中最突出的特征这一点来看，你也很清楚事情的轻重缓急。


  大约就在你来信的时候，我还是个设计火箭飞船和飞机的孩子。我不知道为什么，也不知道自己是怎么做到的，但不知怎的，我很幸运地得到了现在这个职位。由我带领的团队设计的飞机和发动机很快就能以8马赫，也就是约9000千米每小时的速度飞行。我很自豪地告诉你，正如你信中指明的那样，这些飞机上都会有一个“澳大利亚标记”。我唯一希望的是我们的工作做得足够好，不辜负你在多年前的来信中表露的灵感、梦想和希望。


  再次感谢你的来信。


  [签名]


  艾伦·保罗，理学学士，博士，工程科学硕士


  高超音速应用研究负责人


  航空飞行器部门


  国防科学技术组织，布里斯班


  ——信件06

  从地球到月球


  弗兰克·博尔曼致让·儒勒-凡尔纳


  1969年2月5日


  1968年平安夜，从佛罗里达州肯尼迪航天中心发射三天后，“阿波罗8”号成为史上第一个绕月航行的载人航天器。在此次任务中，他们不止一次，而是十次完成了这项壮举。飞船上搭载的指挥官弗兰克·博尔曼和他的两位队员吉姆·洛威尔与比尔·安德斯轮流朗读了《创世纪》的前十节。他们朗读的声音被传输回地球，向数百万人播放。在这次历史性飞行结束两个月后，博尔曼给法国小说家让·儒勒-凡尔纳写了一封信。让·儒勒-凡尔纳是法国小说家让·儒勒-凡尔纳[5]的孙子。104年前，他在《从地球到月球》一书中具有先见之明地提到了这么一次旅行。


  ——信件正文


  美国国家航空航天局


  1969年2月5日


  



  让·儒勒-凡尔纳先生


  老胡巴区


  土伦，邮编83000


  亲爱的先生：


  您一定清楚，包括洛威尔上尉、安德斯少校和我本人在内的数代美国学生，都曾被您杰出的祖父的书深深吸引。


  他的《从地球到月球》不仅预见了人类刚刚完成的这次伟大历险，还包括从佛罗里达州升空和在太平洋降落的细节。这不仅仅是一个非凡的巧合：这是对他远见卓识的一次致敬。他不仅构想了人类可能进行的探索，还构思了探索的方式，乃至最具体的细节。


  谁能说得清，世界上有多少太空科学家曾有意无意地受到他们童年阅读的儒勒-凡尔纳作品的启发呢？然而我们能确信的是，在人类历史上的每一次突破背后都是一个梦想。那个梦想，以及实现梦想的蓝图，是由您祖父展示给我们的。因此，从本质上来看，儒勒-凡尔纳是太空时代的伟大先驱之一。


  您真诚的


  弗兰克·博尔曼谨上


  ——信件07

  E.T.改变了汤米的生活


  众人致E.T.与史蒂文·斯皮尔伯格


  约1982年


  很少有电影能像《E.T.外星人》那样影响观众。这个由史蒂文·斯皮尔伯格创作的开创了同类电影先河的故事上映于1982年，讲述了男孩与外星生物的友谊，迅速打破了票房纪录，赢得了多项奥斯卡奖，也俘获了无数人的心。同时，各个年龄层的人受此启发，抬头仰望天空，对其他星球上是否有生命栖息的可能性产生好奇。当然，一个如此有影响力的文化事件一定会引发信件往来，以下是通过E.T.的粉丝俱乐部寄给斯皮尔伯格和E.T.本人的三封信件。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的斯皮尔伯格先生：


  我知道这封信一定是你在《E.T.外星人》上映后收到的成千上万封信件中的一封而已，并且与那些信件也没有太大不同。我可以如实地大谈特谈《E.T.外星人》是一部多么了不起的电影，以及你在执导这部电影时展现出的卓越才能，但我不会这么做。


  我在还是个成长中的孩子时，就曾梦想着与来自其他世界的生命相会。我仍然记得自己盯着窗外的天空，想着如果我足够努力（且真诚）地许愿，我从榆树间窥见的那颗星星所在的行星系统里居住的居民就会前来拜访。


  我会在黄昏时出门，在残破的铁丝围栏上缠上颜色鲜艳的电线。也许用某种方式向我的星星发送讯息后，通过一些神奇的物理学怪象，他们就会前来。


  如今电线已经不见了，围栏上也没有任何迹象能显示出它当初承载过的梦想的分量。那棵曾把除了属于我的那颗星星以外的其他星星都挡了起来的榆树得了荷兰榆树病，现在，成百上千的星星在它的枝丫间闪烁。而我也已经变老，将童年的梦想掩藏了起来。


  E.T.找到了那个我最喜欢的幻想，并让我再次活在其中。你让一个孩子的梦想得到了正视。


  史蒂文·斯皮尔伯格，谢谢你。


  丽塔·卡尔姆


  * * *


  亲爱的E.T.：


  我觉得你很可爱，也很有趣。你从哪里来？你的朋友都是什么样的？你的太空飞船长什么样？能飞多快？你的家是什么样的？你说什么语言？你喜欢地球吗？你估计没法回答以上所有问题，只需要回答其中一些就行，也请给我寄一个小纪念品[6]。


  马克敬上


  * * *


  亲爱的E.T.粉丝俱乐部以及斯皮尔伯格先生：


  我是汤米的妈妈。我替汤姆[7]写了这封信，因为他除了自己的名字以外几乎没学过写其他字。汤姆今年20岁，患有自闭症。这意味着比起周围的真实世界，他更喜欢自己那个奇奇怪怪的世界。他一直喜欢看充斥着特效、太空飞船和令人称奇的外星人的电影，因此他的父母自然而然会轮流带他排长队去看《E.T.外星人》。在漆黑的电影院里，汤米从自己的世界里走了出来。他尖叫，鼓掌，大笑……然后哭了，是的，汤米哭了。真的掉了眼泪。


  自闭症患者是不会哭的，无论是为了自己还是他人。但汤米哭了，还喋喋不休地谈论着E.T.。汤姆已经看了三遍《E.T.外星人》，还总是跟人碰碰手指并郑重其事地重复着：“哎哟。”


  E.T.改变了汤米的生活，让他和自身以外的东西产生了联结。和E.T.一样，汤米仿佛也是一个外星生命体，正试图寻找回家的路。


  全心全意的


  安·安多尼安


  ——信件08

  要做就做第一个


  尤里·加加林致他的家人


  1961年4月10日


  尤里·加加林于1934年出生在苏联的克鲁希诺村。父亲阿列克谢·伊万诺维奇·加加林是个木匠，母亲安娜·蒂莫菲耶夫娜·加加林娜是个农民。在23岁时，加加林遇到了来自奥伦堡的护理专业学生瓦伦蒂娜·戈尔巴乔娃，和她陷入了爱河。他们在几个月后就结婚了，随后有了两个女儿：叶莲娜和加林娜。1961年4月12日，加加林向他组成不久的家庭挥手告别，走进了“东方1”号飞船，成为第一个进入太空的人。他平安返回了。然而，他也为另一个截然不同的结局做了准备。在出发前两天，以防自己失事身亡，他给妻子和孩子们写了这封信。


  ——信件正文[8]


  亲爱的瓦莱什卡、列诺奇卡和加洛奇卡！[9]


  我决定给你们写几句话，共同分享我今天的喜悦和幸福。今天，政府委员会决定让我参加第一次太空飞行。我很高兴，亲爱的瓦柳莎[10]，也希望你能与我一起享受这份喜悦。我是一个普通人，却被赋予了一项重要的国家使命——为进入太空铺设第一条道路！


  ……


  我完全相信科技。它应当不会失败的。但正如一个人可能会毫无理由地摔倒并摔断脖子一样，有些事是有发生的可能性的。我相信这种情况不会发生。但如果发生了，我请求你们所有人，特别是你，瓦柳莎，不要沉浸在悲伤之中。生活就是如此……请照顾好我们的女儿，像我一样爱她们。请把她们培养成真正不惧生活挑战的人。把她们培养成有资格在新的共产主义社会中生活的人。


  这封信太悲观了。我并不认为这样的坏结果会发生。我希望你永远不会读到这封信，我会为自己一时的软弱而感到羞愧。但万一发生了什么事，你得知道全部真相。


  我还是个孩子的时候，曾读到过瓦列里·契卡洛夫[11]的一句话：“要做就做第一个。”所以我努力这么做了，也会坚持到底。瓦莱什卡，我想把这次飞行献给我们已经进入共产主义社会的人民，献给我们伟大的祖国，献给科学。


  希望我们能在几天后再次团聚，我们会很幸福。瓦莱什卡，别忘了我的父母。如果你有机会，请多多关照他们。替我向他们致以最温暖的问候，并请他们原谅我没有告诉他们这件事，因为他们不该知道。好了，差不多了。


  再见，亲爱的。紧紧地拥抱你们，亲吻你们。


  致以问候


  你们的爸爸，尤拉[12]


  我是一个普通人，却被赋予了一项重要的国家使命。


  ——尤里·加加林


  ——信件09

  社会主义是太空飞行的最佳发射台


  苏联宇航员致列昂尼德·伊里奇·勃列日涅夫


  1965年10月22日


  在1961年进入太空的历史性旅程后，尤里·加加林迅速成了国际名人。他时年27岁，拥有着令人陶醉的帅气与魅力，并作为他的国家的太空计划与政治制度的代言人环游世界。然而在接下来几年，太空竞赛发展得越来越快。到了1965年，加加林和他的宇航员同僚们清楚地意识到，美国已经呈现出要赶超苏联的势头。这封写给苏联领导人列昂尼德·伊里奇·勃列日涅夫的重要信件是他们对变革的请求。1968年，加加林驾驶的飞机在俄罗斯的基尔扎奇镇坠毁。在他去世后一年，美国国家航空航天局将人类送上了月球。


  ——信件正文


  苏联共产党中央委员会


  L.I.勃列日涅夫同志


  亲爱的列昂尼德·伊里奇·勃列日涅夫！


  我们为了提出一些问题给您写信。我们认为，这些问题对国家和我们自己来说都非常重要。


  苏联在太空探索方面有着众所周知的成就，因此没有必要在此列举出我们所有的胜利。我们已经取得了这些胜利，它们将在历史中永存，成为我们国家的骄傲。人民、党和我们的领导人们总是恰当地把我们在太空中的成就与我们在社会主义建设中的成就联系起来。“社会主义是太空飞行的最佳发射台。”这句话在世界上广为流传。苏联人民骄傲地说出这些话，社会主义国家的人民相信这句话是真的。而在国外，数以亿计的人通过我们在太空的成就了解到了共产主义的优越性。事实就是如此，我们宇航员曾多次出国旅行，成百上千次地见证了来自各个国家的数百万群众是如何为苏联的太空成就热烈欢呼的。


  然而，在过去一年里，情况发生了变化。美国不仅赶上了我们，在某些领域甚至超过了我们。“游骑兵7”号、“游骑兵8”号、“水手4”号、“双子座5”号等航天器的航行都是美国科学家的重大成就。


  对于我们宇航员来说，祖国在太空探索方面的落后是尤其无法容忍的。此外，这也损害了苏联的威信，也对社会主义阵营国家的国防力量产生了负面影响。


  为什么苏联正在失去在太空研究中的领先地位？对于这个问题，常见的回答是：美国在太空研究方面已经打造了一条非常宽广的战线，他们在太空研究上花费了大量资金。他们在过去5年里一共花了200多亿美元，仅在1965年就花了70亿美元。这个答案是基本正确的。众所周知，美国在太空探索方面的开销比苏联要多得多。


  但此事并不只关乎资金问题。苏联也为太空探索投入了大量资金。不幸的是，在我们国家，针对这项工作的规划、组织和管理有着诸多缺陷。如果我们连针对宇航员的飞行训练计划都没有，又怎么能去讨论严肃的太空研究计划呢？10月即将结束，距离1965年年底还有一段时间。然而在苏联，没有一个人知道今年是否会有载人航天飞行，飞行任务是什么，会持续多长时间。同样的情况在此前“东方”号和“上升”号航天器的所有飞行中尤为明显。这会使宇航员的飞行准备工作出现异常，也无法让机组人员为了飞行顺利而提前做准备。


  我们知道国家有发展太空技术的计划，我们知道苏联共产党中央委员会和政府有着对建造航天器的具体期限的决定。但我们也知道，在这些决定中，有许多根本没有被执行，而且大多数已执行的项目都有着极大的延迟。


  载人航天飞行正变得越来越复杂而漫长。为类似飞行做的准备工作需要花费大量时间，也需要特殊的设备、训练飞船和模拟器。而如今，这些设备的制造有着极大的延迟，采用的工序也相当原始。简而言之，我们需要一个针对载人航天飞行的国家计划，其中包括飞行任务、日期、机组成员、飞行时间、制造航天器和模拟器完成的最后期限，以及其他许多事关飞行准备的重要议题。


  到目前为止，载人航天飞行是根据苏联科学院的计划执行的，而提供管理和技术支持的是行业代表和苏联国防部。飞行计划的军事意义仅在一定程度上有所展现，原因可以被解释为：在国防部内没有一个来统一处理复杂的空间探索议题的组织。每个人都参与了空间事务——导弹部队、空军、防空部队、海军和其他组织。四处分散的精力和资源干扰了太空探索项目的正常进程。大量的时间花在了协调计划和做决定上，而这些决定反映的往往都是狭隘的部门利益。太空研究组织的现状与苏联共产党中央委员会九月全会决议中的精神截然相反，因此必须加以改变。


  1964年，总参谋长、苏联元帅比留佐夫成立了一个特别委员会。该委员会详细地研究了太空探索工作的组织架构，并得出结论：有必要将太空事务统一交予空军指挥。苏联元帅S.S.比留佐夫、A.A.叶皮谢夫大将和苏联元帅A.A.格列奇科都支持这一提议。但是，在比留佐夫不幸去世后，这个合理的建议被抛弃了。导弹部队组织成立了太空探索中央管理局。然而，这个组织的建立并没有改变什么现状。狭隘的部门利益制约、资源的分散和缺乏协调的情况一直存在。


  空军领导和我们这些宇航员曾多次向联合参谋部、国防部长以及军工委员会提出事关建造并装备具有执行军事任务能力的航天器的具体建议。通常情况下，我们的提议都不会得到导弹部队领导的支持。我们收到了这样的答复：“‘东方’号航天器没有任何军事价值，下令建造它们是不合适的”以及“我们不会订购‘上升’号航天器，因为没有资金”。


  1961年，我们有两艘“东方”号航天器。


  1962年，我们有两艘“东方”号航天器。


  1963年，我们有两艘“东方”号航天器。


  1964年，我们有一艘“上升”号航天器。


  1965年，我们有一艘“上升”号航天器。


  1965年，美国发射了三艘“双子座”号航天器，正计划着在年底前再发射两艘。


  为什么我们没有为宇航员制造足够多的飞船？无论如何，这都不是因为资金的匮乏。这是因为导弹部队的领导层更相信自动卫星，而低估了人类在太空研究中所起的作用。令人遗憾的是，我们作为第一个将人类送入外太空的国家，却花了过去四年时间来争论是否要让人登上军用航天器。在美国，这个问题已经得到了答案，并且美国最终坚定地站在了载人的一方。在这个国家，很多人仍然主张使用自动装置。只有这种考量才能解释为什么我们在生产了30—40颗自动卫星的同时，只建造了1—2艘可供人驾驶的航天器。很多自动卫星的成本都比可供人驾驶的飞船要高得多，而且它们之中许多都从未到达目的地。“东方”号和“上升”号有人驾驶航天器都曾执行过全面的科学研究计划，同时还为国家产生了巨大的政治效应。


  我们无意贬低自动驾驶航天器的价值，但对它们的一味迷恋至少是无益的。通过驾驶“东方”号和“上升”号航天器，我们可以执行许多大型复杂的重要军事研究，并将飞行时间延长至10—12天。然而我们根本没有航天器，没有任何可以用来驾驶飞行的东西，没有任何可以用来进行太空研究的东西。


  除了上面所说的以外，我们的飞行组织还存在着其他缺陷，而这些缺陷是我们无法自发弥补的——我们国家没有统一的太空飞行控制中心。在飞行过程中，航天器在一天中的第六次和第十三次环行之间无法和指挥站取得通信。宇航员在试验场的训练和休息条件也很差。


  我们还有其他待解决的问题。这其中许多问题本不需要向苏联共产党中央委员会申诉就能解决。我们曾多次就这些问题写信给国防部长。我们也知道空军领导层向国防部和政府提出的请愿，但这些请愿基本没有被实现。我们也曾多次同国防部长会面，但不幸的是，这些会面并不属于商务会议的范畴。而今天，我们已经没有信心认为这些问题会在国防部得到妥善解决。


  亲爱的列昂尼德·伊里奇·勃列日涅夫，我们明白你十分繁忙。尽管如此，我们仍然请求你了解一下我们的太空事务与需求。


  伟大的十月革命50周年即将到来。我们非常希望在这个伟大纪念日到来之前，能在太空中取得新的重大胜利。


  我们坚信，通过将所有太空军事事务统一交由空军指挥，对太空研究进行更为周密的规划，并基于有人驾驶航天器的军事应用问题来制造航天器后，我们祖国的防御力量将得到明显的增强。


  苏联飞行员兼宇航员


  Yu.加加林


  A.列昂诺夫


  P.别列亚耶夫


  G.季托夫


  A.尼古拉耶夫


  V.贝科夫斯基


  



  1965年10月22日


  ——信件10

  结果可能会导致一场灾难


  罗杰·博伊斯乔里致R.K.伦德


  1985年7月31日


  1986年1月28日，在一场数百万人目睹的悲剧中，“挑战者”号航天飞机在升空仅73秒后，于佛罗里达海岸上空解体，并导致7名机组成员丧生。随后的调查显示，该事故是由一个O形环——也就是航天飞机固体火箭助推器上的一个橡胶密封圈——在发射时的极端寒冷天气影响下失效所导致的。然而，对有关人员来说，这一进展并不令人震惊。在发射前6个月，在固体火箭助推器的制造商莫顿·赛奥科公司工作的一位工程师罗杰·博伊斯乔里给公司的副总裁发送了这份备忘录。在备忘录中，他预测到了这个问题，并就可能发生的灾难提出了警告。博伊斯乔里的警告并未得到重视。他后来试图阻止发射，然而没有成功。


  ——信件正文


  1985年7月31日


  



  收件人：R.K.伦德副总裁，工程部


  发件人：R.M.博伊斯乔里，应用力学部-分机号3525


  主题：固体火箭发动机O形环侵蚀存在重大潜在故障


  写这封信的目的，是确保管理层能从工程学的角度充分认识到固体火箭发动机接缝处O形环侵蚀问题的严重性。


  此前就接口问题做出的错误主张是不惧失败地执行飞行任务，并以解决或至少减轻侵蚀问题为目的进行一系列设计评估。然而，由于固体火箭发动机16A喷管接头的侵蚀已经蔓延到了次级O形环，且主O形环无法密封，该主张现已被完全更改。


  如果在现场接点中发生同样的状况（有这个可能性），由于次级O形环不能对U形夹的打开速度做出反应且无法增压，那么接口有效与否只在一瞬之间。其结果可能会导致一场最高级别的灾难——人命的损失。


  在1985年7月19日曾成立一个有领导的非官方小组（关于指定该小组及其作用的备忘录从未被公布过），其任务是分别在短期和长期内解决这个问题。这个非官方小组目前基本不存在了。我认为，该小组必须被正式赋予责任与权利，在不被干涉的基础上全方位执行工作直至完成。


  如果我们不立即采取行动，成立专门的小组来解决这一问题，并把现场接点作为第一优先事项，我真切且诚恳地担心，我们有损失此次飞行任务以及发射台上所有设施的风险。


  [签名]


  R.M.博伊斯乔里


  



  经由批准：


  [签名]


  J.R.卡普


  应用力学部经理


  ——信件11

  眼泪在太空中流动的方式是不一样的


  小弗兰克·L.卡伯特森致地球上的人们


  2001年9月12日


  2001年9月11日上午，全世界惊恐地看着4架商业飞机被恐怖分子劫持用作武器，在美国领土上杀害了近3000人。其中两架飞机飞向了纽约世贸中心标志性的双子塔，最终将它们夷为平地。那天上午，只有一个美国人不在地球上：小弗兰克·卡伯特森，美国国家航空航天局一名52岁的宇航员。当时，他正在离他的母星400千米远的地方担任国际空间站的指挥官。袭击发生的后一天，他给家乡写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  2001年9月12日，19点34分


  我来这里已经有一个月了，没写过多少关于这项任务的具体细节，主要有两个原因：第一，我很少有时间进行类似的写作；第二，我不确定自己是否能自如地把我平时与家人和朋友分享的想法分享给全世界。


  世界显然在今天发生了变化。与今天发生在我们国家的事相比，我的一言一行都显得无足轻重，因为它……被谁袭击了？我们只知道是恐怖分子。我们不知道该向谁发泄自己的愤怒与恐惧……


  今天上午我完成了一些任务，而其中最耗时的就是对所有机组人员进行身体检查。在之后的私人谈话中，航空军医告诉我说，他们在地面上过得非常糟糕。我此前完全不知道。


  ……


  我在华盛顿有很多认识的人，也认识许多常去华盛顿和纽约的人，以及很多飞行员，所以我觉得接下来几天内肯定会收到几条坏消息。我在今天收到了第一条坏消息：撞击五角大楼的那架美国航空公司的飞机的机长是奇克·伯林盖姆，是我的一个同学。我是在大学新生夏令营认识奇克的，我俩当时都在鼓号队，还一起上过很多堂课。我无法想象他经历了些什么。我听说他为了不让飞机撞向白宫而把它升到了令我们难以置信的高度。这损失实在太过可怕，但我相信奇克勇敢地战斗到了最后一刻。而眼泪在太空中流动的方式是不一样的……


  在这个时刻，作为唯一一个不在地球上的美国人，我很难去描述自己的感受。我觉得自己应当和你们所有人在一起，一起处理这件事，以某种方式提供帮助——这种情感是如此强烈。我知道我们正开始经历（或已经经历了）世界历史上的一个可怕剧变。2001年9月11日之后，很多事情都不复往昔了。对于那些被这场可怕的恐怖主义行为直接影响到的成千上万的人来说是如此，也许对我们所有人来说也是如此。不幸的是，我们会发现自己开始对很多事物产生不一样的感觉，这其中或许也包括太空探索。


  在这个奇妙的高处看着祖国的伤口冒出滚滚浓烟是如此可怕。身处一个致力于改善地球生活的航天器上，又看着生活被这种可怕行径蓄意摧毁，无论对谁而言，这种分裂感都是对心理的一次冲击。当我们着陆时，一切都和我们出发时大不相同了——这种认知让人不安。我对我们的国家和领导层有信心，我们将尽一切努力去更好地保护我们的祖国和家人，并为已经发生的事情伸张正义。我有信心，美国国家航空航天局那些善良的人们将采取一切必要的措施，继续安全地执行我们的任务，并在正确的时间点让我们安全返回。我十分想念你们所有人。我无法亲身与你们在一起，而距离任务完成还有很长的路要走。但可以肯定的是，我的心与你们同在，并希望你们知道，我为你们祈祷。


  谦卑的


  弗兰克


  ——信件12

  知识催生知识


  玛丽·卢·赖特勒与约翰·F.肯尼迪


  1962年1月19日


  1961年5月，在苏联宇航员尤里·加加林成为第一个被发射到外太空并环绕地球航行的人之后一个月，美国总统约翰·F.肯尼迪在国会发表了一段具有历史意义的演讲，提议在十年内“把人送上月球，然后把他安全地接回地球”。在耗资数十亿美元后，尼尔·阿姆斯特朗和巴兹·奥尔德林在八年后踏上了月球，肯尼迪的目标也得以实现。1962年初，在肯尼迪发出呼吁的八个月后，一个名叫玛丽·卢·赖特勒的青少年给他写了封信，质疑人类探索太空的必要性。随后，总统的副特别顾问迈尔·费尔德曼回复了她。


  ——信件正文


  1962年1月19日


  R.F.D.[13]一号


  密歇根州德尔顿


  亲爱的肯尼迪总统：


  我今年13岁，是一名八年级的学生。在读完我想说的话之前，请不要把我的信扔掉。你能回答我一个问题吗？当上帝创造世界时，他为人类提供了谋生的工具，而人类只能靠着手上仅有的这些工具生存下去。如果上帝想让我们绕地球飞行，前往月球，或是生活在任何一颗行星上，他肯定会亲自把我们送过去的，或者给我们导弹什么的帮我们去那儿。当我们的国家花数十亿美元去购买那些我们本不需要的东西时，许多难民和人们却在挨饿，或是在尝试着过上体面的生活养家糊口。我认为这一切都只是在浪费时间和金钱，而许多人才本可以在其他领域发光发热，比如让我们的世界变得更宜居。其实我们并不需要太空飞行器。我觉得我们的国家应该更努力地关注人民的福祉，这样我们才能为自己生活的世界感到自豪。在学校，老师们告诉我们说，我们学习科学是为了让自己的世界变得更美好。但我不觉得需要用太空旅行来证明或进一步发展这一想法。既然你已经听了我想说的话，请问你能给我写信回答我的问题吗？


  玛丽·卢·赖特勒


  谨上


  * * *


  1962年3月29日


  亲爱的玛丽·卢·赖特勒：


  总统让我来回复你的来信，事关为什么美国要花这么多时间和精力去探索太空，以及如果上帝想让人类探索太空，就会为人类提供必要的太空工具这一提议。


  我们社会的一个重要特征就是，每个人都有权利根据自己的良知来确定上帝意图的性质。因此，我不会冒昧地向你提议要如何去解决你在信中提出的问题。然而，渴望对自然界加以改变以减轻生活中的苦难似乎是人类最常见的特点之一。这一点，外加上天赋予的智力和好奇心，让人类能够通过增加的知识，从最原始的过去——从仅仅使用地上的石头和棍子作为工具，发展到如今拥有可以控制疾病的药物、高效的食品生产方式，以及节省劳动力的机器，以使人类如果愿意，便可以追求更丰富、更人性化的生活方式。


  此外，我们无法事先确定人类知识的某项进步最终会带来哪些好处。历史上不乏类似的例子：人类在追求知识的同时并没有期盼着它会带来任何实际用途，而这些知识作为后续发展的基础，又为人类做出了巨大的贡献。詹森[14]在镜片方面的成就无意识地为理解与控制致病微生物提供了突破口；另外，赫兹曾认为他对电磁波的学术实验不会有任何实际有用的结果，但事实上，正是他协助奠定了现代电子工业的基础。


  宇航员约翰·H.格伦最近在国会联席会议上阐述他对太空研究的重要性的看法时，简明扼要地总结了这一点。他说：“从长远的角度来看，对知识的渴求与探索总是有回报的，且通常远远超过开始时的预期……任何类似的努力都会以在许多其他领域开始进行研究为结果，我们甚至很难想象如此多的领域会因此获益。知识催生知识。我见识得越多，就越被深深折服——不是因为我们知道多少，而是因为尚未探索的领域有多么广阔。”


  诚挚的，


  迈尔·费尔德曼


  总统副特别顾问


  此外，我们无法事先确定人类知识的某项进步最终会带来哪些好处。


  ——迈尔·费尔德曼


  ——信件13

  人类最早进入太空计划


  艾伦·谢泼德致他的父母


  1959年1月29日


  1961年5月5日，艾伦·谢泼德成为第二个进入太空的人，也是第一个进入太空的美国人。这封信是谢泼德在那之前两年写给他父母的，标志着他首次宣布自愿参加人类最早进入太空计划。事实上就在同一天，在写下这些话的几小时后，谢泼德和其他经过遴选的飞行员一起前往华盛顿。在那里，他们首次听取了美国国家航空航天局关于“水星”计划的介绍。两个多月后，他被选为“水星”计划七人中的一员，并开始接受训练，最终将“自由7”号航天器带到了距离地面187千米远的高空。10年后，谢泼德成为第5个在月球上行走的人。


  ——信件正文


  1959年1月29日


  亲爱的爸爸妈妈：


  爸爸，非常感谢你最近寄来的便条，也谢谢你寄来了我的保险费佣金。


  我们很享受待在这里的时光，也很喜欢为家里添置的新玩意儿。我们有客房了，所以快来看望我们吧。


  目前的计划是给安在四月举行的婚礼做准备。目前还没有什么细节，但会随时通知你们的。


  我今天下午要开车去华盛顿参加一个简报会，并考虑要不要参加人类最早进入太空计划。我之所以现在就告诉你们，是因为我不确定此事会涉及多少媒体宣传或新闻发布。总的来说，大约100名国家顶级飞行员会被选中前往华盛顿，听取关于在1961年的某个时候将人类送入太空的计划的介绍。我们将有机会在简报后选择自愿参加或拒绝这个机会。此后，所有志愿者都会经历一个严格的淘汰过程，直到少数人被选中。整个太空旅行计划都非常吸引人，我也很高兴能参与其中！


  我向你们保证，我会根据过去的飞行经验来分析整个情况。当然，我仍打算非常谨慎地去做这件事，也基本确定了会自愿加入计划。我们没有理由对此表示恐惧，而是应当对于自己能被选中为科学和国家做出这一重大贡献而心存感激。我会随时向你们汇报进程。


  无论以上情况是否会出现，请一定，一定不要发表任何公告或声明。


  爱你们俩的


  艾伦


  我们没有理由对此表示恐惧，而是应当对于自己能被选中为科学和国家做出这一重大贡献而心存感激。


  ——艾伦·谢泼德


  ——信件14

  太阳和彗星快要打起来了


  内莉·科普兰致威廉·R.库比内茨博士


  1985年7月


  哈雷彗星可以说是所有彗星中最著名的一颗。这颗15千米长、8千米宽的彗星以18世纪的天文学家埃德蒙·哈雷的名字命名。他推断彗星会周期性地出现——每隔75年到76年就能在地球上看到一次——因此这颗彗星是个会回归的星体。哈雷彗星第一次出现的记录是在公元前240年，最近一次出现则是在1986年。为了迎接彗星的回归，西弗吉尼亚州查尔斯顿学院物理系主任威廉·R.库比内茨博士曾发出一份请求，希望收集人们有关1910年彗星出现的回忆。很快，一位名叫内莉·科普兰的老奶奶便送来了她的目击证词。


  ——信件正文


  田纳西州，玛丽维尔市


  1985年7月6日


  亲爱的先生：


  我在《玛丽维尔时报》上读到了关于哈雷彗星的文章。我对这篇文章很感兴趣，因为我记得自己曾看见过它。我是1904年5月15日出生的，今年芳龄八十。我记得当时太阳快要下山，人们纷纷说太阳和彗星快要打起来了。邻居们都聚在了一个山坡上一起观看。


  我的祖母是个非常容易紧张的老妇人。就在太阳落山之前，哈雷彗星划过了红彤彤的太阳，彗星的尾巴又宽又长，而太阳似乎在颤抖摇晃。那真是一幅奇妙的景象。


  我现在十分期待能活着见证它的回归。


  当时有些人觉得世界末日都要到了。


  希望你下次有机会看到它，那个景象真是壮丽无比。


  诚挚的


  内莉·科普兰夫人


  祝你好运


  ——信件15

  我姐姐说我是个外星人


  杰克·戴维斯与美国国家航空航天局


  2017年8月3日


  在我们人类扩展着自己的足迹，缓慢探索这个广阔到难以想象的宇宙的同时，我们的一举一动都应当十分小心——这一点至关重要。无论是入境（从太空到地球），还是出境（从地球到太空），我们都应当尽量减少星际污染的风险。自1967年以来，航天任务一直受到联合国《外层空间条约》的约束，以避免产生类似的有害污染。截至2020年，已经有110个国家加入了该条约。2017年，美国国家航空航天局公开宣布正在寻找一个新的“行星保护官”。不出所料，无数申请书接踵而至，其中包括一封来自9岁的杰克·戴维斯的信。


  ——信件正文


  2017年8月3日


  亲爱的美国国家航空航天局：


  我叫杰克·戴维斯，我想申请行星保护官一职。虽然我只有9岁，但我觉得自己能胜任这份工作。原因之一是我姐姐说我是个外星人。而且我已经把所有我能看的太空和外星人电影都看了一遍。我还看过漫威的《神盾局特工》，也期待着去看《黑衣人》电影。我很擅长玩电子游戏。我很年轻，所以我能学着怎么像外星人一样思考。


  诚挚的


  杰克·戴维斯


  银河护卫队


  四年级


  * * *


  美国国家航空航天局


  亲爱的杰克：


  我听说你是“银河护卫队”的一员，也有意愿成为美国国家航空航天局的一名行星保护官。这实在是太棒了！


  行星保护官是个很酷的职位，承担着非常重要的职责。当我们从月球、小行星和火星带回样本时，行星保护官会保护地球不受样本中细小微生物的影响。在我们负责任地探索太阳系时，行星保护官会保障其他行星和卫星不受我们带去的细菌的侵害。


  我们一直在寻找聪明的、未来的科学家和工程师来帮助我们，因此我希望你能努力学习，在学校表现良好。希望有一天我们能在美国国家航空航天局看到你！


  诚挚的


  詹姆斯·L.格林博士


  行星科学部主任


  我很年轻，所以我能学着怎么像外星人一样思考。


  ——杰克·戴维斯


  ——信件16

  我实在无法再忍耐了


  杰里·科布致约翰·F.肯尼迪


  1963年3月13日


  杰拉尔丁·“杰里”·科布于1931年在俄克拉荷马州出生。父亲是威廉·H.科布中校，母亲是海伦娜·巴特勒·斯通·科布。她在12岁时便第一次操作了父亲的1936年款韦科飞机。从那一天起，她的视线再也没有在地面停留。她在16岁时拿到了私人飞行员执照，在18岁时已经成了一名合格的地面教练。她很快便创造了许多以速度、距离和高度为基准的世界级航空纪录。1960年，她成了美国国家航空航天局挑选的13名女性（“水星13”号）中的第一位，并接受了用来决定女性是否有资格成为宇航员的高强度训练。尽管她通过了每项测试，却仍然被禁锢在地面活动，不久该计划就流产了。1963年，在向国会提出这一议题却徒劳无果的处境之下，科布给约翰·F.肯尼迪总统写了这封信，恳请立即将她送入太空。而令她沮丧的是，要再过20年，一位名叫萨莉·赖德的美国妇女才得以离开地球轨道。在写完这封信三个月后，宇航员瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·捷列什科娃成为第一位进入太空的女性。


  ——信件正文


  1963年3月13日


  



  总统


  白宫


  华盛顿特区


  亲爱的总统先生：


  提笔写这封信是一个很困难的决定，因为我知道读信的会是您的秘书和助手，而这封信被送到您本人手上的可能性十分渺茫。但我还是不得不这么做，并期待这件事会以某种方式引起您的注意。


  您的一些工作人员早已熟知我为了让美国将第一位女性送入太空所做的努力。三年来，我一直在为此而努力（包括通过了三个阶段的宇航员测试）。我已经和约翰逊副总统、太空委员会的威尔什博士，以及我们国家许多顶尖太空科学家讨论过这个问题。大家的反应普遍是赞同的：“为什么我们不抢在苏联之前，现在就行动？”“科学的理由足以解释成本的合理性。”“我们还在等什么？”这都是最为典型的回应。美国国家航空航天局的高层却不这么认为。两年多以前，詹姆斯·韦伯任命我为美国国家航空航天局的顾问，却从未让我发挥过职能。


  我一直不想用这件事来叨扰您，但我实在无法再忍耐了。美国人民都希望美国是第一个将女性送入太空的国家。在美国国家航空航天局拒绝的同时，苏联已经在公开吹嘘他们将在今年把女宇航员送上天，在太空夺取下一个科学意义上的重要第一。我们本可以在去年就完成这一科学壮举。即便是现在，如果您愿意做出决定，我们仍然可以领先苏联。此事根本不需要长时间地沿轨道飞行，也不需要干扰当前的太空计划——在亚轨道上匆忙地进行一次飞行就可以了，或者让X-15[15]飞行到80千米的高度。任何一位航空军医或科学家都会告诉您，从这样一个实验中获得的科学数据将会带来长久的利益。


  随信附上我此前与美国国家航空航天局的通信来往，一个剪贴簿和一些简报。我已经为此事工作、研究、祈祷了三年之久。不向总司令提出最后一次恳求，我是不会放弃的。请原谅我占用了您的时间，但我仍然认为此事至关重要，是值得您仔细考虑的。愿主能引领您做出决定。


  我很荣幸仍旧是您最忠诚的公仆


  [签名]


  杰里·科布小姐


  ——信件17

  我为你感到骄傲，我们的苏维埃女孩


  瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·佐尔金娜致瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·捷列什科娃


  1963年6月20日


  1963年6月16日，在尤里·加加林成为第一个进入太空的男人两年之后，26岁的瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·捷列什科娃在3天时间里乘坐“东方6”号飞船环绕了地球48圈，成了第一个完成同样任务的女性。


  在成为航天员之前，捷列什科娃曾是一名纺织工人，但她对跳伞的兴趣以及加加林的成就，激励着她在1961年自愿参加了苏联的太空计划。经过18个月的培训，她是5名学员中唯一合格的女性。回到地球后，捷列什科娃收到了大量的信件，而这封信来自一位与她同名的27岁女性。瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·佐尔金娜是俄罗斯城市新古比雪夫斯克一家炼油厂的高级机械师。


  ——信件正文


  瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·捷列什科娃，祝你日安！


  亲爱的瓦柳莎[16]，与你同名的瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·佐尔金娜向你致以问候。我为你感到无比高兴，因为你非常荣幸地进行了一次英勇的太空飞行，这可是苏联女孩在世界上的第一次。


  亲爱的瓦柳莎！我为你的成就感到吃惊不已。我真是羡慕你那坚韧不拔的性格。我为你感到骄傲。当他们开始祝贺你和我时，我感到非常高兴，因为我的名字也是瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜。我与你一同分享这份喜悦。我没有足够热情又真诚的语言来感谢你的成就。非常感谢你。不是任何人都能取得这项英雄式的成就，也不是每个人都能得到如此殊荣。只有那些艰苦工作的人才能赢得它。我为你感到骄傲，我们的苏维埃女孩。


  亲爱的瓦柳莎，我读过你的传记，它在一定程度上让我想起了自己的生平。我和你一样，在农村出生。我的父亲开拖拉机和联合收割机。我们住在乡下的一间小房子里，里面只有一张床、一张桌子、一个箱子和一个炉子。我们七个人一起住在里面。我父亲去打仗了，再也没有回来。他死在了那里。而我们五个女孩则留在了妈妈身边，她独自把我们带大。在战争期间和战后的几年里，我们经历了多大的煎熬啊。我清楚地记得当时的生活状况。我们吃草，吃烂土豆，吃橡子，吃野菜，吃洋葱。好在我们有自己的奶牛，所以我们能喝到牛奶。我们的脚上没什么可穿的。冬天，我们不得不穿着凉鞋，把爸爸的一件衣服用绳子系在腰上，从村子里走去学校，来回各三千米，一直走到五年级。我以优异的成绩完成了学业。我是家里最小的孩子。我亲爱的妈妈费了很大的力气才把我们都养大。我对她的亏欠是无法估量的。我完成了十年的学校教育，然后又在技术学院学习了一年并获得了文凭。我现在在新古比雪夫斯克镇炼油厂的泵站担任高级机械师。我一边抚养着我的女儿柳多奇卡，一边在考虑去上技术学院。我每天工作八小时，还想继续学习。我的妈妈已经和我一起生活一年了。她很老了，已经68岁了。


  亲爱的瓦柳莎，我为你是这么一个善良、有同情心的女孩而感到骄傲。你会在人们最需要的时候帮助他们。我每天都听着来自莫斯科的广播，和所有人一样，担心你的飞行与返程安全。你回来了！万岁！一切都进行得很顺利，真是太好了。祝贺你，瓦柳莎，祝贺你的英勇飞行和成功着陆。非常感谢你。送你很多的吻。


  亲爱的瓦柳莎，希望你能抽出一点空闲时间给我回信。你在飞行中感觉如何？你的健康状况怎么样？如果可以的话，请给我寄一张照片来。我请求你。向你在天上的兄弟贝科夫斯基问好。


  我祝愿你生活愉快，也愿你在个人生活上获得成功，还祝你健康。衷心感谢你的妈妈养育了这么一个女儿。我的女同事们都向你问好。我的丈夫费迪亚和我的老妈妈也向你问好。我真诚地感谢你的壮举，并为你感到无限自豪。这份快乐没有边界，没有限制。再次表示感谢，我亲爱的瓦莲京娜。


  我就不继续写了。暂时再见了。我期待着你的回信。


  深深地吻你，为你感到骄傲。


  致以最温暖的问候


  瓦莲京娜·弗拉基米罗夫娜·佐尔金娜


  ——信件18

  一个拥有高级文明和智慧的种族


  亚历山大·格雷厄姆·贝尔致梅布尔·哈伯德·贝尔


  1909年11月29日


  帕西瓦尔·洛厄尔是一位商人兼天文学家。他的巨额财富让他拥有在亚利桑那州建立洛厄尔天文台的财力。1930年，正是在该天文台发现了冥王星。但洛厄尔的热情所在是对火星的研究。更确切地说，他确信这颗红色星球上有一个可见的运河网络——意大利天文学家乔瓦尼·斯基亚帕雷利曾于1877年首次观测到这些运河。洛厄尔相信这些运河一定是由一个有智慧的文明建造，并用于灌溉的。他对此深信不疑，并出版了三本关于火星的书，吸引了许多追随者，其中包括电话的发明者亚历山大·格雷厄姆·贝尔。1909年，贝尔在读了洛厄尔一篇关于金星及其荒凉性的文章后，写信给他的妻子梅布尔提出了一些想法。


  ——信件正文


  1909年11月29日


  



  亚历山大·格雷厄姆·贝尔夫人


  华盛顿特区双橡园


  亲爱的梅布尔：


  我从船屋上写给你一些周日随想：


  有智慧的尘埃


  11月28日：


  世界的直径约为12874千米[17]。704万个身高1.8米的人重叠站立，才会等同于世界的直径。


  由此可见，一个人与他所站立的地球的比例，比一只干酪虫与它所在的奶酪的比例相比要小得多。


  把世界缩小到一片奶酪的大小，把它看成是一个直径0.3米的圆球，如此之下，一个人会有多大呢？


  他的身高会变得不到0.3米的七百万分之一，约为1厘米的1/230974。一个完全微不足道的人，就算在最高倍的显微镜下也看不见他。


  谁会想到，奶酪上的灰尘也能有生命和思想，而我们自身也只是世界表面上的尘埃——但也是有智慧的尘埃。


  与我们相邻的世界


  11月28日：


  我对帕西瓦尔·洛厄尔在《大众科学月刊》12月号上关于金星的文章很感兴趣，尤其是他根据假定事实得出的结论：他认为金星一直保持同一个面朝着太阳，正如月球一直是同一个面朝着我们一样。


  金星上的世界与我们现在所处的世界非常相似。它的大小和我们的星球差不多，被像我们星球一样的大气层包裹着。它是我们的隔壁邻居，是所有行星中离我们最近的一颗，在各方面都与地球最为相似。然而，在过去很长一段时间里，关于它自转周期的问题一直困扰着天文学家。如果像人们常说的那样，它每24小时左右自转一次，那么金星上的生存环境与我们地球十分相似，上面也很可能有相似的生命体存在。然而到目前为止，我们还没有观察到生命的迹象。如今，洛厄尔教授提出了一个事关星球旋转的陈述，几乎使我们失去了希望。


  火星


  我们另一侧的邻居火星，确实以与地球差不多的24小时为周期旋转着。


  它比地球更小，大气密度也低得多，因此环境条件并不如地球一样有利于生命存活，但仍有迹象表明那里曾有生命，甚至是智慧生命的存在。


  我们可以通过望远镜看到被皑皑白雪覆盖的两极，看着雪在太阳的照射下融化。我们可以看到火星表面某些地方的颜色变化——这表明有植被恢复进程的存在。然而，火星上真正有意思的是被称为运河的特殊标记。这种标记表明，可能曾有智慧生命在火星上居住过，并且他们有能力规划、建造庞大的灌溉工程。


  当然啦，从我们所处的位置根本不可能亲眼看到灌溉渠。然而不论我们观察到的直线是什么，肯定都是热渠。从地球上观测到的火星上那些最细的线条，实际上也有几千米宽。而我们盼望的，是可以观测到与灌溉渠相邻的植被带。从地球上看，一条宽达六七千米的灌溉地看上去可能只是一条细窄的线，类似于火星上所谓的“运河”。


  而我们在火星上实际观测到了些什么呢？我们能看到北极地区的雪盖在融化。而随着雪开始融化，运河开始出现。首先是在极地地区附近，然后进一步延伸到南方。洛厄尔教授将此解释为，当冰盖融化时，火星上的居民会把水输送到沙漠地带，并灌溉他们的农作物。


  当我们第一次观测到这些直线，即运河时，它们的颜色是深绿色的，是庄稼的颜色。随着季节变化，庄稼应该是成熟了，于是它们会变成红褐色。在这之后，所谓的运河会完全消失——庄稼已经被收割完毕，感恩节已经到来。明年，运河会在同一季节再次出现，并经历一系列同样的变化。


  这些直线或运河的排列方式是经过精心设计的。要说出个所以然估计有点困难。但若是看一眼火星地图，就会明白我的意思。


  如果我们俯视类似华盛顿特区的美国城市时（它在修建前是以整体为单位进行规划的），我们会得到一种类似地图的视觉效果。从足够远的距离来看，公园和房屋会成为一个个有颜色的斑点，而由街道形成的线条穿插其中。我们深知这种由线条形成的图案不可能是自然形成的。从它们的排列布置里，我们会立马识别出设计的存在。而火星上的线条也以类似的排列方式暗示了对布局的事先设计。


  假设这些线条的确是自然形成的，它们一定会在某些地方交会。但是，在意外形成的交会中，很少出现超过两条线在同一点上相交的情况。然而在火星上，若干条线在同一点上交会的情况极为常见。这并不是什么罕见的场景。


  这些线条的布局强有力地显示了人为事物的存在，以至于我们会不可避免地认为，我们看到的作品可能出自居住在火星上的智慧生命之手。


  要精准地打造一条1000千米长的直线线路需要的是最高级别的数学能力与测量能力。如果不参照如太阳、星星和火星的卫星之类的外部物体，类似的直线工程估计是无法完成的。因此这项工程还涉及了天文学知识。


  如果要执行我们在火星上观测到的大工程，强大的工程能力和最高等级的智力是必需的。这项工程的困难程度不亚于利用北极地区的冰作为整个地球的供水来源，并将水分配到干旱地区用以灌溉。


  如果斯基亚帕雷利、洛厄尔和其他人描述的相交会的直线如他们图画所示的一样存在，那么我们会认定：火星上居住着一个拥有高级文明和智慧的种族，他们正在进行农业生产，并通过从极地带来的水来灌溉土地，以在沙漠中努力生存。


  金星


  即使火星距离我们十分遥远，还拥有着与地球迥然不同的环境，我们还是在上面发现了生命的迹象。然而，在距离我们最近的邻居金星上，这种迹象却没有出现。这似乎很奇怪。金星是地球的姐妹行星，和地球如同双胞胎一般。


  迄今为止，我们一直将失败的原因归结于观测的困难。当金星处于离我们最近的位置——也就是位于我们和太阳之间——呈现在我们视野中的是她黑暗的一面。当她把明亮的一面转向我们时，太阳又挡在了我们和她之间，导致我们根本看不清。而火星在离我们最近的时候，呈现出的是他明亮的一面。这样的情况导致我们对火星的了解要比我们对近邻金星的了解要多得多。


  洛厄尔声称，金星并不像地球和火星那样绕着自旋轴快速旋转；而是像水星一样，不断地保持一侧正对太阳。


  由此，他得出了一个有趣的但令人失望的结论。


  他向我们描绘了一个一边被烧焦，而另一边被冰封的世界，因此不可能有任何生命存在。他声称，海洋在受热的一面蒸发了，在另一面又沉积成了冰和雪。寒冷的飓风夹杂着灰尘和石头，从各个方向刮过受热的半球，在地面撕裂出深深的辐射状沟壑。在弗拉格斯塔夫天文台[18]的望远镜中可以隐约看到这些沟壑。洛厄尔说，这个半球上受热的空气从上方溢出，流向了黑暗而冰冻的半球，却没有带着能沉积在那里的水——因为在受热的那个半球，海洋早就干涸了。


  受热的半球有着永恒的白昼，根本没有云来缓和太阳的热量。没有水，没有生命，只有一片炙热的沙漠。在冰冻的一面，只有永恒的黑夜和被冰雪覆盖的大陆。那儿有着远低于地球北极温度的寒冷，接近太空的绝对零度。多么荒凉的景象，我们曾期盼在那里发现一个富有生机的世界。


  科学家认为，所有围绕太阳运动的行星都像陀螺一样在轴上快速旋转。然而，这些行星的卫星和太阳产生的潮汐效应起到了刹车作用，减缓了它们的旋转速度。长久以来，人们一直推测离太阳最近的水星已经减速到了一年只进行一次自转的程度，从而保持一个面持续地对着太阳。而据说在它之后的金星目前也处于同样的状态。


  从太阳开始依次排列的第三颗行星便是我们居住的世界。有证据表明，地球的旋转速度也在逐渐变慢。我们的世界是否也会面临水星和金星的命运呢？正是这个想法让洛厄尔的研究变得尤为有趣。


  当然，就我们自己而言，目前还不需要为这个问题感到担忧。我们之后的数代后人也不会有任何危险。让我们感到些许宽慰的是，地球要达到想象中的那个最终状态仍需要数千年之久。到时候太阳将静止悬挂在天上，昼夜更替也将不复存在。


  然而，如果天文学家是对的，这个时刻终究会到来。地球的一半将经历无止境的炙热白天，另一半将陷入无尽的极夜。届时，人类将何去何从？是否会有人幸存下来，继续延续他们的种族，抑或是所有的生命都会从这个苦难的世界上永远消失？我们向金星寻求光明，但它呈现的却始终是黑暗面。


  尽管金星的一面受着炙烤，一面经历着严寒，但在对立的环境下肯定会有一个平衡点。在这颗行星的周围一定有一条狭窄的区域，一块能让生命在冰冻和炙烤之间得以生存的温带。在这个区域，太阳将永远低悬在地平线上，既不会落下而带来严寒，也不会高悬着炙烤。生命将在那个地方得以栖息。


  我把我的信仰寄托在这个狭窄的生命之环的存在上，我还没有对人类的安危感到绝望。


  AGB[19]


  我们自身也只是世界表面上的尘埃——但也是有智慧的尘埃。


  ——亚历山大·格雷厄姆·贝尔


  ——信件19

  我在天空守护着你


  杰瑞·M.利宁杰致约翰·利宁杰


  1997年1月23日


  1997年1月12日，41岁的美国宇航员杰瑞·利宁杰吻别了怀着身孕的妻子和14个月大的儿子，登上了“亚特兰蒂斯”号航天飞机，前往和平号空间站。他将与两名俄罗斯宇航员瓦西里·齐布利耶夫和亚历山大·拉祖特金会合。利宁杰在太空中停留了创纪录的132天。在此期间，他和他的队友们遇到了许多问题，最危险的是一场燃烧了14分钟的大火，几乎摧毁了空间站和里面的所有人。利宁杰在驻扎期间写了许多家信，以下只是其中三封。他于5月24日安全返回地球。他的妻子在几个月后生下了他们的第二个儿子。


  ——信件正文


  1997年1月23日


  亲爱的约翰：


  在这次飞行前，我决心要做一个好父亲，每天都给你写信。这是我在这一方面的第一次尝试。


  我明白你只有一岁。尽管我和所有父亲一样，都会吹嘘孩子的才能，我还是不觉得你目前有读这封信的能力。没关系。当你能读的时候，你就会明白你的父亲有多爱你。


  太空飞行是件很危险的事。我曾经觉得它就是小菜一碟，但在这次发射前，我开始质疑起了自己马上要做的事。你瞧，现在我拥有的是如此之多，能失去的也是如此之多——那便是你和你的母亲。


  我一直很喜欢冒险。我记得自己曾把小学图书馆里的一个名叫奥顿的作家写的所有侦探小说都读完了。我总是试着提前猜到结局，对情节做出预判，观察情况，并尝试预测结果。通过阅读处于不寻常情况的人们的故事，我得以研究他们是如何受到挑战，又是如何应对的。


  无论如何，正是这样的好奇心促使我进入了空间站。当然啦，我在很多所学校就读过，在我们伟大的美国海军中也表现良好，并经历了所有机械式的申请和面试过程。但驱动着我完成这一切的根本品质是我永不满足的好奇心。


  太空是一个全新的领域，而我正在这个领域进行探索。五个月！这是何等的荣幸啊！


  但我的确非常想念你。我想看到你跌跌撞撞地走过转角，在我故意露出“没想到在这里看见你”的惊讶表情时，你会放声大笑，然后我再看着你跌跌撞撞地走出房间，去另一个房间对妈妈做同样的事。约翰，你是世界上最好的儿子。


  即使我现在正在地球上方飘浮，我仍然是个地球人。我和地球人一样，能感受到分离的痛苦，能感受到作为父亲的骄傲，也能感受到丈夫远离妻子后的孤独。这种感受甚至比平常更为强烈。


  晚安，儿子。我在天空守护着你。


  爸爸


  * * *


  1997年3月29日


  你好，约翰：


  人们常常问我最想念什么。


  当然是想念你和你妈妈了，还有我的家人和朋友。


  但我也想念新鲜的空气吹过我的脸庞。绿油油的草地和摇曳的树木。鸟儿在鸣叫。郁金香在春天绽放。


  冲个热水澡。在沙发上瘫着。枕着两个大枕头陷入沉睡。在长跑流汗后跳进游泳池。


  在花园里修修补补。在夕阳西下时眺望湖面。感受阳光的温暖。乘着皮划艇在水面滑行，鱼儿在我身后跳跃。


  椒盐卷饼、爆米花的香味，或者更好的是烘烤一些自制面包。跟你妈妈的晚餐谈话。拥抱。


  安静的夜晚。蟋蟀。拍打着海岸的浪花。赤脚在沙滩上行走。散步。牵手。


  我怀念地球上的一切琐碎小事——能拥有它们是如此幸运，而我们曾经总认为这些都是理所当然。


  约翰，在我着陆后，我会跟你平常一样，大大地睁着眼睛，重新发现生活的幸福点滴。父与子，手牵手，共同开启一段历险。


  好好休息吧，我们以后可有得忙了。晚安。


  爱你的


  爸爸


  * * *


  1997年5月23日


  亲爱的约翰：


  我换了个邮局。这封信是从“亚特兰蒂斯”号航天飞机寄出的。再过一天左右，我就可以回家了。


  昨晚我们关闭了“和平”号空间站和航天飞机之间的舱门，以便为清晨出发做好准备。在轻轻推出之后，我们开始陆续点燃推进器。巨大的“砰砰”声一阵阵爆裂开来，与大炮发射的声音极为相似。随着我们的移动，“和平”号变得越来越小，然后更小。最后，缩小的空间站看上去像是群星之中一个毫不起眼的闪烁微光。


  令人惊讶的是，当我离开这个居住了132天的“家”时，我几乎没有任何情绪。我猜我只是觉得时间到了。我已经完成了自己的职责，现在是该离开的时候了。这与几天前我看到“亚特兰蒂斯”号航天飞机抵达时感受到的那股强烈情感形成了鲜明对比。当我看到“亚特兰蒂斯”号接近“和平”号时，我感到了纯粹的欣喜与无拘无束的快乐。


  我脑海里一直有这么一个画面：当你迈出第一步的时候，我会退后两步，让你站着，摇摇晃晃地扶着沙发的边缘。你会用询问的目光望着我。我确信你的目光中会写满你同时在问自己的问题：“我能做到吗？还是会摔倒？”在我用安慰的话语或手势鼓励你之后，你会鼓起勇气，放开手，走到我的身边。


  记者们一直在问我，在着陆后，我是打算靠自己的力量走出“亚特兰蒂斯”号，还是被抬出来。约翰，我会全力以赴地跟随你的脚步。我会拼尽全力走路、爬行，竭尽所能。但和你一样，我也要靠自己的力量来完成。


  我期待着一两天后能站着抱起你。


  爱你的


  爸爸


  ——信件20

  若是仅仅局限于地球，我们已经触摸到了极限


  艾萨克·阿西莫夫致阿德莱·史蒂文森


  1979年11月18日


  1923年，在作家兼生物化学家艾萨克·阿西莫夫3岁时，他们全家从苏联搬到了美国。阿西莫夫将在那里度过余生。在长达40年的多产生涯中，阿西莫夫一共写了500多本书。其中许多书——比如他史诗性的、定义了全新写作流派的《基地》系列小说——可以被归类为科幻小说的范畴。然而，他也写了许多具有教育意义的非虚构作品，例如《艾萨克·阿西莫夫的地球和太空指南》。阿西莫夫在书中解释了一些平常会在他的小说中出现的概念。阿西莫夫对一切天文事物都颇有研究，有时政治家会要求他就相关问题提出看法。1979年，他给民主党参议员阿德莱·史蒂文森写了这封信，以回应类似的请求。


  ——信件正文


  纽约州，纽约市


  1979年11月18日


  



  阿德莱·E.史蒂文森阁下


  美国参议院


  华盛顿特区


  亲爱的史蒂文森参议员：


  我在许多文章中都曾明确表示过，对太空的探索和开发不仅对美国有利，对于保存人类文明也是十分有必要的。


  我们会从太空中获得物质资源、能源和科技成果——我们需要它们来让全人类持续成长、发展。若是仅仅局限于地球，我们已经触摸到了极限。


  此外，国际合作必须成为现实，战争必须被废除。而只有当我们为一个伟大的、共同的项目放弃地方主义时，才能做到这一点。而太空正是唯一的项目。


  我认为你和我有着相同的信念。你密切地参与着政治和经济的各个环节，因此相比之下，你比我更适合为实现这些目标制定确切路线。


  我是个生活在象牙塔里的作家（也许还是个梦想家）。我认为自己完全没有资格在这些实际问题上为你提供建议。


  艾萨克·阿西莫夫


  我在许多文章中都曾明确表示过，对太空的探索和开发不仅对美国有利，对于保存人类文明也是十分有必要的。


  ——艾萨克·阿西莫夫


  ——信件21

  俗话说的“真的很好”的科幻电影


  斯坦利·库布里克致亚瑟·C.克拉克


  1964年3月31日


  著名电影导演斯坦利·库布里克通过这封信接触到了作家亚瑟·C.克拉克。库布里克在信中表示出了对两人合作的兴趣，克拉克对此也非常热衷。仅仅三周后，即4月22日，两人在纽约的广场酒店见了面。据克拉克说，他们“整整谈了8小时的科幻小说”。四年后，他们具有开创性的合作成果《2001太空漫游》上映了。这是一部真正的电影史诗：影片跨越了时间与空间，囊括了太空旅行、人类进化和外星生命。这部影片被认为是电影界的一个里程碑。


  ——信件正文


  索拉里斯制片有限公司


  1964年3月31日


  亲爱的克拉克先生：


  这实在是太巧了：我们的共同好友卡拉斯在一次关于魁星望远镜的谈话中提到了您。我对您的书欣赏已久，并且一直想和您聊聊，看能不能一起拍摄一部俗话说的“真的很好”的科幻电影。


  我的兴趣囊括了以下这些广泛的领域，自然而然会就伟大的情节和角色做出设想：


  1.相信外星智慧生命存在的理由。


  2.在不久的将来，此发现对地球产生的影响（也许在某些方面甚至没有影响）。


  3.一个能登陆并探索月球和火星的太空探测器。


  罗杰告诉我说，您打算今年夏天来纽约。您的行程已经完全定好了吗？若是还没有，请问能不能考虑和我进行一次会面？目的是看看有没有什么好点子能让我俩都感兴趣，一起合作编写剧本。


  ……


  顺便说一下，《天空与望远镜》杂志刊登了一些望远镜的广告。如果在基座上有足够的空间放置一个中等大小的望远镜，比如大约和相机三脚架一样大，有没有特定的型号属于这个大小范畴呢？就像魁星主要是用于小型便携式望远镜一样？


  向您致意


  [署名]


  斯坦利·库布里克


  ——信件22

  亲爱的儿子


  马里恩·卡彭特致马尔康·斯科特·卡彭特


  1962年5月


  马尔康·斯科特·卡彭特是被美国国家航空航天局选入参加“水星”计划的七名宇航员之一。该计划是美国完全专注于将人类发射进入太空的计划。1962年5月24日，卡彭特在佛罗里达州的卡纳维拉尔角登上了“曙光7”号航天器，绕地球飞行了三圈。他是第二个绕着母星飞行的美国人。在这段历史性旅程的前夕，卡彭特的父亲马里恩自豪地给他写了这封信。


  ——信件正文


  M.斯科特·卡彭特


  帕尔默湖


  科罗拉多州


  亲爱的儿子：


  在你即将开启一场伟大冒险的前夕，我想说几句话。你久经训练，也对此期待已久。我想让你知道，我们都与你同在。


  正如我在这项太空计划开始时对你说的一样，你有幸身处一个规模宏大——事实上，是人类已知的最大规模——的先驱项目之中。我大胆预测，在欢呼声响起，公众的赞誉成为记忆之后，你会平静地意识到自己已经发现了新的真理，并会因此获得最大的满足。你可以对自己说：我看到了这个，我经历了那个，我知道这就是真理。这种经验是弥足珍贵的。所有从事研究的人都明白它的珍贵。无论他们在哪个领域努力，都曾冒险进入未知领域，并发现新的真理。


  你估计已经意识到，至少在信奉任何正式教义的层面上来看，我是没什么宗教信仰的。然而，我无法想象一个被赋予了智慧的人，在看到他四周有序的宇宙、山顶的光辉、热带鸟类的羽毛、错综复杂的蛋白质分子、亘古不变的完美盐晶体时，仍会否认某种更高力量的存在。无论我们是称它为上帝、穆罕默德、青绿色女人[20]还是概率论都不重要。我发现在自己的写作中，常用“大自然母亲”和“她”来解释事物，也会说“她”在掌控宇宙秩序。对我来说，“她”就是那位令人满意的神灵。因此，我祈求她能守卫你、保护你。如果她愿意的话，请她与你分享一些秘密——她通常很愿意与那些有着崇高目标的人一同分享。


  全心全意爱你的


  爸爸


  ——信件23

  米切尔小姐的彗星


  威廉·米切尔致威廉·克兰奇·邦德


  1847年10月3日


  玛丽亚·米切尔出生于1818年，是美国第一位职业女天文学家，第一位被选入美国艺术与科学院的女性，也是第一位成为天文学教授的女性。她从1865年到1888年一直在纽约的瓦萨学院担任教授职务。她在1847年10月1日发现了C/1847 T1彗星。两天后，意大利天文学家弗朗西斯科·德维克也发现了这颗彗星。在米切尔发现彗星的消息传到欧洲之前，这颗彗星曾暂时以他的名字命名。事件发生后不久，她的父亲敏锐地意识到了女儿的成就和应当立即报告它的必要性，于是通过信件提醒了哈佛大学天文台的负责人。C/1847 T1现在被称为“米切尔小姐的彗星”。


  ——信件正文


  楠塔基特岛


  1847年10月3日


  亲爱的朋友：


  我写信只是想告诉你，玛丽亚在本月一日晚上十点半发现了一颗可由望远镜观测到的彗星。彗星在当时与北极星位置垂直，略高5度。昨天晚上，彗星已向西推进；今天晚上还在进一步推进，并接近了极点。它没有发光，但玛丽亚已经得到了它的赤经和赤纬[21]，却不愿意让我宣布对它的发现。请告诉我这是不是乔治的彗星之一？如果不是，有没有人曾经见过它？玛丽亚觉得那只是颗常见的彗星。如果方便的话，麻烦给她捎个信吧！非常感谢你的帮助。我预计在一两天后会出门一趟，下周我会去到波士顿。我希望在见到你之前让她先听到你的消息。我希望这不会给你繁忙的工作带来太多麻烦。


  向你致以我们所有人最诚挚的问候


  威廉·米切尔


  ——信件24

  还有人认为应该送个诗人去月球


  朱利安·谢尔致乔治·M.洛


  1969年3月12日


  1969年7月20日，全世界大约有6.5亿人屏气凝神地看着尼尔·阿姆斯特朗走下登月舱的阶梯，踏上了月球表面。这是一个无与伦比的重要时刻，此前从未有过先例。在这之前，从来没有这么多人的注意力如此汇集到一个人身上。正是在那一刻，阿姆斯特朗在月球上迈出了人类的第一步，说出了那句后来被载入史册的话：“这是一个人的一小步，却是人类的一大步。”紧接着的是巴兹·奥尔德林的话语：“景色真美，壮丽的荒凉。”


  阿姆斯特朗在后来谈到他的用词时说：“那是我在着陆后想出来的。”两位宇航员在后来都明确表示过，他们说出口的都是自己的话语，并没有事先经过美国国家航空航天局的指导。这封引人入胜的信件是美国国家航空航天局的发言人朱利安·谢尔在飞船发射前几个月写的。信中讨论的正是这件事。


  ——信件正文


  美国国家航空航天局


  华盛顿特区


  邮编20546


  



  1969年3月12日


  



  乔治·M.洛先生


  经理


  阿波罗飞船计划


  美国国家航空航天局载人航天中心


  得克萨斯州休斯敦，邮编77058


  亲爱的乔治：


  我了解到您正在寻求美国国家航空航天局以外的人的建议，事关登月宇航员们踏上月球之后该说什么话。出于某些原因，这让我十分不安。


  关于在此次具有历史意义的飞行中可以携带哪些资料或物品登上月球表面这一问题，美国国家航空航天局此前已经在内部征求了建议。但我们没有针对宇航员会说的话去收集意见。我个人认为此事毫无必要。然而，如果把我们正在就此事征求意见的消息传出去，会造成很大的伤害。关于宇航员会携带哪些物品的最终决定权属于一个由局长亲自设立的委员会。委员会和航空航天局都不会就宇航员讲话的内容做出建议。


  弗兰克·博尔曼曾经就适合在平安夜广播的内容[22]来寻求我的建议。我认为——现在也这么认为——如果人们知道美国国家航空航天局事先计划了这件事，那么他朗读《圣经》的效果将会被大大削弱。尽管我的确有一些想法，我还是拒绝了从官方或是个人层面为他提出建议。我当时相信，现在也同样相信，对于“阿波罗11”号的机组成员们来说，在如此具有历史意义的时刻，探索者们自己的感受才是最真实的情感，而不是让宇航员在出发前接受指导，或在他们的裤子口袋里放一份事先准备好的文本。


  由威利斯·沙普利主导的月球样本委员会要求美国国家航空航天局的所有成员都思考一下“阿波罗11”号上该带些什么。我知道菲利普斯将军[23]已经适当地重申了这一要求，让参与载人飞行工作的所有相关人员都提出建议，但委员会的愿望或意图并不是将征集的范围扩大到口头交流。


  或许有些人会担心，第一个接触到月球表面的宇航员会不会说出一些戏剧性的话语。我认为这种担心是没有必要的。还有人认为应该送个诗人去月球。哥伦布不是诗人，他也没有提前准备好文本。但在我看来，他的话算是挺有戏剧性的。当他看到加那利群岛时，他写道：“我靠岸了，看见人们光着身子跑来跑去。这里有非常绿的树，很多水，还有很多水果。”


  在“阿波罗8”号发射的200年前，詹姆斯·库克[24]船长在观看金星凌日[25]时记录道：“我们能非常清楚地看到，有一圈大气层或是昏暗的阴影围绕在这个星球四周。”


  梅里韦瑟·刘易斯曾与威廉·克拉克[26]同行。他记录道：“我们在营地里非常高兴。我们看到了海洋——令我们渴望已久的壮阔的太平洋。我们可以清楚地听到海浪的咆哮，和它拍打岸边的岩石发出的噪音。”


  1909年，皮里[27]到达北极时，已经累得说不出话了。他去睡觉了。第二天，他在日记中记录道：“终于到了极点。三次冒险后的奖励。我仍然无法意识到这一点。这一切看上去是那么简单又平凡。”


  这些伟大的探索者的话语会让我们对探索者有所了解。我希望尼尔·阿姆斯特朗或巴兹·奥尔德林能说出他们当时的所见所想，而不是我们认为的他们应当说出口的话。


  经常有人问我，美国国家航空航天局是不是真的计划对宇航员的发言提出建议。我谨代表航空航天局回答“不会”。


  如果您能提供一些意见，我将非常感激。


  此致敬意


  朱利安·谢尔


  公共事务助理行政长官


  



  抄送：


  尼尔·阿姆斯特朗


  迈克尔·柯林斯


  巴兹·奥尔德林


  这些伟大的探索者的话语会让我们对探索者有所了解。


  ——朱利安·谢尔


  ——信件25

  那会是人生中最重要的旅行


  巴兹·奥尔德林致巴里·戈德曼


  1997年9月25日


  从美国西点军校毕业12年后，埃德温·E.巴兹·奥尔德林在朝鲜战争中执行了数十次战斗任务，并于1963年被美国国家航空航天局选中，成为一名宇航员。三年后，他乘坐着“双子座7”号飞船绕地球飞行。众所周知的是在1969年，登月舱在月球表面着陆后，奥尔德林成为继尼尔·阿姆斯特朗之后第二个踏上月球的人类。在奥尔德林辉煌的职业生涯中，曾收到成千上万封来自各式各样的人的信件。1997年，他给马里兰大学的一位教授回了这封信。


  ——信件正文


  巴兹·奥尔德林


  1997年9月25日


  巴里·戈德曼教员


  马里兰大学


  亲爱的戈德曼先生：


  我写信给你是想与你分享我对登月经历的一些个人想法和思考。


  我经常用“壮丽的荒凉”来描述月球。它岩石状的地平线在深黑色的太空中蜿蜒，让我们深深明白自己是站在一个在宇宙中旋转的球体上。


  当我把美国国旗插进尘土飞扬的月球表面时，我有了个不太寻常的想法：有十亿人正通过电视看着我。在此之前，人类从来没有像我们一样走得这么远，也不会像当时一样，有如此之多的人想过这么一天。


  我认为，那些记得起事情发生时自己在哪里的人所展现出的精神和参与感，让我在这些年里更清楚地意识到，月球漫步为所有参与其中的人都带来了价值。每个人都对国家能实现这一目标而感到高兴——为世界以及人类可以做到这一点而感到高兴。


  我有自己在月球上的快照。它们将会一直让我回想起那个陌生而迷人的地方。在未来的某一天，当人们在考虑他们的度假计划时，我希望他们会选择飞向太空。那会是一生中最重要的旅行！


  至于你提出的事关50年后太空探索的问题：所有的逻辑都能归结成一个简单事实——我们将带着让我们人类独树一帜的精神与奇迹在火星上行走。


  诚挚的


  巴兹·奥尔德林


  从火星直至星空！


  “阿波罗11”号


  在未来的某一天，当人们在考虑他们的度假计划时，我希望他们会选择飞向太空。


  ——巴兹·奥尔德林


  ——信件26

  我或许可以为总统提供帮助


  雷·布雷德伯里致小亚瑟·史列辛格；约翰·F.肯尼迪致雷·布雷德伯里


  1962年4月/6月


  从1957年苏联发射“斯普特尼克1”号开始，太空竞赛便充满了此前令人难以想象的成就和诸多第一次。对于太空爱好者来说，这是一段激动人心的时期。从1958年美国国家航空航天局的成立，到两支由无法用言语形容的聪明人组成的超级竞争团队将各种卫星、人类和动物送上了天空，苏联和美国的一举一动都加剧了这种紧张气氛。因此，难怪像雷·布雷德伯里这样有才干和经验的科幻作家也会想以某种方式参与进来。1962年，在业界专家和肯尼迪总统一起去西雅图参加和平利用外层空间会议几周前，布雷德伯里给总统顾问小亚瑟·史列辛格写了这封信，明确表示自己愿意为政府提供服务。随信还附上了他创作的书籍的副本。两个月后，肯尼迪给了他一封简短的感谢信。然而在信中，布雷德伯里的提议并没有被提及。


  ——信件正文


  1962年4月30日


  



  小亚瑟·史列辛格先生


  白宫


  华盛顿特区


  亲爱的亚瑟（如果我能这么称呼你）：


  你可能想知道我在上周四的电话之后发生了什么事。周五一般都是我不从事主业的日子之一：我在一千多平方公里的洛杉矶地区四处奔走、开讲座。因此，与其再次尝试打电话，我决定写下这封信。


  我通过航空邮件另寄了两套我的全部书籍。一套签名版是给你的，另一套签名版是给总统和总统夫人的。


  我寄出这些东西是出于以下原因：


  我们正在进一步深入太空时代。你一定能想象，对我来说这是个非常激动人心的时刻，毕竟我从12岁开始就在写这方面的东西了。现在，我听说和平利用外层空间会议将在西雅图举行。肯尼迪总统和来自世界各地的1500位太空旅行领域的顶级科学家将会出席。几天后，我将作为特别嘉宾参加西雅图博览会。我们的生活因这样的活动而有了更紧密的联系。


  我或许可以在某个领域为总统，或是你，或是为其他与总统一起工作的人提供帮助。可以是在写作领域，也可以是在其他领域里为你们派上用场。


  我马上要创作完一部14分钟长的电影《伊卡路思·蒙特高尔菲·怀特》。影片以人类古老的飞行欲望为灵感。这部短片是由本地的福玛特电影公司制作的，采用了半动画色彩。在影片完成后，我希望能放给你们看看，或许也能给总统看看。


  几周后，我将开始在NBC的“监听”电台节目上发表一系列简短演讲。内容将涉及太空时代的方方面面：音乐、诗歌、绘画、建筑、心理学等等。节目将在全国各地播放。


  我的太空时代独幕剧将于今年夏天在伦敦的皇家宫廷剧院上演。


  今年冬天，我的《火星纪事》舞台剧将在巴黎的奥德翁剧院上演。法国演员、哑剧演员兼导演让-路易斯·巴劳特会为这部剧开场。


  《四百击》的导演弗朗索瓦·特吕弗将于今年秋天在法国将我的《华氏451度》拍成电影。


  所以你瞧，我在许多领域都构思过、写过太空时代，并且现在也仍然在这么做。


  我在书里标注出了这些故事，特别是在《太阳的金色苹果》和《永远下雨的那一天》里。我觉得你和总统会对这些故事感兴趣的。


  很多人都了解前往太空的各类项目，然而只有少数人会从美学或其他角度来解释我们在太空中的目的。我经常会尝试这么做。


  如果总统认为我能以任何方式为他或政府服务，以我的特殊才能，我很乐意为宣传太空时代做出帮助——因为我们都很希望看到它被大力宣传，这是一个走向和平与生存的举动。


  如果你愿意的话，可以把这封信给总统看。


  向你致以诚挚的问候


  雷·布雷德伯里


  * * *


  1962年6月21日


  亲爱的布雷德伯里先生：


  我很高兴通过（小）亚瑟·史列辛格收到了你寄来的四册书籍。能得到你如此慷慨的著作选集令我十分欣喜。如此，我将有机会同时沉浸在幻想和科学现实之中。我从很多渠道都听说过你的才华，也希望有机会能亲自体会。


  致以最良好的祝福


  真诚的


  约翰·F.肯尼迪


  我很乐意为宣传太空时代做出帮助——因为我们都很希望看到它被大力宣传。


  ——雷·布雷德伯里


  ——信件27

  让冥王星再次成为一颗行星


  卡拉·露西·奥康纳与美国国家航空航天局


  2017年4月


  冥王星在连续76年里一直被认定为太阳系的第九颗行星。美国天文学家克莱德·汤博于1930年2月18日在柯伊伯带——一个环绕太阳的环形物体群——中发现了这颗由冰和岩石组成的实体。尽管冥王星的宽度只有美国的一半，它却是柯伊伯带里面体积最大的。在冥王星上，一天有约153个小时长。2006年，冥王星被国际天文联合会重新划分为矮行星。至少在公众眼里，它是被降了级。这一有争议的决定让美国国家航空航天局至今还在收投诉信。2017年，该机构收到了一个名叫卡拉的年轻女孩的来信。针对她的担忧，卡拉收到了不止一个，而是两个答复。


  ——信件正文


  致美国国家航空航天局：


  我叫卡拉·露西·奥康纳，来自爱尔兰的科克。我今年5岁，在格拉辛女子学校的幼儿班学习。我在最近开始看起了关于外层空间的视频，因此我对天文学非常感兴趣。


  我写信给你（我的老师奥多诺万小姐提供了帮助，因为我还在学习拼写所有单词）是因为我有一个忧虑。我听了一首歌，歌的结尾唱道“把冥王星带回来”，我真的希望这事能实现。冥王星在2006年被重新分了类。冥王星曾经是一颗行星，我认为这挺公平的。但现在，冥王星不再是一颗行星了，这就不公平了。现在它是一颗矮行星。矮行星是一种没有大到能清除出一条轨道的星体。有些矮行星位于柯伊伯带。那儿还有岩石和小行星。


  我真的觉得冥王星应该像水星、金星、地球、火星、木星、土星、天王星和海王星一样再次成为主要行星，因为我看过的一个名为“让我们去认识行星”的视频最后有冥王星。我还听了几首关于冥王星的歌。在某个视频里，人们打扮成了不同的行星，而冥王星被放进了垃圾桶里，还被地球吓到了。这真的很坏，因为任何人或行星或矮行星都不该被放进垃圾桶里的。


  我真心希望美国国家航空航天局的人们能改变主意，让冥王星再次成为一颗行星。


  在我满6岁的时候，我希望能发现一颗属于自己的星球，然后把它命名为独角兽星。我想访问包括冥王星在内的所有主要行星。希望有一天，我可以成为一名宇航员，在美国国家航空航天局为你们工作。但你们需要为我解决这个问题。


  如果你们可以尽快给我回信，我会非常高兴的。


  满满的爱


  卡拉·露西·奥康纳


  又及：我会在夏季演出中扮演金发姑亮[28]，万一你想来看看呢。


  * * *


  西南研究院


  亲爱的卡拉：


  我收到了你的来信。我不在美国国家航空航天局工作，而是在美国国家航空航天局的“新视野”号飞船上工作。这艘飞船在2015年经过了冥王星。谢谢你的来信，以及你对冥王星的兴趣。我认为年轻人——尤其是女孩——对行星展露出兴趣是件非常好的事。我在伦敦附近长大，我小时候也对行星很感兴趣。


  你说得对。冥王星被认定为矮行星了。和我一起工作的一些人认为这是正确的，而另一些人又不这么认为。我也不太确定。一方面，我认为让事物被正确地归类是件好事。这样有助于我们去更好地理解它们。打个比方说，如果我们能更好地了解某一条鱼，就会有助于我们去了解所有鱼，而不仅仅是那一条了。然而，我想对于很多人来说，冥王星是非常重要的。他们觉得，如果我们过去认定它是一颗行星，就应该继续保持。我觉得冥王星非常重要，但冥王星估计才不关心地球上愚蠢的人们会怎么称呼它呢。所以我只是称它为我最喜欢的天体，让其他人去争论它叫什么吧。


  我觉得独角兽星球会很棒的。我猜星球上会有很多彩虹，住在那里的人都会很开心。现在在恒星周围，有很多行星正在被发现。所以我觉得，如果你在学校里努力学习（特别是数学和科学），估计很快就会发现独角兽星的。


  继续加油吧。我们需要人们去猜想外面还能发现些什么。


  此致


  卡莉·霍韦特博士


  



  美国国家航空航天局“新视野”号飞船


  拉尔夫仪器[29]副首席研究员


  空间研究部代理助理主任


  高级研究科学家和外太阳系部门经理


  西南研究院


  科罗拉多州，博尔德市


  邮编80302


  美国


  * * *


  美国国家航空航天局


  科学任务理事会，行星科学部


  2017年8月1日


  亲爱的卡拉·露西：


  感谢你的来信，以及你对美国国家航空航天局和太空的兴趣！我是美国国家航空航天局行星科学部的主任。这意味着我负责监督所有针对行星的任务，其中就包括冥王星。


  你是对的。冥王星在大约11年前被重新归类为矮行星。这是由一个被称为国际天文联合会的天文学家小组做出的决定。


  我同意你的观点，冥王星真的很酷——说实话，谁能相信冥王星里居然有一颗心呢？自从我们的“新视野”号航天器飞过冥王星后，我们便了解到冥王星其实并不是一块无聊的有着坑洞的岩石。它是一个似乎在不断变化的迷人世界。对我来说，冥王星是否是颗矮行星并不重要。重要的是，冥王星是个迷人的地方，而我们需要继续研究它。


  我希望你能发现一个新的行星。我相信，如果你继续在学校里表现优秀，我们总有一天会在美国国家航空航天局看到你的。


  真诚的


  [署名]


  詹姆斯·L.格林博士


  行星科学部主任


  ——信件28

  发生月球灾难时


  威廉·沙费尔致H.R.霍尔德曼


  1969年7月18日


  很难想象有哪封信会比这封更令人恐惧了。这封信是由总统的演讲撰稿人威廉·沙费尔为白宫办公厅主任H.R.霍尔德曼精心撰写的。当时，全世界都在焦急地等待着“阿波罗11”号安全降落在月球表面。这封信算是一份应急计划，其中包括一份演讲稿——如果宇航员尼尔·阿姆斯特朗和巴兹·奥尔德林未能返回，尼克松将向公众发表这场讲话；里面还包括让总统打电话将这一悲剧告知准遗孀的指示。庆幸的是，这份备忘录并没有派上用场。而余下的只是一个会令人毛骨悚然的提醒，即事态是有变糟的可能性的，以及那些高层人士为应对这种令人不敢细想的不测事件做了非常充分的准备。


  ——信件正文


  收件人：H.R.霍尔德曼


  发件人：威廉·沙费尔


  1969年7月18日


  发生月球灾难时：


  命运已经被注定，去月球探索的人们将在月球上安息。


  这些勇敢的人——尼尔·阿姆斯特朗和巴兹·奥尔德林，知道自己没有回来的希望。但他们也知道，在自己的牺牲中，人类会找到希望。


  这两个人为了人类最崇高的目标，即寻找真理和理解，献出了自己的生命。


  家人和朋友将哀悼他们；国家将哀悼他们；世界人民将哀悼他们；敢于把她的两个儿子送入未知世界的地球母亲将哀悼他们。


  在他们的探索中，世界人民受牵动而融为一体；在他们的牺牲中，人类的兄弟情谊变得更为紧密。在古代，人们仰望星空，在星座中找寻自己的英雄。在现代，我们也会这么做。然而，我们的英雄是有血有肉的、史诗般的人物。


  其他人将紧随其后，且一定会找到回家的路。人类的探索是不会被否定的。但他们是先驱者，也将在我们心中保持最重要的地位。


  在未来的夜晚，每个抬头看月亮的人都会明白：在另一个世界，有一个角落是属于全人类的。


  在总统发表演讲之前：


  总统需分别给准遗孀打电话。


  在总统发表演讲之后，美国国家航空航天局切断与他们的联络后：


  神职人员应采取与海葬相同的程序，将他们的灵魂引领至“最深的地方”，最后以主祷文结束。


  敢于把她的两个儿子送入未知世界的地球母亲将哀悼他们。


  ——威廉·沙费尔


  ——信件29

  显然我是可疑的、不可信的


  尼尔·阿姆斯特朗致詹姆斯·惠特曼


  2005年11月10日


  2005年10月，俄亥俄州一所高中的一名社会学教师通过信件向尼尔·阿姆斯特朗提出了一些问题。彼时已经是阿姆斯特朗成为第一个登上月球的人类之后的第36年。他惊人的成就被拍摄了下来，在全世界数亿人的家中直播。然而，尽管进行了电视转播，许多阴谋论者——包括惠特曼先生——多年来一直在争论登月的问题，认为这些镜头实际上是在离家更近的摄影棚里拍摄的，而“阿波罗11”号的船员从没有成功地接近月球表面。他们中的一些人给“阿波罗11”号的宇航员们写了信，但很少收到回复。然而，惠特曼先生正是那个幸运儿。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的惠特曼先生：


  你在来信中用基于怀疑论者和阴谋论者的论调提出了质疑，这让我感到十分困惑。


  他们使你相信美国政府针对其公民设计了一场巨大的骗局。而那40万为这个非机密项目工作的美国人都是这次骗局的同谋。并且没有任何人打破规定，去承认他们的欺骗行为。


  如果你相信这是可能的，那你为什么要联系我？很明显，我是那40万个骗子中的一员。


  我相信你作为一名教师，是个受过教育的人。你知道如何去联系拥有智识的且不会是这场骗局中的一员的人。


  怀疑论者声称“阿波罗11”号从未抵达月球。你可以去联系在其他国家用雷达追踪此次飞行的专家们（英国的卓瑞尔河岸天文台，甚至是俄罗斯的学者们）。


  你应该去联系利克天文台的天文学家们——在我安装好月球雷达测距反射器几分钟后，他们就发射了激光束。如果你觉得他们没什么说服力，可以去联系法国日中峰天文台的天文学家们。他们可以为你介绍一些仍在使用那些镜子进行测量工作的、来自其他国家的天文学家。你可以去一一联系他们。


  或者你可以上网，联系一下世界上各个大学实验室里的研究人员，他们正在研究“阿波罗11”号带回来的月球样本。其中一些样本从未在地球上被发现过。


  但你不应该来问我，因为显然我是可疑的、不可信的。


  尼尔·阿姆斯特朗


  你在来信中用基于怀疑论者和阴谋论者的论调提出了质疑，这让我感到十分困惑。


  ——尼尔·阿姆斯特朗


  ——信件30

  生日快乐，伙计


  奈尔·德葛拉司·泰森致美国国家航空航天局


  2008年7月


  1958年7月29日，在苏联发射了世界上第一颗人造卫星“斯普特尼克1”号的促使之下，美国总统德怀特·艾森豪威尔签署了《美国国家航空暨太空法案》。基于这项法案，被人们称为NASA的（美国）国家航空航天局成立了。进展十分迅速。两年后，阿波罗计划诞生了。十年内，航空航天局已经将人类送上了月球。2008年，正值美国国家航空航天局成立50周年之际，著名的天体物理学家、作家和位于纽约市的美国自然历史博物馆海登天文馆弗雷德里克·P.罗斯主任[30]奈尔·德葛拉司·泰森写了这封庆祝信。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的美国国家航空航天局：


  生日快乐！也许你并不知道我们其实是同龄人。在1958年10月的第一个星期，你作为一个民用航天机构因《美国国家航空暨太空法案》诞生，而我的母亲在布朗克斯东区生下了我。因此，从我们俩满49岁的第二天开始，为期一年的黄金纪念日庆祝活动为我提供了一个独特的机会来思考我们的过去、现在和未来。


  约翰·格伦首次环绕地球时，我才3岁。在我8岁时，发射台上的“阿波罗1”号太空舱不幸失火，让你们失去了宇航员格里森、查菲和怀特。我10岁时，你们把阿姆斯特朗和奥尔德林送上了月球。我14岁时，你们已经完全终止了登月项目。在那段时间，我为你们和美国感到激动。但在我的情绪中，却没有其他人心中普遍存在的、专门对此次旅程的兴奋。对于成为一名宇航员来说，我还太年轻了。而且我也知道，我的肤色太黑了——你无法想象让我来成为这个史诗般冒险的一部分。不仅如此，尽管你们是一个民间机构，但你们最有名的宇航员都是军事飞行员，而当时战争正变得越来越不受欢迎。


  在20世纪60年代，民权运动对我来说肯定比对你更真实。实际上，约翰逊副总统在1963年正式下令，才迫使你在亚拉巴马州亨茨维尔久负盛名的马歇尔太空飞行中心雇用黑人工程师。我在你的档案中发现了这些信件。还记得吗？美国国家航空航天局当时的负责人詹姆斯·韦伯给该中心的负责人也是整个载人航天计划的总工程师、德国火箭先驱韦恩赫尔·冯·布劳恩写了一封信。信中大胆而直截了当地指示冯·布劳恩解决该地区“黑人缺少平等就业机会”的问题，并要求他与该地区的亚拉巴马农工大学以及塔斯基吉大学合作，来发掘、培养并招募合格的黑人工程师加入美国国家航空航天局在亨茨维尔的大家庭。


  1964年，你和我都还没有满6岁时，在布朗克斯区里弗代尔，我看到了我们选择的新公寓楼外的示威者。他们在抗议让包括我们在内的黑人家庭搬进去。我很高兴他们的努力失败了。如同预言一般，这些建筑的名字叫天景公寓。在布朗克斯区一栋22层高楼的屋顶上，我用我的望远镜对向了宇宙。


  我的父亲非常积极地参加民权运动。在纽约市市长林赛的领导下，致力于为当时被人称为“内城”的贫民区的青年创造就业机会。年复一年，这些努力面对的是巨大的反对力量：糟糕的学校、糟糕的教师、贫乏的资源、卑劣的种族主义和被暗杀的领导人。因此，当你们在庆祝每个月由“水星”号到“双子座”号再到“阿波罗”号带来的太空探索进程时，我正看着美国尽其所能地边缘化我的身份和我的期望。


  为了找到一个我既能实行又能激发我雄心的愿景，我朝向了你以寻求引导。然而你不在我身边。当然，我不该为了社会的悲哀来责备你。你的举动只是美国习性的一个表现形式，而不是原因。我明白这一点。即便如此，你还是该知道，在我的同事里，我是我们这代人中唯一一个并非因为你在太空中的成就而选择成为天体物理学家的人。为了获得灵感，我转而求助于图书馆，书店里关于宇宙的滞销书籍，我屋顶上的望远镜和海登天文馆。在我断断续续上学的那些年，在那个不友好的社会，成为一名天体物理学家的征程似乎只属于最坚韧不拔的人——而我成为一名职业科学家。我成了一名天体物理学家。


  在随后的几十年里，你走过了漫长的道路。包括在最近，一个由总统发起、经国会认可的愿景宣言最终让我们回到了低地轨道。如果有人还没明白这场冒险对我们国家未来的价值何在，他很快就会意识到的，因为其他发达国家与发展中国家在技术和经济实力上已经超越了我们。不仅如此，从你的高级管理人员到最有成就的宇航员来看，如今你们看上去更像美国了。恭喜。你现在是属于所有公民的了。这样的例子比比皆是，但我尤其记得公众获得了你们最喜爱的无人驾驶任务——哈勃太空望远镜的所有权的那个时刻。在2004年，人们大声疾呼，最终扭转了可能无法对望远镜进行第四次维修的威胁，将其寿命再延续了十年。哈勃卓越的宇宙图像对我们所有人都影响深远，而负责部署和维修望远镜的航天员以及受益于其数据流的科学家们也是如此。


  不仅如此，我甚至加入了你最信任的队伍，在你著名的咨询委员会中尽职尽责。我意识到，当你处于最佳状态时，这个世界上没有任何事物能如你一样能激发一个国家的梦想。这个梦想由一批批渴望成为科学家、工程师和技术专家的雄心勃勃的学生推动前进，为有史以来最伟大的征程服务。你已经是美国身份的一个重要组成部分。对美国来说是如此，对世界来说也是如此。


  正逢我们俩都年满49岁，即将开始第50次环绕太阳的旅程[31]时，我想让你知道，我对你的痛苦与喜悦感同身受。我期待着在月球上再次看到你。但请不要止步于此。火星在召唤，其他目的地也在召唤。


  生日快乐，伙计。虽然我在过去不总是如此，但我现在是你卑微的仆人。


  奈尔·德葛拉司·泰森


  天体物理学家


  美国自然历史博物馆
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  Letters of Note was born in 2009 with the launch


  of lettersofnote.com, a website celebrating


  old-fashioned correspondence that has since


  been visited over 100 million times. The first


  Letters of Note volume was published in October


  2013, followed later that year by the first


  Letters Live, an event at which world-class


  performers delivered remarkable letters


  to a live audience.


  



  Since then, these two siblings have grown side


  by side, with Letters of Note becoming an


  international phenomenon, and Letters


  Live shows being staged at iconic venues


  around the world, from London’s Royal Albert Hall


  to the theatre at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles.


  



  You can find out more at lettersofnote.com and


  letterslive.com. And now you can also listen to the


  audio editions of the new series of Letters of Note,


  read by an extraordinary cast drawn from the


  wealth of talent that regularly takes part in


  the acclaimed Letters Live shows.
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  A letter is a time bomb, a message in a bottle,


  a spell, a cry for help, a story, an expression of


  concern, a ladle of love, a way to connect through


  words. This simple and brilliantly democratic art


  form remains a potent means of communication


  and, regardless of whatever technological revolution


  we are in the middle of, the letter lives and, like


  literature, it always will.


  INTRODUCTION


  Welcome to Space.


  As your eyes calmly flit from word to word on this page, the planet on which I presume you live is spinning on its axis at a speed of approximately 1, 000 miles per hour, while racing around the Sun at 18.5 miles per second. At the same time, our solar system is also on the move, and not sluggishly either, hurtling around our galaxy, the Milky Way, at 140 miles per second. And do not think for one of those seconds that the Milky Way is stationary: it, too, is restless, racing towards the Andromeda Galaxy at 70 miles per second, the two destined to one day collide and cause humankind （if humankind has somehow managed to survive the mess we find ourselves in）all manner of problems. Put bluntly, we are part of something unimaginably huge, and all of it is moving at speed.


  With that in mind, the small but perfectly formed book in your hands may feel incredibly quaint. And yet, in a way it is vast. Letters of Note: Space is a collection of thirty letters on a subject grander than us all: letters written by astronauts, cosmonauts, astronomers, engineers, politicians, parents and children. They are letters of hope, awe, warning, complaint, remorse and fear. You will read a letter from a proud father to a space-bound son on the eve of his journey, and a farewell letter from a cosmonaut to his wife and daughters to be read should he never return from space. Particularly moving is a hopeful letter from an African-American girl desperate to reach the stars and the letter from a highly qualified pilot to the US President in which she pleads for the chance to join her male counterparts high above Earth.


  As well as leaving me feeling minuscule, physically, researching this book also revealed my ignorance on many matters pertaining to space. I had no idea, for example, that Pluto was half the width of the United States, or that NASA employees so carefully considered the first words to be uttered by Neil Armstrong as he stepped onto the Moon. I was certainly unaware that the man who gifted us with the telephone believed so firmly that Mars was populated by extraterrestrials.


  What did not surprise me, however, was that so many people have written fascinating letters about a place visited by so few of us. A destination so close yet so incredibly far. One can only imagine -and most of us have -what it must feel like to make the journey.


  In 1997, twenty-eight years after walking on the Moon, Buzz Aldrin wrote the following to a professor about the experience:


  ‘Someday in the future as people are mulling over their vacation plans, I hope they’ll choose to fly into space. It’s the trip of a lifetime.’


  



  I hope so too.


  



  Shaun Usher


  2020
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  LETTER 01

  THEY BLAZED A PATH FOR THE NEXT GENERATION


  Akosua Haynes to Margot Lee Shetterly


  2018


  Published in 2016, Margot Lee Shetterly’s Hidden Figures tells the true story of Dorothy Vaughan, Katherine Johnson and Mary Jackson, three pioneering African-American women who worked as ‘human computers’ at NASA in the 1960s. It was thanks to their pivotal calculations that celebrated astronauts such as Neil Armstrong and John Glenn could enter space, and yet for a long time their work remained uncelebrated. Shetterly’s retelling of their remarkable story became a bestseller and an award-winning movie adaptation followed. In 2018, this letter was written to Shetterly by Akouska Haynes, a ten-year-old African-American girl with aspirations to become an astronaut one day.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Margot Lee Shetterly,


  On August 21, 2017 I felt so lucky because it was the first day of school, and my friends were in class while I was watching the solar eclipse in Carbondale, Illinois. When the moon had completely covered the sun, I looked up and wondered how Katherine Johnson felt when she helped John Glenn orbit the earth. Reading your book “Hidden Figures” made me more excited about becoming a NASA astronaut, but it also made me question my career choice. It scared me when I read that a fireball entered into a space-ship killing all three astronauts inside. Becoming an astronaut had been my dream, I met Mae Jemison when I was four and have dressed up as an astronaut for at least four Halloweens, but I didn’t want to die in a ball of flames.


  I finished your book on the train ride back from Carbondale just five days before my “Hidden Figures” themed birthday party. I made up a rule, and told my friends that if they wanted to come they had to read at least two thirds of your book so that we could have an interesting discussion. I asked everyone to share their favorite passage. When it was my turn everyone read my selection, on page 217, aloud. Learning that John Glenn trusted Katherine Johnson with his life, because of her superior math skills, motivated me to take my own math homework more seriously. I love math but some of my friends don’t. I wanted them to read your book to see the magic in math and how useful it can be. Right before my party I looked up the definition for analytic geometry because Katherine used it to calculate the trajectory of John Glenn’s Mercury capsule useful magic!


  Although John Glenn respected Katherine Johnson, they lived in two different worlds. When I read about the discrimination that Katherine and the computers had to put up with （people not trusting them and separate bathrooms）, it made me think what it would have been like to live in the Jim Crow time period. I asked myself if I would have been able to work so well under pressure. I felt proud of Ms. Johnson.


  There are many more opportunities for African Americans today because of what Katherine Johnson and the other computers accomplished. They blazed a path for the next generation. My friends thanked me for choosing your book to celebrate my birthday. I know that I can still be an astronaut, an astrophysicist, or have a space career on earth!


  Sincerely,


  Akosua Haynes


  LETTER 02

  I AM SO VERY ANXIOUS TO ‘COME HOME’


  Betty Trier Berry and Mount Wilson Observatory


  21 January 1918


  In the early 1900s, decades before the women of Hidden Figures played a pivotal role in the Space Race -a time of heated competition between Cold War rivals the USA and Russia （then the USSR）over space exploration -the Mount Wilson Observatory hired dozens of highly skilled women to do similar work. In return for their invaluable efforts, they were offered very little recognition and a paltry wage. As evidenced by this exchange, despite her Masters degree in mathematics and love of astronomy, Betty Trier Berry could not afford to work as a ‘human computer’. Instead, she went on to become a celebrated attorney and the first woman to work as a public defender in the United States.


  THE LETTERS


  January 21, 1918


  Mrs. Betty Trier Berry


  1929 No. Western Avenue,


  Los Angeles, California


  



  Dear Mrs. Berry,


  We have a position in our Computing Division now vacant that I can offer you at a beginning salary of $825.00 per year, the appointment to take effect on February 1. An annual vacation of one month is granted to the staff, and there is no work on Saturday afternoons.


  The amount offered is probably much less than you have been earning, but I am hoping that you will wish to try the work under these conditions. With your interest in astronomy, I am under the impression that you will not regret such an acceptance.


  Very sincerely yours,


  Superintendent Computing Division


  January 23, 1918


  My dear Mr. Seares,


  Your kind communication of the 21st referring to a vacancy in your Computing Department at a $16 per week wage, reached me today; I trust you will pardon the intrusion on your time if I write you at some length on the matter.


  I am dependent on my own efforts for my support; and desirous as I am of entering again the field of astronomical work, I am afraid of the ugly practical questions that would inevitably arise were I to limit my earning capacity to that rather pathetic amount. So far therefore as the position of which you write is concerned, I am regretfully obliged to say that it will be impossible for me to accept it.


  It occurs to me, however, that you speak of my “interest in astronomy” as something quite apart from the work of the position you offer me. If I am correct in assuming from this that you have in mind for me, at a later time, some better position at a less mechanical, hence far more interesting, branch of the work, then it would seem that I am being given an opportunity to “try out,” for which I am certainly grateful — but with all the risk of non-success resting upon me. As I say, I am scarcely in a position to assume this risk, and a salary which actually supports me during the proba-tionary period would be obviously quite essential before I dared make a radical change of profession.


  I am so very anxious to “come home” to the work I love and so confident that I can be of actual assistance to you in it, that I still venture to hope for an opportunity to join your staff.


  Respectfully yours,


  Betty T. Berry


  * * *


  January 30, 1918


  Dear Mrs. Berry:


  I am afraid that under existing conditions we can do nothing more than repeat the offer of my former letter; but from your reply I appreciate that that would be useless. I am sorry, for I had hoped that we might have you with us.


  Very sincerely


  LETTER 03

  THE VOYAGER COSMIC GREETING CARD


  Carl Sagan to Alan Lomax


  6 June 1977


  Launched in 1977, the Voyager 1 space probe, as of 2020, was approximately 14, 000, 000, 000 miles from Earth. It reached interstellar space in 2012. Its sibling, Voyager 2, was launched the same year. Aboard each probe can be found a copy of the Voyager Golden Record, a twelve-inch gold-plated copper disc on which is stored hundreds of sounds and images indicative of humankind -a time capsule for the attention of any inquisitive extraterrestrials. The record’s contents were curated over the course of a year by a committee headed by astronomer Carl Sagan. He wrote the following letter in 1977 to esteemed musicologist Alan Lomax, who had recently agreed to join the team. Reprinted here too is a message from the US President Jimmy Carter, also included on the Golden Record.


  THE LETTER


  CORNELL UNIVERSITY


  Center for Radiophysics and Space Research


  June 6, 1977


  Mr. Alan Lomax


  215 West 98th Street


  Apartment 12E


  New York NY 10025


  



  Dear Alan:


  I am extremely pleased that you will be able to lend us the benefit of your considerable experience and expertise in ethnomusicology in the production of the Voyager record.


  Voyager 1 and Voyager 2 are unmanned deep space probes which will be launched from Cape Canaveral in August and September, 1977. Their mission is to examine close-up the major planets, Jupiter, Saturn, and Uranus, their 20 some odd moons, and the rings of Saturn and Uranus. After these fly-by observations are performed, the two spacecraft will be ejected from the solar system, becoming mankind’s third and fourth interstellar space vehicles. The first two such vehicles, Pioneers 10 and 11, were launched some six years ago and contain a 6 x 9 inch gold anodized aluminium plaque on which is etched some simple scientific information about the location of the Earth and the solar system in the Milky Way Galaxy, and the moment in the ten billion year history of our Galaxy when the spacecraft was launched. There are also drawings of a man and woman. The plaques were a sort of message in a bottle, cast into the cosmic ocean, in case at some remote epoch in the future an extraterrestrial civilization were to come upon Pioneer 10 or 11 and wonder something about its origin.


  Voyager permits us to continue on the Pioneer 10 and 11 experience, but in a much richer way. When NASA asked me to chair a committee to decide what should be the nature of the Voyager cosmic greeting card, it soon became clear that much more informa-tion could be conveyed in the same space on a metal mother of a phonograph record than on a plaque of the same size. Since this is the 100th anniversary of Edison’s invention of the phonograph, a record seems particularly apt. NASA will be launching on each Voyager a bonded pair of copper mothers containing the equivalent of four sides of a 12-inch 33-1/3 rpm long playing record. One of these sides will contain digital scientific information -largely diagrams and pictures; a range of human voices, including some especially prepared at the United Nations and one special greeting by Kurt Waldheim, the U. N. Secretary General; and a selection of non-musical, non-vocal sounds of the Earth. The other three sides are devoted entirely to music -music representative of all of humanity and music which represents the best of humanity. We believe that public availability of a two-record album identical in content with the flight record will stimulate listeners to examine our civilization and culture and consider how we wish to be represented to the Cosmos. In addition, it may be for many people a first exposure to some of the diversity and quality of human music.


  Under its protective cover the flight record will have a probable lifetime of a billion years. It is unlikely that many other artifacts of humanity will survive for so prodigious a period of time; it is clear, for example, that most of the present continents will be ground down and dissipated by then. Inclusion of the musical selections on the Voyager record ensures for them a kind of immortality which could not be achieved in any other way.


  We would like you to be a member of the final musical selection committee and are very pleased that we will have access to some selections from your unique collection of ethnic music. In each case we will need a release from the copyright holder. We feel we have an obligation in return for your important assistance to prominently acknowledge that assistance. We will be sure to include your name and affiliation in the draft of any NASA press release about the record.（We expect such releases around the time of launch in late August.）I would also like to invite you to prepare a few paragraphs for the commercial record liner or booklet, and -if there is a book on the Voyager record -to consider preparing all or part of a chapter on the rationale and significance of the particular selection of ethnic music which we will have made. I am enclosing a small token of my esteem.


  With all good wishes,


  Cordially,


  Carl Sagan


  Chairman


  Voyager Record Committee


  * * *


  STATEMENT


  This Voyager spacecraft was constructed by the United States of America. We are a community of 240 million human beings among the more than 4 billion who inhabit the planet Earth. We human beings are still divided into nation states, but these states are rapidly becoming a global civilization.


  We cast this message into the cosmos. It is likely to survive a billion years into our future, when our civilization is profoundly altered and the surface of the Earth may be vastly changed. Of the 200 billion stars in the Milky Way galaxy, some -perhaps many -may have inhabited planets and space faring civili-zations. If one such civilization intercepts Voyager and can understand these recorded contents, here is our message:


  This is a present from a small distant world, a token of our sounds, our science, our images, our music, our thoughts, and our feelings. We are attempting to survive our time so we may live into yours. We hope some day, having solved the problems we face, to join a commu-nity of galactic civilizations. This record represents our hope and our determination and our goodwill in a vast and awesome universe.


  [Signed]


  Jimmy Carter


  President of the United States of America


  THE WHITE HOUSE


  June 16, 1977


  ‘WE HOPE SOME DAY，


  HAVING SOLVED THE


  PROBLEMS WE FACE，


  TO JOIN A COMMUNITY


  OF GALACTIC


  CIVILISATIONS.’


  — President Jimmy Carter


  LETTER 04

  GO, JOHNNY, GO


  Ann Druyan and Carl Sagan to Chuck Berry


  15 October 1986


  Nine years after Voyager 1 and 2 left our planet, astronomer Carl Sagan and writer, director Ann Druyan wrote a letter to rock and roll legend Chuck Berry, whose sixtieth birthday was approaching. He was one of the artists selected to feature on the Voyager Golden Record, the twelve-inch gold-plated copper disc sent with the Voyager spacecraft, and containing sounds and images selected to show the diversity of life on Earth -the subject of Sagan’s letter to Alan Lomax （Letter 03）.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Chuck Berry,


  When they tell you your music will live forever, you can usually be sure they’re exaggerating. But Johnny B. Goode is on the Voyager interstellar records attached to NASA’s Voyager spacecraft — now two billion miles from Earth and bound for the stars. These records will last a billion years or more. Happy 60th birthday, with our admiration for the music you have given to this world …


  Go, Johnny, go.


  



  Ann Druyan


  Carl Sagan


  



  Cornell University,


  Ithaca, New York


  On behalf of the Voyager Interstellar Record Committee


  LETTER 05

  TO A TOP SCIENTIST


  Denis Cox and the Woomera Rocket Range


  October 1957


  In 1957, it was announced that the Soviets had beaten the US to create the first artificial Earth satellite, with the successful launch of Sputnik 1. Following this news, Australian schoolboy Denis Cox sent this urgent letter to the Royal Australian Air Force’s Rocket Range at Woomera in an attempt to enter Australia into the Space Race. Much to Denis’s dismay, his letter, addressed ‘TO A TOP SCIENTIST’, went unheeded -until, fifty-two long years later, in 2009, Denis’s original letter and proposal for a rocket-ship design made the news after being featured on the website of the National Archives of Australia. As a result of the coverage, he finally got a reply from the Australian Department of Defence.


  THE LETTERS
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  Australian Government


  Department of Defence


  Defence Science and


  Technology Organisation


  Mr Denis Cox


  28/8/09


  Dear Mr Cox,


  I would like to thank you for your letter we received on 20th Oct.1957 regarding the design of your rocketship. I apologise for the late response to your letters. You will appreciate that as you requested “A Top Scientist” that uses the “WOOMERA ROCKET RANGE” it took a little while for your letter to get to me and in addition, it took some time to provide due consideration to your ideas.


  In any case, I have included a picture of our latest flight of a hypersonic vehicle under the HIFiRE Program, so that you may see that many of your designs have merit. The fins are a little smaller, and on our work, we haven’t advanced sufficiently to put people on board, as you clearly indicated we should. Curiously enough though, people are still toying with the idea of combining rocket engines with turbines as suggested in your letter. These engines are now called Rocket Based Combined Cycle Engines and seem to work about as well as they did back in 1957! I am also quite interested in the shape of the fuselage, it actually shows a lot of merit!


  I think that the most interesting statement you made in your letter was “YOU PUT IN OTHER DETAILS”. You were clearly going to be an excellent Program Manager, by providing those that know best the freedom in the matter to get it right. Furthermore, you did have your priorities right as “AUSTRALIAN MARKINGS” are the most prominent feature of the design.


  I remember as a boy designing rocket ships and planes at about the same time that you wrote your letter. I don’t know why or how, but somehow I was lucky enough to get to a position where I now head a team that designs planes and engines that will soon fly at Mach 8, or around 9000km/hr. I am proud to tell you that these planes will have an “AUSTRALIAN MARKING” on them as you indicated they should have. My one hope is that we do a sufficiently good job that is worthy of the inspiration, dreams and hopes that you provided in your letter those many years ago.


  Once again, thank you for your letter.


  （Signed）


  Allan Paul BSc PhD MEngSc


  Research Leader Applied Hypersonics


  Air Vehicles Division


  DSTO-Brisbane


  LETTER 06

  VOYAGE FROM THE EARTH TO THE MOON


  Frank Borman to Jean Jules-Verne


  5 February 1969


  On Christmas Eve 1968, three days after launching from Florida’s Kennedy Space Center, Apollo 8 became the first crewed spacecraft to orbit the Moon -a feat they managed not just once but ten times during their mission. On board were commander Frank Borman and his crewmates Jim Lovell and Bill Anders, all of whom took turns reading the first ten verses from the Book of Genesis. Their recitals were beamed back to Earth and broadcast to millions. Two months after this historic flight, Borman wrote a letter to Jean Jules-Verne, grandson of Jean Jules-Verne, the French novelist who 104 years earlier had written of such a trip in his eerily prescient book From the Earth to the Moon.


  THE LETTER


  NATIONAL AERONATICS AND SPACE


  ADMINISTRATION


  February 5, 1969


  Mr. Jean Jules Verne


  Le Vieil Huba


  83 -Toulon


  



  Dear Sir:


  As you undoubtedly know, generations of American schoolboys -including Captain Lovell, Major Anders and me -have been fascinated by the books of your illustrious grandfather.


  That his Voyage from the Earth to the Moon foresaw both the fact of the magnificent adventure which mankind has just experienced and even such details as liftoff from Florida and splashdown in the Pacific is more than an extraordinary coincidence: it is a tribute to the genius of his vision. He not only imagined what exploits were possible for man but even how they might be accomplished, down to the finest details.


  Who can say how many of the world’s space scientists were inspired, consciously or unconsciously, by their boyhood reading of the works of Jules Verne? What can be said is that behind every break-through in man’s history there lies a dream. That dream, and the blueprint for its accomplishment, were first shown to us by your grandfather. In a very real sense, then, Jules Verne is one of the great pioneers of the space age.


  Very sincerely yours,


  Frank Borman


  LETTER 07

  E. T. HAS CHANGED TOMMY’S LIFE


  Various to E. T.and Steven Spielberg


  Circa 1982


  Few movies have ever managed to affect an audience quite like E. T.the Extra-Terrestrial. Released in 1982, Steven Spielberg’s genre-defining tale of friendship between boy and alien quickly broke box-office records, won multiple Academy Awards and captured countless hearts, all the while provoking people of all ages to look up and wonder about the possibility of life on planets beyond our own. Naturally, a cultural event so impactful also generated letters, and here are just three sent to Spielberg and E. T.himself （via his fan club）.


  THE LETTERS


  Dear Mr. Spielberg,


  I realize this letter must be one of thousands you have received since the release of E. T. And it’s really not that extraordinarily different from most of those letters. I suppose I could quite truthfully rant and rave about what a marvelous movie E. T.is and what exceptional talent you have demonstrated in your direction of it, but I won’t.


  When I was a child growing up I dreamed of meeting life from other worlds. I can remember staring off into the heavens outside my window and hoping if I wished hard （and sincerely）enough that the inhabitants of the planetary system circling the only star I could see through my elm tree would come and visit me.


  I would go out at dusk and string yards of brightly colored wires on my dilapidated wire mesh fence. Maybe by some miraculous freak of physics I could somehow send a message to my star. And They would come.


  Now the wires are gone, and the fence shows no signs of the enormous weight of dreams it once bore. The elm tree that once blocked all stars but my own got Dutch elm disease and lets hundreds of stars shine through its branches. And I have grown old, keeping childhood dreams hidden and tucked away.


  E. T.found that favorite fantasy and let me live it again. You did justice to the dream of a child.


  THANK YOU, STEVEN SPIELBERG.


  Rita Calm


  September 14, 1982


  * * *


  Dear E. T.


  I think you’re cute and funny. Where do you come from? What are your friends like? What is your Space Ship like? How fast can your Space Ship fly? What is your home like? What language do you speak? How do you like earth? Maybe you can’t answer all of these questions but just answer some of them, and please send me a small tollken [sic] of something.


  Sincerely,


  Mark


  * * *


  Dear E. T. Fan Club （and Mr. Spielberg），


  I am Tommy’s mother. I am writing this letter for him as Tom has never really learned to write much more than his first name. Tom is 20 and autistic. That means he prefers his own strange world to the real one outside himself. Since he has always enjoyed movies filled with special effects, space-crafts and startling aliens, it was only natural for his parents to take turns waiting in the long lines for E. T. In the darkened theater, Tommy came out of himself. He screamed — he clapped — he laughed … and then — yes —Tommy cried. Real tears. Autistics do not weep — not for themselves or any others. But Tommy wept and Tommy talked — nonstop — about E.T … Tom has seen E.T. three times now and is prone to touching fingers with others and solemnly repeating, “Ouch.”


  E. T.has changed Tommy’s life. It has made him relate to something beyond himself. It’s as though Tommy has also been an alien life-form and trying to find his way home — just like E. T.


  Totally yours,


  Ann Andonian


  LETTER 08

  IF YOU ARE TO BE, BE THE FIRST


  Yuri Gagarin to his family


  10 April 1961


  Yuri Gagarin was born in 1934 in the Russian village of Klushino, to Alexey Ivanovich Gagarin and Anna Timofeyevna Gagarina -a carpenter and farmer, respectively. Aged twenty-three, Gagarin met and fell in love with a nursing student from Orenburg named Valentina Goryacheva. Within months they were married, going on to have two daughters, Yelena and Galina. On 12 April 1961, Gagarin waved goodbye to his young family, stepped into the Vostok 1 spacecraft and became the first man to go into space. He returned safely; however, he had planned for a different outcome, and two days before launch he wrote this letter to his wife and children, to be opened in the event of his death.


  THE LETTER


  My dear beloved Valechka, Lenochka, and Galochka!


  I decided to write you a few lines to share with you the joy and happiness that befell me today. Today the government commission decided to send me to the first spaceflight. I am so glad, dear Valiusha, and I want you to share this joy with me. An ordinary man, I have been trusted with an important national mission — to pave the first road into space![… ]


  I fully trust the technology. It should not fail. But it sometimes happens that a man falls and breaks his neck with no reason at all. Something may happen here too. I do not believe it will happen. But if it does, I ask all of you and especially you, Valiusha，— do not be overcome with grief. Such is life […] Please take care of our girls and love them just like I do. Please raise them as […] true human beings who are not afraid of the challenges of life. Raise them as people who will deserve to live a new communist society.


  This letter is coming out a bit too gloomy. I do not believe in this [bad] outcome. I hope you will never see this letter, and I will feel ashamed for this momentary weakness. But if something happens, you must know the whole truth


  When I was a child, I once read the words of Valerii Chkalov, “If you are to be, be the first.” So I try, and I will to the end. Valechka, I wish to dedicate this flight to the people of the new communist society, which we are already entering, to our great Motherland, and to our science


  I hope in a few days we will be together again, and we will be happy. Valechka, please, do not forget my parents, and if you have an opportunity, help them somehow. Give them my warm greetings, and let them forgive me for not telling them about this, for they were not supposed to know. This is it, I think.


  Good bye, my dears. I hug you tightly and kiss you.


  Greetings


  Your daddy and Yura.


  ‘AN ORDINARY MAN，


  I HAVE BEEN TRUSTED


  WITH AN IMPORTANT


  NATIONAL MISSION.’


  — Yuri Gagarin


  LETTER 09

  SOCIALISM IS THE BEST LAUNCHING PAD FOR SPACE FLIGHTS


  Soviet cosmonauts to Leonid Ilyich Brezhnev


  22 October 1965


  Following Yuri Gagarin’s historic journey into space in 1961, he quickly became a global celebrity. He was twenty-seven, handsome and charismatic -a heady combination -and travelled the world as a spokesman for his country’s space programme and, by extension, political system. However, over the next few years, the Space Race gathered pace, and by 1965 it was clear to Gagarin and his fellow cosmonauts that the United States had pulled far ahead of the Soviet Union. This critical letter to Soviet leader Leonid Ilyich Brezhnev was their plea for change. Gagarin died in 1968, when the jet in which he was flying crashed in the Russian town of Kirzhach. A year after his death, NASA landed men on the Moon.


  THE LETTER


  Central Committee of the Communist


  Party of the Soviet Union


  Comrade L. I. Brezhnev


  Dear Leonid Il’ich!


  We are writing to you to raise certain issues, which we consider very important for our state and for us.


  Soviet achievements in space exploration are well known, and there is no need to list all of our victories here. These victories have been achieved and will remain in history to be the pride of our nation forever. The people, the Party and our leaders have always appropriately connected our achievements in space with our achievements in the


  construction of socialism.“Socialism is the best launching pad for space flights.” This catchphrase circled the entire world. Soviet people said these words with pride, the peoples of the socialist countries believed it was true, and hundreds of millions of people abroad learned the ABC of communism through our achievements in space. Such it was. We, cosmonauts, travelled abroad many times; a thousand times we witnessed how warmly multi-million crowds in various countries greeted Soviet achievements in space.


  In the past year, however, the situation has changed. The USA have not only caught up with us, but even surpassed us in certain areas. The flights of space vehicles Ranger-7, Ranger-8, Mariner-4, Gemini-5 and others are serious achievements of American scientists.


  This lagging behind of our homeland in space exploration is especially objectionable to us, cosmonauts, but it also damages the prestige of the Soviet Union and has a negative effect on the defence efforts of the countries from the socialist camp.


  Why is the Soviet Union losing its leading position in space research? A common answer to this question answer [sic] is as follows: the USA have developed a very wide front of research in space; they allocate enormous funds for space research. In the past 5 years they spent more than 20 billion dollars, and in 1965 alone 7 billion dollars. This answer is basically correct. It is well known that the USA spend on space exploration much more than does the USSR.


  But the matter is not only funding. The Soviet Union also allocates significant funds for space exploration. Unfortunately, in our country there are many defects in planning, organisation, and management of this work. How can one speak about serious planning of space research if we do not have any plan for cosmonauts’flights? The month of October is coming to an end, there is a little time left before the end of the year 1965, but no one in Soviet Union knows whether there will be a manned space flight this year, what will be the task for that flight, and what duration. The same situation was characteristic of all the previous flights of the ship-satellites Vostok and Voskhod. This creates totally abnormal conditions during cosmonauts’preparation for flight and precludes the possibility of preparing crews for flight without hassle ahead of time.


  We know that in this country there are plans for developing space technology, we know decisions of the Central Committee of the CPSU and the government that include specific deadlines for the construction of spacecrafts. But we know also that many of these decisions are not being implemented at all, and most are being carried out with huge delays.


  Manned space flights are becoming more and more complex and prolonged. The preparation of such flights takes a lot of time, requires special equipment, training spacecraft and simulators, which are now being created with huge delay and with primitive methods. To put it briefly, we need a national plan of manned space flights which would include the flight task, the date, the composition of the crew, the duration of the flight, the deadline for the preparation of a spacecraft and a simulator, and many other important issues of flight preparation.


  Up to now manned space flights have been carried out according to the plans of the USSR Academy of Sciences, while the direct management and technical support have been organised by representatives of the industry and the USSR Ministry of Defence. Items of military significance have been present in flight programmes only to some degree, which can be explained by the fact that within the Ministry of Defence there is no organisation that would unify the whole complex of questions of space exploration. Everybody is involved in space affairs -the Missile Forces, the Air Force, the Air Defence, the Navy and other organisations. Such scattering of efforts and resources in space exploration interferes with work; a lot of time is spent on coordination of plans and decisions, and these decisions often reflect narrow departmental interests. The existing situation with the organisation of space research contradicts the spirit of the decisions of the September Plenum of the Central Committee of the CPSU, and it must be changed.


  In 1964 the chief of the Joint Staff, the Marshal of the Soviet Union Biriuzov created a special commission. This commission studied in detail the organisation of work on space exploration and came to the conclusion that it was necessary to unify all space affairs under the command of the Air Force. The Marshal of Soviet Union S. S. Biriuzov, the General of the Army A. A. Epishev, and the Marshal of the Soviet Union A. A. Grechko supported this proposal. But after the tragic death of the Marshal of the Soviet Union Biriuzov this reasonable proposal was discarded and the Central Administration for Space Exploration （TsUKOS）was organised under the Missile Forces. The creation of this organisation changed nothing, however. The narrow departmental approach, the scattering of resources, and the lack of coordination have persisted.


  The Air Force leadership and we, cosmonauts, repeatedly addressed the Joint Staff, to the Minister of Defense, and to the Military-Industrial Commission with specific proposals on the construction of and the equipment for spacecrafts that would be capable of carrying out military tasks. As a rule, our proposals were not supported by the Missile Forces leadership. We received such replies as: “Vostok spacecraft do not have any military value, and it is inexpedient to order their construction” and “We will not order Voskhod spacecraft, for there are no funds”.


  In 1961 we had two Vostok spacecraft.


  In 1962 we had two Vostok spacecraft.


  In 1963 we had two Vostok spacecraft.


  In 1964 we had one Voskhod spacecraft.


  In 1965 we had one Voskhod spacecraft.


  In 1965 the Americans launched three Gemini spacecraft, and they are planning to launch two more before the end of the year.


  Why have not enough ships been built for our cosmonauts’flights? In any case, not because of the lack of funding. It happened because the leadership of the Missile Forces has more trust in automatic satellites, and it underestimates the role of human beings in space research. It is a shame that in our country, which was the first to sent man into outer space, for four years the question has been debated whether man is needed on board a military spacecraft. In America this question has been resolved firmly and conclusively in favour of man. In this country, many still argue for automata. Only these considerations can explain why we build only 1-2 piloted ships in the same period as 30-40 automatic satellites are being produced. Many automatic satellites cost much more than a piloted ship, and many of them never reach their destination. The Vostok and the Voskhod piloted spacecraft have carried out a full programme of scien-tific research and at the same time have produced a huge political effect for this country.


  We do not intend to belittle the value of auto-matic spacecraft. But an infatuation with them would be, at the very least, harmful. Using the Vostok and the Voskhod spacecraft, it would have been possible to carry out a large complex of very important military research and to extend the duration of flights to 10-12 days. But we have no ships, nothing on which we could fly, nothing on which we could carry out a programme of space research.


  Besides what is stated above, there are also other defects in the organisation of our flights -defects which we cannot remedy by ourselves. In our country there is no unified centre for space flight control. During the flight every spacecraft has no communication with the command station in between the sixth and the thirteenth turn circuits of the day. At the testing range, there are bad conditions for training and resting of cosmonauts.


  We also have other questions awaiting a resolution. Many questions could be resolved without appealing to the Central Committee of the CPSU. We repeatedly wrote to the Minister of Defence about these questions. We are aware of the petitions from the Air Force leadership to the Ministry of Defence and the government, but these petitions largely did not fulfill their purpose. Many times we met with the Minister of Defence, but unfortunately those were not business meetings. And today we have no confidence that the issues we raise can be resolved at the Ministry of Defence.


  Dear Leonid Il’ich! We know how busy you are and nevertheless we ask you to familiarise yourself with our space affairs and needs.


  The 50th anniversary of the Great October [Revolution] is approaching. We would like very much to achieve new big victories in space by the time of this great holiday.


  We are deeply convinced that resolving the issue of unifying all military space affairs under the command of the Air Force, the thoughtful planning of space research, and the construction of space-craft that would solve the problem of military application of piloted spacecraft would appreciably strengthen the defensive power of our homeland.


  



  Pilots-cosmonauts of the USSR


  Yu. Gagarin


  A. Leonov


  P. Belyaev


  G. Titov


  A. Nikolaev


  V. Bykovsky


  



  October 22, 1965


  LETTER 10

  THE RESULT WOULD BE A CATASTROPHE


  Roger Boisjoly to R. K. Lund


  31 July 1985


  In a tragedy witnessed by millions, Space Shuttle Challenger broke apart over the coast of Florida just seventy-three seconds after launch on 28 January 1986, ending the lives of all seven of its crew members. A subsequent investigation determined that the accident had been caused by the failure of an O-ring -essen-tially a rubber seal on one of the shuttle’s solid rocket boosters -brought on, in part, by extremely cold weather around the time of launch. But the develop-ment wasn’t a shock to all involved. Six months prior to the launch, this memo was sent by Roger Boisjoly, an engineer working at Morton Thiokol, the manufacturers of the solid rocket boosters, to the company’s vice-president. In it, he predicted the problem and warned of a potential disaster. Boisjoly’s warning went unheeded. He later attempted to halt the launch, unsuccessfully.


  THE LETTER


  31 July 1985


  TO: R. K. Lund Vice President, Engineering


  FROM: R. M. Boisjoly, Applied Mechanics -Ext.3525


  SUBJECT: SRM O-Ring Erosion/Potential Failure Criticality


  This letter is written to insure that management is fully aware of the seriousness of the current O-Ring erosion problem in the SRM joints from an engineering standpoint.


  The mistakenly accepted position on the joint problem was to fly without fear of failure and to run a series of design evaluations which would ultimately lead to a solution or at least a significant reduction of the erosion problem. This position is now drastically changed as a result of the SRM 16A nozzle joint erosion which eroded a secondary O-Ring with the primary O-Ring never sealing.


  If the same scenario should occur in a field joint （and it could）, then it is a jump ball as to the success or failure of the joint because the secondary O-Ring cannot respond to the clevis opening rate and may not be capable of pressurization. The result would be a catastrophe of the highest order -loss of human life.


  An unofficial team [a memo defining the team and its purpose was never published] with leader was formed on 19 July 1985 and was tasked with solving the problem for both the short and long term. This unofficial team is essentially nonexistent at this time. In my opinion, the team must be officially given the responsibility and the authority to execute the work that needs to be done on a non-interference basis （full time assignment until completed.）


  It is my honest and very real fear that if we do not take immediate action to dedicate a team to solve the problem with the field joint having the number one priority, then we stand in jeopardy of losing a flight along with all the launch pad facilities.


  



  [Signed]


  R. M. Boisjoly


  



  Concurred by:


  [Signed]


  J. R. Kapp, Manager


  Applied Mechanics


  LETTER 11

  AND TEARS DON’T FLOW THE SAME IN SPACE


  Frank L. Culbertson Jr to the people of Earth


  12 September 2001


  On the morning of 11 September 2001 the world looked on in horror as four commercial jets were hijacked by terrorists and used as weapons to kill almost 3, 000 people on US soil. Two of those planes were flown into the iconic Twin Towers of New York City’s World Trade Center, ultimately bringing them both to the ground. There was just one American not on Earth that morning: Frank Culbertson, a fifty-two-year-old NASA astronaut. At the time, he was 250 miles from his home planet, working as commander of the International Space Station. A day after the attacks, he wrote home.


  THE LETTER


  September 12, 2001; 19: 34 hours


  I haven’t written very much about specifics of this mission during the month I’ve been here, mainly for two reasons: the first being that there has been very little time to do that kind of writing, and secondly because I’m not sure how comfortable I am sharing thoughts I share with family and friends with the rest of the world.


  Well, obviously the world changed today. What I say or do is very minor compared to the significance of what happened to our country today when it was attacked by … by whom? Terrorists is all we know, I guess. Hard to know at whom to direct our anger and fear …


  I had just finished a number of tasks this morning, the most time-consuming being the physical exams of all crew members. In a private conversation following that, the flight surgeon told me they were having a very bad day on the ground. I had no idea.


  […]


  I know so many people in Washington, so many people who travel to DC and NYC, so many who are pilots, that I felt sure I would receive at least a few pieces of bad news over the next few days. I got the first one today when I learned that the Captain of the American Airlines jet that hit the Pentagon was Chic Burlingame, a classmate of mine. I met Chic during plebe summer when we were in the D& B [the Drum and Bugle corps] together, and we had lots of classes together. I can’t imagine what he must of gone through, and now I hear that he may have risen further than we can even think of by possibly preventing his plane from being the one to attack the White House. What a terrible loss, but I’m sure Chic was fighting bravely to the end. And tears don’t flow the same in space …


  It’s difficult to describe how it feels to be the only American completely off the planet at a time such as this. The feeling that I should be there with all of you, dealing with this, helping in some way, is overwhelming. I know that we are on the threshold （or beyond）of a terrible shift in the history of the world. Many things will never be the same again after September 11, 2001. Not just for the thousands and thousands of people directly affected by these horrendous acts of terrorism, but probably for all of us. We will find ourselves feeling differently about dozens of things, including probably space exploration, unfortunately.


  It’s horrible to see smoke pouring from wounds in your own country from such a fantastic vantage point. The dichotomy of being on a spacecraft dedicated to improving life on earth and watching life being destroyed by such willful, terrible acts is jolting to the psyche, no matter who you are. And the knowledge that everything will be different than when we launched by the time we land is a little disconcerting. I have confidence in our country and in our leadership that we will do everything possible to better defend her and our families, and to bring justice for what has been done. I have confidence that the good people at NASA will do everything necessary to continue our mission safely and return us safely at the right time. And I miss all of you very much. I can’t be there with you in person, and we have a long way to go to complete our mission, but be certain that my heart is with you, and know you are in my prayers.


  Humbly,


  Frank


  LETTER 12

  KNOWLEDGE BEGETS KNOWLEDGE


  Mary Lou Reitler and John F. Kennedy


  19 January 1962


  US President John F. Kennedy made an historic speech before Congress in May 1961 -one month after Soviet cosmonaut Yuri Gagarin became the first person to be launched into outer space and orbit Earth -proposing ‘landing a man on the Moon and returning him safely to the Earth’before the decade’s end. Eight years and billions of dollars later, Kennedy’s goal was achieved when Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin set foot on the lunar surface. Early in 1962, eight months after Kennedy’s call to action, a teenager named Mary Lou Reitler wrote to him and questioned the need for humans to explore space. A response subsequently arrived from Myer Feldman, Deputy Special Counsel to the President.


  THE LETTERS


  January 19, 1962


  R. F. D.#1


  Delton, Michigan


  Dear President Kennedy,


  I am thirteen years old and I’m in the eighth grade. Please don’t throw my letter away until you’ve read what I have to say. Would you please answer me this one question? When God created the world, He sent man out to make a living with the tools He provided them with. They had to make their living on their own with what little they had. If He had wanted us to orbit the earth, reach the moon, or live on any of the planets, I believe He would have put us up there Himself or He would have given us missiles etc.to get there. While our country is spending billions of dollars on things we can get along without, while many refugees and other people are starving or trying to make a decent living to support their families. I think it is all just a waste of time and money when many talents could be put to better use in many ways, such as making our world a better place to live in. We don’t really need space vehicles. I think our country should try to look out more for the welfare of its people so that we can be proud of the world we live in. At school they tell us that we study science so that we can make our world a better place to live in. But I don’t think we need outer space travel to prove or further the development of the idea. Now that you have heard what I have to say will you please write me in answer to my question?


  Sincerely,


  Mary Lou Reitler


  * * *


  March 29, 1962


  Dear Mary Lou Reitler


  The President has asked me to reply to your letter asking why the United States expends so much time and energy in exploring space, and suggesting that God would have provided man with the necessary space implements had he wanted man to explore space.


  A significant feature of our society is the right of each individual to determine the nature of God’s intent in accordance with his own conscience. I would not, therefore, presume to suggest how you should resolve the issue you pose in your letter. Yet it would appear that among the most common characteristics of man is a desire to impose change on nature in order to mollify the hardships of life. This, combined with an endowed natural intelligence and curiosity, has allowed man to progress through increased knowledge from the most primitive past when the only tools utilized were those rocks and sticks found lying on the ground, to the present day, when disease-controlling drugs, efficient food production, and labor-saving machinery have combined to permit man, if he wishes, to pursue a far richer and more humane life.


  It is impossible to determine in advance, moreover, those benefits which will eventually result from a given advance in human knowledge. History is replete with examples of man pursuing knowledge with no expectation of any practical use, which later serve as the basis for developments making significant contributions to mankind. Janssen’s work on lenses, without his realizing it, provided the breakthrough required to understand and control disease-causing microbes; also, Hertz predicted that his academic experimentation with electromagnetic waves would have no practical or useful result, but he had in fact helped to lay the groundwork for the modern electronic industry.


  Astronaut John H. Glenn briefly summed this up recently when he explained his views on the importance of space research before a joint session of Congress. He in part said, “But exploration and the pursuit of knowledge have always paid dividends in the long run -usually far greater than anything expected at the outset … Any major effort such as this results in research by so many different specialties that it is hard to even envision the benefits that will accrue in many fields. Knowledge begets knowledge. The more I see, the more impressed I am -not with how much we know -but with how tremendous the areas are that are as yet unexplored.”


  Thank you very much for advising the President of your views on this important matter. It is encouraging to find someone of your age showing such interest and concern in public affairs.


  Sincerely,


  Myer Feldman


  Deputy Special Counsel


  to the President


  ‘IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO


  DETERMINE IN


  ADVANCE, MOREOVER，


  THOSE BENEFITS WHICH


  WILL EVENTUALLY


  RESULT FROM A GIVEN


  ADVANCE IN HUMAN


  KNOWLEDGE.’


  — Myer Feldman


  LETTER 13

  MAN IN SPACE


  Alan Shepard to his parents


  29 January 1959


  On 5 May 1961, Alan Shepard became the second person -and first American -to enter space. This letter was written by Shepard to his parents two years earlier and marks the very first announcement of his plans to volunteer for the ‘Man in Space’ programme. In fact, the very same day, hours after penning these words, Shepard and a group of other specially selected pilots travelled to Washington, where they were briefed about Project Mercury by NASA for the first time. He was chosen as one of the ‘Mercury Seven’ just over two months later, at which point he began the training that would ultimately see him take the Freedom 7 spacecraft to an altitude of 187 kilometres. A decade after that, Shepard became the fifth person to walk on the Moon.


  THE LETTER


  1/29/59


  Dear Mother and Daddy —


  Thanks so much for your recent note, Daddy. I appreciate also you sharing the commission on my insurance premium.


  We are enjoying our time here very much and like the new addition to our house. It makes it much more livable. Room for guests — so come on down!


  Present plans are to be up for Ann’s wedding in April. No details as yet but will keep you posted.


  I am driving to Washington this afternoon for a briefing and for consideration in the “Man in Space” program. I am letting you know right away since I am not sure how much publicity or press releases will be involved. Basically, about 100 of the country’s top pilots have been selected to go to Washington to be briefed on the plans for putting a man in space some time during 1961. We are to be given a chance to volunteer for or reject the opportunity after the briefing. Thereafter, all volunteers will go through a rigorous elimination process until a handful are selected. The entire program of space travel is a fascinating subject and I’m very pleased to be associated with it!


  I assure you that I will analyze the entire picture based upon my past flight experience. I intend to do it very carefully of course — and will most certainly volunteer for it. There is no reason for expression of fear but merely gratitude to be considered for this very important contribution to science and the country. Will keep you posted.


  Please make no announcements or statements at this time should the occasion arise or even if it doesn’t arise!


  My love to you both —


  Alan


  ‘THERE IS NO REASON


  FOR EXPRESSION OF


  FEAR BUT MERELY


  GRATITUDE TO BE


  CONSIDERED FOR THIS


  VERY IMPORTANT


  CONTRIBUTION TO


  SCIENCE AND THE


  COUNTRY.’


  — Alan Shepard


  LETTER 14

  THE SUN & THE COMET WAS TO HAVE A FIGHT


  Nellie Copeland to Dr William R. Kubinec


  February 1985


  Halley’s Comet is arguably the most famous of all comets. Five miles wide and ten miles long, it is named after eighteenth-century astronomer Edmund Halley, who deduced that its periodic appearances -it can be spotted from Earth once every seventy-five to seventy-six years -were those of a returning body. The first recorded sighting of Halley’s Comet occurred in 239 BC, and the most recent appearance was in 1986. In July of the previous year, in anticipation of the comet’s return, Dr William R. Kubinec, chairman of the Department of Physics at the College of Charleston, West Virginia, published a request for recollections of its 1910 appearance. This eyewitness account soon arrived, written by an elderly lady named Nellie Copeland.


  THE LETTER


  Maryville, Tennessee


  Feb -6 -1985


  Dear Sir


  I just read in my Paper the Maryville Times about the piece about Halleys Comet and it interested me for I remember seeing it. I was borned May 15 -1954 which makes me 80 years young. I remember it was almost Sun-down and the word got around the Sun & the Comet was to have a fight. The neighbors all gathered on a hillside to watch.


  My grand-mother was a very nervous old lady. So it was just before Sun-down then Halleys Comet past the sun which was real red & the tail of the Comit was real wide and long and the Sun seem to tremble & shake. It was a wonderful sight.


  I’m now looking forward to living to seeing it again when it comes back.


  Some people thought the world was coming to an end.


  Hoping you see it next time for it was a wonderful sight.


  Yours truly,


  Mrs. Nellie Copeland


  Good luck to you.


  LETTER 15

  MY SISTER SAYS I AM AN ALIEN


  Jack Davis and NASA


  3 August 2017


  As we humans expand our footprint and ever so slowly explore wider expanses of this unthinkably vast universe, it is vital that we do so with great care to minimise the risk of interplanetary contamination -both inbound （space to Earth）and outbound （Earth to space）. Since 1967, space missions have been bound by the United Nations’Outer Space Treaty to avoid such harmful contamination. As of 2020, it is joined by 110 countries. In 2017, NASA publicly announced that it was looking for a new ‘Planetary Protection Officer’. Unsurprisingly, countless applications arrived, including a letter from nine-year-old Jack Davis.


  THE LETTERS


  August 3, 2017


  Dear NASA，


  My name is Jack Davis and I would like to apply for the planetary protection officer job. I may be nine but I think I would be fit for the job. One of the reasons is my sister says I am an alien. Also, I have seen almost all the space and alien movies I can see. I have also seen the show Marvel Agents of Shield and hope to see the movie Men in Black. I am great at vidieo games. I am young, so I can learn to think like an Alien.


  



  Sincerely,


  Jack Davis


  Guardian of the Galaxy


  Fourth Grade


  * * *


  NASA


  Dear Jack,


  I hear you are a “Guardian of the Galaxy” and that you’re interested in being a NASA Planetary Protection Officer. That’s great!


  Our Planetary Protection Officer position is really cool and is very important work. It’s about protecting Earth from tiny microbes when we bring back samples from the Moon, asteroids and Mars. It’s also about protecting other planets and moons from our germs as we responsibly explore the Solar System.


  We are always looking for bright future scientists and engineers to help us, so I hope you will study hard and do well in school. We hope to see you here at NASA one of these days!


  Sincerely,


  Dr. James L. Green


  Director, Planetary Science Division


  ‘I AM YOUNG, SO I CAN


  LEARN TO THINK LIKE


  AN ALIEN.’


  — Jack Davis


  LETTER 16

  I CAN BE PATIENT NO LONGER


  Jerrie Cobb to John F. Kennedy


  13 March 1963


  Born in Oklahoma in 1931 to Lt. Col. William H.Cobb and Helena Butler Stone Cobb, Geraldyn ‘Jerrie’ Cobb was twelve years old when she first took the controls of her father’s 1936 Waco aircraft. From that day, she never looked down. At sixteen, she had a private pilot’s licence; at eighteen, she was a certified ground instructor; soon she was setting various world aviation records for speed, distance and altitude. In 1960, she was the first of thirteen women （the ‘Mercury 13’）selected by NASA to undergo intensive training that would determine whether a woman could become an astronaut. Despite passing every test, she remained grounded and soon the programme was cancelled. In 1963, having brought the issue before Congress to no avail, Cobb wrote this letter to President John F. Kennedy, and pleaded to be sent into space immediately. To her frustration, it would be another twenty years until an American woman, Sally Ride, left Earth’s orbit. Three months after this letter was written, cosmonaut Valentina Vladimirovna Tereshkova became the first woman in space.


  THE LETTER


  March 13, 1963


  The President


  The White House


  Washington, D. C.


  



  Dear Mr. President:


  It is difficult to write this letter knowing it will be read by your secretaries and assistants and the chances are slim that it will get through to you. I feel compelled to do so anyway, in the faith that the matter will in some way be brought to your attention.


  Some of your staff are acquainted with my efforts to get the United States to put the first woman in space. For three years I have been working for this （including passing the three phases of astronaut testing）. I have discussed this matter with Vice President Johnson and Dr. Welsh of your Space Council as well as many of our country’s top space scientists. The reaction has been one of general acceptance: “why don’t we do it now, before Russia?”; “the scientific reasons more than justify the cost”; “what are we waiting for?” are typical of the response. That is, with all except the top echelon of NASA. James Webb appointed me a consultant to NASA over two years ago but never used my services.


  I have not wanted to bother you with this matter but I can be patient no longer. It is a fact that the American people want the United States to put the first woman in space. While NASA refuses, the Soviet Union openly boasts that they will capture this next important scientific first in space by putting their lady cosmonaut up this year. We could have accomplished this scientific feat last year, and even now, could still beat the U.S.S.R. if you would make the decision. It need not even be a long orbital shot, or interfere with the current space programs; on a rush basis a sub-orbital shot would suffice or a X-15 flight to a 50 mile altitude. Any aerospace doctor or scientist will tell you the scientific data obtained from such an experiment would be of lasting benefit.


  Enclosed is a file of my correspondence with NASA, a scrapbook and several clippings. I have worked, studied and prayed for this over three years now and could not give up without one last, final plea to the commander-in-chief. Forgive me for taking up your time but I still believe the matter is of utmost importance, worthy of your serious consideration; and may the Lord guide you in your decision.


  I have the honor to remain,


  Your most obedient servant,


  [Signed]


  Miss Jerrie Cobb


  LETTER 17

  I AM SO PROUD OF YOU, OUR SOVIET GIRL


  Valentina Vladimirovna Zorkina to Valentina Vladimirovna Tereshkova


  20 June 1963


  On 16 June 1963, two years after Yuri Gagarin became the first man to journey into space, twenty-six-year-old Valentina Vladimirovna Tereshkova became the first woman to do the same, orbiting Earth forty-eight times aboard the Vostok 6 spacecraft over the course of three days. Prior to becoming a space-farer, Tereshkova had worked as a textile worker, but her interest in skydiving, coupled with Gagarin’s achievement, had led her to volunteer for the Soviet space programme in 1961. Following eighteen months of training, she was the only woman of five on the course to make the grade. On her return to Earth, Tereshkova was inundated with letters, including this one written by a twenty-seven-year-old woman with whom she shared a name. Valentina Vladimirovna Zorkina was a senior machinist in an oil refinery in the Russian city of Novokuibyshevsk.


  THE LETTER


  Good day, Valentina Vladimirovna!


  Dear Valyusha, greetings from your name-sharer, Valentina Vladimirovna Zorkina. I am infinitely happy for you that you had the great honour to make a heroic space flight, the first in the world by a girl from the Soviet Union.


  Dear Valyusha! I was staggered by your achieve-ment. I envy you your hardy, persistent nature. I am proud of you. I was so pleased when they began to congratulate you and me, because I am also Valentina Vladimirovna. And I shared your joy. I have no words warm or sincere enough to thank you for your achievement. A huge big thank you. This is the kind of heroic achievement that not everyone could carry out, and not everyone will get such an honour. Only those who have earned it through their painstaking work. I am so proud of you, our Soviet girl.


  Dear Valyusha, I have read your biography and it reminded me in part of my own biography. I was also born in the countryside in 1936. My father drove tractors and combine harvesters. We lived in a small house in the country in which we had only one bed, a table, a trunk, a stove and galanok. Seven of us lived there. My father went off to war and didn’t return. He died there. And we five girls remained with mama. She brought us up on her own. What torment we suffered during the war and in the postwar years. I well remember how we lived then. We ate grass, rotten potatoes, acorns, wild leaves, onions. It was good that we had our own cow so we could have milk. We had nothing to wear on our feet. We had to walk in winter to school from our village —3 kilometres there and 3 kilometres back — in bast [basket] sandals and in one of dad’s jackets tied round the waist with string, right up to fifth class. I finished school with merit. I was the last in the family. It took so much strength from my dear mama to raise us all. I owe her an immeasurable debt. And still I finished ten-years schooling and then studied at technical college for another year where I got a diploma. I am now working as a senior machinist at the pumping station in the oil refinery in the town of Novokuibyshevsk. I am raising my daughter Liudochka and I am thinking of going to technical college. I work eight-hour shifts and want to study further. My mama has been living with me for a year now. She’s very old, sixty-eight.


  Dear Valyusha, I am so proud that you are such a good, sympathetic girl who will help people in their hour of need. Every day I listened to the broadcasts from Moscow and like everyone worried about your safe flight and your safe return to earth. Hooray, you made it back! It’s so good that everything went well. Congratulations, Valyusha, on your heroic flight and successful landing. Thank you so very much. Lots of kisses.


  Dear Valyusha, I hope you can find a free minute to reply to my letter. How did you feel during the flight? How’s your health? Please send me a photograph if you can. I beg you. Say a big hello to Bykovsky, your brother in the heavens.


  I wish you a happy life and success in your personal life. And good health. A big thank you to your mama for raising such a daughter. All the women at work say hello. And hello from my husband, Fedya, and my elderly mom too. I sincerely thank you for your feat and am infinitely proud of you. It is such a joy that there are no boundaries, no limits to it. Once again many thanks, my dear Valentina.


  I’ll stop writing here. Goodbye for now. I look forward to hearing from you.


  Kissing you robustly and so proud of you.


  With warmest regards,


  Valentina Vladimirovna Zorkina


  LETTER 18

  A HIGHLY CIVILIZED AND INTELLIGENT RACE OF BEINGS


  Alexander Graham Bell to Mabel Hubbard Bell


  29 November 1909


  Percival Lowell was a businessman and astronomer whose vast wealth enabled him to found the Lowell Observatory in Arizona, which, in 1930, was used to discover Pluto. But Lowell’s passion was the study of Mars -more specifically, he was convinced that the red planet was home to a visible network of canals, first spotted by Italian astronomer Giovanni Schiaparelli in 1877. Lowell believed these must have been built by an intelligent civilisation for purposes of irrigation. So convinced was he of this that he published three books about Mars, attracting many followers, including the inventor of the telephone, Alexander Graham Bell. In 1909, having recently read an article of Lowell’s on the subject of Venus and its inhospitability, Bell wrote to his wife, Mabel, with some thoughts.


  THE LETTER


  November 29, 1909.


  Mrs. Alexander Graham Bell,


  Twin Oaks, Washington, D. C.


  



  My dear Mabel:


  I send you a few Sunday thoughts from the House-boat:—


  Intelligent Dust


  Nov.28:—The world is about 8000 miles in diameter. It would therefore take 7，040，000 men, each six feet tall, standing one on top of the other, to equal the diameter of the world.


  From this it follows that a man is much smaller in proportion to the globe on which he stands, than a cheese-mite is to the cheese he inhabits. Reduce the world to the size of a cheese. Consider it as a globe one foot in diameter. What then would be the size of a man?


  He would be less than 1 seven-millionth of a foot in height about the 1/586675th part of an inch:—An entirely insignificant individual, who would be invisible even under a powerful microscope.


  Who would dream of the living dust of a cheese as capable of thought; and yet we ourselves constitute mere dust upon the surface of the world — but intelligent dust at that.


  The Neighboring Worlds


  Nov.28:—I am much interested in Percival Lowell’s article upon Venus in the Popular Science Monthly for December; and especially in the consequences he deduces from the supposed fact that Venus keeps one face constantly turned towards the Sun, as the Moon keeps one face constantly turned towards us.


  In Venus we have a world very like our own. She is about the same size and is surrounded by an atmosphere like ours. She is our next-door neighbor, the nearest to us of all the Planets, and most like the Earth in every respect. The period of her rotation, however, has been a vexed question with Astronomers for a long time past. If, as has often been stated, she rotates once in twenty-four hours, the conditions upon Venus would be so similar to those upon our Earth, as to be quite consistent with the support of similar life there. No signs of life, however, have so far been observed; and now Professor Lowell comes forward with a statement concerning rotation that almost deprives us of hope.


  Mars


  Mars, our next-door neighbor on the other side, does rotate in about the same period as the earth （24 hours）.


  He is smaller than the Earth, and has an atmosphere much less dense, so that the conditions are less favorable than here for the existence of life. Still there are indications of life there and of intelli-gent life too.


  We can see the snow-covered areas at the Poles through our telescopes, and watch them melt away when exposed to the Sun. We can see changes of color in some parts of the planet that are suggestive of a process of vegetation. But the real interest of Mars lies in the peculiar markings known as “canals” which suggest the possibility that intelligent beings inhabit Mars who are capable of planning and constructing irrigation works upon a gigantic scale.


  Of course the irrigation canals themselves could not be visible from here; and the straight lines observed, whatever they may be, are certainly hot canals. The finest line upon Mars which could be seen from the earth would be several miles in width. All that we could hope to see therefore in connection with an irrigation canal, would be the strip of vegetation bordering upon the canal. A strip of irrigated land, say four or five miles wide, might be seen from the earth as a fine and narrow line; and would resemble one of the so-called “canals” of Mars.


  Now what do we actually see upon Mars? We can see the melting of the Polar snow-cap in the Arctic region. Then, as the snow begins to melt, the “canals” begin to appear: First near the Polar area and afterwards extending further down to the South. Professor Lowell translates this to mean that when the ice-cap melts the inhabitants of Mars conduct the water to their desert lands, and irrigate their crops.


  The straight lines, or “canals”, when first observed, are of a darkish green color, the supposed color of the crop; but as the season advances they change color and become reddish brown, and the crops are supposed to be ripe. Then, following this, the so-called “canals” completely disappear. This may be interpreted to mean that the crops have been harvested, and that Thanksgiving day has arrived. Next year the canals reappear at the same season, and again go through the same series of changes.


  The arrangement of these numerous straight lines, or “canals”, is such as to indicate design. It is a little difficult to say why; but a glance at a map of Mars will show what I mean.


  If we look down upon an American City like Washington D. C.（which was planned as a whole before it was built）, we get a map-like effect in which, at a sufficiently great distance away, the parks and houses would appear as blotches of color intersected by a system of lines representing the streets. We could not possibly mistake the pattern formed by these lines for a natural growth; we would at once recognize design in their arrangements relatively to one another. In a similar manner the arrangement of lines upon Mars are suggestive of design.


  It is difficult to believe that a line of several hundred miles in length, and perfectly straight from end to end, could be a natural phenomenon. But we find hundreds of such lines upon Mars, extending in every direction, and all connected together apparently in a purposive manner.


  Assuming them to be natural formations we would expect them to intersect in places; but, in accidental crossings of this kind we would rarely find more than two lines intersecting at the same point. On Mars, however, it is quite the usual thing for a number of lines to come together at the same point: There is nothing exceptional about the matter at all.


  The whole arrangement of lines is so strongly suggestive of an artificial state of things, that we cannot avoid the feeling that we may here be looking down upon the results of the work of intelligent beings inhabiting Mars.


  The ability to run a line a thousand miles long, exactly in a straight line, involves mathematical ability of the highest order, and a knowledge of the art of surveying. The running of such a line could probably not be done without reference to outside bodies, like the Sun, the Stars, and the Moons of Mars, thus involving a knowledge of Astronomy.


  Great engineering abilities are required, and the highest grade of intellect, to carry out the vast engineering scheme which we seem to see in operation on Mars. This is no less a project than the utilization of the ice of the Arctic regions as a source of water supply for the whole globe, and the distribution of the water to the arid regions for the purposes of irrigation.


  If the intersecting straight lines described by Schiaparelli, Lowell, and others, really exist as shown in their drawings, there is no escape from the conviction that Mars is inhabited by a highly civilized and intelligent race of beings carrying on a process of agriculture, and wringing subsistence from the desert by water brought from the Polar regions to irrigate the land.


  Venus


  It has always seemed strange that we should find indications of life upon the distant planet Mars, where the conditions are very different from those upon Earth; and yet fail to find them on our nearest neighbor, Venus, a sister planet as like the Earth as a twin.


  We have hitherto supposed that the reason for our failure may have lain in a difficulty of observation. When Venus is closest to us she is between us and the Sun, and her dark side presents itself to our view. When her bright side is turned this way the Sun is between us, and we cannot see. Mars, on the other hand, presents his bright side at his closest approach; and the net result is that we know a great deal more about Mars than about our closest neighbor, Venus.


  Now comes Lowell with the statement that Venus does not spin rapidly upon an axis like the Earth and Mars; but, like Mercury, keeps one side constantly presented to the Sun.


  From this he draws interesting, but most disap-pointing conclusions.


  He pictures to us a world scorched upon one side, and frozen on the other; and incapable of any life like that we know. The oceans, he says, have evaporated on the heated side, and have been deposited, as ice and snow, on the other. Cold hurricane winds plough their way into the heated hemisphere from every direction, laden with dust and stones, and tear up the ground into deep radial furrows that can be dimly seen in the telescope of Flagstaff Observatory. The heated air on this hemisphere, he says, overflows above on to the frozen darkened side; but carries no water with it to be deposited there, for the oceans on the heated side have long since been dried up.


  There is eternal day there on the heated side, without a cloud to moderate the heat of the Sun: No water, no life, nothing but a desert of scorching sand. On the frozen side we have eternal night, continents of ice and snow, and a cold far below the Arctic temperatures of the Earth, and approaching the absolute zero of space. What a scene of desolation, where we had hoped to find a living and breathing world.


  Scientific men imagine that all the planets that move around the Sun were once spinning rapidly upon their axes like tops; but that the tidal effects produced by the attraction of the Sun, and by their Moons, acted as a brake to slow down the rotation. It has long been surmised that Mercury, the planet nearest to the Sun, has already slowed down to such an extent as to make only one rotation in the course of a year, thus keeping one face constantly turned to the Sun; and the next planet, Venus, is now reported to be in the same condition.


  The third planet in order from the Sun, is our own inhabited world; and there is evidence that the rotation of the Earth is gradually slowing down. Is our world then to be the next to meet the fate of Mercury and Venus? This is the thought that gives special interest to Lowell’s researches.


  Of course we need hardly be troubled about the matter at the present time at least on our own account. Nor will our descendants be in any danger for many generations yet to come. It is some comfort to us to know that it will take many thousands of years for the Earth to reach the ultimate condition imagined, in which the Sun will stand still in the heavens, and the succession of days and nights will be no more.


  Yet, if Astronomers are right, that time will come; and one-half of the Earth will experience an endless scorching day, and the other half an equally endless Arctic night. Where then will be the human race? Will any survive to perpetuate their kind; or will all life disappear forever from the stricken world? To Venus we look for light, but she only turns her dark side this way.


  Though one side of Venus be scorched, and the other frozen, surely there must be a mean somewhere between these opposite conditions. Surely there must be a narrow belt around the planet, between the frozen and heated sides constituting a temperate zone where life may possibly exist: A region, where the Sun would be forever upon the horizon, without either setting to freeze, or rising to roast, the living things that might take refuge there.


  Upon the existence of this narrow ring of life I pin my faith; and I do not yet despair of the safety of the human race.


  AGB


  ‘WE OURSELVES


  CONSTITUTE MERE


  DUST UPON THE


  SURFACE OF THE WORLD


  -BUT INTELLIGENT


  DUST AT THAT.’


  — Alexander Graham Bell


  LETTER 19

  I’LL BE WATCHING OVER YOU


  Jerry Linenger to John Linenger


  23 January 1997


  Jerry Linenger, a forty-one-year-old American astronaut, kissed his pregnant wife and fourteen-month-old son goodbye on 12 January 1997, boarded Space Shuttle Atlantis and headed for Space Station Mir. There he was to join two Russian cosmonauts, Vasili Tsibliyev and Aleksandr Lazutkin. Linenger remained in space for a record-breaking 132 days, during which time he and his crew faced a number of problems, the most dangerous being a raging fire that burned for fourteen minutes, nearly destroying the space station and all on board. Linenger wrote many letters home during his stay, of which these are just three. He returned safely to Earth on 24 May. His wife gave birth to their second son a few months later.


  THE LETTERS


  23 January 1997


  Dear John,


  I decided before this flight that I was going to be a good father and write to you every day. This is my first attempt at that.


  I realize that you are only one year old, and although I exaggerate your talents like any proud father would, I don’t think that you can quite read this yet. No problem. When you can, you’ll feel good knowing that your father loves you.


  Space flight is a dangerous business. I used to be pretty cavalier about it. But just before this launch, I started questioning what I was about to do. You see, I have so, so much to lose now. You and your mother.


  I always liked adventures. I remember exhausting the elementary school library of mystery books by someone I think was named Orton. Trying to figure out the ending before the ending. Anticipating. Observing the situation, and trying to predict the outcome. Reading about people who were in unusual situations, and studying how they were challenged, and how they responded.


  Anyway, that curiosity characteristic is what got me on this space station. Oh sure, I went to lots of schools, did pretty well in our great United States Navy, and went through all the mechanics of the application and interview process. But the basic trait of insatiable curiosity is what drove me through all of that.


  Space is a frontier. And I’m out here exploring. For five months! What a privilege!


  But, I sure do miss you. Want most of all to see you come stumbling around the corner, bellow out your big laugh when I give my “surprised to see you” look, and watch you stumble back out of the room to do the same to mom in the other room. You are the best son in the world, John.


  You know, although I am up here floating above earth, I am still an earthling. I feel the pain of separation, the pride of a father, and the loneliness of a husband away from his wife like an earthling. And maybe even a bit more acutely.


  Good night, my son. I’ll be watching over you.


  Dad


  * * *


  29 March 1997


  Hello John,


  People often ask me what I miss.


  You and Mommy, of course. Likewise, family and friends.


  But I also miss fresh air blowing in my face. Green, green grass and swaying trees. Birds chirping. Tulips popping up in spring.


  Taking hot showers. Lying on the couch. Falling asleep with two big pillows surrounding my head. Diving into the swimming pool after a long, hot run.


  Tinkering in the garden. Looking out over the lake as the sun sets. Feeling the warmth of the sun. Gliding across the water in a kayak with fish jumping in my wake.


  Pretzels. The smell of popcorn, or better yet, homemade bread baking. Dinner conversations with Mommy. Cuddling.


  Silent nights. Crickets. Waves pounding on the shore. Walking barefoot in the sand. Walking. Holding hands.


  Basically, I miss the elemental things of Earth that we are blessed with each day on the planet but often take for granted.


  After I land, my eyes will be opened as wide as yours always are, John, as I rediscover the little pleasures. Father and son, holding hands and out adventuring together.


  Rest up. We will be busy together. Good night.


  Love,


  Dad


  * * *


  23 May 1997


  Dear John,


  I have changed post offices. This letter is being sent down from the space shuttle Atlantis, and in a day or so I will be home.


  We closed the hatch last night between the Mir space station and the shuttle in order to be prepared for our early-morning departure. Following a gentle push-off, we began intermittently firing our thrusters. The bursts made loud bang-bang-bang sounds, similar in abruptness to cannon firing. As we moved away, the Mir became smaller, then smaller still. Finally, it was so diminished in size that the space station appeared to be nothing more than a rather insignificant blinking light among the stars.


  Surprisingly, I felt very little emotion when leaving my home of the last one hundred and twenty-two days behind. I suppose that I just felt like my time was up, that I had done my duty, and that it was time for me to go. This is in stark contrast to the very strong emotion that I felt upon first seeing the space shuttle Atlantis arrive a few days ago. When I saw Atlantis approaching the Mir, I felt pure elation, pure unbridled joy.


  I have an image in my mind of the time you took your first steps. I would move two steps away from you, leaving you standing and holding on, precariously, to the edge of the sofa. You would look at me with questioning eyes. Your eyes reflected what I am sure that you were asking yourself:“Can I do this, or will I fall?” After I would encourage you with a reassuring word or gesture, you would muster up your courage, let go, and walk to me.


  Reporters keep asking me whether, after landing, I plan to get out of Atlantis on my own power or be carried off. I will be trying my best to follow in your footsteps, John. I will be giving it everything that I have to walk, or crawl, or do whatever it takes, but to do it on my own, just like you did.


  I hope to be standing and holding you in a day or two, John.


  Love,


  Dad


  LETTER 20

  CONFINED TO EARTH, WE HAVE REACHED OUR LIMITS


  Isaac Asimov to Adlai Stevenson


  18 November 1979


  Author and biochemist Isaac Asimov was just three years old when his family moved from Russia to the United States in 1923. He would remain there for the rest of his life. In a prolific career spanning forty years, Asimov wrote more than five hundred books, many of which -like his epic, genre-defining Foundation series of novels -could be categorised as science fiction. But he also wrote a number of educational non-fiction titles such as Isaac Asimov’s Guide to Earth and Space, in which he explained concepts sometimes found in his novels. Such was his expertise in all things astronomical that Asimov would sometimes be asked by politicians to offer his thoughts on related matters. In 1979, he wrote this letter to Democratic senator Adlai Stevenson in response to such a request.


  THE LETTER


  New York, N. Y.


  November 18, 1979


  Hon. Adlai E. Stevenson,


  U. S. Senate,


  Washington, D. C.


  Dear Senator Stevenson: I have, in many articles, made it clear that I believe the exploration and exploitation of space would not only be of advantage to the United States, but is absolutely imperative if human civilization is to be preserved.


  It is from space that we will get the material resources, the energy, and the gains in technology that will be needed to allow humanity to continue to grow and expand. Confined to Earth, we have reached our limits.


  Furthermore, international cooperation must be made a reality, and war must be abolished and this can only be done if we lose our localisms in a great, unifying project. Space offers the only such project.


  I suspect that you share these beliefs with me. You, however, intimately involved with the nuts-and-bolts of politics and economics are much better suited than I am to chart the exact course to these goals.


  I am an ivory-tower writer （dreamer, perhaps）and I feel completely unqualified to advise you in these practical matters.


  Isaac Asimov


  ‘[SPACE EXPLORATION]


  IS ABSOLUTLEY


  IMPERATIVE IF HUMAN


  CIVILISATION IS TO BE


  PRESERVED.’


  — Isaac Asimov


  LETTER 21

  THE PROVERBIAL ‘REALLY GOOD’SCIENCE-FICTION MOVIE


  Stanley Kubrick to Arthur C. Clarke


  31 March 1964


  Esteemed filmmaker Stanley Kubrick initiated contact with author Arthur C. Clarke by way of this letter, in which Kubrick declared an interest in the two collaborating. Clarke was immediately keen -so much so that just three weeks later, on 22 April, the pair met at the Plaza Hotel in New York and, according to Clarke, ‘talked for eight solid hours about science fiction’. Four years later, the ground-breaking result of their partnership, 2001: A Space Odyssey, was released, a truly epic movie about space travel, human evolution and extraterrestrial life, spanning time and space. It is considered a landmark in cinema.


  THE LETTER


  SOLARIS PRODUCTIONS, INC


  March 31, 1964


  Dear Mr Clarke:


  It’s a very interesting coincidence that our mutual friend Caras mentioned you in a conversation we were having about a Questar telescope. I had been a great admirer of your books for quite a time and had always wanted to discuss with you the possibility of doing the proverbial “really good” science-fiction movie.


  My main interest lies along these broad areas, naturally assuming great plot and character:


  



  1. The reasons for believing in the existence of intelligent extra-terrestrial life.


  2. The impact （and perhaps even lack of impact in some quarters）such discovery would have on Earth in the near future.


  3. A space-probe with a landing and exploration of the Moon and Mars.


  



  Roger tells me you are planning to come to New York this summer. Do you have an inflexible schedule? If not, would you consider coming sooner with a view to a meeting, the purpose of which would be to determine whether an idea might exist or arise which would sufficiently interest both of us enough to want to collaborate on a screenplay.


  […]


  Incidentally,“Sky & Telescope” advertise a number of scopes. If one has the room for a medium size scope on a pedestal, say the size of a camera tripod, is there any particular model in a class by itself, as the Questar is for small portable scopes?


  



  Best regards,


  [Signed]


  Stanley Kubrick


  LETTER 22

  DEAR SON


  Marion Carpenter to Malcolm Scott Carpenter


  May 1962


  Malcolm Scott Carpenter was selected by NASA as one of seven astronauts to be involved with Project Mercury, the United States’programme focused entirely on launching humans into space. At Cape Canaveral in Florida on 24 May 1962, Carpenter boarded the Aurora 7 spacecraft and circled Earth three times. He was just the second American to orbit his home planet. On the eve of his historic journey, Carpenter’s father, Marion, proudly wrote him this letter.


  THE LETTER


  M. Scott Carpenter


  Palmer Lake


  Colorado


  Dear Son,


  Just a few words on the eve of your great adventure for which you have trained yourself and anticipated for so long — to let you know that we all share it with you, vicariously.


  As I think I remarked to you at the outset of the space program, you are privileged to share in a pioneering project on a grand scale — in fact, the grandest scale yet known to man. And I venture to predict that after all the huzzahs have been uttered and the public acclaim is but a memory, you will derive the greatest satisfaction from the serene knowledge that you have discovered new truths. You can say to yourself: this I saw, this I experienced, this I know to be the truth. This experience is a precious thing; it is known to all researchers, in whatever field of endeavour, who have ventured into the unknown and have discovered new truths.


  You are probably aware that I am not a particularly religious person, at least in the sense of embracing any of the numerous formal doctrines. Yet I cannot conceive of a man endowed with intellect, perceiving the ordered universe about him, the glory of the mountain top, the plumage of a tropical bird, the intricate complexity of a protein molecule, the utter and unchanging perfection of a salt crystal, who can deny the existence of some higher power. Whether he chooses to call it God or Mohammed or the Turquoise Woman or the Law of Probability matters little. I find myself in my writings frequently calling upon Mother Nature to explain things and citing Her as responsible for the order of the universe. She is a very satisfactory divinity for me. And so I shall call upon Her to watch over you and guard you and, if she so desires, share with you some of her secrets which she is usually so ready to share with those who have high purpose.


  With all my love,


  Dad


  LETTER 23

  MISS MITCHELL’S COMET


  William Mitchell to William Cranch Bond


  3 October 1847


  Born in 1818, Maria Mitchell was the first professional female astronomer in the United States, the first woman elected to the American Academy of Arts and Sciences, and the first woman to become a professor of astronomy -a post she held at Vassar College in New York from 1865 until 1888. She also, on 1 October 1847, discovered C/1847 T1, a comet also spotted by Italian astronomer Francesco de Vico two days later, and which was temporarily named after him until news of Mitchell’s sighting reached Europe. Shortly after the event, her father, acutely aware of his daughter’s achievement and the need to report it immediately, alerted the head of the Harvard College observatory by letter. C/1847 T1 is now known as ‘Miss Mitchell’s Comet’.


  THE LETTER


  Nantucket, 10 mo.3d, 1847.


  My dear Friend,—


  I write now merely to say that Maria discovered a telescopic comet at half past ten on the evening of the first instant, at that hour nearly vertical above Polaris five degrees. Last evening it had advanced westwardly; this evening still further, and nearing the pole. It does not bear illumination, but Maria has obtained its right ascension and declination, and will not suffer me to announce it. Pray tell me whether it is one of George’s; if not, whether it has been seen by any body. Maria supposes it may be an old story. If quite convenient, just drop a line to her; it will oblige me much. I expect to leave home in a day or two, and shall be in Boston next week, and I would like to have her hear from you before I can meet you. I hope it will not give thee much trouble amidst thy close engagements.


  Our regards are to all of you, most truly,


  William Mitchell


  LETTER 24

  OTHERS BELIEVE A POET OUGHT TO GO TO THE MOON


  Julian Scheer to George M. Low


  12 March 1969


  Approximately 650 million people around the world watched with mouths agape as Neil Armstrong descended the lunar module ladder and stepped onto the surface of the Moon on 20 July 1969. This was a moment of unparalleled importance, entirely without precedent. Never before had a single person commanded the attention of so many. It was at that moment, as he took humankind’s first steps on the Moon, that Armstrong uttered a string of words that would soon take their place in history books: ‘That’s one small step for man. One giant leap for mankind.’ Then followed by Buzz Aldrin’s utterance:‘Beautiful view. Magnificent desolation.’


  Armstrong later said of his choice of words, ‘I thought about it after landing,’ and both astronauts have since made clear that their words were their own, uncoached by NASA. This fascinating letter, written months before launch by NASA spokesman Julian Scheer, discussed exactly that.


  THE LETTER


  NATIONAL AERONAUTICS AND SPACE


  ADMINISTRATION


  WASHINGTON. D. C 20546


  March 12, 1969


  Mr. George M. Low


  Manager


  Apollo Spacecraft Program


  NASA Manned Spacecraft Center


  Houston, Texas 77058


  



  Dear George:


  It has come to my attention that you have asked someone outside of NASA to advise you on what the manned lunar landing astronauts might say when they touch down on the Moon’s surface. This disturbs me for several reasons.


  The Agency has solicited from within NASA any suggestions on what materials and artifacts might be carried to the surface of the Moon on that historic first flight. But we have not solicited comment or suggestions on what the astronauts might say. Not only do I personally feel that we ought not to coach the astronauts, but I feel it would be damaging for the word to get out that we were soliciting comment. The ultimate decision on what the astronauts will carry is vested in a committee set up by the Administrator; the committee will not, nor will the Agency by any other means, suggest remarks by the astronauts.


  Frank Borman solicited a suggestion from me on what would be appropriate for Christmas Eve. I felt -and my feeling still stands -that his reading from the Bible would be diminished in the eyes of the public if it were thought that NASA pre-planned such a thing. I declined both officially and personally to suggest words to him despite the fact that I had some ideas. I believed then and I believe the same is true of the Apollo 11 crew that the truest emotion at the historic moment is what the explorer feels within himself, not for the astronauts to be coached before they leave or to carry a prepared text in their hip pocket.


  The Lunar Artifacts Committee, chaired by Willis Shapley, asked that all elements of NASA consider what might be carried on Apollo 11. I know that General Phillips has properly reiterated the request by asking all elements of Manned Flight to suggest things, but it was not the desire or intent of the committee to broaden the scope of the solicitation to verbal reactions.


  There may be some who are concerned that some dramatic utterance may not be emitted by the first astronaut who touches the lunar surface. I don’t share that concern. Others believe a poet ought to go to the Moon. Columbus wasn’t a poet and he didn’t have a prepared text, but his words were pretty dramatic to me. When he saw the Canary Islands he wrote, “I landed, and saw people running around naked, some very green trees, much water, and many fruits.”


  Two hundred years before Apollo 8, Captain James Cook recorded while watching the transit of Venus over the sun’s disk, “We very distinctly saw an atmosphere or dusky shade around the body of the planet.”


  Meriwether Lewis, traveling with William Clark, recorded, “Great joy in camp. We are in view of the ocean, this great Pacific Ocean which we have been so long anxious to see, and the roreing [sic] or noise made by the waves brakeing [sic] on the rockey [sic] shore may be heard distinctly.”


  Peary was simply too tired to say anything in 1909 when he reached the North Pole. He went to sleep. The next day he recorded in a diary.“The pole at last. The prize of three centures [sic]. I cannot bring myself to realize it. It seems all so simply and commonplace.”


  The words of these great explorers tell us some-thing of the men who explore and it is my hope that Neil Armstrong or Buzz Aldrin will tell us


  what they see and think and nothing that we feel they should say.


  I have often been asked if NASA indeed plans to suggest comments to the astronauts. My answer on behalf of NASA is “no”.


  I’d appreciate your comments.


  Regards,


  Julian Scheer


  Assistant Administrator


  for Public Affairs


  



  Cc: Neil Armstrong


  Mike Collins


  Buzz Aldrin


  ‘THE WORDS OF THESE


  GREAT EXPLORERS TELL


  US SOMETHING OF THE


  MEN WHO EXPLORE.’


  — Julian Scheer


  LETTER 25

  IT’S THE TRIP OF A LIFETIME!


  Buzz Aldrin to Barry Goldman


  25 September 1997


  Twelve years after graduating from the US Military Academy in West Point and having flown dozens of combat missions in the Korean War, Edwin E.‘Buzz’Aldrin was selected by NASA to become an astronaut in 1963. Three years later, he orbited Earth aboard the Gemini 7 spacecraft. Famously, after landing the lunar module on the Moon’s surface in 1969, Aldrin became the second human to set foot on it, directly after Neil Armstrong. Aldrin received many thousands of letters during his illustrious career, from all manner of people. In 1997, he responded to a professor at the University of Maryland with this letter.


  THE LETTER


  Buzz Aldrin


  September 25, 1997


  Barry Goldman, Faculty


  University of Maryland


  Dear Mr. Goldman,


  I am writing to you to share some of my personal ideas and thoughts about my experiences related to the moon landing.


  I have often described the moon as a “magnificent desolation.” Its rocky horizon curved against the deep black of space, making it perfectly obvious that we were standing on a ball spinning through the universe.


  When I planted the American flag on the dusty surface of the moon, I had an unusual thought: A billion people were watching me on television. Human beings had never been farther away than we were nor had more people thinking about them!


  I think the spirit and the sense of involvement exhibited by the numbers of people who remember where they were when that event happened make it even more apparent to me over the years that the moonwalk added value to the lives of all the people who participated in it. Every person felt good about the nation achieving it -that the world, that humanity could have done this.


  I have snapshots of myself on the moon that will always remind me of that strange and fascinating place. Someday in the future as people are mulling over their vacation plans, I hope they’ll choose to fly into space. It’s the trip of a lifetime!


  Regarding your questions of space exploration in 50 years: all of the rationales reduce to one simple truth -we will walk on Mars in the spirit and wonder that sets our species apart.


  Sincerely,


  Buzz Aldrin


  Ad Astra via Mars!


  APOLLO XI


  ‘SOMEDAY IN THE


  FUTURE AS PEOPLE ARE


  MULLING OVER THEIR


  VACATION PLANS, I


  HOPE THEY’LL CHOOSE


  TO FLY INTO SPACE.’


  — Buzz Aldrin


  LETTER 26

  I MAY BE OF SOME USE TO THE PRESIDENT


  Ray Bradbury to Arthur Schlesinger Jr; John F.Kennedy to Ray Bradbury


  April/June 1962


  The Space Race was a thrilling time for space enthusi-asts, filled as it was with previously unimaginable achievements and firsts, beginning in 1957 with the Soviets’launch of Sputnik 1. From the creation of NASA in 1958 through to the various satellites, humans and animals that were thrust into the sky by two hyper-competitive teams of unspeakably intelligent people, each and every move by the Soviet Union and the USA heightened the tension. It is no wonder, then, that a science-fiction author of Ray Bradbury’s calibre and experience would want, somehow, to get involved. In 1962, weeks before industry experts joined Kennedy at the Conference on the Peaceful Uses of Space in Seattle, Bradbury plainly offered his services to the Administration by way of this letter to Arthur Schlesinger, advisor to the President, along with copies of his books. A brief reply of thanks arrived from Kennedy two months later. Bradbury’s offer was not mentioned.


  THE LETTERS


  April 30th, 1962


  Mr. Arthur Schlesinger, Jr.


  The White House


  Washington, D.C.


  Dear Arthur:（If I may, please）


  You are probably wondering what happened to me after my phone calls last Thursday. Friday was one of my lost days, traveling all over the 400 square mile Los Angeles territory, lecturing. So, rather than try to telephone again, I decided on this letter.


  Under separate cover, airmail, I’m sending on two complete sets of all my books. One set is autographed to you. The other is autographed to the President and Mrs. Kennedy.


  I’m sending these for various reasons:


  We are moving deeper into the Space Age, a tremendously exciting time for me, as you can imagine, since I started writing about it when I was twelve. Now, I hear that there will be a Conference on the Peaceful Uses of Outer Space, attended by President Kennedy and 1500 of the top scientists in the field of space travel from all over the world, in Seattle. A few days later, I’m scheduled to appear as a special Guest at the Seattle Fair. Our lives move closer together with such events.


  Somewhere along the line I may be of some use to the President, or to you, or to others working with the President. It may be in the field of writing. Or it might be in some other act I could perform for any one of you.


  I’m now finishing a 14 minute film, ICARUS MONTGOLFIER WRIGHT, based on man’s age-old desire to fly. This short has been made with Format Films here, in semi-animation color, and when it is finished I hope to show it to you, and, perhaps, the President.


  Starting in a few weeks, I will begin to give a series of short talks on NBC-MONITOR-RADIO, coast to coast, dealing with every aspect of the Space Age: music, poetry, painting, architecture, psychology, etc.


  My one-act space-age plays will be staged at the Royal Court theatre in London this summer.


  Jean-Louis Barrault, the French actor-mime-director, will open my THE MARTIAN CHRONICLES on-stage in Paris this winter, at the Odeon.


  Francois Truffaut, the director of THE 400 BLOWS, will film my FAHRENHEIT 451 this autumn, in France.


  So you see I have thought, written, and now am doing much, in many directions, about the Space Age.


  I have marked those stories, particularly, in THE GOLDEN APPLES OF THE SUN and THE DAY IT RAINED FOREVER, which I think might fascinate you and the President.


  There are many people who know the facts about the various projects headed toward space. There are only a few who interpret, aesthetically or otherwise, our entire purpose in Space. I have tried to do this quite often.


  If the President thinks of any way I might serve him or the Government, with my particular talent, I would be glad to help promote the Space Age as we would all like to see it promoted, as a motion toward peace and survival.


  If you wish, you may show this letter to the President.


  My cordial best to you,


  Ray Bradbury


  * * *


  June 21, 1962


  Dear Mr. Bradbury:


  I was delighted to receive through Arthur Schlesinger your four volumes. I am happy to have available so generous a selection of your writings which will allow me to indulge simultaneously both fantasy and scientific reality. I have heard from many sources of your talent, and welcome this chance to experience it at first hand.


  With all good wishes,


  Sincerely,


  John F. Kennedy


  ‘I WOULD BE GLAD TO


  HELP PROMOTE THE


  SPACE AGE AS WE


  WOULD ALL LIKE TO SEE


  IT PROMOTED.’


  — Ray Bradbury


  LETTER 27

  MAKE PLUTO A PLANET AGAIN


  Cara Lucy O’Connor and NASA


  April 2017


  For seventy-six years, Pluto was considered the ninth planet in our solar system. Discovered by American astronomer Clyde Tombaugh on 18 February 1930, this entity made up of ice and rock can be found in the Kuiper belt, a ring-shaped mass of objects circling the Sun, of which Pluto is the largest, despite its measuring just half the width of the United States. A single day on Pluto lasts 153 hours. In 2006, Pluto was demoted -at least in the eyes of the public -and reclassified as a dwarf planet by the International Astronomical Union, a controversial decision causing letters of complaint to reach NASA to this day. In 2017, this missive arrived at the organisation from a young girl named Cara. For her troubles, she received not one but two replies.


  THE LETTERS


  To NASA


  My name is Cara Lucy O’Connor. I am from Cork in Ireland. I am 5 years old and I am in Junior Infants in Glasheen Girls School. Recently I have become very interested in astronomy because I started watching videos about Outer Space.


  I am writing to you （with the help of my teacher Miss O’Donovan because I’m still learning to spell all the words）because I have a concern. I listened to a song and at the end of it the song said “Bring Pluto Back” and I would really like that to happen. Pluto was reclassified in 2006. Pluto used to be a planet and I think that was fair but it isn’t fair that Pluto isn’t a planet anymore. Now it is a Dwarf Planet. A dwarf planet is a type of planet that isn’t big enough to clear its orbit. Some of the dwarf planets are located in the Kuiper belt and there are rocks and asteroids there as well.


  I really think Pluto should be a main planet again like Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus & Neptune, because in one video I watched called “Let’s go meet the planets”, Pluto was included at the very end. I listened to a few songs about Pluto as well, and in one of the videos people were dressed as different planets, and Pluto was put in the trash can and was scared by planet Earth. This was really mean because no one or no planet or dwarf planets should be put in the trash can.


  I would really like it if everyone at NASA could please change your minds and make Pluto a planet again.


  When I turn 6 I am hoping to discover my own planet and call it Planet Unicorn so I would like to visit all of the main planets including Pluto. I am hoping that one day I can become an astronaut and work for ye at NASA but you need to fix this problem for me.


  I would really love if you could write back to me soon


  Lots of love


  Cara Lucy O’Connor


  PS I am Goldillocks [sic] in our Summer show if you would like to come see it.


  * * *


  SOUTHWEST RESEARCH INSTITUTE


  Dear Cara,


  I got your letter, and while I don’t work for NASA I do work on NASA’s New Horizons spacecraft that flew past Pluto in 2015. Thank you for your letter, and your interest in Pluto. I think it’s very good when young people, especially girls, are interested in the planets. I grew up near London, and I was interested in the planets too when I was young.


  You’re right. Pluto was made a Dwarf Planet. Some people I work with think this is right, and some do not. I’m not really sure. On the one hand I think it is good when things are grouped correctly, it helps us understand them all better. For example, if we understand something better about a fish then that helps us learn about all fish, not just that one. However, I think Pluto is important to a lot of people, and they think that because we used to think of it as a planet it should remain so. I think Pluto is very important, but Pluto probably doesn’t care what silly people on the Earth call it. So I just call it my favorite world and let other people argue about it.


  I think Planet Unicorn would be amazing. I think it would have a lot of rainbows, and anyone that lived there would be happy. Lots of planets are being discovered around other stars at the moment, so I think if you work hard at school （particularly in Maths and Science）you could discover Planet Unicorn soon.


  Keep up the good work, we need people to imagine what discoveries are still out there.


  Yours truly,


  Dr. Carly Howett


  Deputy Principle Investigator of the Ralph instru-


  ment on NASA’s New Horizons spacecraft


  Acting Assistant Director of the Department for


  Space Studies


  Senior Research Scientist and Outer Solar System


  Section Manager


  Southwest Research Institute


  Boulder, Colorado, 80302


  USA


  * * *


  NASA


  SMD/Planetary Science Division


  AUG 01 2017


  



  Dear Cara Lucy.


  Thank you for writing and for your interest in NASA and space! I’m the director of NASA’s Planetary Science Division, which means I oversee all our missions to the planets, including Pluto.


  You are right that Pluto was reclassified as a dwarf planet about 11 years ago. That decision was made by a group of astronomers known as the International Astronomical Union.


  I agree with you that Pluto is really cool — in fact, who would have believed that Pluto has a heart? Since our New Horizons spacecraft flew by Pluto, we’ve learned that Pluto isn’t a boring cratered rock. It’s a fascinating world that appears to be constantly changing. To me, it’s not so much about whether Pluto is a dwarf planet or not; it’s that Pluto is a fascinating place that we need to continue to study.


  I hope that you will discover a new planet, and I trust that if you continue to do well in school we will see you at NASA one of these days.


  Sincerely,


  [Signed]


  Dr. James L. Green


  Director, Planetary Science Division


  LETTER 28

  IN EVENT OF MOON DISASTER


  William Safire to H. R. Haldeman


  18 July 1969


  It’s difficult to imagine a missive more chilling than this one, expertly written by presidential speechwriter William Safire for White House Chief of Staff H. R. Haldeman as the world waited anxiously for Apollo 11 to land safely on the surface of the Moon. It was a contingency plan of sorts, containing a speech to be read out by Nixon to the public, should astronauts Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin fail to return, and instructions for the President to call and inform the ‘widows-to-be’ of the tragedy. As we now know, the memo was thankfully never needed; all that remains is an eerie reminder that things could have gone terribly wrong, and that those at the top were very much prepared for such an unthinkably bleak eventuality.


  THE LETTER


  To: H. R. Haldeman


  



  From: Bill Safire


  July 18, 1969.


  IN EVENT OF MOON DISASTER:


  Fate has ordained that the men who went to the moon to explore in peace will stay on the moon to rest in peace.


  These brave men, Neil Armstrong and Edwin Aldrin, know that there is no hope for their recovery. But they also know that there is hope for mankind in their sacrifice.


  These two men are laying down their lives in mankind’s most noble goal: the search for truth and understanding.


  They will be mourned by their families and friends; they will be mourned by the nation; they will be mourned by the people of the world; they will be mourned by a Mother Earth that dared send two of her sons into the unknown.


  In their exploration, they stirred the people of the world to feel as one; in their sacrifice, they bind more tightly the brotherhood of man.


  In ancient days, men looked at stars and saw their heroes in the constellations. In modern times, we do much the same, but our heroes are epic men of flesh and blood.


  Others will follow, and surely find their way home. Man’s search will not be denied. But these men were the first, and they will remain the foremost in our hearts.


  For every human being who looks up at the moon in the nights to come will know that there is some corner of another world that is forever mankind.


  PRIOR TO THE PRESIDENT’S STATEMENT:


  The President should telephone each of the widows-to-be.


  AFTER THE PRESIDENT’S STATEMENT, AT THE


  POINT WHEN NASA ENDS COMMUNICATIONS


  WITH THE MEN:


  A clergyman should adopt the same procedure as a burial at sea, commending their souls to “the deepest of the deep,” concluding with the Lord’s Prayer.


  ‘THEY WILL BE


  MOURNED BY A


  MOTHER EARTH THAT


  DARED SEND TWO OF


  HER SONS INTO THE


  UNKNOWN.’


  — Bill Safire


  LETTER 29

  I AM CLEARLY SUSPECT AND NOT BELIEVABLE


  Neil Armstrong to James Whitman


  10 November 2005


  In October of 2005, a social studies teacher at an Ohio high school wrote to Neil Armstrong with some ques-tions. This was thirty-six years after Armstrong had become the first human to step onto the Moon, his incredible achievement filmed and beamed, live, into the homes of hundreds of millions of people around the world. Alas, despite the broadcast, a surprising number of conspiracy theorists -Mr Whitman included -have for many years debated the Moon landing, positing that the footage was in fact filmed in a studio much closer to home, and that the crew of Apollo 11 failed to get close to the lunar surface. A number of these sceptics wrote to the Apollo astronauts, but rarely did they receive a response. Mr Whitman, however, was lucky.


  THE LETTER


  Mr. Whitman,


  Your letter expressing doubts based on the skeptics and conspiracy theorists mystifies me.


  They would have you believe that the United States Government perpetrated a gigantic fraud on its citizenry. That the 400, 000 Americans who worked on an unclassified program are all complicit in the deception, and none broke ranks and admitted their deceit.


  If you believe that is possible, why would you contact me, clearly one of those 400, 000 liars?


  I trust that you, as a teacher, are an educated person. You will know how to contact knowledgeable people who could not have been a party to the scam.


  The skeptics claim that the Apollo flights did not go to the moon. You could contact the experts from other countries who tracked the flights on radar （Jodrell Bank in England or even the Russian Academicians）.


  You should contact the Astronomers at Lick Observatory who bounced their laser beam off the Lunar Radar Ranging Reflector minutes after I installed it. Or, if you don’t find them persuasive, you could contact the astronomers at the Pic du Midi observatory in France. They can tell you about all the other astronomers in other countries who are still making measurements from those same mirrors — and you can contact them.


  Or you could get on the net and find the researchers in university laboratories around the world who are studying the lunar samples returned on Apollo, some of which have never been found on earth.


  But you shouldn’t be asking me, because I am clearly suspect and not believable.


  Neil Armstrong


  ‘YOUR LETTER


  EXPRESSING DOUBTS


  BASED ON THE SKEPTICS


  AND CONSPIRACY


  THEORISTS MYSTIFIES


  ME.’


  — Neil Armstrong


  LETTER 30

  HAPPY BIRTHDAY, BUDDY


  Neil deGrasse Tyson to NASA


  July 2008


  On 29 July 1958, prompted by the Soviets’ launch of the world’s first artificial satellite, Sputnik 1, US President Dwight D. Eisenhower signed the National Aeronautics and Space Act. This piece of legislation created the National Aeronautics and Space Administration, known by most as NASA. Progress was rapid, and two years later the Apollo program was born. Within a decade, the agency had placed men on the Moon. In 2008, when NASA turned fifty, this celebratory letter was written by Dr Neil deGrasse Tyson, noted astrophysicist, author and Frederick P. Rose Director of the American Museum of Natural History’s Hayden Planetarium in New York City.


  THE LETTER


  Dear NASA,


  Happy birthday! Perhaps you didn’t know, but we’re the same age. In the first week of October 1958, you were born of the National Aeronautics and Space Act as a civilian space agency, while I was born of my mother in the East Bronx. So the yearlong celebration of our golden anniversaries, which begins the day after we both turn 49, provides me a unique occasion to reflect on our past, present and future.


  I was 3 years old when John Glenn first orbited Earth. I was 7 when you lost astronauts Grissom, Chaffee and White in that tragic fire of their Apollo 1 capsule on the launch pad. I was 10 when you landed Armstrong and Aldrin on the moon. And I was 14 when you stopped going to the moon altogether. Over that time I was excited for you and for America. But the vicarious thrill of the journey, so prevalent in the hearts and minds of others, was absent from my emotions. I was obviously too young to be an astronaut. But I also knew that my skin color was much too dark for you to picture me as part of this epic adventure. Not only that, even though you are a civilian agency, your most celebrated astronauts were military pilots, at a time when war was becoming less and less popular.


  During the 1960s, the Civil Rights movement was more real to me than it surely was to you. In fact, it took a directive from Vice President Johnson in 1963 to force you to hire black engineers at your prestigious Marshall Space Flight Center in Huntsville, Ala. I found the correspondence in your archives. Do you remember? James Webb, then head of NASA, wrote to German rocket pioneer Wernher von Braun, who headed the center and who was the chief engineer of the entire manned space program. The letter boldly and bluntly directs von Braun to address the “lack of equal employment opportunity for Negroes” in the region, and to collaborate with the area colleges Alabama A& M and Tuskegee Institute to identify, train and recruit qualified Negro engineers into the NASA Huntsville family.


  In 1964, you and I had not yet turned 6 when I saw picketers outside the newly built apartment complex of our choice, in the Riverdale section of the Bronx. They were protesting to prevent Negro families, mine included, from moving there. I’m glad their efforts failed. These buildings were called, perhaps prophetically, the Skyview Apartments, on whose roof, 22 stories over the Bronx, I would later train my telescope on the universe.


  My father was active in the Civil Rights move-ment, working under New York City’s Mayor Lindsay to create job opportunities for youth in the ghetto -as the “inner city” was called back then. Year after year, the forces operating against this effort were huge: poor schools, bad teachers, meager resources, abject racism and assassinated leaders. So while you were celebrating your monthly advances in space exploration from Mercury to Gemini to Apollo, I was watching America do all it could to marginalize who I was and what I wanted to become in life.


  I looked to you for guidance, for a vision statement that I could adopt that would fuel my ambitions. But you weren’t there for me. Of course, I shouldn’t blame you for society’s woes. Your conduct was a symptom of America’s habits, not a cause. I knew this. But you should nonetheless know that among my colleagues, I am the only one in my generation who became an astrophysicist in spite of your achievements in space rather than because of them. For my inspiration, I instead turned to libraries, remaindered books on the cosmos from bookstores, my rooftop telescope and the Hayden Planetarium. After some fits and starts through my years in school, where becoming an astrophysicist seemed at times to be the path of most resistance through an unwelcoming society, I became a professional scientist. I became an astro-physicist.


  Over the decades that followed you’ve come a long way, including, most recently, a presidentially initiated, congressionally endorsed vision statement that finally gets us back out of low-Earth orbit. Whoever does not yet recognize the value of this adventure to our nation’s future soon will, as the rest of the developed and developing world passes us by in every measure of technological and economic strength. Not only that, today you look much more like America -from your senior-level managers to your most decorated astronauts. Congratulations. You now belong to the entire citizenry. Examples of this abound, but I especially remember when the public took ownership of the Hubble Space Telescope, your most beloved unmanned mission. They all spoke loudly back in 2004, ultimately reversing the threat that the telescope might not be serviced a fourth time, extending its life for another decade. Hubble’s transcendent images of the cosmos had spoken to us all, as did the personal profiles of the space shuttle astronauts who deployed and serviced the telescope and the scientists who benefited from its data stream.


  Not only that, I’ve even joined the ranks of your most trusted, as I served dutifully on your prestig-ious Advisory Council. I came to recognize that when you’re at your best, nothing in this world can inspire the dreams of a nation the way you can -dreams fueled by a pipeline of ambitious students eager to become scientists, engineers and technologists in the service of the greatest quest there ever was. You have come to represent a fundamental part of America’s identity, not only to itself but to the world.


  So as we both turn 49, and begin our 50th trip around the sun, I want you to know that I feel your pains and share your joys. And I look forward to seeing you back on the moon. But don’t stop there. Mars beckons, as do destinations beyond.


  Happy birthday, buddy. Even if I have not always been, I am now your humble servant,


  Neil deGrasse Tyson


  Astrophysicist, American Museum of Natural History
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  [1]梅·杰米森（Mae Jemison，1956—），美国第一位非裔女性航天员。——译者注（以下若无特别说明，均为译者注）


  [2]星体之间和星系之间的区域都可被称为星际空间。


  [3]此为查克·贝里的歌曲《约翰尼·B.古德》（Johnny B.Goode）中的一句歌词。


  [4]HIFiRE全称The Hypersonic International Flight Research Experimenta-tion，即美国空军研究实验室和澳大利亚国防科学技术组织共同开展的国际性高超音速飞行试验研究项目。


  [5]祖孙同名。


  [6]此处原文将“token（纪念品）”写成了“tollken”。


  [7]汤米（Tommy）是汤姆（Tom）的爱称。


  [8]信件正文为节选。——原书注


  [9]分别是瓦伦蒂娜、叶莲娜和加林娜的昵称。


  [10]瓦伦蒂娜的另一个昵称。


  [11]瓦列里·契卡洛夫（Valerä Chkalov，1904—1938），苏联空军前试飞员，曾被授予最高荣誉“苏联英雄”称号。


  [12]尤里的昵称。


  [13]R.F.D.：“rural free delivery”的简称，指美国政府为农村地区设立的邮件投递工程。


  [14]詹森（Zacharias Janssen，1585—1632），荷兰镜片制造商。


  [15]由美国国家航空航天局牵头，联合空军、海军和北美航空公司推出的高超音速研究项目下研制的飞机。


  [16]瓦莲京娜的昵称。


  [17]此数据根据原文换算而来。


  [18]即洛厄尔天文台。


  [19]亚历山大·格雷厄姆·贝尔名字的缩写。


  [20]青绿色女人（The Turquoise Woman），又名阿赫松努特利，意为“变化的女人”，是一位纳瓦霍族神话中的创造神。


  [21]天文学使用的两个赤道坐标系统的坐标数据。


  [22]详见第六封信。


  [23]菲利普斯将军（Samuel C.Phillips，1921—1990），美国空军将领，阿波罗登月计划负责人。


  [24]詹姆斯·库克（James Cook，1728—1779），英国探险家，曾三度奉命前往太平洋，和船员一起成为首批登陆澳大利亚东岸和夏威夷群岛的欧洲人。


  [25]金星凌日指太阳和地球之间的金星像暗斑一样掠过太阳盘面。


  [26]梅里韦瑟·刘易斯（Meriwether Lewis，1774—1809）与威廉·克拉克（William Clark，1770—1838），皆为美国著名探险家，两人曾主导美国国内首次跨越大陆西抵达太平洋沿岸的往返考察活动。


  [27]皮里（Robert Peary，1856—1920），美国极地探险家，曾多次探访格陵兰岛。


  [28]原文误，应为：姑娘。


  [29]由可见光成像相机和线性标准成像光谱阵列组成的仪器。


  [30]国外部分职称前带有人名，往往是为了纪念那个人对此领域做出的贡献，或表明这个职位是受某个人、机构或基金会的赞助。


  [31]以地球绕太阳公转的时间指代一年。
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  2009年，一个庆祝书信这种老式通信方式的网站“lettersofnote.com”上线，“见字如面”计划随之诞生。从那时到现在，该网站已被访问超过一亿次。《见字如面》的第一卷于2013年10月出版。同年晚些时候，我们又举办了第一次“书信现场”活动，让世界顶级表演者为听众们现场朗诵精彩书信。


  从此，“见字如面”和“书信现场”这对“孪生姐妹”并肩成长，前者火遍全球，后者在世界各地的许多标志性场馆举办：从伦敦的皇家阿尔伯特音乐厅，到洛杉矶的王牌酒店。


  如欲获取更多详情，可访问“lettersofnote.com”和“letterslive.com”。现在，“见字如面”的最新系列还有了音频版可供收听。我们的朗读者阵容人才济济，选自广受好评的“书信现场”演出的固定表演班底。


  一封信是一枚定时炸弹，是一条瓶中信，是一句咒语，是一声呼救，是一则故事，是一段关切的表达，是一次爱的递送，是一种通过文字互相联结的方式。今天，这种简单且非常大众的艺术形式仍是一种有力的沟通手段。不管我们正经历什么样的技术革命浪潮，书信都不会消失，它会像文学一样永远存在。


  前言


  很荣幸能在这里欢迎你进入《见字如面：音乐》的世界，踏上这趟由一封封信件铺就的旅程。贯穿这些信函的主题是音乐，它始终积极向上，又能极大地丰富人们的精神生活。在人生中，这样的事物并不多。


  音乐能够将性格天差地别的人团结在一起，疗愈最深的伤口；只要心爱歌曲的一个音符响起，你就能去往另一个时空；音乐改善情绪的速度比最强效的药物还要快。毫不夸张地说，如果没有音乐，如果听音乐变成了一项禁忌，我们生活的丰富性将会降低整整一个维度。唯一能真正通行全世界的语言一旦消失，沟通手段不复存在，人们将逐渐失去连接彼此的纽带。


  信件也是一种交流方式，因此，用它来赞美音乐这样不可或缺的事物再合适不过。遗憾的是，信件的消亡要比音乐容易想象得多。在这瞬息变化的世界里，我们已经臣服于各种闪亮的新设备。它们承诺并给予了我们很多，却也牺牲了一些东西，包括老式通信手段之所以珍贵的原因。只要在一块发光的玻璃上敲两下，就能给远在天涯海角的亲人发个表情，这样的便捷性很了不起，也不应受人轻视。但是，为了另一个人而提笔写信，仔细斟酌字句，不受干扰，一心一意地让思绪在纸上流淌——这种行为饱含力量，让人满足又充满人性，产生的益处往往波及深远。


  可以说，如果没有音乐，或者没有书信，都是我们的损失。


  请允许我担任本次旅途的向导，通过这本旋律优美的书信集来赞美这两种交流方式。这些书信的写作时间横跨两个多世纪，最早的写于1812年，最晚的则写于2019年。它们表达的有感激，有愤怒，也有异想天开；它们或提供建议，或表达爱意，或立下保证，或洋溢快乐。它们都提到了音乐。我们会穿越到1962年，让你在座位最前排目睹史上最伟大的摇滚乐队成员间初建联系的时刻；到1981年，听听朋克乐最有影响力的评论家之一追根溯源，将该流派的诞生延伸至前所未想的地方；到2016年，看一位音乐传奇人物与他亲爱的缪斯女神告别；到1924年，听一位心怀感激的聋哑乐迷对让她不知怎么“听到了”演奏的管弦乐队表达感谢；到1943年，看一位有色人种妇女恳求指挥家忽略她的性别和种族，以便她能在职业道路上再进一步的心碎瞬间。诸如此类，不一而足。


  无论你是否自诩为音乐爱好者，这些书信都会令你深深着迷。如果你出于一些未知的原因对书信并无好感，我也可以肯定，这本书所讲述的故事和蕴含的信息能够丰富你的生活。


  将手机调到静音，不要交头接耳，好好享受这场演出吧。


  肖恩·亚瑟


  2020年


  [image: ]


  ——信件01

  他叫米克·贾格尔


  基思·理查兹致帕蒂阿姨


  1962年4月


  滚石乐队是史上最成功、影响力最广的乐队之一。从1962年开始，基思·理查兹就一直是该乐队的主吉他手和词曲作者，是真正的当代传奇。他创作了许多摇滚乐史上最为脍炙人口的连复段。他的名气如此之大，人们已经习惯了他走上巨型舞台，用无疑能够流传许多个世纪的歌曲让乐迷们心荡神迷的样子，没人想象得出他在成名之前是个什么样的人。但多亏了他写给心爱的帕蒂阿姨的一封信，我们得以对那时的他一窥究竟。这封信写于1962年4月，那时基思18岁。他在信中难掩激动地提到，四个月前，他在等去伦敦政治经济学院的火车时遇到了一个人。这次会面最终将彻底改变他的人生。就在他给帕蒂阿姨写信的三个月后，滚石乐队在伦敦的大帐篷俱乐部进行了他们的第一场演出。后来的事，大家都知道了。


  ——信件正文


  斯皮尔曼路6号


  达特福德


  肯特郡


  亲爱的帕蒂：


  用“蓝瓶”[1]的声音说：很抱歉这么晚才写信（怪我脑子坏掉了）。在震耳欲聋的掌声中从右侧退场。


  希望你一切都好。


  我们又挨过了一个了不起的英国冬天。不知道今年的夏季会在哪一天到来。


  老天爷，圣诞节之后我就忙得不得了，不只是学院的事。你知道我很喜欢查克·贝里[2]，我还以为方圆几英里内只有我一个人是他的“粉丝”。但有天早上，在达特福德站（我就不写“火车站”这么长的词了），我拿着一张查克的唱片，有个人走了过来。我上小学的时候就认识他，就是7岁到11岁那几年。他买过查克·贝里的所有唱片，他的朋友们也都有，他们都是节奏蓝调的粉丝，我是说真正的R&B（黛娜·肖尔、布鲁克·本顿那种垃圾不算），像吉米·里德、“浑水”、查克、“嗥狼”、约翰·李·胡克，那些芝加哥蓝调乐手，实打实的真货，棒极了。波·迪德利也很不错。


  总之，在车站遇到的这个人叫米克·贾格尔，他们一帮男男女女每周六早上都会在“旋转木马”见面，那是个有点唱机的小酒吧。然后，一月份的某天早上我正好经过，就决定进去找他。大家都很热情，我至少收到了十场派对的邀请。另外，米克是大西洋这一侧最棒的R&B歌手，没有之一。我用查克风格弹吉他（电的），我们找了贝斯手、鼓手、节奏吉他手，每周排练两三个晚上。快活极了。


  当然啦他们都是有钱人，住在超大的独立别墅里，真疯狂，有个人家里甚至有管家。我和米克一起去的（当然是坐米克的车，我没有车），老天爷，我都不会说英语了。


  “您想要点什么吗，先生？”


  “伏特加和青柠，谢谢。”


  “遵命，先生。”


  我真觉得（自己）像个贵族，离开时差点没问我的王冠在哪。


  这里一切都好极了。


  我还在迷查克·贝里，最近通过芝加哥的切斯唱片公司搞到了一张他的黑胶唱片，比在英国买便宜。


  当然我们这还有不少老家伙，克里夫·理查德，亚当·费斯，还有两个差劲的新人——谢恩·芬顿和约翰·莱顿，都是些你从来没听过的垃圾。除了那个意大利佬辛纳屈，哈哈哈哈哈哈哈。


  我现在一点也不觉得无聊了。这周六我还有个通宵派对要参加。


  我看了眼表，现在四点零五分


  哦，我真不知道


  自己是死是活


  ——摘自查克·贝里


  《蹒跚摇摆》


  一桶十二加仑的苹果酒，三瓶威士忌。她爸妈出门度周末去了，我要喝到趴下为止（我们很高兴）。


  下个周六，米克和我会带两个姑娘去我们最喜欢的节奏蓝调俱乐部，在米德尔塞克斯郡的伊灵。


  那儿有个吹电口琴的人叫西里尔·戴维斯，很厉害，总是醉醺醺的，不刮胡子，吹起琴来像个疯子，棒呆了。


  好了，我想不出还有什么无聊事可以给你讲了，就写到这里吧，观众们晚安。


  一个大大的微笑。


  爱你


  基思


  还有谁能写这么多该死的废话


  米克是大西洋这一侧最棒的R&B歌手，没有之一。


  ——基思·理查兹


  ——信件02

  我的心跳差点停住了


  海伦·凯勒致纽约交响乐团


  1924年2月2日


  海伦·凯勒于1880年出生于亚拉巴马州，不到两岁就因病失去了视觉和听觉。尽管有这样一个充满挑战的人生开端，她仍然做了许多了不起的事。23岁时，她已经取得了许多成就，自传《我的故事》也已出版。多年间，她在世界各地巡回演讲，广受大众欢迎。她富有说服力的演讲涉及各种主题，包括她自己激励人心的人生故事。作为社会活动家，她积极地为边缘人群的福祉做出不懈努力，前后出版了十几本书，发表了多篇文章。1924年2月2日，贝多芬发表的《第九交响曲》在纽约卡内基音乐厅演出后的第二天早上，凯勒给纽约交响乐团写了一封感谢信，宣布自己取得了一项突破：她有了一种新能力，可以通过触觉“听到”音乐，用指尖作为桥梁，将旋律发出的振动和她心灵的耳朵联系在一起。


  ——信件正文


  塞米诺大道93号，


  森林山，长岛，


  1924年2月2日。


  



  纽约交响乐团，


  纽约市。


  亲爱的朋友们：


  很高兴能够告诉你们，尽管我又聋又盲，昨晚通过广播收听贝多芬的《第九交响曲》时，我仍然度过了极为愉快的一小时。我不是说我能像其他人一样“听见”音乐，也不知道能否向你们解释清楚，我是如何从交响乐中获得乐趣的。连我自己都吃了一惊。我在面向盲人的杂志里读到过，广播正为世界各地的盲人带来欢乐。我很高兴知道盲人群体有了新的娱乐方式，但从未奢望自己也能参与其中。昨晚，我家正在收听你们对于那段不朽的交响乐章的精彩演绎，有人建议我把手放到收音机上，看能否感受到振动。他打开了收音机的盖子，我把手轻轻放到了灵敏的膜片上。我吃惊地发现，我不仅能感觉到振动，还能感受到激昂的节奏，感受到音乐的搏动和张力！不同乐器的振动相互交织，混杂在一起，这让我深深着迷。我能清晰分辨出圆号、鼓点、低沉的中提琴和小提琴。小提琴优美的声音流淌而出，划开了其他乐器的低音！当颤动的歌唱声从涌动的和谐乐声中一跃而起，我立刻便知道那是人声。我感受到音乐逐渐变得欢快激昂，仿佛燃烧的火焰一般快速上扬，我的心跳差点停住了。女声合唱仿佛是世间一切天使般声音的化身，汇成一股和谐美妙、鼓舞人心的声浪。伟大的交响乐在我的手指上阵阵鼓动，时而停滞，时而流淌，动人心弦。然后所有的乐器和人声都爆发了，仿佛一片天籁般的振动之海——然后又像原子消耗后的风一样渐渐平息，结束在由甜美音符组成的细雨里。


  当然，这并不能算是我“听见了”，但我确实感知到了那些音调和和声，体会到了无与伦比的美丽和宏伟。通过指尖传来的音乐，我还感受到，或者说是自以为感受到了大自然温柔的声音——摇曳的芦苇和风，淙淙的流水声。这还是我第一次因为多种音调的振动而如此欣喜。


  当我“听”着黑暗中的旋律，阴影和声音充满了整个房间，我忍不住想起那位伟大的作曲家，他在世间放出了如此美妙的“洪水”，而且和我一样是个聋子。我忍不住惊叹于他那无可阻挡的精神力量，他自身处于痛苦之中，却为他人带来了如此多的欢乐——我就那么坐着，用手感受着这首壮丽的交响乐，它像海浪般阵阵敲打着他和我灵魂的寂静海岸。


  请允许我表达对你们的感激，感谢你们优美的音乐为我家和我个人所带来的无上乐趣。我也想感谢WEAF电台，感谢他们通过广播为全世界散播快乐。


  致以最亲切的问候和最良好的祝愿，


  你们最真诚的，


  海伦·凯勒


  ——信件03

  谢谢，希望你们噎死


  披头士乐队的“粉丝”致耐克公司


  1987年3月30日


  1987年3月，电视上播放了一则耐克气垫鞋的黑白广告。广告本身平平无奇，但有一个细节值得一提：它的配乐摘自历史上最出名的乐队之一——披头士乐队那神圣的唱片曲库。这是了不起的披头士四人的歌曲首次用于广告。让事情更复杂的是，尚在人间的几名乐队成员对此并不知情。歌曲的使用权一部分是从约翰·列侬的遗孀小野洋子那里取得的，她似乎并没有和其他成员商量。结果并不令人惊奇：一场无比混乱的法律纠纷就此拉开帷幕。此案仿佛一头多脚怪兽，案情涉及方方面面，经过两年的漫长撕扯，才终于在1989年以庭外和解的方式告终。广告本身被永久禁播。早在广告刚播出不久的时候，广告商就得到了报应：一位愤怒的披头士粉丝给耐克公司的广告部寄来了这封信。据说，这封信至今仍悬挂在耐克公司的总部。


  ——信件正文


  1987年3月30日


  



  耐克公司


  广告/营销部


  西南莫瑞大街3900号


  比弗顿，俄勒冈州97005


  亲爱的先生/女士：


  这是一封投诉信，投诉对象是我昨天在电视上看到的你们的一则令人作呕的广告。你们那毫无品位可言，为所谓的“迈克尔·乔丹”鞋所制作的广告是对所有披头士乐队“粉丝”，乃至所有音乐爱好者的剥削、亵渎和彻底的侮辱。在广告中，你们对披头士的歌曲《革命》的使用不仅贬低了这首歌曲的价值，也是你们作为企业毫无操守的证明。显然，你们的策略是利用披头士乐队在全球的知名度来帮助推销产品。你们已经沦落到如此境地了吗？用老生常谈的话说：“难道世间已无高尚可言？”你们唯一的动机就是贪婪地赚更多的钱，为了达到这一目的，你们似乎根本就不在乎是否践踏和玷污了全世界千百万人的宝贵回忆。你们这种人令我作呕；你们这些卑鄙、空虚、恶臭难闻的变态。你们缺乏感性的程度与你们那面目可憎的程度简直不相上下。说句公道话，你们在约翰·小野·列侬去世后等待了将近七年才行动，但这显然并非出于对逝者的尊重（哈！那是什么东西？）。


  我在高中时打篮球，一直到大学，一直到现在，我都在购买你们的运动鞋。然而，就在今天，我向你们保证，我和我的许多朋友都再也不会以任何方式响应你们令人恶心的公司销售策略，永远不会。要知道，正是因为世上有你们这样的人存在，安乐死才会是个大有可图的行业。


  谢谢，希望你们噎死。


  此致敬礼。


  ——信件04

  我紧随在你身后


  莱昂纳德·科恩与玛丽安·伊伦


  2016年


  1960年，莱昂纳德·科恩从蒙特利尔搬到了伊兹拉岛。在接下来的七年间，他断断续续地在这个宁静的希腊岛屿上居住，其间创作了一本诗集和两本小说。到岛上不久，他遇见了玛丽安·伊伦并爱上了她。这位23岁的挪威女人从1958年起就和丈夫一起住在岛上。之后她抛弃了丈夫，也抛弃了年幼的儿子。两人恩爱甚笃。伊伦成为科恩的缪斯女神，是他创作许多歌曲的灵感来源，其中包括1967年的作品《别了，玛丽安》。但后来他们最终渐行渐远，在20世纪70年代分道扬镳。数十年后的2016年，科恩听说伊伦的身体每况愈下，恐怕时日无多，就给她写了一封告别信。他很快收到了回信。伊伦去世后仅仅数月，科恩也撒手人寰。


  ——信件正文


  啊，玛丽安，现在我们真的都老了，身体也快散架了，我想我很快就会随你而去。请记得，我紧随在你身后，只要你伸出手，就能抓住我的。


  你知道我一直爱着你，爱你的魅力，也爱你的智慧。关于这一点，我不必再说什么，你都了然于心。现在，我只想祝你旅途一路顺风。


  再见了，老朋友。永无止境的爱，路上见。


  * * *


  亲爱的莱昂纳德：


  昨天晚上，玛丽安于睡梦中逐渐离开了这个世界。她毫无痛苦，身边围绕着好友。


  你的信寄到时，她还神志清醒，可以说笑。我们大声朗读了你的信，她露出了只属于玛丽安的微笑。听到你说你紧随在她身后，伸手可及，她也抬起了手。


  你了解她的情况，这让她安心许多。你对旅途的祝愿也给了她更多力量。詹和其他朋友亲眼看到了这封信对她而言有多么意义非凡，都想对你表达深深的谢意，感谢你回信及时，又如此饱含同情心与爱意。


  在她人生的最后一小时里，我一直握着她的手，哼唱《电线上的鸟儿》[3]，听着她浅浅的呼吸。当她的灵魂飞出窗外，去开展下一段新的冒险，我们在离开房间前都亲吻了她的额头，并低喃你那永世流传的话语：


  别了，玛丽安！


  ——信件05

  感谢你


  马克·陶伯特医生致戴维·鲍伊


  2016年1月


  2016年1月10日，在戴维·鲍伊的最新专辑《黑星》发行仅仅两天后，就传出了他与癌症斗争18个月后去世的噩耗，全世界数百万人为之心碎。鲍伊是一位真正的先知，这样的人在一个时代里最多只有一位。他对世界音乐的影响持续至今。他之所以将最后一张专辑的发行时间定得与自己的死亡如此接近，自有一个完美的理由。这就是他对世界的告别。五天后，鲍伊的儿子公布了一封由马克·陶伯特医生写来的感谢信。陶伯特医生是一位临终关怀医师，为加的夫的维林德尔大学的国家卫生服务基金会工作。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的戴维：


  哦，不，这不是真的——在2016年1月这段灰暗、寒冷的日子里，所有人都还在消化你的死讯，我们大多数人都一如往常地工作着。那周的星期一，我和一位即将走到人生终点的病人聊天，我们谈起你的死讯和你的音乐，并以此为契机，谈到了许多沉重的话题，一些很难与时日无多的人直接讨论的话题。老实说，你的故事让我们得以无比坦诚地谈论死亡。要如何对病人提起这个话题，是让很多医生、护士都感到为难的一件事。在我谈及更详细的谈话内容之前，我想先把压在心口的另外几件事说出来，希望你不会觉得太过无聊。


  为了20世纪80年代，感谢你。你的《改变一个鲍伊》专辑让我们度过了许多快乐时光，特别是一趟在达姆施塔特与科隆之间往返的旅程。我和朋友们恐怕会永远将《钻石狗》《叛逆叛逆》《中国姑娘》和《黄金时代》与那段日子联系在一起。不用说，我们在科隆市玩得很开心。


  为了柏林，感谢你。特别是在早期，你的歌曲为联邦德国和民主德国发生的事提供了音乐上的注脚。我至今存有《英雄》的黑胶盘，听说你去世时又拿出来听了一遍（你会很高兴地听到，在这个月底于珀纳斯“领航员”酒吧召开的模拟音乐俱乐部活动上，《英雄》也会亮相）。有些人也许会把戴维·哈塞尔霍夫[4]与柏林墙的倒塌和德国统一联系在一起，但许多德国人恐怕更希望点根雪茄塞到哈塞尔霍夫先生嘴里，免得再听广播里没完没了地播放《我一直寻求自由》。对我来说，那段历史的背景乐始终是《英雄》。


  为了我的朋友伊凡，感谢你。他去看了你在加的夫的一场演出。他姐姐哈弗那晚负责守门，我听说伊凡是逃票溜进去的（他向你道歉！）。你在舞台上冲他和他的朋友挥手致意，这是他永生难忘的记忆。


  为了《拉撒路》和《黑星》，感谢你。我是一位临终关怀医师，你在死亡前后所做的一切对我、对我的许多同僚都产生了巨大的影响。你的专辑里到处都是典故、暗示和影射。和往常一样，你的作品并不容易解读，但也许这并不是重点。我多次听说过，你在生前做事有多么一丝不苟。对我来说，你在家里安详地死去，与你充满告别信息的专辑发布时间离得如此之近，恐怕不能用巧合来解释。这一切都经过精心策划，是一件死亡艺术作品。《拉撒路》的视频寓意深刻，许多影像在不同人心里会有不同的解读。对我来说，它所讲的是一个人在面对无可避免的死亡时，要如何处理自己的过去。


  你死在家中。工作时，和我交谈过的许多人都认为大多数死亡发生在医院，发生在冷冰冰的病床上。我想你恐怕是自己选择要在家中死去，并为此做了许多细节上的准备。这也是临终关怀的目标之一，而你做到了，这也许会促使其他人将其纳入考虑。你死后几天发布的照片据说是在你生命中最后几个星期里照的。我不知道这是不是真的，但我相信，有很多人都渴望像你在照片里那样，能将一身西装穿得如此潇洒。你的样子看起来好极了，和往常毫无不同，仿佛正在藐视那些常常在生命最后时光出现的骇人怪兽。


  为了控制症状，你恐怕在疼痛、恶心、呕吐和呼吸困难等方面咨询过临终治疗医护人员的建议，我想他们都提供了专业的意见。我猜想，他们也和你讨论了情感上的痛苦。


  对于预先护理计划（也就是赶在情况恶化、无法表达意愿之前，预先做出医疗护理上的安排），相信你有过不少打算和期待，提出了许多预先护理相关的决定和要求。你也许在家中的床榻上将这些都写成了书面文件，这样一来，无论你的交流能力如何，来见你的人都能明白无误地知道你想要什么。这是不只临终关怀医护人员，还有其他所有医护从业人员都希望提供并且改善的服务领域。如此一来，并不是每一起与健康有关的突发事件都只有以救护车紧急送往医院这唯一一条出路。特别是对于那些已经无法为自己发言的人而言。


  我想，在你生命的最后几天、几小时，恐怕没有人给你进行心肺复苏术（CPR），连这个念头都不曾有过。遗憾的是，那些没有主动选择放弃的病人仍然默认会接受这样的治疗。在此过程中，病人要接受物理上的胸腔按压，有时会按到骨折。此外还有电击、注射、安插人工气管，而在那些癌细胞已经扩散至其他器官的病人身上，复苏术的有效率只有1%到2%。你很可能让医疗团队出具了一份《拒绝心肺复苏术》同意书。我们在威尔士也在进行类似的尝试，作为“谈谈CPR”宣传活动的一部分，为接受临终关怀治疗的患者提供这一选项。我无法想象讨论这件事是一种怎样的体验，但即便在生命中这最具有挑战的艰难时刻，你也同样是一位英雄。


  为你服务的医护人员一定都具备完善的临终关怀护理知识和技术。可悲的是，这些不可或缺的教育在初级医护人员的培训中时有缺失，许多人在计划求学之路时也会忽视或小觑它的重要性。我想，如果你有朝一日归来（就像拉撒路那样），你一定会成为推广临终关怀护理培训的忠实拥趸。


  回到我开头提到的与病人的谈话吧。那位女士刚刚得知已是晚期，癌细胞已经扩散，她的生命恐怕只剩下一年多的时间了。她与我谈起你，谈到她十分喜欢你的音乐，但对你的Z字星辰[5]的扮相不以为然（她不太确定你是男是女）。在她的记忆中也有一些地点和场景，是以你独树一帜的音乐作为背景乐的。然后我们谈起了什么样的死亡才算好，死亡时刻一般都是什么样的。我们谈起临终关怀，谈起它能怎样帮到人。她给我讲了她父母的死亡，讲到她多希望他们病重时能待在家里，而不是住进病房或急救室。她还说，如果她的症状过重，无法在家里治疗，她也愿意被转到本地的临终关怀医院去。


  我们都在想，当你咽下最后一口气时，有谁陪在你身旁，有没有人握着你的手。我相信，她在想象自己的临终时刻时也想过这些，这对她而言无比重要。而你为她提供了一个机会，让她得以对我这样一个陌生人表达最私密的渴望。


  感谢你。


  为了《拉撒路》和《黑星》，感谢你。我是一位临终关怀医师，你在死亡前后所做的一切对我、对我的许多同僚都产生了巨大的影响。


  ——马克·陶伯特医生


  ——信件06

  前所未有的至高音乐享受


  夏尔·波德莱尔致理查德·瓦格纳


  1860年2月17日


  由于参与政治活动，德国作曲家理查德·瓦格纳在1849年被迫离开祖国，先后在瑞士、威尼斯和法国生活。他的流亡生活一共持续了十三年。在这段动荡的日子里，就在返回德国之前不久，瓦格纳作为指挥在巴黎的旺塔杜剧院举办了几场音乐会，法国著名诗人夏尔·波德莱尔也是听众之一。他之前并不熟悉瓦格纳的作品，但在演出中被其深深征服。他认为这些演出是他人生中“前所未有的至高音乐享受”，深受感动，并在最后一场演出结束数日后给瓦格纳写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的先生：


  我一直认为，伟大的艺术家无论享有多么高的声望，总不会对发自内心的真诚赞美无动于衷，特别是当那赞美同时也是在表达感谢。当这感激的呼喊来自一名法国人之口，它就更有特别的价值了：法国人总是有种过于热情的倾向，而且在我们这个国家，人们对音乐的鉴赏能力绝不逊于对绘画和诗歌的。首先，我想告诉您，是您为我带来了人生中前所未有的至高音乐享受。到了我这个年纪，给名人写信早已算不得什么消遣。我本来犹豫了很长时间，不知道是否该向您倾诉我满腔的赞美之情，但我几乎每天都能看到一些恬不知耻的可笑文章，使出浑身解数，竭力诋毁您的天才。您并不是第一个让我为自己的国家感到羞愧和脸红的人。最终，是愤怒驱使我向您表达热切的感激。我对自己说：“我要与那些愚昧之人拉开距离。”


  第一次去意大利剧院听您的作品时，我其实并没有多少期待，而且必须承认，我心里满是恶毒的偏见。然而我自有借口：我经常上当受骗，也听过太多自命不凡的吹牛大王写出的音乐。但您一瞬间就征服了我。我的感受无法用语言来描述，但如果您能好心地忍住不笑，我愿意尽力为您解释一番。一开始，我觉得自己仿佛听过这些全新的音乐，但后来经过思考，我明白了这种幻觉是怎么来的。我感觉这音乐仿佛是属于我的，我就像一个人认出他命中注定会爱上的事物那样认出了它熟悉的模样。在缺乏智慧的人耳中，这句话一定无比荒谬可笑，何况说出它的我根本不懂音乐，所受的教育也仅限于听过韦伯和贝多芬的几首优秀作品（当然，那都是非常愉快的享受）。


  接下来，让我印象最深的是作品的恢宏感。乐曲描绘着恢宏的事物，煽动出恢宏的气势。在您的所有作品中，我都能听到最宏伟的大自然所发出的肃穆而壮丽的声响，还有人类庄严而深远的激情。您的作品会瞬间将人裹挟其中，全部身心都被音乐所占据。在最为奇特的几首曲子里，那首试图描写宗教极乐境界的乐曲给我带来了前所未闻的音乐感受。《宾客入场曲》和《婚礼大合唱》都是巨作。我从中感受到一种超越了我们自身的、更为宏伟磅礴的生命。还有一点：我经常会产生一种相当奇异的感受，一种因为理解了音乐、允许自己被音乐贯穿和攻陷所带来的骄傲与喜悦——那是一种真正感官上的愉悦，仿佛整个人腾空而起，或在海浪上翻滚。与此同时，那音乐还会时不时地激发对生命的豪情。总体来说，那些含义深远的和声对于我，就像是能够激发想象力的兴奋剂。最后，我还有一些其他感受，请您不要见笑，它们的出现恐怕是我个人思维方式和日常兴趣的产物。我感到您的作品里处处充斥着让人心醉神迷、浑然忘我，野心勃勃，想要再上一层楼，以及才华横溢、至高无上的东西。如果可以用绘画来打个比喻，我眼前仿佛出现了一大片辽阔的深红色。如果说红色代表着激情，我眼前的颜色则从深到浅，涵盖了所有种类的红，从红到粉，从粉又变成了炉子发出的炽白的光焰。它似乎很难再变得更亮了，或者说，这根本不可能。然而，偏偏还有最后一根引信，在白色的背景上闪过一道白色的光痕。如果您不介意我这么说，这道光痕象征着灵魂在激情达到顶峰时所发出的终极呐喊。


  听过了您的《唐豪瑟》和《罗恩格林》，我动笔想写几篇感想，然而很快就发现纸笔无法记录下我想说的一切。同样，这封信也可以无止境地写下去。如果您一直读到了这里，十分感谢。我还有几句不长的话要说。从听到您音乐的那天起，我就不停地对自己说：“今晚要是能听点瓦格纳就好了！”遇事不顺的时候更是如此。毫无疑问，还有许多人怀有和我相同的感受。大众的反应想必令您满意，他们的直觉远比记者的伪科学分析强得多。您为什么不多开几场音乐会，增加几篇新曲目呢？您已经让我们尝到了全新音乐的甜头，难道如今还有权利藏起作品，希望有所保留？先生，我要再次向您表示感谢：在心情低落的时候，是您让我回过神来，重新将注意力放在伟大的事物上。


  夏尔·波德莱尔


  我没有附上地址，以免您误会我别有所图。


  我听过太多由自命不凡的吹牛大王写出的音乐。但您一瞬间就征服了我。[6]


  ——夏尔·波德莱尔


  ——信件07

  我面临着两大阻碍


  弗洛伦斯·普莱斯致谢尔盖·库谢维茨基


  1943年7月5日


  弗洛伦斯·普莱斯1887年出生于阿肯色州小石城。刚满四岁时，她就在身为音乐老师的母亲的指导下第一次举行了钢琴独奏会。她对音乐的热爱随着年龄增长不减反增，成年时已经完全沉迷在几乎完全由白人男性所统治的古典乐世界里。1933年，尽管有种族和性别上的双重限制，普莱斯仍然创造了历史：芝加哥交响乐团演奏了她的作品《E小调交响曲》，这不仅是芝加哥交响乐团，也是所有大型交响乐团第一次演奏由美国黑人女性创作的乐曲。令人沮丧的是，这在当时还是很罕见的事。在她职业生涯的大部分时间里，普莱斯都在积极地开辟一条能够让听众接触到她作品的道路。1943年，她给谢尔盖·库谢维茨基写了一封信，恳请他考虑演奏她的作品。库谢维茨基是位受人尊敬的指挥家，领导波士顿交响乐团长达二十五年之久。这一次，与其他许多时候一样，她的信再次石沉大海。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的库谢维茨基博士：


  首先，我面临着两大阻碍：性别和种族。我是个女人，血管里流着一部分黑人的血。


  丑话既已说在前头，所以能否请您暂时抛下可能的看法：女人作曲总是过于感情用事，缺乏阳刚之气和思想深度——先听听我的作品呢？


  至于种族这一阻碍，请您放心，我既不会期待也不会要求因此而得到任何特殊待遇。我希望得到的是纯粹根据实力而做出的评判。最困难的是让那些从未听过我作品的指挥家愿意考核哪怕一份乐谱。（我在东部地区几乎没有知名度，人们最多只知道我创作过两首歌，玛丽安·安德森在她的大部分演出中都会演唱至少其中一首。）


  我承认，我相当缺乏积极进攻的胆识，能给您写这封信，已经是与无时不在的胆怯斗争后胜利的结果。


  我在南方出生，并在那里度过了大部分童年。我可以自信地说，我了解真正的黑人音乐。在某些作品里，我毫不吝啬地使用了黑人音乐的表达风格。在另外一些作品里，它只是乐曲主题的调味剂。还有些时候，创作灵感完全来自我种族背景的另外那一半。出于实用目的，我一直在努力培养并保持在两种风格中的表达能力，但我坚定不移地相信，从大熔炉中能够诞生出非常美丽、非常美国的民族音乐，正如我们这个国家本身。


  不知能否请您听听我的曲子？


  您真诚的，


  弗洛伦斯·普莱斯


  我坚定不移地相信，从大熔炉中能够诞生出非常美丽、非常美国的民族音乐，正如我们这个国家本身。


  ——弗洛伦斯·普莱斯


  ——信件08

  手下留情，年轻人


  查尔斯·明格斯致迈尔斯·戴维斯


  1955年11月30日


  1955年11月初，美国爵士乐杂志《强拍》刊登了文章《迈尔斯：东山再起的小号手对如今的爵士乐圈直言不讳》。这是一篇对知名爵士小号手兼作曲家迈尔斯·戴维斯的采访。在采访中，戴维斯格外直率地批评了许多同行乐手，包括爵士乐世界中的另一位巨匠，知名低音提琴家、作曲家查尔斯·明格斯。


  明格斯刚刚参与戴维斯《蓝调心情》专辑的制作，也在自己的个人厂牌下发行了作品。戴维斯评论明格斯的乐曲编排“令人压抑”，是“索然无味的现代绘画”。对于这样的攻击，明格斯并没有保持沉默，而是以书信的形式进行了回应。他的信很快就发表在《强拍》杂志上。


  ——信件正文


  当我坐下来，想给迈尔斯·戴维斯写一封公开信，将我的想法诚恳地表达出来时，有四期《强拍》杂志的内容浮现在我的脑海里：“大鸟”[7]的“盲测”访谈[8]，我的，迈尔斯的，还有迈尔斯最近的“东山再起”采访。（在写这封信之前，我已经在脑海里起过好几次稿，但都不太满意。昨晚，我翻看了鲍勃·帕伦特在俱乐部演出时给“大鸟”拍的一些照片，这份终稿终于成形。）如果这篇东西要配图，那就要配“大鸟”的这张照片。他站在台上低头看着蒙克，眼神中的爱意恐怕是爵士圈其他地方根本找不到的！


  ……


  “大鸟”的爱意热情明显，在他的“盲测”访谈中也有所体现。但你去看看迈尔斯的“盲测”！不如这样，把我自己的“盲测”也找出来看看吧！明白我的意思了吧？再看看迈尔斯最近的“东山再起”采访。等迈尔斯回来，又开始演出，他要以什么样的态度和他人共事？会像不久之前跟麦克斯、蒙克和我在布鲁克林的演出时一样吗，他不停地叫蒙克“一边去”，因为他的和弦都错了？还是像更近的一次录音那样，他咒骂、责备、争吵，威胁蒙克，问鲍勃·温斯托克为什么要雇个外行人来，问蒙克就不能在他小号独奏的时候一边待着去吗？我们这些“大鸟”的弟子到底怎么了？还是说，迈尔斯觉得我把自己也归入其中，纯属脸皮太厚？


  看来我们有些人的思想还没发育完全，甚至无法意识到这宏伟的地球上还存在着其他人，和我们一样有血有肉的人。就算他们站都站不直、动也不会动，也不会“摇摆”，他们也和我们一样平等，就算以我们的标准来看，他们错得离谱。是的，迈尔斯，我要为我愚蠢的“盲测”而道歉。我很乐意道歉，因为我从中学到了一点东西。无论人们有多想说戴维·布鲁贝克根本摇摆不起来，无论他们在酝酿什么、谋划什么——那都无足轻重。


  这不是因为戴维上了《时代》杂志——还挣了点钱，而是因为戴维自己真诚地认为他的确在摇摆。他感受到某种律动，演奏着某种律动，这种律动带给他愉悦和兴奋，因为他确实在真诚地做他戴维·布鲁贝克想做的事。迈尔斯，正如你在采访中所说“如果一个人让你忍不住跺脚，感到有什么在背后流窜之类的”，那么以你的定义来看，没有比戴维更能摇摆的人了，迈尔斯，因为不管在纽波特还是其他地方，戴维都能让满场的听众跺起脚，甚至拍起手来……


  迈尔斯，你难道不记得了，那首《明格斯手指》写于1945年，那时的我还是个22岁的年轻人，还在上学，拼尽全力想用艾灵顿公爵的风格写歌？迈尔斯，我体重168斤已经是十年前的事了。那些衣服已经旧了，也不合身了。我是个男人，我体重现在195斤，我有自己的想法。我的思考方式和你不一样，我的音乐也不只是为了让听众跺脚、感到有什么在背后流窜。当我感到快乐、无忧无虑，我就会写出那样的作品，或者演奏出那样的气氛——感到幸福、感到沮丧时也一样。


  我演奏爵士乐，并不意味着我会忘了我自己。透过爵士乐，我演奏的、创作的就是我，以我感受的方式。音乐是表达情感的语言，或者说曾经是。如果有人想要逃避现实，我不指望他能欣赏我的音乐；如果这样的人真的开始喜欢我的音乐，那我倒要担心自己的创作是不是出了什么岔子。我的音乐富有生命，它唱的是死者和生者、善良与邪恶。它很愤怒，但它真实，因为它明白自己很愤怒。


  我知道你正要复出，迈尔斯，你不知道我有多支持你。你现在的演奏是我所听过的最棒的迈尔斯，我相信你也很清楚，你是一位真正的美国爵士乐风格大师。在创新方面，你总是令人耳目一新，而且老实说，你对自己的评价过低——至少表面看起来是这样，而其他同行也一样。说真的，迈尔斯，我爱你，希望你明白，这里需要你。你在爵士乐界的地位太重要，对于其他同样在努力创作的乐手，你说话时不能不格外小心一点……


  还记得我吗，迈尔斯？我是查尔斯。没错，明格斯！十一年前，在“幸运”汤普森的推荐下，你在我的唱片中担任了第三小号手，那时我们都在加州。手下留情，年轻人。踏在垫脚石上时别踩太狠……


  如果你能回应这份公开信，迈尔斯，有件事我想问你。你和奈特·亨托夫谈起在过去两年里录的那些曲子。你说除了两张黑胶唱片，剩下的你现在都不喜欢了。既然如此，你又为什么会一首接一首地录下去？不知道你是否已经忘记了那些乐曲的名字？此外，你是不是也忘了真正的艺术家不该把这些连他自己都不喜欢的音乐卖给喜欢爵士乐的大众，也不该为了你自己都承认没有录好的作品收取报酬？


  祝你复出顺利，迈尔斯。


  我的音乐富有生命，它唱的是死者和生者、善良与邪恶。它很愤怒，但它真实，因为它明白自己很愤怒。


  ——查尔斯·明格斯


  ——信件09

  朋克是我发明的


  莱斯特·邦斯致《东村之眼》杂志


  1981年


  1982年，年仅33岁的莱斯特·邦斯英年早逝。他度过了短暂却极富影响的一生。在他死后将近四十年里，他的声名依然不减当年：他是流行音乐领域最擅于雄辩，也是最敢发言的乐评人之一。邦斯出身于加利福尼亚州南部，一开始为《滚石》杂志撰写乐评，不久后搬到了底特律，开始全职为《克里姆》[9]杂志工作。在那里，他独树一帜的文风奠定了杂志肆无忌惮的态度和基调。作为一位在早期就参与20世纪70年代朋克运动的斗士，邦斯在该年代后期搬到纽约市后一直密切关注着朋克乐的变革，持续动笔记录下摇滚乐界的寓言和谎言，直到因一次意外的药物过量猝然离世。1981年，邦斯厌倦了对关于朋克乐起源的无止境的争论，给《东村之眼》杂志写了下面这封信。信中以他标志性的风格将激情与嘲讽混合在一起，试图永久性解决一个许多人挂在嘴边的疑问：是谁发明了朋克？


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的《东村之眼》杂志：


  我在贵刊上前后刊登的不同文章里读到，理查德·赫尔[10]和约翰·霍姆斯特罗姆[11]都发明了朋克，而且是在不同时间先后发明的。于是我想，不如我也来讲讲对这个话题的看法。朋克是我发明的。这是众所周知的事实。但我是从格雷格·肖[12]那儿偷的，他还发明了强力流行乐（power pop）。肖是从戴夫·马什[13]那儿偷的，马什曾经看过问号与神秘主义者乐队的现场演出。马什是从约翰·辛克莱[14]那儿偷的。辛克莱是从罗伯·泰纳[15]那儿偷的。泰纳是从伊基[16]那儿偷的。伊基是从卢·里德[17]那儿偷的。里德是从吉尼·文森特[18]那儿偷的。文森特是从詹姆斯·迪恩[19]那儿偷的。迪恩是从马龙·白兰度那儿偷的。白兰度是从罗伯特·米彻姆[20]那儿偷的。看他吸大麻被现场逮捕时照片上的那副表情。米彻姆是从亨佛莱·鲍嘉[21]那儿偷的。鲍嘉是从詹姆斯·卡格尼[22]那儿偷的。卡格尼是从俊小子弗洛伊德[23]那儿偷的。弗洛伊德是从哈利·寇斯比[24]那儿偷的。寇斯比是从泰迪·罗斯福[25]那儿偷的。老罗斯福是从比利小子[26]那儿偷的。比利小子是从麦克·芬克[27]那儿偷的。芬克是从“石墙”杰克森[28]那儿偷的。杰克森是从拿破仑那儿偷的。拿破仑是从伏尔泰那儿偷的。伏尔泰是从一个无名酒鬼那儿偷的，当时酒鬼躺在巴黎的水沟里呼呼大睡，伏尔泰顺手牵羊。你们这些以写字为生的人应该能理解，版税支票迟迟不来的日子是多么难熬。酒鬼是从他母亲那儿偷的。她是个牙齿都掉光了的老太婆，年轻时靠卖身为生，后来太老太丑就去当了裁缝，可是技术也不怎么样，双手抖个不停，缝出来的针脚四处漏风，做的裙子会在众目睽睽之下从优雅的巴黎妇人身上掉下去。戈黛娃夫人[29]的传说就是这么来的。戈黛娃夫人也是个朋克，她的朋克是从老太婆身上偷来的，为了报复。她的马则是从她身上偷来的。不久之后，这匹马就被人骑着上了战场，壮烈牺牲，骑马的将军差点没来得及从马身上把朋克偷走。将军是个重度酗酒者，他醉倒后会一连昏迷好几个星期，甚至好几个月，所以他忘了自己偷过朋克，也忘了曾经拥有过朋克。他忘了朋克是什么，这个词又是什么意思。和我们所有人一样。但是某天晚上，他喝得醉醺醺的，对另一个记忆力尚存的酒鬼不小心讲出了朋克那如圣杯般珍贵的古老秘密。这酒鬼平时就是个扒手。等将军清醒过来，他谎称自己是朋克的所有者，但某天晚上他醉倒时，将军偷走了他的朋克。将军信了他的话，但后来他又喝醉了，又一次彻底忘记了朋克。所以，朋克可能已经遗失在历史的缝隙中了。约翰·霍姆斯特罗姆是个挨家挨户上门推销的铝制墙板销售员，理查德·赫尔在中西部农场打工，把阁楼上的干草往下铲。而朋克乐的创造者——不用提醒你也该知道是我了吧——我此时此刻不是摇滚乐评人，也不是让很多人听着火大，只有一小部分有远见卓识的人才能欣赏的乐手，而是耶和华见证人教派的布鲁克林总部里一位身兼数职的资深干部。我不会为《村声》杂志采访退化乐队，而是会去给《警醒！》撰写名为《弹簧：奇迹金属》的文章，在1978年内发表。那也同样值得骄傲。


  莱斯特·邦斯


  ——信件10

  为白痴而生的作曲家


  埃里克·萨蒂致让·普伊


  1917年


  古怪、荒唐、奇特，这些词常用来形容埃里克·萨蒂的为人和他的作品。萨蒂是位广受爱戴的法国钢琴家，他琴技有限，但创作的乐曲因其叛离传统、充满棱角又生动活泼的特质和满溢而出的才华而受到广泛关注。但在接受他人批评这件事上，萨蒂就没那么成功了。1917年5月18日，一部名为《游行》的芭蕾舞剧在巴黎的夏特列歌剧院首次公演。本剧由萨蒂作曲，巴勃罗·毕加索提供舞台设计。让萨蒂十分恼火的是，尽管有这样星光熠熠的制作团队，本剧仍得到了音乐评论家让·普伊的猛烈抨击。在开演之前，萨蒂还和普伊握过手，这让萨蒂更加感觉他的评论是对自己的背叛。他给普伊写了一封短信，之后又写了第二封，然后又写了第三封。普伊理智地保持了沉默，转去起诉萨蒂，告他诽谤罪。作曲家因此入狱八天。而让·谷克多[30]则因为在法庭上的污言秽语被逮捕。


  ——信件正文


  1917年5月


  致让·普伊


  先生、亲爱的朋友：


  我知道你是个浑蛋，而且我敢说，你是个不懂音乐的浑蛋。总之，永远别再对我伸出你的脏手。


  埃里克·萨蒂


  * * *


  1917年6月3日


  致让·普伊先生、榆木脑袋、呆瓜蠢蛋之首：


  你并没有我想的那么笨。尽管你一脸白痴相，又近视，你还是能隔着很远的距离看见东西。


  埃里克·萨蒂


  * * *


  1917年6月5日


  致著名南瓜脑袋、为白痴而生的作曲家蠢货让·普伊先生：


  差劲的浑蛋，我就在这儿用尽全力拉在你身上。


  埃里克·萨蒂


  我知道你是个浑蛋，而且我敢说，你是个不懂音乐的浑蛋。


  ——埃里克·萨蒂


  ——信件11

  我学会了控制自己


  彼得·伊利奇·柴可夫斯基致纳德日达·菲拉列托夫娜·冯·梅克


  1878年3月5日


  在十三年的时间里，彼得·伊利奇·柴可夫斯基全身心地投入在歌剧、芭蕾舞剧、协奏曲和交响曲的创作中，日后也因为这些作品而闻名世界。他之所以能够有这个条件，很大程度上要归功于一个人的慷慨资助：纳德日达·菲拉列托夫娜·冯·梅克。冯·梅克夫人是一位热爱音乐的俄国商人。她坐拥巨大的财富，从1877年起就对柴可夫斯基提供经济资助，让他得以不用理会维持生计的种种压力。神奇的是，他们两人从未实际见过面，而是通过信件进行频繁交流，并由此成了亲密的朋友。这些信件给柴可夫斯基提供了一个他急需的表达场所，让他能够自由并充满激情地反思自己的音乐和生活。这封信就是其中一例。


  ——信件正文


  克拉伦斯，1878年月5日。


  与您谈论我的作曲方法是件令人愉快的事。迄今为止，我从来没有机会向人坦陈我内心世界这些隐秘的言语：一部分是因为没有多少人会感兴趣，另一部分则是因为，在屈指可数的几位感兴趣的人里，恐怕没有一位知道该怎么回应我才合适。只有对您，您一个人，我才能快乐地描述创作过程的所有细节，因为您拥有细腻的感知力，理解我的音乐。


  如果有人试图说服您，说作曲不过是种理智冰冷的头脑练习，请不要相信他。只有当作曲家被灵感搅动得坐立不安，乐曲从他灵魂的深处流淌而出时，那才是能够感动我们、触及我们心灵的音乐。毫无疑问，即便是最了不起的音乐天才，有时也会在毫无灵感的情况下工作。灵感这位宾客往往并不会邀之即来。我们必须不停地工作，没有哪位有自尊心的艺术家会因为不在状态就罢工不干。如果我们只是袖手等待状态的来临，而不是付出努力主动去迎接它，我们很容易就会变得懒惰而麻木。我们必须要有耐心，并且相信，只要一个人能克服自己的不情愿，灵感迟早都会来临。几天前，我在信里对您说过，我每天工作时都没有什么真正的灵感可言。如果我屈服于不情愿的情绪，那么毫无疑问，我会进入一段漫长且毫无产出的空白期。但我的耐心和信心终于有了回报，今天我就感受到了曾对您描述过的那种无法解释的灵感之光。由于它的出现，我还没有动笔就知道，今天我写出的乐曲将能够留在听众的记忆中，并触及他们的心灵。如果我告诉您，其实我很少被那种不愿意工作的情绪困扰，希望您不会认为我是在自吹自擂。这要归功于我天性有耐心。我学会了控制自己，并且可以高兴地说，我并没有步上许多俄国同僚的后尘，不会缺乏自信、毫无耐心，遇到一点点困难就撂挑子。因此，尽管他们才华横溢，取得的成就却很少，仅有的一些作品也很稚嫩。


  您问我，我是怎么进行配器选择的。我从来不会以抽象的方式作曲，也就是说，当我产生了一个音乐上的点子，它总是以恰当的外部表现形式出现。就这样，我的乐句和配器是同时诞生的。比如我们那部交响乐中的诙谐曲，我在脑海中构思它时——也就是在它诞生的那一刻，和您听到时的成品别无二致。它只能以拨奏曲的形式存在，没有第二种可能。如果用弦乐，它就会丧失魅力，成为一具缺乏灵魂的躯壳。


  至于我作品中的俄罗斯元素，可以告诉您的是，我经常在作曲时有意引入民间音乐的旋律。有时这件事会自动发生，并不是我有意识的决定（比如我们交响乐的终曲）。我作品中之所以会出现民族元素，某些曲调与和声之所以与民间乐曲有着千丝万缕的联系，都是因为我的童年是在俄国度过的，我从小就浸润在俄罗斯那极富特征的美妙民间音乐里。我无比喜爱民间音乐的元素，无论是以哪种表现形式呈现。一句话，我是一个彻头彻尾的俄罗斯人。


  ——信件12

  那不是占便宜，是表达爱


  约翰·列侬致克雷格·麦格雷戈


  1971年9月14日


  1970年6月14日，披头士乐队解散后不久，《纽约时报》第13页上刊登了一篇由记者克雷格·麦格雷戈撰写的文章，题为《到头来，披头士也不是什么真先知》。文中将披头士乐队称为“黑人音乐的白人模仿者”，说他们“占尽了黑人音乐的便宜，最终又背叛了它，歌曲变得越来越循规蹈矩、安全保守，与‘革命性’背道而驰”。不知道约翰·列侬是过了十五个月才看见这篇文章，还是读了以后需要很长时间消化，他做出回复时已经是第二年的9月。列侬在一架美国航空公司的飞机上，用机内信笺给麦格雷戈写了回信。


  ——信件正文


  美国航空公司


  



  飞行中……


  高度……不明。


  位置是……


  



  1971年9月14日


  亲爱的克雷格·麦格雷戈：


  《钱》《扭曲呐喊》《你真的迷住我了》等等，都是我们（披头士乐队）以前在英国各地舞厅演出时演唱的歌曲，主要在利物浦。很自然地，我们演唱时会尽可能地向原唱版本靠拢——我还总是遗憾，觉得还能和原版再像一些。早期，我们不唱自己的歌——那时的作品还不够好。但我们总会告诉所有人，这些歌的原唱都是黑人歌手，我们热爱这些音乐，想尽己所能，以各种方式推广它们。在20世纪50年代，很少有人听蓝调音乐、R&B、摇滚乐，美国、英国都一样。而有些人——埃里克·伯登的“动物”乐队，米克的滚石乐队，还有我们——则是每天吃着这些音乐，喝着这些音乐，睡着这些音乐，并且录制这些音乐。许多孩子都是听了我们的演出开始喜欢黑人音乐。


  那不是占便宜


  是表达爱


  约翰和知名不具


  又及：你觉得《钱》的B面怎么样呢？


  又又及：就连黑人小孩也不喜欢布鲁斯什么的，觉得不够“酷炫”。


  我们热爱这些音乐，想尽己所能，以各种方式推广它们。


  ——约翰·列侬


  ——信件13

  大获成功


  莉莲·诺迪卡致父亲


  1879年5月13日


  1879年4月，在意大利布雷西亚的吉约姆剧院，美国女高音歌手莉莲·诺迪卡首次出演歌剧——在朱塞佩·威尔第的作品《茶花女》中饰演主角薇奥莉塔。对于她在歌剧世界中的首次亮相，许多剧评人都给予了热烈的好评，这让诺迪卡信心大增。演出后一个月，她给父亲写了封家信。


  ——信件正文


  1879年5月3日


  亲爱的父亲：


  母亲在来信中写到我的演出有多么成功，而且篇幅不小。嗯，她再怎么说也不为过。我的表演确实大获成功，一点错都没出。观众席上传来我从未听过的欢呼叫喊。整座剧院座无虚席。我直接就进入了角色，如果你在场，恐怕根本认不出我。到了最后一幕，台下的男男女女都哭了，擤着鼻子，我觉得很好笑……


  9月，我会去蒙扎出演《浮士德》，希望到时一切顺利。请再多寄些报纸过来吧。没有英语可读，有时我真觉得快死了。我必须用法语和意大利语阅读。


  我会尽快安排回家的。说真的，在这边有时候感觉非常孤独……


  下周六晚上是我的慈善演出。我会加唱《露琪亚》中发疯的那一幕。我的裙子都很好看，我穿起来也很美。好了，晚安吧。


  昨晚我半夜一点才上床。


  莉莉


  ——信件14

  还记得我吗？


  马友友致伦纳德·伯恩斯坦


  1965年12月21日


  1962年11月29日，一场慈善募捐活动在华盛顿特区举行。出席的观众有五千多人，其中包括约翰·F.肯尼迪总统、第一夫人杰奎琳·肯尼迪和德怀特·D.艾森豪威尔。担任司仪的是伟大的作曲家伦纳德·伯恩斯坦，伯恩斯坦向观众介绍了一位年仅七岁的天才大提琴家和他的姐姐，介绍词如下：


  正如我刚才提到的那样，美国的艺术之河有两条并行河道，同时流进和流出我们的国家。多年来，这一点吸引了大量外国的艺术家、科学家和思想家，他们不但会来这里拜访，往往还会加入我们，成为美国人，成为这里的公民，生活在这个历史上曾是机遇之地，对一些人而言也是自由之地的国度里。今天就有一位沿袭了这种伟大传统的年轻人来到我们面前，他叫马友友，今年七岁。将友友介绍给我们的是了不起的大师帕布罗·卡萨尔斯，他最近听过这个男孩演奏大提琴。也许你们能从他的名字猜出来，友友的祖籍是中国，之前一直在法国生活——非常国际化。现在，他们一家都来到了这里。他父亲在纽约的学校教书，而他十一岁的姐姐马友乘正在学习音乐，他们都希望能够成为美国公民。现在，我们将有幸听到马友友和姐姐马友乘演奏尚·巴替斯特·布雷瓦尔的《A大调第三小协奏曲》的第一乐章。布雷瓦尔是一百五十年前的法国大提琴家，不但弹奏并教授大提琴，也为大提琴作曲。请大家一边听，一边思考这场演出所展现出的文化图景：来自中国的七岁大提琴手，为刚刚成为同胞不久的美国听众，演奏古老的法国音乐。欢迎，马友友和马友乘。


  三年后，马友友给伯恩斯坦写了一封信。后来，他成了有史以来最成功的大提琴家之一。


  ——信件正文


  1965年12月21日


  亲爱的伯恩斯坦先生：


  你还记得我吗？现在我十岁了。今年我跟随雷奥纳多·罗斯教授学习了三首协奏曲：圣桑的、博凯里尼的和拉罗的。上个星期，姐姐和我参加了茱莉亚音乐学院圣诞音乐会的演出。我们受到邀请，将于1966年1月19日下午1：45在布里尔利学校举办联合演奏会。


  如果你有时间，我很乐意为你演奏。


  马友友


  如果你有时间，我很乐意为你演奏。


  ——马友友


  ——信件15

  寻根究底


  路德维希·凡·贝多芬致艾米莉·H


  1812年7月17日


  1812年7月初，42岁的德国作曲家路德维希·凡·贝多芬写下了他最著名的信件之一：一封长达十页、充满激情的情书，献给他“不朽的爱人”。这封信至今仍在引起人们的讨论，主要原因是收信人的身份扑朔迷离，而贝多芬似乎没有对方就不愿活下去。写信一周后，在这样的痛苦煎熬中，他又写了一封截然不同的信，这回的收信人是一个8岁的小姑娘。艾米莉·H，来自德国汉堡，是贝多芬的仰慕者，有志成为钢琴家。在家庭教师的帮助下，她手工制作了一本刺绣笔记簿，寄给音乐偶像，以表达对他作品的感谢。作为回报，艾米莉收到了一封建议信，里面的内容坦诚得超越了人们的想象，贝多芬还慷慨地邀请她再寄信过来。


  ——信件正文


  特普利采，1812年7月17日


  亲爱的艾米莉，我亲爱的朋友：


  我这么晚才给你回信，大量的工作和持续患病是我的借口。我正在这边疗养身体，这证明了借口的真实性。请不要夺走亨德尔、海顿、莫扎特的桂冠；他们配得上那样的盛誉，而我还不能。


  我会将你的笔记本放在其他许多人表达好意的礼物中珍藏，我配不上你们的这些心意。


  请你不断前行，不但要创造艺术，而且要对它寻根究底。艺术值得你这么做，只有艺术和科学才能让人具有神性。亲爱的艾米莉，如果你有什么想知道的，请不要犹豫，随时给我写信。真正的艺术家从不骄傲，他不幸地明白了一个道理——艺术永无止境。他总是因为自己与目标之间的遥远距离而心情沉重。也许他饱受爱戴，但他总会悲伤于自己没能抵达更高的境地，让比他更加优秀的天才看起来是遥远的、指引道路的太阳。比起那些内心贫瘠的富人，我可能还是更愿意到你和像你那样的人身边去。如果有朝一日我去了汉堡，我会到你家去找你。在我看来，只有当一项特质能让人跻身于更加优秀的人群之中，那才称得上是优点。有这种特质存在的地方，对我来说就是家。


  亲爱的艾米莉，如果你愿意写信给我，可以直接寄到这里来，我会在这里再待四个星期。寄到维也纳也可以，对我来说都一样。请将我看作是你的朋友，也是你们全家的朋友。


  路德维希·凡·贝多芬


  不但要创造艺术，而且要对它寻根究底。艺术值得你这么做，只有艺术和科学才能让人具有神性。


  ——路德维希·凡·贝多芬


  ——信件16

  我从不写信，即便是给我母亲


  罗杰·泰勒致《滚石》杂志


  1981年


  1980年6月，英国摇滚乐队皇后乐队开始了名为“游戏”的全球巡演，巡演分为五段，一直持续到次年的11月，其间总共举办了八十一场演出，其中包括乐队在南美洲的首次现场演出。在布宜诺斯艾利斯举办的某场演出结束后，《滚石》杂志上刊登了一篇报道，对演出评价极低。报道的内容毫无节操，有一段甚至脱离了演出本身，转去批评现场的音响效果“差劲透顶”。


  记者詹姆斯·亨克还指责乐队的节奏部分“松垮呆滞”，布莱恩·梅的吉他“无聊透顶”，佛莱迪·摩克瑞的演唱“懒散懈怠，毫无信服力”。一个月后，新一期的杂志上刊登了下面这封乐队鼓手罗杰·泰勒在狂怒中拿飞机呕吐袋写下的信。


  ——信件正文


  《滚石》杂志：


  阅读了你们对于皇后乐队在南美演出的“深度”报道（《皇后乐队于南美开演》，第345期）后，我瞠目结舌、目瞪口呆、大为惊奇且昏昏欲睡。我是这个乐队的一员，对于该乐队的音乐（不是全部）和成就都无比自豪。我从不写信，即便是给我母亲，因为这个时代有电话，还有你们杂志和《国民问询》之类的报刊，写信似乎已经没什么价值了。


  你们那仿佛穿越到20世纪70年代的过时态度，还有刻到骨子里的对摇滚乐的误解，让人既好笑又恼火。谢谢你们，哦，谢谢你们，在充满偏见和乡土气息的过时破烂里继续兜售徒有其表的政治观点和信口开河的一家之言。


  也感谢你们通过音响效果对我们乐队进行的详尽音乐评估！成熟点吧。嫉恨是你们发明的吧。我可怜你们。你们真差劲。你们无聊透顶，还想来影响我们。


  期待你们八个月后对我手头这张专辑再发表魅力四射的评论！


  罗杰·泰勒


  英国伦敦


  ——信件17

  《阿依达》会在档案馆里积灰


  朱塞佩·威尔第、普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼和朱利奥·里科迪


  1872年5月


  1870年，经过一些延迟，朱塞佩·威尔第的传世之作《阿依达》终于在开罗新建的总督歌剧院进行了首演。自此，这部歌剧衍生出无数版本，征服了全世界的观众。但事无绝对，《阿依达》所收获的也并不总是好评。1872年5月，一位名叫普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼的意大利绅士在两次出远门观看歌剧后，决定给威尔第本人写一封投诉信，要求退钱——不仅仅是票钱，还有他为看歌剧而产生的相关花销。威尔第觉得很好笑，把他的信转交给出版商朱利奥·里科迪，并附上了自己的指示。如下面的信件中所写的那样，此事最后的结果就是，贝塔尼立下书面保证，承诺再也不会观看这部歌剧。让贝塔尼不快的是，在威尔第的安排下，他的投诉信被刊登在了好几家意大利报纸上。


  ——信件正文


  普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼致威第：


  



  无比尊敬的威尔第先生：


  本月二日，由于受到您歌剧《阿依达》热度的吸引，我去了帕尔马。演出开始前半小时，我就已经在座位上坐好了，120号座。我欣赏了布景，非常享受地听了优秀歌手的演唱，格外注意不放过任何一个细节。等演出结束，我问自己是否得到了满足。答案是否定的。我返回了瑞吉欧，在回程的火车车厢里，我一直在听同行乘客们的评价。几乎所有人都认为，《阿依达》是一部至高无上的杰作。


  因此，我有了再听一遍的冲动，于是在本月四日再次来到了帕尔马。我拼了命想取得一个预订的座位，人实在太多了，我不得不花了15.9里拉，才得以舒适地观看演出。


  我得出的结论是：这部歌剧完全没有任何扣人心弦、令人激动的地方，如果不是华丽的布景，观众不会有耐心坐到最后。这部剧可以再让剧场座无虚席几次，然后就会在档案馆里积灰。所以，亲爱的威尔第先生，您应该可以想象我的懊悔：我为这两场演出付了将近32里拉。雪上加霜的是，我至今仍在仰仗家人过活。您一定能理解，这笔钱是如何像个可怕的幽灵一般在我头脑里盘桓不散。因此，我开诚布公地给您写信，请您把这笔钱还给我。账目如下：


  火车票，去程：2.60里拉


  火车票，返程：3.30里拉


  演出票：8.00里拉


  难吃到恶心的晚餐：2.00里拉


  



  第二次预订座位演出票：15.90里拉


  



  共计：31.80里拉


  衷心希望您能将我从这困境中解救出来。


  您真诚的，


  贝塔尼


  我的地址：普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼，圣多明哥大街5号。


  想象一下，为了保护一个家庭的孩子，不让可怕的幽灵打扰他内心的宁静，我怎么会不愿意支付他提出的这张小账单呢！因此，请你通过代理人或银行，以我的名义给这位住在圣多明哥大街5号的普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼先生报销27.8里拉。这不是他要求的金额，但是……连晚餐钱也要我付？！不。他完全可以在家吃饭啊！当然，他必须寄给你相应金额的收据，还要写一张字条，保证再也不会去听我的新歌剧，这样他日后不会再有被幽灵缠身的危险，而我也不用再陪他上演一出赔钱的滑稽剧……


  威尔第致出版商朱利奥·里科迪：


  圣阿加塔，1872年5月10日


  亲爱的朱利奥：


  昨天我收到了从瑞吉欧寄来的一封信，非常有意思。我转寄给你，请你照我后面的委托去做。[31]


  瑞吉欧，1872年5月7日


  里科迪致威尔第：


  米兰，1872年5月16日


  亲爱的朱塞佩：


  一收到你最近的来信，我就给在瑞吉欧的联络人写了信，他找到了那位著名的贝塔尼先生，给了钱，拿到了恰当的收据！我正找人抄写信和收据，回头交给报纸一份。明天我就把这些都还给你。哦，这世上有些人是多么愚蠢啊！这恐怕是至今最“出众”的一位！


  瑞吉欧的联络人给我写道：“我立刻派人去找贝塔尼，他马上就来了。我解释了邀请他前来的原因，他先是吃惊，然后说：‘威尔第大师愿意给我报销，这就意味着他赞同我信里的话。但我仍然要感谢他，请你帮我传达。’”


  这比之前还过分！


  能发现这样罕见的物种实在令人惊喜。向您和佩皮纳夫人致以最亲切的问候。


  朱利奥


  普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼致威尔第：


  1872年5月15日


  我在此签字，证明我已收到来自朱塞佩·威尔第大师的27.8里拉，补偿我前往帕尔马观看歌剧《阿依达》的相关花费。大师认为应当将这笔钱退还给我，因为他的歌剧不合我的口味。同时，双方达成共识，我未来不会再去观看大师的任何新歌剧，除非他愿意承担所有费用，无论我对他的作品意见如何。


  我在此签名，以示确认。


  普洛斯彼罗·贝塔尼


  ——信件18

  请指示


  特奥·马斯罗致哥伦比亚唱片公司数人


  1969年11月14日


  1969年11月，唱片制作人特奥·马斯罗发来的一封充满紧张情绪的备忘录在哥伦比亚唱片公司的办公室间飞速流传。此时，公司正在制作迈尔斯·戴维斯的新专辑。这是一张重新定义音乐类型、挑战音乐界限的突破性专辑，名为《听听这个》。这名字确实有点平淡，但值得感恩的是，没有任何地方惹人不快。在收到备忘录之前，所有参与制作的人都以为它会以这个名字发行。但是，迈尔斯·戴维斯随即打来了电话。也许，收到备忘录的人所下达的指示就是接受他的要求：四个月后，戴维斯的爵士新作果然引起了声势浩大的反响，广受好评，而唱片的包装上也确实骄傲而醒目地印着他提出的让人难以忘怀的新名称。很难想象这张唱片以其他任何名字面世会是什么样。


  ——信件正文


  哥伦比亚广播公司备忘录


  



  发件人：特奥·马斯罗


  收件人：约翰·伯格、乔·阿格雷斯蒂、菲利斯·梅森


  日期：1969年11月14日


  



  Re：迈尔斯·戴维斯CS 9961 XSM 151732/3项目#


  03802


  迈尔斯刚刚打来电话，说他想给专辑命名为：


  “贱货酿造[32]”


  请指示。


  特奥


  ——信件19

  不要让别人定义你是谁


  安吉丽可·基乔写给全世界的女孩


  2013年


  安吉丽可·基乔于1960年出生在西非贝宁共和国的维达市。由于母亲是位著名的舞蹈指导兼剧院总监，她从小就沉浸在音乐和舞蹈的世界里。传统民间歌曲是影响她音乐的主要因素，但也有一些美国摇滚乐穿越大西洋，影响了她的作品。1989年，她发行了首张个人专辑《帕拉库》。1983年，她逃离了贝宁共产党统治下动荡不安的祖国，来到巴黎的爵士乐学校学习，一落地就如饥似渴地吸收起所有能接触到的音乐。到了2013年，基乔已经发行了十三张专辑，获得了格莱美奖，并因为持续进行的社会活动取得了无数荣誉。她写了一封公开信，向全世界的女孩传授一些得来不易的智慧启迪。


  ——信件正文


  全世界的女孩们：


  当我12岁时，我生活在西非贝宁共和国科托努市的中心。我们的生活里充斥着音乐。传统民间歌手敲着鼓，广播里大声播放着来自全世界的音乐。


  我从小就热爱歌唱。妈妈告诉我，我还没学会说话，就已经在唱歌了。有一天，我听到了一首歌，它非常振奋人心，大家都忍不住跳起舞来。歌名叫作《帕塔帕塔》。歌声中的力量和美感让我深深着迷。我迫不及待地找到了那张每分钟45转的单曲唱片。就这样，我第一次知道了米里亚姆·马克巴这个名字，她是南非的著名歌手。我了解了她在反对种族隔离方面进行的斗争，还有她在全球取得的成功。


  虽然在家里，我看得到我父亲有多么敬重我妈妈，但是我仍然能感觉到这个世界有多么不平衡，女孩和女人想要成功有多么困难。因为巨大的社会压力，我上学时有许多女同学早早就辍学了。很多人根本无法选择自己的命运。她们仿佛一辈子都只能作为某人的女儿、妻子或母亲而存在。


  但我看着唱片封面上米里亚姆的微笑，看着她自信的模样，以及她所赢得的别人的敬重，我开始怀有梦想。如果一个出身贫苦、在流亡中的非洲女人能取得如此巨大的成就，也许我也有机会追随她的脚步。我思绪万千地躺在床上听着她的音乐，一听就是好几小时，能够背出每一首歌的歌词。在我的想象里，我和她一起旅行，一起唱歌，一起与世界领导人见面，为她同胞的自由而努力奋斗。


  这个梦想从来没有离开过我。我长大了，经历了许多次拒绝、许多阻碍，但米里亚姆的歌声一直在我的脑海里回荡。我在国家电台上唱歌，逐渐取得了一些成就。


  有一天，在放学回家的路上，一群青少年认出了我，开始侮辱我，骂我不知羞耻，就因为我唱歌。我哭着回了家，想要彻底放弃唱歌这件事。我的外祖母刚果妈妈正好在家。她问我为什么哭得这么厉害。听我讲完事情的经过，她给我的建议令我永生难忘。如果你觉得梦想破碎了，我希望你也能想起她的话。


  她对我说：“你想当歌手吗？”


  “我想，外婆。”


  “既然如此，就不要因为其他人的看法而气馁。不要放弃你的梦想，不要让他们定义你是谁，否则他们就赢了！”


  许多年过去了。和米里亚姆一样，我也离开了自己的祖国。我辛勤工作，虚心听取有建设性的批评意见，无视那些唱反调的人，米里亚姆的歌一直在我心上。然后，在一个不同的年代，一个不同的国家，这一天终于来临了：我受邀为心爱的偶像担任开场嘉宾。我简直不敢相信。


  女孩们，请记住：不要让别人定义你是谁！


  安吉丽可·基乔


  ——信件20

  那根不行，博士——它没有节奏感


  理查德·施特劳斯致汉斯·迪斯特


  1931年7月15日


  1931年，作家汉斯·迪斯特写信给德国著名作曲家理查德·施特劳斯，想获得一些对于管弦乐世界的专业见解。他即将出版一本相关的书——《管弦乐演奏家谈作曲》。施特劳斯从6岁就开始作曲，事业上一帆风顺，最终成为20世纪最卓越的作曲家之一。他的回信引人入胜，后来被选作序言，为那本书呈现了一个完美的开篇。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的迪斯特先生：


  在1886年到1889年期间，我在慕尼黑的宫廷剧院作为皇家音乐总监，首次担任歌剧指挥（那个时代还有这样的职位，有无限的补贴，歌手也没有合同假期）。我父亲时年65岁，在那里担任首席圆号手已达四十五年之久。他总会满怀责任心，在演出前整整一小时就落座准备，不仅担心自己在《女人心》中高难度的独奏段落，同时还担心他缺乏经验的儿子会在指挥台上犯错。


  他崇拜拉赫纳，讨厌彪罗，那时会带着些许讽刺对我说：“你们指挥家太醉心于自己的权力了！当一个新人站到乐团面前，都不用他拿起指挥棒，光看他走上指挥台、打开乐谱的样子，我们就知道掌控一切的究竟是他，还是我们。”


  有这句话作为你那本书的座右铭，我想对我尊敬的同僚们说：等《第三号莱奥诺拉序曲》结束，就算在观众要求下你连着谢了三次幕，也别太骄傲了。在管弦乐队里，无论是第一小提琴手，还是后排的圆号手，哪怕是另一头的定音鼓手，里面总有目光敏锐的观察者，挑剔地看着你的每一个四分音符和八分音符。如果你在《特里斯坦》中用力挥舞指挥棒，用四拍演奏二二拍，或者在《河畔风景》或《第九交响曲》的慢板乐章第二变奏中敲出了十二个完整的八分音符，他们都会发出呻吟。如果你在演出中不停地喊着“嘘——”或“钢琴，先生们”，同时右手不断地指挥着强音，他们甚至可能会造反。如果在排练开始时你说“木管走调了”，却说不出哪种乐器是高了还是低了，他们会冲彼此眨眼致意。


  台上的指挥家也许以为他们会虔诚地随着指挥棒的每一次颤动而起舞，但事实上，如果指挥家掉了拍子，他们会不看指挥自行演奏。对于每次的节奏失误，他们都会怪罪于指挥的“个人诠释”，因为这是他第一次指挥这部交响乐，而他们已经跟随水平更高的指挥家演奏过上百次。


  有一次排练的时候，我的指挥棒找不到了。我正要再拿一根，维也纳爱乐管弦乐团的首席中提琴手对我喊道：“那根不行，博士——它没有节奏感。”


  总之，指挥的破绽被管弦乐队的乐手一眼看穿，这样的故事不胜枚举。这是一群刻薄的人，如果站在指挥台上的人选不合心意，他们只会有气无力地敷衍过一条漫长的中强乐句，拒绝服从“很弱”的力度符号，不肯准确弹出宣叙调中的和弦——他们已经受够了对排练一无所知、只会吹牛皮的指挥，也厌倦了对这样的人进行教导。然而，一旦相信指挥不会让他们在没必要的地方操心，他们又怎么会不以极大的热情进行演奏，不以高度的奉献精神进行排练呢！如果指挥完全掌握了这门高雅的艺术，用右手将他的意图准确无误地传达出来，目光严厉但友善地观察乐队里每个人的表现，而左手不会在力度很强的段落紧握成拳，又在弱力度的段落里无意义地禁锢乐队的发挥，那么在演出当晚，他们又怎么会不紧紧跟随他每一个细微动作的指示呢（除非在排练时，他就已经让他们丧失了信心）！


  如果“作曲”的定义是将感官或情感上的印象转化为音乐这一符号语言，那么，说我们可以“将一切事物谱成曲”就是一句假话。当然了，人们确实可以用声音来描绘画面（特别是某些特定乐章），但有种风险始终存在：我们会对音乐的功能具备太多期待，并陷入对大自然的无意义的模仿。无论这类音乐创作起来需要多少智慧和技术知识，它都始终是二流的音乐。


  我相信，戏剧效果的决定性因素是管弦乐队的规模，规模较小的乐队不会像大规模乐队那样淹没人声。许多年轻的作曲家已经自发地意识到了这一点。未来的歌剧管弦乐队将以室内乐团的形式出现，为烘托舞台对背景进行无比清晰的描绘。只有这样，才能精准地实现作曲家在声乐部分所想要表现的效果。毕竟，观众不仅应该听到歌声，也应该能够轻松地听清歌词。


  我的指挥经常受到批评，特别是在我刚踏入这行的时候，因为在演奏贝多芬作品时，很多人觉得我的节奏有问题。但我想问：“如今有谁能够断言，贝多芬本人认为某段节奏必须要以某种特定速度进行？这方面是否存在着确凿的传统？”


  实际上并没有这样的传统，这也就是为什么我相信，是非对错必须由指挥根据自己完全主观的艺术判断力来决定。在演奏贝多芬、瓦格纳等人的乐曲时，我都是根据多年来所积累的对作品的理解来指挥的，并坚信这是唯一一种真实且正确的演奏方式。


  这些交响乐作品从小就令我深深着迷。我也时不时想要尝试进行该类型的创作，但至今我的脑海里还没能出现什么有价值的主意。但即便是标题音乐[33]，如果想踏入艺术的殿堂，其创作者也必须是一位有能力进行发明创新的音乐家，否则他就是一个骗子，因为音乐创造中最重要的就是音乐的质量和逻辑，标题音乐也不例外。


  我们的后继者，那些“年轻一代”和“现代”作曲家不再接受我的戏剧和交响乐作品，这也许是时代精神所造成的。这些作品都是我作为音乐家、作为一个人的真实表达，并且它们在音乐和艺术方面对“年轻一代”而言成为问题的，在我看来都早已解决。我们都是自己所处时代的孩子，永远无法跳出它的阴影。


  理查德·施特劳斯


  ——信件21

  想象一下这个情景


  里克·梅奥尔致鲍勃·格尔多夫


  1984年11月26日


  1984年11月25日，英国音乐界几十位最耀眼的巨星聚集在伦敦的SARM西部工作室，在鲍勃·格尔多夫和米奇·乌尔的组织下以援助乐队的名义联合录制了歌曲《他们知道圣诞节来了吗？》，为在埃塞俄比亚毁灭性饥荒中受苦的民众进行慈善筹款，并取得了巨大的成功。录制后第二天，年轻人乐队的里克·梅奥尔（根据他的回忆录《比希特勒厉害，比耶稣优秀》中所说）给格尔多夫写了一封抱怨信。


  ——信件正文


  鲍勃·格尔多夫


  地下室


  基尔本公路126b号


  伦敦NW8


  



  1984年11月26日


  亲爱的鲍勃：


  我很喜欢你的作品——或者说以前很喜欢，直到昨天，我去了AIR录音公司，给援助乐队献上我的一分力。看在可敬的芬妮·南丁格尔的分儿上，这到底是怎么回事？我只是想加入这个来自世界各地的流行摇滚明星小队，录一首简单的曲子，给非洲挨饿的人提供他们急需的食物和物资。可是不行。不，不，不，不，不。绝对该死的可恶的不行。


  想象一下这个情景。就这个。我正往AIR录音公司走呢，那位菲尔·科林斯正好进去。我叫了他一声，但他假装没听见。这话我只跟你说，鲍勃，我一直都不太喜欢他。他给人感觉有点歪门邪道，总觉得有哪里不太对劲。还有他那些糟糕透顶的唱片。反正，我就跟着他进去了，结果一个穿着飞行员夹克的大个头挡住了我的路。哇哦，我心想，但我以为这只是哪个流行乐巨星哥们儿在跟我开玩笑，比如弗朗西斯·罗西啊，库尔与帮派乐队的库尔啊。大个子说：“这儿不欢迎你这种人。”我哈哈大笑表示了解，可他非常严肃。我叫他进去告诉你，我来了，来录我的那部分。过了几分钟他回来了，撒谎说已经问过你了，你让他叫我滚蛋。


  这时西蒙·勒·邦带着他的女子伴奏乐队来了。我喊了他一声，告诉他有这么个巨大的误会，可他假装不认识我。这些人都有什么毛病？所以我又去找那个穿飞行员夹克的大个子说话，然后他就揍了我一顿。没错，鲍勃，也许你应该把这句话再念一遍。没错，在慈善歌曲录制现场，我被人揍了一顿。你的慈善歌曲录制现场。你对此作何感想？


  我就那么躺在人行道上，一辆豪华轿车在我身边停下，乔治男孩、乔治·迈克尔和香蕉女郎合唱团下了车，从我身上跨过去进了门。他们都假装不认识我，但他们肯定都认出我了。谁都能看出来。


  我并没被打倒（并无冒犯之意）。我绕到建筑后面，找到了一扇没上锁的窗户爬进去，结果一头栽到了马桶里。你能想象我当时的惊恐心情吗？你了解我，鲍勃，我以不轻易吞咽而闻名，但这一次实在出乎意料，我吞下了几乎半加仑的马桶水，还有些只能形容为“固体”的东西。这让我觉得恶心，但我决定坚持下去，最后成功找到了录音室。我得说，鲍勃，你找来的真是些大人物：博诺，保罗·韦勒，克里斯·克罗斯——屋里从天花板到地板都挤满了各路人才。我正在慢慢消化这宏大的场面，和保罗·杨之类的摇滚巨星挨个进行明星之间的会面，突然听见你对保安说“把那个头发上沾着屎的蠢货赶出去”。我只能猜想你是开玩笑不小心开过了火，因为那位保安确实把我赶出去了。


  当然啦，如果这是你们音乐界合起伙来给我开的一个兄弟间的玩笑，那么我想让你知道，我一点也不介意，对每个人仍然怀有兄弟姐妹般的爱意。但如果这不是开玩笑，那你们就是一帮毫无天分、只会嫉妒的浑蛋。


  还有一件事——你应该认真考虑把寄给埃塞俄比亚的钱拿一部分回来，请一些像我这样的轻型娱乐巨星，以保证这个项目有专业名人的参与。长远看来，这样你才能赚到更多的钱，但你恐怕太恶毒、太卑鄙了，看不清这一点。


  好了，鲍勃，别忘了给我回信。回头见。向米奇带好。


  里克


  还有一件事——你应该认真考虑把寄给埃塞俄比亚的钱拿一部分回来，请一些像我这样的轻型娱乐巨星，以保证这个项目有专业名人的参与。


  ——里克·梅奥尔


  ——信件22

  说真的，凯伦·卡朋特是谁？


  金·戈登致凯伦·卡朋特


  日期不详


  1983年2月4日，32岁的凯伦·卡朋特因神经性厌食症导致的心力衰竭去世。在此之前，她与这种饮食障碍症已经斗争了很长时间。一周后，数千人参加了她的葬礼。她受人爱戴自有充分的理由：在不幸去世前的十四年里，凯伦一直是卡朋特乐队的半边天。这是凯伦与她哥哥理查德于1969年组建的乐队，多年来吸引了多达数百万名“粉丝”，摇滚乐队“音速青春”创始人之一的金·戈登也在其列。凯伦去世三十年后，戈登给她写了一封信。这封信日期不详，后来收录在《“音速青春”：震撼一击》一书中。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的凯伦：


  在《卡朋特乐队电视特辑》播映的这些年里，我看着你从一个眼睛如奥利奥饼干和牛奶般黑白分明的天真邻家女孩变得眼神空洞，瘦骨嶙峋，在糖果色的舞台上飘来飘去。到了后期，你和理查德似乎整个人都无精打采。你的嘴里说着话，眼睛却在表达别的意思：“救救我，求你了，我在消极抵抗中迷失了自己，有哪里出了错。我想让自己消失，逃离他们的控制。我的父母、理查德，还有那些写手都说我是‘嬉皮士，太胖了’。因为我和大多数女孩一样，从小就被要求有礼貌、体贴他人，我以为没人会发现我的异常——只要我在表面上继续照他们的期望去做就可以了。也许我生活中所有外在的一切都被他们控制，但我的身体完全由我掌控。我可以变得越来越瘦。我可以消失。我可以把自己饿死，他们不会察觉。我的声音不会出卖我。我说的那些话都不是我自己的。没人能猜到我有多痛苦。但我要把这些话变成我自己的，因为我必须找办法表达自己。痛苦并不完美，所以理查德的生活里容不下痛苦。我必须也是完美的。我必须瘦，这样我就完美了。我曾经也有过少女时代吗？……我忘了。现在我只是个中年女人，穿着西部乡村服装，头发烫得很难看。”


  我必须要问你，凯伦，你成长时以谁为榜样？是你的母亲吗？你喜欢读什么书？有没有人问过你，作为女性在音乐界打拼是种什么感觉？你有过什么样的梦想？你有女性朋友吗，还是除了你、理查德、爸爸妈妈、A&M唱片公司，你的生活里就没有别的人了？你有没有在沙滩上奔跑过，感受海水冲刷着你的双腿？说真的，凯伦·卡朋特是谁？难道就只是那个声音美丽而深情的悲哀女孩？


  你的粉丝——爱你的，


  金


  有没有人问过你，作为女性在音乐界打拼是种什么感觉？你有过什么样的梦想？


  ——金·戈登


  ——信件23

  胡说八道


  哈里·S.杜鲁门致保罗·休姆


  1950年12月6日


  1950年12月5日晚上，华盛顿特区的宪法厅音乐厅里坐了三千五百名经过精心挑选的观众，欣赏玛格丽特·杜鲁门的演唱。她是美国总统哈里·S.杜鲁门的独生女。总统本人也在场。尽管世间的普遍共识是玛格丽特并没有太多歌唱才能，演唱会结束后，迎接她的仍然是众多礼貌而肯定的评价。只有一个人不肯给出违心的好评，那就是《华盛顿邮报》的乐评人保罗·休姆。在第二天早上发行的乐评中，他诚实地写道：


  杜鲁门小姐是一个独特的美国现象。她声音动听，音量不足，品质中等……杜鲁门小姐不太会唱歌。大部分时间，她的歌唱都很平淡，昨晚更是如此，比过去几年演出时更甚……她在演唱会上的表现很少能让人放松下来，相信她能平安抵达目标，也就是歌曲的结尾……自从上次听到她演唱以来，杜鲁门小姐并没有什么进步。她仍然无法给出哪怕是靠近专业水平的表现。对于演唱的曲目，她几乎没能传达出里面的丝毫情感。


  她的父亲自然大动肝火，立刻给休姆寄了一封信过去。令玛格丽特十分烦恼的是，这件事登上了第二天的报纸头条。


  ——信件正文


  白宫


  华盛顿特区


  1950年12月6日


  休姆先生：


  我刚读了你对玛格丽特音乐会的差劲评论。我得出的结论是，你是个“拿着四个溃疡的工资，操着八个溃疡的心”的人。


  我看你是个郁郁不得志的老头。你能在为之效劳的报纸后面写下这样的胡言乱语，这就证明你已经完全走偏了，至少有四个溃疡在工作。


  希望有朝一日能和你见面。到时候，你恐怕需要一个新鼻子，一堆牛排来冷敷瘀青的眼窝，此外还得找个人搀扶！


  佩格勒[34]，一个贫民窟的流浪儿，跟你比起来都更像位绅士。我希望你能把这句话看作是比客观描述你身世更严重的侮辱。


  H.S.T.


  希望有朝一日能和你见面。到时候，你恐怕需要一个新鼻子，一堆牛排来冷敷瘀青的眼窝，此外还得找个人搀扶！


  ——哈里·S.杜鲁门


  ——信件24

  群星的颜色，她的肤色，还有爱情


  朱浩伟致酷玩乐队


  2017年12月8日


  2018年，电影《摘金奇缘》上映后获得了史无前例的成功，并得到了来自四面八方的赞誉。它不仅是一部十分有娱乐性的电影，还是在四分之一个世纪的时间里第一部全部角色都是由亚裔演员出演的好莱坞电影。这里要提到的是电影所用的音乐。当影片结束时，一位女性唱起了酷玩乐队的热门歌曲《黄色》，但唱的是普通话而非英语。在电影制作期间，导演朱浩伟坚持要使用酷玩乐队的歌，但他的请求被乐队拒绝了。朱导演没有放弃，给乐队写了下面这封信。没过几天，他就得到了歌曲的使用许可。


  ——信件正文


  2017年12月8日


  亲爱的克里斯、盖伊、强尼、威尔：


  这话听起来也许有些奇怪，但我从小就和黄色有着一种非常纠结的关系。整个小学阶段，同学都用这个词当骂人话叫我。电影里的人用这个词来称呼懦夫。在我的生活里，黄色一直都自带负面含义，直到我听到了你们的歌。有生以来第一次，我听到这个词被用来形容最美丽、最神奇的事物：群星的颜色，她的肤色，还有爱情。那是一幅充满吸引力而让人向往的神奇景象，它让我开始重新思考我的自我意象。我还记得大学时在TRL节目上第一次看到这首歌的音乐视频，太阳升起的那个镜头让作为电影制作人和音乐爱好者的我都屏住了呼吸。这首歌立即成为我和朋友们的代表曲目，让我们拥有了一种前所未有的自豪感……（尽管你们可能根本没有过这样的打算）我们得以将黄色变回属于自己的颜色，这一点在我人生的大部分时间里都没再变过。


  我之所以现在给你们写信，是因为我正为华纳兄弟娱乐公司执导一部电影，叫作《摘金奇缘》（根据同名畅销小说改编）。这是二十五年来好莱坞电影公司制作的第一部全亚裔演员的电影。太疯狂了。为了纪念这一事实，我们最近登上了《娱乐周刊》的封面。这是一部浪漫喜剧，讲的是一位来自纽约的亚裔美国女孩（由吴恬敏扮演）去新加坡拜访男友的母亲（由杨紫琼扮演），从而与自己的文化身份达成了和解。它是一部豪华、有趣、浪漫的欢闹喜剧，同时内在也是一个讲述女孩成为女人的个人成长故事。她明白了，不管受到过怎样的教育，不管遭受了怎样的对待，她都足够优秀，理应得到整个世界，完全可以为自己混合的文化身份感到骄傲。在电影的最后一幕，她准备坐飞机回家，整个人与开头时相比截然不同，并且有了这样的感悟。这是一趟赋予人力量的情感之旅，需要一首代表歌来表达和展现她内心的胜利，这就是我们为什么需要《黄色》这首歌。你们的作品在这些年里给了我无尽的力量，如果能用它来为电影的结尾做一个强调，那将是我无上的荣幸。对我个人而言，这也会给我在电影界奋斗的个人旅程画上一个圆满的句号。


  我明白，作为艺术家，很难判断什么时候可以把自己的作品和别人的作品联系在一起——我想你们大多数时候都会拒绝。但我确实相信，这部电影很特别。我确信这部电影有多么独一无二：出演这部好莱坞电影的不仅全都是亚裔演员，而且他们扮演的角色并不是刻板印象中的亚洲人，也不是一旁的配角，而是浪漫喜剧的主角。这会给整整一代的亚裔美国人和其他族群带来我听到你们歌曲时所产生的那种自豪感。我明白，这是在将你们的歌曲进行语境重构，但这正是让它如此有力的原因所在。我希望他们都能拥有一首代表歌，并且像当时最渴望那种感觉的我一样，通过你们的歌词和旋律，感觉自己很美。


  希望你们能够考虑我的请求，这对我和这部电影都将意义非凡。


  如果你们想了解歌曲使用时的语境，我可以把电影给你们观看。如果有什么疑问，我随时可以作答。非常感谢你们抽出时间来读我的信。


  饱含爱意，


  朱浩伟


  《摘金奇缘》导演


  ——信件25

  那是种病毒


  汤姆·威兹致《国家》杂志


  2002年7月


  1988年，汤姆·威兹在面向全国播放的多力多滋广告上听到一个疑似自己的声音在唱歌。他先是怀疑自己疯了，随即勃然大怒。事实很快就查明了：菲多利公司雇了一名汤姆·威兹的模仿者演唱广告歌曲，他完美地再现了歌手沙哑的嗓音，在电视上推销零食——这令威兹无法容忍。他将对方告上法庭，最后获得了两百万美金的赔偿费。2002年，在那段广告刺入他耳中十四年后，威兹在《国家》杂志上读到一篇对于音乐人将作品授权给广告商这件事的评论文章，作者是大门乐队的约翰·登斯默。作为回应，汤姆·威兹写了这封信。


  ——信件正文


  伍德兰山，加州


  谢谢你们刊登大门乐队约翰·登斯默写的那篇对于艺术家将歌曲授权用在广告里的精彩的“牢骚话”。


  歌曲蕴含着情感，有些歌会将我们带回人生中某个印象深刻的时间、地点或场景。企业当然会想搭上这趟魔咒般的顺风车，促使你在恍惚中买下饮料、内裤或汽车。拿作品换取广告费的艺术家是在毒害并扭曲他们的歌。这些歌会变得和叮当声无异，也就是你口袋里硬币碰撞的声音。你的歌会沦落至此。记住，当你把歌卖给广告商的时候，你同时出卖的还有你的听众。


  小时候，每当看到我喜欢的艺术家做广告，我都会想：“好惨啊，他肯定特别缺钱。”但现在，这却成为常态。这是一种病毒。艺术家排着队要做广告。对大多数艺术家来说，金钱和曝光率诱人得无法拒绝。公司都想劫持人们的文化记忆作为人质，来交换产品的利润。他们想得到艺术家的听众、信誉度、人缘，还有歌曲多年来吸收和给予的所有能量。他们将歌曲的生命力和意义吸干抹净，再用只要买了他们产品就能得到美好生活的承诺装填进去。


  到了最后，舞台上的艺术家会变得像那些赛车手一样，全身上下贴满了商业标识。约翰，请你保持纯洁。你的信誉、诚信和荣耀都不应该是公司能花钱买到的东西。


  汤姆·威兹


  记住，当你把歌卖给广告商的时候，你同时出卖的还有你的听众。


  ——汤姆·威兹


  ——信件26

  和谐的艺术品


  阿黛尔·奥德·奥赫致施坦威公司


  1894年


  阿黛尔·奥德·奥赫自幼就是一位出色的钢琴演奏者。她于1861年出生于汉诺威，出道演出时年仅10岁。12岁时，她被匈牙利艺术大师弗朗兹·李斯特收为弟子，跟随他度过了七年宝贵的学习时光。后来，她在卡内基音乐厅与朋友兼导师、俄国作曲家彼得·伊利奇·柴可夫斯基一同参与过演出，在柴可夫斯基去世后还在他的葬礼上演奏了钢琴。在无比辉煌的职业生涯中，她曾与波士顿交响乐团合作演出过不下五十次。她在世界各地都开过演奏会，自己也会作曲。总而言之，阿黛尔·奥德·奥赫是一位成就已登峰造极的音乐家。


  1894年，她给施坦威公司写了一封感谢信，是他们制造了她最喜欢的一架三角钢琴。


  ——信件正文


  纽约，


  1894年


  



  施坦威公司


  先生们：


  很高兴能在此表达我对你们钢琴的无比喜爱。它们的音色高贵、洪亮而纯正，即便是用最大力道弹的最强音也依然丰富甜美。除此之外，琴声强劲的穿透力让最微妙的极弱音也能在宽阔的厅堂里得到练习。它们的音色不仅饱满圆润，而且精致敏感，又清新怡人。由于这些特质，在我了解的范围内，施坦威钢琴比其他所有钢琴都拥有更广泛的适用性，从轻柔悠扬到气势磅礴，无所不能。音阶分布得非常平均：低音丰富而纯净，高音悠扬饱满，几个较高的八度发音圆润，充满特色、活力四射。


  施坦威钢琴的声音将深度、力度、轻柔和弹性结合在一起，让艺术家能够制造出差别极为微妙的音调色彩，弹出令人兴奋的有趣音色，实现气势磅礴的演奏效果。


  简而言之，施坦威钢琴是一件和谐的艺术品，如此富有个性，又如此善解人意，总会让艺术家觉得它仿佛具有活生生的人格。


  致以亲切的问候，


  你们真诚的，


  阿黛尔·奥德·奥赫


  ——信件27

  请换掉你们的待机音乐


  史蒂芬·施洛茨曼医生致CVS连锁药店


  2018年5月


  史蒂芬·施洛茨曼医生是哈佛大学医学院的精神病学助理教授，也是马萨诸塞州综合医院的精神科医生，平时要花费大量时间给CVS打电话。CVS是一家大型药品公司，自从1963年建立以来，旗下的连锁零售商店开遍了美国的每一个角落。让施洛茨曼医生非常恼火的是，在过去20年里，CVS从来没有更新过他们的待机音乐，每当顾客打电话来寻求医疗协助，他们都会听到同一段钢琴曲。2018年5月，无计可施的施洛茨曼医生给他们写了一封恳求信。在互联网的帮助下，很快就有上百万人读到了这封信，之后还有不少媒体报道。


  十个月后，CVS宣布他们计划安装新的电话系统。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的CVS：


  请换掉你们的待机音乐。


  拜托了。做出正确的决定吧。


  不管是你，还是给你工作的某个人，甚至是某个青春期还没结束，但比1975年前出生的所有人都更懂怎么用苹果手机编写音乐的少年，换掉它都只需要48秒钟。


  我听你们那永不改变的待机音乐的时间可比48秒要长得多。


  我在网上搜索过这段音乐的出处。也许你能猜到，我是利用你们让我待机的这段时间搜的。对于那段想安抚顾客，让我们等待从20秒到35分钟不等的虚假舒缓钢琴乐，这恐怕是我所能做出的最为健康的反应。


  顺便说一句，这些等待时间都是我估算的。你们也许有相关数据，也许没有，我实在没有心情拿我的等待时长去和平均时长做比较了。


  另外，要明确的是，我并不是想批评待机这件事。我明白，药剂师都在尽己所能地努力工作。我明白，这是我们现代社会的一部分。这就是为什么有社交媒体、ESPN.com[35]，还有个垃圾桶摆在四五英尺（1英尺约0.3米）开外，让我把揉皱的纸团丢进去。老实说，电话上的待机时间极大提高了我的垃圾桶投篮准确率，所以也不是一点好处都没有。谢谢你们。


  不管怎样，那段音乐非换不可。


  我做梦都能听见它。我出门跑步时都能听见它。有时我会哼着这段旋律在半夜醒来。它不分昼夜地萦绕在我脑海里。这不健康。我知道。我是个医生。


  在梦中还能听到药房的待机音乐一点也不健康。


  哦，你想要数据支持？


  好吧。


  CVS的待机音乐刺激我们爬行动物脑中杏仁形状的杏仁核，这不是一件好事。大脑中的这一区域同样也参与路怒症症状、竖起中指和聆听史蒂夫·米勒乐队演唱《阿布拉卡达布拉》。


  在一项以普通美国人对CVS药店待机音乐的反应为研究对象、横跨多个中心的大型研究中，大约98%的受访者都表示他们的杏仁核（很多个杏仁核）被激怒了。


  很显然，这项研究并不存在。但它完全有可能是真的！


  被试者就是我，或者是很多个我。要知道，有很多、很多个不同的我都在给CVS药店打电话待机时听过那段相同的音乐。其中一个我正处在接待病人的间隙，心中怀着百折不挠，但实在太过天真的确信，认为我可以用4分钟左右就解决一个预授权难题。另一个我因为女儿的耳道感染而紧张，暗自希望抗生素已经准备好了。还有一个我开着车在我家所在的街道上转圈，等待着音乐结束，这样我就能和有机体打交道，凭一份处方拿药。


  至于数字，我也已经算清楚了。


  假设在过去的25年里，我平均每天给CVS打3次电话，每周6天。这样就涵盖了我的实习期和读研时期。每年再减去放假的两个星期。


  也就是说，我给CVS打电话的次数是25年，每年50周，每周6天，每天3次。听那段音乐的平均时间就算在1分钟34秒吧。


  结果是，我大约给CVS打过2.25万（6×3×50×25=22500）通电话，我很感谢他们的服务，这是实话。


  当然了，我是在假设待机音乐在过去25年内从未变过。因为我不记得它变过。这就像税收。我已经不记得它不存在的时候了。如果把这个假设当真——因为感觉像真的，这也就意味着我听这段毫无变化的音乐已经听了大概211.5万秒。那就等于35250分钟，或者587.5小时，或者将近25天。


  我听了几乎25个日夜。我52岁了，这也就是说，我在这个星球上度过的18980天里，有25天用在了听那段钢琴曲（顺便一说，这曲子名叫《金龙》——我一边等，一边用谷歌搜的）上。这比例比我希望的要高。


  所以，让我把话说清楚。我不反对待机。我讨厌待机，但我并不介意。我介意的是从宝贵的生命里拿出超过587小时的时间，听着那段毫无变化的曲子待机。


  希望这封信能让你们明白，解决这件事迫在眉睫。


  请换掉那段音乐。


  拜托了。


  此致最温暖的问候，


  史蒂芬


  在梦中还能听到药房的待机音乐一点也不健康。


  ——史蒂芬·施洛茨曼医生


  ——信件28

  让他们大开眼界吧，孩子


  尼克·凯夫致托勒密


  2019年


  尼克·凯夫漫长而杰出的音乐职业生涯始于1973年。那年他组建了自己的第一支乐队邻家男孩乐队，随即很快变成了后朋克风格的生日派对乐队，活动十年后又变成了尼克·凯夫与坏种子乐队。凯夫还制作过许多首电影插曲，写过两本小说和一篇名为《呕吐袋之歌》的叙事散文诗，以及几篇获奖剧本。最近，他策划了名为《比善意更陌生》的多媒体展览，展品包括他自己的作品和影响他的作品。2018年，他创办了“红手档案”网站，大众可以通过这个平台向他本人提问。2019年，他回复了一位名为“托勒密”的年轻“粉丝”的信。托勒密住在澳大利亚的朗塞斯顿。他的提问如下：


  我十岁了，从我记事起，我就一直被你的音乐所包围，一直在听你的音乐。2017年1月，我在霍巴特看了你的演出，2019年1月还会再去。我的朋友们听的东西一点都不酷，不好玩，也不美。这么早就听到你的音乐会对我的生活产生怎样的影响呢？你对我有没有什么建议？


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的托勒密：


  我在霍巴特的“对话”演出上可能已经回答了你的问题——如果你就是坐在大厅右侧的那个金发小伙子的话。我不记得具体回答了什么，但演出结束后，我又思考了一番你的问题，有点后悔没能回答得更好。


  也许，我当时应该这么回答：在你这个年龄听到尼克·凯夫与坏种子乐队的音乐，就像拥有了一些秘密知识。当我像你那么大的时候，我也有过这样的秘密知识。我的大哥提姆曾经听过很多非常古怪、非常晦涩的音乐，他把这些知识传给了我。那时我住在维多利亚州乡下，就我所知，我的同龄人里没有一个听过大哥给我放的那些音乐。在我看来，他们听的都是垃圾。那感觉就像我心里埋着一个秘密，一些关于这个世界的秘密知识，而我的朋友们对此一无所知。那就像一种神秘的超能力。我怀揣着这种神秘力量度过了童年，然后去了墨尔本的一所学校，在那里遇见了三四个同样拥有这些特殊知识、同样具备这种神秘力量的人。这些人成为我最好的朋友。我们组了乐队，试图以自己的方式将这些知识传播给全世界。


  你所拥有的这些秘密知识，是只有一部分人才有能力具备的力量。这种力量能够激励你做出很多奇妙的事——比如写故事、画画、制造飞向火星的火箭。它能给你勇气去面对世界摆在你面前的所有难题。这是一种狂野的力量，能对世界产生无与伦比的价值。托勒密是个属于战士的名字。一个心中充满灵感，又拥有战士之名的男孩！世界正等待着你的出场。让他们大开眼界吧，孩子。


  爱你的，尼克


  ——信件29

  创作冲动


  约翰·柯川致唐·德迈克尔


  1962年6月2日


  作为萨克斯风乐手、乐队领队和作曲家，约翰·柯川将永远是爵士乐界的一颗巨星，他那创新性、极富特征的音乐对爵士乐界做出了不可估量的贡献。柯川于1926年出生于北卡罗来纳州，20世纪50年代曾参加过迈尔斯·戴维斯乐队并因此崭露头角，但真正让他登上舞台，并在爵士乐历史中占据一席之地的还是他的独奏作品，包括1960年的大师级作品《巨人的步伐》。该作发行两年后，《强拍》杂志的主编唐·德迈克尔给他寄了一本《音乐与想象力》，这是作曲家亚伦·柯普兰1951年在哈佛大学的演讲集。作为回应，柯川写了这封信。


  ——信件正文


  1962年6月2日


  亲爱的唐：


  非常感谢你寄来亚伦·柯普兰的这本好书——《音乐与想象力》。它在历史方面发人深省，内容相当丰富。但我并不认为他的所有论点对爵士乐手也是必要或适用的。这本书似乎更多是为了美国古典乐或半古典乐的作曲家而写的，特别是那些在柯普兰看来还没成为音乐界不可分割的一部分，或者难以通过实证哲学或存在意义来验证自身作品价值的人。爵士乐手（此处可以把另外几个强加于我们的词也放进来）压根不存在这个问题。


  我们根本没必要担心作品具不具备什么实证主义哲学。那是我们与生俱来的东西。我们的音乐表达和风格特色都证明了这一点。我们生来就具备这种能力。你可以放心，如果不是这样，我们在很久以前就销声匿迹了。至于业界，整个地球都是我们的业界。要知道，创作对我们来说非常容易。我们天生就具备这种感受，无论身处环境如何，它都会表达出来。若非如此，开创这种风格的先祖又怎么可能创造出这样的音乐？毕竟，他们生活的环境一定充满了敌意（如今仍然有很多人面临同样的情况），一切都值得恐惧，没有几个人值得信任。任何像我们的音乐这样能够不断生长、自我传播的音乐，本身都一定具备了无比坚定的信念。如果有人对此表示怀疑，或者宣称信仰我们这种自由音乐的人并不具有这样的特质，那他要不是心怀偏见，或者在音乐上毫无建树，要不就是纯粹的愚蠢或另有图谋。相信我，唐。我们都知道，如今许多人都害怕的这个词——自由，与这种音乐有着很大的关系。


  你知道吗，唐，今天我在读一本讲凡·高生平的书，中间不得不停下来，对他身上那股美好又持久的力量思考一番——那就是创作冲动。创作冲动一直存在于他身上，尽管他与自己生活的世界格格不入，尽管他遇到了那么多困境、挫折、拒绝与阻碍……美丽而鲜活的艺术仍然喷涌而出……如果他今天能在这里该多好啊。真理坚不可摧。历史表明（如今恐怕也一样），创新者往往会受到某种程度的质疑，质疑的程度往往取决于他离开主流的表达方式走得有多远。变化总是让人难以接受。我们同样看到，只要有这样的需求，这些创新者就会不断地振兴、扩展并重构各自的领域。他们往往被社会拒绝、抛弃、视为二等公民，但正是他们为社会带来丰厚的养料。他们往往在生活中遭受过巨大的个人悲剧。无论情况如何，无论他们被人接受还是被人拒绝，无论富有或贫穷，他们永远都会受到那股伟大而永恒的力量引导——那股创作冲动。让我们珍惜它，并把所有的赞美献给上帝吧。谢谢你，此致最美好的祝愿。


  真诚的，


  约翰·柯川


  我们天生就具备这种感受，无论身处环境如何，它都会表达出来。


  ——约翰·柯川
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  Letters of Note was born in 2009 with the launch


  of lettersofnote.com, a website celebrating


  old-fashioned correspondence that has since


  been visited over 100 million times. The first


  Letters of Note volume was published in October


  2013, followed later that year by the first


  Letters Live, an event at which world-class


  performers delivered remarkable letters


  to a live audience.


  



  Since then, these two siblings have grown side


  by side, with Letters of Note becoming an


  international phenomenon, and Letters


  Live shows being staged at iconic venues


  around the world, from London’s Royal Albert Hall


  to the theatre at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles.


  



  You can find out more at lettersofnote.com and


  letterslive.com. And now you can also listen to the


  audio editions of the new series of Letters of Note,


  read by an extraordinary cast drawn from the


  wealth of talent that regularly takes part in


  the acclaimed Letters Live shows.
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  A letter is a time bomb, a message in a bottle, a


  spell, a cry for help, a story, an expression of


  concern, a ladle of love, a way to connect through


  words. This simple and brilliantly democratic art


  form remains a potent means of communication


  and, regardless of whatever technological revolution


  we are in the middle of, the letter lives and, like


  literature, it always will.


  INTRODUCTION


  It is my great pleasure to welcome you to Letters of Note: Music, a journey through the letters of others. The common thread of these missives, music, is one of the few things in life to be overwhelmingly positive and profoundly enriching.


  Music has the power to unite the most diverse of personalities and heal the deepest of wounds; a single note from a beloved song can transport you to a different time and lift one’s mood more swiftly than the most powerful of drugs. It is no exaggeration to say that without music, were it to be outlawed today, life would have one less dimension. The only truly universal language would be lost, a means of connection would be severed, and the bonds we share would slowly weaken.


  So it seems fitting to celebrate something as fundamentally important as music by way of another form of communication, the letter, the death of which, sadly, is far easier to imagine. In our ever-changing world we have surrendered to shiny new devices that promise so much, at the expense of the things that make old-fashioned correspondence so precious. The convenience of being able to tap a slab of bright glass a few times in order to send an emoji to a loved one on the other side of the world is a wonderful thing -and not one to be scoffed at -but the physical act of putting pen to paper, of carefully composing a letter, of being present and undistracted while channelling your thoughts onto the page, all for the benefit of someone else, is a powerful, satisfying, humanising act, the benefits of which are far-reaching.


  It is safe to say that without music or letters, we would suffer.


  So, let me be your conductor as we celebrate both forms of communication, by way of a melodic collection of letters that spans just over two centuries, beginning in 1812 and ending in 2019. Music is touched upon in letters of gratitude, anger, madness, advice, love, reassurance and joy. We shall travel to 1962, giving you a front row seat in which to enjoy the moment one of our greatest rock ’n’roll bands forged an early connection; to 1981, when one of punk’s most influential critics traces the genre’s birth back to unimaginable places; to 2016, to see a musical legend bid goodbye to his dear muse; to 1924, to witness the magical thank-you from a grateful deaf music fan to the orchestra she somehow ‘heard’; to 1943 and the heartbreaking moment a women of colour asks a conductor to ignore both her sex and race in a bid to progress; and much more.


  Whether you are a music fan or not, these letters of note will fascinate you. And should you for some unfathomable reason dislike letters, I am certain the stories and messages they contain will still enrich your life.


  Switch your phones to silent, stop talking at the back, and enjoy the performance.


  



  Shaun Usher


  2020
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  LETTER 01

  HE IS CALLED MICK JAGGER


  Keith Richards to Aunt Patty


  April 1962


  Since 1962 Keith Richards has been lead guitarist and songwriter in one of the most successful and influential bands of all time, a true living legend responsible for some of the most recognisable riffs in the history of rock ’n’roll. Such is the level of his fame, it is almost impossible to imagine Keith Richards prior to stardom, before he began strolling onto vast stages to thrill adoring crowds with songs that will no doubt endure for centuries to come. But thanks to a letter he once wrote to his beloved aunt, Patty, we are given such a glimpse. It was April 1962, and Keith was eighteen years old. His words brim with excitement as he describes, among other things, an encounter while awaiting the train to the London School of Economics four months earlier that would ultimately change his life. Three months after he wrote to Aunt Patty, ‘The Rollin’ Stones’ played their first gig at the Marquee Club in London. The rest is history.


  THE LETTER


  6 Spielman Rd


  Dartford


  Kent


  Dear Pat,


  So sorry not to have written before （I plead insane）in bluebottle voice. Exit right amid deafening applause.


  I do hope you’re very well.


  We have survived yet another glorious English Winter. I wonder which day Summer falls on this year?


  Oh but my dear I have been soooo busy since Christmas beside working at school. You know I was keen on Chuck Berry and I thought I was the only fan for miles but one mornin’on Dartford Stn.（that’s so I don’t have to write a long word like station）I was holding one of Chuck’s records when a guy I knew at primary school 7-11 yrs y’know came up to me. He’s got every record Chuck Berry ever made and all his mates have too, they are all rhythm and blues fans, real R & B I mean （not this Dinah Shore, Brook Benton crap）Jimmy Reed, Muddy Waters, Chuck, Howlin’Wolf, John Lee Hooker all the Chicago bluesmen real lowdown stuff, marvelous. Bo Diddley he’s another great.


  Anyways the guy on the station, he is called Mick Jagger and all the chicks and the boys meet every Saturday morning in the ‘Carousel’some juke-joint well one morning in Jan I was walking past and decided to look him up. Everybody’s all over me I get invited to about 10 parties. Beside that Mick is the greatest R & B singer this side of the Atlantic and I don’t mean maybe. I play guitar （electric）Chuck style we got us a bass player and drummer and rhythm-guitar and we practice 2 or 3 nights a week. SWINGIN’.


  Of course they’re all rolling in money and in massive detached houses, crazy, one’s even got a butler. I went round there with Mick （in the car of course Mick’s not mine of course）OH BOY ENGLISH IS IMPOSSIBLE.


  “Can I get you anything, sir?”


  “Vodka and lime, please”


  “Certainly, sir”


  I really felt like a lord, nearly asked for my coronet when I left.


  



  Everything here is just fine.


  I just can’t lay off Chuck Berry though, I recently got an LP of his straight from Chess Records Chicago cost me less than an English record.


  Of course we’ve still got the old Lags here y’know Cliff Richard, Adam Faith and 2 new shockers Shane Fenton and John Leyton SUCH CRAP YOU HAVE NEVER HEARD. Except for that greaseball Sinatra ha ha ha ha ha ha ha.


  Still I don’t get bored anymore. This Saturday I am going to an all night party.


  “I looked at my watch


  It was four-o-five


  Man I didn’t know


  If I was dead or alive”


  Quote Chuck Berry


  Reeling and a Rocking


  12 galls of Beer Barrel of Cyder, 3 bottle Whiskey Wine. Her ma and pa gone away for the weekend I’ll twist myself till I drop （I’m glad to say）.


  



  The Saturday after Mick and I are taking 2 girls over to our favourite Rhythm & Blues club over in Ealing, Middlesex.


  They got a guy on electric harmonica Cyril Davies fabulous always half drunk unshaven plays like a mad man, marvelous.


  Well then I can’t think of anything else to bore you with, so I’ll sign off goodnight viewers


  BIG GRIN


  Luff


  Keith xxxxx


  Who else would write such bloody crap


  ‘MICK IS THE GREATEST


  R& B SINGER THIS SIDE


  OF THE ATLANTIC AND


  I DON’T MEAN MAYBE.’


  — Keith Richards


  LETTER 02

  MY HEART ALMOST STOOD STILL


  Helen Keller to the New York Symphony Orchestra


  2 February 1924


  Born in Alabama in 1880, Helen Keller was yet to reach two years of age when she lost her eyesight and hearing due to an illness. Despite such a challenging start to life, she went on to do incredible things. By the age of twenty-three, having already achieved so much, her autobiography, The Story of My Life, had been published, and over the years she travelled the world as a highly sought-after public speaker, giving eloquent lectures on all manner of topics, including her inspiring life story. As an activist, she campaigned tirelessly on behalf of the marginalised; all told, she authored a dozen books and many articles. On 2 February 1924, the morning after Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony was performed at New York’s Carnegie Hall, Keller wrote a letter of appreciation to the New York Symphony Orchestra and announced a personal breakthrough: a new-found ability to ‘hear’music through touch alone, with her fingertips acting as a bridge between melodic vibrations and her mind’s ear.


  THE LETTER


  93 Seminole Avenue,


  Forest Hills, L.I.,


  February 2, 1924.


  The New York Symphony Orchestra,


  New York City.


  



  Dear Friends:


  I have the joy of being able to tell you that, though deaf and blind, I spent a glorious hour last night listening over the radio to Beethoven’s “Ninth Symphony.” I do not mean to say that I “heard” the music in the sense that other people heard it; and I do not know whether I can make you understand how it was possible for me to derive pleasure from the symphony. It was a great surprise to myself. I had been reading in my magazine for the blind of the happiness that the radio was bringing to the sightless everywhere. I was delighted to know that the blind had gained a new source of enjoyment; but I did not dream that I could have any part in their joy. Last night, when the family was listening to your wonderful rendering of the immortal symphony someone suggested that I put my hand on the receiver and see if I could get any of the vibrations. He unscrewed the cap, and I lightly touched the sensitive diaphragm. What was my amazement to discover that I could feel, not only the vibrations, but also the impassioned rhythm, the throb and the urge of the music! The intertwined and intermingling vibrations from different instruments enchanted me. I could actually distinguish the cornets, the roll of the drums, deep-toned violas and violins singing in exquisite unison. How the lovely speech of the violins flowed and plowed over the deepest tones of the other instruments! When the human voice leaped up trilling from the surge of harmony, I recognized them instantly as voices. I felt the chorus grow more exultant, more ecstatic, upcurving swift and flame-like, until my heart almost stood still. The women’s voices seemed an embodiment of all the angelic voices rushing in a harmonious flood of beautiful and inspiring sound. The great chorus throbbed against my fingers with poignant pause and flow. Then all the instruments and voices together burst forth—an ocean of heavenly vibration—and died away like winds when the atom is spent, ending in a delicate shower of sweet notes.


  Of course, this was not “hearing” but I do know that the tones and harmonies conveyed to me moods of great beauty and majesty. I also sensed, or thought I did, the tender sounds of nature that sing into my hand—swaying reeds and winds and the murmur of streams. I have never been so enraptured before by a multitude of tone-vibrations.


  As I listened, with darkness and melody, shadow and sound filling all the room, I could not help remembering that the great composer who poured forth such a flood of sweetness into the world was deaf like myself. I marvelled at the power of his quenchless spirit by which out of his pain he wrought such joy for others—and there I sat, feeling with my hand the magnificent symphony which broke like a sea upon the silent shores of his soul and mine.


  Let me thank you warmly for all the delight which your beautiful music has brought to my household and to me. I want also to thank Station WEAF for the joy they are broadcasting in the world.


  With kindest regards and best wishes, I am,


  Sincerely yours,


  [Signed]


  HELEN KELLER


  LETTER 03

  THANK YOU, AND I HOPE YOU CHOKE


  Beatles fan to Nike, Inc.


  30 March 1987


  In March 1987, a black-and-white Nike Air advert appeared on television that was unremarkable but for one detail: its soundtrack had been plucked from the sacred back catalogue of one of history’s most recognisable bands, The Beatles. It was the first time that one of the Fab Four’s songs had been used for such a purpose. To complicate matters, the surviving Beatles were unaware: its usage had been cleared, in part, by John Lennon’s widow, Yoko Ono, seemingly without consultation. Unsurprisingly, a messy lawsuit soon reared its head, a many-limbed beast that persisted for two long years before finally being put to rest in 1989, out of court. The advert was banished for ever. Much swifter, however, was the retribution served by a furious Beatles fan by way of this letter, sent to Nike’s advertising department shortly after the advert first aired. The letter, I am told, now hangs at the company’s head office.


  THE LETTER


  March 30, 1987


  



  Nike, Inc.


  Advertising/Marketing Dept.


  3900 SW Murray


  Beverton, OR 97005


  Dear Sir or Madam:


  This letter of complaint is in response to a very nauseating advertisement of yours which I saw on television yesterday. From your complete lack of taste you have created a commercial for your “Michael Jordan” shoes which exploits, defiles and utterly insults Beatles’fans, and all others of musical distinction. Your debasement of the Beatles’song, “Revolution”, in the commercial ad is apparently indicative of your lack of integrity as a business. Your tactic, obviously, is to use the Beatles’universal popularity to sell your product. Have you sunk that low?“Is nothing sacred anymore?”, as the cliché goes? Your only motive is to make more money for your greedy selves, and in the process you seemingly could not care less that you have trampled and befouled the precious memories of millions and millions of people throughout the entire world. Your kind makes me puke; you low, vacuous, malodorous perverts. Your dearth of sensitivity is equaled only by your plethora of obnoxiousness. To your credit, you have waited nearly seven years since the death of John Ono Lennon; but it was obviously not done out of respect （Huh? What’s that?）for the deceased.


  Throughout my high school years as a basketball player, on to my college years, and up to the present day, I have bought your athletic shoes. However, as of this very day, I can assure you that I, and many of my friends, will never, EVER, contribute in any way whatsoever to your sickeningly corporate-selling tactics. You know, with people like you in the world, euthanasia has untapped possibilities.


  Thank you, and I hope you choke.


  Very untruly yours.


  LETTER 04

  I AM SO CLOSE BEHIND YOU


  Leonard Cohen and Marianne Ihlen


  2016


  In 1960 Leonard Cohen moved from Montreal to Hydra, a peaceful Greek island on which he would live intermittently for the next seven years and write a collection of poetry and two novels. Soon after arriving, he met and fell for Marianne Ihlen, a twenty-three-year-old Norwegian woman who had been on the island since arriving in 1958 with her husband, who had since abandoned her and their young son. The relationship blossomed. Ihlen became Cohen’s muse and she inspired, among other songs, 1967’s ‘So Long, Marianne’. But they eventually grew apart, and by the 1970s they had moved on. Decades later, in 2016, upon hearing that Ihlen’s health was failing and she had very little time left, Cohen wrote her a farewell letter. A reply soon arrived. Just a few months after her death, Cohen also passed away.


  THE LETTERS


  Well Marianne, it’s come to this time when we are really so old and our bodies are falling apart and I think I will follow you very soon. Know that I am so close behind you that if you stretch out your hand, I think you can reach mine.


  And you know that I’ve always loved you for your beauty and your wisdom, but I don’t need to say anything more about that because you know all about that. But now, I just want to wish you a very good journey.


  Goodbye old friend. Endless love, see you down the road.


  * * *


  Dear Leonard,


  Marianne slept slowly out of this life yesterday evening. Totally at ease, surrounded by close friends.


  Your letter came when she still could talk and laugh in full consciousness. When we read it aloud, she smiled as only Marianne can. She lifted her hand, when you said you were right behind, close enough to reach her.


  It gave her deep peace of mind that you knew her condition. And your blessing for the journey gave her extra strength. Jan and her friends who saw what this message meant for her, will all thank you in deep gratitude for replying so fast and with such love and compassion.


  In her last hour I held her hand and hummed Bird on a Wire, while she was breathing so lightly. And when we left the room, after her soul had flown out of the window for new adventures, we kissed her head and whispered your everlasting words


  So long, Marianne


  LETTER 05

  THANK YOU


  Dr Mark Taubert to David Bowie


  January 2016


  On 10 January 2016, two days after the release of David Bowie’s latest album, Blackstar, millions of hearts around the world broke with the news of Bowie’s death following an eighteen-month battle with cancer. Bowie was a true visionary, the like of whom appears once in a generation at most, and his impact on the world of music was, and remains, immense. That he planned for his final album to be released so close to his last breath makes perfect sense. For this was his goodbye. Five days later, Bowie’s son shared a letter of thanks that had been written to David Bowie by Dr Mark Taubert, a palliative care consultant working for the Velindre University NHS Trust in Cardiff.


  THE LETTER


  Dear David,


  Oh no, don’t say it’s true -whilst realization of your death was sinking in during those grey, cold January days of 2016, many of us went on with our day jobs. At the beginning of that week I had a discussion with a hospital patient, facing the end of her life. We discussed your death and your music, and it got us talking about numerous weighty subjects, that are not always straightforward to discuss with someone facing their own demise. In fact, your story became a way for us to communicate very openly about death, something many doctors and nurses struggle to introduce as a topic of conversation. But before I delve further into the aforementioned exchange, I’d like to get a few other things off my chest, and I hope you don’t find them a saddening bore. Thank you for the Eighties when your ChangesOneBowie album provided us with hours of joyful listening, in particular on a trip from Darmstadt to Cologne and back. My friends and I will probably always associate Diamond Dogs, Rebel Rebel, China Girl and Golden Years with that particular time in our lives. Needless to say, we had a great time in Köln.


  Thank you for Berlin, especially early on, when your songs provided some of the musical backdrop to what was happening in East and West Germany. I still have Helden on vinyl and played it again when I heard you had died （you’ll be pleased to hear that Helden will also feature in our next Analogue Music Club in the Pilot pub in Penarth later this month）. Some may associate David Hasselhoff with the fall of the wall and reunification; but many Germans probably wish that time had taken a cigarette and put it in Mr Hasselhoff’s mouth around that time, rather than hear I’ve been looking for freedom endlessly on the radio. For me that time in our history is sound tracked by ‘Heroes’.


  Thanks also on behalf of my friend Ifan, who went to one of your gigs in Cardiff. His sister Haf was on the doors that night and I heard a rumour that Ifan managed to sneak in for free （he says sorry!）. You gave him and his mate a wave from the stage which will remain in his memory forever.


  Thank you for Lazarus and Blackstar. I am a palliative care doctor, and what you have done in the time surrounding your death has had a profound effect on me and many people I work with. Your album is strewn with references, hints and allusions. As always, you don’t make interpretation all that easy, but perhaps that isn’t the point. I have often heard how meticulous you were in your life. For me, the fact that your gentle death at home coincided so closely with the release of your album, with its good-bye message, in my mind is unlikely to be coincidence. All of this was carefully planned, to become a work of death art. The video of Lazarus is very deep and many of the scenes will mean different things to us all; for me it is about dealing with the past when you are faced with inevitable death.


  Your death at home. Many people I talk to as part of my job think that death predominantly happens in hospitals, in very clinical settings, but I presume you chose home and planned this in some detail. This is one of our aims in palliative care, and your ability to achieve this may mean that others will see it as an option they would like fulfilled. The photos that emerged of you some days after your death, were said to be from the last weeks of your life. I do not know whether this is correct, but I am certain that many of us would like to carry off a sharp suit in the same way that you did in those photos. You looked great, as always, and it seemed in direct defiance of all the scary monsters that the last weeks of life can be associated with.


  For your symptom control needs, you will presumably have had palliative care professionals advise on pain, nausea, vomiting, breathlessness, and I can imagine they did this well. I envisage that they also discussed any emotional anguish you may have had.


  For your advance care planning （i.e.planning health and care decisions ahead of things getting worse and before becoming unable to express them）, I am certain you will have had a lot of ideas, expectations, prior decisions and stipulations. These may have been set out clearly in writing, near your bed at home, so that everyone who met you was clear on what you wanted, regardless of your ability to communicate. It is an area not just palliative care professionals, but in fact all health-care workers want to provide and improve, so that it is less likely that any sudden health incidents will automatically result in a blue-light ambulance emergency room admission. Especially when people become unable to speak for themselves.


  And I doubt that anyone will have given you Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation （CPR）in the last hours/days of your life, or even considered it. Regrettably, some patients who have not actively opted out of this treatment still receive it, by default. It involves physical, sometimes bone-breaking chest compressions, electric shocks, injections and insertion of airways and is only successful in 1-2%of patients whose cancer has spread to other organs in their body. It is very likely that you asked your medical team to issue you with a Do Not Attempt Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation order. This is something we try to offer here in Wales, as part of the Talk CPR campaign for people with palliative illness. I can only imagine what it must have been like to discuss this, but you were once again a hero, or a ‘Held’, even at this most challenging time of your life.


  And the professionals who saw you will have had good knowledge and skill in the provision of palliative and end-of-life care. Sadly, this essential part of training is not always available for junior healthcare professionals, including doctors and nurses, and is sometimes overlooked or under-pri-oritized by those who plan their education. I think if you were ever to return （as Lazarus did）, you would be a firm advocate for good palliative care training being available everywhere.


  So back to the conversation I had with the lady who had recently received the news that she had advanced cancer that had spread, and that she


  would probably not live much longer than a year or so. She talked about you and loved your music, but for some reason was not impressed by your Ziggy Stardust outfit （she was not sure whether you were a boy or a girl）. She too, had memories of places and events for which you provided an idiosyncratic soundtrack. And then we talked about a good death, the dying moments and what these typically look like. And we talked about palliative care and how it can help. She told me about her mother’s and her father’s death, and that she wanted to be at home when things progressed, not in a hospital or emergency room, but that she’d happily transfer to the local hospice should her symptoms be too challenging to treat at home.


  We both wondered who may have been around you when you took your last breath and whether anyone was holding your hand. I believe this was an aspect of the vision she had of her own dying moments that was of utmost importance to her, and you gave her a way of expressing this most personal longing to me, a relative stranger.


  Thank you.


  ‘THANK YOU FOR


  LAZARUS AND


  BLACKSTAR. I AM A


  PALLIATIVE CARE


  DOCTOR, AND WHAT


  YOU HAVE DONE IN THE


  TIME SURROUNDING


  YOUR DEATH HAS HAD A


  PROFOUND EFFECT ON


  ME AND MANY PEOPLE


  I WORK WITH.’


  — Dr Mark Taubert


  LETTER 06

  THE GREATEST MUSICAL PLEASURE I HAVE EVER EXPERIENCED


  Charles Baudelaire to Richard Wagner


  17 February 1860


  In 1849, as a result of his political activism, German composer Richard Wagner was forced to flee his country of birth and live in Switzerland, Venice and then France. In total, he remained in exile for thirteen years. It was during this period of uncertainty, shortly before he returned to Germany, that Wagner conducted a number of concerts at a Parisian theatre known as the Salle Ventadour. One member of the audience who was particularly taken with the shows, despite having been previously unfamiliar with Wagner’s work, was noted French poet Charles Baudelaire. In fact, he was so impressed by what he deemed ‘the greatest musical pleasure [he had] ever experienced’that a few days after the last performance he wrote Wagner a letter.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Sir:


  I have always imagined that however used to fame a great artist may be, he cannot be insensible to a sincere compliment, especially when that compliment is like a cry of gratitude; and finally that this cry could acquire a singular kind of value when it came from a Frenchman, which is to say from a man little disposed to be enthusiastic, and born, moreover, in a country where people hardly understand painting and poetry any better than they do music. First of all, I want to tell you that I owe you the greatest musical pleasure I have ever experienced. I have reached an age when one no longer makes it a pastime to write letters to celebrities, and I should have hesitated a long time before writing to express my admiration for you, if I did not daily come across shameless and ridiculous articles in which every effort is made to libel your genius. You are not the first man, sir, about whom I have suffered and blushed for my country. At length indignation impelled me to give you an earnest of my gratitude; I said to myself, “I want to stand out from all those imbeciles.”


  The first time I went to the Italian Theatre in order to hear your works, I was rather unfavorably disposed and indeed, I must admit, full of nasty prejudices, but I have an excuse: I have been so often duped; I have heard so much music by pretentious charlatans. But you conquered me at once. What I felt is beyond description, and if you will be kind enough not to laugh, I shall try to interpret it for you. At the outset it seemed to me that I knew this new music, and later, on thinking it over, I understood whence came this mirage; it seemed to me that this music was mine, and I recognized it in the way that any man recognizes the things he is destined to love. To anybody but an intelligent man, this statement would be immensely ridiculous, especially when it comes from one who, like me, does not know music, and whose whole education consists in having heard （most pleasurably, to be sure）some few fine pieces by Weber and Beethoven.


  Next, the thing that struck me the most was the character of grandeur. It depicts what is grand and incites to grandeur. Throughout your works I found again the solemnity of the grand sounds of Nature in her grandest aspects, as well as the solemnity of the grand passions of man. One feels immediately carried away and dominated. One of the strangest pieces, which indeed gave me a new musical sensation, is the one intended to depict a religious ecstasy. The effect produced by the Entrance of the Guests and the Wedding Fête is tremendous. I felt in it all the majesty of a larger life than ours. Another thing: quite often I experienced a sensation of a rather bizarre nature, which was the pride and the joy of understanding, of letting myself be penetrated and invaded -a really sensual delight that resembles that of rising in the air or tossing upon the sea. And the music at the same time would now and then resound with the pride of life. Generally these profound harmonies seemed to me like those stimulants that quicken the pulse of the imagination. Finally, and I entreat you not to laugh, I also felt sensations which probably derive from my own turn of mind and my most frequent concerns. There is everywhere something rapt and enthralling, something aspiring to mount higher, something excessive and superlative. For example, if I may make analogies with painting, let me suppose I have before me a vast expanse of dark red. If this red stands for passion, I see it gradually passing through all the transitions of red and pink to the incandescent glow of a furnace. It would seem difficult, impossible even, to reach anything more glowing; and yet a last fuse comes and traces a whiter streak on the white of the background. This will signify, if you will, the supreme utterance of a soul at its highest paroxysm.


  I had begun to write a few meditations on the pieces from Tannhäuser and Lohengrin that we listened to; but soon saw the impossibility of saying everything. Similarly, this letter could go on interminably. If you have been able to read it through, I thank you. It only remains for me to add a few words. From the day when I heard your music, I have said to myself endlessly, and especially at bad times, “If I only could hear a little Wagner tonight!” There are doubtless other men constituted like myself. After all, you must have been pleased with the public, whose instinct proved far superior to the false science of the journalists. Why not give us a few more concerts, adding some new pieces? You have given us a foretaste of new delights -have you the right to withhold the rest? Once again, sir, I thank you; you brought me back to myself and to what is great, in some unhappy moments.


  Ch. Baudelaire


  



  I do not set down my address because you might think I wanted something from you.


  ‘I HAVE HEARD SO


  MUCH MUSIC BY


  PRETENTIOUS


  CHARLATANS. BUT


  YOU CONQUERED


  ME AT ONCE.’


  — Charles Baudelaire


  LETTER 07

  I HAVE TWO HANDICAPS


  Florence Price to Serge Koussevitzky


  5 July 1943


  Florence Price was born in 1887 in Little Rock, and by the tender age of four, guided by her mother, who was a music teacher, she had played her first piano recital. Her love of all things musical only intensified with time, and by adulthood she was immersed in the over-whelmingly white and male world of classical music. In 1933, despite her race and gender, Price made history when her piece, Symphony in E Minor, became the first composition written by an African-American woman to be played not only by the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, but any major orchestra. Frustratingly, this was not the norm, and Price spent much of her career proactively searching for a route through to audiences. In 1943 she wrote to Serge Koussevitzky, the revered conductor who led the Boston Symphony Orchestra for twenty-five years, and asked him to consider using one of her scores. In this instance, as with many, her plea fell on deaf ears.


  THE LETTER


  My dear Dr. Koussevitzky,


  To begin with I have two handicaps—those of sex and race. I am a woman; and I have some Negro blood in my veins.


  Knowing the worst, then, would you be good enough to hold in check the possible inclination to regard a woman’s composition as long on emotionalism but short on virility and thought content;—until you shall have examined some of my work?


  As to the handicap of race, may I relieve you by saying that I neither expect nor ask any concession on that score. I should like to be judged on merit alone—the great trouble having been to get conductors, who know nothing of my work （I am practically unknown in the East, except perhaps as the composer of two songs, one or the other of which Marian Anderson includes on most of her programs）to even consent to examine a score.


  I confess that I am woefully lacking in the hardihood of aggression; that writing this letter to you is the result of having successfully done battle with a hounding timidity.


  Having been born in the South and having spent most of my childhood there I believe I can truthfully say that I understand the real Negro music. In some of my work I make use of the idiom undiluted. Again, at other times it merely flavors my themes. And at still other times thoughts come in the garb of the other side of my mixed racial background. I have tried for practical purposes to cultivate and preserve a facility of expression in both idioms, altho I have an unwavering and compelling faith that a national music very beautiful and very American can come from the melting pot just as the nation itself has done.


  Will you examine one of my scores?


  Yours very sincerely,


  [Signed Florence B. Price]


  ‘I HAVE AN


  UNWAVERING AND


  COMPELLING FAITH


  THAT A NATIONAL


  MUSIC VERY BEAUTIFUL


  AND VERY AMERICAN


  CAN COME FROM


  THE MELTING POT JUST


  AS THE NATION ITSELF


  HAS DONE.’


  — Florence B. Price


  LETTER 08

  EASY, YOUNG MAN


  Charles Mingus to Miles Davis


  30 November 1955


  In early November 1955, American jazz magazine DownBeat published ‘Miles: A Trumpeter in the Midst of a Big Comeback Makes a Very Frank Appraisal of Today’s Jazz Scene’, a remarkably candid interview with esteemed jazz trumpeter and composer Miles Davis in which he took aim at numerous fellow musicians, including renowned double bassist and composer Charles Mingus, another giant in the world of jazz who had just recently played on -and published on his own label -Davis’s album, Blue Moods. Rather than ignore Davis’s charge that his arrangements were ‘depressing’ and ‘tired modern paintings’, Mingus chose to respond with a letter that was soon reprinted in DownBeat.


  THE LETTER


  Four editions of Down Beat come to my mind’s eye—Bird’s “Blindfold Test,” mine, Miles’, and Miles’ recent “comeback story” —as I sit down and attempt to honestly write my thoughts in an open letter to Miles Davis.（I discarded numerous “mental” letters before this writing, but one final letter formed last night as I looked through some pictures of Bird that Bob Parent had taken at a Village session.）If a picture needs to go with this story, it should be this picture of Bird, standing and looking down at Monk with more love than I think we’ll ever find in this jazz business!…


  Bird’s love, so warmly obvious in this picture, was again demonstrated in his “Blindfold Test.” But dig Miles’“Test”! As a matter of fact, dig my own “Blindfold Test”! See what I mean? And more recently, dig Miles’ comeback story. How is Miles going to act when he gets back and gets going again? Will it be like a gig in Brooklyn not too long ago with Max, Monk, and me when he kept telling Monk to “lay out” because his chords were all wrong? Or even at a more recent record date when he cursed, laid out, argued, and threatened Monk and asked Bob Weinstock why he hired such a nonmusician and would Monk lay out on his trumpet solos? What’s happening to us disciples of Bird? Or would Miles think I’m presuming too much to include myself as one?


  It seems so hard for some of us to grow up mentally just enough to realize there are other persons of flesh and bone, just like us, on this great, big earth. And if they don’t ever stand still, move, or “swing,” they are as right as we are, even if they are as wrong as hell by our standards. Yes, Miles, I am apologizing for my stupid “Blindfold Test.” I can do it gladly because I’m learning a little something. No matter how much they try to say that Brubeck doesn’t swing—or whatever else they’re stewing or whoever else they’re brewing—it’s factually unimportant.


  Not because Dave made Time magazine—and a dollar—but mainly because Dave honestly thinks he’s swinging. He feels a certain pulse and plays a certain pulse which gives him pleasure and a sense of exaltation because he’s sincerely doing something the way he, Dave Brubeck, feels like doing it. And as you said in your story, Miles, “if a guy makes you pat your foot, and if you feel it down your back, etc.,” then Dave is the swingingest by your definition, Miles, because at Newport and elsewhere Dave had the whole house patting its feet and even clapping its hands …


  Miles, don’t you remember that “Mingus Fingers” was written in 1945 when I was a youngster, 22 years of age, who was studying and doing his damnedest to write in the Ellington tradition? Miles, that was 10 years ago when I weighed 185. Those clothes are worn and don’t fit me anymore. I’m a man; I weigh 215; I think my own way. I don’t think like you and my music isn’t meant just for the patting of feet and going down backs. When and if I feel gay and carefree, I write or play that way—or when I’m happy, or depressed, even.


  Just because I’m playing jazz I don’t forget about me. I play or write me the way I feel through jazz, or whatever. Music is, or was, a language of the emotions. If someone has been escaping reality, I don’t expect him to dig my music, and I would begin to worry about my writing if such a person began to really like it. My music is alive and it’s about the living and the dead, about good and evil. It’s angry yet it’s real because it knows it’s angry.


  I know you’re making a comeback, Miles, and I’m with you more than you know. You’re playing the greatest Miles I’ve ever heard, and I’m sure you already know that you’re one of America’s truly great jazz stylists. You’re often fresh in a creative sense and, if anything, you underevaluate yourself—on the outside—and so with other associates in the art. Truly, Miles, I love you and want you to know you’re needed here, but you’re too important a person in jazz to be less than extra careful about what you say about other musicians who are also trying to create …


  Remember me, Miles? I’m Charles. Yeah, Mingus! You read third trumpet on my California record dates 11 years ago on the recommendation of Lucky Thompson. So easy, young man. Easy on those stepping stones …


  If you should get around to answering this open letter, Miles, there is one thing I would like to know concerning what you said to Nat Hentoff about all the tunes you’ve recorded in the last two years. Why did you continue to record, session after session, when you now say you didn’t like them except for two LPs? I wonder if you forgot the names of those tunes; also, how a true artist can allow all this music, which even he himself doesn’t like, to be sold to the jazz public. Or even accept payment for a job which you yourself say wasn’t well done.


  Good luck on your comeback, Miles.


  ‘MY MUSIC IS ALIVE


  AND IT’S ABOUT THE


  LIVING AND THE DEAD,


  ABOUT GOOD AND


  EVIL. IT’S ANGRY YET


  IT’S REAL BECAUSE IT


  KNOWS IT’S ANGRY.’


  — Charles Mingus


  LETTER 09

  I INVENTED PUNK


  Lester Bangs to East Village Eye magazine


  1981


  Nearly forty years since his untimely death in 1982 at the age of thirty-three, Lester Bangs retains the reput-tion he earned during his brief but impactful life -as one of popular music’s most eloquent and outspoken critics. A native of Southern California, Bangs began his professional career writing reviews for Rolling Stone, but soon moved to Detroit to work full-time for Creem magazine, where his distinctive style came to define that publication’s irreverent attitude and tone. An early champion of the 1970s punk movement, Bangs oversaw its evolution during the latter part of the decade after moving to New York City, where he continued to chronicle rock’s fables and foibles until his sudden passing from an unintended drug overdose. In 1981, tiring of the seemingly endless debates over its origins, he wrote this letter to the East Village Eye wherein, with his characteristic blend of passion and cynicism, Bangs put to rest a question on the lips of many: Who invented punk?


  THE LETTER


  Dear East Village Eye:


  So far in your pages I have at different times learned that both Richard Hell and John Holmstrom invented punk, presumably also at different times. So I figured I might as well put my two cents’worth in. I invented punk. Everybody knows that. But I stole it from Greg Shaw, who also invented power pop. And he stole it from Dave Marsh, who actually saw Question Mark and the Mysterians live once. But he stole it from John Sinclair. Who stole it from Rob Tyner. Who stole it from Iggy. Who stole it from Lou Reed. Who stole it from Gene Vincent. Who stole it from James Dean. Who stole it from Marlon Brando. Who stole it from Robert Mitchum. The look on his face in the photo when he got busted for grass. And he stole it from Humphrey Bogart. Who stole it from James Cagney. Who stole it from Pretty Boy Floyd. Who stole it from Harry Crosby. Who stole it from Teddy Roosevelt. Who stole it from Billy the Kid. Who stole it from Mike Fink. Who stole it from Stonewall Jackson. Who stole it from Napoleon. Who stole it from Voltaire. Who stole it from an anonymous wino whose pocket he once picked while the man was lying comatose in a Paris gutter, you writers know how it gets when you’re waiting on those royalty checks. The wino stole it from his mother, a toothless hag who once turned tricks till she got too old and ugly whereupon she became a seamstress except she wasn’t very good, her palsied hands shook so bad all her seams were loosely threaded and dresses would fall off elegant Parisian women right in the middle of the street. Which is how Lady Godiva happened. Lady Godiva was a punk too, she stole it from the hag to get revenge. And Godiva’s horse stole it from her. Soon there-after said horse was ridden off to battle where it died, but not before the Major astride the horse stole punk from it. The Major was a serious alcoholic given to extensive periods of blackout running into weeks and even months, so he forgot he stole it. He forgot he ever had it. Forgot what it ever was or meant. Just like all of us. But one night in a drunken stupor he burbled out the age-old and Grail-priceless Secret of Punk to another alkie with a better memory. When the Major sobered up, the other alkie, a pickpocket and generalized petty thief, lied and told the Major that he, the pick-pocket, had originally owned punk but that one night when he, the pickpocket, was in his cups the Major stole punk from him. The Major believed this. But later he got drunk and forgot all about punk again. So it might have been lost in one of the crevasses of history and John Holmstrom would be an aluminum-siding salesman door-to-door and Richard Hell would be pitching hay down from the loft of some midwestern farm where he was hired hand RIGHT AT THIS VERY MOMENT in which also I, creator of punk as I really shouldn’t have to remind you, would not be a rock critic and some-time musician to the irritation of many and pleasure of some enlightened folk but rather a senior poobah in the headquarters of Jehovah’s Witnesses over in Brooklyn. Instead of reviewing Devo from the Voice I would be the author of the article “Springs—the Wonder Metal,” published in Awake! magazine sometime in 1978. And that too would be something to be proud of.


  Lester Bangs


  LETTER 10

  COMPOSER FOR NITWITS


  Erik Satie to Jean Poueigh


  1917


  Eccentric. Weird. Unusual. All words regularly used to describe both the character and work of Erik Satie, a celebrated French pianist of limited technical expertise whose compositions attracted attention far and wide thanks to their offbeat angular jaunty nature and their overriding brilliance. When it came to accepting criticism, however, Satie was less successful. On 18 May 1917 a ballet named Parade premiered at the Théâtre du Châtelet in Paris, with music by Satie, writing by Jean Cocteau and set design courtesy of Pablo Picasso. Much to Satie’s annoyance, this impressive roster of talent somehow failed to rescue the show from a savaging by Jean Poueigh, a music critic with whom Satie had shaken hands after the event. Having read the review, and feeling particularly betrayed after their fleeting contact, Satie wrote him a note. And then he sent another. And then another. Sensibly, Poueigh remained silent, instead choosing to sue Satie for slander. The composer was sentenced to eight days in jail for his troubles, and Cocteau was arrested for screaming obscenities in the courtroom.


  THE LETTERS


  30 May 1917


  To Jean Poueigh


  Sir and dear friend,


  What I know is that you are an ass-hole, and, if I dare say so, an unmusical ass-hole. Above all, never again offer me your dirty hand.


  Erik Satie


  * * *


  3 June 1917


  To Monsieur Jean Poueigh, Head Flop, Chief Gourds and Turkey


  You are not as dumb as I thought. Despite your bonehead air and your short-sightedness, you see things at a great distance.


  Erik Satie


  * * *


  5 June 1917


  To Monsieur Fuckface Poueigh, Famous Pumpkin and Composer for Nitwits


  Lousy ass-hole, this is from where I shit on you with all my force.


  Erik Satie


  ‘WHAT I KNOW IS


  THAT YOU ARE AN


  ASS-HOLE, AND, IF


  I DARE SAY SO, AN


  UNMUSICAL ASS-HOLE.’


  — Erik Satie


  LETTER 11

  I HAVE LEARNT TO MASTER MYSELF


  Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky to Nadezhda Filaretovna von Meck


  5 March 1878


  For thirteen years, Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky was able to commit himself fully to composing the operas, ballets, concertos and symphonies for which he is now rightly celebrated, thanks in no small part to the generosity of one person: Nadezhda Filaretovna von Meck. Von Meck was a music-loving Russian businesswoman turned patron of the arts whose vast fortune allowed her to support Tchaikovsky financially from 1877, thus freeing him from the stresses of everyday life. Remarkably, the two never met in person; however, they corresponded frequently and became close friends through the page, their letters offering Tchaikovsky a sorely needed opportunity to ruminate freely and passionately about his music and his life. This was just one of those times.


  THE LETTER


  Clarens, March 5th, 1878.


  It is delightful to talk to you about my own methods of composition. So far I have never had any opportunity of confiding to anyone these hidden utterances of my inner life; partly because very few would be interested, and partly because, of these few, scarcely one would know how to respond to me properly. To you, and you alone, I gladly describe all the details of the creative process, because in you I have found one who has a fine feeling and can understand my music.


  Do not believe those who try to persuade you that composition is only a cold exercise of the intellect. The only music capable of moving and touching us is that which flows from the depths of a composer’s soul when he is stirred by inspiration. There is no doubt that even the greatest musical geniuses have sometimes worked without inspira-tion. This guest does not always respond to the first invitation. We must always work, and a self-respecting artist must not fold his hands on the pretext that he is not in the mood. If we wait for the mood, without endeavouring to meet it halfway, we easily become indolent and apathetic. We must be patient, and believe that inspiration will come to those who can master their disinclination. A few days ago I told you I was working every day without any real inspiration. Had I given way to my disinclination, undoubtedly I should have drifted into a long period of idleness. But my patience and faith did not fail me, and to-day I felt that inexplicable glow of inspiration of which I told you; thanks to which I know beforehand that whatever I write to-day will have power to make an impression, and to touch the hearts of those who hear it. I hope you will not think I am indulging in self-laudation, if I tell you that I very seldom suffer from this disinclination to work. I believe the reason for this is that I am naturally patient. I have learnt to master myself, and I am glad I have not followed in the steps of some of my Russian colleagues, who have no self-confidence and are so impatient that at the least difficulty they are ready to throw up the sponge. This is why, in spite of great gifts, they accomplish so little, and that in an amateur way. You ask me how I manage my instrumentation. I never compose in the abstract; that is to say, the musical thought never appears otherwise than in a suitable external form. In this way I invent the musical idea and the instrumentation simultaneously. Thus I thought out the scherzo of our symphony—at the moment of its composition—exactly as you heard it. It is inconceivable except as pizzicato. Were it played with the bow, it would lose all its charm and be a mere body without a soul.


  As regards the Russian element in my works, I may tell you that not infrequently I begin a composition with the intention of introducing some folk-melody into it. Sometimes it comes of its own accord, unintentionally （as in the finale of our symphony）. As to this national element in my work, its affinity with the folksongs in some of my melodies and harmonies proceeds from my having spent my childhood in the country, and having, from my earliest years, been impregnated with the characteristic beauty of our Russian folk-music. I am passionately fond of the national element in all its varied expressions. In a word, I am Russian in the fullest sense of the word.


  LETTER 12

  IT WASN’T A RIP OFF, IT WAS A LOVE IN


  John Lennon to Craig McGregor


  14 September 1971


  On 14 June 1970, shortly after the break-up of The Beatles, an article by journalist Craig McGregor appeared on page thirteen of the New York Times titled ‘So in the End, the Beatles Have Proved False Prophets’, in which the band were labelled as ‘white imitators of black music’who ‘exploited the black man’s music and finally betrayed it’by churning out increasingly conventional, safe and ‘counter-revolutionary’songs. Perhaps it took fifteen months for a copy of the piece to reach him, or maybe digesting such a charge was simply a slow process, but it took until September of the next year, at which point he was aboard an American Airlines aircraft, for John Lennon to respond by letter to McGregor, handwritten on a couple of sheets of in-flight stationery.


  THE LETTER


  American Airlines


  In Flight … yes


  Altitude … puzzled.


  Location … yes.


  14th Sep.71.


  Dear Craig McGregor


  ‘Money’, ‘Twist ’n’Shout’, ‘You really got a hold on me’etc, were all numbers we （the Beatles）used to sing in the dancehalls around Britain, mainly Liverpool. It was only natural that we tried to do it as near to the record as we could -i always wished we could have done them even closer to the original. We didn’t sing our own songs in the early days -really weren’t good enough -the one thing we always did was to make it known that there were black originals, we loved the music and wanted to spread it in any way we could. In the ’50s there were few people listening to blues -R & B -rock and roll, in America as well as Britain. People like -Eric Burdon’s Animals -Mick’s Stones -and us drank ate and slept the music, and also recorded it, many kids were turned on to black music by us.


  It wasnt a rip off


  it was a love in


  John +Yennon


  



  P.S.what about the ‘B’ side of ‘Money’?


  P.P.S.even the black kids didn’t dig blues etc, it wasn’t ‘sharp’ or something.


  ‘WE LOVED THE MUSIC


  AND WANTED TO


  SPREAD IT IN ANY WAY


  WE COULD.’


  —John Lennon


  LETTER 13

  A GRAND SUCCESS


  Lillian Nordica to her father


  13 May 1879


  In April 1879, at the Teatro Guillaume in Brescia, Italy, American soprano Lillian Nordica made her operatic debut in Giuseppe Verdi’s La traviata, in the lead role of Violetta. The next month, buoyed enormously by the rave reviews that had met her first foray into the world of opera, Nordica proudly wrote home to her father.


  THE LETTER


  May 3, 1879


  Dear Father:


  Mother has written, I suppose at some length, on my great success in opera. Well, she cannot say too much. I have had a grand success and no mistake. Such yelling and shouting you never heard. The theatre is packed. I put right into the acting, and you would not know me. It makes me laugh to see men and women cry and wipe their noses in the last act …


  I am going to sing Faust in September at Monza, which I hope will go well. Do send the papers oftener. Sometimes it does seem as if I should die off with nothing to read in English. I am obliged to read French and Italian.


  I shall hurry home as soon as possible. It is rather lonesome sometimes, I assure you …


  Next Saturday night is my benefit. I shall sing the Mad Scene from Lucia extra. My dresses are all very nice, and I cut a swell. Well, good-night.


  It was one o’clock last night when I got to bed.


  Lillie


  LETTER 14

  DO YOU STILL REMEMBER ME?


  Yo-Yo Ma to Leonard Bernstein


  21 December 1965


  At a fundraising event in Washington D. C.on 29 November 1962, in front of a 5, 000-strong audience that included President John F. Kennedy, First Lady Jacqueline Kennedy and Dwight D. Eisenhower, an impossibly talented seven-year-old cellist and his sister were introduced as follows by a master of ceremonies who just happened to be the great composer Leonard Bernstein.


  An aspect of that double stream of art I mentioned earlier flowing into and out of America, has long been the attraction of our country to foreign artists, and scientists and thinkers, who have come not only to visit us, but often to join us as Americans, to become citizens of what to some has historically been the land of opportunity and to others the land of freedom. And in this great tradition, there has come to us, this year, a young man aged seven, bearing the name Yo-has lived up to now in France -a highly international type. But he and his family are now here. His father is teaching school in New York, and his eleven-year-old sister, Yeou-Cheng Ma, is pursuing her musical studies, and they are all hoping to become American citizens. We shall now have the pleasure of hearing Yo-Yo Ma, accompanied by his sister Yeou-Cheng Ma, play the first movement of the Concertino No.3 in A Major by Jean-Baptiste Yo Ma. Now Yo-Yo came to our attention through the great master Pablo Casals who had recently heard the boy play the cello. Yo-Yo is, as you may have guessed, Chinese, and


  Three years later, Yo-Yo Ma wrote a letter to Bernstein. He then went on to become one of the most successful cellists of all time.


  THE LETTER


  21 December 1965


  Dear Mr. Bernstein,


  Do you still remember me? Now I am ten years old. This year I learned with Prof. Leonard Rose three concertos: Saint-Saëns’, Boccherini’s and Lalo’s. Last week my sister and I played in a Christmas Concert in Juilliard School. We are invited to give a joint recital in Brearley School on January 19, 1966 at 1: 45 p.m.


  If you have time, I would be glad to play for you.


  Yo-Yo Ma


  ‘IF YOU HAVE TIME,


  I WOULD BE GLAD


  TO PLAY FOR YOU’


  — Yo-Yo Ma


  LETTER 15

  GET AT THE VERY HEART OF IT


  Ludwig van Beethoven to Emilie H.


  17 July 1812


  It was at the beginning of July 1812 that forty-two-year-old German composer Ludwig van Beethoven wrote one of his best known missives: a passionate, ten-page declaration of love to his ‘Immortal Beloved’which still to this day provokes discussion, not least due to a recipient whose identity remains a mystery and whom it seems Beethoven was unwilling to live without. A week later, in the wake of such anguish, he was writing an altogether different kind of letter, this time to an eight-year-old girl. Emilie H.was an admirer and aspiring pianist from Hamburg who, with help from her governess, had recently sent to her musical idol a hand-embroidered pocketbook as a thank you for his work. In return, young Emilie received a letter of advice far more honest than one would expect, and a generous invitation to write again.


  THE LETTER


  Teplitz, 17th July, 1812.


  My Dear Good Emilie, My Dear Friend!


  I am sending a late answer to your letter; a mass of business, constant illness must be my excuse. That I am here for the restoration of my health proves the truth of my excuse. Do not snatch the laurel wreaths from Händel, Haydn, Mozart; they are entitled to them; as yet I am not.


  Your pocket-book shall be preserved among other tokens of the esteem of many people, which I do not deserve.


  Continue, do not only practise art, but get at the very heart of it; this it deserves, for only art and science raise men to the God-head. If, my dear Emilie, you at any time wish to know something, write without hesitation to me. The true artist is not proud, he unfortunately sees that art has no limits; he feels darkly how far he is from the goal; and though he may be admired by others, he is sad not to have reached that point to which his better genius only appears as a distant, guiding sun. I would, perhaps, rather come to you and your people, than to many rich folk who display inward poverty. If one day I should come to H., I will come to you, to your house; I know no other excellences in man than those which causes him to rank among better men; where I find this, there is my home.


  If you wish, dear Emilie, to write to me, only address straight here where I shall still be for the next four weeks, or to Vienna; it is all one. Look upon me as your friend, and as the friend of your family.


  LUDWIG V. BEETHOVEN


  ‘DO NOT ONLY


  PRACTISE ART, BUT GET


  AT THE VERY HEART OF


  IT; THIS IT DESERVES,


  FOR ONLY ART AND


  SCIENCE RAISE MEN TO


  THE GOD-HEAD.’


  — Ludwig van Beethoven


  LETTER 16

  I DON’T EVEN WRITE TO MY MOTHER


  Roger Taylor to Rolling Stone magazine


  1981


  In June 1980, British rock band Queen embarked on The Game Tour, a five-leg, eighty-one-gig world tour that lasted until November the next year and included the band’s first live shows in South America. It was after one particular show in Buenos Aires that a highly unflattering report appeared in Rolling Stone magazine that stooped so low as to feature a review not of the concert itself, but of the ‘simply awful’sound check. Journalist James Henke also accused the rhythm section of being ‘sloppy and sluggish’, Brian May’s guitar playing as ‘boring’ and Freddie Mercury’s singing ‘lack-adaisical and without conviction’. The next month, the following letter -originally written in a fit of rage by the band’s drummer Roger Taylor on an airline sickness bag -was reprinted in the offending publication.


  THE LETTER


  Rolling Stone,


  Stunned, shocked, amazed and asleep upon perusal of your “in-depth” story of Queen in South America （“Queen Holds Court in South America,” RS 345）. I am a member of said group and extremely fucking proud of its music （not all）and its achievements. I don’t even write to my mother, since the written word seems worth less in this day of the telephone and publications such as yours and the National Enquirer.


  Your peculiar 1970-time-warp attitude, coupled with an innate, congenital miscomprehension of rock & roll, continues to fascinate and annoy. Thank you, oh thank you, for the pseudopolitical slant and personal dishonesty that you continue to peddle in your outdated, opinionated, down-home rag.


  Thanks also for the finely tuned musical assessment of my group from our sound check! Grow up. You invented the bitterness. I pity you. You suck. You are boring and you try to infect us.


  Awaiting your charming review of my current album in about eight months!


  ROGER TAYLOR


  London, England


  LETTER 17

  AIDA WILL GATHER DUST IN THE ARCHIVES


  Giuseppe Verdi, Prospero Bertani and Giulio Ricordi


  May 1872


  Since its delayed premiere in 1870 at Cairo’s newly-built Khedivial Opera House, Giuseppe Verdi’s enduring masterpiece, Aida, has wowed audiences around the globe in numerous incarnations. But, as with all things, the reaction hasn’t always been positive. In May of 1872, having recently travelled twice to watch the opera, a disappointed Italian gentleman named Prospero Bertani decided to write a letter of complaint to Verdi himself and ask for his money back -not just for the show, but for his expenses, too. Amused, Verdi responded by forwarding the letter to his publisher, Giulio Ricordi, with instructions. The end result, as can be seen, was a written promise from Bertani never to watch the opera again. Much to Bertani’s dismay, Verdi later arranged for his letter of complaint to be published in a number of Italian newspapers.


  THE LETTERS


  Verdi to his publisher, Giulio Ricordi:


  St. Agata, 10 May 1872


  Dear Giulio,


  Yesterday I received from Reggio a letter which is so amusing that I am sending it to you, asking you to carry out the commission I am about to give you. Here is the letter:


  Reggio, 7 May 1872


  Much honored Signor Verdi,


  On the second of this month, attracted by the sensation your opera, “Aida”, was making, I went to Parma. Half an hour before the performance began I was already in my seat, No.120. I admired the scenery, listened with great pleasure to the excellent singers, and took great pains to let nothing escape me. After the performance was over, I asked myself whether I was satisfied. The answer was in the negative. I returned to Reggio and, on the way back in the railroad carriage, I listened to the verdicts of my fellow travellers. Nearly all of them agreed that “Aida” was a work of the highest rank.


  Thereupon I conceived a desire to hear it again, and so on the fourth I returned to Parma. I made the most desperate efforts to obtain a reserved seat, and there was such a crowd that I had to spend 5 lire to see the performance in comfort.


  I came to the following conclusion: the opera contains absolutely nothing thrilling or electrifying, and if it were not for the magnificent scenery, the audience would not sit through it to the end. It will fill the theatre a few more times and then gather dust in the archives. Now, my dear Signor Verdi, you can imagine my regret at having spent 32 lire for these two performances. Add to this the aggravating circumstance that I am dependent on my family, and you will understand that this money preys on my mind like a terrible spectre. Therefore I address myself frankly and openly to you so that you may send me this sum. Here is the account:


  Railroad, going: 2.60


  Railroad, returning: 3.30


  Theatre: 8.00


  Disgustingly bad dinner: 2.00


  Twice: 15.90


  Total: 31.80


  In the hope that you will extricate me from this dilemma,


  I am yours sincerely,


  Bertani


  My address: Bertani, Prospero; Via St. Domenico, No.5.


  Imagine, if to protect a child of a family from the horrible spectres that disturb his peace, I should not be disposed to pay that little bill he has brought to my attention! Therefore by means of your representative or a bank, please reimburse 27.80 lire in my name to this Signor Prospero Bertani, 5 Via St. Domenico. This isn’t the entire sum for which he asks me, but … to pay for his dinner too! No. He could very well have eaten at home! Of course he will send you a receipt for that sum and a note, by which he promises never again to go to hear my new operas, to avoid for himself the danger of other spectres and for me the farce of paying him for another trip […]


  Ricordi to Verdi:


  Milan, 16 May 1872


  Dear Giuseppe,


  As soon as I received your last letter I wrote to our correspondent in Reggio, who found the famous Signor Bertani, paid the money, and got the proper receipt! I am copying the letter and receipt for the newspaper, and I shall return everything to you tomorrow. Oh, what fools there are in this world! But this is the best one yet!


  The correspondent in Reggio writes me: “I sent immediately for Bertani, who came to me right away. Advised of the reason for my invitation, he first showed surprise, but then said: ‘If Maestro Verdi reimburses me, this means that he has found what I wrote him to be correct. It’s my duty to thank him, however, and I ask you to do it for me.’”


  This one is even better!


  Pleased to have discovered this rarity of the species, I send the most cordial greetings to you and Signora Peppina.


  Giulio


  Prospero Bertani to Verdi:


  15 May 1872


  I, the undersigned, certify herewith that I have received the sum of 27.80 lire from Maestro Giuseppe Verdi, as reimbursement of my expenses for a trip to Parma to hear the opera Aida. The Maestro felt it was fair that this sum should be restored to me, since I did not find his opera to my taste. At the same time it is agreed that I shall undertake no trip to hear any of the Maestro’s new operas in the future, unless he takes all the expenses upon himself, whatever my opinion of his work may be.


  In confirmation whereof I have affixed my signature.


  Bertani, Prospero


  LETTER 18

  PLEASE ADVISE


  Teo Macero to various at Columbia Records


  14 November 1969


  Up until the moment this anxious memo from record producer Teo Macero sped through the offices of Columbia Records in November of 1969, everyone involved in the production of Miles Davis’s ground-breaking, genre-redefining, boundary-pushing new album was quite happily under the impression that upon its release it would bear the admittedly bland but mercifully inoffensive name ‘Listen To This’. And then Miles Davis called. Presumably the memo’s recipients advised Macero to simply accept the demand, for Davis’s jazz opus was indeed released to huge fanfare and acclaim four months later, its packaging proudly emblazoned with Davis’s inarguably less forgettable title. It is difficult to imagine it any other way.


  THE LETTER


  CBS MEMORANDUM


  FROM: Teo Macero


  TO: JOHN BERG, JOE AGRESTI, PHYLLIS MASON


  DATE: November 14, 1969


  RE: MILES DAVIS CS 9961 XSM 151732/3 PROJECT #03802


  Miles just called and said he wants this album to be titled:


  “BITCHES BREW”


  Please advise.


  Teo


  LETTER 19

  DON’T LET ANYONE DEFINE WHO YOU ARE


  Angélique Kidjo to Girls of the World


  2013


  Angélique Kidjo was born in 1960 in the West African city of Ouidah, Benin, and from an early age was immersed in the world of music and dance thanks to her mother, an acclaimed choreographer and theatre director. Influenced largely by traditional folk songs but also by the slices of American rock ’n’roll that made their way across the Atlantic Ocean, in 1989 she released her debut solo album Parakou. In 1983 she escaped the turbulence of her communist-ruled home country and moved to Paris to study at jazz school, on arrival instantly feasting on all the music she could possibly absorb. In 2013, with thirteen albums under her belt, a Grammy Award to her name, and numerous plaudits for her continued activism, Kidjo chose to impart some hard-earned wisdom to the girls of the world by way of an open letter.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Girls of the World,


  I was a 12-year-old girl living in the center of Cotonou, Benin, in West Africa. Music was all around us, with the traditional singers and their drums and with the radio blasting songs from the entire world.


  Singing had always been my passion. My mom even told me I sung before I spoke. One day, I discovered an uplifting song that made everyone dance. It was called “Pata Pata.” The power and beauty of the voice singing it mesmerized me. I had to get the 45 rpm single right away. That’s when I first heard the name of Miriam Makeba, the famous South African singer. I also learned her struggle against apartheid and her success all over the planet.


  Even though at home I could see the respect that my father had for my mom, I could feel the world was unbalanced and that it was so hard for girls and women to succeed. Many of my girlfriends at school were dropping out at an early age as the social pressure was huge. Most of them could not choose their own destiny. It was as if they would always be the daughter, the wife or the mother of someone.


  But looking at Miriam’s smile on the cover, her confidence and the respect she inspired, I started to dream. If an exiled African woman born from a poor family had been able to accomplish so much, there might be a little chance for me to follow her steps. Lost in my thoughts, lying on my bed, listening to her music for hours, learning by heart the lyrics of all her songs -in my imagination, I was already traveling with her, singing with her, meeting world leaders and advocating with her for the freedom of her people.


  That dream has never left me. I grew up and I experienced much rejection, many obstacles, but Miriam’s voice was always singing in my head. I started to have some success singing on the national radio.


  One day, on the way back from school, a group of teenagers recognized me and insulted me, calling me a whore because I was a singer. I came back home, crying, and wanted to give up singing for good. Mama Congo, my maternal grandmother, happened to be home. She asked me why I was crying so much. Once I explained, she gave me a piece of advice that I have never forgotten and that I want you to remember when you feel your dreams are shattered.


  She told me: “Do you want to be a singer?”


  “Yes, Grandma”


  “Then, you can’t let the opinion of other people discourage you. Don’t give up on your dreams, don’t allow them to define who you are or they would have won!”


  Many years passed. I left my country like Miriam had done. I worked hard, listening to constructive critics and ignoring the naysayers, keeping Miriam’s songs close to my heart. Then, in a different decade, in a different country, the day finally came when I was asked to sing as the opening act of my beloved idol. I could not believe it.


  Please remember girls: Don’t let anyone define who you are!


  Angélique Kidjo


  LETTER 20

  NOT THAT ONE, DOCTOR -IT’S GOT NO RHYTHM


  Richard Strauss to Hans Diestel


  15 July 1931


  In 1931 author Hans Diestel wrote to celebrated German composer Richard Strauss in an effort to gain some expert insight into the world of orchestral music, a subject on which he was soon to publish a book, Ein Orchestermusiker über das Dirigieren. This fascinating letter, Strauss’s reply, ultimately became its preface: a perfect introduction from one of the leading composers of the twentieth century, who wrote his first composi-tion at the age of six and never looked back.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Herr Diestel,


  When from 1886 to 1889 I first conducted operas as Royal Director of Music in the Court Theatre at Munich （such things still existed in those days with unlimited subsidies and singers without contractual holidays）my father, who was then 65, still occupied his seat as first hornplayer as he had done for 45 years, always arriving from a fabulous sense of duty one hour before the performance was due to begin, concerned not only lest he should bungle his own difficult solo passages in Così fan tutte, but also worried lest his inexperienced son at the conductor’s rostrum should make a blunder.


  It was at this time that he, who had admired Lachner and opposed Billow, remarked with some irony: “You conductors who are so proud of your power! When a new man faces the orchestra from the way he walks up the steps to the rostrum and opens his score -before he even picks up the baton we know whether he is the master or we.”


  Using this remark as a motto, as it were, for your book, I would say to my esteemed colleagues: Don’t be too proud of your three curtain calls after the third Leonora overture. Down there in the orchestra amongst the first violins, in the back amongst the horns or even at the other end of the timpani there are argus-eyed observers, who note each of your crotchets or quavers with critical regard, who groan if you wave your baton furiously in their faces conducting Tristan “alla breve” in four, or when you celebrate the movement “By the Brook” or the second variation in the adagio movement of the “Ninth” by beating twelve complete quavers. They even revolt if you constantly shout “ssh” and “piano, gentlemen” at them during the performance, whilst your right hand constantly conducts forte. They wink if you say at the beginning of a rehearsal “the woodwind is out of tune” but cannot indicate which instrument is playing too high or too low. The conductor up there may imagine that they follow reverently each movement of his baton, but in reality they go on playing without looking at him when he loses his beat and they blame his “individualist interpretation” for every false tempo when he is, let us say, conducting a symphony for the first time which they have played a hundred times before under better conductors.


  During one rehearsal when my baton had been mislaid and I was just about to pick up another, the first solo viola player of the Vienna Philharmonic called out to me, “Not that one, Doctor—it’s got no rhythm.”


  In short, the stories of how conductors have been caught out by members of the orchestra would fill volumes. And yet this malicious mob, who plod their weary way in a chronic mezzojorte, who cannot be flattered into accompanying pp or into playing chords in a recitative precisely unless the right man happens to be at the rostrum, with what enthusiasm do they not play—tortured though they be by blunderers with no idea of rehearsing, tired out as they are by giving lessons—with what self-sacrifice do they not rehearse if they know that their conductor will not worry them unnecessarily, how readily will they not obey his slightest gesture on the evening of the performance （especially if he has let them off a rehearsal）, when his right hand, fully mastering the high art of conducting, conveys to them his exact intentions; when his eye surveys their playing severely yet benevolently; when his left hand does not form a fist in ff passages and does not unnecessarily restrain them in p passages.


  It is simply untrue to say that one can compose “everything,” if “composing” be defined as the translation of a sensual or emotional impression into the symbolic language of music. It is, of course, equally true that one can paint in sounds （especially certain movements）, but one always runs the risk of expecting music to do too much and of lapsing into sterile imitation of nature. No matter how much intelligence and technical know-ledge go into the making of such music, it will always remain second-rate.


  I am convinced that the decisive factor in dramatic effect will be a smaller orchestra, which does not drown the human voice as does a large orchestra. Many of our younger composers have already found this out for themselves. The orchestra of the opera of the future is the chamber orchestra which, by painting in the background of the action on the stage with crystalline clearness, can alone realize precisely the intention of the composer with regard to the vocal parts. It is after all an important desideratum that the audience should not only hear sounds but should also be able to follow the words closely.


  My conducting has frequently been criticized because, more especially at the beginning, people found fault with the tempi of my performances of Beethoven. But I ask, “Who would today assert dogmatically that Beethoven himself wished a tempo to be taken at a particular pace? Is there such a thing as an authentic tradition in such matters?”


  There is no such tradition and that is why I hold that it must be left to the purely subjective artistic acumen of the conductor to decide what is right or wrong. I reproduce every work of Beethoven, Wagner, etc., according to my insight into these works, gained in the course of many years, in the conviction that this is the only true and right way.


  Time and again I tried to return to the symphonic literature which has absorbed and fascinated me from my youth. But to this day nothing worthwhile would come into my head. Even program music is only possible and will only be elevated to the sphere of art, if its creator is above all a musician capable of inventing and creating. Otherwise, he is a charlatan, because the quality and cogency of musical invention are the foremost factors even in program music.


  It is perhaps due to the spirit of the age that our successors, our “younger generation,” our “moderns,” can no longer accept my dramatic and symphonic work as a valid expression of the musi-cian and the man in me, which is alive therein, although its musical and artistic problems have as far as I am concerned already been solved at the point at which they begin for “the younger generation.” We are all children of our own age and can never jump over its shadow.


  Richard Strauss


  LETTER 21

  PICTURE THE SCENE


  Rik Mayall to Bob Geldof


  26 November 1984


  On 25 November 1984 dozens of the brightest stars on the British music scene descended upon SARM West Studios in London to unite as Band Aid, a supergroup brought together by Bob Geldof and Midge Ure to record the song ‘Do They Know It’s Christmas?’ in a wildly successful effort to raise money for those suffering in the devastating famine in Ethiopia. The day after the recording session, the Young Ones’Rik Mayall （according to his memoir, Bigger than Hitler -Better than Christ）wrote a letter of complaint to Geldof.


  THE LETTER


  Bob Geldof


  Basement Flat


  126b Kilburn High Road


  London NW8


  



  26th November 1984


  Dear Bob,


  Love you work -or I did until I turned up yesterday at Air Studios to do my bit for Band Aid. What in the name of sweet Fanny fucking Nightingale is going on? All I wanted to do was join my pier group of international stars from the world of pop and rock and record a simple tune which might bring much needed food and provisions to the starving in Africa. But oh no. No, no, no, no, no. Absolutely ruddy bloomin’well not.


  Picture the scene. That’s the one. There I am walking towards Air Studios just as that Phil Collins is going in. I called to him but he pretended not to hear me. Between you and me Bob, I’ve never liked him. There’s something a bit seedy about him. Something not quite right. And those bloody awful records. Anyway, I was on my way in after him when this enormous bloke in a bomber jacket blocked my passage. Ooer I thought but figured this was probably just some sort of joke dreamt up by one of my great popstar mates like Francis Rossi or Kool from Kool and the Gang. The bloke said, “We don’t want your sort around here.” I laughed knowingly but he was deadly serious. I told him to go and tell you that I had arrived and that I had come to do my bit. When he came back a few minutes later, he lied and said that he had spoken to you and you had told him to tell me to fuck off.


  It was then that Simon Le Bon arrived with his all-girl backing band. I called across to him and told him there had been a horrible mix up but he pretended he didn’t recognise me. What is wrong with these people? So then I spoke to the big bloke in the bomber jacket again and it was then that he beat me up. Yes Bob, perhaps you should read that sentence again. That’s right, I was beaten up at a charity recording. Your charity recording. How’s that make you feel?


  So there I was lying on the pavement when a limo pulls up next to me and out climbs Boy George with George Michael and Bananarama and they all definitely recognised me as they stepped over me and went inside, even though they pretended that they didn’t. You can just tell.


  Undeterred （no offence）, I went around to the back of the building where I managed to find a window that was ajar. I climbed through it and imagine my horror when I fell head first into a toilet bowl. Now you know me Bob, I’m well known for not swallowing, but on this occasion I had been taken by surprise and I managed to swallow about half a gallon of toilet water and something that I can only describe as “solid”. This made me feel sick but I decided I would press on and I managed to make my way through to the studio. I’ll say this for you Bob, you got some big stars there: Boneo, Paul Wella, Chris Cross -it was wall-to-ceiling talent and just as I was taking in the sheer enormity of it all and chatting star-to-star with various top rock legends like Paul Young, I overheard you tell the security guard to “Get that twat with the shit in his hair out of here.” All I can presume is that this was a joke on your part that backfired because the security guard in question did actually throw me out.


  Obviously if this is all a great-mates-together music biz joke that you’re all playing on me then I want you to know that I’m completely comfortable with that and love everyone as though they were my brother -or sister. But if it isn’t, then you’re all a bunch of jealous talentless fuck-holes.


  And another thing -you should seriously consider rerouting some of the funds from Ethiopia in order to get yourself some proper professional celebrity endorsement from light entertainment giants like me. You’d make much more money in the long run but you’re probably too mean and spiteful to realise it.


  Anyway Bob, get back to me. Soon. Say “hi” to Midge,


  Rik.


  ‘AND ANOTHER THING -


  YOU SHOULD SERIOUSLY


  CONSIDER REROUTING


  SOME OF THE FUNDS


  FROM ETHIOPIA IN


  ORDER TO GET YOURSELF


  SOME PROPER


  PROFESSIONAL CELEBRITY


  ENDORSEMENT FROM


  LIGHT ENTERTAINMENT


  GIANTS LIKE ME.’


  — Rik Mayall


  LETTER 22

  WHO IS KAREN CARPENTER, REALLY?


  Kim Gordon to Karen Carpenter


  Date unknown


  On 4 February 1983, thirty-two-year-old Karen Carpenter passed away after suffering heart failure brought on by anorexia nervosa, an eating disorder with which she had been struggling for a long time. Her funeral, held a week later, was attended by thousands, and with good reason: for fourteen years until her tragic death, Karen had been one half of The Carpenters, a band she had formed with her brother, Richard, in 1969, and which over the years had built up an adoring fan base of millions. Thirty years after her death, Kim Gordon, co-founder of rock band Sonic Youth and a fan of Karen’s, wrote her a letter. It was reprinted, undated, in the book Sonic Youth: Sensational Fix.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Karen,


  Thru the years of The Carpenters TV specials I saw you change from the Innocent Oreo-cookie-and-milk-eyed girl next door to hollowed eyes and a lank body adrift on a candy-colored stage set. You and Richard, by the end, looked drugged—there’s so little energy. The words come out of yr mouth but yr eyes say other things, “Help me, please, I’m lost in my own passive resistance, something went wrong. I wanted to make myself disappear from their control. My parents, Richard, the writers who call me ‘hippie, fat.’ Since I was, like most girls, brought up to be polite and considerate, I figured no one would notice anything wrong—as long as, outwardly, I continued to do what was expected of me. Maybe they could control all the outward aspects of my life, but my body is all in my


  control. I can make myself smaller. I can disappear. I can starve myself to death and they won’t know it. My voice will never give me away. They’re not my words. No one will guess my pain. But I will make the words my own because I have to express myself somehow. Pain is not perfect so there is no place in Richard’s life for it. I have to be perfect too. I must be thin so I’m perfect. Was I a teenager once?… I forget. Now I look middle-aged, with a bad perm and country-western clothes.”


  I must ask you, Karen, who were your role models? Was it yr mother? What kind of books did you like to read? Did anyone ever ask you that question—what’s it like being a girl in music? What were yr dreams? Did you have any female friends or was it just you and Richard, mom and dad, A & M? Did you ever go running along the sand, feeling the ocean rush up between yr legs? Who is Karen Carpenter, really, besides the sad girl with the extraordinarily beautiful, soulful voice?


  your fan -love,


  kim


  ‘DID ANYONE EVER ASK


  YOU THAT QUESTION—


  WHAT’S IT LIKE BEING


  A GIRL IN MUSIC?


  WHAT WERE YR


  DREAMS?’


  — Kim Gordon


  LETTER 23

  POPPY-COCK


  Harry S. Truman to Paul Hume


  6 December 1950


  On the evening of 5 December 1950, a carefully selected 3, 500-strong audience filled Washington’s Constitution Hall to witness a singing performance by Margaret Truman, the only child of US President Harry Truman, also in attendance. Despite the generally held consensus that her singing talents were lacking, a polite wave of positive reaction greeted her after the concert, but not from one person who refused to feign delight -the Washington Post’s music critic, Paul Hume, whose honest review the next morning contained the following:


  Miss Truman is a unique American phenomenon with a pleasant voice of little size and fair quality […] Miss Truman cannot sing very well. She is flat a good deal of the time -more last night than at any time we have heard her in past years […] There are few moments during her recital when one can relax and feel confident that she will make her goal, which is the end of the song […] Miss Truman has not improved in the years we have heard her; she still cannot sing with anything approaching professional finish. She communicates almost nothing of the music she presents.


  Naturally, her father was livid, and instantly fired off a letter to Hume. The next day, much to Margaret’s annoyance, it was front-page news.


  THE LETTER


  THE WHITE HOUSE


  WASHINGTON


  Dec.6.1950


  Mr. Hume:-


  I’ve just read your lousy review of Margaret’s concert. I’ve come to the conclusion that you are an “eight ulcer man on four ulcer pay.”


  It seems to me that you are a frustrated old man who wishes he could have been successful. When you write such poppy-cock as was in the back section of the paper you work for it shows conclusively that you’re off the beam and at least four of your ulcers are at work.


  Some day I hope to meet you. When that happens you’ll need a new nose, a lot of beefsteak for black eyes, and perhaps a supporter below!


  Pegler, a gutter snipe, is a gentleman along side you. I hope you’ll accept that statement as a worse insult than a reflection on your ancestry.


  H.S.T.


  ‘SOME DAY I HOPE TO


  MEET YOU. WHEN THAT


  HAPPENS YOU’LL NEED


  A NEW NOSE, A LOT OF


  BEEFSTEAK FOR BLACK


  EYES, AND PERHAPS A


  SUPPORTER BELOW!’


  — Harry S. Truman


  LETTER 24

  THE COLOR OF THE STARS, HER SKIN, HER LOVE


  Jon M. Chu to Coldplay


  8 December 2017


  Upon its hugely successful record-breaking release in 2018, the movie Crazy Rich Asians drew praise from far and wide, not just for being an entertaining piece of cinema, but also for being the first Hollywood film in a quarter of a century to boast an all-Asian cast. Then there is the soundtrack. As the film ends, a woman begins to sing Coldplay’s hit song ‘Yellow’, but in Mandarin rather than English. During production of the film, its director Jon M. Chu was adamant that Coldplay’s song feature, but his request to use it was denied. Undeterred, Chu wrote this letter to the band. Within days, he was given the green light.


  THE LETTER


  December 8, 2017


  Dear Chris, Guy, Jonny and Will,


  I know it’s a bit strange, but my whole life I’ve had a complicated relationship with the color yellow. From being called the word in a derogatory way throughout grade school, to watching movies where they called cowardly people yellow, it’s always had a negative connotation in my life. That is, until I heard your song. For the first time in my life, it described the color in the most beautiful, magical ways I had ever heard: the color of the stars, her skin, the love. It was an incredible image of attraction and aspiration that it made me rethink my own self image. I remember seeing the music video in college for the first time time on TRL. The one shot with the sun rising was breathtaking for both my filmmaker and music-loving side. It immediately became an anthem for me and my friends and gave us a new sense of pride we never felt before …（even though it probably wasn’t ever your intention）. We could reclaim the color for ourselves and it has stuck with me for the majority of my life.


  So the reason I am writing this now, is because I am directing a film for Warner Bros.called CRAZY RICH ASIANS （based on the best selling novel）and it is the first ALL-ASIAN cast for a Hollywood studio film in 25 years. Crazy. We were recently featured on the cover of Entertainment Weekly to commemorate this fact. The story is a romantic comedy about a young Asian-American women （played by Constance Wu）from New York coming to terms with her cultural identity while she’s visiting her boyfriend’s mother （played by Michelle Yeoh）in Singapore. It’s a lavish, fun, romantic romp but underneath it all, there’s an intimate story of a girl becoming a woman. Learning that she’s good enough and deserves the world, no matter what she’s been taught or how she’s been treated, and ultimately that she can be proud of her mixed heritage. The last scene of the movie shows this realization as she heads to the airport to return home a different woman. It’s an empowering, emotional march and needs an anthem that lives up and beyond her inner triumph, which is where Yellowcomes in. It would be such an honor to to use your song that gave me so much strength throughout the years, to underscore this final part of our film. And for me personally, it would complete a journey that I’ve been going through, fighting to make it in the movie business.


  I know as an artist it’s always difficult to decide when it’s ok to attach your art to someone else’s—and I am sure in most instances you are inclined to say no. However, I do believe this project is special. I do believe this is a unique situation in which the first Hollywood studio film, with an All-Asian cast is not playing stereotypes or side-players, but romantic and comedic leads. It will give a whole generation of Asian-Americans, and others, the same sense of pride I got when I heard your song. I know it’s recontextualized but I think that’s what makes it powerful. I want all of them to have an anthem that makes them feel as beautiful as your words and melody made me feel when I needed it most.


  Your consideration would mean so much to me and our project.


  I can show you the movie if you want to see the context, or talk to you if you have any questions. Thank you for taking the time to listen.


  Much love,


  Jon M. Chu


  Director of Crazy Rich Asians


  LETTER 25

  IT’S A VIRUS


  Tom Waits to The Nation


  July 2002


  When, in 1988, Tom Waits heard what seemed to be his own voice singing on a Doritos commercial broadcast to the nation, his first thought was to question his own sanity. Then, very quickly, he became furious. It soon transpired that Frito-Lay, Inc.had hired a Tom Waits impersonator to bring the advert to life, perfectly imitating the gravel-voiced musician in a bid to sell snacks -a situation Waits could not abide. A lawsuit ensued, at the end of which he was awarded $2m. In 2002, fourteen years after that advert first pricked his ears, Waits read an article in The Nation by The Doors’John Densmore on the subject of musicians allowing their work to be featured in commercials. Tom Waits responded with this letter.


  THE LETTER


  Woodland Hills, Calif.


  Thank you for your eloquent “rant” by John Densmore of The Doors on the subject of artists allowing their songs to be used in commercials.


  Songs carry emotional information and some transport us back to a poignant time, place or event in our lives. It’s no wonder a corporation would want to hitch a ride on the spell these songs cast and encourage you to buy soft drinks, underwear or automobiles while you’re in the trance. Artists who take money for ads poison and pervert their songs. It reduces them to the level of a jingle, a word that describes the sound of change in your pocket, which is what your songs become. Remember, when you sell your songs for commercials, you are selling your audience as well.


  When I was a kid, if I saw an artist I admired doing a commercial, I’d think, “Too bad, he must really need the money.” But now it’s so pervasive. It’s a virus. Artists are lining up to do ads. The money and exposure are too tantalizing for most artists to decline. Corporations are hoping to hijack a culture’s memories for their product. They want an artist’s audience, credibility, goodwill and all the energy the songs have gathered as well as given over the years. They suck the life and meaning from the songs and impregnate them with promises of a better life with their product.


  Eventually, artists will be going onstage like race-car drivers covered in hundreds of logos. John, stay pure. Your credibility, your integrity and your honor are things no company should be able to buy.


  TOM WAITS


  ‘REMEMBER, WHEN YOU


  SELL YOUR SONGS FOR


  COMMERCIALS, YOU ARE


  SELLING YOUR


  AUDIENCE AS WELL.’


  — Tom Waits


  LETTER 26

  A HARMONIOUS CREATION OF ART


  Adele aus der Ohe to Steinway & Sons


  1894


  From a very young age, Adele aus der Ohe was a remarkable pianist. Born in Hanover in 1861, she was just ten years old when she performed her debut concert; by the age of twelve she had been taken under the wing of Franz Liszt, the Hungarian virtuoso with whom she would continue to study for seven invaluable years. Later on in life she performed at Carnegie Hall with her friend and mentor, the Russian composer Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky, and later played piano at his funeral. During the course of her incred-ible career she played with the Boston Symphony Orchestra more than fifty times. She performed to crowds all over the world. She also composed. All told, Adele aus der Ohe was a musician of the highest order.


  In 1894, she wrote a letter of appreciation to Steinway & Sons, the manufacturers of her favoured grand piano.


  THE LETTER


  New York,


  1894


  Messrs. Steinway & Sons


  



  Gentlemen:


  It gives me great pleasure to express my admiration for your pianos. Their tone is noble, sonorous and pure; even in the utmost fortissimo, it is rich and sweet; moreover, it carries so far that it makes the most delicate pianissimo practicable in very large halls. The tone is not only large and round, but exquisitely sensitive and fresh. These qualities make the Steinway piano better adapted to cantabile playing at one extreme and to the most passionate bravoura at the other, than any other piano that I know. The scale is very even in the best sense of the word: -the bass rich and pure, the treble singing and full, the upper octaves round and replete with vitality and character.


  The action of the Steinway piano, combining, as it does, depth, power, lightness and elasticity, affords the artist the means of producing the most delicate shades of tone-color, the most piquant effects and the most tremendous bravoura.


  The Steinway piano is, in brief, a harmonious creation of art so individual and sympathetic that the artist often feels as if it possessed a living


  personality of its own.


  With my kind regards,


  Yours very sincerely,


  Adele aus der Ohe


  LETTER 27

  PLEASE CHANGE YOUR HOLD MUSIC


  Dr Steven Schlozman to CVS


  May 2018


  As Assistant Professor of Psychiatry at Harvard Medical School and a psychiatrist at Massachusetts General Hospital, Dr Steven Schlozman spends an inordinate amount of time on the phone to CVS, a pharmaceutical behemoth whose retail stores have reached all corners of the United States since the company was founded in 1963. Frustratingly for Dr Schlozman, for the past twenty years CVS have neglected to refresh the hold music which greets those who call for healthcare assistance, instead offering up the same piece of piano music each and every time a customer calls. In May 2018, at his wit’s end, Dr Schlozman wrote to them with a plea which, thanks to the power of the Internet, was soon read by millions.


  Ten months and much coverage later, CVS announced that plans were underway to install a new telephone system.


  THE LETTER


  Dear CVS,


  Please change your hold music.


  Please. Do the right thing.


  It’ll take you, or someone who works for you, or even a barely pubescent adolescent who nevertheless knows how to program music on his iPhone with more aplomb than anyone born before 1975, only about 48 seconds.


  And 48 seconds is substantially less than the amount of time I have listened to your never-changing hold music.


  I have researched the source of this music online. I did this, as you might guess, when I was on hold. It seemed the healthiest response I could muster to that faux-soothing piano wandering that is supposed to placate customers for anywhere between 20 seconds and 35 minutes.


  I am just guessing at these wait times, by the way. That data might be out there and it might not, but I can’t bring myself to see how long my waiting compares to the average waiting.


  And, to be clear, I am not critical of being on hold. I know the pharmacists are working as hard as they can. I know it’s part of our modern world. This is why we have social media, and ESPN.com, and trashcans placed about four or five feet away, into which I can toss crumpled-up pieces of paper. In fact, being on hold has greatly improved my trashcan basketball accuracy, so there’s that. Thank you.


  Still, that tune has got to go.


  I hear it in my sleep. I hear it when I go running. Sometimes I wake in the middle of the night humming that melody. It haunts me, day and night. It’s not healthy. I know. I’m a doctor.


  It’s not healthy to hear pharmacy-hold music while you sleep.


  Oh, you want data?


  Fair enough.


  CVS hold music stimulates the almond-shaped amygdala that sits in our reptilian brains, and that’s not good. This is the same region of the brain involved in road rage, and in raising your middle finger, and in listening to the Steve Miller Band sing “Abracadabra.”


  Some 98 percent of respondents in a large, multi-center study examining the average American’s response to the CVS pharmacy hold music reported that their amygdalae （the plural of amygdala）were enraged.


  This study, obviously, does not exist. But it could!


  The subjects would be made up entirely of me, or lots of me’s. You see, there are many, many different me’s that have listened to that same tune while on hold at CVS. There’s the me who is inbetween patients and operating under the resilient but nevertheless largely naive belief that I can solve a prior authorization quandary in somewhere around four minutes. There’s the me, nervous about my daughter’s ear infection, and hoping that the antibiotics are ready. There’s the me doing laps in my car around and around the street where I live, waiting for the music to end so that I can talk to an organic entity and call in a prescription.


  As for numbers, I’ve got those figured out as well.


  Let’s say I call CVS, on average, three times per day, six days a week, for a period of about the last 25 years. That would allow me to count my residency as well as post-graduate years. Let’s subtract a couple weeks a year for holidays and so forth.


  That means that three times per day, six days a week, 50 weeks a year for 25 years, I’ve called CVS. And let’s estimate that the average time that I am treated to this music is around 1 minute, 34 seconds.


  That means that I have made approximately 22, 500 calls to CVS, and I am, in all honesty grateful for their service.（6 x 3 x 50 x 25 =22, 500）


  Of course, I am making an assumption that the hold music has not changed over the last 25 years. This is because I don’t recall it changing. It’s like taxes. I don’t remember a time when it didn’t exist. Accepting this assumption as fact -because it feels like fact -this means that I have listened to roughly 2, 115, 000 seconds of that same music. That’s 35, 250 minutes, or 587-1/2 hours, or nearly 25 days.


  Almost 25 days of my life listening. I am 52 years old, so that means that I have spent 25 days out of my 18, 980 days on this planet listening to that piano piece （called, incidentally, “Golden Dragon”-I Googled it while I was on hold）. That’s a higher percentage of my days than I’d like.


  So let me be clear. I don’t object to being on hold. I hate it, but I am at peace with it. I object to being on hold for more than 587 hours of my hard-earned life while listening to that same tune.


  As I hope this piece illustrates, this is a matter of some urgency.


  Please change the music.


  Please.


  With warmest regards,


  Steve


  ‘IT’S NOT HEALTHY


  TO HEAR PHARMACY-


  HOLD MUSIC WHILE


  YOU SLEEP.’


  — Dr Steve Schlozman


  LETTER 28

  BLOW EM AWAY, KID


  Nick Cave to Ptolemy


  2019


  Nick Cave’s long and illustrious music career began in 1973 with the formation of his first band, The Boys Next Door, which soon became The Birthday Party, a post-punk outfit which lasted a decade before being replaced by Nick Cave & the Bad Seeds. Cave has also produced multiple film scores and written two novels, an epic prose poem called The Sick Bag Song and a number of award-winning screenplays. Most recently he has curated Stranger than Kindness, a multi-media exhibition of his work and influences. In 2018 he launched The Red Hand Files, a platform through which members of the public are able to ask questions of him directly. In 2019, he responded to a letter from Ptolemy, a young fan living in Launceston, Australia, who had asked:


  I am 10 and have been surrounded by and listened to your music as long as I can remember. I saw you in Hobart in January 2017 and I’ll be there again to see you in January 2019. None of my friends listen to anything cool, interesting or beautiful. How will having your music in my life so early on affect me, and have you got any advice for me?


  THE LETTER


  Dear Ptolemy,


  I think I may have already answered your question at the In Conversations in Hobart -if you’re the little blonde kid, who was sitting on the right side of the hall. I can’t remember exactly what I replied, but I thought more about the question after the show, and I remember wishing I had answered it better.


  Perhaps, this is what I should have said. Listening to Bad Seeds music at your age is like having a secret knowledge. When I was about your age I had a secret knowledge too. My eldest brother, Tim, used to listen to a lot of very strange and obscure music and he passed this knowledge on to me. Back then I lived in a rural city in Victoria and it seemed to me that nobody my age listened to the music my brother played to me. As far as I could tell they all listened to a whole lot of shit. It was like I carried a secret around inside me, a special knowledge about the world that my friends didn’t have. It was a secret power. I carried this secret power with me all through my kid-years until I went to a school in Melbourne, where I met three or four other people who also had this special knowledge -this secret power. These people became my best friends and we went on to form a band and tried, in our way, to take this knowledge and pass it on to the world.


  This secret knowledge you have is a strength that lives only inside certain people. It is a strength that will inspire you to do wondrous things -like write stories, or draw pictures, or build rockets that fly to Mars. It will give you the courage to take on anything that the world might put in front of you. It’s a wild power that can be of untold value to the world. Your name, Ptolemy, is a warrior’s name. A boy full of inspiration with a warrior’s name! The world is waiting for you. Blow ’em away, kid.


  Love, Nick.


  LETTER 29

  THE CREATIVE URGE


  John Coltrane to Don DeMichael


  2 June 1962


  As a saxophonist, bandleader and composer, John Coltrane will forever remain a giant in the world of jazz, a community that owes so much to his innovative, instantly recognisable sound. Born in 1926 in North Carolina, it was a stint in the Miles Davis band in the 1950s that forced people to take notice of his talents, but it was his solo releases -including his 1960 master-piece, Giant Steps, that truly thrust him into the spotlight and etched his name into the very fabric of jazz history. Two years after the release of Giant Steps, Coltrane was sent, by the editor-in-chief of Downbeat magazine Don DeMichael, a copy of Music and Imagination, a book containing a series of lectures delivered by composer Aaron Copland at Harvard University in 1951. This letter was Coltrane’s response.


  THE LETTER


  June 2, 1962


  Dear Don,


  Many thanks for sending Aaron Copland’s fine book, “Music and Imagination.” I found it historically revealing and on the whole, quite informative. However, I do not feel that all of his tenets are entirely essential or applicable to the “jazz” musician. This book seems to be written more for the American classical or semi-classical composer who has the problem, as Copland sees it, of not finding himself an integral part of the musical community, or having difficulty in finding a positive philosophy or justification for his art. The “jazz” musician （You can have this term alog with several other that have been foisted upon us.）does not have this problem at all.


  We have absolutely no reason to worry about lack of positive and affirmative philosophy. It’s built in us. The phrasing, the sound of the music attest this fact. We are naturally endowed with it. You can believe all of us would have perished long ago if this were not so. As to community, the whole face of the globe is our community. You see, it is really easy for us to create. We are born with this feeling that just comes out no matter what conditions exist. Otherwise, how could our founding fathers have produced this music in the first place when they surely found themselves （as many of us do today）existing in hostile communities when there was everything to fear and damn few to trust. Any music which could grow and propagate itself as our music has, must have a hell of an affirmative belief inherent in it. Any person who claims to doubt this, or claims to believe that the exponents of our music of freedom are not guided by this same entity, is either prejudiced, musically sterile, just plain stupid or scheming. Believe me, Don, we all know that this word which so many seem to fear today, “Freedom,” has a hell of a lot to do with this music.


  You know, Don, I was reading a book on the life of Van Gogh today, and I had to pause and think of that wonderful and persistent force -the creative urge. The creative urge was in this man who found himself so much at odds with the world he lived in, and in spite of all the adversity, frustrations, rejections and so forth -beautiful and living art came forth abundantly … if only he could be here today. Truth is indestructible. It seems history shows （and it’s the same way today）that the innovator is more often than not met with some degree of condemnation; usually according to the degree of his departure from the prevailing modes of expres-sion or what have you. Change is always so hard to accept. We also see that these innovators always seek to revitalize, extend and reconstruct the status quo in their given fields, wherever it is needed. Quite often they are the rejects, outcasts, subcitizens, etc.of the very societies to which they bring so much sustenance. Often they are people who endure great personal tragedy in their lives. Whatever the case, whether accepted or rejected, rich or poor, they are forever guided by that great and eternal constant -the creative urge. Let us cherish it and give all praise to God. Thank you and best wishes to all.


  Sincerely,


  John Coltrane


  ‘WE ARE BORN WITH


  THIS FEELING THAT JUST


  COMES OUT NO


  MATTER WHAT


  CONDITIONS EXIST.’


  — John Coltrane
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  [1]“蓝瓶”（Bluebottle）：英国广播喜剧节目《蠢人秀》（The Goon Show）里的角色，声音尖厉，代表特征是会将自己的舞台动作直接念出来，如信里下一句。——译者注


  [2]查克·贝里（Chuck Berry，1926—2017）：美国吉他手、歌手和词曲作者，是摇滚乐的先驱者之一。——编者注。以下脚注若无特别说明，均为编者注。


  [3]《电线上的鸟儿》（Bird on a Wire）：科恩的歌曲。


  [4]戴维·哈塞尔霍夫（David Hasselhoff，1952—）：德国裔演员、歌手，作品《寻找自由》（Looking for Freedom）在柏林墙倒塌期间在德国很受欢迎。


  [5]Z字星辰（Ziggy Stardust）: Z字星尘是戴维·鲍伊创作的一个虚构人物，1972年至1973年间，鲍伊多以此形象登台表演。同名的歌曲《Z字星尘》收录于专辑《Z字星尘与火星蜘蛛的兴起与衰败》（The Rise and Fall of Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders from Mars）。


  [6]根据原版书，此处引文与原文略有出入。


  [7]“大鸟”（Bird），原名查理·帕克（Charlie Parker，1920—1955）：美国黑人爵士乐手。


  [8]“盲测”访谈：对爵士乐手的一系列访谈，访谈者会播放爵士乐，但不告诉访谈对象乐曲的出处或作者，然后请访谈对象加以评论。——译者注


  [9]《克里姆》（Creem）：美国音乐杂志，自称为“美国唯一的摇滚乐杂志”。


  [10]理查德·赫尔（Richard Hell，1949—）：美国歌手、词曲作者、贝斯手和作家。


  [11]约翰·霍姆斯特罗姆（John Holmstrom，1954—）：美国漫画家和作家。


  [12]格雷格·肖（Greg Shaw，1949—2004）：美国作家、出版商、杂志编辑和音乐史家。


  [13]戴夫·马什（Dave Marsh，1950—）：美国乐评人、作家、编辑和电台脱口秀主持人。


  [14]约翰·辛克莱（John Sinclair，1941—）：美国诗人、作家和政治活动家。他的诗歌风格是“爵士诗”，大部分带有音乐伴奏，他以音频的形式发表了大部分作品。


  [15]罗伯·泰纳（Rob Tyner，1944—1991）：美国音乐家，以底特律前庞克乐队MC5的主唱而闻名。


  [16]伊基·波普（Iggy Pop，1947—）：美国歌手、音乐家，被认为是对朋克音乐有影响力的创新者。


  [17]卢·里德（Lou Reed，1942—2013）：美国摇滚乐歌手和吉他手，是地下丝绒乐团1965到1973年的成员之一。


  [18]吉尼·文森特（Gene Vincent，1935—1971）：美国音乐家，是摇滚与洛卡比里风格的先锋。


  [19]詹姆斯·迪恩（James Dean，1931—1955）：美国演员。迪恩的形象代表了他所处年代青年的反叛和浪漫，尝试通过各种叛逆社会行为来表达内心的不满。


  [20]罗伯特·米彻姆（Robert Mitchum，1917—1997）：美国电影演员、作家、作曲家和歌手。米彻姆是黑色电影的代表人物，被视为20世纪五六十年代反英雄电影的先驱。


  [21]亨佛莱·鲍嘉（Humphrey Bogart，1899—1957）：美国演员。


  [22]詹姆斯·卡格尼（James Cagney，1899—1986）：美国舞台剧和电影演员，舞者。


  [23]俊小子弗洛伊德（Pretty Boy Floyd，1904—1934）：原名查尔斯·弗洛伊德，美国银行抢劫犯，其犯罪活动在20世纪30年代受到了广泛的新闻报道。他在抢劫期间烧毁了抵押文件，使许多人免于债务。


  [24]哈利·寇斯比（Harry Crosby，1898—1929）：美国诗人、出版商，生活优裕，在某种程度上是美国文学中“迷惘的一代”的缩影。


  [25]泰迪·罗斯福（Teddy Roosevelt，1858—1919）：即西奥多·罗斯福，第二十六位美国总统，俗称老罗斯福。


  [26]比利小子（Billy the Kid，1859—1881）：原名亨利·麦卡蒂，美国罪犯，曾杀害8人，21岁时遭枪杀而死。据传言，多数时间，他是友善而优雅的。


  [27]麦克·芬克（Mike Fink）：美国传说中的英雄，被称为“龙骨船之王”，是穿行于俄亥俄河和密西西比河之上的龙骨船上那些强硬而嗜酒的人的代表形象。


  [28]“石墙”杰克森（Stonewall Jackson，1824—1863）：美国南北战争中联盟军的将军。


  [29]戈黛娃夫人（Lady Godiva）：传说曾为了让丈夫给市民减税，裸体骑马绕城一周。


  [30]让·谷克多（Jean Cocteau，1889—1963）：法国诗人、小说家、艺术家，《游行》剧本创作者。


  [31]见前一封信


  [32]贱货酿造（Bitches Brew）：疑为根据“Witches Brew”（“女巫酿造”，意为“大杂烩”）玩的文字游戏。


  [33]标题音乐（program music）：指存在标题的音乐，按照标题去构思，或要求观众根据标题的提示去欣赏。贝多芬时代的音乐都属于无标题音乐。——译者注


  [34]韦斯特布鲁克·佩格勒（Westbrook Pegler，1894—1969），美国记者。——译者注


  [35]ESPN.com：美国体育赛事网站。——译者注
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    ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
  


  2009年，一个庆祝书信这种老式通信方式的网站“lettersofnote.com”上线，“见字如面”计划随之诞生。从那时到现在，该网站已被访问超过一亿次。《见字如面》的第一卷于2013年10月出版。同年晚些时候，我们又举办了第一次“书信现场”活动，让世界顶级表演者为听众们现场朗诵精彩书信。


  从此，“见字如面”和“书信现场”这对“孪生姐妹”并肩成长，前者火遍全球，后者在世界各地的许多标志性场馆举办：从伦敦的皇家阿尔伯特音乐厅，到洛杉矶的王牌酒店。


  如欲获取更多详情，可访问“lettersofnote.com”和“letterslive.com”。现在，“见字如面”的最新系列还有了音频版可供收听。我们的朗读者阵容人才济济，选自广受好评的“书信现场”演出的固定表演班底。


  一封信是一枚定时炸弹，是一条瓶中信，是一句咒语，是一声呼救，是一则故事，是一段关切的表达，是一次爱的递送，是一种通过文字互相联结的方式。今天，这种简单且非常大众的艺术形式仍是一种有力的沟通手段。不管我们正经历什么样的技术革命浪潮，书信都不会消失，它会像文学一样永远存在。


  前言


  生而在世，没有比爱更强大的力量。这股力量将我们维系在一起，在最黑暗的岁月，在最艰难的时刻，它无处不在，给予我们坚持不懈、迎难而上的动力。的确，心中满怀爱意，与另一个人如此深层次地紧密相连，人就会感觉自己有准备且有能力做成任何事，克服人生道路上的任何障碍，必要时还不惜拼死搏斗，只为保护内心深处的所爱。


  我敢说，爱是我们拥有的最接近超能力的东西。不过高潮总伴随低谷，变味的爱会迅速逼人屈膝投降，毁掉曾被爱滋养的幸福生活。失去所爱会让内心出现空洞，填补这一空洞的痛苦持续不断且难以忍受，与其他感受都不同，其影响难以言喻。这是失去色彩的生活，如同无声电影。将自己全身心献给爱相当于卸下所有防备，即便冒着巨大的情感风险，我们仍不断追求爱，这正印证了爱所带来的益处不可估量。


  爱很特别，难以在纸页上定义，尽管作为唯一真正的宇宙通用语，它已被诠释过不知多少遍。信件作为最私人的通信手段，成了备受欢迎的用来传达爱和谈论爱的媒介也就不足为奇了。这一本收录了一系列信件，描绘了人世间错综复杂的关系，但无一不伴随着爱这一令人神往的能量。其中一封信由父亲写给犯了相思病的孩子，其中的智慧之语定会对各个年龄段的人都有所启迪；有一封信打破了美国的跨种族婚姻禁令，写信夫妇姓洛文（Loving），（这封信）妙得令人难以置信；有一封跟浪漫毫不沾边的求婚情书，写于1866年，你可能会读得笑中带泪，长叹一声；还有一封绝望的请求信，由一个逃离苦海的心碎奴隶写给曾帮助他逃离奴隶主的恩人，哀求他帮忙寻找自己的爱人。当然，你还会读到许多真情实感的情书，给爱人的，给逝者的，未曾寄出的。这种通信方式在当代没有替代品，而品读信件也能让包含我在内的上百万人受益匪浅。


  2002年9月，我对信件的热衷之情初露苗头，契机是我与一位新朋友的远距离通信，尽管只有十个月。那位朋友当时别无选择，不得不到百里之外安家。那时“社交媒体”这个词尚未传开，电子邮件也像个外星来物，所以选择以“过时的信件”来联系听起来也合乎情理。可没料想到，这些信件居然如此令人愉悦且引人深思，竟为我们日后日渐深厚的情谊拉开了一道完美的序幕。


  卡琳娜和我在2012年结婚，这本书献给她。


  肖恩·亚瑟


  2020年
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  ——信件01

  注定的美好不会消逝


  约翰·斯坦贝克致托马斯·斯坦贝克


  1958年11月10日


  约翰·斯坦贝克在1902年出生于加利福尼亚州，凭借经典长篇小说《愤怒的葡萄》《伊甸之东》和《人鼠之间》稳坐小说巨匠的宝座。不仅如此，他还在60岁时获得了诺贝尔文学奖这一得主甚少的殊荣，进一步巩固了自己的地位。如同20世纪50年代的大多数作家，斯坦贝克热爱信件往来，从同行作家到美国总统，他轻松自如地与形形色色的人维持书信联系。1958年，即荣获诺贝尔奖四年前，斯坦贝克写下了堪称最出彩且无疑最珍贵的一封信，收件人是他14岁的儿子托马斯。彼时，就读于寄宿学校的托马斯迷恋上了一个女孩，他需要一些来自父亲的诚挚意见。


  ——信件正文


  1958年11月10日


  亲爱的托马斯：


  今早我们收到了你的来信，我会从我的角度回答，当然伊莱恩也会说说她的想法。


  首先，如果你坠入了爱河，这是件好事，可以说是人一生能遇见的最美好的事，不要相信任何人对此的贬损。


  其次，爱分好多种。有一种爱自私刻薄，索求无度，仅为满足虚荣心，这种爱丑陋且畸形；还有一种爱是你心中一切美好的展现，如善良、体贴、尊重，不单是出于社会礼节的尊重，而是上升到认可一个人的独特与可贵这一层面的尊重。第一种爱会让你身心受挫，虚弱颓丧，而第二种爱能激发出你心中连自己都不曾知晓的力量、勇气、善良乃至智慧。


  你说这不是年少无知的爱恋，若你爱得如此深切，那这份感情自然不是儿戏。


  不过，我觉得你并非想让我揣测你的感情，对此你比谁都清楚。你求助我是想知道该如何应对，那么请听我道来：


  首先要引以为荣，满怀喜悦与感激。


  爱的对象是最美好的，尽力不要辜负。


  如果你爱上一个人，不妨大胆说出来，只需切记：有些人非常害羞，有时你必须将这份羞涩纳入考量。


  女孩能知晓或感觉到你的情感，但通常她们更喜欢听你亲口说出来。


  有时，出于种种原因，你的感情可能得不到回应，但无碍于这份感情的珍贵与美好。


  最后，我懂你的感情，因为我与你感同身受，并为你拥有这样的感情而高兴。


  若能与苏珊见面，我们会很开心，非常欢迎她来。不过招待一事将由伊莱恩一手操办，因为这是她的主场，她乐意之至。她也了解爱，兴许比起我，她能给予你更多帮助。


  不用担心失去。对的事自会发生，关键在于不要急躁。注定的美好不会消逝。


  爱你，


  爸


  ——信件02

  这爱一点都没法少


  西蒙娜·德·波伏娃致纳尔逊·艾格林


  1950年9月30日


  法国哲学家西蒙娜·德·波伏娃和让·保罗·萨特共度了大半辈子，两人错综复杂又不同寻常的关系在萨特去世的1980年终止，持续了51年。多年以来，其他情人来了又去。不过在1947年，西蒙娜邂逅了纳尔逊·艾格林。她无法抗拒这位美国小说家的魅力，尽管天各一方，她依然与之书信来往了18年。1950年，西蒙娜去了纳尔逊所在的城市芝加哥，这段没有爱意的旅程预示了这段恋情的终结。归途中，西蒙娜给纳尔逊写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  纽约市，林肯酒店


  1950年9月30日


  纳尔逊，我最亲爱的甜心：


  你一离开，就有个满脸微笑的人走向我，给了我这朵美得不可思议的花、两只小鸟和来自纳尔逊的爱。这近乎令我仪态尽失，“不再哭泣”的原则实在太难秉持。事实上，比起冷冷的怒火，我更常以无泪的悲伤应对，直到现在，我的眼睛依然很干，干得同熏鱼一样，但我的心已经成了混浊又软烂的奶油冻。我在机场等了一个半小时，天气使然，来自洛杉矶的飞机无法在大雾中降落。幸亏你离开了，最后的等待总是无休无止，你能来机场已经很好了。谢谢你的花，谢谢你送我来，更不用说别的了。所以我怀抱着紫色的花候机，假装在读一本麦克唐纳的侦探小说。后来起飞了，飞行途中很平稳，完全没有颠簸。我没睡觉，表面装作读完了整本侦探小说，而黯淡又愚蠢的内心一直在爱恋着你。


  纽约美极了，烈日当空的同时又灰蒙蒙的。这是个多么辉煌的城市！我不想重返布列塔尼旅馆再度心碎，便选了三年前曾下榻的林肯酒店。那时我还不认识这片新大陆上的任何人，也不曾料想自己竟会沉沦于芝加哥。我住了和三年前同样的房间，离天空更近了一些，但仍是同样的天空。再度回到遥远的过去，这种感觉是多么奇异！同三年前一样，我前往林肯美容院。一路顺利，酒店几乎空无一人，美容院也是。随后我给奥尔加买了支钢笔，14美元。感谢你给了我这么多美元，买东西方便不少。接着我在城里沿着第三大道走啊走，两年前的最后一夜，我们曾一起从第三大道的一头走到另一头。在这条大道上，在布列塔尼旅馆边，我发觉你无处不在，记忆悉数浮上脑海。随后我到华盛顿公园散步，那儿有一个跳蚤市场和一个简陋的书画集市，接着我登上第五大道的巴士，望着夜色缓缓笼罩纽约。


  现在是九点，我自上飞机后只吃了一小块三明治，飞过瓦班西亚后就再没睡过。我累得不行，便回到房间，边给你写信边喝苏格兰威士忌。现在上床估计睡不着。我感觉纽约围绕着我，身后就是我们的夏天。我要先上床歇一会儿，再下楼到处走走，天马行空肆意想象，直到筋疲力尽。


  我不是悲伤，而是麻木，我离自己好远好远，无法相信你曾经离我那么近，现在又离我那么远，遥不可及。我想在离开前告诉你两件事，我保证只说这么一次。首先，我非常希望有朝一日能再次见到你，我愿意且需要见到你。但请你记住，我不会再主动提出想见你，不是出于自尊，你知道在你面前我没有自尊，而是只有当你愿意时我们才会相见。所以我愿意等，等你想见我了就告诉我。我不会因此认定你回心转意又爱上了我，甚至不会认为你想和我同床，我们也不必在一起待很长时间，都由着你的感觉来，等你什么时候想见。但你要记住，我一直在期待你的邀约。不，我无法接受我们将不再见面。我失去了你的爱，这份痛苦现在依然，但我不应该失去你。不管怎么说，你给了我太多，纳尔逊，你给予我的意味着太多，你永远不能将之收回。你的温柔和友谊对我是那么珍贵，每当看到心中的你，我仍觉得温情、幸福、感激之至，我希望这份温情和友谊永远，永远不会抛弃我。至于我，这么说可能令你困扰，我说出来也备感羞耻，但这是唯一真切的真相：我依然像投入你沮丧失意的怀抱时那样爱着你，投入全身心，以整颗黯淡的心爱着你，这爱一点都没法少。但这不会妨碍你。甜心，不要把写信当成苦差，想写的时候就写，你的每一封信都会令我欢欣雀跃。


  言语总是词不达意，荒唐可笑。你似乎离我很近，非常近，让我也靠近你。同过去一样，让我永远跟随自己的心声吧。


  你的西蒙娜


  ——信件03

  感受有人爱着你


  多萝西·弗里曼致蕾切尔·卡逊


  1963年12月


  1953年，在别创一格的重量级巨作《寂静的春天》面世九年前，极具前瞻眼光的海洋生物学家蕾切尔·卡逊收到了一位名为多萝西·弗里曼的粉丝寄来的信，这封信牵动了长达十年的书信往来，两人因此结下深厚的情谊。她们在信件中无所不谈，还曾坦率地谈论到底什么是爱。自第一次接触十年后，多萝西给蕾切尔寄去一年一度的圣诞贺信，这也是她寄给挚友的最后一封信。四个月后，与癌症斗争多时的蕾切尔因心肌梗死并发症离开了人世。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的蕾切尔：


  自从第一次圣诞祝福，已经过去十年了。十年后的今天，我还有什么在1953年没有说的话要说吗？用的词说的话可能不同，但主旨依然不变——我需要你，我爱你。那时我需要你的理解，需要除你之外无人能给予的体贴关怀，现在我依然需要那么多，乃至更多。那时我爱你，爱你这个人，爱你展现的全部，现在我依然爱你，心中满怀温暖、真挚与渴望。


  因此，我要在圣诞节之际感恩这过去的十年，这十年丰富了，没错，甚至改变了我的人生。这些年哪，对于我们俩都是有喜有忧。我们分享喜悦，也没少分享忧愁。有时我会想，如果没有你源源不断的爱，我该如何忍受深渊。没有你，在那些阴暗的时日里，我会觉得人生不值得过下去。


  但是，今夜我不该回忆黑暗，而应当回忆你带给我的种种美好：你带我了解各种形式的自然之美，认识书中的世界和那些世界中的人，体会音乐的陪伴，最重要的是你给予我的生活灵感。对于你带给我的上述这些以及更多无法用言语描述的东西，我的感激之情永无止境。我经常能够潜入记忆深处翻出一个美好的时刻，若试图将记忆分门别类编成目录，那我永远也停不下来。


  昨日薄暮之时，西方长空万里无云，夕阳西下，当灼灼余晖透过缅因森林，映照出云杉木的黑色剪影时，简直美得不可比拟。天边夜星初现，像一颗颗小钻石，星光衬出光芒柔和的新月，它即将长成圣诞节的月亮——我们能共赏的月亮（这样就太好了）。新月尖端恰好缀着一颗星星！此情此景，我眼中发生了什么不必告诉你。月亮承诺会在12月30日变成一轮盈盈满月。


  无论你在何时读到这封信，我的双臂都环绕着你。请闭上眼睛，感受有人爱着你。


  祝圣诞节快乐。


  我永远爱你，


  多萝西


  ——信件04

  我的灵魂备受煎熬


  艾萨克·福曼致威廉·斯蒂尔


  1854年5月7日


  1853年12月，23岁的艾萨克·福曼抓住一个难得的机会，摆脱了弗吉尼亚州诺福克的奴隶生活，成功逃往加拿大的多伦多。他逃离了侍奉多年的奴隶主桑德斯太太，可令他痛苦万分的是，他也抛下了同为奴隶的妻子。他妻子侍奉的是里士满的另一个奴隶主。艾萨克·福曼留下的人生记录很少，不过多亏这封信，我们了解到没有爱人相伴的生活让他生不如死。这封信的收件人是威廉·斯蒂尔，“地下铁路”的著名领头人。“地下铁路”是一个帮助非裔奴隶逃亡的秘密组织，打通了诸多线路，帮助包括福曼在内的上千名奴隶逃离了为奴的非人生活。


  ——信件正文


  多伦多


  1854年5月7日


  敬爱的威廉·斯蒂尔先生：


  我借此机会给您写几句，希望您收到信时平安无恙。我本打算早些时日给您写信，但前段时间我一直在等朋友布朗先生的消息，因为他好一阵子没来信，我认为他的事更为要紧。敬爱的先生，在这种情况下，除了死亡，没有什么能让我停笔。


  我的灵魂备受煎熬，我的痛苦无以言喻。我总想着去死。总之，我宁愿死也要见到我的妻子。为了见到她，我甘愿付出一切，只要能凝视她甜美的双唇哪怕一刻，我就愿意在下一刻奔赴死亡。我下定决心，早晚有一日一定要见到她。再次为奴，光想想都令人痛苦万分。希望在再度成为孤身一人前，天堂能向我微笑，那时我会立刻离开加拿大，去哪儿不好说，也许是幽明永隔的海底。倘若我逃离时知道得像现在这么多，那在想方设法带她和我一起走之前，我断然不会离开。您从未像我一样，经受过和妻子天各一方的痛苦，这种痛堪比乃至超过死亡。所以希望您能尽己所能帮助我，如果无能为力就请问问您的朋友。拜托您在收到这封信后立即回信，说些什么鼓舞我低落颓丧的精神。您能否帮我去见一见布朗先生，问问他能否帮我去里士满见见我的妻子，看看能怎么安置她？我愿意承担他往返的所有开销。也拜托您去见一见巴格内尔先生和明金斯先生，问问他们是否见过我的妻子。就算下一刻死亡，我也一定要见到她。我的确一度欢欣喜悦，但再也不会了，除非见到她。倘若知道妻子还在做奴隶，那对我来说自由何在？几周前您走海路运来的那些人停留在圣凯瑟琳，没有来多伦多。我上周给您寄了两封信，希望您能回应。邮局关门了，我在信里附了邮费，希望您尽快回信。


  您永远的忠诚奴仆，


  福曼


  总之，我宁愿死也要见到我的妻子。


  ——艾萨克·福曼


  ——信件05

  你胜过所有


  朱丽叶·德鲁埃致维克多·雨果


  1835年


  直到1883年逝世前，50年间，法国女演员朱丽叶·德鲁埃一直是《悲惨世界》的作者维克多·雨果的情人。两人邂逅于雨果执笔、朱丽叶出演的歌剧《鲁克蕾齐亚·波吉亚》幕后。那时是1833年，雨果的妻子阿黛尔·富歇正与文学评论家夏尔·奥古斯丁·圣勃夫有婚外情，因此雨果也毫不顾忌地展开了与朱丽叶的恋情。半个世纪间，朱丽叶全身心爱慕着雨果，每天都给他写信，还常常不止一封。她的成千上万封情书留存至今，以下只是其中一封。


  ——信件正文


  周五晚8点


  我光彩照人的鸟儿，若我是个聪慧的女人，就能描述出形貌、羽毛与歌声之美如何集于你一身。我会告诉你，你是跨越所有年龄最为扣人心弦的奇迹，我应该只陈述这简单的事实。不过若要寻得恰当的词句，我至高至美的存在，我需要一副比上天赐予我族的更为悦耳动听的歌喉——因为我是一只刚被你嘲笑过的卑微猫头鹰。因此，我没法说。我无法告诉你，你是多么光彩夺目、灿烂辉煌。我将这些话留给歌声甜美的鸟儿来说，你知道的，美丽动人、引人欣赏的鸟儿。


  我乐于将观赏、聆听、仰慕的职责委托给它们，但我自己要保留爱的权利。这么做对耳朵来说或许略感不悦，但对心灵来说要甜美得多。我爱你，我爱你，我的维克多。我不能三番五次重申，我永远无法尽数表达自己的感受。


  我在自身所处的一切美好之中认出你——形貌、色彩、羽毛、悦耳的声音，无一不蕴含你之于我的意义。你胜过所有。你不仅是闪耀七色光芒的太阳光谱，你就是太阳本身，发光发热，复苏大千世界！这就是你，而我是个仰慕你的卑微女子。


  朱丽叶


  ——信件06

  爱上你之前我从未爱过


  弗拉基米尔·纳博科夫致薇拉·斯洛尼姆


  1923年11月8日


  弗拉基米尔·纳博科夫和薇拉·斯洛尼姆长达50年的姻缘常为世人所乐道。两人均出生于俄罗斯的圣彼得堡，纳博科夫出生于1899年，薇拉比他小3岁。据纳博科夫所言，两人邂逅于1923年柏林的一场舞会，薇拉戴着丑角面具，背了一首由他创作的诗歌。两年后两人结婚，纳博科夫专注于创作旷世巨作，而薇拉兼任他的决策咨询人、灵感缪斯、编辑、译者、司机以及经纪人，据说还是他的武装保镖。薇拉甚至从火中抢救出了丈夫的杰作《洛丽塔》的手稿，这份稿件曾多次差点被疑虑重重的纳博科夫毁掉。薇拉是纳博科夫的一切，反之亦然。纳博科夫给妻子的无数封情书满溢爱慕之情，以下这篇写于初次相遇数月后的情书便是绝佳典例。


  ——信件正文


  兰德豪斯大街41号


  柏林西区


  1923年11月8日


  你是我的幸福，灿烂而奇妙的幸福，我该如何向你解释，我的一切难道不都属于你？包括我的记忆、诗歌、情感的迸发和内心的旋风。我该如何告诉你，听不到你的声音，我便写不出一个词。回想历经的每一件琐事都后悔不迭，如千刀万剐，因为那些事我们没有共同经历，无论是那些最为私密且不可言喻之事，或仅是道路拐弯处的日落或别的什么。我的幸福，你明白我的意思吗？


  我知道，用言语难以告诉你一切。当我在电话里试着这么做时，说出口的话完全偏离本意。因为和你说话要妙语连珠，这种交谈方式早已消失，你明白我的意思吗？就是话语要纯净、轻盈且切中心灵。可是，我一派胡言乱语。我的爱人，你可能被一个不雅的指小词[1]伤到，因为你太过敏感，太易共情，就像海水一样。


  我发誓——墨迹与此无关——我用全部所爱所信发誓——爱上你之前我从未爱过——如此柔情蜜意——如此热泪盈眶——又如此容光焕发。在这一页上，我的爱人，我本打算给你写一首诗，可纸上不够写了，剩下这么个小尾巴拖在后头——我失衡了。最重要的是，我希望你幸福，而且我似乎觉得我能带给你幸福，阳光明媚、纯粹简单的幸福，而不是那种平平无奇的幸福。


  请原谅我不够大气，实际上，我正心烦意乱地在想，明天该怎么寄出这封信。我早已准备好为你奉献全身热血，若有必要这么做。这难以解释，听起来平平淡淡，但这就是我的信念。此刻，我要告诉你——我心中的爱足以充盈十个世纪的火焰、歌声与勇气——整整十个世纪，广博而高远——满是冲上灼目山岗的骑士——有关巨人的传说——勇猛的特洛伊战士——橙色的风帆——海盗——还有诗人。这并不是文学，因为若你细心重读，你会发现原来骑士们都很胖。


  不，我只是想告诉你，我无法想象没有你的生活，尽管你会觉得对我来说，两天不见你是种“乐趣”。你知道，发明电话的根本不是爱迪生，而是一个安静矮小的美国男子，没人记得他的名字。他活该。


  听好，我的幸福，别再说我在折磨你了，好吗？我多么想把你带走。你知道过去拦路抢劫的强盗是什么模样：一顶宽边帽，一个黑面罩，一支粗实的火枪。我爱你，我渴望着你，我不可遏制地需要你……你的眼睛，在吃惊时闪闪发亮，你后仰着脑袋，说着些妙趣横生的话语。你的眼睛、你的嗓音、你的嘴唇、你的双肩——如此轻盈，如此光彩……


  你走进我的生命，不是登门拜访（你知道，“并非慕名而来”），而是来到一个王国，所有河流都期待映照出你的容颜，所有道路都期待承接住你的脚步。命运想纠正自己的错误，仿佛在请求我谅解过去所有的欺骗。所以说，我的童话，我的太阳，我如何能离开你？你知道，我若爱你少一点，就会不得不离去，但这样毫无意义。我也不想死。有两种“无论如何”，一种不由自主，一种刻意为之。原谅我，因为我靠后者为生。你不能夺走我不敢深思的信念——这信念令我无比幸福。


  这儿又是一条小尾巴。


  没错：老派的娓娓道来，纯朴无华……


  心由此更为激昂：钢铁，因飞行而白热……


  这原是一首长诗的一个片段，但没有用上。我曾一度记下，以免忘记，现在它出现在了这儿——一个碎片。


  这些都是我躺在床上写的，信纸摊在一本大书上。每当工作到深夜，墙上的一些肖像（我们房东的曾祖母什么的）就会紧盯着我，弄得我心里发毛。好在快写完这小尾巴了，真闹心。


  我的爱人，晚安……


  不知你能否看懂这封词不达意的信。不过没关系，我爱你。明晚11点我等你，或9点后给我打电话。


  弗


  ——信件07

  我们融为一体


  茅德·冈致威廉·巴特勒·叶芝


  1908年7月26日


  1891年、1899年、1900年、1901年，十年跨度间，荣获诺贝尔奖的诗人威廉·巴特勒·叶芝曾向爱尔兰独立分子兼演员茅德·冈求了四次婚，可很遗憾次次遭拒。雪上加霜的是，茅德·冈在1903年接受了另一个男人——约翰·麦克布莱德少校的求婚，打破了她出于个人原因不愿结婚的猜测。此后，茅德·冈和叶芝依然关系密切，多年来一直作为叶芝的灵感缪斯，启发了他的诸多诗作。两人还都对神秘学颇感兴趣。1908年7月，在两人的关系彻底圆满几个月前，茅德·冈给叶芝写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  巴黎


  1908年7月26日


  威利：


  我没有花一周，而是在一天内写下了这封信。昨夜的经历太过奇幻美妙，我想立刻知晓你是不是也感觉到了，怎么感觉到的。不过最重要的是，我不想让任何事使你在工作时分心，或让你的工作变得难熬——那场表演一定会非常精彩，拔得头筹，现在不该受任何妨碍。


  昨夜11点差一刻，家里的人都走了，我想让精神化作星光，去往你身边。那时并非你的工作时间，我想到你身边去，兴许能给你留下些我的活力与能量，好让你次日的工作不用那么辛劳。前一日醒来时，我看到一个宛若出自埃及神话的奇异形象飘浮在我上方（如同布莱克所绘的灵魂出窍的画作），它身着飞蛾聚成的轻盈长袍，翅膀精细入微，灵活的卷边镀了金。我本以为这是我自己，我的另一具身体，我可以离开肉体进入它。昨夜11点差一刻，我用上这具身体，深深地思念你，渴望去你身边。


  我们去了太空中的某个地方，不知道是哪儿，我感受到了耀眼的星光，聆听到了下方的海浪。你的形象似乎是一条大蛇，但我说不准。我只看得清你的脸，当我望入你的眼眸深处时（如同在巴黎你问我在想什么时一样），你的唇触上我的唇。我们融入彼此，化为一体，成为一个更大的存在，能以双重强度感受一切，了解一切。钟声敲响11点，打破魔咒，当我俩分开，我的生命仿佛从胸口抽离，近乎牵出生理上的痛楚。我又找了你两次，每次都一样，被房屋中的些微响动拉回现实。随后我上楼，上床，梦到了你，有关日常生活的混乱梦境。我们一起在意大利（我想这取材自你的信，我睡前又读了读），谈笑风生，聊着我刚描述的不可思议的精神体验。你说这会增加生理欲望，让我有点蒙，因为这一结合完全不涉及物理层面，与之相比，物理上的结合不过是黯淡的阴影。快点给我回信，告诉我你对此有无了解，你怎么想，我能否再以这种方式去到你身边。在收到你的消息前应该不会了。我的思绪永远与你同在。


  茅德·冈


  ——信件08

  我从你身上移不开眼


  西蒙·法洛菲尔德致玛丽·福斯特


  1866年11月29日


  1866年11月29日，在米德尔斯穆尔的约克夏村，一个名为西蒙·法洛菲尔德的中年农民鼓起勇气求婚，没有当面，而是经由情书，没有给极为熟识的人，而是给了当地一个年轻女子玛丽·福斯特。玛丽因其个性多次吸引了西蒙的目光。令人稍感意外的是，玛丽拒绝了西蒙“慷慨”的求婚。至于西蒙的备选方案成功与否，那就是另一个问题了。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的姑娘：


  我现在落笔写下这封信，希望你在读到从我这儿寄出的这一行行字时平安健康。感谢上帝保佑。你也许会惊讶，我竟胆敢给你这样一位女士写信，希望没有惹恼你。我都不敢说出我想要什么，面对女士我一向害羞，内心战栗不已。但我曾在书中读到，一个懦夫永远不会得到一位淑女，所以有了这封信。


  我是个小农场的农民，今年四十多岁了。母亲和我住在一起，帮我料理家事。她最近身体状况很糟，腿脚不灵便，我想有个妻子生活能更如意些。


  我从你身上移不开眼，已经很久了。我想你是个极好的姑娘，只要你愿意，就能给我带来无限快乐。我家有个女仆，她给三头牛挤奶，干些家务，她会在夏天出门收集柳条，还会去后院拔萝卜。我在农场自己干一些活，有时会带几只羊去佩特利集市。每逢圣诞节我会养三四头猪，在家做馅饼、蛋糕等食物时就能派上大用场，我能拿卖火腿的钱去买大麦粉。


  我在奈斯布罗银行有73英镑存款。家里一楼有个漂亮的小客厅，铺着蓝色地毯，壁炉的一边有个烤箱，我的老母亲会在另一边吸烟，高背长椅靠着的墙上挂着“金科玉律”。你可以一整天坐在安乐椅中，补我的水壶和裤腿，你可以在我每次回家前沏好茶，你还可以制作奶酪拿到佩特利集市上去卖。每周日，我可以驾驶弹簧马车载你去教堂。我会不遗余力做一切能让你开心的事。所以我怀着一颗迫切而真挚的心，希望得到你的答复。我愿在五月一日那天娶你，若我母亲在那之前离世，那么可以更早。亲爱的，只要你愿意接受我，我们就能过上非常幸福的生活。


  希望你能回信，告诉我你的想法，若你愿意，我会礼尚往来。此刻没什么要多说的了，祝你一切安好，你的真爱——


  西蒙·法洛菲尔德


  另：希望你不要介意。如果你不愿意接受我，我还看中了另一个不错的女人，你不愿嫁我的话，我就会娶她。但我觉得你更适合我母亲，她经常脾气不太好。所以在你来之前我就告诉你，她会是家里的主人。


  ——信件09

  我泪如雨下，泣不成声


  娜杰日达·曼德尔施塔姆致奥西普·曼德尔施塔姆


  1938年10月22日


  1934年5月13日，在写诗讽刺斯大林并念诵给几位朋友听大概一年后，那个时代的苏联诗坛巨匠奥西普·曼德尔施塔姆被捕入狱。幸运的是，他免于死刑，而是与妻子娜杰日达一同被流放至苏联的沃罗涅日。1938年，幸运女神不再眷顾，这位诗人再次遭到逮捕，被强制送往劳改营，最后惨死营中。1938年10月，在他去世两个月前，妻子娜杰日达给他写了一封信。娜杰日达继续过着流放生活，直到26年后才得以重返莫斯科。她最终在自己1970年的回忆录中记述了两人的故事，心中仍怀一丝希望。


  ——信件正文


  1938年10月22日


  奥西普，我远方的至爱！


  亲爱的，我不知如何下笔，写下这封你可能永远都读不到的信。我正将之写入虚空。也许你会回来，可我已不在这里，那样这封信就会成为你想我时的唯一纪念。


  奥西普，能像孩子一样生活在一起是多么快乐——每次口角，每次争辩，玩的每一个游戏，彼此毫无保留的爱。现在我甚至无法仰望蓝天，倘若看见一片云，我又能指给谁看呢？


  还记得我们怎么将食物带回小家，在那如游牧民一般搭起的帐篷里，共享一道寒酸的盛宴吗？还记得那次奇迹天降，我们得到一块面包，一起享用时那美妙的滋味吗？还有我们在沃罗涅日共度的最后一个冬日，那贫寒而快乐的日子，以及你写下的诗篇。我记得我俩从浴室走回住处，手拿一些鸡蛋和香肠，一辆满载干草的运货马车从旁驶过。那时依然天寒地冻，我穿着短夹克瑟瑟发抖（但再苦也不及当下难熬，我能想见你现在有多冷）。那些时日的回忆涌上心头，我看得明明白白，那痛苦依然扎心。我知道那年冬天，尽管千磨万难，已是上天赐予我们的最美且最后的快乐时光。


  我的所思所想全是你，我的每滴泪、每个笑都为你。我求上帝保佑我俩在一起过苦日子时的每分每秒，我的甜心，我的伴侣，我看不到路时的人生向导。


  我们就像两只失明的小狗，用鼻子蹭弄彼此，感觉在一起是那么美好。你可怜的脑袋曾是那么狂热，那相处的日子曾被我们如此疯狂地挥霍。那是怎样的快乐？！我们该如何在任何境遇下都知晓那是怎样的快乐？！


  生命能持续太久，孤零零地死去对我们任何一人来说都是那么痛苦，那么漫长。不可分离的我们非得面对这样的命运吗？如小狗和孩童般的我们，非得遭这份罪吗？我的天使，你非得受这样的苦吗？一切仍会照原来的轨道运行，我一无所知。可我又知晓一切，在谵妄之中，关于你的每分每秒于我而言都历历在目，一清二楚。


  每一夜，你都会来到我的梦中，我不停问你发生了什么，可你从不答复。


  上一次梦里，我去一家脏兮兮的餐馆给你买吃的，身边全是陌生人。买好东西后，我忽然发觉不知该带到哪里去，因为我不知道你在哪里。


  醒来后，我对舒拉说：“奥西普死了。”我不知道你是不是还活着，但从那次梦起，我失去了你的音讯。我不知你在哪里。你能听到我吗？你知道我有多爱你吗？我没法告诉你我有多爱你，甚至现在也说不出。我只对你讲，只对你。你一直与我在一起，我这样一个狂野、易怒、从不轻易流泪的人，现在泪如雨下，泣不成声。


  是我，娜杰日达。你在哪里？


  再会。


  娜杰日达


  ——信件10

  一路向前奔着结婚去


  佐拉·尼尔·赫斯顿致赫伯特·希恩


  1953年5月7日


  1920年，日后将成为“哈莱姆文艺复兴女王”的佐拉·尼尔·赫斯顿正在华盛顿特区的霍华德大学读书，29岁的她在这一年邂逅了赫伯特·希恩，一位小她6岁的爵士钢琴家。相识后，两人陷入热恋，形影不离，并于1927年正式结为夫妻。不过，4年后两人决定分道扬镳，但在余下的人生和后续的婚姻中一直作为关系密切的朋友定期联系。1953年，赫伯特告诉了佐拉自己正面对的感情问题：他想离开第二任妻子奎恩洛克，再娶一位“年轻女士”。以下是佐拉的答复。


  ——信件正文


  佛罗里达州，奥加里


  1953年5月7日


  亲爱的赫伯特：


  非常感谢你有关“焦虑”的建议，真的管用。你怎么知道这正合我需？你是根据我信里的内容下的诊断，还是想到这可能是我需要的？你真是个医术高明的医生。


  针对神职人员的回应，你所下的结论条理清晰。没错，毕竟他们只是人，典型的人性一个不缺。他们无法承认自己几年前在得克萨斯州泰勒镇可能言行欠妥。“权威”对于阶级制度来说弥足珍贵，他们不会轻易将其削弱，哪怕只是一点点。那边教堂的牧师可能会说你的情况同风流韵事缠身的亨利八世一样，并依此提出建议。我听说奎恩洛克指责你，说你在经济上有所成就后就自命不凡，一心想整垮任何胆敢和你叫板的人。她一定对教堂的神父哭诉过。告诉你一件事，以免你不知道：主理离婚纠纷的罗马圣轮法庭持如下立场，批准离婚的唯一根据是结婚的一方并非真心想落实这段婚姻关系，换句话说就是虚情假意，不以“神圣”的结合为目的，而是别有所图。当你去见富尔顿·J.谢恩主教时，切记我刚说的话。我从没见过他，不过听克莱尔·布思·卢斯说起过。根据我的听闻，我想相比小人物，与他倾诉你会被更好地理解，他是个与时俱进而非拘泥于传统的人。


  今天范·G.沃利公司的伯奇先生拿了概览给我看，共41页，上溯至佛罗里达仍属于西班牙的时期，持续至1953年。房地契清晰明确，不牵涉财产留置权问题，只有一笔1953年11月1日到期的16.5美元的税款。合同已送去皮尔斯堡让托马斯·R.巴尔签字，我最迟这周会拿到复印件，收到后我会发你一份让你过目。公司一直说服我将这片地打造成一个公共住房建造项目，但我现在更想将之种植成1英亩（约4047平方米）美丽的杧果林和兴许5英亩（约20234平方米）的橙子。市场对浓缩橙汁的需求似乎无穷无尽，价格很不错。因为我发现浓缩橙汁能以低损耗便利地经由海运运往全国乃至全球，橙子市场现在一片繁荣。大公司会来果园收购，把相关的事都打理好。


  你说的事的确与我无关，不过我要是你，就不会被教堂的戒律吓住，如果真心想，我会一路向前奔着结婚去。在我看来，牧师们不过是男人，他们没有你人生在世的经历以及与女人相处的体验，他们的指引管控发于理论而非实际，他们与上帝的联系并不比你更紧密。我一直相信罗马天主教会在给人提供精神慰藉这点上是最了不起的机构，但我从未忘记这根本上还是人类所建。牧师曾训斥我总是理智当先，没有百分百虔诚地信仰宗教，然而这是我的思想体系所不容许的。


  赫伯特，上帝的概念于我而言是这样的：他全知全能，他想让人类知道一些特定的原则并在言行举止上受之指引，却又只揭示给了极少数人。既然他的意志如此重要，那为何不能直接揭示给所有人？为何他要让自己总是被轻易误解？为何有那么多种宗教？为何在某一夜向一个阿拉伯人揭示自身的存在，在另一夜又对一个高加索人揭示？为何对印度人是一夜，对蒙古人又是另一夜？这一点我无法拥护。对我来说，这些不同的道路证明了，人类在缺乏任何确切证据的前提下，以各自的方式探寻神的概念。我不相信有任何长着胡子的神明坐在云端。神是一个完全由人类创设的拟人化概念，上帝的形象来自人类自身。在我看来，宇宙间存在万事万物都得遵循的法则，这一法则如何阐明我不知道，尽管我很想知道。我们混淆了人类的社会制度安排和神学。我感知不出法则是想让你和奎恩洛克还是和“年轻女士”繁衍后代，你无法否认身体促使你复制自身的内在驱动力，这种内驱力尚未被人类现有的理论颠覆（在我看来，这正印证了我的这一观点：对于自己掌管的万事万物，法则清晰明确，没有歧义），也与人类的社会便利无关，而人类社会就是靠繁衍壮大起来的。婚姻和社会法律最初的发展就是为了保护孩童和母亲。不要否认自己，认为自己不该得到此生想要的女人，心怀念想她会是自己上天堂后的礼物。我没去过天堂，但有人曾对我轻声耳语，说天使都没有性器官，也许这就是为何基路伯天使只有脑袋。明白这样下去的后果吗？你和你的“年轻女士”会在死后相逢，一个头碰另一个头，下巴下面全是翅膀，这还有何乐趣？伊斯兰教是一个更为切实的宗教，顺应自然天性，而非刻意自设罪过自讨苦吃。罪过是人类设立的，而非上帝。极端虔诚的人不是施虐狂就是受虐狂，有时两者皆是。他们喜欢折磨或惩罚自己，当发现你没有同样自我折磨时，他们就会陷入狂热，千方百计要让你饱尝他们的报复心。爱洛绮丝和阿贝拉尔声名远扬的恋情在我看来是个彻头彻尾的悲剧，两人都愚蠢至极，竟花大把时间自我谴责，而非女方抛开面纱，男方踏出修道院，继续谈情说爱寻欢作乐。人们浪费太多时间纠结一段恋情能否持续。在恋情持续时就尽情享受，恋情结束后也不要为之后悔。这就是奎恩洛克和我的根本差异。我回顾与你共度的日子，视之为一段不后悔的快乐时光，而她却一肚子苦水和怨恨，仅仅因为爱没有持续。当爱情不再令人愉悦时就不应当延续。所以说，她没有爱人的能力，只是一个占有欲强的疯子。这样的事发生在很多人的爱情之中。


  祝你好运，早日自由！


  你的挚友，


  佐拉


  人们浪费太多时间纠结一段恋情能否持续。在恋情持续时就尽情享受，恋情结束后也不要为之后悔。


  ——佐拉·尼尔·赫斯顿


  ——信件11

  你永远不会远去


  玛琳娜·茨维塔耶娃致赖内·马利亚·里尔克


  1926年—1927年


  诗坛巨匠赖内·马利亚·里尔克和玛琳娜·茨维塔耶娃从未见面，且只通信了8个月，但两人的信件显露出了深厚的情谊。1926年4月，同为诗人的鲍里斯·帕斯捷尔纳克通过信件介绍两人相识，里尔克在给茨维塔耶娃的第一封信中附上了自己的签名作品，茨维塔耶娃对此回应：“你就是诗歌的无上化身。”不久后，里尔克开始寄去新近创作的诗歌，专为茨维塔耶娃而写。可惜两人的恋情之花永远没能盛放。同年12月29日，里尔克死于白血病。他已与病魔斗争多时，并已告知茨维塔耶娃做好心理准备。里尔克去世两天后，茨维塔耶娃开始为他写最后一封信，这封从未寄出的信一个多月后才完成。


  ——信件正文


  贝尔维尤


  1926年12月31日—1927年2月8日


  这一年以你的逝世作为终结吗？是终结吗？是开端！你本身就是崭新的一年（亲爱的，我知道你读这封信早于我写下它）。赖内，我在哭泣，你从我眼中流泻而出！


  亲爱的，在你死后就不再有死（也不再有生）！我有什么可说？萨伏依的那座小镇——何时？何地？赖内，那个容纳了我俩梦境的“巢穴”又该怎么办呢？现在俄语对你来说已是一本展开的书，你知道俄文gnezdo即巢穴，还知道其他许多。


  我不想翻阅你的旧信，不然我会追随你而去，去到你那儿，可我不敢这么想，你知道这么想意味着什么。


  赖内，我始终感觉你在我的肩膀上。


  你曾想过我吗？想过，你当然想过。


  明天是新年，赖内，1927年，7是你最钟爱的数字。你出生于1875年（报纸称？），享年51岁？


  我是多么黯然神伤！


  悲痛何妨！今日午夜我将与你共饮（你知道我如何干杯——轻轻一碰）。


  我的爱人，常来我的梦中吧，活在我的梦中吧。如今你有权许下愿望，实现愿望。


  你我从未相信我们在世间的相逢，也从未相信此世的生活，不是吗？你，先我而去（这样更好），为了迎接我，你准备的不是一间屋，不是一栋楼，而是一整片美景。我亲吻着你……吻你的唇？你的鬓角？你的前额？当然是双唇，实实在在地，如同吻一个活人。


  亲爱的，更用力地爱我吧，不同于任何人地爱我吧。别生我的气。你必须习惯我，习惯这样一个我。还有什么？


  不，你尚未高飞，也尚未远走，你近在身旁，额头靠在我肩上。你永远不会远去，永远不会高不可即。


  你是我可爱而成熟的男孩。


  赖内，给我写信吧！（愚蠢的请求？）


  新年快乐，愿你享天上美景！


  玛琳娜


  赖内，你仍在人世，二十四小时还没过呢。


  ——信件12

  永恒的爱人


  路德维希·凡·贝多芬致“永恒的爱人”


  1812年7月


  德国作曲家路德维希·凡·贝多芬于1827年3月逝世，享年56岁。他不仅留下了经久不衰的音乐瑰宝，还留下了世上最具盛名且备受热议的几封情书。这些情书是在他逝世不久后，由一位好友在他的衣柜暗格中发现的，一同发现的还有其他一些私人信件。情书未注明日期，不过根据水印，可知其写于1812年。贝多芬曾在捷克的特普利采养病，据推测，在康复后的那两天，他写下了这几封未曾寄出的情书。没有姓名的收件人的信息，即贝多芬“永恒的爱人”，至今仍是谜团。


  ——信件正文


  7月6日，早晨


  我的天使，我的一切，我的自我。今天我只简单写几句，用的还是你的铅笔。我的具体住所要到明天才能确定，这样的日子真是虚度光阴。有些事必会发生，可为何忧伤还是如此深切？


  我们的爱情，除了牺牲和不求全外，还有什么办法能天长地久？你不完全属于我，我也不完全属于你，这一事实你要如何改变？哦，上帝啊，凝望美丽的自然，平心静气地面对躲不过的事实。爱情要求一切，这天经地义，正如你之于我，我之于你。可你总是轻易忘记，忘记我必须为你我而活。倘若我们融为一体，你和我就都不用常常经受这种痛苦……


  ……不久后我们就会相见，这几日来我对生活的感触，就算今日也无法一一告诉你。如果我们心心相印，那我也许就不会有这样的感触。我满怀心事想向你倾诉，可又时常感觉语言苍白无力，不足以表情达意。一定要快乐，永远做我诚挚且唯一的真爱，你是我的一切，我也是你的全部。我们应得的东西，神明一定会赐予。


  忠诚于你


  路德维希


  * * *


  7月6日，周一晚上


  我最亲爱的宝贝，你受苦了。我才知道，邮件必须早早寄出。周一和周四，只有这两天才有从这儿到你那儿的邮车。让你受煎熬了。哦！无论我在哪儿，你都在我身边，我会想办法与你共同生活。人生啊！


  没有你的日子，我到处被人们的善意追随，他们所求甚少，这种人对于人的谦卑，使我心痛不已。当我体察自己与偌大宇宙的联系，我是什么，而世人所称的伟人又是什么？这里涉及人类的神圣性。当想到你可能周六才能收到我最早发出的信，我难过得落泪。你对我固然有爱，但我爱你更深。在我面前，永远不要隐藏自己。晚安！我刚洗完热水浴，必须去睡了。上帝啊，我们相隔这样近，却又这样远！我们的爱虽不是天堂中的真实建筑，却如天堂的城堡一般永恒。


  * * *


  7月7日，早上好


  我永恒的爱人，虽然尚未起床，可我的种种思绪都围绕着你，时而喜悦，时而悲伤，等待命运的讯息，不知它是否会顺应我们的心声。若不能彻底与你生活在一起，我根本就活不下去。是的，我决定四处漂泊，直到投入你的怀抱，能自称是你的家人，让你的灵魂紧紧裹住我的灵魂，送入精神之境。没错，很遗憾，非如此不可。你定会比我更坚定，因为你知道我对你的忠心：绝对不会再有别人占据我的心，不会，永远不会！上帝啊，一个人为何非得和深爱之人离别？我在维也纳的生活是如此悲凉凄惨。你的爱让我成了世上最幸福的人，也让我成了世上最痛苦的人。到我这个岁数，生活需要稳定安宁，而依我们目前的情况，这可能吗？我的天使，我刚打听到每天都有邮差，所以我必须就此搁笔，好让你尽早收到这封信。今日，昨日，静下心来，爱我。


  我思念你，泪如雨下。你，我的生命，我的一切，再会！要继续爱我，不要怀疑那颗最真挚最忠诚的心。


  你的爱人


  路


  永远是你的。


  永远是我的。


  永远是彼此的。


  ——信件13

  今晚我很开心


  安妮·莫罗·林德伯格致查尔斯·林德伯格


  1944年7月2日


  1944年7月2日，在乘坐火车从芝加哥前往旧金山的旅途中，作家兼飞行员安妮·莫罗·林德伯格给自己的丈夫查尔斯·林德伯格写了一封信。查尔斯是一位航空先驱，曾在1927年驾驶圣路易精神号从纽约飞往巴黎，成就举世瞩目。两人相伴到老，直到查尔斯于1974年去世，在此之前两人都有过外遇，查尔斯除妻子外还与别的女人有几个孩子。两人共育有6子，其中儿子小查尔斯在20个月大时不幸被绑架，即使当时的媒体报道铺天盖地，称之为“世纪案件”，可小查尔斯依然惨遭杀害。


  ——信件正文


  7月2日，从芝加哥开往旧金山的火车


  亲爱的查尔斯：


  我正一路西行，渴望见到你。我感觉自己真是个恣意妄为、感情用事的疯子，居然坐上疾驰的火车跨越整个国家，明明没把握何时何地能见到你。


  但今晚我很开心。我坐在座位上，望着夜幕下爱荷华州连绵不绝的玉米田，看到一个个农庄从窗边经过——一栋白色的房子，一个红色的谷仓，一片勇敢无畏的绿树林屹立在海洋般的玉米田间，如同沙漠间的一片绿洲，还有马匹光滑油亮的侧腰，玉米闪闪发亮的叶片。我倾倒于曾与你无数次从上空飞过的这个国家的美丽与富饶，倾倒于我们共同历经的生活的丰富多彩，倾倒于那些起飞的清晨，那些俯瞰仍留有最后一缕日光的江河湖泊的夜晚，那些降落的雏菊花田，还有那些灰蒙蒙的降落场和跑道。这些记忆包含无数片天空，无数片大地，无数个白昼，无数个星夜。“世上的水为何甘甜——若我们要死去，就将之饮下。哪怕犯下罪过，或彼此分离——哪怕命途多舛，或众叛亲离——那我们也已尝过幸福的滋味——必被列入受庇护者的名录。我们已得到生命的所有馈赠，已食下智慧之树的果实，已了然于心——我们即是宇宙的奇迹。”[2]


  晚安——


  安妮


  我倾倒于曾与你无数次从上空飞过的这个国家的美丽与富饶。


  ——安妮·莫罗·林德伯格


  ——信件14

  这是封情书，不是吗？


  约翰·杰伊·查普曼致明娜·蒂明斯


  1892年9月21日


  诗人约翰·杰伊·查普曼1862年出生于纽约。25岁时，他用一根手杖教训了天文学家珀西瓦尔·洛厄尔，因为此人欺凌了查普曼当时的女友、未来的妻子明娜·蒂明斯。后来才知，洛厄尔是被冤枉的，得知此事的查普曼将手伸入火中惩罚自己，严重烧伤，以至于不得不截肢。明娜没被这样疯狂的举动吓跑，反而在次年嫁给了查普曼。1892年，查普曼给妻子写了下面这封情书。多年间两人互通了无数情书，直到明娜在1898年死于难产。


  ——信件正文


  科罗拉多州，利特尔顿


  1892年9月21日


  我封上每一封信件，心想事情办完了——接着喜悦如潮水般涌来——记起你——唯有你，我的明娜——还有生命的喜悦。自世界之初，你在哪里？可此刻你在这里，存在于每一寸空间、每一缕阳光中，你的心、手臂和灵魂之光环绕着我，蕴含勃勃生机。科罗拉多的沙漠并不荒芜，时光并未虚度。因为你在此地，无数生命汇聚成一个生命，绿意从植物之心中迸射而出，蓓蕾在夜里绽放，许多古老之物披上不朽之衣，回归的失落之物在过往中敲门，早于我还在子宫里的时间，你也在那儿。可痛苦如何说得清！这是错的——还有撕裂，这是必要的。这是本就不该筑起的无数大坝的决堤——一旦筑起就可能轰然倒塌，因为水流可能凝聚为一体。


  这是封情书，不是吗？我的爱人，我的明娜，我上次给你写情书是多久之前？潜藏的溪流有没有汩汩冒泡，溢出河岸与压顶石，冲洗我的双脚、膝盖与整个身心？世上的水为何甘甜——若我们要死去，就将之饮下。哪怕犯下罪过，或彼此分离——哪怕命途多舛，或众叛亲离——那我们也已尝过幸福的滋味——必被列入受庇护者的名录。我们已得到生命的所有馈赠，已食下智慧之树的果实，已了然于心——我们即是宇宙的奇迹。


  爱是一只手还是一只脚——是一幅画、一首诗还是壁炉边的一方地——是一辆小汽车、一个许可还是相逢云端的鹰——不，不，不，都不是。爱是光亮，是温度，是手，是脚，是自我。若我夺取晨曦的翅膀，驻留在大海的极深之底，你也在那儿——它坠入地狱，三日后再次升起——你也在那儿——沉于欲望或营生——在磕绊干燥之地，有病痛有健康——各种各样的病痛——世界还包含什么有何关系——你在世界里吗，在这个世界的每一部分里吗？没有你，我找不到世界的任何一角——我的眼睛看不到它，它一片空茫——我看到它容纳一切，皆为无物，而你的翅膀超越一切创造之物。


  我们不是已经共同生活了三年——一日日更为亲密——嫁接在一起，直到每一滴汁液都在我俩内部流动循环——写到此我才知晓——你的所思所想——一种情感、一个愿望、一缕思绪从我体内飘过——是你的吗？那些古语为何如此悲怆，为何会有人勤勉、紧绷而沉稳，凝视雕刻工具，仿佛划出直线才值得称颂赞赏。那些激情创作的无数磅纸张和夜晚——作品真的出彩到使目标实现了吗——或者说这是无声的思想交融——在夜晚——就算此前有那么多将我们交织在一起的吵嘴之日？没关系，这就是爱。爱将你的灵魂注入我的体内，我不必开口便能传情达意，我下笔只为快乐与幸福。过去几年间，我们认真而勤恳，在实事求是的基础上对碰思想——仿佛在玩生活的多米诺骨牌。我曾经那么阴云密布——拽你下沉，钉牢无用的指甲切成碎片，给碎片安上罪名，钉上十字架惩戒——无边的爱笼罩着我们，不断生长，不断扩散——不知我们是不是在发光——或是在用每个姿势与音节传递来自无限的信息——如同米开朗琪罗画笔下能传递神谕的西比尔。不知街上的人是否会像看到天使一样关照我们。


  你的约翰


  ——信件15

  我爱我的妻子，我的妻子走了


  理查德·费曼致艾琳·费曼


  1946年10月17日


  诺贝尔物理学奖得主理查德·费曼是20世纪最伟大的科学家之一，作为关键性人物带动了科学界一系列突破性的发展，如参与秘密研制原子弹的“曼哈顿计划”。除了智慧超群外，费曼还拥有超凡的个人魅力，他以不可思议的妙笔，将高深莫测的知识化作通俗易懂的语言，把知识宝库传授给大众。当他69岁去世时，一颗巨星真的陨落了。在他死后不久，有人在他的遗物中发现了一封情书，收件人是他的爱妻艾琳。情书写于1946年10月，16个月前，艾琳死于结核病。费曼的女儿米歇尔如此描述这封特别的信：“信纸磨损很严重，比一般的信严重得多，显然他常常拿出来重读。”


  ——信件正文


  1946年10月17日


  亲爱的艾琳：


  我爱慕你，甜心。


  我知道你多么喜欢听我这样说，但我这么说并不只因为你喜欢，而是因为写这句话给你让我内心非常温暖。


  自从上次给你写信，竟已过去这么久，快两年了。但我知道你会原谅我，因为你了解我这个人，固执而现实，而且我觉得写信没有意义。


  但我现在意识到，我的爱妻，我早就应该给你写封信，只是迟迟没有提笔。以前我常给你写信。我想告诉你，我爱你，我想要爱你，我会永远爱你。


  我发现自己很难想明白，在你死后再继续爱你有何意义。但我仍想安慰你、照顾你，也想要你爱我、关心我。我想和你一起讨论问题，一起做些小小的项目。直到现在，我才想起我们能一起做这些事。我们能做些什么呢？


  我们一起学做衣服，学中文，或是买个电影放映机。我现在不能做些什么吗？不能。没有你，我孤独一人。你向来是出主意的人，主导着我们所有疯狂的冒险。


  你生病时总担心，怕无法给我你想给的东西，你觉得我需要的东西。不必担心。就像我当时对你说的，我没有任何实质的需求，因为我爱你，爱你的方方面面。如今这种感觉更加真实，你什么都给不了我，可我依然如此爱你。你站在我面前，阻挡我去爱其他人，可我希望你站在那儿。你虽已过世，却比任何在世的人更加美好。


  我知道你会说我傻，会希望我过得幸福美满，不想阻挡我。我敢打赌，你会惊讶两年来我连一个女友都没有（除了你，甜心）。但是亲爱的，这事你无能为力，我也一样。不知为何，我见了许多女孩，不乏非常好的，我也不想一个人过活，可见了两三面后，我便视她们如尘埃。唯有你留在我身边。你是真实的。


  我的爱妻，我深深地爱慕着你。


  我爱我的妻子，我的妻子走了。


  理查德


  另：请原谅我没寄出这封信，我不知道你的新地址啊。


  ——信件16

  我的天使，我的爱人


  埃米莉·布拉谢尔致雷米·奥奇力克


  2012年


  雷米·奥奇力克在1983年出生于法国。从小时候起，他就认定摄影会是他一生的热爱。身为一名战地记者，他因2004年海地内战的报道一举成名，而7年后“阿拉伯之春”的实地报道更是助他赢得了多个大奖。可他察觉自己的人身安全正因一次次任务受到越来越大的威胁。悲剧发生在2012年，当他正辗转叙利亚各地报道叙利亚内战时，一枚火箭弹击中了他的藏身之地。在他殉职不久后，他心碎的女友埃米莉给他写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  奥奇力克：


  我从未感觉落笔是如此艰难，所有词典都派不上用场。我听到你在耳边叫我：“布拉谢尔小甜心。”所以我改了主意，决定将我爱你的种种一一列出。


  我的天使，我的爱人：


  我爱你一条条列出心愿清单时的样子。你想要一辆哈雷摩托、一套阁楼公寓、一台2.2万欧元的钛合金徕卡相机。你还会对我说：“啊？你不是在《巴黎竞赛》工作吗？”


  我爱你叫我布拉谢尔或布拉舍鲁妮特的时候，或是有事想问我的时候。


  我爱你想找个国家与我过二人世界的想法，我们能每年一起去那儿拍摄。


  我爱听你谈论艺术、绘画和文学，对此我一窍不通，你教会了我许多。


  我爱你隐身于片场的技能，你沉入阴影，让镜头中的人忘记你，以便拍出更好的照片。


  我爱看你每天清晨浏览照片网站，听你说：“布拉谢尔，瞧瞧他们都在做什么，我真受不了。”


  我爱你拍摄的《爱在草地上》，独属于我俩的纪录片。我们像少男少女一样蜷在毯子里看这部片，中间还夹着我们的猫咪。你说了好几遍：“这事最好别说出去。”


  我爱看你每天早晨为我做咖啡。八个月后，你做的咖啡真的可圈可点！


  我爱听你说你想要两个孩子，一个男孩和一个女孩。


  我更爱你在朋友面前跟我叨唠孩子的事：“你瞧蒂比、玛特和弗蕾德，她们的女儿多酷，而且她们又怀宝宝了！”


  我爱你决定涉足险境时的果断，当你决定去利比亚、尼日利亚、缅甸、叙利亚和图勒时，每次考虑都没超过五分钟。


  我爱听你说：“布拉谢尔，你让我变幼稚了，我越来越像你了。”


  我爱当我夸你是世界第一摄影师时，你说“那是你偏爱”时的样子。


  我爱当听见我说我为你疯狂时，你脸红的样子。


  我爱我们共同生活的日常，爱我们一同熬夜看《嗜血判官》的夜晚，只要在你身边，我嘴角的笑就怎么也收不住。


  我爱看你在夜晚摘下隐形眼镜，换上厚厚的框架眼镜。我会叫你“哈利·波特”，你讨厌这个称呼，便会直呼其名叫我“埃米莉”。


  我爱听你对我说你一点也不想我。


  我爱听你说你嫉妒埃里克，嫉妒伊万，嫉妒皮埃尔，嫉妒所有人，甚至嫉妒我的猫玛塞勒。


  我爱在我外出工作时，你绑走玛塞勒的行径。你把它带回家，让它熟悉你的猫，这样我们就能生活在一起，做快乐的一家人。


  我爱你害怕去见我母亲时的样子。


  我爱你带我去翁弗勒尔的那一天，我们停在公路边，啃了一条玛氏巧克力棒，喝了一罐可乐。


  我爱听你对我说：“布拉谢尔，我不好看不讨喜，是爱情蒙蔽了你的双眼。”


  我爱你把牙刷落在我家的那一回。我给你的牙刷拍了照，展示给我的闺蜜们看，我差点把这张照片发到脸书上。


  我爱你骑着小摩托路遇红灯时触碰我腿的小动作。


  我爱在早晨与你紧紧相拥，也爱在晚上再次被你拉入怀抱，仿佛我们分离了好几个月。


  我爱看你在窗边吸烟，你太性感了，可正如你所说，这是我偏爱。


  我爱在醒来时，听到你对自己最好的兄弟朱利安说：“瞧外头，松鼠妈妈在那儿！”


  我爱当初听你说：“朱利安是我的妻子，你是我的情人。”抱歉，朱利安，两个月后我俩的身份对调了。


  我爱你羞涩的微笑，爱你大笑的模样，爱你温柔如水、细腻体贴，爱你少年气满满的柔情蜜意。


  我爱你每隔五分钟发一次的求婚短信，还配有表情图标什么的。我们曾相约要去拉斯维加斯结婚。


  我爱你去给玛塞勒喂食时在我的笔记本里留下的情书。


  我爱你的勇气、你的赞美和你的严厉。我十分为你骄傲，我的天使。我敬佩你作为一个记者，也敬佩你作为一个男人。你的形象是如此伟岸。


  我爱听你说：“布拉谢尔，我们的一生就在前方。”


  我爱听你在我心情低落时安慰我说，一切都会好起来。真希望今日也能听见你这么说。


  我非常爱2月10日那个周五，最后一次相见时，你告诉我我让你很开心。


  我能继续向前，我愿用一生来扩充这张爱之列表。奥奇力克，我爱你。希望在天堂中的你明白，在你身边我不仅仅是开心，而且是如盛放的鲜花般生机勃勃。与你在一起，生活充满爱意，如此甜蜜，令人心潮澎湃。我们共处的时光如魔法般不可思议，我们得抵挡职业、热情和业余爱好对时间的侵占，腾出空闲营造无比快乐的二人世界。


  我们做好了面对一切的准备，唯独没考虑最糟糕的情况。奥奇力克，我不知道没有你我该怎么走下去。在罗马时，你对我说：“爱情是个弱点。”你错了，今天我感受到的是坚强。圣诞节时，你送了我一个笔记本，对我说：“写下我们生活中的故事，读给孩子们听。”我保证，我会讲述我们时常幻想的生活，同时也是我正准备为你我二人而过的生活。


  奥奇力克，不知道你有没有想我。我好想你，想得都快疯了。


  但我知道你就在这儿，在我心里，在我身边，在大家身边。今日咱俩的名字拼成的昵称——布拉谢力克，拥有了意义。


  我的爱，终有一日我会与你重逢，但不是现在。你不愿看到我放弃，看到我任生命消逝。所以我擦干眼泪，一遍又一遍地看你最爱的电影，那些能让你开心的电影，比如《雨中曲》。


  我知道你宁愿看到我们喝酒抽烟一整夜来为你悼念，别担心，会如你所愿的，夜晚还没结束。


  我的天使，代我给卢卡一个吻，照顾好自己，守护好我们。


  埃米莉·布拉谢尔


  我保证，我会讲述我们时常幻想的生活。


  ——埃米莉·布拉谢尔


  ——信件17

  我们面临一个难题


  米尔德丽德·洛文、理查德·洛文致美国公民自由联盟


  1963年6月20日


  1958年，米尔德丽德·洛文和理查德·洛文，一对来自弗吉尼亚州的异族夫妇在华盛顿特区登记结婚。五周后，两人在弗吉尼亚州的家中被捕，罪名为违反该州1924年颁布的《种族完整法》。两人没有离婚，而是一同搬去了跨种族婚姻合法的华盛顿特区，可没过多久他们就想家了。1963年6月，米尔德丽德给司法部长罗伯特·F.肯尼迪写信求助，肯尼迪建议夫妻俩给美国公民自由联盟写信。这引发了一起诉讼以及1967年里程碑式的“洛文夫妇诉弗吉尼亚州”案决议。美国最高法院受理该案后一致认定，禁止异族通婚违反联邦宪法，禁止跨种族婚姻的法律条款应当被废除。


  ——信件正文


  尼尔街1151号


  华盛顿特区东北部


  1963年6月20日


  敬启：


  我们面临一个难题，冒昧给您写信。


  5年前，我与丈夫在华盛顿特区结婚，随后回到弗吉尼亚州生活。我丈夫是白人，我是黑人和印第安人混血。


  那时我们不知弗州法律禁止跨种族婚姻。


  因此我们遭到拘捕，在鲍林格林的一个小镇接受审讯。


  随后我们离开弗州，另寻家园。


  难题在于我们无法看望家人。法官说若我们在此后30年内踏足弗州，就必须入狱1年。


  我们心知不能住在那儿，但希望能隔三差五回去看望亲朋好友。


  我们有3个孩子，负担不起律师费。


  我们给司法部长写了信，他建议我们与您联系寻求建议。


  恳请您能帮助我们，希望尽快得知您的回应。


  洛文夫妇敬上


  ——信件18

  如同饿狼看见肉


  阿迪·布朗致丽贝卡·普赖默斯


  1861年5月24日


  1994年，一沓跨度长达一年的信件重见天日，揭示出一段与众不同的恋情，引发众学者热议。写信者是阿迪·布朗，一位出生于1841年的女子，自幼失去双亲，在父亲过世后被费城的姨妈收养长大，从未接受过正式教育，长大后一直靠做女佣为生。收件人是丽贝卡·普赖默斯，不同于阿迪，她出生在康涅狄格州一个富裕的中产家庭，是四个孩子中的长女，职业是备受尊敬的教师。两人的人生在诸多方面大相径庭，不过丽贝卡同阿迪一样，也是有色人种女性。两人如何相识不得而知，也无从知晓丽贝卡如何回应阿迪接连不断的炙热示爱。阿迪读写能力不强，她写信的用语时而让人摸不着头脑，但言语背后的情感绝不可能有假。


  ——信件正文


  纽约，1861年5月24日


  亲爱的丽贝卡：


  见到你温暖的信，我就如同饿狼看见肉，我都数不清我将这信反复读了多少遍。今天傍晚，我在离开后第一次打开泪匣子。哦，亲爱的丽贝卡，没人懂你好友的心。我生怕家里人讨厌我，他们说我太善变了。


  我会尽力做个讨人喜欢的女孩，可当你远在天边，我如何做得到？每时每刻我都在想你。


  亲爱的丽贝卡，若拥有鸽子的力量，我会迅速飞向爱人的怀抱。


  亲爱的丽贝卡，母亲在家有一大堆活要干，我很高兴，因为必须要干活，忙起来就没空胡思乱想了。丽贝卡，李先生最近很关照我，向我示好，可我对他表现得和对常人一样，他不理解我的想法，你怎么看？我喜欢当他是朋友，仅此而已。可亲爱的丽贝卡，倘若遇到良机，我会抓住，因为我累了，不想在这个不友善的世界上继续漂泊了。亲爱的丽贝卡，说了那么多，别忘了我说过的对婚姻的看法，更别提我接下来打算写的了。我的知心朋友，从李先生的所作所为看，我相信他真的爱我，可我无法回报他的爱。他问我有没有想过再去哈特福德定居，我说不知道，他说他觉得他会去的。


  丽贝卡，你怎么看我的旧情人周日在教堂礼拜完后和我一同回家，待了一上午……这让我心里有一点点乱。别笑话我，亲爱的。母亲让两位先生寄宿在家里，有一位似乎对我有意，母亲和塞利娜都和他说他没机会。亲爱的丽贝卡，母亲说她觉得我对她不亲。她的确对我很和善，但不知以后会不会一直这样。你也这么说过我的爱。我会尽力控制好自己多变的性情，不过要留由你评判。


  丽贝卡，你觉得诺特太太死了后会去哪儿？因为我觉得她已经……不在了。请原谅我这么说，可这是真的，她还活着时就知道了。她只给了我一件衬衫，我坚持要留着，可她想扔掉，现在这衬衫还在我这儿。所以我确信了一件事，丽贝卡，我永远不要和诺特太太共处一个屋檐下，因为我觉得她这种女人不好相处，甚至让我觉得讨厌。


  亲爱的丽贝卡，丧亲之痛正笼罩整个家，母亲唯一的朋友死了。那人就像她的父亲，每当她遇到麻烦时都会站在她身边，母亲一有什么需求，就会去且只会去找这个人。他对这个家来说是一位亲密的朋友。丽贝卡，看到他的遗孀太揪心了。我最后一次见他是在周日，他看起来身体很健康，精神也很好。周一上午，有人叫母亲去看他，说他快窒息而死了，抢救了一阵子后，他似乎好了些。母亲下午两点回家，以为他的情况已经好转。晚上母亲又过去，看到他好多了，就在深夜一点回家了。还没等母亲起床，他已奄奄一息，然后就去世了。天哪，丽贝卡，太突然了，我们都很担心斯科特太太还能活多久，她年纪那么大，很快就要到头了……这就是家里的事。丽贝卡，我得结束这封长信了，因为你可能觉得没啥意思。好希望能用这纸笔换来爱人身边的一个座位。丽贝卡，这有可能，而且一定有可能。离别到底要多久，只有上帝知道，我因你而心碎，只为你。向你道晚安。


  爱你的


  阿迪


  另：将我的爱传达给你亲爱的母亲和其他家人，也传达给埃姆姨妈和其他所有朋友。


  ——信件19

  你光辉灿烂


  罗伯特·舒曼致克拉拉·维克


  1838年


  德国著名作曲家兼钢琴家罗伯特·舒曼在佛列德·维克门下学习钢琴时，与老师的女儿——钢琴神童克拉拉·维克一见钟情。克拉拉的父亲百般阻挠两人的恋情，拒绝把女儿嫁给一个“身无分文的作曲家”。舒曼没有气馁，诉诸法律，在法庭上拉锯许久后，终于赢得了迎娶克拉拉的权利。两人在1840年结为夫妻。罗伯特在1856年去世，40年后克拉拉过世。两人共养育了8个孩子，互通了不计其数的暖心信件，有这些爱意满满的信件佐证，两人为了结婚能抗争许久也就不足为奇了。


  ——信件正文


  1838年


  克拉拉：


  收到你近来的信件，平安夜之后寄来的那些，我开心得不得了！我想用所有亲昵的称呼来叫你，可没寻得哪个词比简简单单的“亲爱的”更为可爱，不过说这个词要用一种特别的方式。亲爱的，一想到你属于我，我便喜极而泣，常常自我怀疑是否配得上你。


  有人认为，如果各种事都在一天内一股脑冒出来，那没有哪个男人的心脏和大脑能够承受。这成千上万的想法、愿望、悲伤、快乐和希望从何而来？一天又一天，日子在继续，可昨日和前日的我是多么无忧无虑！你的信件闪耀出一个如此高贵的灵魂，如此虔诚，蕴含如此充盈的爱！


  我的克拉拉，为了得到你的爱，没有什么我不会去做！过去的骑士境况好些，他们能穿越火海、屠杀巨龙以赢得自己的妻子，可如今的我们只能以更庸常的方式自我满足，比如少抽点雪茄，或诸如此类。不过，毕竟我们可以爱，无论是和骑士还是非骑士。所以说，还是那句话，只有时间会流转变化，男人的心不会……


  你无法想象你的信给了我多大的鼓舞和力量……你光辉灿烂，你为我骄傲，而我有更多的理由为你骄傲。我呢，心意已决，要从你脸上解读出你所有的愿望。这样你嘴上虽不会说，但心里会想，罗伯特真是个好男人，他全然属于你，他对你的爱无以言喻。


  在幸福的未来，一定有理由让你这么想。我依然能看见你昨晚戴着小帽子的样子，能听见你叫我的那一声。克拉拉，除了那声呼唤，你说的话我都没听见。你还记得吗？


  可我还看见了你的许多套令我难以忘怀的装扮。你曾有一次身穿黑色长裙，和埃米莉亚·利斯特一起去剧院，那是在我俩分离期间。我知道你不会忘，那段记忆在我脑中依然鲜活。另一次，你撑着伞在托马斯加申漫步，忙不迭地躲我。还有一次，你在一场音乐会后戴上帽子，我俩眼神交汇，你的眼中盈满从未改变的爱。


  我回想从认识你起见过的各种模样的你。我看你的次数不多，但你依然迷得我魂牵梦萦。啊，再多赞颂也配不上你和你对我的爱，我真的不值得你如此爱我。


  罗伯特


  ——信件20

  我爱你爱到无法自拔


  詹姆斯·斯凯勒致约翰·巴顿


  1956年春


  1923年，詹姆斯·斯凯勒出生于芝加哥，在动荡不定的养育环境中长大。父母早年离异，他的童年大多与母亲和继父辗转各地寻找安居之所。青年时期，他曾短暂效力美国海军，后来因首次精神崩溃入住纽约精神病院，随后又发了无数次病。在人生历程中，他一直在写诗。1981年，57岁之际，他的诗集《诗歌之晨》荣获普利策诗歌奖。20世纪50年代，斯凯勒遇见了画家约翰·巴顿，两人经常互通信件。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的约翰：


  我说不上来为何今日要向你坦白（但我依然要挑明）。我爱你爱到无法自拔，这份爱由来已久，起始自弗兰克带我去你公寓的第一天。我环视你独具匠心的画作，忽然间，你带给我的一切感受化作了一颗钻石、一朵玫瑰或别的什么——总之我一边听弗兰克演奏普朗克的乐曲，一边迈步上下走动，感觉自己就像那只丑小鸭，忽然在这一天发现自己原来是白天鹅。


  然后你回来了，那时我感觉自己无法再次注视你或看向你，只能咯咯傻笑，哼哼唧唧，身子一抽一抽。不过从那时起，我看过你好多好多次，世上再没有一个人让我渴望注视，渴望得到。


  我这人似乎太善良了，不争不抢，这点最让我恨之入骨。我想不通自己为何生下来就是个傻瓜，而不是个收买路钱的强盗贵族。


  所以我打算下楼放把火烧了57号大道，免得你受冻。


  这是一派胡言。我爱与你相爱的状态，这让一切不快都显得微如秋毫，即使有时我无比渴望全身心投入科学，不再受之烦扰。


  献上我全心全意的爱，


  吉米


  我爱与你相爱的状态，这让一切不快都显得微如秋毫。


  ——詹姆斯·斯凯勒


  ——信件21

  到晚霞中寻找我


  埃米致萨姆纳


  日期不详


  马萨诸塞州的奥本山公墓开业于1831年，共有九万多人长眠于这个风景优美、蔓草丛生的公园，其中有块墓碑上刻着一封信，由一位女子写给她仍然在世的爱人。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的萨姆纳：


  非常抱歉我得先走一步，我的时候到了。我们两人中，你总是更强大的那一个。在风雨晦暝、波涛汹涌的大海上，我无法像你为我那样为你掌舵。在我去往另一个世界的时日，你一定能过得很好。


  我离开了人生舞台，但永远不会离开你，我置身于上千个永远属于我们的地方。到晚霞中寻找我，那晚霞将无垠的日光与西方天空亮粉色的云团结为连理。这些是我的晚霞，不是你的。亲爱的萨姆纳，好好活下去，心怀依然要给出去的每一丝爱意，不要质疑依然在你怦怦跳动的温暖胸膛中飘浮着的渴望。


  一个人寂寞了的话，来找我就好。我就在晚霞中，你侧耳倾听，我会轻声耳语，道上祝愿。


  你永远的爱人，


  埃米


  ——信件22

  烂透了的提议


  伊夫林·沃致劳拉·赫伯特


  1936年春


  《旧地重游》的作者伊夫林·沃出生于1903年的伦敦。1928年6月，在备受赞誉的处女作《衰落与瓦解》出版3个月前，没多少积蓄的他迎娶了第一任妻子，原因主要是女方父亲的百般纠缠。结婚不到一年，伊夫林就提交了离婚申请。几年后，1936年春日，在不耐烦地等待第一段婚姻正式解除时，伊夫林给准前妻19岁的表妹劳拉写了一封信，自封为“烂透了的提议”。这一挖心掏肺而不失幽默的求婚方式得到了回应：伊夫林和劳拉次年结婚，一直相伴到30年后伊夫林去世，两人一共养育了7个孩子。


  ——信件正文


  布里奇沃特地产公司


  埃尔斯米尔


  萨洛普郡


  甜心：


  昨夜又一封信，荣幸之至。


  我先猜猜当你一个人在皮克斯敦时会做些什么，你可能会想想我这个人，思考能否接受嫁给我这一问题。当然你不必立刻决定，但你要多想想。我不能站在自己的立场给你建议，因为这提议对你来说很唐突，但对我来说很美妙。我这人性格焦躁，情绪多变，不喜与人打交道，还是个懒汉，有收入没积蓄，如果病了就得连累你也挨饿。事实上，这真的是个烂透了的提议。不过我能改，我能严格控制饮酒量，而且我敢为自己的忠诚打包票。除此之外，下一次的经济危机可能让情况更为萧条，这种情况下，你若是嫁了一位有大房子的贵族可能就会挨饿，但我头脑聪明，总能找到挣钱维生的法子。尽管你要与一个糟老头子相依为命，但我没什么顽固的陋习。你不会受限于任何地点和群体。我没什么在世的亲戚，除了一个了解甚少的兄弟，所以你不会卷入一个大家族以及成员间的明争暗斗，也不用面对讨人厌的嫂子或姨妈对你颐指气使，横加干涉，这种事世上可不少见。所有这些，在我糟糕的性格面前不过是微不足道的优势。我一直尝试对你好，也许你也留下了我是个好人的印象，但没这回事，我的好只对你，只为你。我这人嫉妒心重，没有耐心，但也没必要把我的缺点全部列出来。你是个有判断力的姑娘，一定早已看透了我，甚至许多连我自己都不知道的缺点也逃不过你的眼睛。但我要指出一点，你嫁给大多数人，都相当于嫁给了一大堆事物和一大群人，不过呢，如果你嫁给我，那就不会涉及别的人或事，这既有好处也有坏处。我与外界唯一算得上的联系就是工作，这意味着要么我们得一年分开好几个月，要么你得与我一同待在一些无亲无故的地方。不过除此之外，我们可以爱做什么就做什么，爱去哪儿就去哪儿。如果你嫁给了一个士兵、一个股票经纪人、一个议会成员或一个养猎狐犬的人，你都会受到更多牵绊。


  当我告诉朋友我爱上了一个19岁的女孩，他们无不大惊失色，念叨着“可怜的孩子”。但我并不把你看成小女孩，尽管你年轻貌美，同时我觉得，说什么你还难以做出押上终生幸福的决定是在和稀泥。不过，你的决定或答复也许都没有意义，因为我可能永远无法摆脱你姐。最重要的是，亲爱的，不要心烦意乱，就让这事在你的小脑瓜里翻篇吧。


  小甜心，八天后我能和你重逢，除此之外我别无他想。


  爱你至深，


  伊夫林


  ——信件23

  我知晓了何为爱


  安塞尔·亚当斯致锡德里克·赖特


  1937年6月10日


  安塞尔·亚当斯在1902年出生于加利福尼亚州，他自幼沉迷自然风光，常常花大量时间探索脚下这片广袤的土地。不过直到12岁得到第一台相机后，他才发现了自己的热情所在，种子即刻被埋下，日后将送他登上世界著名风景摄影师的星光之巅。遗憾的是，1936年，由于持续不断的高负荷工作和摇摇欲坠的婚姻，亚当斯患上了神经衰弱。住院一阵子后，他迫切地想逃离，坚持一定要和家人回到那个能让他获得内心安宁的地方——加州的约塞米蒂。几个月后，他恢复健康，给自己最好的朋友兼导师锡德里克·赖特写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  约塞米蒂国家公园


  1937年6月10日


  亲爱的锡德里克：


  今天发生了一件怪事，我看见一片硕大的雷雨云缓缓下沉，笼罩半圆丘。它是如此之大，如此清透，如此明亮，让我看清了飘摇于内心的许多东西，关于那些被爱着的人，关于真正的朋友。


  平生第一次，我知晓了何为爱，何为朋友，何为真正的艺术。


  爱是对一种生活方式的追寻，这种生活方式单凭一己之力无法寻得。爱是一切精神与物质存在的回响。孩童不仅仅是血肉，还可能凝聚了见解、想法和感情。被爱之人的人格由不计其数的镜子构成，这些镜子彼此反射，照亮了你内心的全部力量、想法与情感，又聚焦出另一道光从中闪耀而出。没有任何言行能涵盖其真意。


  友情是另一种形式的爱，也许更为被动，但满满的都是对事物的传达与接受，比如雷雨云，比如青草，比如花岗岩纯净而真实的存在。


  艺术既是爱又是友情，还包含理解。艺术是给予的渴望，与慈善不同，重点不在于给予的东西，而在于给予这个动作本身包含的善意。艺术是接受与给予之美，是将精神意识的内褶化作光芒。艺术是在另一个层次的世界真实中玩乐，关于地球和人类，关于所有事物内在联系的悲剧而绝妙的真实。


  希望这片雷雨云飘到太浩湖上，在你上空悠悠落下。我想没有比这更好的祝愿了。


  安塞尔


  爱是对一种生活方式的追寻，这种生活方式单凭一己之力无法寻得。爱是一切精神与物质存在的回响。


  ——安塞尔·亚当斯


  ——信件24

  我在截去你


  弗里达·卡洛致迭戈·里维拉


  1953年


  1927年，弗里达·卡洛与迭戈·里维拉初次相遇。两人同为画家，里维拉比弗里达年长21岁，相识不久后成了她的丈夫兼导师。弗里达的人生历程十分艰辛。她小时候因小儿麻痹症卧病在床，年轻时又遭遇了严重的交通事故，留下了伴随一生的后遗症。不过幸亏满怀对艺术的热爱，弗里达熬过了难关。成年后，她在艺术事业上风生水起，成为享誉国际的画家，里维拉也同样声名显赫。两人的婚姻因狂放不羁和不可预料而闻名于世。1953年，弗里达去世前一年，她的一条腿因坏死而被截掉。在进手术室前，她给里维拉写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  墨西哥


  1953年


  亲爱的迭戈先生：


  在进入手术室之前，我在病房里写下这封信。他们催促我快点，但我坚持要先写完，因为不想留下任何未完成的事，尤其是当我知道他们将要做什么。他们要切掉我的一条腿，挫伤我的自尊。当得知必须要截肢时，我并未像众人所想的那样无法接受。没有。失去你时，我已是个身负重伤的女人，随后又被伤了无数次，但我依然活着。


  我不怕痛，你知道的，这几乎是我与生俱来的能力。但说实话，我痛苦过，痛苦得无以复加。那就是每当你欺骗我的时候，你欺骗我的每一次，不只是和我妹妹，还和其他许多女人。她们怎会任凭你戏弄？你坚信我发火是因为克里斯蒂娜，但今天我告诉你，不是因为她，是因为我和你，主要原因在我。因为我从来不知道你在关注什么、追寻什么，不明白她们究竟给了你什么我给不了的东西。我们不要再自欺欺人了，迭戈，我已经给了你力所能及的一切，这点我俩都心知肚明。可你这个造孽的王八蛋为什么能诱骗那么多的女人？


  我写这封信只会谈及彼此早已指责过的事，不会给你另添罪名，毕竟还有更多浑蛋活在这世上。我写信是为了告诉你，我的一条腿要截了（该死的，该来的终究还是来了）。我曾跟你说，长久以来，我一直认为自己是不完整的，但为什么这件事要让所有人都知道？我将要一分为二这件事很快会为世人所知，为你所知……正因如此，我才要赶在小道消息之前告诉你。原谅我无法亲自上门告知，考虑下我的病情，我不能离开病房，甚至不能用洗手间。得到你或其他人的怜悯并非我的本意，我也不想让你内疚。我写下这封信是为了告诉你，我在释放你，我在截去你。快乐地过日子，不要再来找我。我不想再收到你的消息，也不想你收到我的消息。若要说有什么事能让我在死前享受一把，那就是再也不用看到你这张不堪入目的臭脸在我的花园里晃荡。


  言尽于此，我可以心平气和地去截肢了。


  一位曾燃尽灵魂疯狂爱你的人向你道别，


  你的弗里达


  ——信件25

  远离你我什么也不是


  莱斯特·哈尔布赖希致雪莉·哈尔布赖希


  1944年8月


  莱斯特·哈尔布赖希和雪莉·舍勒在1941年相识于纽约州卡茨基尔的史蒂芬西耶酒店，莱斯特是服务生，负责雪莉以及同她一起度假的一家人所坐的餐位。4个月后的12月24日，两人步入婚姻殿堂。但就在此时，由于日本军队袭击珍珠港，哈尔布赖希夫妇和其他无数人的生活偏离了预定的轨道。此次袭击迫使美国卷入第二次世界大战，莱斯特被征入海军部队。在服役的18个月期间，他和雪莉近乎每天都在写信，在退伍回家前，两人互通了近600封信件，大多数被他们的女儿整理出版。1944年8月，一个周日的夜晚，浓烈的思念之情远超往日，莱斯特在信纸上倾诉衷肠。


  ——信件正文


  1944年8月


  我亲爱的妻子：


  宝贝，同屋的战友还在看书，我打算坐起来几分钟给你写封信，告诉你我有多爱你，告诉你你对我有多么重要。


  我知道，这些话我已经对你说过上千遍，但说上万遍也不为过。我爱你，宝贝，全心全意，毫无保留。在打下这些字时，你的照片就放在我眼前，我内心最深处的激情向着你喷薄而出。你不在身边，这份无法当面获得回应的爱能要了我的命。


  每时每刻，思念无处不在。我试图填补内心的空洞，玩西洋跳棋、打保龄球、看电影、和战友喝酒、哈哈大笑、耍耍孩子气（尽我所能），可每回迎来的只有更大的空虚，唯有将你紧紧拥在怀中的感觉能将之填满。我想念你吻我时嘴唇的温暖，想念与你依偎的每一种方式。没有你，孤独渗透了我的骨髓……不过我也很开心，因为知道你的思念不亚于我，因为心怀重逢的期待。


  哦，宝贝，彼此相爱是多么幸运。每一天（或几乎每一天），我都会见到彼此不相爱的夫妻，生活对他们而言还有什么盼头？什么都没有。但有你，我的甜心宝贝在，生活就充满一切可能。为何？因为与你重逢的期待就令一切都变得值得。


  我不会为激情的渴望而道歉。我现在激情澎湃，若你在我身边，我会狠狠地爱你（因为世上的女人我只爱你一个，你也只爱我一人）。从早到晚，一坐下我脑海中就全是你。今晚我给你打过电话，但一直没接通，所以我坐了下来，借助打字机尽力将自己发送给你。


  我的生命，我生活的动力，短时间内我不会再写这样的信，但这一次，我要无拘无束地向你倾吐爱意。


  我爱你，你是我“存在的理由”。没有你，生活毫无意义；有了你，它便是一首神来之笔的十四行诗，一颗打磨精良的宝石，一首天籁般的交响乐。或用粗鄙的话来讲，在遇见你前我就像行尸走肉。生活仅当与你在一起时才值得，远离你我什么也不是。在最近这个月，这点真是彰显无遗。


  我还能洋洋洒洒继续往下写，真的，亲爱的，我很想这么做。坐在这儿，看着你的照片，品味你美妙的灵魂和身体，陶醉在我爱你你也爱我的思绪之中。可即使我想你想得入神，三个同屋战友的想法也得尊重，他们想睡觉了。所以说，晚安，我的至爱，睡个好觉，记得想我，每晚睡觉前都得想我，就像我想你一样。


  爱你，


  莱斯特


  ——信件26

  一千个吻，炽热如我的灵魂


  拿破仑·波拿巴致约瑟芬·博阿尔内


  1796年7月19日


  拿破仑·波拿巴在1769年出生于科西嘉岛，他既是人类历史上所向披靡的军事领袖，也是无出其右的谋略家。他平步青云，1804年率领法军进军埃及和叙利亚，加冕为法国皇帝，次年又成了意大利国王。1795年，刚刚开始攀登权力阶梯的拿破仑邂逅了约瑟芬·博阿尔内，爱上了她，并在几个月后向她求婚。1796年3月，婚礼过后才48小时，拿破仑就与妻子道别，指挥法军踏上征途。拿破仑热衷于写信，就算深陷困境，他也想方设法给妻子寄去了不计其数的情书，还常常在没收到妻子信件时急不可耐，心如死灰，比如1796年7月19日这一天。


  ——信件正文


  马尔米罗洛，1796年7月19日


  我已经两天没有收到你的来信了。这至少是我今天第十三次审视自身，你会觉得这无比乏味，可你不能质疑我心中被你激起的柔情和绝无仅有的焦虑。


  昨天我们进攻了曼图亚。一开始我们上了两列夹杂着燃烧弹的排炮，还上了迫击炮。一整夜，悲惨的城市陷入一片火海，那景象既触目惊心，又宏伟壮观。一部分外层营垒已经搭建完毕，今晚要挖第一道平行堑壕。明天我会率领全体参谋人员前往卡斯蒂廖内，但愿晚上能在那儿歇息。一位从巴黎来的信使到了，我有两封给你的信，信我都通读过。尽管写信这事在我看来再自然不过，前些天你也同意我这样做，可我还是怕你会觉得烦，这对我来说可就苦恼了。我应该把那两封信再密封一次——呸！那样就过头了。若你想指责我，我请求你的原谅。我发誓，这不是猜忌心作祟，绝对不是。我在信这事上对爱人期待过高，希望你允许我阅读你的所有来信，这样懊悔和忧惧就都不会有了。


  阿希尔刚骑驿马从米兰赶到，我的爱人没有来信！永别了，我唯一的快乐。你何时愿意与我同在？我会亲自去米兰把你接来。


  一千个吻，炽热如我的灵魂，贞洁如你。


  我召见了信使，他告诉我他到过你的住处，你说没有事要指派他。呸！你个顽皮淘气不听话、暴虐专横又惹人爱的小坏蛋。你嘲笑我的威胁，调侃我的痴情。啊，你心知肚明，如果能把你关进心房，我会把你囚禁到老！


  告诉我你开心快乐、身体健康且一往情深。


  波拿巴


  啊，你心知肚明，如果能把你关进心房，我会把你囚禁到老！


  ——拿破仑·波拿巴


  ——信件27

  亲爱的，祝你好运


  纳尔逊·曼德拉致温妮·曼德拉


  1969年6月23日


  在纳尔逊·曼德拉成为南非第一位黑人总统几十年前，在两人第一次对视一年后，纳尔逊·曼德拉迎娶了温妮·马迪基泽拉。两人相伴38年，大多是暗无天日的年月，无论从个人角度还是从政治角度。就在结为夫妻5年后，纳尔逊因大力推行反种族隔离运动在本国被判刑整整27年，其中18年被关在罗本岛上一间长2.5米、宽2米的狱室里，极少与外界接触。1969年，他在此地得知温妮也要被监禁16个月。在共同服刑期间，两人唯一的交流方式就是书信，其中一些还没能送到收件人手中，也不知以下这封由纳尔逊写于1969年6月的信有没有送达。


  ——信件正文


  1969年6月23日


  亲爱的：


  我在这儿的宝贝中有一样是你在1962年12月20日写给我的第一封信，那是在我被初次判罪不久后。在过去的六年半间，我将之读了一遍又一遍，信中流露的真情实感依然如第一日收到时那样金光闪闪，历久弥新。鉴于你的抱负、观念以及在当前思想战中的角色，我有预感你早晚会被捕，但回想自己的一路风霜，我又隐隐期待这个劫难能一拖再拖，让你有幸免受痛苦的牢狱之灾。因此，5月17日，正值终审前惊悸不安的准备阶段，忽然得知你被捕，我毫无心理准备，遍体生寒，孤独无依。因为你能在一定范围内自由活动对我来说意义重大。我期盼你的每一次探望，期盼由你凭借个人能力与一腔热忱号召起来的每一位亲朋好友，期盼愉快的生日和结婚纪念日，期盼你年年不落的圣诞贺卡，还期盼你克服万难筹集到的资金。这个噩耗更让人心碎的地方在于，你上一次来探望我是12月21日，我本盼着你上个月或这个月再次到来。我还在等着你回我4月2日的那封信，信里谈了你的病情，还提了些建议。


  得知你被捕后的一段时日，我的大脑似乎丧失了机能，停止了运作。这时我会本能地拿出你的信，就和过去每一回决心动摇、意志消沉或是想甩掉萦绕脑海许久的烦心事时一样：


  “大多数人没有意识到，如果你奉献一生追求的理想没有实现，那你的物理存在对我来说毫无意义。我发现没有什么比活在希望中更为绝妙。亲爱的，我们相伴的短暂一生，一直充满期许……在这忙碌而浓烈的几年间，我对你的爱意越来越深，胜过以往……没有任何事能比成为一个国家历史进程不可或缺的一部分更为难能可贵且意义非凡。”


  这封无与伦比的信中蕴藏着一颗颗璀璨的宝石。5月17日，熬过最初一阵子痛苦后，我再度感觉自己幸福到了极点。磨难总会来来去去，让受难者要么彻底崩溃，要么淬炼成钢，变得更为老到，能够更有力地面对下一波挑战。正是在当下，你必须牢记，希望是最有力的武器，世上无人能从你手中将之夺走，同时，的确没有任何事能比成为一个国家历史进程的重要参与者更为可贵。社会生活和思想中的永恒价值不可能由对一个民族的真实渴求漠不关心乃至站在其对立面的人创造。那些没有灵魂、没有民族自豪感、没有胜利信念的人不会感到屈辱或挫败，他们不能推动民族遗产的传承，无法受神圣的使命感感召，也不会有人站出来成为殉难者或民族英雄。一个新世界不会落入袖手旁观者之手，新世界的主人将是站在竞技场上，衣衫因风雨而破裂、身躯因斗争而负伤的勇士。荣耀属于那些即使前路黯淡无光，但仍未舍弃真理，依然不断尝试，且不因辱骂、蒙羞乃至战败而气馁的人。有史以来，人类向来尊崇勇敢而诚实的人，无论男女，就像你，亲爱的——一个普通女孩，出生自一个名不见经传的茅屋村庄，甚至在农民之中都是最卑微的出身。


  对你忠贞诚挚的爱让我只能言尽于此，因为这封信会经过很多人之手。有朝一日，等拥有了私人空间，我们便能尽情倾诉在过去八年间深埋于心底的爱意。


  过段时间，你会被起诉，还可能被定罪。我建议你一被起诉就去找妮基商量，想办法筹钱用于必要的学习、盥洗、圣诞节用品和其他个人开销。一旦被定罪，你就立刻叫她给你寄一些装在皮革相框里的照片。依我的经验，一张家人的照片可以说是狱中的一切，你一定要一入狱就带着。亲爱的，作为家人，你会收到我每个月的来信。我给泽尼和津齐写了封长信，由妮基转交，好让他们知晓情况，安下心来，但愿他们还收到了我早在2月4日写的那封信。上个月我给西杜莫和在比扎那的玛米写了信，这个月我打算给泰利和马什叔叔写信。在12月到4月期间，我还写信给了加托、马基、翁加、塞夫、吉布森、莉莉、德托和阿明娜，但都没回音。


  能够写下这封信要多谢奥康准将宽宏大量，若你想在拘留时回信，他一定会不遗余力地帮助你。如果你读到了这封信，请确认一下有没有收到我4月的来信。同时，我想告诉你，我每时每刻都在思念你。亲爱的，祝你好运。一百万个吻和一吨又一吨的爱。


  深爱着你，


  达理邦加[3]


  ——信件28

  我爱琼·卡特，非常爱


  约翰尼·卡什致琼·卡特


  1994年6月23日


  约翰尼·卡什和琼·卡特同为乡村歌手，两人邂逅于1956年的一场现场演唱会，尽管当时约翰尼已婚，火花仍在刹那间擦出。约翰尼多次向琼求婚未果，直到1968年3月1日，两人终于结为夫妻，那时距两人初次相遇已过去12年，而一周前约翰尼在一场音乐会的舞台上最后一次向琼求婚。此后两人一直在一起，直到35年后琼离世。1994年，在琼的65岁生日之际，约翰尼给她写了一封信。过了9年，琼离开人世，约翰尼写下了两段话。


  ——信件正文


  1994年6月23日


  丹麦，奥登塞


  公主，生日快乐：


  我们渐渐变老，早已习惯彼此。我们想法相近，心灵相通，无须询问便知对方想要什么。有时我们会惹恼对方，也许有些时候，我们将彼此的陪伴视作理所当然。


  可有时候，就像今天，我会在陷入沉思后醒悟，自己是多么幸运，竟得以与遇见的最了不起的女人共度一生。你依然令我着迷，给我灵感，让我变成更好的人。你是我永久的渴望，是我存在于尘世的至高理由。我深深地爱着你。


  生日快乐，我的公主。


  约翰尼


  * * *


  2003年7月11日


  午间


  我爱琼·卡特，非常爱。我真的很爱她。我爱琼·卡特，她也爱我。


  可现在她成了天使，而我还没有。她成了天使，我还没有。


  ——信件29

  一声撕心裂肺的长啸


  薇塔·萨克维尔·韦斯特致弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫


  1926年1月21日


  著名英国小说家薇塔·萨克维尔·韦斯特与哈罗德·尼科尔森的婚姻是开放式婚姻。20世纪20年代早期，薇塔展开了最为出名的一段恋情，对象是弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫。伍尔夫身为作家名扬四海，创作了《达洛维夫人》《奥兰多》等诸多经典，后者还从薇塔的生活中汲取了灵感。1926年1月，薇塔极不情愿地离开伦敦，去和时任波斯外交官的丈夫同住长达4个月。21日这天，在列车运行途中，薇塔给留在伦敦的伍尔夫写了一封长信。


  ——信件正文


  米兰


  1月21日


  弗吉尼亚，我的心缩得只剩下对你的思念。今夜噩梦般的无眠辰光，我本为你创作了一封言辞优美的信，可现在全记不起来了。我只是想你，像个凡人一样单纯而绝望地想你。你，下笔向来如有神助，绝不会写出如此粗浅的句子，也许你根本感受不到，但我还是相信你能感觉到一点点不同。你会把思念套在精美的辞藻里，以至于失了些许真实感，而我呢，就直白得多：我想你，远超乎自己的想象，我早已做好准备，要疯狂地思念你。所以这封信，其实是一声撕心裂肺的长啸。我没有想到，你对我已变得如此重要。我猜你早就听惯别人这么说了：去你的，你个被宠坏的家伙。我知道靠这样袒露心声没法让你更爱我，可是，亲爱的，在你面前我没法耍小聪明，没法故作冷淡。我太爱你了，爱得太深太真。你根本不知，对那些不爱的人，我表现得能有多冷淡。我已经把这修炼成了一门艺术，可你却摧毁了我的一切防备，而我竟一点都不讨厌。


  不过，言尽于此，不再叨唠你了。


  列车又启动了，颠簸得厉害。我得到车站才能继续写，所幸伦巴平原上有很多经停的车站。


  威尼斯。车站很多，不过东方快车都没有停，我也没去叫他们停。在威尼斯只停十分钟，时间很紧，只够写几句，甚至没空去买意大利邮票，只能到的里雅斯特再寄出。


  瑞士的瀑布全都冻成了冰帘，悬挂在岩石上，散发着彩虹的光辉，太美了。整个意大利都盖上了雪毯。


  我们要再次出发了，抵达的里雅斯特得明天早上，请原谅我写了这么一封胡言乱语的信。


  薇


  弗吉尼亚，我的心缩得只剩下对你的思念。


  ——薇塔·萨克维尔·韦斯特


  ——信件30

  我会永远陪伴你左右


  沙利文·巴卢致萨拉·巴卢


  1861年7月14日


  1861年，美国南北战争打响，32岁的律师沙利文·巴卢离开了相伴5年的妻子和两个儿子，加入联邦军任少校为国征战。那年7月14日，沙利文敏锐察觉到前方的征程凶险异常，便给妻子写了下面这封言辞优美的信，但没有寄出。信中用雄浑而深情的文字告知妻子自己即将面临的险境，也表达了自己对家庭和国家的深沉爱意。遗憾的是，写下这封信两周后，沙利文就在布尔朗的第一场战役中牺牲，连同其率领的93名士兵。旷日持久的南北战争打了4年，将近75万人丧命。有人在沙利文的遗物中发现这封信，交给了他的遗孀，原件随后遗失。我们所看到的手抄稿据推测由沙利文的一位亲属誊写，目前藏于亚伯拉罕·林肯总统图书馆。


  萨拉在丈夫牺牲时24岁，终身没有再婚。她在80岁时去世，与丈夫合葬在罗德岛州的普罗维登斯。


  ——信件正文


  司令部


  克拉克营地


  华盛顿特区


  1861年7月14日


  我最爱的妻子：


  任务十分紧急，我们得在数天内动身，也许就是明天。我觉得有必要给你写几句话，以免再没有机会给你写信。当你看到这封信时，我也许已经不在了。我们的行动可能要持续数日，气势如虹，但对我而言，可能要面临的是一场命悬一线的惨烈战役。“非我所愿，但这是上帝的意志。”若一定要为祖国战死沙场，我已有所觉悟。对于我所投身的事业，我没有疑虑，也不乏信心，没有丧失勇气，甚至不曾动摇。我明白，如今的美国文明仰赖政府的胜利，对于那些先前在改革中付出鲜血和努力的人，我们亏欠太多。我心甘情愿放弃此生一切欢欣，维护政府，偿还所欠。


  可我亲爱的妻子，我知道我放弃了自己的欢欣，也放弃了几乎你全部的欢欣，取而代之的是忧虑与悲伤。多年来我饱尝身为孤儿的痛苦滋味，而今却只能将这种痛苦留给我年幼的孩子。当目标之旗在空中沉稳而骄傲地飘扬，我对妻儿无限的爱与我对国家的爱陷入毫无意义的激战，这是否软弱，或者可耻？


  在这宁静的夏夜，我很难向你描述我的感受。两千名士兵在我身边熟睡，许多人也许在享受死前最后一次好觉。我怀疑死亡已带着它的夺命飞镖潜行到我身后，而我正与上帝、国家还有你谈心。如此押上所爱之人的幸福贸然涉险，我常常在心中细致地排查错误动机，可一个也没找到。对国家纯粹的爱，面对人民群众的誓言，以及对于荣耀那超越死亡恐惧的爱，都在召唤我，而我顺应了召唤。


  萨拉，我对你的爱永无止境，这爱如同结实的锁链将我缚住，唯有全能的上帝能将之破除。我对国家的爱如同一阵强劲的风，以不可抗拒之力把我连同锁链吹向战场。与你共度的快乐时光涌上心头，我极为感谢上帝，感谢你，让我曾享受许久如此欢乐的日子。要放弃这美好的生活太难受了，要将未来的希望燃成灰烬太痛苦了。如果上帝保佑，我们或许仍能相亲相爱，看着儿子长大成人，成长为受人敬重的男子汉。我知道不该向神明祈求太多，但我听见耳边有低语声，也许是小埃德加的祈祷随风飘来，叫我安然无恙地回到所爱之人身边。若我没有回来，亲爱的萨拉，绝不要忘记我有多爱你，当我在战场上只剩最后一口气，我会轻唤你的名字。


  原谅我犯下的许多过错与带给你的许多痛苦，有时我是那么没心没肺、没头没脑！若我的泪水能冲走你的每一点不快，并与世间所有不幸斗争，保护你与孩子免受伤害，那我会多么高兴！可我不能。我只能在灵界看着你，徘徊在你身边，而你则带着小宝贝与风暴搏斗，悲伤而坚忍地等待与我相见，再不分离。


  可是，萨拉啊！如果故去的人能回到人世，无声无息、无影无踪地飞绕在所爱之人身边，那我会永远陪伴你左右。无论是最明亮的白昼，还是最黑暗的夜晚，无论是最快乐的境遇，还是最悲伤的时刻，我都会永远，永远在你身边。当微风拂过你的面颊，那将是我的气息；当凉风撩起你的鬓角，那将是我路过的灵魂。萨拉，不要哀悼我死了，就当我离开了，等着我，我们终会重逢。


  至于我的小男孩，他们会像我一样长大，永远不知父亲的爱与关怀。


  小威利还太小，记不住我，不过蓝眼睛的埃德加可能会对幼年时与我玩闹有极其模糊的印象。


  萨拉，我心怀无限的信心，你定能以满腔母爱照顾好两个孩子，培养好他们的品格。告诉我的两位母亲，我会祈祷上帝保佑她们。


  哦！萨拉，我在那里等着你，带着我的孩子来找我。


  沙利文
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  Letters of Note was born in 2009 with the launch


  of lettersofnote.com, a website celebrating


  old-fashioned correspondence that has since


  been visited over 100 million times. The first


  Letters of Note volume was published in October


  2013, followed later that year by the first


  Letters Live, an event at which world-class


  performers delivered remarkable letters


  to a live audience.


  



  Since then, these two siblings have grown side


  by side, with Letters of Note becoming an


  international phenomenon, and Letters


  Live shows being staged at iconic venues


  around the world, from London’s Royal Albert Hall


  to the theatre at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles.


  



  You can find out more at lettersofnote.com and


  letterslive.com. And now you can also listen to the


  audio editions of the new series of Letters of Note,


  read by an extraordinary cast drawn from the


  wealth of talent that regularly takes part in


  the acclaimed Letters Live shows.
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  A letter is a time bomb, a message in a bottle, a


  spell, a cry for help, a story, an expression of


  concern, a ladle of love, a way to connect through


  words. This simple and brilliantly democratic art


  form remains a potent means of communication


  and, regardless of whatever technological revolution


  we are in the middle of, the letter lives and, like


  literature, it always will.


  INTRODUCTION


  Nothing in life holds as much power as love. It is the force that binds us. In our darkest moments, during the toughest of times, the ever-present pull of love demands that we persevere and gives us the strength necessary to keep going. Indeed, consumed by love, connected to another human being at such a fundamental level, one feels ready and able to achieve anything; to overcome any obstacle that life would dare place in one’s way; to fight to the death, if necessary, in an effort to protect all that is held close to one’s heart.


  Love, I would argue, is the nearest thing we have to a superpower. But with highs come lows, and a love that has soured can swiftly and without compromise bring someone to their knees, devas tating the very life it once enriched. The unremitting, overwhelming pain that can fill the vacuum left by a love lost is unlike any other feeling, its effects almost impossible to articulate. It is life without colour. A movie with no sound. To fully surrender yourself to love is to lower all defences, and the fact that we continue to pursue love despite such enormous emotional risk is testament to its immeasurable benefits.


  It is no surprise, then, that the letter, our most private form of communication, has proven to be such a popular medium through which to send and discuss love, a special something that is difficult to define on the page, despite being described by many as our only truly universal language. In this volume can be found a selection of letters that go some way towards illustrating our complex relationship with this alluring energy, including a letter of advice from parent to lovesick child, which contains words of wisdom surely valuable for people of all ages, and the letter that led to the striking down of a ban on mixed-race marriages in the United States, written by a lady with a surname so perfect as to be almost unbe lievable. You will also read an acutely unromantic marriage proposal from 1866, which may induce tears of laughter and a long sigh of pity, and a desperate letter from a broken-hearted escaped slave to the man who helped him flee his master, in which he seeks assistance in finding his beloved wife. And, of course, you will find numerous examples of the trusty love letter - letters to lovers, letters to the dead, letters unsent -a form of correspondence with no modern equivalent, and a flavour of letter to which millions of people, myself included, owe so much.


  It was in September of 2002 that my obsession with letters first reared its head, provoked by a long-distance correspondence with a new friend who had no option but to move hundreds of miles away and set up home, albeit for just ten months. The phrase ‘social media’ was yet to be uttered, and at that point in time, email still seemed exotic, so our decision to keep in touch by ‘old-fashioned letter’ sounded almost normal. What we had not anticipated was just how enjoyable and insightful those letters would be, and how perfect a start our blossoming relationship had been given.


  Karina and I married in 2012. This book is for her.


  



  Shaun Usher


  2020
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  LETTER 01

  　NOTHING GOOD GETS AWAY


  John Steinbeck to Thom Steinbeck


  10 November 1958


  Born in California in 1902, John Steinbeck remains a giant in the world of fiction thanks to his classic novels The Grapes of Wrath, East of Eden and Of Mice and Men. Additionally, when he reached sixty, his standing was further cemented when he was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature, an honour bestowed on so few. As was the case with most authors in the 1950s, Steinbeck was a keen letter writer who enjoyed the to and fro: he kept up correspondence with all manner of people, from fellow authors through to US presidents, with effortless style. In 1958, four years before the big award, Steinbeck wrote arguably his best, and certainly most valuable, letter, to his fourteen-year-old son. At the time, Thomas was at boarding school and had fallen for a girl. He needed some fatherly advice.


  THE LETTER


  November 10, 1958


  Dear Thom,


  We had your letter this morning. I will answer it from my point of view and of course Elaine will from hers.


  First— if you are in love— that’s a good thing— that’s about the best thing that can happen to anyone. Don’t let anyone make it small or light to you.


  Second— There are several kinds of love. One is a selfish, mean, grasping, egotistical thing which uses love for self-importance. This is the ugly and crippling kind. The other is an outpouring of everything good in you— of kindness and consideration and respect— not only the social respect of manners but the greater respect which is recognition of another person as unique and valuable. The first kind can make you sick and small and weak but the second can release in you strength, and courage and goodness and even wisdom you didn’t know you had.


  You say this is not puppy love. If you feel so deeply— of course it isn’t puppy love.


  But I don’t think you were asking me what you feel. You know better than anyone. What you wanted me to help you with is what to do about it— and that I can tell you.


  Glory in it for one thing and be very glad and grateful for it.


  The object of love is the best and most beautiful. Try to live up to it.


  If you love someone— there is no possible harm in saying so— only you must remember that some people are very shy and sometimes the saying must take that shyness into consideration.


  Girls have a way of knowing or feeling what you feel, but they usually like to hear it also.


  It sometimes happens that what you feel is not returned for one reason or another— but that does not make your feeling less valuable and good.


  Lastly, I know your feeling because I have it and I’m glad you have it.


  We will be glad to meet Susan. She will be very welcome. But Elaine will make all such arrange ments because that is her province and she will be very glad to. She knows about love too and maybe she can give you more help than I can.


  And don’t worry about losing. If it is right, it happens— The main thing is not to hurry. Nothing good gets away.


  Love,


  Fa


  LETTER 02

  　I CANNOT DO LESS


  Simone de Beauvoir to Nelson Algren


  10 September 1950


  French philosophers Simone de Beauvoir and Jean-Paul Sartre spent much of their lives together, in a complex and extraordinary relationship that lasted for fifty-one years, until Sartre’s death in 1980. Other partners came and went over the years, but in 1947 Simone met Nelson Algren, a novelist she found impossible to resist, despite the long distance between them, and with whom she would correspond for eighteen years. In 1950, on her return home from a loveless trip to Nelson’s city of Chicago that clearly signalled the end of the affair she had so enjoyed, Simone wrote him a letter.


  THE LETTER


  Hotel Lincoln, New York


  30 Septembre 1950


  Nelson, my dearest sweetest one,


  You had just left when a man came smiling and gave me this beautiful crazy flower, with the two little birds and the love from Nelson.that nearly spoilt my fine behaviour: it was hard to “weep no more.” Yet, I am better at dry sadness than at cold anger, for I remained dry eyed until now, as dry as smoked fish, but my heart is a kind of dirty soft custard inside. I waited for an hour and a half at the airport, because of the weather; the plane from Los Angeles had not been able to land in this fog. It was right that you went away; this last waiting is always too long, but it was good that you had come. Thanks for the flower and for coming, not to speak of the other things. So I waited with the purple flower on my breast, pretending to read the MacDonald mystery, and then we took off. The trip was very easy— no tossing at all. I did not sleep but pretended to read the mystery to the end, and kept fondling you in my dirty, silly heart.


  New York was a beauty: hot, sunny, and grey at the same time. What a glamorous city! I did not want to break my heart by going to the Brittany. I picked the Lincoln where I had landed three years ago, when I knew nobody in this whole continent and did not suspect I should be so strangely trapped in Chicago. I got exactly the same room I had, a little nearer the sky, but identical. How queer to find myself in this faraway past again! As I did three years ago, I went to Lincoln beauty shop: no trouble either, the hotel seems empty, the beauty shop empty. Then I bought the pen for Olga, which was fourteen, so I am glad you gave me so much dollars; I’ll just make it. And I walked and walked in the town, along this Third Avenue, which we walked thoroughly down the last night, two years ago, all around the Brittany, too, and once more I found you everywhere and reminded everything. I wandered in Washington park where they have a kind of flea-market and bad painting sale; I went up the Fifth Avenue bus and saw the night come down on New York.


  Now it is nine, I just had a little sandwich since the plane, no sleep since Wabansia; I am awfully tired. I came to my room to write to you and drink scotch. But I don’t think I can go to bed now. I feel New York around me, behind me our summer. I’ll go to bed now. I’ll go down and walk and dream around, until I am utterly exhausted.


  I am not sad. Rather stunned, very far away from myself, not really believing you are now so far, so far, you so near. I want to tell you only two things before leaving, and then I’ll not speak about it any more, I promise. First, I hope so much, I want and need so much to see you again, some day. But, remember , please , I shall never more ask to see you— not from any pride since I have none with you, as you know, but our meeting will mean something only when you wish it. So, I’ll wait. When you’ll wish it, just tell. I shall not assume that you love me anew, not even that you have to sleep with me, and we have not to stay together such a long time— just as you feel, and when you feel. But know that I’ll always long for your asking me. No, I cannot think that I shall not see you again. I have lost your love and it was （it is）painful, but shall not lose you. Anyhow, you gave me so much, Nelson, what you gave me meant so much, that you could never take it back. And then your tenderness and friendship were so precious to me that I can still feel warm and happy and harshly grateful when I look at you inside me. I do hope this tenderness and friendship will never, never desert me. As for me, it is baffling to say so and I feel ashamed, but it is the only true truth: I just love you as much as I did when I landed into your disappointed arms, that means with my whole self and all my dirty heart; I cannot do less. But that will not bother you, honey, and don’t make writing letters any kind of a duty, just write when you feel like it, knowing every time it will make me very happy.


  Well, all words seem silly. You seem so near, so near, let me come near to you, too. And let me, as in the past times, let me be in my own heart forever.


  Your own Simone


  LETTER 03

  　KNOW THAT YOU ARE LOVED


  Dorothy Freeman to Rachel Carson


  December 1963


  In 1953, nine years before the publication of her groundbreaking and immeasurably important exposé Silent Spring, pioneering marine biologist Rachel Carson received a letter from a fan named Dorothy Freeman that kick-started a decade-long correspondence through which they developed a deep bond. Their letters touched on every imaginable subject, and they spoke openly about love. Ten years after that first contact was made, four months before Carson died from a heart attack brought on by the cancer she had fought for some time, Freeman sent her dear friend her annual Christmas letter -the last she was ever able to address to Carson.


  THE LETTER


  Dearest Rachel,


  Ten years, dear, since that first Christmas message. What can I say now, ten years later, that I didn’t say in 1953? The words may be different but the theme -I need you, I love you -is the same. As I needed you then for understanding, and for the kind of companionship that no one else has been able to give, I need you now as much, and even more. As I loved you then, for yourself, and for all you represent, I love you now -with warmth and earnestness and longing.


  And so I give my Christmas thanks for this ten years -years that have enriched, yes, and even changed my life. Such years -of joy and sorrow for us both. As we shared the joys, no less have we shared the sorrows. Sometimes I wonder how I could have endured the depths without your sustaining love. Without you, in those shadowy days I know life would not have been worth living.


  But I must not remember the darkness to-night. What I remember is the loveliness that has been mine because of you: the shared beauties of Nature in all its forms; the world of books and the people in that world; the companionship in music; but above all the living inspiration of you. For all this and so much more that words cannot express, my gratefulness knows no bounds. I can always reach into my memory for a lovely moment -if I tried to catalogue them I should never stop.


  Yesterday at twilight the cloudless western sky was aglow with the burning orange which is at its best when seen through the dark silhouette of the spruces of our Maine forest. The diamond brilliance of the evening star was still an hour high. Below it was the first faint shimmering crescent of the


  young moon which is to be the Christmas moon -and which （oh, joy to be）we may share. At its tip a star punctuated the scene! No need to tell you of what happened in my eyes. There is promise in that moon for it reaches its full on Dec.30.


  Whatever time it is when you read this, please know my arms are figuratively about you. So close your eyes and know that you are loved.


  May your Christmas be a blessed one.


  With all my love always,


  Dorothy


  LETTER 04

  　MY SOUL IS VEXED


  Isaac Forman to William Still


  7 May 1854


  In December of 1853, twenty-three-year-old Isaac Forman grasped a rare opportunity to say goodbye to a life of slavery in Norfolk, Virginia, by fleeing to Toronto in Canada. He left behind his slave owner of many years, Mrs Sanders. However, to his great dismay, Forman also left behind his wife; enslaved, too, but to a different owner, in Richmond. Little trace of Isaac Forman’s life remains. Thanks to this letter, though, we can be certain that he found life without his beloved quite unbearable. It was sent to William Still, a famous conductor on the Underground Railroad, a secret network of people, places and routes through which thousands of slaves, Forman included, escaped slavery.


  THE LETTER


  TORONTO,


  May 7, 1854.


  MR. W.STILL:-Dear Sir -I take this opportunity of writing you these few lines and hope when they reach you they will find you well. I would have written you before, but I was waiting to hear from my friend, Mr. Brown. I judge his business has been of importance as the occasion why he has not written before. Dear sir, nothing would have prevented me from writing, in a case of this kind, except death.


  My soul is vexed, my troubles are inexpressible. I often feel as if I were willing to die. I must see my wife in short, if not, I will die. What would I not give no tongue can utter. Just to gaze on her sweet lips one moment I would be willing to die the next. I am determined to see her some time or other. The thought of being a slave again is miserable. I hope heaven will smile upon me again, before I am one again. I will leave Canada again shortly, but I don’t name the place that I go, it may be in the bottom of the ocean. If I had known as much before I left, as I do now, I would never have left until I could have found means to have brought her with me. You have never suffered from being absent from a wife, as I have. I consider that to be nearly superior to death, and hope you will do all you can for me, and inquire from your friends if nothing can be done for me. Please write to me immediately on receipt of this, and say something that will cheer up my drooping spirits. You will oblige me by seeing Mr. Brown and ask him if he would oblige me by going to Richmond and see my wife, and see what arrangements he could make with her, and I would be willing to pay all his expenses there and back. Please to see both Mr. Bagnel and Mr. Minkins, and ask them if they have seen my wife. I am determined to see her, if I die the next moment. I can say I was once happy, but never will be again, until I see her; because what is freedom to me, when I know that my wife is in slavery? Those persons that you shipped a few weeks ago, remained at St. Catherine, instead of coming over to Toronto. I sent you two letters last.week and I hope you will please attend to them. The post-office is shut, so I enclose the money to pay the post, and please write me in haste.


  I remain evermore your obedient servant,


  I. FORMAN.


  ‘I MUST SEE MY WIFE


  IN SHORT, IF NOT, I


  WILL DIE.’


  — Isaac Forman


  LETTER 05

  　YOU ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL


  Juliette Drouet to Victor Hugo


  1835


  By the time of her death in 1883, French actress Juliette Drouet had been the mistress of Les Misérables novelist Victor Hugo for fifty years. They met behind the scenes of his play Lucrezia Borgia, in which she was starring, in 1833, at which point Hugo’s wife, Adèle Foucher, was having an affair with literary critic Charles Augustin Sainte-Beuve. Hugo therefore felt no qualms about embarking on his own affair with Drouet. During that half-century, Drouet devoted herself entirely to Hugo and wrote to him every single day -on many days she wrote more than once. Tens of thousands of her letters survived, of which this is just one.


  THE LETTER


  Friday 8 p.m.


  If I were a clever woman, my gorgeous bird, I could describe to you how you unite in yourself the beauties of form, plumage, and song! I would tell you that you are the greatest marvel of all ages, and I should only be speaking the simple truth. But to put all this into suitable words, my superb one, I should require a voice far more harmonious than that which is bestowed upon my species— for I am the humble owl that you mocked at only lately. Therefore, it cannot be. I will not tell you to what degree you are dazzling and resplendent. I leave that to the birds of sweet song who, as you know, are none the less beautiful and appreciative.


  I am content to delegate to them the duty of watching, listening and admiring, while to myself I reserve the right of loving; this may be less attractive to the ear, but it is sweeter far to the heart. I love you, I love you, my Victor; I can not reiterate it too often; I can never express it as much as I feel it.


  I recognise you in all the beauty that surrounds me— in form, in colour, in perfume, in harmonious sound: all of these mean you to me. You are superior to them all. You are not only the solar spectrum with the seven luminous colours, but the sun himself, that illumines, warms, and revivifies the whole world! That is what you are, and I am the lowly woman who adores you.


  Juliette


  LETTER 06

  　I HAVE NEVER LOVED BEFORE AS I LOVE YOU


  Vladimir Nabokov to Véra Slonim


  8 November 1923


  Vladimir Nabokov and Véra Slonim’s fifty-year relation-ship was a fascinating one. Both born in Saint Petersburg, Russia -he in 1899, she three years later -he claimed it was at a ball in Berlin in 1923 that they first met, her face covered by a harlequin mask as she recited one of his poems from memory. They married two years later. While Nabokov concentrated on writing some of the greatest fiction known to man, Slonim worked as his sounding board, his muse, his editor, his agent, his translator, his chauffeur, his manager and, it is said, his handgun-wielding body guard. She even plucked from a fire the manuscript of his opus Lolita, which on more than one occasion was almost destroyed by her doubt-ridden husband. She was everything to him, and he to her, and Nabokov’s many love letters to his wife brim with adoration. This fine example was penned months after their first meeting.


  THE LETTER


  TO: 41, Landhausstrasse,


  Berlin W.


  8-XI-23


  How can I explain to you, my happiness, my golden, wonderful happiness, how much I am all yours -with all my memories, poems, outbursts, inner whirlwinds? Or explain that I cannot write a word without hearing how you will pronounce it -and can’t recall a single trifle I’ve lived through without regret -so sharp!-that we haven’t lived through it together -whether it’s the most, the most personal, intransmissible -or only some sunset or other at the bend of a road -you see what I mean, my happiness?


  And I know: I can’t tell you anything in words -and when I do on the phone then it comes out completely wrong. Because with you one needs to talk wonderfully, the way we talk with people long gone, do you know what I mean, in terms of purity and lightness and spiritual precision -but I - je patauge terribly. Yet you can be bruised by an ugly diminutive -because you are so absolutely resonant -like seawater, my lovely.


  I swear -and the inkblot has nothing to do with it -I swear by all that’s dear to me, all I believe in -I swear that I have never loved before as I love you, - with such tenderness -to the point of tears -and with such a sense of radiance. On this page, my love, I once began to write a poem for you and this very inconvenient little tail got left -I’ve lost my footing. But there’s no other paper. And most of all I want you to be happy and it seems to me that I could give you that happiness -a sunny, simple happiness -and not an altogether common one.


  And you should forgive me for my pettiness -that I am thinking with aversion about how -practically -I will mail this letter tomorrow -and yet I am ready to give you all of my blood, if I had to -it’s hard to explain -sounds flat -but that’s how it is. Here, I’ll tell you -with my love I could have filled ten centuries of fire, songs, and valour -ten whole centuries, enormous and winged, -full of knights riding up blazing hills -and legends about giants -and fierce Troys -and orange sails -and pirates -and poets. And this is not literature since if you reread carefully you will see that the knights have turned out to be fat.


  No -I simply want to tell you that somehow I can’t imagine life without you -in spite of your thinking that it is ‘fun’for me not to see you for two days. And you know, it turns out that it wasn’t Edison at all who thought up the telephone but some other American, a quiet little man whose name no one remembers. It serves him right.


  Listen, my happiness -you won’t say again that I’m torturing you? How I’d like to take you off somewhere with me -you know how those highwaymen of old did: a wide-brimmed hat, a black mask, and a bell-shaped musket. I love you, I want you, I need you unbearably … Your eyes -which shine so wonder-struck when, with your head thrown back, you tell something funny -your eyes, your voice, lips, your shoulders -so light, sunny …


  You came into my life -not as one comes to visit （you know, ‘not taking one’s hat off’）but as one comes to a kingdom where all the rivers have been waiting for your reflection, all the roads, for your steps. Fate wanted to correct its mistake -as if it has asked my forgiveness for all of its previous deceptions. So how can I leave you, my fairy-tale, my sun? You see, if I’d loved you less, then I would have had to go. But this way -it makes no sense. And I don’t want to die, either. There are two kinds of ‘come what may’. Involuntary and deliberate. Forgive me -but I live by the second one. And you can’t take away my faith in what I am afraid to think about -it would have been such happiness … And here’s another little tail.


  Yes: an old-fashioned slowness of speech, steely simplicity … Thus the heart’s more ardent: steel, incandesced by flight …


  This is a fragment of my long poem -but didn’t go in it. Wrote it down once, so not to forget, and here it is now -a splinter.


  All of this I’m writing lying in bed, resting the page on a huge book. When I work long into the night, the eyes of one of the portraits on the wall （some great-grandmother of our landlord）become intent and very unpleasant. So good to have reached the end of this little tail, such a nuisance.


  My love, good night …


  Don’t know whether you’ll be able to make sense of this illiterate letter … But never mind … I love you. Will wait for you tomorrow at 11 p.m.-otherwise call me after 9.


  V.


  LETTER 07

  　WE FORMED ONLY ONE BEING


  Maud Gonne to W. B. Yeats


  26 July 1908


  Nobel Prize-winning poet W.B. Yeats proposed to Irish actress and activist Maud Gonne four times in the space of a decade -in 1891, 1899, 1900 and 1901 -and each time, to his dismay, she declined. To make matters worse, she then, in 1903, dispelled the notion that marriage may have been the problem, by accepting a proposal from another man, a Major John MacBride. Still, they remained close, and Gonne was something of a muse for Yeats through the years, inspiring some of his poetry. They also shared an interest in the occult, and in July of 1908, a few months before their relationship was finally consummated, Maud wrote him a letter.


  THE LETTER


  Paris


  26 July, 1908


  Willie


  It is not in a week but in a day that I am writing you. I had such a wonderful experience last night that I must know at once if it affected you & how? for above all I don’t want to do any thing which will take you from your work, or make working more arduous -That play is going to be a wonderful thing & must come first -nothing must interfere with it.


  Last night all my household had retired at a quarter to 11 and I thought I would go to you astrally. It was not working hours for you & I thought by going to you I might even be able to leave with you some of my vitality & energy which would make working less of a toil next day -I had seen the day before when waking from sleep a curious some what Egyptian form floating over me （like in the picture of Blake the soul leaving the body）-It was dressed in moth like garments & had curious wings edged with gold in which it could fold itself up -I had thought it was myself, a body in which I could go out into the astral -at a quarter to 11 last night I put on this body & thought strongly of you & desired to go to you.


  We went some where in space I don’t know where -I was conscious of starlight & of hearing the sea below us. You had taken the form I think of a great serpent, but I am not quite sure. I only saw your face distinctly & as I looked into your eyes （as I did the day in Paris you asked me what I was thinking of）& your lips touched mine. We melted into one another till we formed only one being, a being greater than ourselves who felt all & knew all with double intensity -the clock striking 11 broke the spell & as we separated it felt as if life was being drawn away from me through my chest with almost physical pain. I went again twice, each time it was the same -each time I was brought back by some slight noise in the house. Then I went upstairs to bed & I dreamed of you confused dreams of ordinary life. We were in Italy together （I think this was from some word in your letter which I had read again before sleeping）. We were quite happy,& we talked of this wonderful spiritual vision I have described -you said it would tend to increase physical desire -This troubles me a little -for there was nothing physical in that union -Material union is but a pale shadow compared to it -write to me quickly & tell me if you know anything of this & what you think of it - & if I may come to you again like this. I shall not until I hear from you. My thought with you always.


  Maud Gonne


  LETTER 08

  　I HAVE HAD MY EYE ON YOU


  Simon Fallowfield to Mary Foster


  29 November 1866


  On 29 November 1866, in the Yorkshire village of Middlesmoor, a middle-aged farmer by the name of Simon Fallowfield plucked up the courage to propose marriage -not in person, but by letter, and not to someone he knew particularly well -to a young local lady named Mary Foster who had, for her sins, repeatedly caught his eye. It is little surprise to learn that Mary declined Simon’s most generous offer. Whether his Plan B was effective is another question altogether.


  THE LETTER


  My Dear Miss,


  I now take up my pen to write to you hoping these few lines will find you well as it leaves me at present Thank God for it. You will perhaps be surprised that I should make so bold as to write to you who is such a lady and I hope you will not be vex at me for it. I hardly dare say what I want, I am so timid about ladies, and my heart trimmels like a hespin. But I once seed in a book that faint heart never won fair lady, so here goes.


  I am a farmer in a small way and my age is rather more than forty years and my mother lives with me and keeps my house, and she has been very poorly lately and cannot stir about much and I think I should be more comfortabler with a wife.


  I have had my eye on you a long time and I think you are a very nice young woman and one that would make me happy if only you think so. We keep a servant girl to milk three kye and do the work in the house, and she goes out a bit in the summer to gadder wickens and she snags a few of turnips in the back kend. I do a piece of work on the farm myself and attends Pately Market, and I sometimes show a few sheep and I feeds between 3 & 4 pigs agen Christmas, and the same is very useful in the house to make pies and cakes and so forth, and I sells the hams to help pay for the barley meal.


  I have about 73 pund in Naisbro Bank and we have a nice little parlour downstairs with a blue carpet, and an oven on the side of the fireplace and the old woman on the other side smoking. The Golden Rules claimed up on the walls above the long settle, and you could sit all day in the easy chair and knit and mend my kytles and leggums, and you could make the tea ready agin I come in, and you could make butter for Pately Market, and I would drive you to church every Sunday in the spring cart, and I would do all that bees in my power to make you happy. So I hope to hear from you. I am in desprit and Yurnest, and will marry you at May Day, or if my mother dies afore I shall want you afore. If only you will accept of me, my dear, we could be very happy together.


  I hope you will let me know your mind by return of post, and if you are favourable I will come up to scratch. So no more at present from your well wisher and true love—


  Simon Fallowfield


  



  P.S. I hope you will say nothing about this. If you will not accept of me I have another very nice woman in my eye, and I think shall marry her if you do not accept of me, but I thought you would suit me mother better, she being very crusty at times. So I tell you now before you come, she will be Maister.


  LETTER 09

  　I WEEP AND WEEP AND WEEP


  Nadezhda Mandelstam to Osip Mandelstam


  22 October 1938


  On 13 May 1934, almost a year after reciting to some friends a satirical poem he had written on the subject of Stalin, one of the most important Russian poets of the era, Osip Mandelstam, was arrested. Luckily, he was saved from execution, and instead, upon his release, he and his wife, Nadezhda, were forced to live in exile in the Russian city of Voronezh. Their luck ran out in 1938 when the poet was arrested for a second time, and on this occasion sent to the forced labour camp in which he would eventually die. In October of 1938, two months before his death, his wife wrote him this letter. Nadezhda continued to live in exile and was unable to return to Moscow for another twenty-six years. She was finally able to tell their story in her 1970 memoir, Hope Against Hope.


  THE LETTER


  22 OCTOBER 1938


  Osia, my beloved, faraway sweetheart!


  I have no words, my darling, to write this letter that you may never read, perhaps. I am writing it into empty space. Perhaps you will come back and not find me here. Then this will be all you have left to remember me by.


  Osia, what a joy it was living together like children -all our squabbles and arguments, the games we played, and our love. Now I do not even look at the sky. If I see a cloud, who can I show it to?


  Remember the way we brought back provisions to make our poor feasts in all the places where we pitched our tent like nomads? Remember the good taste of bread when we got it by a miracle and ate it together? And our last winter in Voronezh. Our happy poverty, and the poetry you wrote. I remember the time we were coming back once from the baths, when we bought some eggs or sausage, and a cart went by loaded with hay. It was still cold and I was freezing in my short jacket （but nothing like what we must suffer now: I know how cold you are）. That day comes back to me now. I understand so clearly, and ache from the pain of it, that those winter days with all their troubles were the greatest and last happiness to be granted us in life.


  My every thought is about you. My every tear and every smile is for you. I bless every day and every hour of our bitter life together, my sweet-heart, my companion, my blind guide in life.


  Like two blind puppies we were, nuzzling each other and feeling so good together. And how fevered your poor head was, and how madly we frittered away the days of our life. What joy it was, and how we always knew what joy it was.


  Life can last so long. How hard and long for each of us to die alone. Can this fate be for us who are inseparable? Puppies and children, did we deserve this? Did you deserve this, my angel? Everything goes on as before. I know nothing. Yet I know everything -each day and hour of your life are plain and clear to me as in a delirium.


  You came to me every night in my sleep, and I kept asking what had happened, but you did not reply.


  In my last dream I was buying food for you in a filthy hotel restaurant. The people with me were total strangers. When I had bought it, I realized I did not know where to take it, because I do not know where you are.


  When I woke up, I said to Shura: ‘Osia is dead.’ I do not know whether you are still alive, but from the time of that dream, I have lost track of you. I do not know where you are. Will you hear me? Do you know how much I love you? I could never tell you how much I love you. I cannot tell you even now. I speak only to you, only to you. You are with me always, and I who was such a wild and angry one and never learned to weep simple tears -now I weep and weep and weep.


  It’s me: Nadia. Where are you?


  Farewell.


  Nadia


  LETTER 10

  　GO RIGHT AHEAD AND GET MARRIED


  Zora Neale Hurston to Herbert Sheen


  7 May 1953


  In 1920, while studying at Howard University in Washington, D.C., twenty-nine-year-old author and soon-to-be ‘Queen of the Harlem Renaissance’ Zora Neale Hurston met Herbert Sheen, a jazz pianist six years her junior with whom she quickly began to spend much of her time. They fell in love, and in 1927 became husband and wife, but four years later decided to go their separate ways, choosing to remain close friends throughout their lives and subsequent marriages. They corresponded regularly, and in 1953 Sheen made Hurston aware of his current relationship troubles: he was now looking to leave his second wife, Quinlock, and instead marry a ‘young lady’. This was Hurston’s response.


  THE LETTER


  Eau Gallie, Fla.


  May 7, 1953.


  Dear Herbert


  Oh I do thank you for the suggestion about the “anxiety” help. How did you know that I needed something like that? Did you make the diagnosis from my letters, or just probably thought that I might need it? You are a wonderful doctor.


  Your conclusions about the reactions of the church dignitaries is clearly analytical. Yes, they are very and only human after all. They could not admit that they might have been wrong years ago at Tyler Texas.“Authority” is very precious to the hierarchy and they will not abate one jot or tittle of it easily. The priest there has probably been convinced that yours is a King Henry VIII case, and is dealing with it accordingly. I hear that Quinlock accuses you of getting too big for your britches since financial success came to you, and bent on crushing any and all who dare to oppose you. She has no doubt wept that out to the church fathers. Just in case that it has not been expounded to you, the Rota in Rome, whose authority passes on divorce, take the stand that the only real grounds on which they can grant a divorce is that one party entered into the marriage with no intention of making it a real marriage, in other words, insincerely. For other reasons than a “holy” union. Keep that in mind when you approach Monsignor Fulton J. Sheen. I have never met him, but Claire Boothe Luce has discussed him to me. From what is said of him you have a better chance of being understood than with the small fry. He is abreast of the times instead of being ardently traditional.


  Today Mr. Burch of the firm of Van G.Werley brought me the abstract to read, 41 pages going back to the time when Florida belonged to Spain and on down to 1953. The title is clear and there are no liens against the property except the taxes for 1953 which will not be due until November 1, 1953. $16.50. The contract has gone to Thomas R.Barr, Jr.at Fort Pierce for his signature and I will have a copy in a week at the latest. Then I will send it along to you for your inspection. The firm is strong for me to develop it into a housing project, but at present I think that I would like it better to plant it to an acre of fancy mangoes and perhaps five acres of oranges. The demand for orange juice concentrates seems inexhaustible and the price is good. Since concentrates were discovered they can be shipped so easily all over the nation and abroad without loss that fruit is really booming. The big companies leave your grove and take care of everything.


  It’s none of my business really, but if I were you, I would not be deterred by the ban of the church. I would go right ahead and get married if that is what you want. A ten-ton truck might run over Quinlock’s head some day and then you could re-marry in the church. For my money, priests are only men and without your experience in the world and with women. They rule from theory, not practice and have no more intimate acquaintance with God than you have. I still believe that the Roman Catholic church is the greatest institution that man has ever invented for human spiritual comfort on the average, but I have never lost track of the fact that it is human. Priests have lectured me on my intellectual approach instead of trusting all and everything to faith which my mental set-up will not allow.


  To me, Herbert, the concept of God being that He is both omnipotent and omniscient, that He should want humans to know certain things and to be guided by these principles and reveal it to so few. Why cannot His will be as freely revealed since it is so important? And why allow Himself to be so easily misconstrued? Why so many religions? Why “reveal” Himself to an Arab in one light and to a Caucasian in another? And to a Hindu in still another and to a Mongol in still another? No, I cannot go for that. To me those divergent views are evidence of humanity groping after the divine concept, each in his own way in the absence of any definite proof anywhere. I have no belief in any bearded divinity sitting on a cloud. That is an anthropomorphic concept entirely human. God made in man’s own image. To me there is LAW to which all things in the universe must conform. What the explanation of it is, I do not know, though I would like to know. We are confusing human social arrangements with divinity. I cannot conceive of Law caring whether you “go forth and multiply” with Quinlock or with “the young lady”. You cannot deny the command within your own body to commit the act of reproducing your kind, for that has not been obscured by human theories,（which to me proves my contention that LAW makes itself very clear and definite where it is concerned）and is not concerned with human social conveniences, for that is what it amounts to. Marriage and social laws were evolved primarily to protect children and the mothers of children, and that is that. Do not deny yourself the woman you want in this life in the belief that you will get her as a reward in Heaven. I have not been there, but somebody whispered to me that angels have no business in the marriage bed, having no sex organs. Maybe that is why cherubs are nothing but heads. See where that will bring you out? You and the “young lady” will meet as heads with wings under your chins in the hereafter. But what fun is that? The Moslem heaven is much more exciting where male spirits are surrounded by beautiful women. Houris. But as you know, they do not even wait for that, but take full advantage of what is available here and now. That is a much more realistic reli gion. It goes along with nature instead of inventing sins to suffer for. Human beings invented sin, not God. Very religious people are either sadists or masochists, and sometimes both. They like to suffer and castigate themselves and know a horrid frenzy when you do not suffer likewise and set out to make you feel their vengeance, too. The famed affair of Heloise and Abelard is tragic to me only in that they were so chuckled-headed in spending all that time accusing themselves instead of her throwing off her veil and his stepping on out of that monastery and going about their business. People waste too much time worrying about whether an affair will last. Enjoy it while it does last and then suffer no regrets later. That is the fundamental difference between Quinlock and myself. I look back upon my experience with you as a time of pleasure without regrets. She is full of bitterness and vengeance because it did not keep on lasting. Love should not last beyond the point where it is pleasurable. Ergo, she is not capable of love but only a possessive frenzy. That passes for love with many people.“I killed him because I love him.”


  Here’s luck to your day of freedom!


  Sincerely


  Zora


  ‘PEOPLE WASTE TOO


  MUCH TIME WORRYING


  ABOUT WHETHER AN


  AFFAIR WILL LAST.


  ENJOY IT WHILE IT DOES


  LAST AND THEN SUFFER


  NO REGRETS LATER.’


  — Zora Neale Hurston


  LETTER 11

  　YOU WILL NEVER BE FAR AWAY


  Marina Tsvetaeva to Rainer Maria Rilke


  1926/7


  Leading poets Rainer Maria Rilke and Marina Tsvetaeva never met in person, and they corresponded for just eight months, yet their letters somehow reveal a deep bond. They were introduced, by mail, in April of 1926 by fellow poet Boris Pasternak: Rilke’s first letter to Tsvetaeva was accompanied by signed copies of his work, to which she responded, ‘You are the very incar nation of poetry.’ Before long he was sending freshly crafted poetry, written just for her. But their love was never able to blossom fully, as on 29 December of the same year, Rilke died of leukaemia -a battle he had been fighting for some time and about which he had warned Tsvetaeva. Two days after his death, she began writing one final letter to Rilke, never to be sent. It was completed two months later.


  THE LETTER


  Bellevue


  December 31, 1926-February 8, 1927.


  The year ended in your death? The end? The beginning! You yourself are the New Year.（Beloved, I know you are reading this before I write it.）I am crying, Rainer, you are streaming from my eyes!


  Dear one, now that you are dead there is no death （or no life!）. What can I say? That little town in Savoy -when? where? Rainer, what about that “nest” to keep our dreams in? Now Russian is an open book to you, so you know that the Russian word for “nest” is gnezdo . And you know so many other things.


  I don’t want to reread your letter or I will want to join you -there -and I dare not wish for such a thing. You know what such a wish implies.


  Rainer, I am always conscious of your presence at my shoulder.


  Did you ever think of me? Yes, of course you did.


  Tomorrow is New Year’s Day, Rainer.1927. Seven is your favourite number. You were born in 1875 （newspaper date?）. Fifty-one years old?


  How disconsolate I am!


  Don’t dare to grieve! At midnight tonight I will drink with you （you know how I clink glasses -ever so lightly!）.


  Beloved, come to me often in my dreams. Live in my dreams. Now you have a right to wish and to fulfill your wishes.


  You and I never believed in our meeting here on earth, any more than we believed in life on this earth, isn’t that so? You -have gone before me （and that is better!）, and to receive me well you have taken not a room, not a house, but a whole landscape. I kiss you … on the lips? on the temple? on the forehead? Of course on the lips, for real, as if alive.


  Beloved, love me more and differently from others. Don’t be angry with me. You must grow accustomed to me, to such a one as I am. What else?


  No, you are not yet far away and high above, you are right here, with your head on my shoulder. You will never be far away: never inaccessibly high.


  You are my darling grown-up boy.


  Rainer, write to me!（A foolish request?）


  Happy New Year and may you enjoy the heavenly landscape!


  Marina


  Rainer, you are still on this earth; twenty-four hours have not yet passed.


  LETTER 12

  　IMMORTAL BELOVED


  Ludwig van Beethoven to his ‘Immortal Beloved’


  July 1812


  German composer Ludwig van Beethoven was fifty-six years of age when he passed away in March 1827, leaving behind not just an enduring musical legacy but also what would become one of history’s most famous and hotly debated love letters. It was discovered by a friend shortly after his death, in a secret drawer hidden in Beethoven’s wardrobe, along with some other personal papers, and is undated: thanks to the paper’s watermark, however, we know that it was written in 1812. It was also, it seems, unsent, and written over the course of two days while he recuperated from an illness in the Czech city of Teplice. The letter’s unnamed recipient -Beethoven’s ‘Immortal Beloved’- remains a mystery.


  THE LETTER


  6 July, morning


  My angel, my all, my own self — only a few words today, and that too with pencil （with yours）— only till tomorrow is my lodging definitely fixed. What abominable waste of time in such things — why this deep grief, where necessity speaks?


  Can our love persist otherwise than through sacrifices, than by not demanding everything? Canst thou change it, that thou are not entirely mine, I not entirely thine? Oh, God, look into beautiful Nature and compose your mind to the inevitable. Love demands everything and is quite right, so it is for me with you, for you with me — only you forget so easily, that I must live for you and for me — were we quite united, you would notice this painful feeling as little as I should …


  … We shall probably soon meet, even today I cannot communicate my remarks to you, which during these days I made about my life — were our hearts close together, I should probably not make any such remarks. My bosom is full, to tell you much — there are moments when I find that speech is nothing at all. Brighten up — remain my true and only treasure, my all, as I to you. The rest the gods must send, what must be for us and shall.


  Your faithful


  Ludwig


  Monday evening, 6 July


  You suffer, you, my dearest creature. Just now I perceive that letters must be posted first thing early. Mondays — Thursdays — the only days, when the post goes from here to K. You suffer — oh! Where I am, you are with me, with me and you, I shall arrange that I may live with you. What a life!


  So! Without you — pursued by the kindness of the people here and there, whom I mean — to desire to earn just as little as they earn — humility of man towards men — it pains me — and when I regard myself in connection with the Universe, what I am, and what he is — whom one calls the greatest — and yet — there lies herein again the godlike of man. I weep when I think you will probably only receive on Saturday the first news from me — as you too love — yet I love you stronger — but never hide yourself from me. Good night — as I am taking the waters, I must go to bed. Oh God — so near! so far! Is it not a real building of heaven, our Love — but as firm, too, as the citadel of heaven.


  Good morning, on 7 July


  Even in bed my ideas yearn towards you, my Immortal Beloved, here and there joyfully, then again sadly, awaiting from Fate, whether it will listen to us. I can only live, either altogether with you or not at all. Yes, I have determined to wander about for so long far away, until I can fly into your arms and call myself quite at home with you, can send my soul enveloped by yours into the realm of spirits — yes, I regret, it must be. You will get over it all the more as you know my faithfulness to you; never another one can own my heart, never — never! O God, why must one go away from what one loves so, and yet my life in W.as it is now is a miserable life. Your love made me the happiest and unhappiest at the same time. At my actual age I should need some conti nuity, sameness of life — can that exist under our circumstances? Angel, I just hear that the post goes out every day — and must close therefore, so that you get the L.at once. Be calm — love me — today — yesterday.


  What longing in tears for you — You — my Life — my All — farewell. Oh, go on loving me — never doubt the faithfullest heart


  Of your beloved


  L


  



  Ever thine.


  Ever mine.


  Ever ours.


  LETTER 13

  　I FEEL HAPPY TONIGHT


  Anne Lindbergh to Charles Lindbergh


  2 July 1944


  On 2 July 1944, as she travelled by train from Chicago to San Francisco, author and aviator Anne Morrow Lindbergh wrote the following letter to her husband, Charles Lindbergh -an aviation pioneer who, seven-teen years previously, flew from New York to Paris in the Spirit of St. Louis to much acclaim. They remained married until Charles’s death in 1974, by which time they had both had extramarital affairs and Charles had fathered several children by women other than his wife. They had also dealt with the kidnapping and murder of one of their six children -their twenty-month-old son, Charles Jr -despite intense, previously unrivalled media coverage in what was dubbed ‘the trial of the century’.


  THE LETTER


  July 2nd, Train Chicago — San Francisco


  Dear Charles,


  I am on my way West. I hope to meet you. I feel madly extravagant and altogether quite mad, speeding over the country with not much certainty of when or where I’ll meet you.


  But I feel happy tonight. I have sat and watched the cornfields of Iowa darken, seen the homesteads pass by— a white house, a red barn and a brave cluster of green trees in the midst of oceans of flat fields— like an oasis in a desert. The glossy flanks of horses and the glossy leaves of corn. And I have been overcome by the beauty and richness of this country I have flown over so many times with you. And overcome with the beauty and richness of our life together, those early mornings setting out, those evenings gleaming with rivers and lakes below us, still holding the last light. Those fields of daisies we landed on— and dusty fields and desert stretches. Memories of many skies and many earths beneath us— many days, many nights of stars.“How are the waters of the world sweet— if we should die, we have drunk them. If we should sin— or separate— if we should fail or secede— we have tasted of happiness— we must be written in the book of the blessed. We have had what life could give, we have eaten of the tree of knowledge, we have known— we have been the mystery of the universe.”


  Good night—


  Anne


  ‘I HAVE BEEN


  OVERCOME BY THE


  BEAUTY AND RICHNESS


  OF THIS COUNTRY I


  HAVE FLOWN OVER SO


  MANY TIMES WITH YOU’


  — Anne Lindbergh


  LETTER 14

  　THIS IS A LOVE LETTER, IS IT NOT?


  John Jay Chapman to Minna Timmins


  21 September 1892


  Born in New York in 1862, poet John Jay Chapman was twenty-five years old when he punished astronomer Percival Lowell with a cane for mistreating Chapman’s girlfriend and future wife, Minna Timmins. On later discovering that Lowell was in fact innocent of said charge, Chapman punished himself by thrusting his own hand in a fire, burning it so severely that amputation was the only option. Rather than flee after such madness, Timmins instead married Chapman the next year, and in 1892 he wrote her this love letter -one of many they exchanged until her death in 1898 during childbirth.


  THE LETTER


  Littleton,


  Colorado,


  21st September 1892


  I have sealed up each one of these letters thinking I had done— and then a wave of happiness has come over me— remembering you— only you, my Minna— and the joy of life. Where were you, since the beginning of the world? But now you are here, about me in every space, room, sunlight, with your heart and arms and the light of your soul— and the strong vigor your presence. It was not a waste desert in Colorado. It is not a waste time, for you are here and many lives packed into one life, and the green shoot out of the heart of the plant, springing up blossoms in the night, and many old things have put on immortality and lost things have come back knocking within, from before the time I was conceived in the womb, there were you also. And what shall we say of the pain! it was false— and the rending, it was necessary. It was the breaking down of the dams that ought not to have been put up— but being up it was the sweeping away of them that the waters might flow together.


  This is a love letter, is it not? How long is it since I have written you a love letter, my love, my Minna? Was the spring hidden that now comes bubbling up overflowing curb and coping-stone, washing my feet and my knees and my whole self? How are the waters of the world sweet— if we should die, we have drunk them. If we should sin— or separate— if we should fail or secede— we have tasted of happi-ness— we must be written in the book of the blessed. We have had what life could give, we have eaten of the tree of knowledge, we have known— we have been the mystery of the universe.


  Is love a hand or a foot— is it a picture or a poem or a fireside— is it a compact or a permission or eagles that meet in the clouds— No, no, no, no. It is light and heat and hand and foot and ego. If I take the wings of the morning and remain in the uttermost parts of the sea there art thou also— He descended into Hell and on the third day rose again— and there art thou also— in the lust or busi-ness— in the stumbling and dry places, in sickness and health— every sort of sickness there also— what matter is it what else the world contains— if you only are in it in every part of it? I can find no corner of it without you— my eyes would not see it. It is empty— I have seen all that is there and it is nothing, and over creation are your wings.


  Have we not lived three years now together— and daily nearer— grafted till the very sap of existence flows and circulates between us— till I know as I write this— your thoughts— till I know as a feeling, a hope, a thought, passes through me— it is yours? Why the agony of those old expressions and attempts to come by diligent, nervous, steady, fixing of the eye on the graver’s tool, as if the prize depended on drawing it straight, those pounds of paper and nights of passionate composition— did they indeed so well do their work that the goal was carried— or was it the silent communion— of the night— even after days of littleness or quarrel that knitted us together? It does not matter, love, which it was. It put your soul so into my body that I don’t speak to you to convey meaning. I write only for joy and happiness. How diligently have we set fact to fact and consideration against consideration during the past years— as if we were playing dominoes for our life. How cloudy I have been— dragging you down, often nailing useless nails cutting up and dissecting, labeling, crucifying small things— and there was our great love over us, growing, spreading— I wonder we do not shine— or speak with every gesture and accent giving messages from the infinite— like a Sibyl of Michael Angelo. I wonder people do not look after us in the street as if they had seen an angel.


  Tuo Giovanni.


  LETTER 15

  　I LOVE MY WIFE. MY WIFE IS DEAD.


  Richard Feynman to Arline Feynman


  17 October 1946


  Nobel Prize-winning physicist Richard Feynman was one of the most remarkable scientists of the twentieth century and a key figure in many notable scientific advances, including the development of the atomic bomb as a member of the Manhattan Project. But he wasn’t just a great intellect: he had charisma, and an uncanny ability to impart this wealth of previously impenetrable knowledge to the general public in terms they could understand. When he died of cancer aged sixty-nine, a leading light really did go out. It was around this time, after his death, that a love letter was discovered in his belongings, addressed to his beloved wife, Arline. It was written in October of 1946, sixteen months after she had passed away following a battle with tuberculosis. His daughter, Michelle, has said of this particular missive, ‘This letter is well worn -much more so than others -and it appears as though he reread it often.’


  THE LETTER


  October 17, 1946


  D’Arline,


  I adore you, sweetheart.


  I know how much you like to hear that— but I don’t only write it because you like it— I write it because it makes me warm all over inside to write it to you.


  It is such a terribly long time since I last wrote to you— almost two years but I know you’ll excuse me because you understand how I am, stubborn and realistic; and I thought there was no sense to writing.


  But now I know my darling wife that it is right to do what I have delayed in doing, and that I have done so much in the past. I want to tell you I love you. I want to love you. I always will love you.


  I find it hard to understand in my mind what it means to love you after you are dead— but I still want to comfort and take care of you— and I want you to love me and care for me. I want to have problems to discuss with you— I want to do little projects with you. I never thought until just now that we can do that. What should we do. We started to learn to make clothes together— or learn Chinese— or getting a movie projector. Can’t I do something now? No. I am alone without you and you were the “idea-woman” and general instigator of all our wild adventures.


  When you were sick you worried because you could not give me something that you wanted to and thought I needed. You needn’t have worried. Just as I told you then there was no real need because I loved you in so many ways so much. And now it is clearly even more true— you can give me nothing now yet I love you so that you stand in my way of loving anyone else— but I want you to stand there. You, dead, are so much better than anyone else alive.


  I know you will assure me that I am foolish and that you want me to have full happiness and don’t want to be in my way. I’ll bet you are surprised that I don’t even have a girlfriend （except you, sweetheart）after two years. But you can’t help it, darling, nor can I— I don’t understand it, for I have met many girls and very nice ones and I don’t want to remain alone— but in two or three meetings they all seem ashes. You only are left to me. You are real.


  My darling wife, I do adore you.


  I love my wife. My wife is dead.


  Rich.


  



  PS Please excuse my not mailing this— but I don’t know your new address.


  LETTER 16

  　MY ANGEL, MY LOVE


  Emilie Blachère to Rémi Ochlik


  2012


  Born in France in 1983, Rémi Ochlik knew from a young age that photography was to be his lifelong passion. As a photojournalist, he began to make a name for himself by covering the Haitian riots in 2004; seven years later he won awards for his work documenting the Arab Spring. But with each assignment, he sensed his personal safety was increasingly at risk. Tragically, in 2012, as he travelled around Syria reporting on the civil war, Ochlik was killed when a rocket hit the safe house in which he was taking shelter. Soon after his death, his heartbroken partner, Emilie, wrote him a letter.


  THE LETTER


  Ochlik,


  I’ve never found it so difficult to write. My dictionaries are useless. I can already hear you saying, “Sweet Blachère.” So instead I made a list of everything I loved about you.


  My angel, my love:


  I loved it when you made lists of things you wanted, and you wanted a Harley Davidson, a loft, a 22，000-euro titanium Leica, and you would say to me, “What? You work at Paris Match, don’t you?”


  I loved it when you called me Blachère, or Blacherounette, when you had something you wanted to ask me.


  I loved it that you wanted to find a country just for the two of us where we could go every year together on assignment.


  I loved it when you talked about the arts, and painting, and literature, and I couldn’t understand a thing. You taught me so much.


  I loved it how in the field you would sink into the shadows, making people forget you were there so you could take better pictures.


  I loved to see you look every morning at photo sites and hear you say, “Look at what they’re doing. I suck, Blachère.”


  I loved it when you recorded L’amour est dans le pré for us and we watched it curled up under a blanket like teenagers, with our kitten between us. You kept saying, “You better not tell anyone about this.”


  I loved watching you make me coffee every morning, and after eight months, it was actually good!


  I loved it when you said you wanted to have two children, a boy and a girl.


  I loved it even more when you pestered me in front our friends about having kids: “Look at Thib, Mat, Fred. Their girls are cool, and they’re pregnant!”


  I loved it that you decided you wanted to go to Libya, Nigeria and Burma, then Syria, then Tulles, all within five minutes.


  I loved it when you told me, “Blachère, you’re making me childish. I’m becoming like you.”


  I loved it when I said that you were the best photographer in the world and you said, “Well, you’re biased.”


  I loved to see you blush when I told you I was crazy about you.


  I loved our routine, our life together, the nights we’d stay up late watching Dexter. I was smiling so long as I was next to you.


  I loved it how at night you would take out your contact lenses and put on your thick glasses. I’d call you Harry Potter and you hated it. You called me Emilie.


  I loved it when you told me that you didn’t miss me at all.


  I loved it when you told me you were jealous of Eric, of Ivan, of Pierre, jealous of everyone, even Marcelle, my cat.


  I loved it when you kidnapped Marcelle when I was on assignment and took her home so she would get used to your cat, and we could all live together, one happy family.


  I loved it when you were scared to meet my mother.


  I loved it when you took me to Honfleur, and we stopped along the highway and ate a Mars bar and drank a Coke.


  I loved it when you told me, “I’m ugly, Blachère, you’re blinded by love.”


  I loved it when you left your toothbrush at my house. I took a picture of it and showed it to my girlfriends. I almost posted it on Facebook.


  I loved how stroked my leg at red lights on your scooter.


  I loved it how you held me tight in the morning, then again at night, as if we had been apart for months.


  I loved watching you smoke at the window. You were so sexy. But like you said, I’m biased.


  I loved to hear you say to Julien, your best friend, your brother, “Look out, Mama Squirrel’s here,” when I was waking up.


  I loved it when you said at first, “Julien’s my wife, you’re my mistress.” After two months, it was the opposite. Sorry, Julien.


  I loved your timid smile, the way you laughed, your almost feminine delicacy, your juvenile tenderness.


  I loved it how you texted me every five minutes to ask me to marry you, with emoticons and all. We promised each other we’d get hitched in Las Vegas.


  I loved it how you left me love letters in my notebooks when you came over to feed Marcelle.


  I loved your courage, your admiration, your rigor. I’m so proud of you, my angel. I admired you as a photojournalist and as a man. You’ve become so big.


  I loved it when you told me, “Blachère, we have our whole lives ahead of us.”


  I loved to hear you tell me how everything was going to be alright when I was depressed. If only I could hear you tell me that today.


  I loved it so much how on February 10, a Friday, the last time we saw each other, you told me that I made you happy.


  I could go on. I would have loved to spend my life adding to this list. Ochlik, I loved you. I hope you know up there that I was more than happy by your side. I was in bloom. With you, things were lovely, sweet, and surprisingly intense. Our time together was magic. We were so happy that we had to protect it from the invasions of our profession, our passion, our second love.


  We were prepared for everything, except for the worst. Ochlik, I don’t know how I can go on without you. In Rome, you told me, “love is a weakness.” You were wrong. Today I feel strong. At Christmas you gave me a notebook and told me to, “write down the story of our lives and read it to our kids.” I promise that I will tell the story of that life we dreamed of so often, a life that I’m now going to have to live for two.


  I’m not sure if you miss me, Ochlik. I miss you. Madly.


  But I know that you are here. Inside of me. Near me. Near us. Today our nickname, Blachlik, makes sense.


  One day I’ll join you, my love. But not yet. You would hate to see me give up, let myself fade away. So I’m drying my tears, and watching your favorite movies on repeat, the ones that made you happy, like Singin’in the Rain.


  I’m sure you’d rather see us pay you tribute by staying up all night drinking and smoking. Don’t worry, it will happen, and the night’s not over yet.


  My angel, give Lucas a kiss for me. Take care of yourself. Take care of us.


  Emilie Blachère


  ‘I PROMISE THAT I WILL


  TELL THE STORY OF


  THAT LIFE WE DREAMED


  OF SO OFTEN’


  — Emilie Blachère


  LETTER 17

  　A PROBLEM WE HAVE


  Mildred Loving to the American Civil Liberties Union


  20 June 1963


  In 1958, five weeks after marrying in the District of Columbia, Mildred and Richard Loving, a mixed-race couple from Virginia, were arrested at their home for violating the state’s Racial Integrity Act of 1924. Rather than separate, the Lovings moved to Washington, D.C., where such a union was permitted by law; however, before long they grew homesick. In June of 1963, Mildred wrote a letter to Attorney General Robert F.Kennedy and asked him to step in: he advised them to send this letter to the American Civil Liberties Union, which led to a lawsuit and the landmark decision of Loving v. Virginia, 388 U. S.1 （1967）. On 12 June 1967, thanks to the Lovings’efforts, US-wide laws that denied interracial couples the right to marry were deemed unconstitutional following a unanimous deci-sion at the United States Supreme Court.


  THE LETTER


  1151 Neal Street


  N.E.Wash. D.C.


  June 20, 1963


  Dear Sir:


  I am writing to you concerning a problem we have.


  5 yrs ago my husband and I were married here in the District. We then returned to Va.to live. My husband is White, I am part negro,& part indian.


  At the time we did not know there was a law in Va.against mixed marriages.


  Therefore we were jailed and tried in a little town of Bowling Green.


  We were to leave the state to make our home.


  The problem is we are not allowed to visit our families. The judge said if we enter the state within the next 30 yrs, that we would have to spend 1 yr in jail.


  We know we can’t live there, but we would like to go back once in awhile to visit our families & friends.


  We have 3 children and cannot afford an attorney.


  We wrote to the Attorney General, he suggested that we get in touch with you for advice.


  Please help us if you can. Hope to hear from you real soon.


  Yours truly,


  Mr.& Mrs. Richard Loving


  LETTER 18

  　PIECES OF MEAT TO HUNGRE WOLFE


  Addie Brown to Rebecca Primus


  24 May 1861


  In 1994, one side of a years-long correspondence was discovered, and later published, which ignited debate amongst scholars due to the romantic relationship the letters seemed to reveal. They were written by Addie Brown, a lady born in 1841 who was orphaned as a young child following the death of her father and subsequently brought up by her aunt in Philadelphia. With no formal education to speak of, she went on to work as a domestic servant throughout her adult life. The letters’ recipient was Rebecca Primus, a woman who, in contrast to Brown, was the eldest of four children in an affluent, middle-class Connecticut family and worked as a highly respected teacher. Their lives were very different in many ways; however, like Brown, she was also a woman of colour. It is not known how they met, nor is it clear how Primus responded to Brown’s frequent, often heated declarations of love. What is clear is that this Civil War-era relationship was unlike most others. While Brown’s lack of literacy can mean her letters are, at times, tricky to make sense of word for word, the emotion behind her writing is impossible to mistake.


  THE LETTER


  New York May 24 1861


  My Darling Rebecca


  your most Affec letter to me was like pieces of meat to hungre wolfe I will not tell how often I pursue the contents of it this eve for the first time since I left that I gave vent to tears O Dear Dear Rebecca no one knows the heart of your Dear Friend I am afraid I will become irksom to the Family they say I am a change girl in every way I will try and be agreeable as I can how can I when you are so far off. I’m thinking of you hourly.


  Dear Rebecca if I had the energy of the dove how swiftly I would fly to the arms of my love.


  Dear Rebeca Mother has a great deal of work in the house I’m very much pleased for that I must have something to occupying my mind Rebecca what do you think Mr. Lee has here turn to me he has been expecate his Affec towards me but I act so indifferently that he dont know what to make of me I like him as a Friend and nothing more then that but Dear Rebecca if I should ever see a good chance I will take it for I’m tired roving around this unfriendly world Dear Rebecca in all this do not forget what I have said about marrying do not mention what I’m about to pen to you my true Friend that is this I do believe by Mr. Lee action that he truly loves me I cannot reciprocate his love he ask me if I thought that I ever live in Hartford again. I told him did not know he said I thought I would.


  Rebecca what do you think my old lover come home from church with me stay sun AM the… to stir a little in my breast dont laugh at me my Darling. Mother has two gentlemen boarded and one of them has partly fell in love with me mother told him and also Selina that no chance for him now Dear Rebecca mother says she did not think I was so dear to her I must say she is very Affectionately to me but if it only be lasting dont you say so to my love as for my part I try not to be changeable although I leave that for you to judge.


  Rebecca where do you think Mrs. Nott will go when she dies for I think she is not… live please to forgive me for saying so but that is true she know just as well as she was a living that she did not give me but one shirt and then she hardly wanted to then but I would persist in having it she wanted to send it down there I know I now have it then so I made shure of it then Rebecca I dont think I ever shall make my home again with Mrs. Nott because I dont think Mrs. Nott no kind of a woman to be with Im almost disgusted with her.


  Dear Rebecca we have deep bereavement in the Family Mother only Friend is dead he has been a Father to her he has staid by in all her trouble if she wanted anything would always go to him and him only he has been a near Dear Friend to this Family Rebecca it heart rendering to see his widow I saw him for the last time on Sunday he was apparently in perfect good health and very lively indeed Monday AM Mother was sent for and thought he would choke to death but they work for over him he seem to much better mother come home at 2 o’clock PM thought he would get along mother went in the evening to see he was great deal better so she came home at 1 o’clock she sent for and he was dying before Mother got up there he was dead O Rebecca how suddenly that was we all are very much afraid that Mrs. Scott will live very long now both are old and she is so nearing … that was the Family I thought to live with Rebecca I must bring this long letter to a close for I dont think will be very interesting to you if I only exchange this pen and paper for a seat by my loving Rebecca it is possible and must be thus seperation how long how long God knows and he only my heart is breaking for you and only you good night from your sweet


  Affec.


  Addie


  



  PS give my love to your Dear Mother and all the rest of the Family give my love to your Aunt Em and all the rest of the Friend Addie


  LETTER 19

  　YOU ARE SPLENDID


  Robert Schumann to Clara Wieck


  1838


  Celebrated German composer and pianist Robert Schumann first met and fell in love with fellow musical prodigy Clara Wieck whilst receiving piano training from her father, Friedrich Wieck, a man who actively discouraged their union and refused to give his daughter away to a ‘penniless composer’. Undeterred, Schumann took the matter to court and, after a lengthy court battle, won the right to marry the lady who in 1840 would become his wife. Robert passed away in 1856, and Clara died 40 years later. They were survived by their eight children and countless heart-warming letters so infused with love that their battle to become wed can easily be understood.


  THE LETTER


  1838


  Clara,


  How happy your last letters have made me -those since Christmas Eve! I should like to call you by all the endearing epithets, and yet I can find no lovelier word than the simple word ‘dear,’ but there is a particular way of saying it. My dear one, then, I have wept for joy to think that you are mine, and often wonder if I deserve you.


  One would think that no one man’s heart and brain could stand all the things that are crowded into one day. Where do these thousands of thoughts, wishes, sorrows, joys and hopes come from? Day in, day out, the procession goes on. But how light-hearted I was yesterday and the day before! There shone out of your letters so noble a spirit, such faith, such a wealth of love!


  What would I not do for love of you, my own Clara! The knights of old were better off; they could go through fire or slay dragons to win their ladies, but we of today have to content ourselves with more prosaic methods, such as smoking fewer cigars, and the like. After all, though, we can love, knights or no knights; and so, as ever,


  only the times change, not men’s hearts …


  You cannot think how your letter has raised and strengthened me … You are splendid, and I have much more reason to be proud of you than you of me. I have made up my mind, though, to read all your wishes in your face. Then you will think, even though you don’t say it, that your Robert is a really good sort, that he is entirely yours, and he loves you more than words can say.


  You shall indeed have cause to think so in the happy future. I still see you as you looked in your little cap that last evening. I still hear you call me du. Clara, I heard nothing of what you said but that du. Don’t you remember?


  But I see you in many another unforgettable guise. Once you were in a black dress, going to the theatre with Emilia List; it was during our separation. I know you will not have forgotten; it is vivid with me. Another time you were walking in the Thomasgasschen with an umbrella up, and you avoided me in desperation. And yet another time, as you were putting on your hat after a concert, our eyes happened to meet, and yours were full of the old unchanging love.


  I picture you in all sorts of ways, as I have seen you since. I did not look at you much, but you charmed me so immeasurably. Ah, I can never praise you enough for yourself or for your love of me, which I don’t really deserve.


  Robert


  LETTER 20

  　I’M TERRIBLY IN LOVE WITH YOU


  James Schuyler to John Button


  Spring 1956


  James Schuyler was born in Chicago in 1923 and had a disjointed upbringing. His parents divorced early on, and as a result, much of his childhood was spent travelling the country with his mother and stepfather in search of a permanent home. As a young adult he briefly served in the US Navy, and in later life spent time in a New York mental institution having suffered the first of numerous breakdowns. Through it all, Schuyler wrote poetry, and in 1981, age fifty-seven, he was awarded the Pulitzer Prize for his collection, The Morning of the Poem. In the early 1950s Schuyler met and fell for painter John Button. They wrote to each other often.


  THE LETTER


  Dear John,


  I don’t know why I have to tell you this today （but I do）— perhaps it’s because when I look out into the fog all I can see is the hairs of your adorable chest. I’m terribly in love with you, and have been for such a long time, ever since the first time Frank took me to your apartment. I looked around at your beautiful paintings and suddenly everything I’d ever felt about you turned into a diamond or a rose or something — anyway I went striding up and down while Frank played Poulenc and felt exactly like the Ugly Duckling the day he found he was a swan.


  Then you came home and I didn’t think I could ever look at you or to you again, all I could do was giggle and snort and twitch. But I’ve looked at you a lot since then, and there isn’t anybody else in the world I want to look at; or want, for that matter.


  It seems to me that I’ve been so GOOD that I couldn’t hate myself more. I don’t see why I couldn’t have been born a robber baron type instead of a fool.


  Now I’m going down and set 57th Street on fire to keep you warm.


  This is all nonsense. I love being in love with you, it makes even unhappiness seem no bigger than a pin, even at the times when I wish so violently that I could give my heart to science and be rid of it.


  With all my love,


  Jimmy


  ‘I LOVE BEING IN LOVE


  WITH YOU, IT MAKES


  EVEN UNHAPPINESS


  SEEM NO BIGGER


  THAN A PIN’


  — James Schuyler


  LETTER 21

  　LOOK FOR ME IN THE SUNSETS


  Emmie to Sumner


  Date unknown


  There are more than 90，000 people buried at Mount Auburn Cemetery, a beautiful and sprawling garden cemetery in Massachusetts that was first opened in 1831. Carved into one of those gravestones is the text of a letter, written by a lady to the love she left behind.


  THE LETTER


  My Sweet Sumner,


  I am very sorry that I had to go, it was simply my time. You were always the stronger of us. I could never had held the tiller for you as you did for me in such dark and ravaging seas. In my days of passage you were, as I knew you would be, perfect.


  I have left the stage but I will never leave you. I am in a thousand places that will always be ours. Look for me in the sunsets, the ones that marry the light of a yawning day to the bright pink billowed clouds of a western sky. These are my sunsets not yours. Live my sweet Sumner, live with every ounce of love that you still have to give. Do not question this hunger that still rides within your warm and pounding heart.


  If you get lonely just look for me. I am there in the sunset, listen closely and I will whisper my blessing.


  Forever Your Valentine,


  Emmie


  LETTER 22

  　A LOUSY PROPOSITION


  Evelyn Waugh to Laura Herbert


  Spring 1936


  Brideshead Revisited novelist Evelyn Waugh was born in London in 1903, and in June 1928, three months prior to publication of his acclaimed debut Decline and Fall and with little money to speak of, he married his first wife, Evelyn Gardner -much to the annoyance of her unimpressed father. Within a year of the wedding, Waugh had filed for divorce. Years later, in the spring of 1936, as he waited impatiently for the annulment of his first marriage, he wrote to his soon-to-be-ex-wife’s nineteen-year-old cousin, Laura, with a self-described ‘lousy proposition’. This painfully honest, amusing approach paid off: Evelyn and Laura married the next year and remained together until his death thirty years later. They had seven children together.


  THE LETTER


  Bridgewater Estate Office


  Ellesmere


  Salop


  Sweetie,


  Another letter last night. It is noble of you.


  Tell you what you might do while you are alone at Pixton. You might think about me a bit & whether you could bear the idea of marrying me. Of course you haven’t got to decide, but think about it. I can’t advise you in my favour because I think it would be beastly for you, but think how nice it would be for me. I am restless & moody & misanthropic & lazy & have no money except what I earn and if I got ill you would starve. In fact it’s a lousy proposition. On the other hand I think I could reform & become quite strict about not getting drunk and I am pretty sure I should be faithful. Also there is always a fair chance that there will be another bigger economic crash in which case if you had married a nobleman with a great house you might find yourself starving, while I am very clever and could probably earn a living of some sort somewhere. Also though you would be taking on an elderly buffer, I am one without fixed habits. You wouldn’t find yourself confined to any particular place or group. Also I have practically no living relatives except one brother whom I scarcely know. You would not find yourself involved in a large family & all their rows & you would not be patronised & interfered with by odious sisters in law & aunts as often happens. All these are very small advantages compared with the awfulness of my character. I have always tried to be nice to you and you may have got it into your head that I am nice really, but that is all rot. It is only to you & for you. I am jealous & impatient -but there is no point in going into a whole list of my vices. You are a critical girl and I’ve no doubt that you know them all and a great many I don’t know myself. But the point I wanted to make is that if you marry most people, you are marrying a great number of objects & other people as well, well, if you marry me there is nothing else involved, and that is an advantage as well as a disadvantage. My only tie of any kind is my work. That means that for several months each year we shall have to separate or you would have to share some very lonely place with me. But apart from that we could do what we liked & go where we liked -and if you married a soldier or stockbroker or member of parliament or master of hounds you would be more tied.


  When I tell my friends that I am in love with a girl of 19 they looked shocked and say ‘wretched child’ but I don’t look on you as very young even in your beauty and I don’t think there is any sense in the line that you cannot possibly commit yourself to a decision that affects your whole life for years yet. But anyway there is no point in your deciding or even answering. I may never get free of your cousin. Above all things, darling, don’t fret at all. But just turn the matter over in your dear head.


  Eight days from now I shall be with you again, darling heart. I don’t think of much else.


  All my love,


  Evelyn


  LETTER 23

  　I KNOW WHAT LOVE IS


  Ansel Adams to Cedric Wright


  10 June 1937


  Born in 1902 in California, from an early age Ansel Adams was fascinated by nature and spent much of his time exploring the wide expanses of land that surrounded him. But it was when he reached twelve and got his hands on his first camera that he found his true passion, immediately planting the seeds that were to catapult him to stardom as one of the most famous landscape photographers in history. Sadly, in 1936, in the midst of an unrelenting workload and the near-demise of his marriage, Adams suffered a nervous breakdown. After a stay in hospital, desperately in need of escape, Adams decided he must return with his family to the one place where he could find solace: Yosemite, California. Some months later, as his health returned, he wrote a letter to his best friend and mentor, the photographer Cedric Wright.


  THE LETTER


  Yosemite National Park


  June 10, 1937


  Dear Cedric,


  A strange thing happened to me today. I saw a big thundercloud move down over Half Dome, and it was so big and clear and brilliant that it made me see many things that were drifting around inside of me; things that related to those who are loved and those who are real friends.


  For the first time I know what love is; what friends are; and what art should be.


  Love is a seeking for a way of life; the way that cannot be followed alone; the resonance of all spiritual and physical things. Children are not only of flesh and blood — children may be ideas, thoughts, emotions. The person of the one who is loved is a form composed of a myriad mirrors reflecting and illuminating the powers and the thoughts and the emotions that are within you, and flashing another kind of light from within. No words or deeds may encompass it.


  Friendship is another form of love — more passive perhaps, but full of the transmitting and acceptances of things like thunderclouds and grass and the clean reality of granite.


  Art is both love and friendship, and under-standing; the desire to give. It is not charity, which is the giving of Things, it is more than kindness which is the giving of self. It is both the taking and giving of beauty, the turning out to the light the inner folds of the awareness of the spirit. It is the recreation on another plane of the realities of the world; the tragic and wonderful realities of earth and men, and of all the inter-relations of these.


  I wish the thundercloud had moved up over Tahoe and let loose on you; I could wish you nothing finer.


  Ansel


  ‘LOVE IS A SEEKING FOR


  A WAY OF LIFE; THE WAY


  THAT CANNOT BE


  FOLLOWED ALONE; THE


  RESONANCE OF ALL


  SPIRITUAL AND


  PHYSICAL THINGS’


  — Ansel Adams


  LETTER 24

  　I’M AMPUTATING YOU


  Frida Kahlo to Diego Rivera


  1953


  It was in 1927 that Frida Kahlo first met Diego Rivera, a fellow artist twenty-one years her senior who soon became her mentor and husband. Kahlo’s life up until then had been a struggle -she was bedridden with polio as a child and suffered a serious traffic accident as a young adult, which led to problems throughout her adult life -but she pulled through thanks to her love of art. As an adult she thrived, going on to become one of the world’s most admired painters, and Rivera was similarly celebrated. Their marriage was famously wild and unpredictable. In 1953, the year before she died, one of Kahlo’s legs was amputated due to gangrene. As she waited for the operation to take place, she wrote Rivera a letter.


  THE LETTER


  Mexico,


  1953


  My dear Mr. Diego,


  I’m writing this letter from a hospital room before I am admitted into the operating theatre. They want me to hurry, but I am determined to finish writing first, as I don’t want to leave anything unfinished. Especially now that I know what they are up to. They want to hurt my pride by cutting a leg off. When they told me it would be necessary to amputate, the news didn’t affect me the way everybody expected. No, I was already a maimed woman when I lost you, again, for the umpteenth time maybe, and still I survived.


  I am not afraid of pain and you know it. It is almost inherent to my being, although I confess that I suffered, and a great deal, when you cheated on me, every time you did it, not just with my sister but with so many other women. How did they let themselves be fooled by you? You believe I was furious about Cristina, but today I confess that it wasn’t because of her. It was because of me and you. First of all because of me, since I’ve never been able to understand what you looked and look for, what they give you that I couldn’t. Let’s not fool ourselves, Diego, I gave you everything that is humanly possible to offer and we both know that. But still, how the hell do you manage to seduce so many women when you’re such an ugly son of a bitch?


  The reason why I’m writing is not to accuse you of anything more than we’ve already accused each other of in this and however many more bloody lives. It’s because I’m having a leg cut off （damned thing, it got what it wanted in the end）. I told you I’ve counted myself as incomplete for a long time, but why the fuck does everybody else need to know about it too? Now my fragmentation will be obvious for everyone to see, for you to see … That’s why I’m telling you before you hear it on the grapevine. Forgive my not going to your house to say this in person, but given the circumstances and my condition, I’m not allowed to leave the room, not even to use the bathroom. It’s not my intention to make you or anyone else feel pity, and I don’t want you to feel guilty. I’m writing to let you know I’m releasing you, I’m amputating you. Be happy and never seek me again. I don’t want to hear from you, I don’t want you to hear from me. If there is anything I’d enjoy before I die, it’d be not having to see your fucking horrible bastard face wandering around my garden.


  That is all, I can now go to be chopped up in peace.


  Good bye from somebody who is crazy and vehemently in love with you,


  Your Frida


  LETTER 25

  　AWAY FROM YOU I AM AS NOTHING


  Lester Halbreich to Shirley Halbreich


  August 1944


  Lester Halbreich and Shirley Scheller met in 1941 at the Stevensille Hotel in the Catskills, New York, when Lester, a waiter, was looking after the table of Shirley and her holidaying family. Four months later, on 24 December, they were married; but by that point, everything had changed for the Halbreichs, and indeed countless others, with Japan’s military strike on Pearl Harbor. The attack led to the US becoming involved in World War II the following day and Lester being called up for service in the Navy. For the eighteen months that he did serve, Lester and Shirley wrote to each other almost daily -by the time he returned home, approximately 600 letters had been exchanged, many of which were later published by their daughter. One Sunday evening in August 1944, missing her more than usual, Lester poured his heart out on paper.


  THE LETTER


  August, 1944


  （1100 Sunday night）


  My Darling Wife,


  And I mean my darling wife. My roommate is reading right now, so I am ready to sit up for a few minutes and write to you to tell you how much I love you, and how much you mean to me.


  I know that I’ve told you this a thousand or more times, but it bears repetition. I love you, my darling, with all my heart and with all my soul and with all my might. As I sit here typing this, I have both your pictures in front of me, and my heart goes out to you in the deepest of passion, and I could die of unrequited love because you are not here with me.


  All day I’ve missed you. I’ve tried to fill in the void. I’ve played checkers, bowled, gone to the movies, drunk beer with the fellows, laughed and kidded （as best as I could）, but all the time there was that great emptiness which nothing but the feel of you in my arms, and pressed close to me can fill. I miss the warmth of your lips against mine, the nearness of you to me in every way. I am frightfully and desperately lonely for you … and I am glad; glad because I know you miss me as greatly as I do you; and glad in the anticipation of our reunion.


  Oh, darling, how lucky we are to love one another. Every day （or almost every day）I meet people who are married and not in love, and what does life hold for them. Nothing. But for you and I my sweetest darling, life holds everything. Why, only the prospect of being together with you makes it worthwhile.


  I don’t apologize for being passionate. I feel passionate. If I had you with me now I would love you passionately （as I could love only you amongst all the women in the world, and as you could love only me）. All day long I’ve sat thinking of you. I tried to call you this evening, but there was too long a delay so I sit down to you and send myself to you as best I can via a typewriter.


  I won’t write this way again soon, my life, my excuse for living, but this once I had to let all the love I feel for you pour out unstinted.


  I love you. You are my “raison d’être.” Without you, life is meaningless; with you it is a perfect sonnet, a fine-cut gem, a beautifully conceived symphony. Or to descend to the other end of the ladder of words, I was no damned good before I met you. And life is only worthwhile while I am with you. Away from you I am as nothing. How well this has been shown in the last month.


  I could rave more. Indeed, darling, that is what I want to do. To sit here and look at your picture, and drink in your beauty of soul and body, and revel in the thought that as I love you so do you love me; but rapt as I am in thoughts of you, the wishes of three roommates must be respected, and they want to sleep. So, goodnight, my dearest love, sleep well, and think of me, please, each night, before falling to sleep, as I do of thee.


  Love,


  Les


  LETTER 26

  　A THOUSAND KISSES AS FIERY AS MY SOUL


  Napoléon Bonaparte to Joséphine de Beauharnais


  19 July 1796


  Born in Corsica in 1769, Napoléon Bonaparte is considered one of history’s most effective and powerful military leaders, and a strategist with no equal. His rise was swift, and in 1804, having led the French campaign in Egypt and Syria, he was crowned Emperor of the French; the next year, he was King of Italy. In 1795, as he began to climb the ranks, he met and fell in love with Joséphine de Beauharnais, and within months had proposed marriage: in March 1796, forty-eight hours after their wedding, he left her and led the French army to war. Napoléon was an avid correspondent and, even when deep in conflict, somehow managed to write countless love letters to his wife. He was also incredibly impatient, and regularly despaired on days when a reply from Joséphine failed to appear, such as 19 July 1796.


  THE LETTER


  Marmirolo, July 19, 1796


  I have been without letters from you for two days. That is at least the thirtieth time to-day that I have made this observation to myself; you are thinking this particularly wearisome; yet you cannot doubt the tender and unique anxiety with which you inspire me.


  We attacked Mantua yesterday. We warmed it up from two batteries with red-hot shot and from mortars. All night long that wretched town has been on fire. The sight was horrible and majestic. We have secured several of the outworks; we open the first parallel to-night. To-morrow I start for Castiglione with the Staff, and I reckon on sleeping there. I have received a courier from Paris. There were two letters for you; I have read them. But though this action appears to me quite natural, and though you gave me permission to do so the other day, I fear you may be vexed, and that is a great trouble to me. I should have liked to have sealed them up again: fie! that would have been atrocious. If I am to blame, I beg your forgiveness. I swear that it is not because I am jealous; assuredly not. I have too high an opinion of my beloved for that. I should like you to give me full permission to read your letters, then there would be no longer either remorse or apprehension.


  Achille has just ridden post from Milan; no letters from my beloved! Adieu, my unique joy. When will you be able to rejoin me? I shall have to fetch you myself from Milan.


  A thousand kisses as fiery as my soul, as chaste as yourself.


  I have summoned the courier; he tells me that he crossed over to your house, and that you told him you had no commands. Fie! naughty, undutiful, cruel, tyrannous, jolly little monster. You laugh at my threats, at my infatuation; ah, you well know that if I could shut you up in my breast, I would put you in prison there!


  Tell me you are cheerful, in good health, and very affectionate


  Bonaparte


  ‘AH, YOU WELL KNOW


  THAT IF I COULD SHUT


  YOU UP IN MY BREAST,


  I WOULD PUT YOU IN


  PRISON THERE!’


  — Napoléon Bonaparte


  LETTER 27

  　GOOD LUCK, MY DARLING


  Nelson Mandela to Winnie Mandela


  23 June 1969


  Decades before Nelson Mandela became South Africa’s first black president, and a year after they first laid eyes on each other, Nelson Mandela married Winnie Madikizela. They remained together for thirty-eight long, often dark years -both personally and politically. Just five years after tying the knot, Nelson was incar-cerated for a total of twenty-seven years in his home country as a result of his anti-apartheid activism -eighteen of which were spent in a cell measuring eight by seven feet on Robben Island, with little outside contact. It was there, in 1969, that he was informed Winnie had also been detained for sixteen months. Their only means of communication during their concurrent sentences was the letter, some of which failed to reach the recipient. It is unknown whether this one, written by Nelson in June of 1969, made its way through.


  THE LETTER


  23.6.69


  My Darling,


  One of my precious possessions here is the first letter you wrote me on Dec.20, 1962, shortly after my first conviction. During the last 6½ years I have read it over and over again & the sentiments it expresses are as golden & fresh now as they were the day I received it. With the aspirations & views that you hold & the role you are playing in the current battle of ideas, I have always known that you would be arrested sooner or later. But considering all that I have gone through, I had somehow vaguely hoped that such a calamity would be deferred & that you would be spared the misfortune & misery of prison life. Accordingly when the news of your arrest reached me on May 17, in the midst of feverish preparations for my finals, then only 25 days away, I was quite unprepared & felt cold & lonely. That you were free & able within limits to move about meant much to me. I looked forward to all your visits & to those of members of the family & friends which you organised with your characteristic ability & enthusiasm, to the lovely birthday, wedding anniversary & Xmas cards which you never failed to send,& to the funds which in spite of difficulties you managed to raise. What made the disaster even more shattering was the fact that you had last visited me on Dec.21 & I was actually expecting you to come down last month or in June. I was also awaiting your reply to my letter of Apr.2 in which I discussed your illness & made suggestions.


  For some time after receiving the news my faculties seemed to have ceased functioning & I turned almost instinctively to your letter as I have always done in the past whenever my resolution flagged or whenever I wanted to take away my mind from nagging problems:


  “Most people do not realise that your physical presence would have meant nothing to me if the ideals for which you have dedicated your life have not been realised. I find living in hope the most wonderful thing. Our short lives together, my love, have always been full of expectation … In these hectic & violent years I have grown to love you more than I ever did before … Nothing can be as valuable as being part & parcel of the formation of the history of a country.”


  These are some of the gems this marvellous letter contains & after going through it on May 17 I felt once more on top of the world. Disasters will always come & go, leaving their victims either completely broken or steeled & seasoned & better able to face the next crop of challenges that may occur. It is precisely at the present moment that you should remember that hope is a powerful weapon & one no power on earth can deprive you of; & that nothing can be as valuable as being part & parcel of the history of a country. Permanent values in social life & thought cannot be created by people who are indifferent or hostile to the true aspirations of a nation. For one thing those who have no soul, no sense of national pride & no ideals to win can suffer neither humiliation nor defeat; they can evolve no national heritage, are inspired by no sacred mission & can produce no martyrs or national heroes. A new world will be won not by those who stand at a distance with their arms folded, but by those who are in the arena, whose garments are torn by storms & whose bodies are maimed in the course of contest. Honour belongs to those who never forsake the truth even when things seem dark & grim, who try over & over again, who are never discouraged by insults, humiliation & even defeat. Since the dawn of history, mankind has honoured & respected brave & honest people, men & women like you darling -an ordinary girl who hails from a country village hardly shown in most maps, wife of a kraal, which is the humblest even by peasant standards.


  My sense of devotion to you precludes me from saying more in public than I have already done in this note which must pass through many hands. One day we will have the privacy which will enable us to share the tender thoughts which we have kept buried in our hearts during the past eight years.


  In due course you will be charged & probably convicted. I suggest that you discuss matters with Niki immediately you are charged & make the necessary arrangements for funds for purposes of study, toilet, Xmas groceries & other personal expenses. You must also arrange for her to send you as soon as you are convicted photos with suitable leather picture frames. From experience I have found that a family photo is everything in prison & you must have it right from the beginning. From this side you will have all my monthly letters, darling. I have written a long letter to Zeni & Zindzi, care of Niki, explaining the position in an attempt to keep them informed & cheerful. I only hope they received my earlier letter of Feb.4. Last month I wrote to Mummy at Bizana & to Sidumo. This month I will write to Telli & to Uncle Marsh. I have heard neither from Kgatho, Maki, Wonga, Sef, Gibson, Lily, Mthetho & Amina to whom I wrote between Dec.& April.


  It has been possible to write this letter by kind permission of Brig. Aucamp & I am sure he will be anxious to help you should you desire to reply to this letter whilst you are still under detention. If you succeed, please confirm whether you received my April letter. Meanwhile, I should like you to know that I am thinking of you every moment of the day. Good luck, my darling. A million kisses & tons & tons of love.


  Devotedly,


  Dalibunga


  LETTER 28

  　I LOVE JUNE CARTER, I DO


  Johnny Cash to June Carter


  23 June 1994


  Country singers Johnny Cash and June Carter first crossed each other’s paths at a gig in 1956, and, despite Cash already being married, the connection was instant. Cash proposed to Carter on more than one occasion, to no avail, but on 1 March 1968, thir-teen years after first meeting and just a week after he proposed to her on stage during a concert, they finally married, remaining together until her death thirty-five years later. In 1994, on the occasion of June’s sixty-fifth birthday, Johnny wrote her a letter. It would be another nine years until she passed away. Soon afterwards, he wrote another note.


  THE LETTER


  June 23 1994


  Odense, Denmark.


  Happy Birthday Princess,


  We get old and get used to each other. We think alike. We read each others minds. We know what the other wants without asking. Sometimes we irritate each other a little bit. Maybe sometimes take each other for granted.


  But once in awhile, like today, I meditate on it and realize how lucky I am to share my life with the greatest woman I ever met. You still fascinate and inspire me. You influence me for the better. You’re the object of my desire, the #1 Earthly reason for my existence. I love you very much.


  Happy Birthday Princess.


  John


  July 11 2003


  Noon


  I love June Carter, I do. Yes I do. I love June Carter I do. And she loves me.


  But now she’s an angel and I’m not. Now she’s an angel and I’m not.


  LETTER 29

  　A SQUEAL OF PAIN


  Vita Sackville-West to Virginia Woolf


  22 January 1926


  Prominent English novelist Vita Sackville-West’s marriage to Sir Harold Nicolson was the very definition of an open one, with both partners happily enjoying same-sex, extramarital relationships for much of the forty-nine years they spent together. In the early 1920s Vita began what was to be her most famous affair, with Virginia Woolf, the hugely influential author responsible for such classics as Mrs Dalloway and Orlando, the latter of which was inspired, in part, by Vita’s life. In January 1926 Vita reluctantly departed London to join her husband, then a diplomat working in Persia, for four long months; on the twenty-first, as she travelled by train, Vita wrote a longing letter to the lover she had left behind.


  THE LETTER


  Milan


  January 21


  I am reduced to a thing that wants Virginia. I composed a beautiful letter to you in the sleepless nightmare hours of the night, and it has all gone: I just miss you, in a quite simple desperate human way. You, with all your un-dumb letters, would never write so elementary a phrase as that; perhaps you wouldn’t even feel it. And yet I believe you’ll be sensible of a little gap. But you’d clothe it in so exquisite a phrase that it would lose a little of its reality. Whereas with me it is quite stark: I miss you even more than I could have believed; and I was prepared to miss you a good deal. So this letter is just really a squeal of pain. It is incredible how essential to me you have become. I suppose you are accustomed to people saying these things. Damn you, spoilt creature; I shan’t make you love me any the more by giving myself away like this— But oh my dear, I can’t be clever and stand-offish with you: I love you too much for that. Too truly. You have no idea how stand-offish I can be with people I don’t love. I have brought it to a fine art. But you have broken down my defences. And I don’t really resent it.


  However I won’t bore you with any more.


  We have re-started, and the train is shaky again. I shall have to write at the stations -which are fortunately many across the Lombard plain.


  Venice . The stations were many, but I didn’t bargain for the Orient Express not stopping at them. And here we are at Venice for ten minutes only,— a wretched time in which to try and write. No time to buy an Italian stamp even, so this will have to go from Trieste.


  The waterfalls in Switzerland were frozen into solid iridescent curtains of ice, hanging over the rock; so lovely. And Italy all blanketed in snow.


  We’re going to start again. I shall have to wait till Trieste tomorrow morning. Please forgive me for writing such a miserable letter.


  V.


  ‘I AM REDUCED TO A


  THING THAT WANTS


  VIRGINIA.’


  — Vita Sackville-West


  LETTER 30

  　I SHALL ALWAYS BE NEAR YOU


  Sullivan Ballou to Sarah Ballou


  14 July 1861


  In 1861, as the American Civil War approached, a thirty-two-year-old lawyer named Sullivan Ballou left his wife of five years and two sons at home, and joined the war effort as a major in the Union Army. On 14 July that year, acutely aware that particularly perilous times were ahead, he wrote, but didn’t send, the following beautiful letter to his wife, in which he eloquently warned her of the dangers he faced and spoke of his love for both his family and country. Sadly, two weeks after penning his letter, Sullivan was killed in the First Battle of Bull Run -the first major conflict of a war that lasted four years and cost the lives of approximately 750，000 people -along with ninety-three of his men. The letter was later found amongst his belongings and then delivered to his widow, but has since been lost. This copy, thought to have been transcribed by a relative, is held at the Abraham Lincoln Presidential Library.


  Sarah, who was twenty-four when he died, never remarried. She passed away at eighty years of age, and is now buried alongside her husband in Providence, Rhode Island.


  THE LETTER


  Headquarters


  Camp Clark


  Washington D.C.


  July 14th 1861


  My Very dear Wife


  The indications are very strong that we shall move in a few days perhaps tomorrow and lest I should not be able to write you again I feel impelled to write a few lines that may fall under your eye when I am no more. Our movement may be one of a few days duration and be full of pleasure. And it may be one of severe conflict and death to me “Not my will but thine O God be done” if it is necessary that I should fall, on the battle field for my Country I am ready. I have no misgivings about or lack of confidence in the Cause in which I am engaged, and my courage does not halt or falter. I know how American Civilization now leans upon the triumph of the Government and how great a debt we owe to those who went before us through the blood and suffering of the Revolution; and I am willing perfectly willing to lay down all my joys in this life to help maintain this Government and to pay that debt.


  But my dear wife, when I know that with my own joys I lay down nearly all of yours,- and replace them in this life with care and sorrow when after having eaten for long years the bitter fruit of orphanage myself, I must offer it as their only sustenance to my dear little children, is it weak or dishonourable that while the banner of purpose flotes calmly and proudly in the breeze, underneath my unbounded love for you my dear wife and children should struggle in fierce though useless contest with my love of Country


  I cannot describe to you my feelings on this calm summer night when two thousand men are sleeping around me, many of them enjoying the last perhaps before that of Death. And I suspicious that Death is creeping behind me with his fatal dart am communing with God my Country and thee. I have sought most closely and diligently and often in my brest for a wrong motive in thus hazarding the happiness of all that I love and I could not find one. A pure love of my Country and of the principels I have advocated before the people and the name of honour that I love more than I fear death, have called upon me and I have obeyed.


  Sarah my love for you is deathless it seemes to bind me with Mighty Cables that nothing but Omnipotence can break. And yet my love of Country comes over me like a strong wind and bears me irresistibly with all those chains to the battle field the memories of all the blissful moments I have enjoyed with you come crouding over me, and I feel most deeply grateful to God and you that I have enjoyed them so long. And how hard it is for me to give them up; and burn to ashes the hopes of future years when God willing we might still have loved and loved together and see our boys grow up to honourable manhood around us. I know I have but few claimes upon Divine Providence but something whispers to me perhaps it is the wafted prayer of my little Edgar that I shall return to my loved ones unharmed. If I do not my dear Sarah never forget how much I loved you nor that when my last breath escapes me on the battlefield it will whisper your name


  Forgive my many faults and the many pains I have caused you. How thoughtless how foolish I have sometimes been! How gladly would I wash out with my tears every little spot upon your happiness and strugle with all the misfortunes of this world to shield you and my children from harm but I cannot I must watch you from the spirit world and hover near you while you buffet the stormes with your precious little freight -and wait with sad paitience till we meet to part no more


  But Oh Sarah! if the dead can come back to this earth and flit unseen around those they love I shall be always with you in the brightest day and the darkest night amidst your happiest sceans and gloomiest hours always always and when the soft breeze fans your cheek it shall be my breath or the cool air your throbbing temple it shall be my spirit passing by. Sarah, do not mourn me dead think I am gone and wait for me for we shall meet again.


  As for my little boys they will grow up as I have done and never know a fathers love and care.


  Little Willie is to young to remember me long but my blue eyed Edgar will keep my frolics with him among the dimmest memories of his childhood


  Sarah I have unlimited confidence in your maternal care and your development of their characters. Tell my two Mothers I call Gods blessings upon them


  Oh! Sarah I wait for you then come to me and lead thither my children


  Sullivan


  ‘MY LOVE FOR YOU IS


  DEATHLESS IT SEEMES TO


  BIND ME WITH MIGHTY


  CABLES THAT NOTHING


  BUT OMNIPOTENCE


  CAN BREAK’


  — Sullivan Ballou
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  2009年，一个庆祝书信这种老式通信方式的网站“lettersofnote.com”上线，“见字如面”计划随之诞生。从那时到现在，该网站已被访问超过一亿次。《见字如面》的第一卷于2013年10月出版。同年晚些时候，我们又举办了第一次“书信现场”活动，让世界顶级表演者为听众们现场朗诵精彩书信。


  从此，“见字如面”和“书信现场”这对“孪生姐妹”并肩成长，前者火遍全球，后者在世界各地的许多标志性场馆举办：从伦敦的皇家阿尔伯特音乐厅，到洛杉矶的王牌酒店。


  如欲获取更多详情，可访问“lettersofnote.com”和“letterslive.com”。现在，“见字如面”的最新系列还有了音频版可供收听。我们的朗读者阵容人才济济，选自广受好评的“书信现场”演出的固定表演班底。


  一封信是一枚定时炸弹，是一条瓶中信，是一句咒语，是一声呼救，是一则故事，是一段关切的表达，是一次爱的递送，是一种通过文字互相联结的方式。今天，这种简单且非常大众的艺术形式仍是一种有力的沟通手段。不管我们正经历什么样的技术革命浪潮，书信都不会消失，它会像文学一样永远存在。


  前言


  自人类开始为了控制鼠害驯养猫和为了满足狩猎的需要驯养狗以来，几千年间一个问题始终被反复讨论，而且这个问题总能把听众瞬间分成两派：


  猫还是狗？


  我可以骄傲地说，自童年以来，猫和狗我都养过不止一只。不得不承认，其中一些比另一些更讨人喜欢。对我而言，上述问题显然只有一个正确答案，而且事实上那是唯一符合逻辑的答案：都好。因为要在猫与狗之间做出选择，就像要在食物和饮料之间做出选择一样：这个问题不仅毫无意义，而且答案很可能随着一天之中的不同时段及当时的心境而变。不过，现在让我们把注意力放在我们的猫科朋友身上。目前，在全球各地，数亿只猫咪是人类家庭的成员。它们在两条腿的室友的脚踝间打转；它们大声打着呼噜、等着吃早饭；它们对着柔软的家具一通揉捏，看起来那样欣喜若狂，使人不禁想体验一下它们的生活，哪怕只有一分钟也好；面对毫无界限感的笨拙孩童，它们优雅地在空中越过不可思议的距离，轻松逃开；与过度兴奋、智力不及它们的狗共享厨房时，它们漫不经心地撞一下对方的鼻子；它们总能设法打开橱柜门，翻出里面的好吃的；它们在家中优雅地四处闲逛，姿态如此傲慢，使人不禁想问：究竟是谁驯养了谁啊？事实上，等一下，会不会不是我们在养猫，而是猫一直在操纵、利用我们？


  在这本书中，你会发现我们欠某只猫一个巨大的人情，因为它曾启发人类历史上最伟大的科学家之一，使我们的生活得到不可估量的改善。你会了解到一种完全由猫驱动的乐器。你会了解到一种超自然的生物——猫又。你会读到一只猫如何给一位正在躲避人类最大暴行的小姑娘带去她急需的笑容。你将了解到伊利诺伊州州长如何气宇轩昂地拯救全州的猫咪，使它们免遭巨大的尴尬。你会读到人类历史上最伟大的诗人之一为悼念一只掉进金鱼缸里被淹死的猫咪而写的诗。你会听到一只在纸巾盒里拉屎的猫的故事，此猫的主人是一位著名的小说家，而故事发生时，他恰好不幸身患感冒。


  通过一个个被我们称为“书信”的时间胶囊，你将了解以上这些以及许多其他故事。在人类的各种交流方式中，书信是最珍贵、最宜人、最濒临消失的一种。此刻，许多数字的、缺乏魅力的、不能长存的通信方式正把书信推向天堂的分拣处。那些通信方式侵蚀我们醒着时产生的每一个思绪，消解人与人之间的关系，使之远不如过去那样富有意义。事实上，我希望通过这本书达成两个目标：一是进一步加强你对猫这种伟大动物的爱意（如果我们对猫的爱还可能更强烈的话）；二是提醒你，如果没有书信，书中的这些故事必然都已早早死去，再也不会被人复述，我们应该多多写信——为了我们自己、为了未来的人类、为了所有猫咪（它们值得被肯定，并且，让我们面对事实吧，它们时常命令我们肯定它们）。


  所以，请多写信吧。今天就抽出十分钟来。找一张纸，从你的猫手中抢下你家最后一支幸存的笔，给某个人写一封信吧，哪怕只是为了让他们知道，此刻你正在想着他们。尽管希望渺茫，说不定你还能收到回信呢。


  肖恩·亚瑟


  2020年


  又及：如果你提笔写信，请记得抄送一份给我。
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  ——信件01

  大自然会不会是一只巨猫？


  尼古拉·特斯拉致波拉·福蒂奇


  1939年7月23日


  发明家尼古拉·特斯拉1856年生于塞尔维亚。我们几乎很难说清他对现代世界产生了多么深远的影响。在八十六年的生命中，他在电气工程领域取得无数突破，特别是在他发明的交流感应电动机方面取得了突出的成就。这位“电力之父”离世时名下的专利约300项。1939年，83岁的特斯拉健康状况日益恶化，身体已十分衰弱。此时他在华盛顿结识了南斯拉夫[1]驻美国大使的女儿波拉·福蒂奇，两人因爱猫之心而结下友谊。不久以后，特斯拉从纽约市的家中给新朋友波拉写了这封信，透露了他终生迷恋电力的原因。


  ——信件正文


  纽约


  1939年7月23日


  我亲爱的波拉·福蒂奇小姐：


  随信附上1939年的南斯拉夫年历。你可以在年历上看到我住过的房子和我生活过的社区。由于某种奇怪的巧合，我恰好出生在那里，并在那里经历了许多悲喜交加的冒险。你可以在6月那一页的照片上看到那栋老式房屋，它建在一座树木繁密的山丘脚下，山的名字是波格丹尼克山。屋子旁边是一座教堂，屋后稍向山上走一段有一片墓地。离我们最近的邻居也在约三千米之外。冬天，雪有约两米深，那时我们便彻底与世隔绝了。


  我的母亲非常勤劳，不知疲倦。她经常从凌晨四点开始干活，一直忙到晚上十一点。从凌晨四点到早饭时间——清晨六点，其他人还在熟睡，但我从来都是睁着眼睛的。我会观察母亲如何飞快地——有时一路小跑着——完成许多她布置给自己的任务，那景象让我非常快乐。她指挥仆人照顾我们的所有家畜。她给牛挤奶。她独自做完各种家务，摆好餐桌，给全家人做早饭。早餐做好时家里的其他人才会起床。吃完早饭，每个人都以母亲为榜样忙碌起来。大家都勤奋地工作，并且热爱自己的工作，因此能从中获得满足感。


  但在全家人中，我是最快乐的一个。我的快乐源泉是我们伟大的玛卡克——全世界最好的猫。我多希望我能充分向你说明我们之间的感情。我们为彼此而活。不管我走到哪里，玛卡克都跟着我，因为我爱他，他也爱我，还因为他很想保护我。觉得需要挺身保护我时，他会弓起背，变成平时的两倍高，尾巴竖起来，像金属条一样硬，胡须像钢丝一样翘着。他会发出爆炸般的喷气声，以表示他的愤怒——噗！噗！那情景可吓人啦。无论是谁惹了他——不管是人还是动物——此时都得仓皇而逃。


  每天傍晚，我们会从家里出发，沿着教堂的围墙往前跑。他总是跟在我身后飞奔，还用爪子抓我的裤腿。他会很卖力地假装要咬我，但他那针一般尖锐的门齿一刺穿我的衣服，压力便会立刻消失，他的牙齿温柔地压在我的皮肤上，就像蝴蝶落在花瓣上那么轻柔。


  他最喜欢和我一起在草地上打滚。我们一起打滚时，他又咬又抓，发出呼噜声，沉浸在狂喜之中。那无比快乐的样子让我完全着了迷，所以我也又咬又抓，还发出呼噜声。我们根本停不下来，只是一个劲地滚啊滚啊，快乐到忘乎所以。除了下雨的时候，我们每天都沉浸在这种叫人着魔的运动里。


  说到水，玛卡克在这方面非常小心谨慎。为了不把爪子打湿，他可以一下子蹦出两米远。下雨天，我们就在屋子里找一个舒适的地方玩耍。玛卡克极其爱干净，他身上没有一只跳蚤或其他虫子，他一点也不掉毛，完全没有令人不快的地方。夜里想去屋子外面时，他会非常讨喜地求我们放他出去，他表达这种愿望的方式那么轻柔可爱，简直令人感动。想从外面再进屋的时候，他会轻轻地抓门。


  现在我必须告诉你一段奇异而难忘的经历。这段经历终身陪伴着我。我家在大概海拔550米的地方，一般来说冬天气候干燥。但也有时候，从亚得里亚海上吹来的暖风会持续很长时间，这种风会融化积雪、淹没土地，导致巨大的生命和财产损失。在这种时候，我们会目睹可怕的情景：强大的河流愤怒地翻滚，沿路摧枯拉朽地撕裂所有能被卷走的东西，裹挟着各种残骸前进。我常在脑海里重现年少时的事。每当我想到这样的情景，耳中便灌满了水声，眼前便浮现出湍急的水流和在其中疯狂舞蹈的残骸。那情景就和我当初亲眼看到时一样生动真切。但说到冬天，我总想起干冷的天气和无瑕的白雪，对冬天的回忆总是令我愉快。


  那个冷天恰好比以往任何时候更加干爽。在雪地上行走的人们身后留下一串串发光的脚印。雪球被扔到物体上时，亮光耀眼地一闪，仿佛糖块被刀切开。我在昏黄的暮光中抚摩玛卡克的背时，见到了一个让我目瞪口呆的奇迹——他的背像一块光做的被单，我的手摸过那片光时，一阵火花飞溅，声音响彻整座屋子。


  我父亲是个非常博学的人。不管什么问题，他都能答上来。但这种现象即使他也没见过。“好吧，”最后他终于说，“这不是别的，只是电而已。跟你在暴风雨中的两棵树之间看到的是同一种东西。”


  我母亲似乎被这个有趣的现象迷住了。“别玩这只猫了，”她说，“他也许会把房子点着的。”但我却在思考一些抽象的问题。大自然会不会是一只巨猫呢？如果是，那么是谁在抚摩它的背？只能是上帝了，我得出了这样的结论。你瞧，我当时才三岁，却已经在思考哲学问题了。


  第一次见到电的奇迹已让我震惊，但接下来还要发生更神奇的事情。天色渐暗，很快家里点上了蜡烛。玛卡克在屋子里走了几步。他晃晃爪子，仿佛走在湿地上似的。我仔细地看着他。那是真实的景象吗？还是只是我的幻觉？我睁大眼睛，清楚地见到他的身体被一个光环包围，就像圣人头顶的光环！


  那晚的奇妙经历极大地刺激了我幼年的想象，再怎么强调这种影响都不算夸大。日复一日，我不断地问自己“电是什么？”，却找不到答案。从那时到现在，八十年过去了，我仍在问同一个问题，一个我依然无法回答的问题。也许有些冒牌科学家会对你说，他们能回答这个问题，这种人在这个世界上可太多了，但你千万不要相信他们。如果他们中真有人知道电是什么，那我肯定也知道，我找到答案的机会比他们中任何人都多，因为我在实验室工作的时间比他们长，实践经验比他们丰富，而且我的人生跨过了整整三代人的科学研究。


  尼古拉·特斯拉


  ——信件02

  我珍贵的小伙伴走了


  蕾切尔·卡森致多萝西·弗里曼


  1963年12月


  1963年圣诞期间，海洋生物学家、作家蕾切尔·卡森正在与乳腺癌做斗争。她很快就会彻底输掉这场战斗。此时，她致信挚友多萝西·弗里曼，告诉多萝西一条悲伤的消息：她珍贵的小猫——杰菲，也走到了生命的尽头。一年前，《寂静的春天》出版，卡森因此一举成名。这部具有开创性的作品通过揭示化肥和杀虫剂的危害，促成了现代环保运动。卡森花了四年时间写这本书。在那漫长且压力巨大的四年中，杰菲始终陪伴她，与她一同走过每一步。在此前的信中，卡森告诉弗里曼，在《寂静的春天》完成后不久：


  我把杰菲抱进书房，演奏了贝多芬的小提琴协奏曲。那是我最喜欢的乐曲之一，这你是知道的。突然之间，四年来紧紧绷着的东西断了，我躺到地上，把杰菲抱在怀里，任眼泪流淌。他用温暖而粗糙的小舌头告诉我，他都懂得。


  现在，到了不得不说再见的时候。


  ——信件正文


  12月


  我最亲爱的：


  圣诞节马上就要到了，也许我不该在这种时候写这么伤感的信给你。但杰菲的事让我的心如此沉重，我必须与你谈谈。他的健康状况恶化得很快，到圣诞节时，我想他一定已经离开我们了。每一天，他都比前一天衰弱许多，现在除了我用勺子喂他的东西，他已经什么都吃不进了。本来，我今天要带他去打针，但雪太大，出不了门（我自己也没去接受治疗）。我也不愿意在这么寒冷的大风天里带他出去。不过，如果明天能开车的话，估计我还是得带他去打针，尽管我已几乎不抱希望，现在做什么都没用了。这很让我想起蒂皮最后的日子。他走的时候比现在的杰菲大六岁，但我猜想日历上的年龄并不重要。


  你知道，在我的内心深处，我觉得我应该心甘情愿，甚至心怀感激地让他离开，因为在还有我照顾他的时候先走一步，对他来说会轻松许多。你知道的，他的命运一直是我挂心的事情之一。但我还是很难想象，没有他的日子该怎么过。这十年来，他小小的生命始终与我的生命紧紧缠绕在一起。如今，对你、对我们都如此重要的三只亲爱的小猫咪在一年内都要死了，这是多么奇怪的事情！


  * * *


  现在是周四早上，我珍贵的小伙伴已经走了。我想，这封信寄到前我应该会和你通话，所以读信时你应该已经知道了。昨天晚上，我陪他在客厅里坐到很晚。然后我把他抱进卧室，关好门，方便夜里查看他的状况。大概三点半的时候，他呼吸困难，还发出微弱的呻吟。我被吵醒，发现他躺在门边。我坐在他身边的地上陪了他一会儿，一边抚摩他一边和他说话。最后他终于爬起来，走到床下去了。今天早上发现他就死在那里，我想就在罗杰出门上学之前一小会儿。吃完早餐，我和罗杰都听见他在叫唤。我们走进卧室，罗杰说他在床底下。当时我不大看得清他。罗杰走后，我拿来手电筒趴到地下，然后我知道他已经走了。几分钟后，艾达来了。她移开床，好让我把他从床下抱出来，抱在我怀里。然后我们把他放进那个破破烂烂的椭圆篮子里，让他在里面蜷好，他以前多爱那个篮子啊。我会让埃利奥特把他埋在书房旁边的松树下，我想，在那里就永远不会有人打扰他了。


  太多悲伤和沉痛的念头，也许我根本不该试图表达这些心情。那年12月飞来克利夫兰时，我第一次知道自己的病况。从那时到现在，整整三年了，我一直在为我的小家庭担忧。我知道我走后没人照顾杰菲，不管最后谁收养罗杰，恐怕他都不大可能愿意同时收养一只猫，所以连莫皮也是个问题。去年9月莫皮走的时候，我感到我的小圈子已经开始瓦解，这是不可避免的。现在，我又活着看到了这瓦解的下一步。但是，啊，我应该为杰菲高兴才对，而且我知道要不了多久，我就能为他高兴了，因为假使他活得比我久，对他而言会多么可怕，他一定会吓坏的。现在这个问题已经不存在了。


  亲爱的，我知道我不该对你说这些。但这些思绪我似乎不得不表达出来。


  现在，这意味着我和罗杰可以去你那里，意味着我们可以离开并再次回到这座奇怪的空房子里。我会再和你讨论何时出发最好。如今我们在不在这里已经没什么区别，所以我在想，就天气而言，什么时候最方便你去火车站接站，是早上还是晚上。当然我们不想选明知天气不好的时候动身。


  今天下午我得去接受治疗。今天很冷，风很大，但天空晴朗明亮。我猜路上的大部分雪应该已经清掉了。如果今晚你在家，我会和你通话，亲爱的。现在，先随信附上我全部的爱。


  蕾切尔


  ——信件03

  我那怦怦乱跳的心


  波斯雪（伊拉斯谟斯·达尔文）与波·菲莉娜小姐（安娜·西沃德）的通信


  1780年9月


  1804年，由诗人安娜·西沃德撰写的英国医生兼哲学家伊拉斯谟斯·达尔文的传记《达尔文博士生平回忆录》首次出版。伊拉斯谟斯·达尔文1802年去世，是查尔斯·达尔文的祖父。该书的问世不仅令不少读者震惊不已，还让达尔文的家人大为光火，因为书中出乎意料地收录了两封奇怪的信：1780年，达尔文似乎给相识多年的西沃德写了一封既俏皮又颇具挑逗意味的情书，信以他的猫（波斯雪）的名义写给她的猫（波·菲莉娜小姐）；她的猫自然也写了回信。回忆录里同时收录了达尔文的去信和西沃德的回信。即使没有其他意义，这两封信至少向我们展示了达尔文迷人而不为人知的另一面，且在当时激起了关于传记作者与记录对象的关系的不少争论。信中的两只猫却逃过了公众的议论，保持了清白无瑕的名誉。


  ——信件正文


  利奇菲尔德牧师府


  1780年9月7日


  亲爱的小猫猫波小姐：


  几天前，我在主教步道上晒太阳的时候看见了你。你正在你庄严的主教宅邸中，一边用天鹅绒般的爪子清洗你美丽的圆脸和花纹雅致的耳朵，一边以优雅的弧度摆动你那弯曲的尾巴。丘比特是一只奸诈的刺猬，它藏身于你花纹斑斓的美貌之后，抽出一支瞄得太准的刺，射向了我。啊，残忍的小恶魔啊，它刺穿了我那怦怦乱跳的心。


  自从那个致命的时刻之后，我日夜在我的阳台上守望，盼望星光下夜晚的静谧能诱惑你走出主教宅邸，来屋顶上透透气。在你的窗下，我唱过多少首小夜曲；有时你不肯出来，我的歌声便在牧师府每一条弯曲的小道和肮脏的小巷中回荡。所有人都听见了我的歌声，只除了我那残忍的美人：她身上裹着皮毛，毫不在意地坐在那里，发出心满意足的呼噜声；或者睡在那里，做着无忧无虑的美梦。


  虽然我不会夸耀我那精巧多变的歌声，但在某些夜晚，它也曾征服过你的耳朵，也曾让凝听的星辰停步留驻；虽然你常睡在缪斯女神的宠儿的膝头，或是被执科学之笔的手指爱抚；每一天，她允许你把雪白的胡须浸入美味的奶油。虽然如此，但我的出生、教育与容貌也并非全无优势，我的血统可以上溯到波斯的君王，他们的貂皮袍光艳洁白，我雪白的皮毛仍保留着那种华彩。


  今天早上，我正端坐在医生的茶几上，看到自己的姿容映在茶渣盂上：我长长的、雪白的胡须，象牙色的牙齿，黄玉似的眼睛。我对自己的穿戴感到一阵满意。茶渣盂绝不可能夸大我的美，因为它的边缘还映出天青色的花朵，而花的影子并不及花朵本身美丽。


  亲爱的小猫猫波小姐，你不知道被你忽略的爱意有多高的价值。我家有喝不完的鲜牛奶，源源不断地流淌；我家的二十间阁楼里，全都关着老鼠。这些东西，随时供你吃喝玩乐。


  请允许我向你献上一只硕大的挪威鼠。此刻它的血玷污了我的爪子，今天下午我会把它的头放在你神圣的脚边。请原谅我冒昧地写了这样一首歌，来表达一些我希望能被你接受的感情。若你肯垂顾我，将这首歌唱出，我会带一支猫声猫气的乐队来为你伴唱。


  独唱：（活泼的）


  我鄙视在挪威鼠面前发抖的猫，


  不论他是肥是瘦；


  粗壮而勇敢，大胆而自由，


  成为那只为我而生的猫吧！


  他强健有力的爪，


  能扼住女主人的哈巴狗的脖颈；


  他发出愤怒的嘶吼攻向母鸡，


  然后从鸡舍中掳走小鸡。


  若不忠的情人背叛我温柔的爱，


  我的鄙夷将是复仇的利爪，如离弦之箭飞射而出，


  撕开他的皮毛，刺穿他的心脏。


  



  合唱：


  嗷，哇，呱，哇，喵呜。


  最可爱的小姐，请以呼噜声答应我的请求吧。请相信我是对你心怀最深敬意并真心爱慕你的人。


  雪


  * * *


  西沃德小姐的回信：


  利奇菲尔德主教宅邸


  1780年9月8日


  我太了解雪先生的魅力所在了。可是，我虽倾慕他一尘不染的雪白皮毛和威风凛凛的虎虎英姿，却也暗自叹息，吸吮仁爱与哲学之乳的他，身上仍保有极端的凶暴。我将这归咎于他的猫性，应该再公正不过了。从祖先身上遗传下来的暴力，若对我们的保护者的敌人使用，或许值得称赞，但若用这暴力惹恼朋友，就该受到许多指责了。


  受过高雅教育是我的幸福。然而，亲爱的雪先生，在这方面，我的优势无法与您相提并论。但是，在您毫无节制地放纵您食肉的欲望时，我却至今将我的欲望控制得很好。云雀尽情唱响晨曲，金丝雀热烈地高声啼啭，知更鸟对着落日诉尽离别之音，我从未打扰过它们。更有甚者，丰满诱人的鸽子敢稳稳地歇在我柔软的背上，从我身边走过时，它会优雅地弯一弯光洁的脖颈，对我致意。


  还是让我赶紧告诉您，我对您的好感上月如何不幸受到折损。某次，在一个最美的午夜，我走到户外，一来是受宁静多情的夜色诱惑，二来也因我暗暗盼着遇见我爱慕的波斯猫。主教宅邸的屋顶闪着幽暗的微光，我在周围悄无声息地徘徊。我常躺在女主人脚旁，边打呼噜边听您的主人妙语连珠地谈论风景之美和诗意修辞，因此对这两样东西有了兴趣。


  我欣赏着美丽的夜景，对凝神静听的月亮轻诉关于您的叹息。她把雄伟教堂的长影投在镀银的草坪上。斯托谷的草地闪着珍珠般的光泽，被山谷环抱的湖泊反射着月光，看起来仿佛一大片钻石。主教步道上的树木以千种美丽的姿态交织摇曳，想是德奥尼斯[2]克制了破坏的欲望，没有动手把它们折磨成面目可憎的规整形状。它们自由的枝丫在午夜的微风中起舞，叶子被月光镶上白边。我走上草坪，想透过枝丫交织出的优雅弧度更好地欣赏山谷的美。这时我的耳朵突然被一阵噪声惊扰，那不是我爱人的声音，而是六只黑猫在挠喉捩嗓地高唱战歌，为的是庆祝波斯猫雪先生的诸多胜利。他们唱道：与雪先生的赫赫战功相比，英国猫的战绩相形见绌，就像豪斯的胜利在强大的克林顿和阿巴斯诺特及更强大的康沃利斯面前不值一提。他们唱道：您的无敌威力盖由您的血统所赐，您是战无不胜的亚历山大的嫡系子孙，而亚历山大之夺命豪勇也是出身使然，他是母亲奥林匹娅斯与朱庇特私通所生。他们唱道：在著名的波斯波利斯围攻战中，罗克珊娜和斯塔提拉争夺亚历山大大帝的垂青，世界征服者便赐她们一只硕大的白色母猫，而那就是好战的雪先生，是您的第一万零九十九代曾祖母。


  至此，他们炫耀胜利的喧闹在我听来还尚能入耳，哪怕他们唱道：当您走近时，恐惧让汪在大桶乌黑角落里的牛奶凝成乳冻；附近所有阁楼里的老鼠都尖声惊叫起来；您雪白的铠甲只需在霍华德先生花园的灌木丛间那么一闪，整支挪威鼠大军便闻风丧胆，一边声嘶力竭地大叫“魔鬼要捉走落在最后面的啦！”，一边狂奔进牧师池[3]里。


  可是，啊！可是他们又唱道（与其说是“唱”，不如说是“喊”）：云雀正在阳光中啼啭，却突然被您瞪视的怒目吓呆，落入您无情的爪中；知更鸟正在叶子落尽的枯枝上轻柔而孤独地歌唱，您那寒冬般苍白的脸颊上突然泛起欢快的笑意，就这样终结了它们的歌声；成百上千位浅色胸膛的歌者，被您那毫不怜悯的獠牙从结不了果的花枝上扯下来！——啊！你我的结合将是多么荒唐无道的事情，想到这一点，我的心便在我的身体里死了。


  雪先生，嫁给您，恐怕我是办不到了。因为，尽管我们社会的法律也许并不反对你我结合，但要求我审慎、顾全体面并对女主人尽责的原则却非常强烈地反对这门亲事。


  至于您邀请我去您的音乐会上主唱的事情，如果您非常希望的话，我也许可以答应您的请求。但是，您必须准许我演唱我自己创作的一首歌，这首歌更适合我们目前的情况。曲子是我妹妹索菲作的，她是风琴师布朗先生家的猫。歌是这样的：


  独唱：（柔情的）


  他，小猫猫波小姐的俘虏，


  被她用丝般柔软的锁链锁住的俘虏，


  需克制他对猎物的狂热渴求，


  也不准把唱着歌的鸟儿从花枝上扯下！


  他狂野残暴的怒火是难防的敌人，


  也不准让这敌人得逞。


  啊，若事实证明达尔文的猫，


  与怜悯为敌，与爱为敌！


  这猫，


  日复一日听着温柔甜蜜的怜悯之歌。


  可怕的耻辱，


  一定会在我们的后代身上打上更深的烙印，


  不管它们走到何处，


  都会被烙上这样的污名：


  “猫的本性永远不会改变”。


  



  若我答应与你成婚，


  你头上还带着血红的罪恶，


  你还没如我希望的那样洗心革面，


  再见了，西沃德哗哗的茶水！


  再见了，伴着呼噜声的温柔赞美。


  引用你主人的诗歌时，她是那样心醉神迷！


  啊，我怎么能和你生出小猫咪做她毛茸茸的宠儿！


  小猫咪虽唱着甜美的歌儿，


  但警惕善察的宁芙难道不会察觉，


  她们眼里有父亲的残忍凶狠吗？


  难道不会把我们驱赶到海角天涯，


  让我们在寒冷孤独的谷仓里流浪？


  在那里，黑色的猫头鹰发出狰狞的尖叫，


  嘲笑我们还祈求获得再也吃不到的奶油。


  在那里，我们只能一边咒骂一边吃饿死的老鼠，


  抱怨着我们还有九条命需要熬过。


  



  合唱：（舒缓的）


  哇，喔咦，突啊，喵，嗯，噢，嗯啦。


  仍然被我深深爱慕的雪先生，您宽大善良，定会原谅我擅自做出这些苦口婆心的规劝，定会担待这些话的不完美之处。啊，雪！我今天一早上都忙着给您写这封信。但两位雌性同胞来访，打断了我。她们称赞您的诙谐与才情，助长我那注定成空的激情。您那封优雅的来信足以证明她们说得不错，但我审慎的感情使我不得不写下这样一封对您不利的回信。


  亲爱的雪先生，我是永远对您心怀感激的。


  波·菲莉娜


  ——信件04

  来自猫的人类式的爱抚


  西尔维娅·汤森·沃纳与大卫·加内特的通信


  1973年6月


  1922年，西尔维娅·汤森·沃纳在伦敦的一家书店里遇见了大卫·加内特，那家书店是加内特工作的地方。当时她29岁，他比她长一岁。两人一见如故，因为他们有许多共同点，尤其在文学方面。他们的友谊十分长久，一直持续到五十六年后沃纳去世，那时两人都已是十分有名的小说家。多年间，两人互通过数百封书信，各种话题都有涉及。那些温柔的信件中始终闪耀着对彼此的爱意。1973年6月，他们就猫的话题通了信。


  ——信件正文


  最亲爱的西尔维娅：


  你能解释猫为什么对我们示爱，怎么对我们示爱吗？我读书、写作或者躺在床上的时候，泰伯会过来用爪子“挑逗”式地假装扯我一下。然后他会靠得更近，盯住我的脸，突然把他尖尖的鼻子伸过来，在我下巴底下蹭一两下。接着他后退，打个滚侧身躺下，邀请我用手摸他，把头转到一边，仿佛半睡半醒地做着美梦，样子既被动又享受。然后他会突然发出一阵呼噜声，近乎凶猛地对我发动进攻。如此这般，如此这般。


  但是这些行为，我觉得，猫只会对他爱的人类这样吧？和母猫在一起的时候，我想他并不会搬出这套迷人的做派，而是极为讲求实际。这种表达爱的方式，更像是他还是小奶猫的时候他妈妈对他表达爱的方式。自然，在我正要喂他或者刚喂完他的时候，他的示爱最为强烈。但他那毛茸茸的爱意非常美妙，真让人享受。


  他总是和一只森林猫打架。那是只野猫，逃离人类过着野外生活，靠在森林里猎食养活自己。那只野猫比泰伯善战，泰伯总是斗败了回来，有时头被野猫用爪子抓出一道口子，有时爪子被咬穿了、跛着脚，有时耳朵流着血。他前一阵子爪子肿得像拳击手套一样，走路一瘸一拐的，最近才恢复过来。我晚上把他关在家里，免得他又出去打架。可是现在他的爪子能下地走路了，他又要出去作战了。


  昨天晚上，我们这里下了一场可怕的暴风雪。来自天上的“炮弹”纷纷而下，冰雹像大糖块一样从烟囱里落下来，在地毯上弹得到处都是。今天，树被扯光了叶子，许多大麦田里庄稼都倒了，农民今年的收成有一半完蛋了。我家的每间屋子都被水淹了，除了浴室。


  来自非常爱你的，


  大卫


  * * *


  最亲爱的大卫：


  泰伯对你示爱的理由很简单，因为他爱你，而且他喜欢示爱。猫是热情而妖娆的动物。交配令他们满足，但并不令他们快乐（母猫不喜欢交配，公猫还会因交配受伤），既没有快感，对方也不感激他们。泰伯对你示爱的时候，你会取悦他，他也知道自己取悦了你，这会让他快乐。你们能拥有彼此，我真替你们高兴。他会用头打滚吗？他会很有占有欲地把一只爪子放在你身上，然后就那么睡着了吗？


  我们以前养过一只深灰色的猫（他在诺福克出生，性子也非常诺福克），名叫汤姆。他矜持、霸道又撩人。我想象泰伯也是这样的吧。他到中年时放弃了夜游，晚上睡在我床上，靠着我的脚睡。有一天晚上，我正在床上看书，突然感觉到汤姆在盯着我看。我放下书，什么也没说，只是看着他。他慢慢地站起身，脸上带着极端专注的表情，如塔昆[4]般蹑着脚步向我走来。他摆好姿势，伸出一只前爪，抚摩我的脸颊，就和我平时摸他的嘴的方式一样。来自猫的人类式的爱抚。那一刻我觉得自己非常差劲、非常没有教养，因为我竟不能发出呼噜声来回应这种爱抚。


  你说他们毛茸茸的爱来自小奶猫时期母亲对他们示爱的方式，这一点我从未想过。我想你说得对。他们喜欢充满占有欲地把爪子搁在人身上，这绝对是母猫对小奶猫做的动作。


  你应该鼓励泰伯跟你一起睡。说不定，比起半夜跟森林猫打架，他会更喜欢跟你一起睡。到了冬天他一定会觉得后者更好。我害怕你说的那只森林猫的爪子，更害怕他的牙。


  你们那里下的冰雹是蓝色的吗？我们这也下过一场那样的暴风雪，闪电划破天空，使冰雹纷纷落下。那冰雹像大理石一样硬，像海蓝宝石一样蓝。还有一次，旱了很长时间以后，下了一场暴风雨。闪电是绿色的。苍白的田野和锈色的树木立刻染上了春的色彩，那情景真叫人惊讶。


  为什么会有蓝色的冰雹和绿色的闪电？没有一个朋友能向我解释。所以我可以带着单纯的快乐欣赏这种现象。


  大地欣然承受着


  苏格拉底的毒堇[5]


  我活得越久，我的心便越认同这两句诗。


  爱你的，


  西尔维娅


  ——信件05

  你们杀死了我的猫


  盖伊·达文波特致列克星敦的司机


  日期不详


  盖伊·达文波特1927年生于美国南卡罗来纳州，他有很多身份：小说家、插画家（有时是给他自己的小说画插画）、画家、诗人（出版过自己的诗集）、古希腊语翻译家（在这方面得过奖）、评论家、英文教授。最重要的是，他还很爱他的猫。得知他深爱的猫咪朋友在肯塔基州列克星敦市的马路上被汽车撞死后，达文波特给该市的司机们写了一封愤怒的信。他把这封信寄给读者众多的《列克星敦先驱报》，自费刊登了信件全文。


  ——信件正文


  致列克星敦的司机们：


  你们所有人，没有例外。总是惊奇得张大了嘴巴，没日没夜地把轮胎在地上擦得吱哇乱响，却没有警察制止你们的青少年们；成天开着奔驰车四处闲逛，只肯偶尔抽空为我树立一两个慈善榜样的上帝的牧师们；这辈子从来看不见“停车”指示牌的蓝头发女人们；太害怕失去选票，所以从来不肯管管象征无政府主义且展现人类痴愚的交通问题的政客们；超速的人；闯红灯的人；酒驾的人；毒驾的人；还有所有其他愚蠢的、傲慢的、懒惰的司机们——你们一个不漏地都给我听好：


  今年在肯塔基州，你们已经杀死大约900名同类，并使另外2000人终身残疾。今天下午，你们杀死了我的猫——我确信你们并非故意，因为你们忙着杀自己、杀孩子、杀比猫更大的猎物，根本不可能把你们低下的智力集中起来完成任何蓄意的行为。你们杀了我的猫，是因为你们懒散迟缓，满身都是被上帝抛弃的懒惰和傲慢。同样因为这几种恶习，你们把城市的街道当作赛车道和阅兵场，用来炫耀你们昂贵的、有毒的、吵闹的、霸道的、飞速的、致命的车。在这个世界上，除了自己的车，你们再没任何值得称道的东西了。我登这则广告是为了公开表达我对你们这些人的彻底鄙视。我也鄙视那些政客，他们假装在治理我们的城市，却让你们继续在方向盘后面享受这种自私而堕落的快感。


  真诚的，


  盖伊·达文波特


  ——信件06

  长尾巴在夜里跳舞


  拉夫卡迪奥·赫恩[6]致巴兹尔·霍尔·张伯伦


  1891年8月


  1890年，出生于希腊的作家拉夫卡迪奥·赫恩从美国移居日本。此前，他在美国生活了二十多年，并因大量描写新奥尔良的作品而闻名于世。搬到日本后，他立刻爱上了日本的文化和语言。此后他写了许多关于日本的书和信件，直到他十四年后去世。赫恩也很爱猫。1891年，已在日本生活了一年的赫恩给他的朋友巴兹尔·霍尔·张伯伦写了这封信。张伯伦是一位英国出生的日本学专家，他于1873年移居日本，在东京任日语教授。


  ——信件正文


  松江，1891年8月


  亲爱的张伯伦教授：


  我之前只能在铺着垫子的地上写字，现在终于找到了一个更好的地方。你的三封来信都非常令人愉快。你信中的问题，我今晚没法全部回答，但我找全所需信息后会马上答复你的。


  但是，关于猫尾巴的问题，我现在就可以答复你。出云[7]猫（我以前误以为所有日本猫都差不多，最近才明白不是这样）一般天生尾巴长。但是日本人相信，所有没在小奶猫时期剪短尾巴的猫都会变成妖怪或者猫又（一种有两条尾巴的超自然生物）。一些怪谈里提到，长尾巴的猫会头上绑着毛巾在夜里跳舞。还有一些故事里提到，宠物猫会吃掉女主人，变成她的模样，身形、容貌和声音都和死者一样。你肯定知道，佛教的传统是猫不能进天堂。佛祖死去时，只有猫和蛇没有为他哭泣。在出云，人们不喜欢猫。但是在保木，我觉得猫的生存情况看上去似乎好一些。日本人不喜欢猫的真正原因是猫会在日式住宅里搞破坏：它们会抓破榻榻米（地上的垫子）、唐纸（用于装饰的纸）和障子（推拉门），会抓花木制品，还非要把食物拖到全家最好的房间里、放在地上吃。我非常爱猫，用美国人的说法，我“养”过超过五十只猫。但在日本，连我也不敢满足自己想养猫的愿望。事实证明猫这种动物太淘气了，而且它们总是想吃掉我养的日本树莺。


  你曾经说过，人们对日本人的看法常会摇摆不定。现在我确实是这样，而且我这样已经有一阵子了。


  有时我觉得他们看起来好小！但是我得再说一遍，虽然他们个子不高，但他们背后有一种巨大的东西——无限复杂、神奇的过往，吸收和同化的惊人能力。这些东西使人不得不怀疑，这个民族有某种与我们截然不同的力量，因为太过不同，我们甚至无法理解他们的这种力量。而且，正如你所说，在日本，不管有什么疑虑或烦恼，只需问自己一个问题：“那么，在这个世界上，最适合与之一起生活的民族是哪个呢？”因为这个问题等于是问：异国社会生活带来智识方面的快乐是否超过这种生活的琐碎麻烦之处？而在日本，社会生活似乎根本没有什么琐碎麻烦的地方。


  * * *


  我之前没有经过充分查证，就为你解释了猫尾巴的事情。和往常一样，我又发现自己过于自以为是了。经询问，我了解到出云猫生的一窝小猫里通常既有短尾巴的，也有长尾巴的。这说明此地的猫有两个不同的品种。只要办得到，人们一定会把长尾小猫咪的尾巴剪掉一大半。短尾巴的小猫咪则不用剪尾巴。如果看见一只短尾巴的老猫，人们就会说：“这只猫很老，但是她尾巴短，所以她肯定是只好猫。”（因为猫妖老了以后会有两条尾巴，而凡是坏猫一定是长尾巴的。）有人告诉我，松江最近的一次盂兰盆节上，有人看到坏猫在屋顶上跳舞。


  你曾经给我讲过神道仪式及其可疑的来源，我觉得你说得绝对正确。唐狮子、纹章以及雕刻出来的龙都是从佛教借来的，这我觉得特别明显、不言自明。但在三条王子的忌日，我观察并参与了他们的葬礼仪式，惊讶地发现仪式极为古朴原始，简单到了奇怪的程度——为鬼魂而设的宴会、以白纸遮脸、呻吟般的歌唱、野蛮的音乐，在我看来这些都像是这个民族非常早期的传统与回响。你曾提到一本很可疑的书，我会试试看能不能查到它的起源。这里的人们严格遵守神道洗礼仪式，葬礼仪式上有很多奇怪的细节——不仅和佛教传统完全不同，而且对佛教有敌意。


  顺便说一下，我在水尾神社买了一个“札”（护身符），然后带着它去美保关参拜一座“寺”（佛教寺庙）。结果有人告诉我不能把“御札”带进佛寺的庭院，因为神会不高兴的。


  先写到这里，暂别了。


  永远忠于你的，


  拉夫卡迪奥·赫恩


  ——信件07

  可怜的莫琪


  安妮·弗兰克致姬蒂


  1944年5月10日


  1942年7月，13岁的犹太女孩安妮·弗兰克与家人一起在阿姆斯特丹躲藏起来。此前不久，安妮的姐姐玛戈特收到一封来自纳粹的信，要求她参加德国某地的劳改营。接下来的两年，弗兰克一家一直住在安妮的父亲奥托办公室的楼上。在此期间，安妮在日后著名的《安妮日记》中以信件的形式记录下了弗兰克一家的痛苦挣扎。这些信的收件人都是“姬蒂”，那是安妮喜欢的一套小说里的一个角色。1944年5月，安妮在给姬蒂的信中谈到了一件与莫琪有关的事情。莫琪是奥托同事的儿子——彼得·凡·佩尔斯（他当时也躲在密室里）——养的虎斑猫。三个月后，弗兰克一家被盖世太保抓获。这封信完成后不到一年，安妮·弗兰克和玛戈特·弗兰克双双死在贝尔根-贝尔森集中营里。


  ——信件正文


  1944年5月10日，周三


  最亲爱的姬蒂：


  昨天下午，我们正坐在阁楼里学法语，我突然听见背后有水声。我问彼得，他知不知道那可能是什么声音。他不待回答便冲上顶楼——也就是灾难发生的现场，莫琪正蹲在她湿漉漉的猫砂盒边撒尿。彼得把她强行推回她该待的地方。接着是一阵阵大喊和尖叫。然后撒完尿的莫琪下楼来了。她四处寻找与她的猫砂盒类似的东西，最后找到了一堆刨花，就在地板上的一条裂缝里。猫尿立刻从顶楼淌下来，流到阁楼里，恰好滴在装土豆的桶旁边。天花板直滴水。因为阁楼的地板也有裂缝，所以黄色的小水滴从天花板漏到了餐桌上的一堆袜子和书本之间。


  我笑弯了腰。那情景太好笑了。莫琪蹲在一把椅子下面；彼得拿着水、漂白粉和抹布；范·丹先生[8]正试着安抚大家。房间很快恢复了正常，但众所周知，猫尿臭气熏天。土豆很好地证明了这一点，刨花也一样。爸爸把刨花扫进一个桶里，拿到楼下烧掉了。


  可怜的莫琪！现在根本搞不到猫砂盒里用的泥炭，你哪里知道呢？


  安妮


  ——信件08

  我们就像生活在围攻战中似的


  查尔斯·狄更斯致约翰·福斯特


  1856年7月6日


  1851年夏天，狄更斯一家在肯特郡布罗德斯泰尔海滨的堡垒山庄[9]度假。当地一位养鸟的女士送给狄更斯的女儿一只刚出生几周的小金丝雀。大家给小鸟取名迪克，所有人都很宠爱它。迪克很快就在狄更斯家安顿下来，成了家里的一员。但两只猫盯上了迪克，常在屋后游荡。在一封写给约翰·福斯特（狄更斯的朋友兼他的传记作家）的信中，狄更斯描述了当时的情况。所幸迪克后来又活了十年，死后于1866年10月14日被葬在海厄姆的嘉德山山庄[10]的一棵玫瑰树下。没被打死的猫后来终于放弃捕鸟，再也没人见过它。


  ——信件正文


  1856年7月6日


  花园里唯一的新闻是，我们与两只特别凶、特别可怕的猫（我估计是从磨坊那边来的）之间的战争白热化了。它们总是在黑暗的角落里瞪着闪闪发光的眼睛，打我们可爱的小迪克的主意。房子各处都是开放的，所以没办法把猫关在外面，而且它们隐藏自己的本事可吓人了：像蝙蝠一样吊在窗帘后面，等到夜深人静的时候才落地跳出来，发出吓人的尖叫。于是，法兰奇借来博古特的枪，在枪口填上子弹，放了两枪。不仅一点用都没有，他自己还被后坐力冲得仰天跌倒，完全像个小丑。不过，最后他终于（那时我进城了，不在家）瞄准了两只猫中比较温驯的那一只，把它打死了。现在，他日夜不停地躲在灌木丛后面，想打死另一只猫。除了这个，他每天什么也不干。男孩子们帮他监视敌情——那只猫一出现，他们就发出警报，但是猫听到警报便立刻警觉逃走了。我写信这会，他们明明穿好了去教堂的衣服，却全都趴在花园各处的地上。可怕的哨声此起彼伏，通知枪手该朝哪里瞄准。我都不敢出去，怕被枪击中。普罗尼什先生晚上祷告都像耳语一样小声，以免猫听见了不高兴。来送货的人一走到这条街上就大喊：“我在这！是我呀——送面包的——不要开枪打我，法兰奇先生！”我们就像生活在围攻战中似的。最荒唐的是，唯一没太受这种狂热影响的居然是那只猫，它以一种令人惊叹的方式保持了常态。这一周之内（到7月13日），他们大约已经向那只猫（以及普通群众）发射了四磅火药和半吨子弹。最妙的是，高贵的猎手们刚在屋前的花园里结束一轮狂轰滥炸，我从我的房间里朝客厅一瞧，就看见那猫以最冷静的态度追着鸟儿从后窗那儿进来了。我非常确定我没看错。


  我们与两只特别凶、特别可怕的猫之间的战争白热化了。


  ——查尔斯·狄更斯


  ——信件09　致所有波利卡狗和杰利卡猫[11]


  T.S.艾略特致托马斯·法贝尔


  1931年


  1931年，美国诗人兼出版商T.S.艾略特在教子托马斯·法贝尔四岁生日之际给他写了这封信。八年后，T.S.艾略特出版了脍炙人口的诗集《老负鼠的猫经》。诗集的灵感之源就是这封信以及其中对派对邀请函的有趣模仿。几十年后，T.S.艾略特的这本诗集被安德鲁·劳埃德·韦伯改编为音乐剧《猫》，此剧取得了现象级的成功。艾略特与托马斯一直保持通信关系，直到1965年艾略特去世。


  ——信件正文


  费伯-费伯出版有限公司[12]


  伦敦 W.C.1


  罗素广场24号


  1931年复活节


  亲爱的汤姆[13]：


  我相信你快要过生日了，我想到时候你就四岁了（我算术不太好）。四岁是个好年纪，所以我想我们可以发这么一封邀请函：


  邀请函


  致所有波利卡狗和杰利卡猫


  请来参加托马斯·法贝尔的生日会


  波利卡狗和杰利卡猫！


  从你们的猫屋、狗舍、房子还有公寓里出


  来吧；


  可怜的狗与猫，走近些；


  亲爱的猫与狗，快出来；


  带着你们的耳朵、胡子和尾巴，


  翻过威尔士的群山和峡谷，来吧。


  今年你们只有这一次机会，


  只有这一次机会可以——你们觉得可以


  干吗？


  刷干净大衣，露出脚趾，


  蹦蹦跳跳，跳着舞来我这儿——


  因为，今年，你们只有这一次机会


  带着你们的胡子、尾巴和毛，


  来


  泰格林阿龙


  西里亚阿龙


  因为我邀请你们来


  请带好长笛、横笛、小提琴和鼓


  请带好小提琴、横笛、鼓和手鼓（一种能发


  出欢快声响的乐器）


  来参加


  托马斯·厄勒·法贝尔的生日会吧！


  啊，但是，附言：我们还是不能把这封邀请函发出去。因为要是所有波利卡狗和杰利卡猫都来了（如果我们邀请他们，他们一定会来的），就会把路全都堵死。还有啊，他们会把沾满泥的脚踩进屋子里，你妈妈可一点都不会高兴。又及，你得给每只猫狗分一块你的生日蛋糕，猫狗那么多，你自己肯定就吃不到蛋糕了，那可太糟糕了，所以我们不能把这封邀请函发出去。所以叔叔给你的礼物只好到此为止啦。


  来自你的傻叔叔，


  汤姆


  ——信件10

  我看见你了，我美丽的男孩


  伊丽莎白·泰勒致她走失的猫


  1974年


  1974年，威尔士影星理查德·伯顿、李·马文和O.J.辛普森一起拍摄了《反黑双虎将》。电影拍摄期间，伯顿与伊丽莎白·泰勒（两人当时是夫妻关系）带着卡修斯（泰勒众多爱猫中的一只）搬到加利福尼亚住了两个月。新环境把卡修斯弄糊涂了，搬家后不久，它就从两人租住的房子里走失了。这让泰勒极为痛苦不安。泰勒试了所有办法，还是找不到她珍贵的猫咪朋友，便在不久后给卡修斯写了这封信。不幸的是，卡修斯再也没有回家。更糟糕的是，搬家的压力还导致了婚姻的破裂，迁回旧居后泰勒与伯顿离婚。不过第二年两人又复婚了。


  ——信件正文


  致我那走失的可爱猫咪的信：


  我看见你了，我美丽的男孩。我面前是闪亮的棕黑色岩石，我在那上面的倒影中看见了你。雨后的叶子水光闪闪，在我的眼中摇曳不止，我在每一片叶子上看见你那碧绿的眼睛。


  我记得你皮毛甜蜜的气味，当我深陷困境时，你用皮毛贴着我的脖子。于是，不知为何，你让我觉得好起来了，这我也记得——你知道的！我受伤的时候你总是知道我在难过，你会来安慰我。有一次我也安慰过你，那次你是一只心碎的小猫咪。


  总之，我爱你，卡修斯——谢谢你的美好。


  请回来吧！


  ——信件11

  猫不是一个简单的公式


  亨利·哈兰致《黄面志》


  1896年7月


  亨利·哈兰1861年生于布鲁克林。在职业生涯的前半段，他用笔名西德尼·卢斯卡创作了一系列描写美国犹太移民生活的小说。这些作品取得了商业上的成功，在文学评论界却大受批评。大部分人以为西德尼·卢斯卡真的是一名在美国生活的犹太移民。1889年，哈兰移居伦敦，卸下伪装，开始用真名发表小说。他此后的作品获得了文学评论界的赞赏。1894年，哈兰还当上了英国杂志《黄面志》的文学编辑。这是一份季刊，一共发行了三年。他不仅任该刊编辑，有时还与亨利·詹姆斯[14]、W.B.叶芝等名家一起为其供稿。这封信刊登在1896年的《黄面志》上，署名“黄矮人”，后来人们才发现这个经常出现在《黄面志》上的名字其实是哈兰的笔名。


  ——信件正文


  先生：


  如果我说普通人喜欢简单明了、一目了然的东西，希望你不要误以为我是在博取他们的好感。因为，和所有不动脑子的生物一样，那些蠢人也是有逻辑的。因此，面对微妙、难以捉摸的东西，他们的态度若不是无动于衷的冷漠，便是完全的不信任与不喜欢。


  几乎所有东西都在证明这个不光彩的事实：从啤酒和九柱球的流行，到霍尔·卡恩[15]先生的小说的风靡；从公众对鱼子酱的厌恶，到他们对亨利·詹姆斯先生的小说的忽视。但是，我们也不要离题太远，走到自家壁炉前的地毯上就足够了，现在请允许我要求您稍微考虑一下猫和狗在普通人心中的相对地位。


  在猫狗之中，一般人都特别张扬地偏爱狗。


  而对猫这种公主般高贵的动物，一般人若不是麻木地冷漠视之，便是全然地不信任且不喜欢她们。


  我以“公主般高贵”一词形容猫乃有意为之。因为猫是百兽之王的近亲，所以从血统上看，猫就是兽中的公主。是的，我亲爱的先生，猫总是像公主一样，尽管一般人总能靠最精准的直觉找到最不恰当的词汇，有时竟给猫起“托马斯”这样的名字。猫永远是公主，因为世上一切美好之物、精致之物、敏感之物、高贵之物、美丽之物、可贵之物本质上皆为女性，哪怕碰巧生为男性。我这话就如福音书上的真理一样颠扑不破，就让W.E.亨利[16]先生的那些强壮有力的年轻门徒声嘶力竭地喊叫，尽情地庆祝阳刚之气吧。而猫就是公主。


  相反，狗甚至连绅士都算不上。远远算不上。爱狗之人尽可以试图遗忘这个事实，但事实就是事实，在每一部自然历史中都写得清清楚楚：狗来自四足动物中最卑贱的家族。他的私生弟兄狼是懦夫加小偷，他的表兄弟鬣狗专吃腐肉。狗的身体上，难道不就像狗的性格一般，保留着卑贱血统的千百个烙印？他粗糙的外衣（而猫身披丝绸般的斗篷）；他单调刺耳的声音（而猫的嗓音千变万化：多变的喵喵声、啾啾声、呼噜声，音色与转调的变化多到数不清）；他笨拙僵硬的动作（而猫的行动是那样优雅柔美，简直无法用语言形容）。总而言之，他周身洋溢庶民的平庸之气，那种气质就如笼罩在他头顶上的空气一般挥之不去（而猫却通体散发贵族的矜持与高贵）。既然狗是狼的兄弟，那他不也和狼一样是懦夫吗？您瞧呀，狗在街上把猫赶走，仿若恶徒欺负无人保护的淑女。可当这淑女停步转身、意欲反击时，您再瞧呀，呸，那个懦夫！确保自己没有丝毫危险时毫不顾忌地展示出最野蛮的一面；可那淑女一旦停步转身，他就立刻垂头丧气地突然退缩了。既然狗是鬣狗的表亲，那他有时不也和鬣狗一样会疯狂激动地馋那腐肉吗？在君士坦丁堡，狗是公共清道夫（并没有报酬，单纯因为狗爱干这个），贪婪地吞噬土耳其人倾倒的粪便。《圣经》告诉我们狗吃什么：谁知道他不仅吃自己呕吐出来的东西，还吃别人呕吐出来的东西呢[17]？有一天，我正在沙滩上散步，旁边是无边无际的大海，碰巧遇见了一位朋友和她的小猎犬。她捉住那小浑蛋的颈背，把他反复按进一池水里洗了又洗。我站在一旁看得起劲，因为那只小狗似乎很不高兴，他又踢又闹，弄得水到处乱溅。我那朋友可怜兮兮地对我解释：“他在那下面发现一只腐烂的水母，就跳上去打滚。”我倒想看看有哪只猫会跳到腐烂的水母上打滚。猫精致讲究，爱干净到一丝不苟的地步，在如厕问题上花费大量时间精力，在其他一些更为私密的方面更是挑剔到了近乎病态的程度，这些都是猫贵族本性的具体表现。而狗的粗鄙习性和恬不知耻，在这就没必要提了吧。


  在你遇到的狗中，可有任何一只不是粗俗的莽夫？可有任何一只不是以大欺小的恶霸、不是逢迎之徒、不是势利小人？在你遇到的猫里，可有哪一只有以上这些缺点？你可见过哪只猫会冲向胆小的小姑娘，对她大声吠叫，把她吓个半死？你可见过哪只猫会在主人离开客厅的时候对客人无礼，只要客人在椅子上稍动一动，就肆无忌惮地露出牙齿，对客人咆哮？你可见过哪只猫，主人一转过身去，就对仆人大吼大叫、又扑又咬？你可见过哪只猫会在你面前奴颜婢膝、摇尾乞怜，你伸手打她，她倒还要吻那只手？


  猫深知自己血统高贵，因此也理解并接受随之而来的责任。她知道她对自己、对自己的阶级以及对该阶级的高贵理念要尽哪些义务。因此，你必须做她的朝臣，而不是她的主人。而狗呢，如今早就没什么骨气可言，他们会察言观色、揣摩你的情绪，然后像奴才一样按你的眼色调整自己的行为和情绪。猫绝不会这样。因为在你和猫之间，你必须取悦她，她不会取悦你。猫从不觉得自己依附于你，而认为自己是家里的客人，所以她会时刻记住客人应有的礼节和周到。你得尊重她的喜好。若她想睡觉，你却去打扰她，她会摆出一副不屑一顾的忧郁做派，那是在无声地谴责你的粗鲁无礼。若她爱保持端庄严肃，你却去诱她嬉戏玩闹，随你怎么逗她，她也不会理你。若她想保持冷淡，那人类的任何言行都不可能赢得她的爱抚。若她想叫你走开，只有把门关紧才能说服她继续与你共处一室。你得做她的朝臣，得按她的愿望去讨她的欢心。


  但是！


  在她愿意的时候，她会主动选择卸下防备，那时的她是多么优雅、多么迷人啊！啊，她的一举一动里有千般惊喜、万种风情！成就这魅力的是她的机智、她的幽默、她的想象力。她妙计多端，她声东击西，她突然高歌胜利，又突然佯作绝望！还有她眼中闪烁的光彩，如黄玉、如翡翠；她的衣装，如绸缎般光亮；它的体态，柔软婀娜，好不诱人！她还会给游戏设计许多插曲：有时她会迈着庄严的大步，在房间里绕来绕去，还像摇旗似的挥舞尾巴；有时她会娇媚地往你脚边的地毯上一躺，摆出迷人的姿势，好一会儿不肯挪动；有时（如果她爱你的话），她会跳上你的肩膀，把她的脸颊贴上你的脸颊，喃喃地诉说她对你狂热的爱意。你仿佛得到了一位公主的爱！自卡拉巴斯侯爵[18]以下，不管是谁，只要曾被一只猫爱过，便会尝到这种喜悦。我自己就有一只亲爱的猫，此刻她正像条围巾似的缠在我的脖子上，看我的笔尖在纸上移动，对我的观点发出赞许的呼噜声。但是，偶尔我也会写下一个她认为不尽恰当的词语，她便会伸出天鹅绒般的小爪子，轻轻敲一下那个词叫我改掉。我倒要看看哪只狗有这个本事。


  但是——猫是微妙的、难以琢磨的、无法一眼看透的，猫不是一个简单的公式。因此普通人——那种大啖羊肉、四处捞钱的粗鄙生物——若不能冷淡麻木地忍耐猫，就会不喜欢、不信任猫。一个伟大的灵魂，被误解、被低估，坐在烟囱的角落里，无人理睬她；而那些愚蠢的白痴永远猜不到猫有多么鄙视他们。


  但是——狗却那么一目了然。任何一个傻瓜都能明白狗的意思。于是，把势利眼当作信仰的普通人就此变节，把鬣狗的表亲搂进怀里。


  为什么要说这些呢？


  只因为从普通人对待猫狗的态度中，我们可以看出一种模式、一种特征，他们对许多其他东西的感情，尤其是他们对书的感情，也同样符合这种模式与特征。


  有些书粗糙、笨拙、吵闹，罔顾艺术的尊严，迎合读者低劣的品位，平庸、低俗，缺乏灵气和特点。这些书就是书界的狗。普通人热爱这种书。


  因为这种书虽然毫无价值，却是通俗易懂的。


  而另一些书，因其美丽与高雅，因其优雅与精致，因其精雕细琢，因其细腻、出色而高贵，因其笔触轻盈，因其行文灵巧迅捷，因其通过省略、含蓄与暗示来表达意思，因其藏而不露、幽微曲折，总之，因为它们微妙，所以这些书是书界的猫。


  普通人要么讨厌这类书，要么无视这类书。


  亲爱的编辑先生，如往常一样，在信尾署名是我的荣幸。


  您忠实的仆人，


  黄矮人


  ——信件12

  猫与鸟


  阿德莱·史蒂文森二世致第66届议会的各位参议员


  1949年4月23日


  1949年，迫于“鸟类之友”组织（该组织成立的初衷是“促进对鸟类的善意”）的压力，伊利诺伊州议会通过了第93号参议院法案。法案题为《通过限制猫类以保护食虫鸟类法案》，拟对允许自己的宠物猫随意游走、不牵绳的养猫人实施经济处罚，每次违法最多可处罚金5美元。法案出台后受到广泛嘲讽，至少养猫群体认为它十分荒唐，因为他们深知猫和狗不一样，根本不会容忍被绳子拴住这种事。对该州的猫和养猫人而言，幸运的是新当选的伊利诺伊州州长阿德莱·史蒂文森二世也对这项法案不以为然。他以一封信否决了法案，这封信很快就登上了新闻。


  ——信件正文


  伊利诺伊州


  行政部门


  斯普林菲尔德


  1949年4月23日


  致第66届议会的各位尊敬的参议员：


  我在此随信退回题为《通过限制猫类以保护食虫鸟类法案》的第93号参议院法案，不予批准。该法案被人们称为“猫咪法案”。我对其予以否决，不予批准，理由如下：


  若法案通过，将对允许猫在自宅以外场所自由行动的猫主人或养猫人处以罚款。对于在自宅以外场所自由行动的猫，该法案将允许任何人将其抓捕，或要求警察将其抓捕并监禁。该法案还允许使用捕猫装置。该法案适用于全州所有地区，包括农场、村庄及大城市。


  该法案在过去几届议会中被多次提出，多年来引发了不少评论——其中不乏戏谑嘲讽之词。或许议会认为，现在应该把法案提交给一位有能力以新视角审视它的人。不管本届议会基于何种理由通过了此项法案，我既无法相信它顺应了群众的广泛需求，也无法相信它具有实际执行的可能性。


  此外，我认为伊利诺伊州的公共政策不应把猫拜访邻居家的庭院或穿过高速公路判定为妨害社会利益的事件。一定限度内的自由游逛是猫的天性。许多猫与主人一起住在公寓里或其他不可自由出入的居所中，难道我们要把猫的每次短暂出游都变成热心市民用陷阱或其他装置狩猎的机会吗？我对此持怀疑态度。我担心此项法案只会导致冲突、回击和敌意。我们还应考虑猫主人面临的两难困境：牵绳出门遛猫违背猫的天性，但允许猫冒着被人抓捕的风险夜间独自出门活动又违背猫主人的天性。此外，猫能为人类提供有用的服务，尤其在农村地区，它们是帮助人类打击啮齿类动物的好手。这项工作必须由猫独自完成，而且会不可避免地跨越产权界限。


  我们都想保护某些品种的鸟类。猫会伤害某些鸟类，这我十分清楚。这项法案的支持者抱有可敬的初衷，也付出了无私的努力，但我相信法案的通过对实现他们的目标帮助甚微。猫与鸟的冲突与时间本身一样古老。若我们试图以立法手段解决这个问题，谁知道我们还得在多少古已有之的问题上选边站呢：在猫与狗、鸟与鸟，甚至鸟与虫的冲突中，难道我们也得支持其中一方吗？在我看来，伊利诺伊州政府及州内各地管理部门手头的工作已经够多了，没有必要再去试图管制猫科动物的犯罪问题。


  基于以上理由，我否决第93号参议院法案，不予批准。我做此决定并不是因为我爱猫超过爱鸟。


  恭敬的，


  阿德莱·E.史蒂文森二世


  州长


  ——信件13

  5000只大猫小猫堆成一堆


  弗雷德里克·劳·奥姆斯特德致儿子


  1875年5月13日


  弗雷德里克·劳·奥姆斯特德1822年生于美国康涅狄格州。他被许多同行视为“美国景观设计之父”。即使是最外行的人，也会觉得这个称号名副其实，因为奥姆斯特德参与设计了一批美国最著名的城市公园，其中以纽约的中央公园最为出名。他的其他设计不胜枚举，包括重要的景观大道、自然保护区、大学校园、政府大楼等。然而，1875年5月，在奥姆斯特德四岁的儿子眼中，父亲的这些成就通通毫无意义。小亨利当时正和妈妈一起住在外地，离家数百英里（1英里约1.6千米），他一心只想见见家里的狗——奎兹，所以写信要父亲把奎兹送来。他的父亲回了这样一封别出心裁的信。


  ——信件正文


  1875年5月13日


  亲爱的亨利：


  老是有猫跑进我们院子里来，每天都会进来6只，奎兹会把他们赶出去。假如我把奎兹送到你那里去，让他帮你赶走偷吃你种的大黄的牛，那他就不能留在家里把猫赶出院子了。如果院子里每天进6只猫，一只都不离开，那么一周后就会有42只猫，一个月后就会有180只猫。等到你十一月份回来的时候，就会有1260只猫。如果十一月前院子里有1260只猫，那么至少一半的猫会生小猫。如果其中一半生一窝6只小猫，我们家院子里就会有超过5000只大猫小猫。那样罗莎娜就没地方晒衣服了，除非她把这么多猫都从草地上赶走。可是如果她把猫从草地上赶走，它们就得全部挤在院子尽头靠近房子的那块地方。那样的话，它们就会堆成很大一堆，一直垒到我的窗户顶端那么高。5000只大猫小猫在我的窗户外面堆成一堆，有些还是黑猫，这会让我的办公室非常黑暗，我就不能在里面写东西了。此外，被压在下面的猫，特别是其中的小奶猫，会被上面的猫挤得很痛，我认为它们会不停地发出很响的尖叫声，吵得我没法睡觉。如果我不能睡觉，那我也没法工作了。如果我不工作，我就没钱。如果我没钱，我就不能寄钱去普利茅斯支付你乘坐福尔里弗汽船回来的船票钱，我也没钱自己买票去普利茅斯，于是我们俩就再也不能见面了。这可不行呀，先生。我不能把奎兹送到你那里去，你必须自己看住牛，自己把牛赶走，不然你就种不出任何大黄。


  爱你的父亲


  ——信件14

  僵尸


  罗伯特·骚塞致格罗夫纳·贝德福德


  1821年4月3日


  罗伯特·骚塞1813年成为英国的桂冠诗人，此后保有此头衔三十年，直至1843年去世。他是塞缪尔·泰勒·柯勒律治和威廉·华兹华斯的朋友；也是著名的传记作者，曾为霍拉肖·纳尔逊、奥利弗·克伦威尔等人立传。他不知疲倦地创作了许多评论、政治论文、翻译作品、新闻稿件和书信，1837年还写过一篇童话，题为《三只熊的故事》。这篇童话最初收录于他的一本匿名作品集中，被认为是《金凤花姑娘与三只熊》的首版。多年之前，在1820年11月，骚塞收留的一只名叫奥赛罗的猫去世了。悲痛的骚塞一家成了本地鼠帮的重点攻击目标。几个月后，骚塞写信给朋友格罗夫纳·贝德福德，说家里已经找到了接替奥赛罗的新猫——“僵尸”。


  ——信件正文


  1821年4月3日


  我亲爱的G.：


  去年年底奥赛罗死后，我立刻把他的死讯告诉了你。自那件悲痛的事情发生以来，这栋房子里一直没有养猫，直到3月24日周六。卡尔弗特夫人知道我们深受鼠害，便提出送我一只猫——据她说是一只漂亮的成年黑猫，而且是只公猫。她说这只猫其他方面都很出色，只有一个问题：他是捉鸽子的行家。因为她家有一间鸽舍，所以他们不得不对他做出必要的判决：要么送走，要么弄死。我动了恻隐之心（也因为我喜欢他的毛色和性别），决定收留他。当天晚上，他就被装在袋子里送到了我家。


  格罗夫纳，你是个爱猫的人，所以即使是最有造诣的生物学家也不及你了解猫的天性。你肯定知道要让一只猫适应新的住所有多困难。我们打开袋子的时候，通往走道的厨房门也开着，于是这只猫立刻消失了；虽然并不真的像一道闪电，但就跟闪电一样快——也就是说，就比喻意义而言犹如闪电。他不可能跑回卡尔弗特夫人家的鸽舍。要是我家在其他方向上，那就算两家之间的距离是现在的三倍，他也有可能跑回去。但是从我家到卡尔弗特夫人家要么得渡过一条河，要么得穿过镇子的一部分，两者对他而言都是巨大的障碍，所以我们相当确信我们这一侧的所有地方都是他从未涉足过的陌生领域。因此，我们把食物放在他夜里可能找到的地方。在孩子们的一致要求下，我还担负起给他起名的责任，因为一只猫没有名字是不合适的。考虑到他的毛色，还有他的性别，我的第一个念头是叫他“恩里克·迪拉兹[19]”，要是可怜的科斯特还活着，听到这个名字一定会赞同的。但我很快想到，“僵尸”这个名号也很合适，而且更有气势。因此，他就被取名为“僵尸”。


  我们很快确认，僵尸占领了可怜的威尔西地窖。那里堆满了种豌豆用的支棒，为他提供了一个安全的藏身之所。那片房子的厨房也是无人使用的弃屋，所以完全没人打扰他。我们每天给他摆好食物，孩子们焦急地等待僵尸适应这座房子，还希望我们能允许他们去和他混熟。晚间有人在门外见过他一两次，我们知道他夜里出来四处巡视侦察过。但他继续顽固地隐藏不出，持续了七天七夜，从上个周六到这周六。尽管我们好声好气地用各种言语哄他出来，但他似乎已经下定决心隐居至死。


  但是，周日凌晨四五点之间，凡是有耳朵的人都被僵尸的尖叫吵醒了。他似乎被捕鼠夹夹住了，或者是遭遇了其他痛苦的事故。贝德福德先生，你很懂猫，很清楚猫的独唱和对唱声音截然不同，任何通晓猫语的人都不可能把他们表达痛苦的叫声误认作其他叫声。那只动物似乎非常痛苦。我们找来一盏灯，希望能缓解他的痛苦（如果可能的话）。我们把房子搜了一遍，有人看见僵尸站在威尔西的楼梯顶层，然后从那里消失，退入他的地窖据点。我们找不到任何他出事故的痕迹，后来他看起来也完全不像受过伤的样子。因此，此次夜间骚动的原因至今仍是难解之谜。


  我们试图用各种各样的方式解释这件事。某些因为太怕老鼠而觉得老鼠威力无穷的女人认为，僵尸是被一只或一群老鼠咬了。对此说法我要义愤地反驳：如果是那样，地上应该散布鼠尸，而且我们听到的应该是老鼠的尖叫，而不是僵尸的尖叫。因此，排除这种不可能的解释。我把我想到的其他各种可能性以问题的形式提交给你评判。我承认，这些解释都不尽如人意。我想努力解开这段奇妙历史的奥秘（我认为如此称呼此次事件恰如其分），恳请你予以协助。你可以安心地记住一点：参与此次事件的猫只有一只，就是僵尸——这一点我非常确定。


  那么，格罗夫纳，现在让我问你：


  1.僵尸是见到魔鬼了吗？


  2.他在对自己求爱？


  3.他在和自己作战？


  4.他在试图召唤魔鬼？


  5.他听过我唱歌，所以他会不会是在模仿我的歌声（但根本学不像）？


  你应该能看出，以上解释均假设我们听到的声音是僵尸发出的。


  但除此之外我还要问：


  6.那会不会是魔鬼的叫声？


  7.会不会是杰弗里的叫声？


  8.会不会是魔鬼或者杰弗里在折磨僵尸，所以他才这样叫喊？


  我还有最后一点要补充：从那次事件到现在，僵尸依然顽固地隐居不出。还有，我想向你保证：


  贝德福德先生，


  我依然对你抱着最崇高的敬意，


  并将永远是你的朋友。


  罗伯特·骚塞


  又及：我写这封信的时候又想到一种解释，那个周日是本月的第一个周日，所以：


  9.他会不会是在和我们开愚人节玩笑？


  L.S


  ——信件15

  宝贝，打起精神来


  加布里埃尔-安格·列维斯克（凯鲁亚克的母亲）致杰克·凯鲁亚克


  1960年7月20日


  1960年，“垮掉派”诗人兼小说家杰克·凯鲁亚克的巨著《在路上》出版已有几年。这年夏天，凯鲁亚克把母亲留在纽约诺斯波特的家中，自己动身前往西海岸，打算去大苏尔[20]的一间小木屋里过几个月平静的日子。小木屋的主人是凯鲁亚克的朋友——同为诗人的劳伦斯·费林赫迪。这本该是一段放松和思考的时间。然而，一到目的地，凯鲁亚克就接到一封母亲匆忙寄给费林赫迪，再由费林赫迪转交给他的信，信中是凯鲁亚克心爱的猫——泰克的死讯。后来，凯鲁亚克表示此事对他的影响不亚于他早年痛失兄长：1926年，凯鲁亚克年仅九岁的哥哥夭折，当时小凯鲁亚克只有四岁。


  ——信件正文


  1960年7月20日，周日


  亲爱的儿子：


  我恐怕你不会喜欢我这封信，因为此刻我只能告诉你一个悲痛的消息。我真的不知道该怎么把这件事告诉你，但是，宝贝，打起精神来。我自己现在也异常痛苦。小泰克走了。周六他一整天都挺好，似乎还恢复了一些气力。可是那天深夜，他开始打嗝和呕吐，那时大概是凌晨1点半，我正在电视机前看一部夜间电影。我走到他身边，想帮他好起来，然而完全没效果。他浑身发抖，好像很冷，所以我用一块毛毯把他裹起来，然后他开始吐得我浑身都是。他最后的情况就是这样。我的感觉如何、我经历了什么，这些都不用说了。我一直熬到天亮，尽我所能想把他救回来，但都没有用。凌晨4点，我知道他已经走了，于是6点钟的时候我用一条干净的毛毯包好他，7点钟，我去外面为他挖坟墓。我这辈子从没做过如此令人心碎的事情：埋葬我心爱的小泰克。他虽然是只猫，却像个人，与你我一样的人。我把他埋在篱笆角落的忍冬藤下。我根本吃不下饭，也睡不着觉。我老是朝地窖门那里看，希望看到他从那里跑出来，叫一声“喵”。我真的很不好，还有，我埋葬泰克的时候，发生了一件特别奇怪的事情。那些我喂了一个冬天的黑鸟好像都明白发生了什么。真的，儿子，我没骗你。好多、好多的黑鸟飞过我的头顶，啾啾地叫着，然后停在篱笆上，在我安葬泰克后整整一小时里，那些鸟儿一直这样做——那情景我永远不会忘掉，要是我那时拿相机拍下来就好了，但是上帝和我都知道那是真的，我们亲眼看见了。好了，宝贝，我知道这会让你难过，但是我必须设法告诉你……我太难过了，不是身体上难过，是心灵上难过……我就是不能相信、没法接受，我美丽的小泰克再也不在了——我再也看不到他从他的小“窝棚”里出来了，再也看不到他从绿草间穿过了……


  又及：我得把泰克的小窝棚拆掉，我真的受不了一走到外面就看到那棚子空着——现在他就那样空着。好了，宝贝，我们很快再通信吧，照顾好自己。向真正的“上帝”祈祷——


  你的老妈××××××


  我老是朝地窖门那里看，希望看到他从那里跑出来，叫一声“喵”。


  ——加布里埃尔-安格·列维斯克


  ——信件16

  关于在金鱼缸中溺毙的爱猫之死的颂诗


  托马斯·格雷致霍勒斯·沃波尔


  1747年3月1日


  1747年2月的一天，在著名历史学家霍勒斯·沃波尔家中，他的宠物猫之一——塞利玛——决定做一件她常做的事：趴在一只装金鱼的中国瓷缸的边缘。那里是盯住缸里的水面、策划攻击的完美站位。接着发生了对所有当事者（包括金鱼）而言都非常遗憾的事情：这次塞利玛失足掉进了水里。她虽尽力挣扎，还是一路滑进了缸底，那装满鱼的陷阱四壁太陡，令她无法逃脱。当时的情况有多混乱，我们只能靠想象了。塞利玛没能死里逃生。得知她的死讯后，沃波尔请朋友——诗人托马斯·格雷——为塞利玛写一段合适的墓志铭。格雷很快就回信了，但他写出的不是短短的墓志铭，而是一篇长得多的颂诗。此诗的第一段后来被沃波尔刻在淹死爱猫的鱼缸上。


  ——信件正文


  剑桥


  1747年3月1日


  表达吊唁之情时应当特别小心，避免粗心犯错，因此（在我表达我的哀思及对你所遭受的不幸的真挚同情之前）若能确知我哀悼的是哪一位，对我而言将是莫大的满足。我认识扎拉和塞利玛（是塞利玛吧？还是法提玛？），或者应该说我同时认识她们俩，因为我分不清谁是谁。因此，关于你信中提及的“美猫”，关于你究竟唤她什么名字，我其实相当茫然。但我知道人们说的“美猫”总是指他最钟爱的那只猫，或者，若是一只猫死了，另一只还活着，那么通常死去的那一只才是最美的猫。另外，假如我的意思表达得还不够清楚，我希望你不要误以为我对幸存的那只猫全无兴趣，并因此觉得我缺乏教养或鲁莽无礼：噢，不是那样的！我宁愿显得像犯了错，也要确定遭遇不幸事故的确实是虎斑的那只猫。在对这一点稍微确定一些之前，请恕我不能开始高唱：


  “徒劳地寻找安息之地。”[21]


  这样的延迟更为方便，因为如此我便有时间与你一同庆贺你的新荣誉。这只是一个开始。我估计下周我们便会听说你是共济会会员，或者至少是戈摩根会[22]会员。嘿哟！我觉得（相信你早就这么觉得了）自己没什么可说的，至少诗歌以外的普通言语我说不出太多。对某些人来说，这倒是有好处：我说的不是你，而是你的猫——已故的塞利玛小姐，我将用以下的诗歌让她在一两周之内不朽。


  关于在金鱼缸中溺毙的爱猫之死的颂诗


  



  那是在一个高高的花瓶之侧，


  瓶上，最华美艳丽的中国艺术染出


  盛放的蔚蓝花朵；


  虎斑淑女中最端庄的塞利玛小姐


  斜倚沉思，


  凝望身下的湖面。


  



  她故意摇晃着尾巴，宣誓她的欢愉；


  她白皙的圆脸，雪般的胡须，


  天鹅绒似的爪子，


  她衣上的花纹，能与玳瑁媲美，


  她黑玉般的耳朵，祖母绿般的双眼，


  她看见了，便发出赞许的咕哝。


  



  但她仍继续凝望，只见那潮涌之中


  两个天使般的身影轻轻滑过，


  溪中的精灵，


  鳞甲上闪着苏尔紫[23]的光泽，


  那最丰艳的紫色中，


  又透出一缕金光。


  



  不幸的宁芙愕然见到：


  先是一根胡须，再是一只爪子，


  满怀多少炽热的渴望，


  她徒然倾身，想伸手去捞那无上的奖品。


  哪个女人的心会不爱黄金？


  哪只猫儿能抗拒鱼儿？


  



  放肆的少女啊！她满脸渴望，


  她又再倾身，她又再弯腰，


  对中间的鸿沟浑然不觉。


  （恶毒的命运就坐在一旁，脸带微笑地


  看着）


  她的纤足被湿滑的边缘哄骗，


  她就这样一头跌进水里。


  



  她从水里挣扎出八次，


  喵喵呼唤，求每一位水神


  速速来救。


  德尔芬[24]没有来，涅瑞伊得斯[25]没有动，


  残忍的汤姆和苏珊没有听见——


  最受宠的人总是没有朋友的！


  



  从此以后，美人们切要记住！再别受骗


  上当，


  须知一步踏错，便是再难回头；


  纵使勇敢，也要谨慎：


  诱惑张望之眼的，打动无知之心的，


  未必都是合法的奖品。


  而闪光的，也未必都是金子！


  我为你写了这首诗，做墓志铭有些长了。


  ——信件17

  福斯死了


  爱德华·李尔致阿伯戴尔勋爵


  1887年11月29日


  1887年，英国诗人兼插画家爱德华·李尔致信朋友阿伯戴尔勋爵，告诉后者一个不幸的消息：李尔的虎斑猫福斯死了。福斯从小奶猫时期就是李尔的宠物。福斯的死不仅让李尔悲痛，也让许多喜爱李尔的读者伤心，因为李尔生前已是一位很受欢迎的作者，许多读者都通过李尔画笔下的福斯形象爱上了这只猫。两个月后，李尔死于心脏病。收信人阿伯戴尔勋爵后来在这封信的抬头亲笔写上了这样的字样：“我亲爱的老朋友的最后一封信，他死于1888年1月。”


  ——信件正文


  圣雷莫


  丁尼生别墅


  1887年11月29日


  我亲爱的阿伯戴尔勋爵：


  我一直想知道你的手现在怎么样了——是完全康复了？还是仍然有问题？尽管我有很多文章要写，但我现在不怎么能写东西了。


  因为，每个认识我30年的人都知道，这30年来，我的猫福斯一直是我孤独生活的一部分。


  福斯死了。我要很高兴地告诉你，他完全没有受罪，他的一侧身体已经彻底瘫痪。于是昨天我把他放进一个盒子里，深埋在橘子路尽头的无花果树下。明天我会在那里立一块石碑，写上他的死亡日期和年龄（31岁，其中30年是在我家里度过的）。


  Qui sotto è sepolto il mio buon


  Gatto Foss. Era 30 anni in casa


  mia, e morì il 26 Novembre


  1887, di età 31 anni


  （我的好猫福斯埋于此下。他在我家里度过了30年，死于1887年11月26日，享年31岁。）


  所有了解我人生的朋友都会明白，失去福斯让我非常悲痛。至于我自己，我还是和往常一样，除了在11月5日狠狠地摔了一跤：因为我从床上起来时灯灭了，火柴又不知被放到哪里去了，结果我找不到火柴点灯。


  那次摔到以后，我连续好几天都不太好。不过现在——感谢上帝，29日周四开始，情况不那么令人担心了。萨尔瓦多已经为福斯弄好了墓碑，墓志铭也刻好了。我想再过一两天，一切便会恢复原状了，除了我心里会留下对我可怜的朋友福斯的怀念。


  Qui sotto sta seppolito il mio buon


  Gatto Foss. Era 30 anni in casa mia,


  e morì il 26 November 1887—in età


  31 anni.


  （我的好猫福斯埋于这块石头之下。他在我家里度过了30年，死于1887年11月26日，享年31岁。）


  请尽快告诉我你的手现在怎么样了。最近我失去了许多朋友，其中包括乔治·克里夫夫人的兄弟——哈维·法夸尔。


  请代我转达我对大家的爱。


  爱你的，


  爱德华·李尔


  ——信件18

  猫迷


  安·兰德致《猫迷》杂志


  1966年3月20日


  除了创作《源泉》《阿特拉斯耸耸肩》等小说以外，俄裔美籍作家安·兰德还提出了一套反对利他主义、支持利己主义的哲学，这套观点贯穿于她的作品之中。她后来把这套哲学称为“客观主义”，其核心是相信人的“最高道德目标是实现自身的幸福。人既不应该强迫他人，也不应该接受他人的强迫。每个人都应该为自己而活，追求理性的自我利益”。安·兰德订阅了《猫迷》杂志，1966年，她写信回答了该杂志编辑提出的一个问题。


  ——信件正文


  1966年3月20日


  亲爱的史密斯小姐：


  你问我是泛泛地喜欢猫，还是自己真的养了猫，或是两者都是。我的答案是：两者都是。我喜欢所有猫，而且自己也养了两只猫。


  你问我：“你订阅本杂志是因为对猫感兴趣，还是说你订阅本杂志完全是为了某种客观目的？”我订阅你们的杂志完全是为了客观目的——因为我对猫感兴趣。我可以客观地论证猫具有很高的价值，《猫迷》杂志的创刊号便能为此论点提供部分证据。（“客观”并不意味着“不感兴趣”或无动于衷。“客观”的意思是与现实中的真实情况相符，这个词既可以形容知识，也可以形容价值。）


  我订阅《猫迷》杂志主要是因为杂志里的图片，我觉得你们的创刊号非常有趣、非常令人愉快。


  安·兰德


  ——信件19

  真遗憾这么好的猫听不见声音


  威廉·达尔文·福克斯致查尔斯·达尔文


  1860年8月16日


  如果你想养蓝色眼睛的白猫，请注意：这种猫很可能听不见声音。这是因为它们身上的“白色遮盖基因”（简称W基因）是显性基因。W基因有三方面的抑制作用：抑制皮肤中的色素生成，导致白色毛发；抑制眼睛中的色素生成，导致蓝眼；抑制内耳中某些细胞的生长，导致听力受损。闻名世界的生物学家查尔斯·达尔文早在1868年（对后世影响深远的巨著《物种起源》出版后九年）就在《动物和植物在家养下的变异》一书中阐述了上述事实，他说：“白猫如果双眼是蓝色的，就几乎一定是聋的。”他接着引用这封信作为证据，信是他的二代表亲威廉·达尔文·福克斯牧师写给他的。


  ——信件正文


  我亲爱的达尔文：


  针对你提的问题，我相信我可以充分依据事实做出回答。我观察过的白猫不是十几只，而是几十只。我观察到的第一只白猫是赖德的一只波斯猫，她父母中有一方是纯种猫。我养了一只她生的小猫，然后这只小猫长大后又生了许多后代，每年至少生六只。在所有这些猫中，凡是白毛蓝眼的都是全聋的。为了向别人展示这一点，我曾在他们附近制造各种很大的声响，但是他们丝毫没有察觉。


  我还在其他许多地方观察过这种猫。我在奇切斯特的大旅馆里见过一只（我想那是只公猫）。我还见过两只挪威森林猫，当时我说：“真遗憾这么好的猫听不见声音。”这话令猫的主人大为吃惊。（这种事我干过好几次了）那两只挪威森林猫都是母猫。


  当然，我们繁殖、饲养的猫大部分是母猫，但是我也养公猫，因为多年来我一直想让我养的猫保持纯正的血统。我非常确定母猫是聋的，我毫不怀疑公猫应该也是聋的，因为要是公猫不聋的话，我肯定能注意到。


  我忘了我在哪几封信里提过这种蓝眼猫的事情，那是二三十年前的事了——但是那些信里叙述的情况和我现在说的完全一样。


  我还养过若干一只眼睛是蓝色、另一只眼睛是其他颜色的猫。我们相当确信，这种猫只有蓝眼那一侧的耳朵是聋的。我家年纪较大的孩子都记得我们养的第一只猫——莉莉，她眼睛纯蓝，耳朵全聋。多年间她绝对生了好多窝小猫。


  所以她的性别不容怀疑，虽说我也曾养过一只公玳瑁猫（至少当时大家以为“他”是公猫），[26]结果“他”竟生了一窝小猫，我的孩子们为此高兴极了。


  永远属于你的，


  W.D.福克斯


  写完上面的内容后，我询问了我太太和孩子们，问他们记不记得那些白猫。“莉莉”是太早之前的事情了，但他们对“猫头鹰”记得很清楚，因为她有一双蔚蓝色的眼睛，而且生过数不清的小猫。


  刚从大雅茅斯的布拉德韦尔回来的范妮补充说：“那里有一只猫毛色纯白，但眼睛是常见的绿色，那只猫也是聋的——和蓝眼的白猫一样。”她特别提出的这个情况和蓝眼理论相矛盾。


  但在附近的凯斯特教区，斯图尔特先生有一只非常漂亮的蓝眼猫，那只猫也是全聋的。


  我应该不久就会亲眼见到这两只猫，而且很可能会看到一群他们的后代。


  凯斯特的那只猫——据说非常漂亮——大概是只公猫。


  周五你的儿子威廉很好心地来拜访了我们，给我们所有人留下了非常好的印象。


  ——信件20

  这封信真的是我写的吗？


  雷蒙德·钱德勒致查尔斯·莫顿


  1945年3月19日


  作家雷蒙德·钱德勒1888年出生于芝加哥。因为创造了硬汉侦探菲利普·马洛这个角色，钱德勒至今仍是最杰出的犯罪小说家之一。马洛在钱德勒的许多作品中出场，包括：《长眠不醒》（1939年）、《再见，吾爱》（1940年）、《高窗》（1942年）、《湖底女人》（1943年）、《小妹妹》（1949年）、《漫长的告别》（1953年）及《重播》（1958年）。在钱德勒写作这些作品的过程中，不管你何时走近他的书桌，几乎都会发现他的波斯猫塔基正在陪伴他写作。1945年3月，钱德勒致信《大西洋月刊》的副主编查尔斯·莫顿，把塔基介绍给他。


  ——信件正文


  加州，好莱坞38


  马拉松街5451号


  派拉蒙影业公司


  1945年3月19日


  亲爱的查尔斯：


  一段时间之前，有个叫英克斯泰德的人给我拍了一些照片，登在《时尚芭莎》上。（我始终没弄明白为什么要这么做）其中有一张照片拍得确实非常好，照片里我正把我的秘书抱在腿上。那张照片我洗了一打，等我收到就寄一张给你。也许我应该补充说明一下，我的秘书是一只14岁的黑色波斯猫。我称她为我的“秘书”，是因为自打我开始写作起，她就一直在我身边。她通常坐在我想用的纸上或者我想改的稿子上，有时她靠在打字机上，有时她趴在桌子一角望着窗外，似乎在说：“伙计，你做这些事是在浪费我的时间。”她的名字叫塔基（最初叫塔楷[27]，但是我们老得对人解释这是个日本名字，意思是竹子，应该读两个音节，最后我们终于厌倦了）。她的记性特别好，大象再怎么努力也无法达到她的水平。[28]她通常对人礼貌而疏远，但偶尔也会像中了争吵魔咒似的，一次能回嘴十分钟之久。我真希望我知道她在对我说什么，但我怀疑其实她的所有话都是一个意思，就是以非常讽刺的语气告诉我：“你太差了，你就不能做得更好吗？”我一生都很爱猫（我并不讨厌狗，只是狗太需要人一直陪着玩了），但我始终无法理解猫。塔基是非常从容大方的动物，她总是知道谁喜欢猫，且绝不会靠近不喜欢猫的人。她总能径直走向真正喜欢猫的人，不管那人来得多晚，哪怕她完全不认识那人。不过她并不会跟他们待在一起太久，只让他们适当抚摩一会儿，就会走开。她还有个奇怪的特点，就是从来不杀死任何东西（我不知道这对猫来说算不算罕见的特点）。她会把猎物活着带回来，然后让你把猎物从她那儿拿走。有好多次，她把鸽子、蓝鹦鹉、大蝴蝶之类的猎物带进屋子里来。她完全没有伤害鹦鹉和蝴蝶，只是叼着它们走，好像什么也没发生过似的。鸽子似乎不愿意被她叼着走来走去，给她制造了一点麻烦，所以鸽子胸口上有一小块血迹。但我们把鸽子送到一个给鸟治病的兽医那里，它很快就没事了，只是受了点羞辱。塔基对老鼠不感兴趣，但是如果老鼠坚持要惹她，她也会捉住它们，然后只好由我来把老鼠杀死。对囊地鼠，她有点兴趣，却又懒洋洋的，好似很厌烦。她会比较认真地观察囊地鼠挖的洞，但是囊地鼠是会咬她的，而且，说真的，谁会想抓一只囊地鼠呢？所以她只是假装她可能会抓一只囊地鼠，如果她想抓的话。


  不管去哪儿旅行，我们总是带着她。她记得她去过的所有地方，通常她在哪儿都跟在家里一样自在。只有一两个地方让她很不适应——我也不知道为什么。她就是不愿意在那几个地方安顿下来。过了一段时间以后，我们学会了接受她的暗示。可能那个地方曾经发生过斧头砍杀案，我们改去别处会好得多。杀人犯说不定还会回来呢。有时她会以一种相当奇怪的神色望着我（在我认识的所有猫中，只有她会直视人的眼睛），我怀疑她是不是在偷偷写日记，因为她那个表情仿佛在说：“兄弟，你大部分时间都觉得自己挺不赖的，是不是？其实我也趁有空的时候写了一些东西，要是我决定出版其中一部分，不知道你看了会作何感想？”有时她会搞这么一种把戏：怡然自得地举起一只爪子，好奇地望着那爪子。我太太认为，她是在暗示我们给她买一块腕表。腕表对她没什么实际作用——现在几点她比我还清楚——但是你毕竟得有几件珠宝饰品戴戴嘛。


  我不知道我为什么要给你写这些。一定是我想不出其他可写的东西了，或者——这就有点吓人了——这封信真的是我写的吗？会不会是——不，肯定是我写的。就当是我写的吧。我好害怕。


  雷


  ——信件21

  猫儿们，猫儿们，我的猫儿们


  埃斯特尔·克伦巴赫乔娃致她的猫儿们


  1985年7月5日


  阿兰、巴亚亚、宾尼、蜡笔、约哈尼克、毛格力、米沙、派丁卡、小猪、蜗牛、小星星、乌基……埃斯特尔·克伦巴赫乔娃从来离不开猫，她相信世上没有任何一种联系比她和她的猫伙伴之间的联系更深刻。克伦巴赫乔娃生于1923年，是捷克斯洛伐克电影新浪潮运动中的重要人物。她是个理想主义者，在幕后默默地做出了许多成绩，以服装设计师和编剧的身份参与过那个时代的许多著名电影的制作。她于1996年去世，享年72岁，生前并未受到应得的认可。她的档案里有这样一封信，写于1985年。当时，61岁的她认为自己的人生已经走到了最后一程。这封信写给曾在她的生命中陪伴过她的猫儿们。


  ——信件正文


  布拉格


  1985年7月5日


  猫儿们，猫儿们，我的猫儿们：


  我看着你们出生，我看着你们死亡。我见证你们的整个生命历程，你们是我生命里的同伴。你们那小小的爪子，我看着你们用它们学着走路，我看着你们死去时它们渐渐僵硬不动。你们那美丽的、狂野的眼睛，我看着它们第一次睁开时闪烁的光芒，我看着它们渐渐暗淡，永远地闭上。我看着健康、快乐、年轻的你们，我看着你们慢慢老了、患病，衰弱而可怜。直到最后一刻，你们的眼睛仍发着光，视线定格在你我共同度过的生命以外的某处。我轻抚你们的皮毛，当你们还是小奶猫时；我轻抚你们的皮毛，在我尽我的责任将你们埋葬之前。


  我看见你们温和的幽默感和热爱玩乐的心性，还有你们寄予我的那许许多多含蓄的希望。有时你们渴望被我的手轻轻碰触，我的手总是与你们一样温柔，但我却因忙碌而赶你们走开。你们，我的猫儿们，教会我许多、许多无法用语言表达的东西。我能看出你们多渴望去野外捕猎、多渴望扑向猎物、多渴望杀戮，那是自然赋予你们的天性。可与我同住的时候，你们没有这种机会，你们无法过一种你们为之而生的生活，一种真正有意义的生活。你们被剥夺了动物的美，被剥夺了残忍的野性，那成了纸上的一个空洞的词汇，因为你们生来就是准备去捕猎的野兽，是我把这权利从你们身上剥夺。我多么希望我能给你们出去捕猎的机会！但我没有能力做到这一点。


  当我离开你们时，你们很痛苦，因为你们忠诚而诚实，就像所有动物一样，就像丛林中所有美丽的生灵一样。在可怕的不眠之夜，你们给我希望。你们体内有神奇的雷达，一探测到我心情极端不好，你们便抬起丝绸般的爪子走向我，问我何时能好起来。我睡着的时候，你们把头放在我的手掌上，我能感觉到你们的温柔，也能感觉到你们的孤独。你们会爬到我身上，发出微弱的声音把我唤醒，仿佛在叫我“起床走走吧！”。你们为我担心，你们是我亲爱的朋友，是我的甜心。你们推着我，要我更有责任心，要我更关心自己的生活。


  而这是我们一起做到的，是我们共同的成果。我亲爱的猫儿们！你们陪伴我度过了我的整个生命。你们的眼睛那样闪闪发亮，带着疑问，充满温柔。有时我状态太差，无法与你们共处，无法以你们望向我的方式回应你们，你们便把那样的眼睛转开不看我——你们总是理解我、包容我，你们这些属于我的猫儿。我用我的整颗心和整个灵魂爱你们。我对你们的爱超过我对任何人的爱。我一直忠于你们，因为我从未，也永远不可能背叛你们。我把你们囚禁在我的公寓里——那是爱的牢笼。我希望你们永远不要知道那是牢笼。当你们行将死去，直到最后一刻你们都知道你们被爱着，或者，也许你们知道，在猫的终身监狱里，我是那个最好的狱卒，你们知道的，对不对？


  这个问题的答案有一天我会知道的。我希望我死的时候能有人爱抚我的身体，就像我爱抚你们的身体一样。但最好还是不要了。我不希望被人爱抚，我不需要那个。我亲爱的宠猫们，尽管如此我仍然相信，我已经为我们的爱做了我能做的一切，我已经做了我的心让我去做的一切。我的心让我那样做，是因为它始终渴望着，今后也将永远渴望一种如此巨大的奉献，就像你们与我之间的那种奉献。猫儿们！猫儿们！你们最忠诚、最害羞、最腼腆、最矜持、最深情、最爱生气、最叛逆、最有趣、最悲伤、最健康、最衰老、最厌倦生命和疾病——你们每一只都自有一个世界，你们每一只都是了不起的生灵，你们每一只都用自己独特的方式走向我、靠近我、玩耍、取乐、为我燃起和你们一起活下去的希望。


  在我无比沮丧的日子里，你们用身体那么使劲地挤压我，把我从筋疲力尽的睡眠中唤醒。可我知道，你们其实比我更痛苦，因为你们就要死去，你们来找我，只是为了再次体验那种充满信任、希望和爱的瞬间。我亲爱的亡友们，谁会去数你们的数目呢？你们并没有死去，在你们离开的时候，是我与你们一起去了。小蜗牛，我在梦里见过你，你向我跑来，却又那么害羞、那么胆怯地转过身去，仿佛不确定自己是否想要被我爱抚。从那个梦中醒来时我哭了，我请你代我向宾尼问好，你死后她伤心而死，因为失去你后她没法再活下去，那天早晨她摊开身体死在她最喜欢的地方。我知道你一定会把我的口信带给她的。等到我也不得不去那里的那天，请一定在那儿等我。


  我亲爱的猫儿们！你们会在那里等我的，对不对？我们会一起在那里玩耍。小蜗牛会坐在天堂树巨大的枝丫上，以他总爱用的那种方式轻柔地晃来晃去，假装没有看到我。他那张天真烂漫的脸上既满带内心的奇怪忧郁，又挂着一个羞涩的浅笑。宾尼会玩自己的尾巴，为参加派对做好准备。派丁卡会用那双和初秋带霜的葡萄一个颜色的眼睛望着我，他会把身体的重心从一条腿上移到另一条腿上，同时用他满是柔情、闪闪发亮的眼睛欢迎我。约哈尼克会盯着我瞧。小星星会像一只迷了路的小奶猫一样看着我。她死于兽医的一次残忍的干预，那时她很痛、很需要咬住什么东西，可即使如此她也没有咬我的手。她知道她痛得受不了的时候我把她抱在腿上，知道我整夜醒着，一直陪着她，直到她第二天早上死去。乌基会大笑着跑来跑去，他的尾巴会卷成一个有趣的问号形状。他会很害羞，因为他是小蜗牛的亲生儿子呀。他会假装想逃走，但最后他会让我抚摩他的肚子，他以前在门厅的一个角落里也会这样让我摸肚子，我把那里叫作“爱抚角”，就像人们把演讲的地方叫作“演说角”一样。毛格力会趾高气扬地走来走去，对其他所有猫大喊大叫，说她才是老大，她一辈子都是这样。可怜的米沙会害羞又胆怯。我失去他是因为他被人杀了。一定是有人为了捍卫世界的道德而拿枪射杀动物，尤其针对猫。因为猫会捕猎，所以世界容不下他们。可是开枪打动物的人自己却吃烤鹅、烤鸭、烤鸡，说不定他开枪的时候还在朝嘴里塞小牛肉，而小牛一样也是出生在这个世界上的生灵。但之后我还会养许多其他猫，他们是我的朋友，我给他们一点希望，或者为他们找到新家。我的猫儿们，猫儿们，猫儿们！我生命的向导！因为你们，我从来不敢离开家太长时间，因为那样也许对你们不公平——尽管如此，我有时还是不得不离家，因为我缺钱。我回家的时候你们欢迎我，你们担忧而紧张，尽管我不在时有个女孩住在我家里照顾你们。你们担心回来的是否真的是我。其实，在诸多陌生人打来的电话中，有一些是我从新西兰打来的。我在新西兰每天担心你们，所以想打电话问问你们是否还活着，是否一切安好，但是你们，我亲爱的猫儿们，不可能知道这一切。但你们非常清楚我什么时候回来，他们说，从我回家前三天起，你们就开始坐在门口耐心地等着。我在飞机上祈祷，许下一个大大的愿望：我的猫儿们，我会在三天后见到你们。你们会等我的，对不对？青草会长满四处，我们会一起开心地玩耍。


  你觉得呢，约哈尼克？你是我在街上捡到的。你们觉得呢，小星星、乌基、米沙和我亲爱的派丁卡？派丁卡呀，我曾经叫你凡·高，因为你很特别、很独特，橘白相间，我甚至写了一本关于你的书呢，希望有一天有人能把它出版。你呢，毛格力？你会趾高气扬地走着，像只小狗狗一样摇着你的断尾，那时候你的眼睛又会像连着大海的咸水湖一样闪闪发光了，对不对？死亡不过是一层薄薄的面纱而已。我也会到你们这里来的，我会看起漂漂亮亮的，我会快乐地奔向你们，我的猫儿们。我们会一起度过最好的时光。让我来拉绳子，或者拉那个坏掉的玩具，他有个橡胶圈儿，所以总会温柔地弹一下你们的鼻子或耳朵。啊，我忘了提小猪，很久以前我离开家的时候他不见了。可等我回家短住的时候，他又出来欢迎我，还躺在他的篮子里，在我床边用一种痛苦、责备又充满疑问的神情望着我。我再次离家以后，他永远地离开了。小猪，你也会在那里的，对不对？你是个勇敢的小伙子，从二楼直接跳到街上，去玩清洁工的扫把。小猪最会恶作剧、最会开玩笑了。你是只脏兮兮的可怜的流浪猫，但你总是表现得如同贵族。我亲手把你身上的跳蚤一只一只地捉掉，但是，然后我就不得不离家把你丢下，我可怜的小男孩。那样对你，我至今都良心不安。小猪啊，可是我得出去挣钱啊，那时候我还是个学生。


  你们知道的，我的猫儿们，我的灵感来源、我的挚爱、我的缪斯，我有时不得不离开你们和你们的视线。我们会在某处重聚，在那里很容易把一切解释清楚，到时候你们会原谅我的，对不对？派丁卡，你还记得吗，当你想让我抱抱你的时候，我常说：“派丁卡，你的朋友埃斯提[29]现在得工作，因为我得给我们挣饭吃啊。”我说的主要是给你挣饭吃，派丁卡。你是一只橘白相间、骨瘦如柴的小奶猫，孩子们把半死不活的你扔在我家院子旁边的煤堆上，那时你只剩一口气了，我得喂你吃好多东西。你坐在冰箱旁边的椅子上，就在我身边，抬起你小小的前爪，用你灰绿色的眼睛充满疑问地望着我。那一刻我无法抗拒你的美丽，我立刻下了决心，永远不再让你受惊、受苦。然后，你一辈子待在我的房子里，从来不想出门，从来不想回外面的世界里去，我说得对不对？我和你紧靠在一起，挨着电暖器躺着，我如此渴望再次成为一个孩子，我给你讲童话故事，逗得你哈哈大笑，直到你康复，尽管兽医曾经说你好起来的希望不大。我是那么爱你，你又瘦又瘸，我把你放在一张小扶手椅上，给你盖上一床毛毯，这样你就能像在床上一样舒服，然后我把蛋黄和酒糖抹在手指尖上喂你吃。后来你长成了一只强壮的大公猫。每次我工作的时候，你总是等不及，催我赶快做完，那样我们就又可以在一起了。我们一起躺在床上，认真热切地看着彼此。一开始我叫你派翠什卡，后来改叫派提。等我来加入你们的时候，请一定要在那里等我啊。还有，不要嫉妒小蜗牛啊，你知道的，他是从森林里来的小伙子，是半野猫的儿子。你以前喜欢欺负他，而小蜗牛是个那么害羞的男孩子。毛格力很爱你，你走以后，她整夜睡在你曾经躺过的地方。她对你的哀悼让我心碎。虽然她和小蜗牛生了孩子，但她非常非常想念你。你以前常在厨房里坐在毛格力身边，请你还像那样坐在她身边等我吧，好不好？


  毛格力死后留下了两个孩子，就是蜡笔和巴亚亚兄弟俩。他们彼此相爱，就像你的孩子宾尼爱小蜗牛你一样。除此之外还有阿兰，一只聪明漂亮的三花猫，他是我在附近的墓地上捡到的，当时他个子很小，就快冻死了。他们都会在我死前离开，至少我希望如此。我能承受他们死亡的悲痛。他们很老了，我也很老了。


  我的猫儿们，我离世的时候，请做我的仪仗队吧。我请求你们。我没有更好的同伴了，除了你们，我不会给任何人写这样一封信。这封信写给你们，我的宠物，我的朋友，在最困难的时候把我从绝望中救出来的你们。来见我吧！


  向你们中的每一只致以最美好的问候。我们都在自己体内发现了无法用语言表达的东西，我们找到了彼此，我们深爱彼此。


  属于你们的，


  埃斯特尔


  ——信件22

  永远不变的家


  凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德致艾达·贝克


  1921年3月20日


  1917年末，新西兰作家凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德发现自己得了肺结核。她最终于六年后死于此病，享年34岁。确诊后，曼斯菲尔德离开了她在英国的家和家里的两只猫——阿西和温利，在法国和瑞士两国休养、写作及求医。1921年3月，她收到艾达·贝克（贝克是曼斯菲尔德的挚友、管家，也是后来在她临终时照顾她的人）发来的电报，说此前走失的温利现在找到了。这封信是她写给贝克的回信。几天后，曼斯菲尔德又写信给一位与她丈夫有染的女士——伊丽莎白·比贝斯科，警告她收敛。很快，贝克带着温利赶到了法国。曼斯菲尔德的另一只猫阿西则留在英格兰，住进了一位年迈邻居的家里，因为它充分发挥了猫的作风，坚决不肯离开。


  ——信件正文


  法国


  芒通


  伊索拉-贝拉别墅


  周日


  亲爱的艾：


  昨天深夜收到了你发来的关于温利的电报。真是太令人激动了。我很想知道温利是怎么被找到的，还有，如果可能的话，我想知道他和阿西见面时的情景是怎样的。我真羡慕你能看到那一幕。希望你真的亲眼看见了，可以告诉我事情的经过。能找到温利真是一个巨大的胜利。但现在的问题是，怎么处理他们呢？要不是我们马上要动身去瑞士，我是不会犹豫的。但是那么多趟火车，还要搬进不同的酒店等等，对猫来说会不会是种折磨？我觉得猫最需要的东西是一个安定的家，一个永远不变的家。而我知道，那正是我自己无法拥有的东西。与此同时，把这两只猫杀掉的话，对我来说太可怕了！你瞧，假如你我到瑞士以后又听说有别的地方，并且决定去新地方试一试，或者要是你我决定乘船过海，或者……可能性太多了。我们不可能把猫丢给杰克，把猫送给不想要他们的人也很残忍。我承认，我不知道怎么解决猫的问题。要是理查德年纪再大一点的话，我会建议请他照顾他们。我最好就说到这里吧。等你想清楚以后，如果你觉得他们没法过上快乐的生活，或者你没办法处理他们的话——就杀死他们吧。


  伊丽莎白·比贝斯科又有动作了。昨天她给他写了一封信，央求他抵御凯瑟琳的进攻。“到目前为止，你一直那么英勇地抵抗了她，现在你怎么能让步呢？”还有“你发过誓，说绝不让这世界上的任何东西挡在你我之间”。看了这封信，我觉得他们俩真的非常合适，我希望他继续这段感情——他自己也想这么做。“要是没有你给我提文学上的建议，我要怎么活下去呢？”她这么问他。真是个迷人的问题。我会写信给那个愚蠢的小东西，告诉她我无意介入他们两人之间，但有一个条件：他和我同住的时候她不能与他做爱，因为那样很不体面。不过，他是永远不会停止搞这些婚外情的，我也看不出他为什么要停手。我希望他能真正认真地对待这段感情——并且离开我。每一天，我都比前一天更渴望独处。


  * * *


  放松心情，好好照顾自己。我希望小男孩现在好些了。


  属于你的，


  凯瑟琳


  ——信件23

  他习惯像绅士一样用餐


  弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔致弗罗斯特夫人


  1875年12月13日


  弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔是现代护理学的奠基人，她把一生都奉献给了照顾他人的事业。1854年，南丁格尔带着三十八名英国护士前往土耳其，训练她们照顾无数在克里米亚战争中受伤的人。六年之后，她在伦敦的圣托马斯医院成立了全世界第一所护理学校。此外她还写了《护理札记》，一本影响深远，至今仍在不断再版的护理学教科书。尽管南丁格尔过着如此充实的生活，多年来她仍挤出时间和精力照顾了超过六十只猫。1875年12月，她给一位名叫弗罗斯特夫人的女士写了这封迷人的信，信中谈到她最近送养的一只举止很有教养的猫——怀特先生。


  ——信件正文


  南街35号


  1875年12月13日


  亲爱的弗罗斯特夫人：


  威尔逊夫人很好心地邀请我写信给你，对你谈谈我的安哥拉公猫（叫他“怀特先生”他就会答应）——现在他不是我的，而是她的猫了。


  1.怀特先生这辈子从来没有把家里弄脏过，但是他从小一直用装着沙子的盆如厕。所以你得对他有点耐心，直到他学会去室外方便。


  2.为了不让他走失，他夜里一直是被关在家里的（关在一个大餐具室里）。我认为夜里应该继续把他关在家里。理由同上。（我想你应该先把他在屋子里关上两三天，直到他熟悉新地方和他好心的新主人，不然我怕他会逃走，试图跑回我这里来。）


  还有，也许一开始的一两夜你可以给他准备一个装着沙子的盆，那样会比较好。


  3.他一直习惯像绅士一样独自用餐：食物盛在盘子里，放在铺在地上的“桌布”（旧报纸）上。


  他不贪婪。他从来没偷过任何东西，从来不会把他吃的骨头从报纸上拖到地上。但是我得说他一直吃得很好：早上吃骨头和牛奶，我们7点钟吃完晚饭以后，剩下的鱼（不是鱼骨头）或鸡都给他吃——或者给他吃野味的骨头。我们把食物放在盘子里，让他像绅士一样在我房间里吃，就像我之前描述的那样。他吃完从来不会再要。等到晚上把他关进餐具室的时候，我们还给他一点碎肉和牛奶。还有，地上总是给他放好一大罐清水（装在一个他推不倒的罐子里）。


  4.他是我养过的最有感情、最聪明的猫。他喜欢基督徒的圈子远超过猫的圈子，最爱和我共处一室（但是也和我们的一个小伙伴的小狗交上了朋友）。有一只小猫是他的姐妹，那只猫死的时候，他绝食而且几乎心碎。我们这里有两只小奶猫（是他的孩子），他亲自给他们做清洁、梳理毛发。我从来没见过公猫这样做。


  5.你会看到怀特先生的毛色现在很黑了。但他在乡下的时候，毛色就像雪一样纯白无瑕。


  他现在10个月大。


  这封关于他的信我已经写得挺长的了，其实简而言之，我就是想请求你好心地照顾他，我是……


  你忠诚的朋友，


  弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔


  他是我养过的最有感情、最聪明的猫。


  ——弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔


  ——信件24

  恐怖故事一则


  简·威尔士·卡莱尔致凯特·斯坦利


  1860年12月28日


  简·威尔士·卡莱尔1801年出生于苏格兰的哈丁顿，1826年嫁给苏格兰著名哲学家托马斯·卡莱尔。他们的婚姻总体而言并不幸福，这从两人的通信中可以看出——到1866年简去世，这段婚姻一共存续了四十年，其间两人互通了数千封信。很明显，简经常感到异常孤独，也许正因如此，她养了许多宠物，让它们围绕自己，包括猫、狗和金丝雀——把这些动物混在一起注定要导致麻烦。1860年圣诞节后不久，简·卡莱尔给朋友凯特·斯坦利写了一封信，描述了一则恐怖故事。


  ——信件正文


  切尔西


  切恩街5号


  周五


  亲爱的！


  你给我写了一封圣诞贺信，多么聪明、多么美好的想法！上帝保佑你小小的心和那颗心在乎的所有东西！


  我觉得你我之间一定多少有些心灵感应，因为我早就想写信给你，告诉你一则关于金丝雀的“恐怖故事”！我本该料到你会来信的，但是一到年末我总是一如既往地有一大堆信要写，还要给北方的老朋友们准备小包裹。久而久之，习惯使然，这些（我是指包裹，不是指朋友）已经成了一种道德上的义务。然后，今年我不得不“在困难中完成”这些（微不足道的）义务：我得了一场重感冒，一直出不了门。因为和往年一样，第一场霜冻就把我击倒了——就跟打九柱球似的！


  * * *


  但你一定一直在想：“金丝雀到底怎么了？猫是不是把它吃了？”你会这么问吧？这个问题绝对没问错！不，我亲爱的！我的金丝雀没有被吃掉，但是我得说，过去、现在、将来，从来没有任何一只金丝雀能在与猫这样遭遇后竟没被吃掉。要不是你的、或我的、或那只金丝雀自己的守护天使为它创造了奇迹，那么它肯定已经被吃掉了。


  打从这鸟儿第一次起飞的时候，那猫儿就开始研究它，其兴趣之高昂，令人不寒而栗！所以我只好请来木匠，让他用滑轮和铜链把鸟笼吊在客厅的天花板上。之后我就很放心地让猫和鸟单独待在一起，因为我根本不知道在强烈欲望的驱动下猫儿能有多大的本事！有一天上午，我散步回来，夏洛特无比激动地在门口迎我。“噢！”她说，“你知道猫干了什么吗？”“吃了我的金丝雀？”我冷静而绝望地答道。“不是！比那糟糕多了！”“她一定是从小桌子上起跳，跳到鸟笼上，把它拽了下来，因为那条链子掉在地上碎成一百节了！桌子也倒了，裂成了两半！还有啊！埃尔利夫人的篮子摔得稀烂，蕨类撒得到处都是！玻璃罩子跌得粉碎！地毯上满是东西！”“那鸟儿没事吗？”“呃，是的，虽然鸟笼的门大开着，她倒没有把鸟吃掉！链子和各种东西掉下来的声音应该把她吓坏了，因为我听到巨响奔上楼去时，正碰到她从楼梯上飞跑下来！”


  我走进客厅的时候，场面真是一团糟！因为“巨响”才刚刚结束，东西还一样都没收拾：鸟笼仍然横躺在地板上；桌子还是裂成两半；地毯上满是泥土、蕨类、喂鸟的种子、水，还有陶器碎片、玻璃、铜链，等等！在这些东西之间，那鸟儿正在跳来跳去，它看起来心情相当沉重，但除此之外“可以说是好得很”。我为我的蕨类植物感到抱歉，因为它们也是一种有生命的宠物，而且那是一年前我被关在家里出不了门的时候埃尔利夫人送给我的。


  猫也没预料到自己会闯出这么大的祸来，那一大堆东西掉下来的时候，她大概不仅吓到了自己，还把自己弄伤了。因为她立刻冲出后门，然后24小时没再露面，尽管平时她是只最爱待在家里的猫。


  鉴于傻猫和蠢人的相似性（啊，可能我太高估这种相似性了），我希望经验能让这只傻猫长点智慧！因此我没有立刻把金丝雀从家里送走，同时我也知道不能把这只猫送走——这既有实际的原因，也有感情上的原因。实际的原因是，只要家里没猫一星期，一只老鼠小军团就会从排水沟入侵。这只猫不仅让家里没有老鼠，而且她是只干净、道德、诚实的猫——受活鸟诱惑的时候除外。而在感情方面，我的小狗多爱她啊，把她当作姐妹或者妻子一样！猫儿会把年迈的狗狗闹起来玩耍，她是狗狗老年生活中的主要乐趣！为了亲爱的小狗，我没法把她送走！


  于是我又一次请来木匠，让他把鸟笼钉在百叶窗对面最高的地方。因为如今的铜链似乎根本靠不住，（如C先生所说）“跟所有其他东西一样，造这种东西的人该被拉出去吊死”！


  猫假装不再注意那只鸟，我想她已经打定了主意，认为试图捕捉那只动物不仅危险而且无望。但是，有一天晚上，我正在跟夏洛特说话，猫突然竖直地一跃而起，扑向鸟笼，用爪子抓住鸟笼不放！要不是亲眼所见，我根本不相信猫可以这样跳！我把沙发垫子扔向她，还对她尖叫，才吓得她从鸟笼上下来。但我从此就一直把那只可怜的鸟的笼子锁起来，直到我给它找到一个更安全的家。


  法勒斯小姐的鸟有一天从窗户逃走了，然后它那漂亮的笼子就空荡荡地挂在那里。于是我把那个可怜的小东西送到法勒斯小姐那里去了。现在它在那里过上了不用担惊受怕的幸福生活！和这只鸟分别我很难过，但是万一它被吃掉了，我肯定会远比现在难过。


  * * *


  向斯坦利夫人、你的姐妹们以及你致以我最亲切的问候和最美好的祝愿。


  爱你的，


  简·卡莱尔


  请代我向白狗们问好！


  ——信件25

  他不是一只轻易原谅别人的猫


  约翰·奇弗致约瑟芬·赫布斯特


  1963年12月6日


  1960年的一个下午，小说家约翰·奇弗的老朋友约瑟芬·赫布斯特（乔西）来他家吃午餐时，突然把一只名叫“小黑”的半秃的猫强行推给了他。她解释说，自己没办法继续养他了。奇弗不情愿地收养了这只猫，并以诗人戴尔莫·施瓦茨的名字给他重新起名“戴尔莫”——戴尔莫·施瓦茨的前妻也曾是这只猫的主人。啊呀，结果奇弗和戴尔莫完全合不来。奇弗和赫布斯特的友谊很快因此大受损害，这对老友后来就断了联系。1963年，奇弗终于给赫布斯特写了一封信，汇报猫的近况，也修复了两人之间的裂痕。


  ——信件正文


  奥西宁


  雪松巷


  某个周五


  亲爱的乔西：


  除了最简略的只言片语，我们已经好多年没通过信了。关于你的猫的情况，我早就欠你一个交代。那我们这就开始吧。


  你离开他后，这只猫似乎不确定他是什么身份、处于什么地位。我把他改名为戴尔莫，这似乎让他立刻活泼起来了。他变得活泼的第一个迹象是：在我某次感冒的时候，他在面纸盒里拉了一泡屎。我猛打一通喷嚏时伸手抽了些面纸。我不会忽视这个故事中我自己的过失，但是在我把猫屎从我脸上和天花板上弄掉以后，我就把戴尔莫拎到厨房门口，松手让他落地，然后一脚把他踢到了院子里晒衣服的空地上。这是一桩难被容忍的残酷行径，时至今日我也没有得到原谅。他不是一只轻易原谅别人的猫。事实上他是非常骄傲的。下一个重要事件发生在感恩节。全家人聚在一起吃晚饭，我正准备切火鸡，浴室里突然传来有什么动物要被勒死似的惨叫声。我跑到那里一看，戴尔莫坐在马桶里，冷水淹到了脖子，正在大发脾气。我把他救出来，用毛巾擦干他的身体，但是他并没有因此原谅我。圣诞节后不久，一位好莱坞编剧和他太太来我家吃午饭。通常我“招呼”戴尔莫的用语是“滚你的”。那位太太听见我这么说就很鄙视我，还把戴尔莫搂到她的胸口。说时迟，那时快，戴尔莫立刻开始试图把她的右眼球卸下来。在拼命甩开戴尔莫的过程中，那位太太身上穿的意大利产连衣裙被扯掉了一大块。玛丽说那条裙子值250美元。我们并没有因此责怪戴尔莫。几天后，我们在家里开滑冰派对，我催促戴尔莫跟我们一起到池塘那儿去。他似乎很开心，跟在我身边欢快地朝那儿一蹦一跳地走着，俨然像一只爱家的乖猫。可是，就在那一刻，一阵微风从东北方向吹来，铁杉上落下一点雪，恰好落在戴尔莫身上。他恶狠狠地看了我一眼，转身回了屋里，然后又在面纸盒里拉了一泡屎。这次中招的是我家的清洁女工，他们之间的关系至今没有改善。


  写这封信的本意并不是对戴尔莫进行满怀仇恨的控诉，我认为他还是很享受这里的生活的。人们指责我对他太残忍，一个叫露丝·赫斯伯格的女人不断地写信给伊丽莎白·波莱特，要她把戴尔莫从我这儿带走。但是戴尔莫对我和所有人的关系都做出了贡献。讨厌我的人直接站到他那边，因此他是一位和平使者。他喜欢玩厕纸。他不喜欢装有猫薄荷的老鼠玩具。他不捕杀鸣鸟。春天，兔子会在草坪上追着他跑，但生菜被吃完以后它们就会离开，然后庭院基本上就归他独有了。他现在很胖了，不管卡尔·桑德堡[30]怎么说，他的脚步声更像一个赤脚中年男人走向厕所时发出的声音，而不是冬天的雾轻轻沉淀的声音。但他在这里有他的地位，我们都尊重他的地位。这份关于猫咪戴尔莫的报告我就写到这里。


  我希望你一切都好。玛丽教书，我写作，孩子们各上各的学，我们这里一切都好。


  致以最好的祝愿，


  约翰
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  Letters of Note was born in 2009 with the launch


  of lettersofnote.com, a website celebrating


  old-fashioned correspondence that has since


  been visited over 100 million times. The first


  Letters of Note volume was published in October


  2013, followed later that year by the first


  Letters Live, an event at which world-class


  performers delivered remarkable letters


  to a live audience.


  



  Since then, these two siblings have grown side


  by side, with Letters of Note becoming an


  international phenomenon, and Letters


  Live shows being staged at iconic venues


  around the world, from London’s Royal Albert Hall


  to the theatre at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles.


  



  You can find out more at lettersofnote.com and


  letterslive.com. And now you can also listen to the


  audio editions of the new series of Letters of Note,


  read by an extraordinary cast drawn from the


  wealth of talent that regularly takes part in


  the acclaimed Letters Live shows.
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  A letter is a time bomb, a message in a bottle, a


  spell, a cry for help, a story, an expression of


  concern, a ladle of love, a way to connect through


  words. This simple and brilliantly democratic art


  form remains a potent means of communication


  and, regardless of whatever technological revolution


  we are in the middle of, the letter lives and, like


  literature, it always will.


  INTRODUCTION


  For many thousands of years, since human beings first began domesticating cats and dogs -for reasons of pest control and hunting respectively -there has been one particular question consistently on the lips of the population that has never failed to divide its audience straight down the middle:


  Cats or dogs?


  As the proud owner of multiple iterations of both since childhood, some more appealing than others, admittedly, it is plainly obvious to me that the correct answer, and in fact the only logical answer, is yes, because to choose between cats and dogs is to choose between food and drink: pointless, and likely to change depending on the time of day and current mood. For now, though, let us focus on our feline friends of this world, hundreds of millions of which are currently members of human families across the globe, slinking around the ankles of their two-legged housemates, purring loudly as they wait for breakfast, kneading soft furnishings with a look of such ecstasy that one cannot help but wish to swap roles if only for a minute, gracefully leaping through the air across impossible distances to escape the clumsy child with no boundaries to speak of, casually bopping the nose of the overexcited and intellectually inferior dog who shares the kitchen, somehow opening that cupboard door that leads to the treats, elegantly sauntering through the home with an air of arrogance that makes one wonder who has domesticated whom and, actually, hang on a moment, have we all been stitched up?


  In this volume, you will discover that we owe one particular cat a huge debt of gratitude for inspiring one of history’s most influential scientists to improve our lives immeasurably. You will learn about a musical instrument that was to be powered by cats. You will learn of a legally dubious business plan involving a steady supply of cats, rats and snakes, all for a very healthy profit. You will learn about supernatural double-tailed Japanese cats. You will learn about the cat who brought a much-needed smile to the face of a young girl hiding from the worst of humankind. You will learn about the Illinois governor who with great panache saved the cat community from intense embarrassment. You will learn about a poem written by one of the greats in memory of a cat who fell into a fishbowl. You will learn about the cat who defecated into a tissue box belonging to a famous novelist -a novelist who, at the time, as luck would have it, had a cold.


  You will learn all these things, and more, through the time capsule we call the letter -humans’most precious, enjoyable and endangered form of communication, currently being nudged towards the sorting office in the sky by the many digital, charmless, fugacious alternatives that invade our every waking thought, reducing our relationships to something far less meaningful. Indeed, my hopes for this book are two-fold: to further intensify your love for these magnificent animals, if that is even possible, and to remind you that without letters these stories would likely have died a quick death, never to be retold, and that we owe it to ourselves, and future genera-tions, and all these cats who deserve and, let’s face it, demand recognition, to write more letters.


  So please do exactly that. Take ten minutes out of your day. Find a piece of paper, rescue your last remaining pen from the cat, and write to someone, if only to let them know that you are thinking of them. There’s a chance, albeit slim, that you may even get a reply.


  Shaun Usher


  2020


  



  P.S. Please send me a copy.
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  LETTER 01

  IS NATURE A GIGANTIC CAT?


  Nikola Tesla to Pola Fotić


  23 July 1939


  Born in 1856 in Smiljan, in Croatia, Nikola Tesla was an inventor whose invaluable impact on the modern world is difficult to comprehend. During the course of his eighty-six years he made numerous breakthroughs in the realm of electrical engineering, particularly around his AC induction motor, and by the time of his death, the ‘Father of Electricity’ had approximately 300 patents to his name. In Washington DC in 1939, aged eighty-three and in failing health, Tesla met Pola Fotić, the daughter of the Yugoslav ambassador to the United States, and they bonded over their shared love of cats. Soon afterwards, from his home in New York City, Tesla wrote to his new friend and revealed the reason behind his lifelong fascination with electricity.


  THE LETTER


  New York,


  July 23, 1939


  My Dear Miss Foti´c,


  I am forwarding to you the “Calendar of Yugoslavia” of 1939 showing the house and community in which I had many sad and joyful adventures, and in which also, by a bizarre coincidence, I was born. As you see from the photograph on the sheet for June, the old-fashioned building is located at the foot of a wooded hill called Bogdanic. Adjoining it is a church and behind it, a little further up, a graveyard. Our nearest neighbors were two miles away. In the winter, when the snow was six or seven feet deep, our isolation was complete.


  My mother was indefatigable. She worked regu-larly from four o’clock in the morning till eleven in the evening. From four to breakfast time -six a.m.-while others slumbered, I never closed my eyes but watched my mother with intense pleasure as she attended quickly -sometimes running -to her many self-imposed duties. She directed the servants to take care of all our domestic animals, she milked the cows, she performed all sorts of labor unassisted, set the table, prepared breakfast for the whole household. Only when it was ready to be served did the rest of the family get up. After breakfast everybody followed my mother’s inspiring example. All did their work diligently, liked it, and so achieved a measure of contentment.


  But I was the happiest of all, the fountain of my enjoyment being our magnificent Má[image: ]ak -the finest of all cats in the world. I wish I could give you an adequate idea of the affection that existed between us. We lived for one another. Wherever I went, Má[image: ]ak followed, because of our mutual love and the desire to protect me. When such a neces-sity presented itself he would rise to twice his normal height, buckle his back, and with his tail as rigid as a metal bar and whiskers like steel wires, he would give vent to his rage with explosive puffs: Pfftt! Pfftt! It was a terrifying sight, and whoever had provoked him, human or animal, would beat a hasty retreat.


  Every evening we would run from the house along the church wall and he would rush after me and grab me by the trousers. He tried hard to make me believe that he would bite, but the instant his needle-sharp incisors penetrated the clothing, the pressure ceased and their contact with my skin was gentle and tender as a butterfly alighting on a petal. He liked best to roll on the grass with me. While we were doing this he bit and clawed and purred in rapturous pleasure. He fascinated me so completely that I too bit and clawed and purred. We could not stop, but rolled and rolled in a delirium of delight. We indulged in this enchanting sport day by day except in rainy weather.


  In respect to water, Má[image: ]ak was very fastidious. He would jump six feet to avoid wetting his paws. On such days we went into the house and selected a nice cozy place to play. Má[image: ]ak was scrupulously clean, had no fleas or bugs, shed no hair, and showed no objectionable traits. He was touchingly delicate in signifying his wish to be let out at night, and scratched the door gently for readmit-tance.


  Now I must tell you a strange and unforgettable experience that stayed with me all my life. Our home was about eighteen hundred feet above sea level, and as a rule we had dry weather in the winter. But sometimes a warm wind from the Adriatic would blow persistently for a long time, melting the snow, flooding the land, and causing great loss of property and life. We would witness the terrifying spectacle of a mighty, seething river carrying wreckage and tearing down everything moveable in its way. I often visualize the events of my youth, and when I think of this scene the sound of the waters fills my ears and I see, as vividly as then, the tumultuous flow and the mad dance of the wreckage. But my recollections of winter, with its dry cold and immaculate white snow, are always agreeable.


  It happened that one day the cold was drier than ever before. People walking in the snow left a luminous trail behind them, and a snowball thrown against an obstacle gave a flare of light like a loaf of sugar cut with a knife. In the dusk of the evening, as I stroked Má[image: ]ak’s back, I saw a miracle that made me speechless with amazement. Má[image: ]ak’s back was a sheet of light and my hand produced a shower of sparks loud enough to be heard all over the house.


  My father was a very learned man; he had an answer for every question. But this phenomenon was new even to him.“Well,” he finally remarked, “this is nothing but electricity, the same thing you see through the trees in a storm.”


  My mother seemed charmed.“Stop playing with this cat,” she said.“He might start a fire.” But I was thinking abstractedly. Is nature a gigantic cat? If so, who strokes its back? It can only be God, I concluded. Here I was, only three years old and already philosophizing.


  However stupefying the first observation, some-thing still more wonderful was to come. It was getting darker, and soon the candles were lighted. Má[image: ]ak took a few steps through the room. He shook his paws as though he were treading on wet ground. I looked at him attentively. Did I see something or was it an illusion? I strained my eyes and perceived distinctly that his body was surrounded by a halo like the aureola of a saint!


  I cannot exaggerate the effect of this marvelous night on my childish imagination. Day after day I have asked myself “what is electricity?” and found no answer. Eighty years have gone by since that time and I still ask the same question, unable to answer it. Some pseudo-scientist, of whom there are only too many, may tell you that he can, but do not believe him. If any of them know what it is, I would also know, and my chances are better than any of them, for my laboratory work and practical experience are more extensive, and my life covers three generations of scientific research.


  Nikola Tesla


  LETTER 02

  MY PRECIOUS LITTLE COMPANION IS GONE


  Rachel Carson to Dorothy Freeman


  18 December 1963


  During Christmas of 1963, as she battled the breast cancer to which she would soon succumb, marine biologist and author Rachel Carson wrote to her dear friend, Dorothy Freeman, with some sad news: her precious cat, Jeffie, was also coming to the end of the road. A year earlier, Carson had risen to prominence with the publication of Silent Spring, a seminal book which helped kick-start the modern environmental movement by shining a light on the damage done by fertilisers and pesticides. That book had taken four long and stressful years to write, and Jeffie had been with her every step of the way. As Carson remarked in an earlier letter to Freeman, shortly after finishing the book:


  I took Jeffie into the study and played the Beethoven violin concerto -one of my favorites, you know. And suddenly the tensions of four years were broken and I got down and put my arms around Jeffie and let the tears come. With his little warm, rough tongue he told me that he understood.


  Now, she was forced to say goodbye.


  THE LETTER


  Wednesday night, December 18


  Dearest,


  Perhaps I shouldn’t write you in a minor key so close to Christmas but my heart is so burdened about Jeffie that I need to talk to you. He is slipping so fast that I feel he will surely have left us by Christmas -so much weaker each day, and now eating nothing at all but what I give him with a spoon. I was to have taken him down for a shot today but snow kept me in （I skipped my treatment too）, and besides I would have hesitated about taking him out in the raw, windy cold. But if driving is possible tomorrow I guess I’ll have to take him, even though I now have very little hope that anything can be done. It reminds me so much of our Tippy’s last days. He was six years older than Jeffie, but I guess calendar age doesn’t mean much.


  You will know that deep in my heart I feel I ought to be willing and even thankful to let him go, for it would be so much easier for him to go while I am still here to care for him. You know that his fate has been one of my concerns. But it is so very hard to think of doing without him. His little life has been so intertwined with mine all these ten years. And how strange it would be if the three darling kitties that have meant so much to you and to us should all die within the year!


  Now it is Thursday morning and my precious little companion is gone. I imagine I shall have talked to you before this reaches you and you will know. I sat up late with him in the living room, then carried him into the bedroom and closed the door so I could check on him more easily during the night. About 3：30 I was wakened by the sound of his difficult breathing, with little moans, and found him lying at the door. I sat on the floor beside him for some time, stroking him and talking to him. Finally he got up and went under the bed. That is where he died this morning, I think just before Roger left for school. We both heard him cry just as we finished breakfast. We came in and Roger reported he was under the bed. I could not see him well, but after Roger left I got down with a flash light and then I knew. In a few minutes Ida came, and she moved the bed so I could lift him out and hold him in my arms. Then we curled him up in the little battered oval basket he loved so well. I will have Elliott bury him out under the pine trees by the study, a place that I should think would never be disturbed.


  So many sad and somber thoughts, which I should not even try to express. For exactly three years, since I flew to Cleveland in December and first understood my own situation, I have worried about my little family. I knew no one could take care of Jeffie, and I felt it unlikely that whoever takes Roger would want to adopt a cat, too, so even Moppet was a problem. Last September when she died I felt that the inevitable dissolution of my little circle had begun. Now I have lived to witness another step. But oh, I should be glad for Jeffie, and soon I know I can be, for it would have been awful for him, and so frightening, if he had survived me. Now that problem exists no more.


  Darling, I suppose I oughtn’t to send you such thoughts, but it seems I have to express them.


  Now this means Roger and I can come to you, leaving, and returning to, such a strangely empty house. I’ll discuss with you the best time. Now that it makes no difference here, I am wondering whether morning or evening is the easiest time for you to meet the train, in terms of weather. Of course we won’t go at a time we know the weather will be bad.


  I have to go down for a treatment this afternoon. It’s cold and windy, but bright, and I guess most of the snow is off the roads. I’ll be talking to you tonight if you’re home, dear. Meanwhile, all my love.


  Rachel


  LETTER 03

  MY FLUTTERING HEART


  Persian Snow （Erasmus Darwin）and Miss Po Felina （Anna Seward）


  September 1780


  When first published in 1804, poet Anna Seward’s Memoirs of the Life of Dr. Darwin -a biography of English physician and philosopher Erasmus Darwin, who had died in 1802 and was grandfather to Charles Darwin -raised more than a few eyebrows, and indeed anger from his family, due to the unexpected inclusion of this curious exchange of correspondence: in 1780 it seems Darwin had sent to Seward, whom he had known for many years, a playful and quite suggestive love letter that was addressed to her cat, Miss Po Felina, written in the voice of his cat, Persian Snow. Naturally, her cat responded, and in the memoir both sides of the exchange were reproduced. If nothing else, the letters revealed a fascinating, otherwise unseen side to Darwin, and at the time served to generate much debate about the relationship between biographer and subject. The cats themselves escaped with their reputations unscathed.


  THE LETTERS


  Lichfield Vicarage,


  Sept.7th.1780.


  Dear Miss Pussey,


  As I sat, the other day, basking myself in the Dean’s Walk, I saw you, in your stately palace, washing your beautiful round face, and elegantly brinded ears, with your velvet paws, and whisking about, with graceful sinuosity, your meandering tail. That treacherous hedgehog, Cupid, concealed himself behind your tabby beauties, and darting one of his too well aimed quills, pierced, O cruel imp! my fluttering heart.


  Ever since that fatal hour have I watched, day and night, in my balcony, hoping that the stillness of the starlight evenings might induce you to take the air on the leads of the palace. Many serenades have I sung under you windows; and, when you failed to appear, with the sound of my voice made the vicarage re-echo through all its winding lanes and dirty alleys. All heard me but my cruel Fair-one; she, wrapped in fur, sat purring with contented insensibility, or slept with untroubled dreams.


  Though I cannot boast those delicate varieties of melody with which you sometimes ravish the ear of night, and stay the listening stars; though you sleep hourly on the lap of the favourite of the


  muses, and are patted by those fingers which hold the pen of science; and every day, with her permission, dip your white whiskers in delicious cream; yet am I not destitute of all advantages of birth, education, and beauty. Derived from Persian kings, my snowy fur yet retains the whiteness and splendour of their ermine.


  This morning, as I sat up on the Doctor’s tea-table, and saw my reflected features in the slopbasin, my long white whiskers, ivory teeth, and topaz eyes, I felt an agreeable presentiment of my suit; and certainly the slop-basin did not flatter me, which shews the azure flowers upon its borders less beauteous than they are.


  You know not, dear Miss Pussey Po, the value of the address you neglect. New milk have I, in flowing abundance, and mice pent up in twenty garrets, for your food and amusement.


  Permit me, this afternoon, to lay at your divine feet the head of an enormous Norway rat, which has even now stained my paws with its gore. If you will do me the honour to sing the following song, which I have taken the liberty to write, as expressing the sentiments I wish you to entertain, I will bring a band of catgut and catcall, to accompany you in chorus.


  Air：-spirituosi.


  Cats I scorn, who, sleek and fat,


  Shiver at a Norway rat；


  Rough and hardy, bold and free,


  Be the cat that’s made for me!


  He, whose nervous paw can take


  My lady’s lapdog by the neck；


  With furious hiss attack the hen,


  And snatch the chicken from the pen.


  If the treacherous swain should prove


  Rebellious to my tender love,


  My scorn the vengeful paw shall dart, Shall tear his fur, and pierce his heart.


  



  Chorus:


  Qu-ow wow, quall, wawl, moon.


  Deign, most adorable charmer, to purr your assent to this my request, and believe me to be with the profoundest respect, your true admirer,


  Snow


  Miss Seward’s answer:


  Palace, Lichfield.


  Sept.8th.1780.


  I am but too sensible of the charms of Mr. Snow; but while I admire the spotless whiteness of his ermine, and the tyger-strength of his commanding form, I sigh in secret, that he, who sucked the milk of benevolence and philosophy, should yet retain the extreme of the fierceness, too justly imputed to the Grimalkin race. Our hereditary violence is perhaps commendable when we exert it against the foes of our protectors, but deserves much blame when it annoys their friends.


  The happiness of a refined education was mine; yet, dear Mr. Snow, my advantages in that respect were not equal to what yours might have been; but, while you give unbounded indulgence to your carnivorous desires, I have so far subdued mine, that the lark pours his mattin song, the canary bird warbles wild and loud, and the robin pipes his farewell song to the setting sun, unmolested in my presence; nay, the plump and tempting dove has reposed securely on my soft back, and bent her glossy neck in graceful curves as she walked round me.


  But let me hasten to tell thee how my sensibili ties in thy favour were, last month, unfortunately repressed. Once, in the noon of one of its most beautiful nights, I was invited abroad by the serenity of the amorous hour, secretly stimulated by the hope of meeting my admired Persian. With silent steps I paced around the dimly gleaming leads of the palace. I had acquired a taste for scenic beauty and poetic imagery, by listening to ingenious observations upon their nature from the lips of thy own lord, as I lay purring at the feet of my mistress.


  I admired the lovely scene, and breathed my sighs for thee to the listening moon. She threw the long shadows of the majestic cathedral upon the silvered lawn. I beheld the pearly meadows of Stow Valley, and the lake in its bosom, which, reflecting the lunar rays, seemed a sheet of diamonds. The trees of the Dean’s Walk, which the hand of Dulness had been restrained from torturing into trim and detestable regularity, met each other in a thousand various and beautiful forms. Their liber ated boughs danced on the midnight gale, and the edges of their leaves were whitened by the moon-beams. I descended to the lawn, that I might throw the beauties of the valley into perspective through the graceful arches, formed by their meeting branches. Suddenly my ear was startled, not by the voice of my lover, but by the loud and dissonant noise of the war-song, which six black grimalkins were raising in honour of the numerous victories obtained by the Persian, Snow; compared with which, they acknowledged those of English cats had little brilliance, eclipsed, like the unimportant victories of the Howes, by the puissant Clinton and Arbuthnot, and the still more puissant Cornwallis. It sung that thou didst owe thy matchless might to thy lineal descent from the invincible Alexander, as he derived his more than mortal valour from his mother Olympia’s illicit commerce with Jupiter. They sang that, amid the renowned siege of Persepolis, while Roxana and Statira were contending for the honour of his attentions, the conqueror of the world deigned to bestow them upon a large, white female cat, thy grandmother, warlike Mr. Snow, in the ten thousandth and ninety-ninth ascent.


  Thus far their triumphant din was music to my ear; and even when it sung that lakes of milk ran curdling into whey, within the ebon concave of their pancheons, with terror at thine approach; that mice squealed from all the neighbouring garrets; and that whole armies of Norway rats, crying out amain, “the devil take the hindmost”, ran violently into the minster-pool, at the first gleam of thy white mail through the shrubs of Mr. Howard’s garden.


  But O! when they sang, or rather yelled, of larks warbling on sunbeams, fascinated suddenly by the glare of thine eyes, and falling into thy remorseless talons; of robins, warbling soft and solitary upon the leafless branch, till the pale cheek of winter dimpled into joy; of hundreds of those bright breasted songsters, torn from their barren sprays by thy pitiless fangs! -Alas! my heart died within me at the idea of so preposterous a union!


  Marry you, Mr. Snow, I’m afraid I cannot; since, though the laws of our community might not oppose our connection, yet those of principle, of delicacy, of duty to my mistress, do very powerfully oppose it.


  As to presiding at your concert, if you extremely wish it, I may perhaps grant your request; but then you must allow me to sing a song of my own composition, applicable to our present situation, and set to music by my sister Sophy at Mr. Brown’s the organist’s, thus,


  Air：-affettuoso .


  He, whom Pussy Po detains


  A captive in her silken chains,


  Must curb the furious thirst of prey,


  Nor rend the warbler from his spray!


  Nor let his wild, ungenerous rage


  An unprotected foe engage.


  O, should cat of Darwin prove


  Foe to pity, foe to love!


  Cat, that listens day by day,


  To mercy’s mild and honied lay,


  Too surely would the dire disgrace


  More deeply brand our future race,


  The stigma fix, where’er they range,


  That cats can ne’er their nature change.


  



  Should I content with thee to wed,


  These sanguine crimes upon thy head,


  And ere the wish’d reform I see,


  Adieu to lapping Seward’s tea!


  Adieu to purring gentle praise


  Charm’d as she quotes thy master’s lays!


  Could I, alas! our kittens bring


  Where sweet her plumy favorites sing,


  Would not the watchful nymph espy


  Their father’s fierceness in their eye.


  And drive us far and wide away,


  In cold and lonely barn to stray?


  Where the dark owl, with hideous scream,


  Shall mock our yells for forfeit cream,


  As on starv’d mice we swearing dine


  And grumble that our lives are nine.


  



  Chorus：-largo .


  Waal, woee, trone, moan, mall, oll, moule.


  The still too much admired Mr. Snow will have the goodness to pardon the freedom of these expostulations and excuse their imperfections. The morning, O Snow! had been devoted to this my correspondence with thee, but I was interrupted in that employment by the visit of two females of our species, who fed my ill-starred passion by praising thy wit and endowments, exemplified by thy elegant letter, to which the delicacy of my sentiments obliges me to send so inauspicious a reply.


  I am, dear Mr. Snow,


  Your ever obliged


  Po Felina


  LETTER 04

  A HUMAN CARESS FROM A CAT


  Sylvia Townsend Warner and David Garnett


  June 1973


  Sylvia Townsend Warner first met David Garnett in 1922, in the London bookshop in which he worked -she was twenty-nine, he was a year older. They had much in common, particularly in the literary sense, and clicked instantly, their ensuing friendship lasting until Warner passed away fifty-six years later, by which point they had both become celebrated novelists. They wrote to each other hundreds of times over the years, on all manner of subjects, their gentle letters glowing with a mutual affection. In June of 1973 they exchanged letters on the subject of cats.


  THE LETTERS


  Dearest Sylvia,


  Can you explain how and why cats make love to us? Tiber will come, if I am reading or writing or lying on my bed and will “tease tow” with his claws. Then coming closer, will gaze into my face, suddenly dig his pointed muzzle under my chin once or twice, retreat, roll on his side, inviting my hand, turn his head dreamily to one side, passive and luxurious. Then he will turn on me almost fiercely with a burst of purring, and so on, and so on.


  But is this, as I think, reserved for human lovers? With a female cat I think he displays no such graces but is fiercely practical. It is more like the love that was shown him by his mother when he was a kitten. And naturally it is shown most strongly before and after I have fed him. But the luxury of his furry love is very beautiful.


  He fights continually with the Wood Cat-a savage beast that has run wild and supports himself in the wood by hunting, flying from man. He is more versed in battle, and Tiber is continually appearing with his scalp furrowed by the Wood Cat’s claws, paws bitten through and lame, ears bleeding. He has just recovered after some days of lameness when his paw was swollen like a boxing-glove. I keep him shut up at night to save further fights, but now he can put his paw to the ground he will go off to fight again.


  We had a terrible storm yesterday evening, with all the artillery of Heaven and hailstones like large lumps of sugar bouncing all over the carpet from the chimney, and today the leaves are torn and many barley fields laid flat and peasants half ruined. Every room was flooded-except the bathroom.


  Very much love from


  David


  * * *


  Dearest David,


  Tiber makes love to you for the good reason that he loves you, and loves making love. Cats are passionate and voluptuous, they get satisfaction from mating but no pleasure （the females dislike it, and this is wounding to the male）, no voluptuousness; and no appreciation. Tiber has the pleasure of being pleased and knowing he pleases in his love-making with you. I am so glad you have each other. Does he roll on his head? Does he fall asleep with an ownerly paw laid over you?


  We had a dark grey cat （Norfolk bred, very Norfolk in character）called Tom. He was reserved, domineering, voluptuous-much as I imagine Tiber to be. When he was middle-aged he gave up nocturnal prowlings and slept on my bed, against my feet. One evening I was reading in bed when I became aware that Tom was staring at me. I put down my book, said nothing, watched. Slowly, with a look of intense concentration, he got up and advanced on me, like Tarquin with ravishing strides, poised himself, put out a front paw, and stroked my cheek as I used to stroke his chops. A human caress from a cat. I felt very meagre and ill-educated that I could not purr.


  It had never occurred to me that their furry love develops from what was shown them as kittens. I expect you are right. The ownerly paw is certainly a nursing cat’s gesture.


  You should encourage Tiber to sleep with you. He might come to prefer it to midnight battling with the Wood Cat. Come winter, he certainly will. I am afraid of the Wood Cat’s claws, still more of his teeth.


  Were your hailstones blue? We once had such a storm here, with lightning ripping hail from the sky; and the hailstones were hard as marbles, and blue as aquamarines. And there was another storm, after a long drought, when the lightning was green. It was strange to see the bleached fields, the rusty trees, momentarily sluiced with the look of spring.


  I have been spared acquaintances who might have explained to me about blue hailstones and green lightning, so I can enjoy them with simple pleasure.


  Earth that grew with joyful ease


  Hemlock for Socrates-


  The longer I live, the more my heart assents to that couplet.


  With love,


  Sylvia


  LETTER 05

  YOU KILLED MY CAT


  Guy Davenport to the drivers of Lexington:


  Date unknown


  Born in South Carolina in 1927, Guy Davenport was many things: a writer of fiction; an illustrator, sometimes of his own stories; a painter; a published poet; an award-winning translator of ancient Greek texts; a critic; and a Professor of English. He also, most importantly, loved his cat, and when his beloved feline friend was run over on the streets of Lexington, Kentucky, Davenport reacted by writing a furious letter addressed to the drivers of his city. He then sent that letter to the popular Lexington Herald newspaper and paid for it to be printed in its pages.


  THE LETTER


  TO THE DRIVERS OF LEXINGTON：


  All of you, without exception, gape-mouthed teenagers who squawl your tires around the clock with no policeman to say you nay, ministers of God who take time off from sliding around in your Mercedes-Benzes to set me an example of charity, blue-haired ladies who never in your life have seen a stop sign, politicians too terrified of losing a vote to do anything about traffic which defines anarchy and illustrates idiocy, speeders, light-jumpers, drunks, dope-addicts, and the entire moronic, arrogant, shiftless lot of you: you have killed some 900 of yourselves this year in Kentucky, and maimed another 2000 for life, and this afternoon you killed my cat -not, I’m certain, on purpose, for with yourselves to kill, and children, and bigger game than cats, I do not suppose you could focus your feeble wits enough to do anything as concentrated as a deliberate act. You killed my cat out of the same sloth and God-forsaken laziness and pride by which you use the city streets for a race track and a parade ground to show off all that you have of significance on this earth, your expensive, poisonous, noisy, bullying, fast, lethal automobiles. I have taken this ad to express openly my utter contempt for the lot of you, and for the politicians who pretend to govern our city and who still let you have your selfish and degraded pleasure behind the wheel.


  Sincerely,


  Guy Davenport


  LETTER 06

  LONG TAILS DANCING AT NIGHT


  Lafcadio Hearn to Basil Hall Chamberlain


  August 1891


  In 1890, after twenty years in the US where he was known for his extensive writings on New Orleans, Greek-born author Lafcadio Hearn moved to Japan and immediately fell in love with a culture and language about which he would write, in books and in letters, until his death fourteen years later. In 1891, having lived in Japan for a year, Hearn, also a great lover of cats, wrote this letter to his friend Basil Hall Chamberlain, a British-born Japanologist and professor of Japanese in Tokyo who had moved to Japan in 1873.


  THE LETTER


  Matsue, August, 1891.


  Dear Professor Chamberlain，-


  Having reached a spot where I can write upon something better than a matted floor, I find three most pleasant letters from you. The whole of the questions in them I cannot answer to-night, but will do so presently, when I obtain the full information.


  However, as to cats’tails I can answer at once. Izumo cats -（and I was under the impression until recently that all Japanese cats were alike）-are generally born with long tails. But there is a belief that any cat whose tail is not cut off in kittenhood, will become an obake [a ghost] or a nekomata [a supernatural, double-tailed], and there are weird stories about cats with long tails dancing at night, with towels tied round their heads. There are stories about petted cats eating their mistress and then assuming the form, features, and voice of the victim. Of course you know the Buddhist tradition that no cat can enter paradise. The cat and the snake alone wept not for the death of Buddha. Cats are unpopular in Izumo, but in Ho¯ki I saw that they seemed to exist under more favourable conditions. The real reason for the unpopularity of the cat is its powers of mischief in a Japanese house；-it tears the tatami [floor mat], the karakami [decorative paper], the shoji [sliding door], scratches the wood-work, and insists upon carrying its food into the best room to eat it upon the floor. I am a great lover of cats, having “raised,” as the Americans say, more than fifty；-but I could not gratify my desire to have a cat here. The creature proved too mischie-vous, and wanted always to eat my uguisu.


  The oscillation of one’s thoughts concerning the Japanese -the swaying you describe -is and has for some time been mine also.


  There are times when they seem so small! And then again, although they never seem large, there is a vastness behind them，-a past of indefinite complexity and marvel，-an amazing power of absorbing and assimilating，-which forces one to suspect some power in the race so different from our own that one cannot understand that power. And as you say, whatever doubts or vexations one has in Japan, it is only necessary to ask one’s self:-“Well, who are the best people to live with?” For it is a question whether the intellectual pleasures of social life abroad are not more than dearly bought at the cost of social pettinesses which do not seem to exist in Japan at all.


  […]


  As usual, I find I have been too presumptuous in writing offhand about cats’tails. On enquiring, I learn that there are often, born of the same mother, Izumo kittens with short tails, and kittens with long tails. This would show that two distinct species of cats exist here. The long-tailed kittens are always deprived when possible of the larger part of their caudal appendage. The short tails are spared. If an old cat be seen with a short tail, people say,-“this cat is old, but she has a short tail: therefore she is a good cat.”（For the obake cat gets two tails when old, and every wicked cat has a long tail.）I am told that at the recent bon, in Matsue, cats of the evil sort were seen to dance upon the roofs of the houses.


  What you tell me about those Shinto¯rituals and their suspicious origin seems to me quite certainly true. So the kara-shishi and the mon and the dragon-carvings and the to¯ro¯s，-all stare me in the face as pillage of Buddhism. But the funeral rite which I saw and took part in, on the anniversary of the death of Prince Sanjo¯, struck me as immemorially primitive. The weird simplicity of it -the banquet to the ghost, the covering of the faces with white paper, the moaning song, the barbarian music, all seemed to me traditions and echoes of the very childhood of the race. I shall try to discover the genesis of the book you speak of as dubious in character. The Shinto¯christening ceremony is strictly observed here, and there are curious facts about the funeral ceremonies -totally at variance with and hostile to Buddhism.


  By the way, when I visited a tera [Buddhist temple] in Mionoseki after having bought o fuda [amulet] at the Miojinja, I was told I must not carry the o fuda into the court of the tera. The Kami would be displeased.


  For the moment, good-bye.


  Ever faithfully,


  Lafcadio Hearn


  LETTER 07

  POOR MOUSCHI!


  Anne Frank to Kitty


  10 May 1944


  In July of 1942, shortly after her sister, Margot, received a letter from the Nazis demanding that she attend a German labour camp, thirteen-year-old Jewish girl Anne Frank went into hiding with her family in Amsterdam. For the next two years the Franks lived above offices belonging to Otto, Anne’s father, and it was during this period that Anne documented her family’s struggle by writing letters in her now-famous diary -all addressed to Kitty, a character from a series of novels Anne liked. In May of 1944, three months before her family were captured by the Gestapo, Anne wrote to Kitty with news of an incident involving Mouschi, a tabby cat belonging to Peter van Pels, the son of Otto’s colleague, who was also in hiding. Within a year of this particular letter being written, Anne and Margot Frank had died in Bergen-Belsen concentration camp.


  THE LETTER


  Wednesday, 10 May, 1944


  Dearest Kitty,


  We were sitting in the attic yesterday afternoon working on our French when suddenly I heard the splatter of water behind me. I asked Peter what it might be. Without pausing to reply, he dashed up to the loft -the scene of the disaster -and shoved Mouschi, who was squatting beside her soggy litter box, back to the right place. This was followed by shouts and squeals, and then Mouschi, who by that time had finished peeing, took off downstairs. In search of something similar to her box, Mouschi had found herself a pile of wood shavings, right over a crack in the floor. The puddle immediately trickled down to the attic and, as luck would have it, landed in and next to the potato barrel. The ceiling was dripping, and since the attic floor has also got its share of cracks, little yellow drops were leaking through the ceiling and onto the dining table, between a pile of stockings and books.


  I was doubled up with laughter, it was such a funny sight. There was Mouschi crouched under a chair, Peter armed with water, powdered bleach and a cloth, and Mr.van Daan trying to calm everyone down. The room was soon set to rights, but it’s a well-known fact that cat puddles stink to high heaven. The potatoes proved that all too well, as did the wood shavings, which Father collected in a bucket and brought downstairs to burn.


  Poor Mouschi! How were you to know it’s impossible to get peat for your box?


  Anne


  LETTER 08

  IT IS LIKE LIVING IN A STATE OF SIEGE


  Charles Dickens to John Forster


  6 July 1856


  During the summer of 1851, while the family were holidaying at Fort House on the coast of Broadstairs, Kent, the daughters of Charles Dickens were given a young canary, just a few weeks old, by a local lady who reared birds. Dick, as they called him, was adored by all, and settled in quickly, soon becoming one of the family. He began to attract attention from two cats who loitered to the rear of the house. Dickens described the situation in a letter to his friend and biographer, John Forster. Thankfully, Dick lived for another decade, and was buried beneath a rose tree at Gad’s Hill Place, Higham, on 14 October 1866. The surviving cats eventually gave up, never to be seen again.


  THE LETTER


  6th July 1856


  The only thing new in this garden is that war is raging against two particularly tigerish and fearful cats （from the mill, I suppose）, which are always glaring in dark corners, after our wonderful little Dick. Keeping the house open at all points, it is impossible to shut them out, and they hide themselves in the most terrific manner: hanging themselves up behind draperies, like bats, and tumbling out in the dead of night with frightful caterwaulings. Hereupon, French borrows Beaucourt’s gun, loads the same to the muzzle, discharges it twice in vain and throws himself over with the recoil, exactly like a clown. But at last （while I was in town）he aims at the more amiable cat of the two, and shoots that animal dead. Insufferably elated by this victory, he is now engaged from morning to night in hiding behind bushes to get aim at the other. He does nothing else whatever. All the boys encourage him and watch for the enemy -on whose appearance they give an alarm which immediately serves as a warning to the creature, who runs away. They are at this moment （ready dressed for church）all lying on their stomachs in various parts of the garden. Horrible whistles give notice to the gun what point it is to approach. I am afraid to go out, lest I should be shot. Mr. Plornish says his prayers at night in a whisper, lest the cat should overhear him and take offence. The tradesmen cry out as they come up the avenue，‘Me voici! C’est moi -boulanger -ne tirez pas, Monsieur Franche!’It is like living in a state of siege; and the wonderful manner in which the cat preserves the character of being the only person not much put out by the intensity of this monomania, is most ridiculous. About four pounds of powder and half a ton of shot have been （13th of July）fired off at the cat （and the public in general）during the week. The finest thing is that immediately after I have the noble sportsman blazing away at her in the garden in front, I look out of my room door into the drawing-room and am pretty sure to see her coming in after the bird, in the calmest manner possible, by the back window.


  ‘WAR IS RAGING


  AGAINST TWO


  PARTICULARLY


  TIGERISH AND


  FEARFUL CATS.’


  — Charles Dickens


  LETTER 9

  TO ALL POLLICLE DOGS & JELLICLE CATS


  T.S. Eliot to Thomas Faber


  1931


  In 1931, eight years prior to the publication of his much-loved collection of poems, Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats, American poet and publisher T.S. Eliot wrote to his godson, Thomas Faber, on the occasion of his fourth birthday. This letter, and the delightful spoof party invitation it contained, would eventually inspire Eliot’s aforementioned book, which in turn, decades later, would be adapted to become the phenomenally successful Andrew Lloyd Webber musical, Cats. Eliot corresponded with Thomas until Eliot passed away in 1965.


  THE LETTER


  FABER & FABER


  Limited


  PUBLISHERS


  24 RUSSELL SQUARE


  LONDON, W. C.1


  Easter 1931.


  Dear Tom,


  I Believe that your are to have a Birthday soon, and I think that you will then be Four Years Old （I am not Clever at Arithmetic）but that is a Great Age, so I thought we might send out this


  



  INVITATION


  TO ALL POLLICLE DOGS & JELLICLE CATS


  TO COME TO THE BIRTHDAY OF


  THOMAS FABER.


  



  Pollicle Dogs and Jellicle Cats!


  Come from your Kennels & Houses & Flats；


  Pollicle Dogs & Cats, draw near；


  Jellicle Cats & Dogs, Appear；


  Come with your Ears & your Whiskers & Tails


  Over the Mountains & Valleys of Wales.


  This is your ONLY CHANCE THIS YEAR，


  Your ONLY CHANCE to -what do you spose?-


  Brush Up your Coats and Turn out your Toes, And come with a Hop & a Skip & a Dance -Because, for this year, it’s your ONLY CHANCE To come with your Whiskers & Tails & Hair on


  To


  Ty Glyn Aeron


  Ciliau Aeron -


  Because your are INVITED to Come


  With a Flute & a Fife & a Fiddle & Drum,


  With a Fiddle, a Fife，& a Drum & a Tabor


  （A Musicle Instrument that makes a Joyful Noise）


  To the Birthday Party of


  THOMAS ERLE FABER!


  Oh But P.S. we mustn’t send out this Invitation after All, Because, if ALL the Pollicle Dogs & Jellicle Cats came （and of course they would come）then all the roads would be blocked up, and what’s more, they would track Muddy Feet into the House, and your Mother wouldn’t Like that at All, and what’s More Still, you would have to give them All a Piece of your Birthday Cake, and there would be so Many that there wouldn’t be any Cake left for you, and that would be Dreadful, so we won’t send out this Invitation, so no more for the Present from your Silly Uncle


  Tom


  LETTER 10

  I SEE YOU, MY BEAUTY BOY


  Elizabeth Taylor to her missing cat


  1974


  For two months in 1974, as Welsh movie star Richard Burton filmed his part in The Klansman alongside Lee Marvin and O. J. Simpson, he and Elizabeth Taylor, to whom he was married, moved to California with Cassius, just one of Taylor’s many beloved cats. Confused by his new surroundings, Cassius soon went missing from their rented home, leaving Taylor distraught. Before long, having tried everything to locate her precious feline friend, Taylor wrote him a letter. Sadly, Cassius never returned. To make matters worse, the stress of the move resulted in Taylor and Burton’s divorce on their return home. They remarried the next year.


  THE LETTER


  Letter to my Lovely Lost Cat


  I see you, my beauty boy, in the reflection of those shining black-brown rocks ahead of me. I see the green o’thy eyes in every rained, sweated leaf shaking in my eyes.


  I remember the sweet smell of your fur against my neck when I was deeply in trouble and how, somehow you made it better -you knew! You knew always when I hurt and you made comfort for me, as I did once for you when you were a broken kitten.


  Anyway, I love you Cassius -and thank you for your beauty.


  Please come back!


  LETTER 11

  THE CAT IS NOT A SIMPLE EQUATION


  Henry Harland to The Yellow Book


  July 1896


  Born in Brooklyn in 1861, Henry Harland spent the first part of his career writing a commercially successful but critically knocked series of stories about Jewish life in the US using the pseudonym Sidney Luska, who most people believed to be a Jewish immigrant. In 1889 he moved to London, dropped the disguise, and with his real name on show began writing novels that garnered critical acclaim. In 1894 Harland also became literary editor of The Yellow Book, an English quarterly that ran for three years and for which Harland sometimes also wrote, alongside names such as Henry James and W. B. Yeats. It was in The Yellow Book, in 1896, that this letter appeared, written by ‘The Yellow Dwarf’, a regular contributor to the periodical who later turned out to be Harland.


  THE LETTER


  Sir,


  I hope you will not suspect me of making a bid for his affection, when I remark that the Average Man loves the Obvious. By consequence （for, like all unthinking creatures, the duffer’s logical）, by consequence, his attitude towards the Subtle, the Elusive, when not an attitude of mere torpid indifference, is an attitude of positive distrust and dislike.


  Of this ignoble fact, pretty nearly everything -from the popularity of beer and skittles, to the popularity of Mr. Hall Caine’s novels; from the general’s distaste for caviare, to the general’s neglect of Mr. Henry James’s tales -pretty nearly everything is a reminder. But, to go no further afield, for the moment, than his own hearthrug, may I ask you to consider a little the relative positions occupied in the Average Man’s regard by the Dog and the Cat?


  The Average Man ostentatiously loves the Dog. The Average Man, when he is not torpidly indifferent to that princely animal, positively distrusts and dislikes the Cat.


  I have used the epithet “princely” with intention, in speaking of the near relative of the King of Beasts. The Cat is a Princess of the Blood. Yes, my dear, always a Princess, though the Average Man, with his unerring instinct for the malappropriate word, some-times names her Thomas. The Cat is always a Princess, because everything nice in this world, everything fine, sensitive, distinguished, everything beautiful, everything worth while, is of essence Feminine, though it may be male by the accident of sex；-and that’s as true as gospel, let Mr. W. E. Henley’s lusty young disciples shout their loudest in celebration of the Virile.-The Cat is a Princess.


  The Dog, on the contrary, is not even a gentleman. Far otherwise. His admirers may do what they will to forget it, the circumstance remains, writ large in every Natural History, that the Dog is sprung from quite the meanest family of the Quadrupeds. That coward thief the wolf is his bastard brother; the carrion hyena is his cousin-german. And in his person, as in his character, bears he not an hundred marks of his base descent? In his rough coat （contrast it with the silken mantle of the Cat）; in his harsh, monotonous voice （contrast it with the flex ible organ of the Cat, her versatile mewings, chirrupings, and purrings, and their innumerable shades and modulations）; in the stiff-jointed clumsi ness of his movements （compare them to the inexpressible grace and suppleness of the Cat’s）; briefly, in the all-pervading plebeian commonness that hangs about him like an atmosphere （compare it to the high-bred reserve and dignity that invest the Cat）. The wolf’s brother, is the Dog not himself a coward? Watch him when, emulating the ruffian who insults an unprotected lady, he puts a Cat to flight in the streets: watch him when the lady halts and turns. Faugh, the craven! with his wild show of savagery so long as there is not the slightest danger -and his sudden chopfallen drawing back when the lady halts and turns! The hyena’s cousin, is he not himself of carrion an impassioned amateur? At Constantinople he serves （’tis a labour of love; he receives no stipend）he serves as Public Scavenger, swallowing with greed the ordures cast by the Turk. Scripture tells us to what he returneth: who has failed to observe that he returneth not to his own alone? And the other day, strolling upon the sands by the illimitable sea, I came upon a friend and her pet terrier. She was holding the little beggar by the scruff of his neck, and giving him repeated sousings in a pool. I stood a pleased spectator of this exercise, for the terrier kicked and spluttered and appeared to be unhappy.“He found a decaying jelly-fish below there, and rolled in it,” my friend pathetically explained. I should like to see the Cat who could be induced to roll in a decaying jelly-fish. The Cat’s fastidiousness, her meticulous cleanliness, the time and the pains she bestows upon her toilet, and her almost morbid delicacy about certain more private errands, are among the material indications of her patrician nature. It were needless to allude to the vile habits and impudicity of the Dog.


  Have you ever met a Dog who wasn’t a bounder? Have you ever met a Dog who wasn’t a bully, a sycophant, and a snob? Have you ever met a Cat who was? Have you ever met a Cat who would half frighten a timid little girl to death, by rushing at her and barking? Have you ever met a Cat who, left alone with a visitor in your drawing-room, would truculently growl and show her teeth, as often as that visitor ventured to stir in his chair? Have you ever met a Cat who would snarl and snap at the servants, Mawster’s back being turned? Have you ever met a Cat who would cringe to you and fawn to you, and kiss the hand that smote her?


  Conscious of her high lineage, the Cat understands and accepts the responsibilities that attach to it. She knows what she owes to herself, to her rank, to the Royal Idea. Therefore, it is you who must be the courtier. The Dog, poor-spirited toady, will study your eye to divine your mood, and slavishly adapt his own mood and his behaviour to it. Not so the Cat. As between you and her, it is you who must do the toadying. A guest in the house, never a dependent, she remembers always the courtesy and the consideration that are her due. You must respect her pleasure. Is it her pleasure to slumber, and do you disturb her: note the disdainful melancholy with which she silently comments your rudeness. Is it her pleasure to be grave: tempt her to frolic, you will tempt in vain. Is it her pleasure to be cold: nothing in human possibility can win a caress from her. Is it her pleasure to be rid of your presence: only the physical influence of a closed door will persuade her to remain in the room with you. It is you who must be the courtier, and wait upon her desire.


  But then!


  When, in her own good time, she chooses to unbend, how graciously, how entrancingly, she does it! Oh, the thousand wonderful lovelinesses and surprises of her play! The wit, the humour, the imagination, that inform it! Her ruses, her false leads, her sudden triumphs, her feigned despairs! And the topazes and emeralds that sparkle in her eyes; the satiny lustre of her apparel; the delicious sinuosities of her body! And her parenthetic inter-ruptions of the game: to stride in regal progress round the apartment, flourishing her tail like a banner: or coquettishly to throw herself in some enravishing posture at length upon the carpet at your feet: or （if she loves you）to leap upon your shoulder, and press her cheek to yours, and murmur rapturous assurances of her passion! To be loved by a Princess! Whosoever, from the Marquis de Carabas down, has been loved by a Cat, has savoured that felicity. My own particular treasure of a Cat, at this particular moment is lying wreathed about my neck, watching my pen as it moves along the paper, and purring approbation of my views. But when, from time to time, I chance to use a word that doesn’t strike her altogether as the fittest, she reaches down her little velvet paw, and dabs it out. I should like to see the Dog who could do that.


  But -the Cat is subtle, the Cat is elusive, the Cat is not to be read at a glance, the Cat is not a simple equation. And so the Average Man, gross mutton-devouring, money-grubbing mechanism that he is, when he doesn’t just torpidly tolerate her, distrusts her and dislikes her. A great soul, misappreciated, misunderstood, she sits neglected in his chimney-corner; and the fatuous idgit never guesses how she scorns him.


  But -the Dog is obvious. Any fool can grasp the meaning of the Dog. And the Average Man, accord-ingly, recreant for once to the snobbism which is his religion, hugs the hyena’s cousin to his bosom.


  What of it?


  Only this: that in the Average Man’s sentimental attitude towards the Dog and the Cat, we have a formula, a symbol, for his sentimental attitude towards many things, especially for his sentimental attitude towards Books.


  Some books, in their uncouthness, their awkwardness, their boisterousness, in their violation of the decencies of art, in their low truckling to the tastes of the purchaser, in their commonness, their vulgarity, in their total lack of suppleness and distinction, are the very Dogs of Bookland. The Average Man loves ’em.


  Such as they are, they’re obvious.


  And other books, by reason of their beauties and their virtues, their graces and refinements; because they are considered finished; because they are delicate, distinguished, aristocratic; because their touch is light, their movement deft and fleet; because they proceed by omission, by implication and suggestion; because they employ the demi-mot and the nuance; because, in fine, they are Subtle -other books are the Cats of Bookland.


  And the Average Man hates them or ignores them.


  I have the honour, dear Mr. Editor, to subscribe myself, as ever,


  Your obedient servant,


  THE YELLOW DWARF.


  LETTER 12

  CAT VERSUS BIRD


  Adlai Stevenson II to the Members of the Senate of the 66th General Assembly


  23 April 1949


  In 1949, having succumbed to pressure from Friends of Birds, Inc., an organisation formed for the ‘promotion of kindness to birds’, the Illinois Legislature passed Senate Bill No.93, titled ‘An Act to Provide Protection to Insectivorous Birds by Restraining Cats’, which sought to punish financially, up to $5 per violation, those cat owners who allowed their pets to roam free, without a leash. The bill was met largely with ridicule, not least from pet owners who were acutely aware that cats, unlike dogs, would simply not stand for such a thing. Luckily for the cats and their owners, the newly elected Illinois Democratic governor, Adlai Stevenson II, was similarly unimpressed and vetoed the bill with a letter that soon made the news.


  THE LETTER


  STATE OF ILLINOIS


  EXECUTIVE DEPARTMENT


  SPRINGFIELD


  



  April 23, 1949


  To the Honorable, the Members of the Senate of the Sixty-sixth General Assembly:


  I herewith return, without my approval, Senate Bill No.93, entitled, “An Act to Provide Protection to Insectivorous Birds by Restraining Cats.” This is the so-called “Cat Bill.” I veto and withhold my approval from this Bill for the following reasons:


  It would impose fines on owners or keepers who permitted their cats to run at large off their premises. It would permit any person to capture or call upon the police to pick up and imprison, cats at large. It would permit the use of traps. The bill would have statewide application -on farms, in villages, and in metropolitan centers.


  This legislation has been introduced in the past several sessions of the Legislature, and it has, over the years, been the source of much comment -not all of which has been in a serious vein. It may be that the General Assembly has now seen fit to refer it to one who can view it with a fresh outlook. Whatever the reasons for passage at this session, I cannot believe there is a widespread public demand for this law or that it could, as a practical matter, be enforced.


  Furthermore, I cannot agree that it should be the declared public policy of Illinois that a cat visiting a neighbor’s yard or crossing the highway is a public nuisance. It is in the nature of cats to do a certain amount of unescorted roaming. Many live with their owners in apartments or other restricted premises, and I doubt if we want to make their every brief foray an opportunity for a small game hunt by zealous citizens -with traps or otherwise. I am afraid this Bill could only create discord, recrimination and enmity. Also consider the owner’s dilemma: To escort a cat abroad on a leash is against the nature of the cat, and to permit it to venture forth for exercise unattended into a night of new dangers is against the nature of the owner. Moreover, cats perform useful service, particularly in rural areas, in combating rodents -work they necessarily perform alone and without regard for property lines.


  We are all interested in protecting certain varieties of birds. That cats destroy some birds, I well know, but I believe this legislation would further but little the worthy cause to which its proponents give such unselfish effort. The problem of cat versus bird is as old as time. If we attempt to resolve it by legislation who knows but what we may be called upon to take sides as well in the age old problems of dog versus cat, bird versus bird, or even bird versus worm. In my opinion, the State of Illinois and its local governing bodies already have enough to do without trying to control feline delinquency.


  For these reasons, and not because I love birds the less or cats the more, I veto and withhold my approval from Senate Bill No.93.


  Respectfully,


  ADLAI E. STEVENSON


  Governor


  LETTER 13

  A PILE OF 5, 000 CATS AND KITTENS


  Frederick Law Olmsted to his son


  13 May 1875


  Born in 1822 in Connecticut, Frederick Law Olmsted is considered by many in his profession to be the ‘Father of American Landscape Architecture’-a title that seems, even to the least qualified of observers, to be fully justified, for Olmsted had at least a hand in designing some of the most famous urban parks in the US, including, most notably, New York’s Central Park. Other commissions consisted of major parkways, reservations, college campuses and government buildings too numerous to list. To his four-year-old son in May of 1875, however, these achievements meant nothing: Henry was miles away from home with his mother and just wanted to see the family dog, Quiz, so he wrote to his father and asked for Quiz to be sent to him. This was his father’s inventive reply.


  THE LETTER


  13th May, 1875


  Dear Henry:


  The cats keep coming into the yard, six of them every day, and Quiz drives them out. If I should send Quiz to you to drive the cows away from your rhubarb he would not be here to drive the cats out of the yard. If six cats should keep coming into the yard every day and not go out, in a week there would be 42 of them and in a month 180 and before you came back next November 1260. Then if there should be 1260 cats in the yard before next November half of them at least would have kittens and if half of them should have 6 kittens apiece, there would be more than 5000 cats and kittens in the yard. There would not be any place for Rosanna to spread the clothes unless she drove them all off the grass plot, and if she did they would have to crowd at the end of the yard nearest the house, and if they did that they would make a great pile as high as the top of my windows. A pile of 5000 cats and kittens, some of them black ones, in front of my window would make my office so dark I should not be able to write in it. Besides that those underneath, particularly the kittens, would be hurt by those standing on top of them and I expect they would make such a great squalling all the time that I should not be able to sleep, and if I was not able to sleep, I should not be able to work, and if I did not work I should not have any money, and if I had not any money, I could not send any to Plymouth to pay your fare back on the Fall River boat, and I could not pay my fare to go to Plymouth and so you and I would not ever see each other any more. No, Sir. I can’t spare Quiz and you will have to watch for the cows and drive them off yourself or you will raise no rhubarb.


  Your affectionate father.


  LETTER 14

  THE ZOMBI


  Robert Southey to Grosvenor Bedford


  3 April 1821


  For thirty years, beginning in 1813, Robert Southey, friend to Samuel Taylor Coleridge and William Wordsworth, was Poet Laureate of England until his death in 1843. He was also a celebrated biographer of Horatio Nelson, Oliver Cromwell and others, and a tireless writer of criticism, political essays, translations, journalism and letters. He even, in 1837, wrote what is considered to be the first published iteration of the Goldilocks and the Three Bears fairy tale, titled The Story of the Three Bears and included in an initially anonymously authored volume of his work. Long before that, in November of 1820, Othello, a cat taken in by the Southeys, died, leaving the household both bereft and infinitely more attractive to a local gang of rats. A few months later, Southey wrote to his friend Grosvenor Bedford, with news of Othello’s replacement, Zombi.


  THE LETTER


  April 3, 1821


  MY DEAR G.,


  You were duly apprised towards the end of the year of Othello’s death. Since that lamented event this house was cat-less, till on Saturday, March 24. Mrs. Calvert, knowing how grievously we were annoyed by rats, offered me what she described as a fine full-grown black cat, who was moreover a tom. She gave him an excellent character in all points but one, which was that he was a most expert pigeon-catcher; and as they had a pigeon house, this propensity rendered it necessary to pass sentence upon him either of transportation or of death. Moved by compassion （his colour and his tomship also being taken into consideration）, I consented to give him an asylum, and on the evening of that day here he came in a sack.


  You, Grosvenor, who are a philogalist , and there-fore understand more of cat nature than has been ever attained by the most profound naturalists, know how difficult it is to reconcile a cat to a new domicile. When the sack was opened, the kitchen door, which leads into the passage, was open also, and the cat disappeared; not indeed like a flash of lightning, but as fast as one,—that is to say, for all purposes of a simile. There was no chance of his making his way back to the pigeon house. He might have done this had he been carried thrice the distance in any other direction; but in this there was either a river to cross, or a part of the town to pass, both of which were such obstacles to his travels that we were quite sure all on this side of them was to him terra incognita. Food, therefore, was placed where he would be likely to find it in the night; and at the unanimous desire of the children, I took upon myself the charge of providing him with a name, for it is not proper that a cat should remain without one. Taking into consideration his complexion, as well as his sex, my first thought was to call him Henrique Diaz, a name which poor Koster would have approved, had he been living to have heard it; but it presently occurred to me that the Zombi would be an appellation equally appropriate and more dignified. The Zombi, therefore, he was named.


  It was soon ascertained that the Zombi had taken possession of poor Wilsey’s cellar, which being filled with pea-sticks afforded him a secure hiding-place; the kitchen also of that part of the house being forsaken, he was in perfect quiet. Food was laid for him every day, and the children waited impatiently for the time when the Zombi would become acquainted with the house, and suffer them to become acquainted with him. Once or twice in the evening he was seen out of doors, and it was known that he reconnoitred the premises in the night; but in obstinate retirement he continued from Saturday till Saturday, seven days and nights, notwithstanding all kind words were used to bring him out, as if he had been determined to live and die a hermit.


  But between four and five o’clock on the Sunday morning, all who had ears to hear were awakened by such screams as if the Zombi had been caught in a rat-trap, or had met with some other excruciating accident. You, Mr. Bedford, understand cats, and know very well that a cat-solo is a very different thing from a duet; and that no person versed in their tongue can mistake their expression of pain for anything else. The creature seemed to be in agonies. A light was procured, that it might be relieved if that were possible. Upon searching the house, the Zombi was seen at the top of Wilsey’s stairs, from whence he disappeared, retreating to his stronghold in the cellar; nor could any traces be discovered of any hurt that could have befallen him, nor has it since appeared that he had received any, so that the cause of this nocturnal disturbance remains an impenetrable mystery.


  Various have been our attempts to explain it. Some of the women who measure the power of rats by their own fears, would have it that he was bitten by a rat, or by an association of rats; but to this I indignantly replied that in that case the ground would have been strewn with their bodies, and that it would have been the rats’cry, not the Zombi’s, that would have been heard. Dismissing, therefore, that impossible supposition, I submit to your consideration, in the form of queries, the various possibilities which have occurred to me,—all unsatisfactory, I confess,—requesting you to assist me in my endeavour to find out the mystery of this wonderful history, as it may truly be called. You will be pleased to bear in mind that the Zombi was the only cat concerned in the transaction: of that I am perfectly certain.


  Now then, Grosvenor,—


  1.Had he seen the devil?


  2.Was he making love to himself?


  3.Was he engaged in single combat with himself?


  4.Was he attempting to raise the devil by invocation?


  5.Had he heard me sing, and was he attempting


  （vainly）to imitate it?


  These queries, you will perceive, all proceed upon the supposition that it was the Zombi who made the noise.


  But I have further to ask,—


  6.Was it the devil?


  7.Was it Jeffery?


  8.Were either of these personages tormenting the Zombi?


  I have only to add that from that time to this he continues in the same obstinate retirement, and to assure you that


  I remain,


  Mr. Bedford,


  With the highest consideration,


  Yours as ever,


  



  ROBERT SOUTHEY


  



  PS. One further query occurs while I am writing, Sunday having been the first of the month—


  9.Was he making April fools of us?


  R.S.


  LETTER 15

  BRACE UP HONEY


  Gabrielle-Ange Lévesque （his mother）to Jack Kerouac


  20 July 1960


  In the summer of 1960, a few years after publication of his opus On the Road, Beat novelist and poet Jack Kerouac left his mother at home in Northport, New York, and headed west to spend a peaceful few months at a cabin in Big Sur that was owned by his friend and fellow poet, Lawrence Ferlinghetti. It was to be a time of relaxation and reflection. When he eventually arrived, however, Kerouac was handed a letter from his mother, sent hurriedly to Ferlinghetti to pass on, containing news of the death of his treasured cat, Tyke. Kerouac later compared this event to the death of his nine-year-old brother in 1926, when Jack was just four years of age.


  THE LETTER


  Sunday 20 July 1960


  Dear Son,


  I’m afraid you wont like my letter because I only have sad news for you right now. I really dont know how to tell you this but Brace up Honey. I’m going through hell myself. Little Tyke is gone . Saturday all day he was fine and seemed to pick up strength, but late at night I was watching TV a late movie. Just about 1：30 A. M.when he started belching and throwing up. I went to him and tried to fix him up but to no availe . He was shivering like he was cold so I rapped him up in a Blanket then he started to throw up all over me. And that was the last of him. Needless to say how I feel and what I went through. I stayed up till “day Break” and did all I could to revive him but it was useless. I realized at 4 A. M.he was gone so at six I wrapped him up good in a clean blanket -and at 7 A. M.went out to dig his grave. I never did anything in my whole life so heart breaking as to bury my beloved little Tyke who was as human as you and I. I buried him under the Honeysuckle vines, the corner, of the fence. I just cant sleep or eat. I keep looking and hoping to see him come through the cellar door calling Ma Wow . I’m just plain sick and the weirdest thing happened when I buried Tyke, all the black Birds I fed all Winter seemed to have known what was going on. Honest Son this is no lies. There was lots and lots of em flying over my head and chirping, and settling on the fence, for a whole hour after Tyke was laid to rest -that’s something I’ll never forget -I wish I had a camera at the time but God and Me knows it and saw it. Now Honey I know this is going to hurt you but I had to tell you somehow … I’m so sick not physically but heart sick … I just cant believe or realize that my Beautiful little Tyke is no more -and that I wont be seeing him come through his little “Shanty” or Walking through the green grass …


  PS. I’ve got to dismantle Tyke’s shanty, I just cant go out there and see it empty -as is. Well Honey, write soon again and be kind to yourself. Pray the real “God”-


  Your old Mom XXXXXX


  ‘I KEEP LOOKING


  AND HOPING TO SEE


  HIM COME THROUGH


  THE CELLAR DOOR


  CALLING MA WOW.’


  — Gabrielle-Ange Lévesque


  LETTER 16

  ODE ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CAT DROWNED IN A TUB OF GOLDFISHES


  Thomas Gray to Horace Walpole


  1 March 1747


  One day in February 1747, at the home of noted histo-rian Horace Walpole, one of his cats, Selima, decided to perch, as she was wont to do, on the rim of a Chinese porcelain tub that was filled with goldfish -the perfect spot from which to stare into the water and plot an attack. Sadly for all involved -fish included -Selima lost her footing this time, and despite her best efforts slipped all the way in, unable to escape due to the steep sides of the fish-filled trap. One can only imagine the chaos. Selima didn’t make it out, and when Walpole was informed of her death, he turned to his friend, the poet Thomas Gray, and asked him to write a fitting epitaph. Gray soon responded with something more substantial, the first verse of which Walpole later had engraved on the fishbowl in which his cat had perished.


  THE LETTER


  Cambridge,


  1 March, 1747


  As one ought to be particularly careful to avoid blunders in a compliment of condolence, it would be a sensible satisfaction to me （before I testify my sorrow, and the sincere part I take in your misfor-tune）to know for certain, who it is that I lament. I knew Zara and Selima （Selima, was it? or Fatima?）or rather I knew both of them together; for I cannot justly say which was which. Then as to your handsome Cat, the name you distinguished her by, I am no less at a loss, as well knowing one’s hand-some cat is always the cat one likes best; or if one be alive and the other dead, it is usually the latter that is the handsomest. Besides, if the point were never so clear, I hope you do not think me so ill-bred or so imprudent as to forfeit all my interest in the survivor: Oh no! I would rather seem to mistake, and to be sure it must be the tabby one that had met with this sad accident. Till this affair is a little better determined, you will excuse me if I do not begin to cry:


  “Tempus inane peto, requiem, spatiumque doloris.”


  Which interval is the more convenient, as it gives time to rejoice with you on your new honours. This is only a beginning; I reckon next week we shall hear you are a free-Mason, or a Gormorgon at least. Heigh ho! I feel （as you to be sure have done long since）that I have very little to say, at least in prose. Somebody will be the better for it; I do not mean you, but your Cat, feue Mademoiselle Selime, whom I am about to immor-talize for one week or fortnight, as follows.


  



  Ode on the Death of a Favourite Cat Drowned


  in a Tub of Goldfishes


  



  ’Twas on a lofty vase’s side,


  Where China’s gayest art had dyed


  The azure flowers that blow；


  Demurest of the tabby kind,


  The pensive Selima, reclin’d,


  Gazed on the lake below.


  



  Her conscious tail her joy declar’d:


  The fair round face, the snowy beard,


  The velvet of her paws,


  Her coat, that with the tortoise vies,


  Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,


  She saw; and purr’d applause.


  Still had she gazed; but ’midst the tide


  Two angel forms were seen to glide,


  The Genii of the stream；


  Their scaly armour’s Tyrian hue


  Through richest purple to the view


  Betray’d a golden gleam.


  



  The hapless Nymph with wonder saw:


  A whisker first, and then a claw,


  With many an ardent wish


  She stretch’d, in vain, to reach the prize.


  What female heart can gold despise?


  What cat’s averse to fish?


  



  Presumptuous maid! with looks intent


  Again she stretch’d, again she bent,


  Nor knew the gulf between.


  （Malignant Fate sat by, and smiled）


  The slippery verge her feet beguiled；


  She tumbled headlong in.


  



  Eight times emerging from the flood


  She mew’d to every watery god


  Some speedy aid to send.


  No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirr’d,


  Nor cruel Tom nor Susan heard-


  A favourite has no friend!


  From hence, ye Beauties! undeceiv’d,


  Know one false step is ne’er retriev’d,


  And be with caution bold:


  Not all that tempts your wandering eyes


  And heedless hearts is lawful prize,


  Nor all that glisters gold!


  



  There’s a poem for you, it is rather too long for an Epitaph.


  LETTER 17

  FOSS IS DEAD


  Edward Lear to Lord Aberdare


  29 November 1887


  In 1887 British poet and illustrator Edward Lear wrote to his friend, Lord Aberdare, with some tragic news: Lear’s tabby cat, Foss, whom he had owned since kittenhood, was dead. This was not a sad development just for Lear, who was a popular figure during his life-time, but also for the many fans of Lear who had grown to love Foss through his illustrated appearances in Lear’s work. Two months later, Lear died of heart disease. At the head of this letter to Aberdare, in its recipient’s hand, is written，‘Last letter from my dear old friend, who died Jan 1888.’


  THE LETTER


  Villa Tennyson


  San Remo


  29 November 1887


  My dear Lord Aberdare,


  I have been wanting to know how your hand is now -if quite recovered, or still giving trouble? But I am little able now a days to write albeit I have a great deal of writing to get through.


  For, whoever has known me for 30 years has known that for all that time my Cat Foss has been part of my solitary life.


  Foss is dead：& I am glad to say did not suffer at all -having become quite paralyzed on all one side of him. So he was placed in a box yesterday，& buried deep below the Figtree at the end of the Orange walk & tomorrow there will be a stone placed giving the date of his death & his age （31 years，）-（of which 30 were passed in my house.）


  



  Qui sotto è sepolto il mio buon


  Gatto Foss. Era 30 anni in casa


  mia, e morì il 26 Novembre


  1887, di età 31 anni


  



  [Here lies buried my good cat Foss. He was 30 years in my house, and died on 26 November 1887, at the age of 31 years.]


  All those friends who have known my life will understand that I grieve over this loss. As for myself I am much as usual, only suffering from a very bad fall I had on Novr.5th -having risen, the Lamp having gone out，& the matches misplaced, so that I could not find them.


  The effects of this fall have lasted several days -but now -THANK GOD THURSDAY 29TH are beginning to cause less worry. Salvatore has the stone for Foss，& the Inscription，& I suppose in a day or two all will be as before, except the memory of my poor friend Foss.


  



  Qui sotto sta seppolito il mio buon


  Gatto Foss. Era 30 anni in casa mia,


  e morì il 26 November 1887—in età


  31 anni.


  



  [Beneath this stone was buried my good cat Foss. He was 30 years in my house, and died on 26 November 1887 -at 31 years of age.]


  Let me know before long how your hand is now. I have lost many friends latterly, among these, Harvie Farquhar, brother of Mrs George Clive.


  My love to all of you.


  Your’s affectionately


  Edward Lear


  LETTER 18

  CAT FANCY


  Ayn Rand to Cat Fancy magazine


  20 March 1966


  As well as writing such novels as Atlas Shrugged and The Fountainhead, Russian-American author Ayn Rand was also responsible for developing the anti-altruistic, pro-selfishness philosophy that ran through them which she later called Objectivism, its core belief being that man’s ‘highest moral purpose is the achievement of his own happiness, and that he must not force other people, nor accept their right to force him, that each man must live as an end in himself and follow his own rational self-interest’. Ayn Rand also subscribed to Cat Fancy magazine, and in 1966 replied to a question from its editor.


  THE LETTER


  March 20, 1966


  Dear Miss Smith,


  You ask whether I own cats or simply enjoy them, or both. The answer is: both. I love cats in general and own two in particular.


  You ask：“We are assuming that you have an interest in cats, or was your subscription strictly objective?” My subscription was strictly objective because I have an interest in cats. I can demonstrate objectively that cats are of a great value, and the charter issue of Cat Fancy magazine can serve as part of the evidence.（“Objective” does not mean “disinterested” or indifferent; it means corre-sponding to the facts of reality and applies both to knowledge and to values.）


  I subscribed to Cat Fancy primarily for the sake of the pictures, and found the charter issue very interesting and enjoyable.


  Ayn Rand


  LETTER 19

  A PITY SUCH FINE CATS SHOULD BE DEAF


  William Darwin Fox to Charles Darwin


  16 August 1860


  Should you ever consider owning a blue-eyed cat with white fur, be warned: the cat will probably be deaf. This happens because of the dominance of the white masking gene, known simply as W, which inhibits three things: pigment production in the skin, resulting in white fur; pigment production in the eyes, resulting in blue eyes; and the growth of certain cells in the inner ear, resulting in impaired hearing. Back in 1868, nine years after publication of his seminal work On the Origin of Species, world-renowned naturalist Charles Darwin published another book, The Variation of Animals and Plants under Domestication, in which he stated this very fact, saying，‘white cats, if they have blue eyes, are almost always deaf’. He then cited this letter, from his second cousin, Reverend William Darwin Fox, as evidence.


  THE LETTER


  My dear Darwin


  In answer to your enquiry, I believe I might truly state -not one dozen, but dozens of white cats came under my observation. The first I saw was a half bred Persian at Ryde. I had a kitten of hers, from whom I had a great number, never having less than six at a time for years. In every case, if pure white & with blue eyes, they were stone deaf. I used to show this by making all sorts of the loudest noises close to them, which they never in the least perceived.


  I have remarked them in various other places -one at the large Inn at Chichester （which I think was a male）-2 Norwegian Cats whose owner I amazed （as I have done several others）, by remarking “that it was a pity such fine cats should be deaf”. These were females.


  Of course the greater part of those we bred & kept were females, but I also had males, as I kept my breed pure for many years. I am certain the females were deaf，& I have no doubt about the males being so also, as I must have observed them if they had not been.


  I forget where I wrote several letters on the subject of these blue eyed cats -it is now 20 to 30 years since -but they elicited exactly similar facts.


  I bred several that had only one eye blue; and we were quite convinced that in those cases, they were deaf only on the blue side. All my elder chil-dren remember “Lily” our first cat -as perfectly deaf & blue eyed -& she certainly brought litters of kittens for many years -


  So that the sex is undeniable, tho’I once had a Male Tortoiseshell （or at least so reputed）who had a family -to the great delight of my children.


  Ever yours W D Fox


  After writing the above I asked my wife & cubs if they remembered the white cats.“Lily” was too far back, but “Glaucops” was well remembered for her azure eyes, and kittens innumerable.


  Fanny, who is just returned from Bradwell nr Gt Yarmouth -added “that there is a cat there perfectly white, but with the usual green eyes, that is deaf -like the blue eyed ones.” She remarked this particularly, as opposed to the blue eyed theory.


  But at Caister Rectory close by Mr Steward has a magnificent blue eyed cat which is quite deaf.


  I shall probably see both these cats before long, and shall very likely find a Colony about there.


  The Caister Cat -being described as very fine, may probably be a male.


  Your son William was kind enough to call here on Friday, and most favourably impressed us all.


  LETTER 20

  AM I REALLY WRITING IT AT ALL?


  Raymond Chandler to Charles Morton


  19 March 1945


  Author Raymond Chandler was born in Chicago in 1888, and to this day remains one of the greats in the world of crime fiction thanks to his creation of Philip Marlowe, the hardboiled detective who stars in many of his stories: The Big Sleep （1939）, Farewell, My Lovely （1940）, The High Window （1942）, The Lady in the Lake （1943）, The Little Sister （1949）, The Long Goodbye （1953）and Playback （1958）. Had you approached Chandler’s desk at any point during the writing process of these books, chances are you would have spotted Taki, his Persian cat, keeping him company. In March of 1945 Chandler wrote to the associate editor of The Atlantic Monthly, Charles Morton, to introduce him.


  THE LETTER


  Paramount Pictures Inc.


  5451 Marathon Street


  Hollywood 38, Calif.


  March 19, 1945


  Dear Charles:


  A man named Inkstead took some pictures of me for Harper’s Bazaar a while ago （I never quite found out why）and one of me holding my secretary in my lap came out very well indeed. When I get the dozen I have ordered I’ll send you one. The secretary, I should perhaps add, is a black Persian cat, 14 years old, and I call her that because she has been around me ever since I began to write, usually sitting on the paper I wanted to use or the copy I wanted to revise, sometimes leaning up against the typewriter and sometimes just quietly gazing out of the window from a corner of the desk, as much as to say, “The stuff you’re doing’s a waste of my time, bud.” Her name is Taki （it was originally Take, but we got tired of explaining that this was a Japanese word meaning bamboo and should be pronounced in two syllables）, and she has a memory like no elephant ever even tried to have. She is usually politely remote, but once in a while will get an argumentative spell and talk back for ten minutes at a time. I wish I knew what she is trying to say then, but I suspect it all adds up to a very sarcastic version of “You can do better.” I’ve been a cat lover all my life （have nothing against dogs except that they need such a lot of entertaining）and have never quite been able to understand them. Taki is a completely poised animal and always knows who likes cats, never goes near anybody that doesn’t, always walks straight up to anyone, however lately arrived and completely unknown to her, who really does. She doesn’t spend a great deal of time with them, however, just takes a moderate amount of petting and strolls off. She has another curious trick （which may or may not be rare）of never killing anything. She brings ’em back alive and lets you take them away from her. She has brought into the house at various times such things as a dove, a blue parakeet, and a large butterfly. The butterfly and the parakeet were entirely unharmed and carried on just as though nothing had happened. The dove gave her a little trouble, apparently not wanting to be carried around, and had a small spot of blood on its breast. But we took it to a bird man and it was all right very soon. Just a bit humiliated. Mice bore her, but she catches them if they insist and then I have to kill them. She has a sort of tired interest in gophers， and will watch a gopher hole with some attention, but gophers bite and after all who the hell wants a gopher anyway? So she just pretends she might catch one, if she felt like it.


  She goes with us wherever we go journeying, remembers all the places she has been to before and is usually quite at home anywhere. One or two places have got her -I don’t know why. She just wouldn’t settle down in them. After a while we know enough to take the hint. Chances are there was an axe murder there once and we’re much better somewhere else. The guy might come back. Sometimes she looks at me with a rather peculiar expression （she is the only cat I know who will look you straight in the eye）and I have a suspicion that she is keeping a diary, because the expression seems to be saying：“Brother, you think you’re pretty good most of the time, don’t you? I wonder how you’d feel if I decided to publish some of the stuff I’ve been putting down at odd moments.” At certain times she has a trick of holding one paw up loosely and looking at it in a speculative manner. My wife thinks she is suggesting we get her a wrist watch; she doesn’t need it for any practical reason -she can tell the time better than I can -but after all you gotta have some jewelry.


  I don’t know why I’m writing all this. It must be I couldn’t think of anything else, or -this is where it gets creepy -am I really writing it at all? Could it be that -no, it must be me. Say it’s me. I’m scared.


  Ray


  LETTER 21

  CATS, CATS, CATS OF MINE


  Ester Krumbachová to her cats


  5 July 1985


  Aran, Bajaja, Beanie, Crayon, Johánek, Mauglí, Misha, Petinka, Piggy, Snail, Starlet, Uki … Ester Krumbachová was never without a cat, and she believed there was no deeper connection than the bond that existed between she and her feline companions. Born in 1923, Krumbachová was an important figure in Czech New Wave cinema, a visionary who made her mark quietly, behind the scenes, as a costume designer and screenwriter on many celebrated films of the era. She died in 1996, aged seventy-two, without the level of recognition she deserved. In her archives can be found this letter, written in 1985 when she was sixty-one and, she felt, approaching her final lap, addressed to the many cats with whom she had shared her life.


  THE LETTER


  PRAGUE, 5 JULY, 1985


  Cats, cats, cats of mine,


  I saw you being born and I saw you dying. I saw your lives in their entirety; companions of my life. I saw your little paws learning how to walk and I saw them slowly petrifying as you were dying. I saw your beautiful and wild eyes sparkling when they opened for the first time and I saw them fading out and closed forever. I saw you healthy and joyful and young and I saw you getting old and ill, feeble and pitiful. Your eyes were shining until the last moment, sight fixed to a place somewhere beyond the life we spent together. I stroked your fur when you were little kittens and I stroked your fur before I duly buried you in the ground.


  I saw your gentle sense of humour and fun-loving characters and how much reserved hope you put into me. When I was too busy I chased you away when you were hungry for a touch of my hand which was always as tender as you were. You, cats of mine, have taught me many, many incommunicable things. I saw how you craved for a wild hunt, a prey to be caught, a murder as nature determined it. You did not get this chance when you lived together with me; you had no chance to live the lives for which you were born, the lives with true meaning. You were deprived of the animal beauty, of the cruelty, which was nothing other than a word, because you were born as beasts of prey ready to hunt and it was I who deprived you of this. I wish I could have offered you this opportunity! But I was not able to do so.


  I left you and you suffered because you were faithful and honest like all animals; like all that beauty in the jungle of life. You gave me hope in horrible sleepless nights. Whenever you sensed with your miraculous internal devices that I was feeling deadly miserable you walked to me silently on your silken feet to ask how long this would last. You put your heads in my palms when I was sleeping and I could feel your tenderness as well as your loneliness. You lay on top of me waking me with a faint noise as if you were calling to me: get up and walk! You worried about me, my dear friends, my sweethearts. You pushed me to be more responsible and care better for my own life.


  And this was our joint action, our common affair. My dear cats! You have accompanied me through all my life. Your eyes were so sparkling and questioning, they were filled with tenderness, sometimes you turned them away when I felt too unwell to be able to co-exist with you and reciprocate in the same way you looked at me -you always understood and sustained, you cats of mine. I love you with all my heart and soul. I love you more than anybody else I have ever loved. I have always been faithful to you because I have never been, and never will be able to betray you. I imprisoned you in my flat -a prison of love. I hope you never understood that it was a prison. You were dying and until the last moment you knew you were the loved ones -or perhaps you knew that in the cat’s prison for life I was the nicest prison guard, didn’t you???


  One day I’ll find out. I wish for someone to pet me when I die like I petted your bodies. Or better not. I do not wish this, I don’t need it. Nevertheless I do believe, my dear pets, that I have done all I could for the love we shared, everything my heart told me to do because it has been and always will be yearning for such a big devotion, like that between you and me. Cats! Cats! You were the most faithful, shy, bashful, reserved, loving, offended, defiant, funny, sad, healthy, old, tired of life and diseases -each of you made up its own world, each of you was a remarkable character, each of you had its own way to approach me, to get closer to me, to play, to make fun and raise hope that together we would make it and survive.


  You pressed against me so hard that it woke me up from my exhausting sleep in those days when I felt really down, however, I knew you felt even worse because you were passing away and only came to experience once more the moment of trust, hope and love. My dear deceased friends, who would count your number? You are not dead, when you have gone, it’s me who has gone with you. When I saw you in my dream, little Snail, you were running to me, turning away so shyly and timidly as if you were not sure whether you wanted to be petted or not; I cried when I woke up and called at you to give my regards to Beanie who died of grief when you had died because she was unable to live without you and died one morning spread out at her favourite place. I’m sure you’ll pass my message to her. Wait for me there when I’ll have to go too.


  My dear cats! You will wait for me there, won’t you? We will play: little Snail will sit on a mighty branch of the tree of paradise and will gently swing the way he always liked to, pretending he doesn’t see me. His whole naive face will radiate strange inner sadness and at the same time there will be a light, shy smile. Beanie will play with her own tail, getting ready for a party. Petinka will look at me with his eyes the colour of frosty grapes in early autumn, shifting his weight from one leg to another while his sparkling eyes, filled with tenderness, will welcome me. Johánek will stare at me. Starlet, who died after a cruel veterinary intervention and did not bite my hand even though she felt the need to bite something because of the pain, will look at me like a lost kitten. She knows that I held her in my lap when the pain got unbearable and stayed awake with her till morning when she passed away. Uki will laugh and run back and forth, his tail coiled into a funny question mark, and he will be shy like little Snail’s true son, and he will pretend that he wants to run away but eventually he will let me stroke his tummy as he used to in the part of the hall I called Strokers’Corner -like the Speakers’Corner. Mauglí, pompously walking around, will shout at all the others that she was first, as she did her whole life. Poor Misha will be shy and timid. I lost him because he was killed. Someone must have been shooting, particularly targeting cats, to keep up the world’s morale. There is no place for cats because they hunt. And the shooter ate roasted goose, duck, chicken, and perhaps as he was shooting he stuffed his mouth with veal, which was also born on this earth. And then many other cats will join in, my friends whom I gave a bit of hope to or found new homes for. My cats, cats, cats! The guides of my life! Because of you I never dared to leave for a long time, as it might be unjust to you -nonetheless it did happen because I was short of money. When you welcomed me after my return you were worried and nervous, even though you had been looked after by a girl who stayed over; you worried whether it was really me. And it was me who called from New Zealand where, among all the strangers, I worried about you every day I stayed there, and therefore I wanted to know whether you were still alive, whether nothing had happened to you, but you, my dear cats, couldn’t have known all this. But you knew very well when I was to come back and they said you had been sitting at the door three days before my arrival, patiently waiting. On the plane I recited a great prayer: cats of mine, I’ll see you again in three days’time. You will wait for me, won’t you? Grass will grow everywhere around and together we will have a lot of fun.


  What do you think, Johánek, whom I found on the street? What do you think Starlet, Uki, Misha and my dearest Petinka -I used to call you Van Gogh because you were so special, unique, ginger and white that I even wrote a book about you, hopefully someone will publish it one day. And what about you Mauglí, you will walk in pompously, wagging your broken tail like a doggie, your eyes will sparkle like ocean lagoons again, won’t they?? Death is but a thin veil. I’ll come too and I will be attractive and will run happily towards you, my cats. We will do the best bits together; I’ll be pulling the string or the Bad Toy which always gently hits your noses or ears because it’s a rubber band. Oh, I have forgotten Piggy, who disappeared when I left home a long time ago. When I returned home to stay for a short time, Piggy greeted me and laid down in his basket next to the bed watching me with a painful, reproachful and questioning look. After my next departure he left forever. Piggy, you will be there too, won’t you? You were a brave lad who jumped out from the first floor straight onto the street to play with the sweeper’s broom. Piggy the prankster, the joker. You were a poor and dirty street cat, but you always behaved like an aristocratic tomcat. I picked all your fleas with my fingers -and then I had to leave, my poor little boy. I still have a bad conscience because of what I did to you, Piggy, but I had to earn money; I was a student in those days.


  As you know, my cats, my inspiration, my great love and Muses, I had to leave you and your eyes from time to time. When we are together again somewhere where it will be easy to explain everything, you’ll forgive me, won’t you. Do you remember, Petinka, when you wanted a cuddle that I often used to say: Esti, your friend, must work now， Petinka, so we have something to EAT. By this I mostly meant you, Petinka; children were throwing you half-dead onto a coal heap in the yard next to the house and you, a ginger and white, skinny kitten, were close to death and needed to be fed a lot. When you sat next to me on a chair by the fridge with your little front paw lifted, watching me with your questioning grey-green eyes, I couldn’t resist their beauty and took an immediate decision that you would never ever again encounter fear and misery. Then in your whole life you never wanted to go out, to the outside world, am I correct or not? When we were lying next to each other close to the electric heater, and I longed so much to be a child again, I told you fairy tales and you laughed until you recovered, even though the vet didn’t give us much hope. I loved you so much; you were scrawny and lame and I laid you down in a little armchair and covered you with a blanket so that you felt cosy as if you were in a bed and I fed you with egg yolks and wine sugar on the tip of my finger. Later you became a strong and big tomcat and whenever I was working you couldn’t wait until I finished and we would be TOGETHER again. In bed we looked at each other earnestly. First I called you Petrushka and later Péti. Be there too, please, when I come to join you. And don’t be jealous of little Snail, as you know, he was a lad from the forest, the son of a semi-wild cat; you used to bully him and Snail was such a shy boy. Mauglí loved you and after you were gone, she spent whole nights at the place you used to lay down. Her grief broke my heart. She was missing you so much even though Snail fathered her kittens; well, sit down next to Mauglí as you used to in the kitchen and wait until I come. Will you?


  Mauglí was survived by two offspring, the brothers Crayon and Bajaja. They love each other in the same way that you, little Snail, were beloved by Beanie, you child. And there’s also Aran, an intelli-gent and beautiful calico cat, whom I found at the nearby cemetery, tiny and half-frozen. All of them will be gone before me, at least I hope so. I’ll be able to cope with the grief. They are old. Me too.


  Cats of mine, please make a guard of honour for me when I pass away. I beg you. I don’t have better company; there’s nobody else I would write a letter like this to, my pets, my friends, who saved me from despair in the worst times. Come meet me!


  My best regards to all of you. We all discovered the incommunicable within ourselves, we found each other and we loved each other.


  Yours


  Ester


  LETTER 22

  A HOME THAT NEVER CHANGETH


  Katherine Mansfield to Ida Baker


  20 March 1921


  As 1917 came to a close, New Zealand author Katherine Mansfield discovered she had tuberculosis, the disease which would ultimately lead to her death six years later, aged thirty-four. In those years after the diagnosis, she left her home and cats, Athy and Wingley, in England and divided her time between France and Switzerland where she rested, wrote and searched for a cure. In March 1921 she received word from Ida Baker -her close friend, housekeeper and, near the end of Mansfield’s life, carer -that Wingley, who had been missing, was now found. This was Mansfield’s reply. Days later, she wrote to Elizabeth Bibesco, the lady who was having an affair with Mansfield’s husband, and warned her off. Baker soon arrived in France with Wingley in tow -her other cat, Athy, had moved in with an elderly neighbour back in England and, in true feline style, steadfastly refused to leave.


  THE LETTER


  Villa Isola Bella,


  Menton,


  France


  



  Sunday.


  D. I.


  Your telegram about Wingley came late last night. It was very thrilling. I long to know how he was found, and even more, if possible, what was the meeting like between Athy and him. I envy you seeing that. I hope you really saw it and can tell me what happened. It is a great triumph to have found him. But now the question is -what to do with them? If we were not leaving for Switzerland I wouldn’t hesitate. But all these train journeys -arriving at hotels, and so on? Would it be torture for cats? I feel the cats’first need is a settled home; a home that never changeth. And I know that is just what I am not going to have. At the same time the idea that they should be destroyed is horrible! You see, just suppose you and I hear, when we are in Switzerland, of another place & decide to try it. Or decide to make a sea voyage. Or … so much is possible. We couldn’t ever leave the cats with Jack，& to take cats where they are not wanted is cruelty. I confess I don’t see a way out. If Richard were older Id suggest asking him to mind them. Id better leave it like this. If when you have thought it over you decide it would be an unhappy life for them or impractical for you -have them destroyed.


  Elizabeth Bibesco has shown signs of life again. A letter yesterday begging him to resist Katherine.“You have withstood her so gallantly so far how can you give way now”. And “you swore nothing on earth should ever come between us”. From the letter I feel they are wonderfully suited and I hope he will go on with the affair. He wants to.“How can I exist without your literary advice”, she asks. That is a very fascinating question. I shall write to the silly little creature & tell her I have no desire to come between them only she must not make love to him while he is living with me, because that is undignified. He’ll never break off these affairs, tho’, and I dont see why he should. I wish hed take one on really seriously -and leave me. Every day I long more to be alone.


  […]


  Take things easy -& look after yourself. I hope the little boy is better.


  Yours


  Katherine.


  LETTER 23

  HE EATS LIKE A GENTLEMAN


  Florence Nightingale to Mrs Frost


  13 December 1875


  Florence Nightingale, the founder of modern nursing, dedicated her life to the care of others. In 1854 she took thirty-eight British nurses to Turkey and trained them to tend to the countless victims of the Crimean War. Six years later, she founded a nursing school at London’s St Thomas’Hospital -the first of its kind. She also wrote Notes on Nursing, an influential educa-tional text that is still in print to this day. Despite such a full life, Nightingale found time and energy to care for more than sixty cats over the years, and in December of 1875 she wrote this charming letter to a Mrs Frost about Mr White, a well-behaved cat she had recently given up for adoption.


  THE LETTER


  35 South St 13 Dec 1875


  Dear Mrs. Frost,


  Mrs. Wilson is so good as to invite me to write to you about my Angora Tom-cat （who answers to the name of Mr. White）-now hers.


  1. Mr. White has never made a dirt in his life: but he has been brought up to go to a pan, with sand in it. You must have patience with him, please, till he has been taught to go out-of-doors for his wants.


  2. He has always been shut up at night:（in a large pantry:）to prevent his being lost. And I believe he ought always to be shut up at night: for this reason.[I think you must keep him in the house for two or three days till he knows his kind mistresses：& the place: for fear he should run away & try to get back to me.]


  And perhaps if you could give him a pan with sand in it for the first night or two, it might be better.


  3. He has always been used to have his meals by himself like a gentleman on a plate put upon a ‘table-cloth’（on old newspaper）spread on the floor.


  He is not greedy: has never stolen anything: & never drags his bones off his newspaper. But I am sorry to say he has always lived well: he has bones，& milk, in the morning: after 7 o’clock dinner he has any remains of fish not fish bones or chicken -or game-bones: which he eats like a gentleman off a plate in my room, as I have described：& never asks for more -then a little broken meat, & milk, when he is shut up at night:


  & a large jar of fresh water （which he can’t upset）always on the floor for him.


  4. He is the most affectionate & intelligent cat I have ever had: is much fonder of the society of Christians than of cats: likes of all things to be above in a room with me：（but make acquaint-ance with the little dog of a baby friend of ours）: & when his own little sister cat died, he refused food & almost broke his heart. He washes & dresses two little kits we have here （of his）himself. I never saw a Tom-cat do this before.


  5. You will see Mr. White is very black now. But, when he is in the country, he is as white as the driven snow.


  He is 10 months old.


  I have written a long letter about him: but in short I recommend him to your kind care: & am


  yours faithfully


  Florence Nightingale


  ‘HE IS THE MOST


  AFFECTIONATE


  & INTELLIGENT


  CAT I HAVE


  EVER HAD.’


  — Florence Nightingale


  LETTER 24

  A TALE OF HORROR


  Jane Welsh Carlyle to Kate Stanley


  28 December 1860


  Jane Baillie Welsh was born in 1801 in Haddington, Scotland, and in 1826 married renowned Scottish philosopher Thomas Carlyle. Their marriage was largely an unhappy one, as evidenced in the thousands of letters they wrote to each other during the forty years they remained wed until her death in 1866, and it is clear that she was often incredibly lonely. Perhaps as a result, she surrounded herself with pets that included cats, dogs and canaries -a mixture sure to lead to problems. Shortly after Christmas in 1860, she wrote to her friend, Kate Stanley, and described a ‘tale of horror’.


  THE LETTER


  5 Cheyne Row Chelsea Friday


  Darling!


  What a bright, good thought of yours, to write me a Xmas letter! Bless your little Heart and all it cares for!


  I think there must have been spiritual magnetism at work; more or less. For I had been wanting to write to you, for a good while back; to tell you a ‘Tale of Horror’about the Canary! and should have anticipated your letter; but that the end of the year brings me always such a heap of letters to be written in the Course of Nature, and little parcels to be made up for old friends [in] the North, which （not the friends but the parcels）have come, by length of habit to be a sort of moral necessity. Then these duties （such as they are）have this year had to be “pursued under difficulties”-a severe cold; involving confinement to the house. For the first touch of frost as usual knocked me over -like a nine-pin!


  […]


  But you are thinking all the while；“what is it about the Canary?-Has the Cat-?“-Eaten it; you would ask; and the question is by no means an irrelevant one!-No -my Dear! your Canary is not quite eaten; but I am bound to say; no other Canary past, present, or to come, ever had such an affair with a Cat, and came out of it without being eaten . Nor could this one, unless your Guardian Angel, or mine, or the Canary’s own had worked a miracle on its behalf!


  The Cat had taken to studying the Bird, at its first elevation, with a degree of interest that made one’s blood run cold! so I had sent for the Carpenter, and made him suspend the cage from the Drawing-room ceiling with a pully and brass chain. That done, I had no misgivings about leaving the Two alone together; having no idea what a Cat, under the influence of strong desire was up to! Returning from my walk one forenoon I was met at the door by Charlotte in the wildest excitement!“Oh! she said, whatever do you think the Cat has gone and done?”-“Eaten my Canary”? I answered, with calm desperation,-“No! FAR WORSE”! “She must have sprung off the little table on to the cage, and dragged it down, for the chain is lying in a hundred pieces! and the table is tilted over, and broken in two! and oh! Lady Airlie’s basket is broken to shivers! and the ferns all about! and the glass cover is broken to shivers! and every thing is all over the carpet”!-“And the Bird safe?”-“Well yes -tho’the cage door was wide open, she hadn’t staid to eat it! The noise of the lead and everything falling must have frightened herself; for I met her rushing down the stairs, as I ran up at the row”!


  What a mess when I entered the Drawing room! for “the Row” had just come off, and nothing was cleared away yet; the cage on its side still, on the floor; the table in two separate pieces; the carpet strewn with earth, and ferns, and bird seed, and water, and fragments of earthen ware, glass, brasschain & c & c! and amidst all the Bird hopping about rather grave, but otherwise “as well as could be expected.” I was very sorry about my ferns; for they too were a sort of live pets, and had been given me when I was confined, spring gone a year, by Lady Airlie.


  The Cat probably had not only frightened herself, but hurt herself, in the general crash of doom she had unexpectedly created. For she had rushed right out at the back door, and never showed herself for 24 hours after, tho a most domestic cat in general.


  Relying （Ah too much）on the analogy between feline fools and human ones, I hoped Experience would have taught this individual fool wisdom! So did not at once send the Canary out of the House; seeing that the Cat herself could not be put away - for both practical and sentimental reasons.on the practical hand, We are never catless for a single week but hosts of very little mice troop in to us, out of the drains. Not only does this Cat keep us free of the mice, but she is cleanly, and moral, and honest -except under the temptation of a live Bird. Then, on the sentimental hand; was she not loved by my little Dog, as tho’she had been his own Sister or wedded Wife? stirring him up to games of romps in his old age, and the chief delight of his old age! For his dear little sake, I couldnt put her away!


  So a second time I sent for the carpenter; and had the cage fixed up against the window shutter at the very top -the brass chains of the present day, being it seems （as Mr C says）“like every thing else, an article that the man who made them ought to have been hanged for”!


  The cat pretending to take no further notice of the Bird, I thought she had made up her mind that attempts on its life were not only perilous but hopeless, but one night while I was saying some-thing to Charlotte, She suddenly Sprang at one perpendicular leap to the cage and hung on to it with her claws! I couldnt have believed in such a leap if I hadn’t seen it! I flung my sofa cushions at her, and screamed, and frightened her into dropping down. But I kept the poor Bird under lock and key, after that, till I found her a safer home.


  Miss Farrers Bird had escaped out of the window one day, and its pretty cage was swinging empty, so I sent the poor thing there, where it is now


  enjoying a life without shocks! I was very sorry to part with the Bird but should have been far sorrier to have it eaten.


  […]


  My kindest regards and the best of good wishes to


  Lady Stanley and your sisters and self


  Affectionately yours


  Jane Carlyle


  Remember me to the white Dogs


  LETTER 25

  HE IS NOT A FORGIVING CAT


  John Cheever to Josephine Herbst


  6 December 1963


  One afternoon in 1960, a balding cat named Blackie was thrust upon novelist John Cheever by Josephine （Josie）Herbst, an old friend who while visiting for lunch explained that she could no longer keep him. Cheever reluctantly homed the cat and renamed him Delmore after the poet Delmore Schwartz, the former wife of whom had once owned the cat in question. Alas, Cheever and Delmore didn’t get on; so much so that Cheever’s friendship with Herbst soon deteriorated and they ceased contact. The rift finally healed in 1963, when Cheever sent her an update by letter.


  THE LETTER


  Cedar Lane


  Ossining


  



  Some Friday


  Dear Josie,


  It’s been years since we had anything but the most sketchy communication. I’ve long since owed you an account of the destiny of your cat and here we go.


  The cat, after your leaving him, seemed not certain of his character or his place and we changed his name to Delmore which immediately made him more vivid. The first sign of his vividness came when he dumped a load in a Kleenex box while I was suffering from a cold. During a paroxysim of sneezing I grabbed for some kleenex. I shall not overlook my own failures in this tale but when I got the cat shit off my face and the ceiling I took Delmore to the kitchen door and drop-kicked him into the clothesyard. This was an intolerable cruelty and I have not yet been forgiven. He is not a forgiving cat. Indeed he is proud. The next eventfulness came on Thanksgiving. When the family had gathered for dinner and I was about to carve the turkey there came a strangling noise from the bathroom. I ran there and found Delmore sitting in the toilet, neck-deep in cold water and very sore. I got him out and dried him with towels but there was no forgiveness. Shortly after Christmas a Hollywood writer and his wife came to lunch. My usual salutation to Delmore is Up your’s, and when the lady heard me say this she scorned me and gathered Delmore to her breasts. Delmore, in a flash, started to unscrew her right eyeball and the lady, trying to separate herself from Delmore lost a big piece of an Italian dress she was wearing which Mary said cost $250.00. This was not held against Delmore and a few days later when we had a skating party I urged Delmore to come to the pond with us.he seemed pleased and frisked along like a family-loving cat but at that moment a little wind came from the northeast and spilled the snow off a hemlock onto Delmore.he gave me a dirty look, went back to the house and dumped another load into the kleenex box. This time he got the cleaning-woman and they remain unfriendly.


  This is not meant at all to be a rancorous account and I think Delmore enjoys himself. I have been accused of cruelty and a woman named Ruth Hershberger keeps writing Elizabeth Pollet, telling her to take the cat away from me, but Delmore contributes a dynamic to all our relationships. People who dislike me go directly to his side and he is, thus, a peace-maker. He loves to play with toilet paper. He does not like catnip mice. He does not kill song birds. In the spring the rabbits chase him around the lawn but they leave after the lettuce has been eaten and he has the terrace pretty much to himself. He is very fat these days and his step, Carl Sandberg not withstanding, sounds more like that of a barefoot middle-aged man on his way to the toilet than the settling in of a winter fog but he has his role and we all respect it and here endeth my report on Delmore the cat.


  I hope all is well with you. Mary teaches, I write, the children go to various schools and all is well.


  Best,


  John
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      Lord Horatio Nelson to Lady Emma Hamilton
    

  


  
    LETTER 16 EXHAUSTED BUT EXHILARATED

    
      June Wandrey to her sister, Betty
    

  


  
    LETTER 17 KEEP IT AND HONOR IT ALWAYS

    
      Tom O’Sullivan to his son, Conor
    

  


  
    LETTER 18 PLEASE SPARE HER

    
      Poppy, Lionel and Freda Hewlett and Lord Kitchener
    

  


  
    LETTER 19 THE MOST EXTRAORDINARY SCENE

    
      Captain Reginald John Armes to his wife
    

  


  
    LETTER 20 CORNWALLIS AND HIS ARMY ARE OURS

    
      Alexander Hamilton to his wife, Elizabeth
    

  


  
    LETTER 21 WHY CAN’T WE HAVE A SOLDIER’S PAY?

    
      James Henry Gooding to President Abraham Lincoln
    

  


  
    LETTER 22 THIS IS QUITE TRUE

    
      Evelyn Waugh to Laura Waugh
    

  


  
    LETTER 23 THE ZULUS WERE ON US AT ONCE

    
      Lieutenant Henry Curling to his mother
    

  


  
    LETTER 24 THESE THINGS AREN’T TRIVIAL TO ME

    
      Captain Rodney R. Chastant to his parents
    

  


  
    LETTER 25 MY DEAR FAMILY, PLEASE FORGIVE ME

    
      Alaa abd al-Akeedi to his family
    

  


  
    LETTER 26 FOR THE SAKE OF HUMANITY

    
      Mohandas Gandhi to Adolf Hitler
    

  


  
    LETTER 27 THE SONS OF HAM

    
      M. W. Saddler to the Freeman newspaper
    

  


  
    LETTER 28 IT IS ALL GOING TO HELL

    
      Martha Gellhorn to Eleanor Roosevelt
    

  


  
    LETTER 29 I HAVE DONE MY DUTY

    
      John Duesbery to his mother
    

  


  
    LETTER 30 SLEEP WELL MY LOVE

    
      Brian Keith to Dave
    

  


  
    PERMISSION CREDITS
  


  
    ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
  


  2009年，一个庆祝书信这种老式通信方式的网站“lettersofnote.com”上线，“见字如面”计划随之诞生。从那时到现在，该网站已被访问超过一亿次。《见字如面》的第一卷于2013年10月出版。同年晚些时候，我们又举办了第一次“书信现场”活动，让世界顶级表演者为听众们现场朗诵精彩书信。


  从此，“见字如面”和“书信现场”这对“孪生姐妹”并肩成长，前者火遍全球，后者在世界各地的许多标志性场馆举办：从伦敦的皇家阿尔伯特音乐厅，到洛杉矶的王牌酒店。


  如欲获取更多详情，可访问“lettersofnote.com”和“letterslive.com”。现在，“见字如面”的最新系列还有了音频版可供收听。我们的朗读者阵容人才济济，选自广受好评的“书信现场”演出的固定表演班底。


  一封信是一枚定时炸弹，是一条瓶中信，是一句咒语，是一声呼救，是一则故事，是一段关切的表达，是一次爱的递送，是一种通过文字互相联结的方式。今天，这种简单且非常大众的艺术形式仍是一种有力的沟通手段。不管我们正经历什么样的技术革命浪潮，书信都不会消失，它会像文学一样永远存在。


  前言


  战争催生了人性的极端面貌：在暴力、屠杀和毁灭中，它揭示了我们最恶劣的一面；在勇敢、忠诚和无私的行为中，则展现了我们最美好的一面。对于士兵而言，有时他们需要远渡重洋，身边都是和他们自己一样经过特殊训练的陌生人，经过精准调校的战争机器从他们的头顶掠过，每一天、每一秒都有可能是他们生命中的最后一天、最后一秒。对于他们留在故乡的家人、朋友和所爱之人而言，恐惧来源于失去联系与不知情，而这些人正是士兵们冒着生命危险出征的原因所在。


  对于士兵和留在家乡的人来说，信件可以成为他们之间的桥梁。士兵被剥夺了一切珍贵的人与物，一封来自家乡的信可以让他们回忆起远离杀戮的和平生活，或者成为与某个远在天边、难以触及的世界的唯一联结。拿起一个写着熟悉笔迹的信封，或者看到一个战前的邮政地址，这些简单的行为能够为黑暗的地方带来温暖和光明。来自战争前线的信件可能不会带来多少安慰，却是生命尚存的重要标志，它们消弭了通信者之间的距离，在读信的一瞬跨越了他们之间的千山万水。


  简而言之，一封信能够蕴含巨大的力量，如果每天只需几分钟就能让时常面对痛苦和屠杀场面的军人获得些许慰藉，在生死存亡的时刻提振士气，那真是再好不过的事了。


  这就是为什么在第一次世界大战期间，英国军队邮政部门竭尽全力为西线士兵收发了20亿封信件，他们充分意识到了这种交流方式——通常也是士兵拥有的唯一与外界的交流方式——带来的心理助益可能会决定胜败。这也是为什么在美国南北战争期间，邮政局长蒙哥马利·布莱尔将军通过使邦联邮票贬值，并将所有寄往邦联营地的信件退还给发件人，让邦联军队几乎无法与亲人通信——这是一种残酷却有效的策略，起到了进一步孤立和打击对手的作用。


  但是，战争通信除了振奋精神之外，还有一个重要的目的：为那些没有被报道过的战斗提供文献证据，从而为后代留下第一手的战争记录。这些战争改变了历史，很可能以各种各样的方式影响了后人以及他们祖先的生活。幸而，世界各地有许多档案馆和博物馆都致力于保存这些文件，历史学家才能够追溯我们的过去，填补毁坏性战争常常会留下的文字空白。如果没有这些信件，我们对祖先和我们自己的了解就会大大减少。


  《见字如面：战争》是这些片刻的集锦，这本书是一场书信的庆典，收录了描述从公元1世纪到现代那些对世界影响深远的战争的信件。在随着书中的描述穿越于战争前线与后方的旅程之中，你会读到军队将军的信、来自前线的信、随军护士的信、爱人之间的信、记者的信。你会读到一名垂死的士兵写给母亲的最后一封信；在原子弹夷平长崎前几分钟，一架轰炸机从日本上空投下的一封信；一匹小马的年轻主人和战争大臣之间一次令人振奋的交流。当你读到来自罗马统治时期的英国的一些日常信件时，你会意识到，一切并未发生多少改变。没有哪种情感未曾在信中有所表达。


  在全球各地来来往往的数亿封信件之中，这些信件仅仅是九牛一毛，绝大多数都正在阁楼里积灰，永远不会见到天日。下次爬上阁楼的时候，请把它们从盒子里拿出来，让它们呼吸一下新鲜空气。它们可能有故事要讲给你听。


  肖恩·亚瑟


  2020年
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  ——信件01

  战争中不会有希望


  库尔特·冯内古特致征兵组


  1967年11月28日


  只要有战争，就有拒绝服兵役的人——这些人基于自身的道德或宗教原则，拒绝参军入伍——最早的拒服兵役者可以追溯到公元295年。根据记录，特贝萨的马克西米利安曾拒绝进入罗马军队服役，而后不久他就被斩首。1965年到1970年间，大约有16万人曾经试图逃避与越南战争相关的兵役，其中就包括著名小说家库尔特·冯内古特的儿子马克·冯内古特。马克尝试通过正当途径申请免于服役，同时，他的父亲决定通过写信给征兵组来增加儿子申请成功的可能性。


  ——信件正文


  1967年11月28日


  



  致1号征兵组，


  兵役登记局，


  海恩尼斯，马萨诸塞州。


  先生们：


  我的儿子马克·冯内古特的兵役登记在贵组。他现在正在申请被划归到“出于道德或宗教原因拒服兵役者”的类别。我完全赞成他的做法，这与我养育他的理念一致，从小我一直教育他憎恶杀戮。


  第二次世界大战时，我曾是一名志愿兵。作为步兵队伍的侦察兵，我目睹了很多战斗场面，最后被敌军俘虏了，在德国的战俘营里待了六个月。我有一枚紫心勋章，是名光荣退伍的士兵。我自认为有资格将我对于杀戮的看法传授给我的儿子。我甚至都不再狩猎或者钓鱼了。祖上传下来的几把枪也早已搁置生锈。


  对于杀戮的看法是我的上帝与我之间的事。我不常参与有组织的宗教活动。我经常读《圣经》，用自己的方式传教。我写了几本书，表达了我对于那些认为杀戮很容易且合理的人们的厌恶。


  饭前，我们会轮流做祷告。家庭成员都经常被要求对上帝赐予我们的恩惠心怀感激。马克现在的做法遵从了上帝的旨意，因为上帝之子绝不是好战之人。


  拒服兵役与懦弱毫无关系。马克是一个身体强健、勇气十足的年轻人。他做这件事所需要的勇气——以及高尚品格——比我这辈子所拥有的都多。


  我的家族在这个国家已经存续五代了。我的祖先为了逃离欧洲疯狂的军国主义和暴政，为了凭良心处世，才来到美国。他们和他们的后代一直都是好公民，并为美国人的身份感到自豪。马克也为自己是美国人而骄傲，而且，在我看来，他的的确确是一名一等公民。


  他不会选择仇恨。


  他不会选择杀戮。


  他不会那么做。战争中不会有希望。


  您真诚的


  （小）库尔特·冯内古特


  ——信件02

  我将昂首赴死


  布兰卡·布里萨克·巴斯克斯致她的儿子恩里克


  1939年8月5日


  西班牙内战从1936年7月打响，持续两年八个月，造成了数十万人死亡。西班牙第二共和国的共和政府解体，取而代之的是弗朗西斯科·佛朗哥领导下的军事独裁统治，一直维持到1975年佛朗哥去世。在战争初期，死刑处决是司空见惯的事，战争结束后，这种情况仍然持续了一段时间，佛朗哥政权横行霸道，极力铲除有可能给他们带来麻烦的人。在战争结束后几周内的大清洗时期，十三位年轻女性（大部分都是社会主义青年团成员）被逮捕并处死，她们后来被称为“十三朵玫瑰”。1939年8月5日早晨，她们被行刑队枪决。行刑前几小时，其中一位女性——29岁的布兰卡·布里萨克·巴斯克斯——给儿子写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  我亲爱的儿子，我的宝贝：


  在这最后的时刻，我想起了你。我只想到了我心爱的孩子，他如今已经是个年轻人了，而且和他的父母一样，拥有高尚的情怀。如果我做错了什么，原谅我吧，儿子。忘记那些事吧，儿子，忘记那样的我。你知道的，如果你记得的是那样的我，我会很难过。


  我将昂首赴死。你要做个好人：你比任何人都清楚这一点，亲爱的恩里克。


  我对你只有一个要求，永远做一个好人，一个极好的人。爱所有的人，不要记恨那些将你的父母处死的人。好人从不记仇，你一定要做一个勤奋的好人，要以你的爸爸为榜样。在我生命最后的时刻，亲爱的儿子，答应我好吗？你要和我亲爱的库卡一起生活，永远做她和我其他姐妹的儿子。当她们老了之后，照顾好她们。当你长大成人之后，要记得这份责任。多说无益。你的父亲和我面对死亡毫不畏惧。我不知道你的父亲是否已经忏悔和领圣餐，在面对行刑队之前，我没法再见到他了。至于我，我已经忏悔了。


  恩里克，永远不要忘记你的父母。做好准备，虔诚地去领圣餐吧，一如我小时候那样。我想要一直给你写信，直到最后一刻，但是，现在我必须道别了。我最亲爱的儿子，再见。我永远爱你。


  布兰卡


  ——信件03

  一场战役的历史


  威灵顿公爵致约翰·威尔逊·克罗克


  1815年8月8日


  1815年6月18日，大英帝国和普鲁士王国的军队在比利时的布赖讷拉勒会师，随后在滑铁卢之战中击败法国人，结束了长达十二年的拿破仑战争。8月，即威灵顿公爵指挥英国人获得胜利的两个月之后，海军部长约翰·威尔逊·克罗克联系了他。这场战争具有重大历史意义，拥有政治家和作家双重身份的克罗克希望能发表一篇关于此战的详细报道。克罗克理所当然地认为应该写信给这次战役的最高指挥——他的视角比大多数人更广——询问他对于这场伟大战争的看法。这是威灵顿公爵的回信。


  ——信件正文


  1815年8月8日，巴黎


  尊敬的先生：


  我收到了您8月2日关于滑铁卢战役的致函。您为自己所设定的目标极难达成，即使达成也将引起很大的反感。一场战役的历史和一场球赛的历史有些相似。有些人可能会想起最终导致战争胜利或失败的所有细节事件，但是没有人能记得那些事件发生的顺序或时间，而它们的价值和重要性却往往取决于此。


  此外，某些人的错误或不当举动会让另一些人得以表现出色，或者会导致物质上的损失；如果不能谈及哪怕是其中一部分参与者的错误和不当举动，您就无法写出真实的战役历史。


  相信我，您看到的每一个身穿军服的人都不是英雄；而且，在对于战争的报道中，就像滑铁卢战役，很多个人的英勇事迹会被略去不表——为了顾全大局，最好省略那部分故事，而不是讲述全部事实。


  不过，如果您仍然认为应做此事，我愿意尽一切所能为您提供帮助和信息。


  相信我。


  威灵顿


  ——信件04

  他们必须自由


  莫里斯·法兰克拉比致他的儿子亨利


  1944年5月1日


  第二次世界大战期间，为了击败纳粹德国、意大利和日本，约有150万犹太人加入盟军，因此，近300名拉比也加入了军队，无论在前线还是集中营，哪里需要犹太拉比的支持，他们就奔赴哪里。第四步兵师的莫里斯·法兰克是最早来到德国为军队服务的拉比之一。他于1906年出生在美国田纳西州的查塔努加，1935年，美国犹太神学院为他授予圣职。法兰克不知疲倦地工作，不仅为他所在步兵师的犹太教教徒建立联系、提供慰藉，而且还服务于信仰其他宗教的士兵，人们都非常感激他所做出的努力。1944年5月，在诺曼底登陆前几周，法兰克想起他的家人，于是提笔写下很多封信件，寄往家中，其中这一封是给他年轻的儿子亨利的。


  ——信件正文


  1944年5月1日


  亲爱的儿子：


  几天前我又去学校探望难民儿童了。你记得吧，我给你写过关于这个学校的事，里面的男孩和女孩来自欧洲各地。这些儿童流离失所，食不果腹。残忍的纳粹轰炸了他们的城市，让他们无家可归。我知道你会想要帮助这些孩子，所以我去看望他们，带了一些果汁、糖果、饼干和口香糖。这令他们非常高兴。看到他们这么高兴，我就想起了你。感谢上帝，亨利，你生活在美国。你可以通过确保美国的自由——确保每个人都拥有自由——来表示你的感激。这场战争结束之后——你长大以后——会有很多事需要做，你必须学会怎么做。你的工作将是帮助全世界的人们维护和平。世界能否再无战争，将取决于你是否能承担起这份职责。亨利，你一定要永远记住，每一个孩子——无论是印度儿童、中国小男孩，还是乌克兰农民的孩子，无论他是缅甸小孩、我们的佃农的孩子，还是欧洲贫民窟里的犹太儿童，他们都必须自由，他们必须拥有食物。他们必须能够自由思考、表达，去做他们认为正确的事情。这是一项艰巨的任务，儿子，但是我知道你能为此做出贡献，而且我也希望你能做一个有用的人。


  亨利，你无法想象我在得知你去查塔努加看望爷爷奶奶之后有多高兴。你一定让他们的逾越节过得很愉快。你妈妈对我而言是那么珍贵——


  我突然想起，儿子，你有没有好好照顾你的母亲？你知道，我们都认为她是最棒的，是全世界最好的妈妈。眼下我不在身边，照顾她的工作就交给你了。务必让她心情愉快，不要让她感到孤单。偶尔告诉她你爱她，还有，告诉她，爸爸也非常爱她。


  我给你寄了几张照片。这些是寄给我唯一的儿子，由你唯一的父亲寄出。


  替我给妈妈一个大大的拥抱和亲吻。替我亲吻你的奶奶。我将全部的爱都寄予你——


  你的爸爸


  莫里斯


  ——信件05

  我会把他们赶走


  贝汉津国王写给阿尔弗雷德-阿梅代·多兹


  1892年


  1889年，贝汉津继承父亲的王位，成为达荷美王国的国王。该王国位于西非，以令人闻风丧胆的“达荷美亚马孙女战士”闻名。这个由五千名女战士组成的强大兵团于17世纪晚期建立。“亚马孙女战士”一直存续到1892年至1894年的第二次法国与达荷美的战争期间，最后贝汉津投降，达荷美成为法国殖民地，在法国人的统治下，亚马孙女战士兵团终于解散。问题最初出现在1890年，贝汉津拒绝履行父亲多年前签署的一项条约。两年后，矛盾日益激化，达到了爆发点，他收到法军指挥官阿尔弗雷德-阿梅代·多兹要求投降的照会。这封信是贝汉津充满挑衅的回复。之后多兹立即宣战，亚马孙女战士完全不是法军的对手。


  ——信件正文


  法国想要战争。她要知道，我比父亲更强大、更坚决。我从未对法国做出任何会招致她对我宣战的事。我从未去过法国，也没有玷污任何法国人的妻子或女儿。如果他们想要占领海岸地区，我会砍掉所有的棕榈树。我会给他们下毒。如果他们没有吃的，就让他们去别处吧。其他任何国家，德国、英国、葡萄牙，都能进入我的王国，唯独法国人不能，我会把他们赶走。我是白人的朋友，如果他们希望与我会谈，我愿意盛情款待，但是如果他们想打仗，我将奉陪到底。


  ——信件06

  让舰队和军队束手无策


  马克·吐温致尼古拉·特斯拉


  1898年


  1898年4月，“缅因”号军舰在哈瓦那海港沉没之后，美国开始介入古巴反抗西班牙殖民者的独立战争，为期四个月的美西战争爆发，导致上千人伤亡。在这一历史背景下，纽约的麦迪逊广场花园举办了一场电气博览会，该行业的领军人物在会场骄傲地展示了他们的最新发明。其中一位发明家就是“电力之父”尼古拉·特斯拉，他带来一艘1.2米长的小船，遥控它在一个室内的小池塘里绕圈航行，使它看起来像是在自动行驶，围观的观众们一脸困惑。这艘无线电控制的小船是一项突破性的发明，关于它的新闻迅速传播开来，很多人开始想象它在军事方面的应用。此后不久，特斯拉在同年内向《纽约先驱报》的记者展示了这项新科技，这位记者目瞪口呆，写了一篇题为“特斯拉宣称将废除战争”的报道。接着，咨询专利的信件从世界各地纷至沓来，其中有一封希望和特斯拉进行商业合作的信件，来自维也纳，寄信人是他的朋友马克·吐温。


  ——信件正文


  1898年11月17日


  



  克兰茨酒店


  维也纳/新市场6号


  亲爱的特斯拉先生：


  关于那件颇具破坏力的发明，你有奥地利和英格兰的专利吗？如有，你可否将其标价，让我代理销售？我认识这两个国家的内阁大臣以及德国的高官，我还认识威廉二世。


  目前来看，我会在欧洲待一年。


  一天晚上，几个志趣相投的朋友在这间酒店里讨论如何说服某些国家加入俄国沙皇的阵营、解除武装，我建议他们去寻找比脆弱的纸质合同更可靠的方式——比如邀请伟大的发明家们设计出某种让舰队和军队束手无策的东西，这样战争就不可能再发生了。我相信你已经在致力于这项事业，并准备通过一种实际可行的、强制性的手段，让地球彻底解除武装，从此步入永久的和平时代。


  我知道你是个大忙人，不过你能不能抽空回我一封信？


  你真诚的


  马克·吐温


  我相信你已经在致力于这项事业，并准备通过一种实际可行的、强制性的手段，让地球彻底解除武装，从此步入永久的和平时代。


  ——马克·吐温


  ——信件07

  我的士兵弟兄们没有啤酒了


  公元1—2世纪


  1973年，在英格兰的哈德良长城（罗马帝国的北部边境）附近工作的考古学家们发掘出第一批文德兰达木牍。这批公元1世纪末的木牍包括数百块薄薄的以墨水写就的木片，木片上用旧式罗马书写体呈现出一封封简短却颇有见地且意义重大的信件。直至今日，在古罗马文德兰达堡垒遗址仍然不断地发掘出新的木牍，其中许多木牍记述了动荡时期在那里征战的士兵们的生活，虽然是两千年前军营生活的片段，现在看起来却十分熟悉。


  ——信件正文


  英国兵不穿盔甲。骑兵甚众。但骑兵不持剑，骑马亦不是为掷标枪，英国佬真可悲。


  * * *


  我给你寄了……几双萨图阿的袜子、两双凉鞋和两条内裤，那两双凉鞋……问候……尼得斯，厄尔庇斯，尤……恩努斯，泰特里库斯以及你的同桌餐友们，衷心祝愿你们好运。


  * * *


  马斯库留斯向国王希瑞阿里斯致敬。恳请我王指示明日任务。我军将全军举旗返还，抑或留一半人马？……非常幸运，愿意支持我。我的士兵弟兄们没有啤酒了，请您遣人送一些来。


  ——信件08

  写下这些话令我心痛不已


  埃莉诺·温比什致她的儿子威廉·里德·斯托克斯


  1984年2月13日


  1969年，美军中士威廉·里德·斯托克斯在越南乘坐直升机执行任务时不幸牺牲，年仅21岁。他的名字被刻在华盛顿特区的越战纪念碑的第32号花岗岩石板上，以纪念这位为国捐躯的年轻人。他去世很多年之后，在这块纪念碑前，仍然摆放着许多写给比利[1]的未邮寄的信件，他的母亲几十年如一日地给儿子写下这些信，放在石碑前、他的名字下方。这仅是其中的一封。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的比尔：


  今天是1984年2月13日。我又来到这堵黑色的墙边，看望你，触摸你的名字。当我这么做的时候，我想，是否有人在这里停留时曾意识到，在这面黑墙上、在你的名字旁边，挂着你母亲的心。15年前的今天，你在越南失去生命的那天，这颗心彻底破碎了。


  我看着你的名字，威廉·里德·斯托克斯，想到我曾经那么、那么多次担心，你在那个名为越南的陌生国度，会有多么害怕、多么想家。我想知道，那个国家是否改变了你，它将你变成什么样了呢？你曾经是世界上最无忧无虑的小孩，几乎从未感到难过或不高兴。你在我的心目中将永远展露笑颜，直到我死去的那一天。就连我对你很生气的时候，你也在笑，我还没反应过来，就和你一起哈哈大笑起来。


  不过，在不久前的元旦那一天，我已经得到了答案，我与你在密歇根州的朋友通了电话，他陪你度过了最后一个圣诞节和你生命的最后四个月。吉姆向我讲述了你是怎样死的。他当时在现场，目击了直升机坠毁时的情景。他告诉我，你已经完成了任务配额，那天乘机的不该是你。而且，当天直升机的常规飞行员不能飞，只好让一个没多少经验的人代替。他们都不知道直升机失事的原因，不知道是被敌军击中了，还是撞了柱子或者别的东西。直升机的螺旋桨叶片穿过机体击中了你。事故发生半小时后，你离世了，但是这段时间内你已经失去意识，所以并不感到痛苦。


  他说，你们的任务就像当活靶子。你们会被派去将敌军吸引到空旷的地带，随后大炮和战机会接替你们上阵。执行任务期间，你们之中的许多人都阵亡了。


  他告诉我，在那里待了一段时间后，人非但不会变得胆小怯懦，反而会变得愈加暴躁易怒。每过一天，每个人的脾气都会变得更坏一点。唯独你不会，比尔。他说，你一直都像刚到越南时那样无忧无虑。他说，你的热情和友善有一种吸引力，将大家聚在你身边。你们的上尉给你起了个昵称叫“史班奇”，很快，你的小团体的成员（包括吉姆在内）就成为著名的“史班奇小队”。你的死让他们难过极了，因为你是他们的精神支柱。他还说，你是所有人之中最不该离去的那个。


  哦，上帝啊，写下这些话令我心痛不已。但是我必须面对这些事实，然后才能安心。我知道，吉姆给我讲过一遍之后，他肯定会重新回想起过去的那些事，重新经受那种痛苦。在挂掉电话之前，我告诉吉姆我爱他。我爱他，因为他成为你亲密的朋友，与你共同度过了生命的最后几天，在你去世前还陪伴着你。你有他作为朋友，他也有你，你们何其幸运。


  同一天晚些时候，我接到了来自蒙大拿州比林斯的一位母亲的电话。一年前，她失去了唯一的女儿。她需要找人倾诉，人们都不愿意听她讲述自己的悲剧。她说，新年前夜她在CNN电视频道看到了我。我在圣诞节给你写了一封信，放在这座纪念碑前，引起了报纸和电视媒体的注意。她说她整天都在想着我，觉得必须跟我聊一聊。她给我讲了她的痛苦，似乎需要我来帮她渡过难关。这位心碎的母亲的故事让我流下了眼泪，挂了电话后，我为她埋头放声痛哭。这是一位为自己成年的女儿去世而悲伤的母亲，她打电话来寻求我的帮助。我一边抽泣一边想，我尚未彻底走出自己的悲痛，又如何能够帮助她呢？


  有人告诉我，我给你写的那些放在这座纪念碑前的信，如同一声警钟，提醒了人们，许多年过去了，而越南战争留下的伤痛还远未消失。


  不过，我知道这一点：我宁愿有你在身边陪伴21年，然后忍受着失去你的所有痛苦，也不愿从未生养过你。


  妈妈


  我一边抽泣一边想，我尚未彻底走出自己的悲痛，又如何能够帮助她呢？


  ——埃莉诺·温比什


  ——信件09

  我们与你们心连心，共同面对悲伤


  英国的女性与德国、奥地利的女性


  1914年圣诞节


  1860年出生在康沃尔的社会活动家艾米莉·霍布豪斯于20世纪初崭露头角，她在第二次布尔战争期间去南非旅行，让英国公众知晓被关在那里的集中营的众多女人和儿童的困境。为此她组织相关活动、募集资金，勇气可嘉，而且不知疲倦。多年后，第一次世界大战打响，她同样积极地开展类似的活动，随着1914年临近尾声，为了促进和平，霍布豪斯写下了这封致德国和奥地利所有女性的公开信，获得了100名其他妇女参政论者的签名支持。这封信刊登在国际妇女选举权同盟出版的杂志《选举权》上。三个月后，这本杂志上刊登了一封由来自德国和奥地利的155名女权主义者署名的回信。


  ——信件正文


  致德国和奥地利的女性：


  



  姐妹们：


  在这悲伤的圣诞节期间，我们想给你们写一些话，不过我们只能通过媒体发布。在一个硝烟四起的世界发送圣诞节祝福听起来很愚蠢，不过，我们之中那些一直期盼和平的人士确实应当向你们之中怀有同样心愿的人士郑重地送去祝福。我们不能忘记，正是痛苦让我们团结一致，我们正在经历同样的哀痛与悲伤。


  在这糟糕的情境下，我们能做什么呢？身处如同暴风雨中的大海一样动荡的战争年代，我们只能将自己锚定于一处安宁的海岸，那里矗立着如同磐石般不可撼动的永恒真理——爱，和平，人与人之间的手足情谊。


  请你们相信，无论发生什么，我们都会坚信国家之间应保持和平友好的关系。尽管我们看上去是在反对政府，但我们效忠于更高的律则，那就是人类应当和平共处。


  尽管我们的儿子被送去互相残杀，我们因命运的残酷而心碎不已，但是这种极致的痛苦让我们得以团结在共同的女性身份之下。这场战争因为献祭了最优秀的生命而成为一场悲剧，然而我们不会感到怨恨，也不会用仇恨去玷污他们的英勇牺牲。各方已经做出了很多应当被深刻谴责的事，我们是否也应当继续坚定地拒绝相信那些各方为一己之利而随意编造的虚假故事？


  我们正在竭尽全力为我国境内的贵国民众和战犯争取从轻处置，希望这一点能够安抚你们焦虑的心情，我们也同样需要依靠你们的善心去保护我们在德国和奥地利的人民。


  你们是否与我们一样，认为敌对军队之间的相互厮杀是人类文明和基督教历史上的污点，并且一想起那些被战火夷为平地的地区，无论在西方还是东方，那些无辜的受害者——无数女人、孩子、婴儿、老人和病人，正在面临饥饿、疾病和死亡的威胁，就感到一种深刻的恐惧？


  我们在南非和巴尔干半岛看到了现代战争对普通百姓造成的冲击，任何有良知的世人都无法直视那样悲惨的景象。


  保护生命难道不应该是我们的职责吗？人性和常识难道不正在推动着我们与中立国的女性朋友们联手，敦促我们的领导人停战、避免更多的流血牺牲吗？


  无论多么大规模的救济，都只能帮助很少数的人。看到无助的人们成千上万地死去，我们又如何能坐视不管呢？如果我们觉醒了，以人类的名义去救助他们，他们就不必死去。我们只有一种方法，我们必须携手，诉诸智慧与理性，敦促各国休战。最终决定事态走向的正是智慧与理性，为了拯救女性、儿童，还有欧洲的男性同胞们，我们应当尽早开始行动。


  尽管身处硝烟之中，我们仍然心怀诗人的愿景，我们好似已听闻：


  千族万国都异口同声地宣誓：


  善良的自由人必将和睦共处，相互爱惜！[2]


  希望圣诞能让那一天尽快到来。地球上的和平已经不复存在，但让我们重拾和平之信念，圣诞节将让你们、我们以及所有女性同胞更加紧密地团结起来，为恢复和平而奋斗。


  我们与你们心连心，共同面对悲伤。


  【艾米莉·霍布豪斯及其他100人署名】


  * * *


  对于圣诞节致德国和奥地利所有女性公开信的公开回复：


  致同根同源的英国姐妹们，我们近期才阅知此信，谨代表众多德国女性对你们的圣诞祝福致以衷心的感谢。


  这封信证实了我们的预期，即敌对国家的女性能够超越对祖国的忠诚与热爱，与敌国的女性团结一心。再者，真正有文化的女性永远不会失去人性。


  如果英国女性能够对各国人民一视同仁，切实减轻人们的痛苦和悲伤，缓解焦虑，那么请她们接受德国女性最热忱的感激，我们将心比心，承诺将与她们做出同样的行动。在战争时期，我们被参战各国人民共同承受的、难以名状的痛苦凝聚起来，各国的女性都热爱正义、文化与美，而战争却将一切毁灭殆尽。各国的女性都仇恨战争中的暴力、残忍行径及其造成的毁坏。


  作为生命的创造者和守护者，女性势必憎恶摧毁生命的战争。各国众多女性之间的姐妹情谊如同明日的曙光，穿过敌对双方战争的硝烟和炮火的轰鸣，穿过死亡、恐惧、毁坏、无尽的痛苦和忧虑，照亮一个更美好的未来。


  望女性情谊为德国、英国和其他国家之间的友好关系打下无法撼动的根基，最终为各族人民建立起一道强有力的国际准则，让欧洲的人民永远不再陷入战争之中。


  向与我们感同身受的英国姐妹们致以最热情的祝福！


  ——信件10

  欧洲万岁！


  贾函·辛格致萨达·哈尔班斯·辛格


  1916年7月25日


  第一次世界大战开始后几个月，正值征兵高峰期，英属印度陆军号称拥有548311名愿意为大英帝国出生入死的士兵；四年后，战争结束时，已有超过100万印度士兵自愿参战，其中75000人英勇牺牲。毫不夸张地说，如果没有他们的参与，这场大战的结果可能会截然不同。仅驻扎在欧洲的印度士兵每周寄出的信件就超过一万封，下面仅是其中的一封。1916年7月25日，一位驻扎在法国的锡克教印度士兵在一封家信中描述了当时的战争情况，他的名字叫贾函·辛格，从属于第十八枪骑兵团。这封信的原文为乌尔都语。


  ——信件正文


  1916年7月25日


  



  第十八枪骑兵团


  法国


  目前，战争的暴力程度已经达到了无法想象的地步。炮兵部队每秒发射数千枚炮弹，多到数不过来，至于步枪射击的强度则更是完全无法估量。下雨时，总是能看到几处没有被淋湿的地方，却没有任何一寸土地能免于步枪、炸弹和炮火的狂轰滥炸。如果按照每平方英寸（约6.5平方厘米）的地面上有5次射击来估算炮火的密度，那么很可能比较接近实际情况。敌军现在开始让步了。他们的损失十分惨重。机枪和大炮开火的频率甚至高于人们牙齿打战的频率。


  我们的勇士们所付出的努力应当为世人所知。如果人们看到我们的所作所为，就会忘记波拿巴的成就。我们的英雄怎样不顾性命地冲锋陷阵，碾碎敌人的头颅啊！一支又一支豪情万丈的军队，如同魔术师那随着笛声起舞的蛇，随节奏行进，然后猛然突袭。从未有人演奏过如此令人陶醉的音乐。浩浩荡荡的大军稳步向前推进，如同一头沿着公路行走的大象，轻轻地左右摇摆，凸显出士兵的英勇气概，就连敌军也一定赞赏不已。这场战争造就了成千上万位英雄，他们与波拿巴一样勇武而伟大。上天为我们的战士流泪不止，他们是多么杰出的勇士啊！欧洲万岁！你的英勇之名自古以来就已传遍世界！


  我该怎样向你描述这场战争呢？这里发生的事情让旁观的世界为之震惊。唉，可惜由于某些规定，我无法写得更详细，否则我会告诉你很多事件的详尽始末，细读之一定会让你的灵魂燃烧起来。


  ——信件11

  原子弹之雨将更猛烈地袭来


  路易斯·阿尔瓦雷茨致嵯峨根辽吉


  1945年8月9日


  1945年8月9日上午11时，在原子弹坠落在日本的一分钟之前（这是三天之内的第二颗原子弹），一架名为“艺术大师”的B-29轰炸机悄悄地从天上投下了三个金属罐。每个金属罐里装有一个美国物理学家路易斯·阿尔瓦雷茨设计的冲击波计量器和一封未署名的信。这封信由阿尔瓦雷茨和两位科学家同事共同写给日本核物理学家嵯峨根辽吉，他们曾经在伯克利共事，阿尔瓦雷茨请求他告知他的“领导们”，他们的城市将面临“尽数毁灭”。一个月之后，嵯峨根辽吉才看到这封信，它在距被原子弹摧毁最严重的长崎50公里处被找到。四年后，阿尔瓦雷茨和嵯峨根辽吉再次会面，这封信终于被署了名。


  ——信件正文


  1945年8月9日


  



  总部


  原子弹指挥部


  致：嵯峨根教授


  寄：您在美国期间的三位科学界前同事


  我们向您寄送这封私人信件，是为了敦促您利用作为著名核物理学家的影响力，去说服日本参谋本部，让他们相信，如果继续进行这场战争，贵国民众将承担可怕的后果。


  几年以来，您一直知道，如果一个国家愿意为必需的原材料付出高昂的成本，那么原子弹是可以造出来的。既然您已经目睹我们建设了生产车间，那么您心里一定很清楚，这些24小时运转的工厂的全部产出将用于轰炸您的祖国。


  在过去的三周内，我们已经在美国的沙漠地带试引爆了一枚原子弹，向广岛投了一枚，并于今天上午发射了第三枚。


  我们恳请您向领导们证实这些事实，并且尽全力阻止他们继续损毁和浪费生命，如果继续下去，只会导致贵国的全部城市尽数毁灭。作为科学家，我们对一个出色的发现被这样利用深感遗憾，不过我们可以向您保证，如果日本不立即投降，原子弹之雨将更猛烈地袭来。


  向我的朋友嵯峨根辽吉


  致以诚挚的问候


  路易斯·阿尔瓦雷茨


  



  最终签署于


  1949年12月22日


  ——信件12

  我们必须仇恨他们吗？


  克努特·弗兰克森致友人


  1937年7月6日


  1937年4月，出生于牙买加的机械师克努特·弗兰克森离开底特律的家，前往欧洲加入亚伯拉罕·林肯营，这是一个希望在西班牙战争期间帮助人民击败佛朗哥和他的军队的组织，约有2800名美国志愿兵加入。抵达欧洲三个月后，弗兰克森给家乡的一位朋友写了一封掷地有声的信，想要解释为什么他身为一个黑人还要选择参加“几个世纪以来让我们沦为奴隶的两派白人之间的战争”。一年多之后，弗兰克森回到了家，遗憾的是，不久之后他就在一次道路交通事故中不幸丧生。众所周知，佛朗哥最终获得了胜利。他一直统治着西班牙，直到1975年去世。


  ——信件正文


  1937年7月6日


  



  阿尔瓦塞特，西班牙


  我亲爱的朋友：


  我敢肯定，你还在等我详细解释这场斗争与我有何关系。这是一场白人之间的战争，他们几个世纪以来一直把我们当作奴隶，对我们施加各种侮辱和虐待，实行种族隔离；而我作为一个这些年来一直在为同胞的权利而奋战的黑人，今天却来到西班牙，究竟是出于什么原因。


  因为我们不再是一个独自与无可匹敌的巨人进行无望的战斗的少数群体，因为，亲爱的朋友，我们加入了一支伟大的进步力量，成为其中的积极分子。一小群追逐权力到发狂的堕落分子策划了这场战争，而我们肩负着拯救人类文明免遭毁灭的责任。因为如果我们在这里击溃了法西斯主义，我们就能让身处美国和世界各地的同胞免于遭受犹太人民在希特勒的法西斯铁蹄下所经历的那些恶毒迫害、大规模监禁和屠杀。


  我们只需想一想同胞们所遭受的私刑。我们只需回顾美国历史上那段痛苦的记忆，沾满了黑人的鲜血、散发着挂在树上的同胞们的尸体燃烧的臭味的回忆；饱受折磨的亲人的呻吟声令我们万分痛苦，耳朵、手指、脚趾从他们尚有感知的身体——被烧红的拨火棍穿刺的身体——上被切掉作为纪念品。这一切都是因为奴隶主在这些迫害奴隶的（白人）男女的头脑里灌输了一种仇恨，而奴隶主一边将他们和我们所有人一起踩在脚下，吸着我们的血，一边躺在通过剥削我们获得的利益之上安然入眠。


  但是，对于这些如同饿狼般追捕我们的嗜血者，我们必须仇恨他们吗？我们必须不断地为奴隶主们点燃的这股怒火煽风添柴吗？这些服务于奴隶主的男男女女是否该为主人的计划，以及迫使他们陷入如此堕落境地的各种情境负责呢？我觉得不应该。他们只是那些无耻的奴隶主手中的工具。他们和我们一样饥饿，和我们一样生活困苦，衣衫褴褛。他们也被奴隶主掠夺，在一个腐朽肮脏的体系中抬不起头来。他们是与我们共患难的兄弟姐妹。很快，他们和我们都会明白这一点。很快，他们和我们之中将会出现许多个安杰洛·赫恩登[3]，带领我们对抗那些将生活建立在我们腐烂的血肉上的恶人。我们会将这些人一举击垮，建立一个新社会，一个和平与富足的社会。这个社会没有肤色分隔线，没有黑人专用车厢，也没有私刑。亲爱的朋友，这就是我为什么来到西班牙。


  在西班牙的战场上，我们为维护民主制度而战。在这里，我们正在为世界和平、为黑人同胞乃至全人类的解放打下坚实的基础。在这里，我们正在进行人类历史上最激烈的斗争之一。这里没有肤色分隔线、没有歧视、没有种族仇恨，只有一种仇恨，那就是对法西斯主义的仇恨。我们知道我们共同的敌人是谁。西班牙人民是一个可爱的民族，对我们的经历非常同情。下次我会给你讲讲他们的情况。


  我曾承诺不会进行说教，但从种种迹象来看，这封信似乎更像是一篇布道词，而不是给老朋友的信。但是，身处如此艰难的环境之中，我怎么忍得住呢？我试图写封亲密的信给你，但又很清楚自己越努力，越显得笨拙不堪。不过，你明白我的真心诚意，你拥有智慧和耐心，这将让你理解和容忍我的所作所为。我相信，等我克服了这种压力后，很快就能够写出更亲密的信件来了。我意识到，我需要为自己的行为负责，这使我承受着巨大的压力。而且，我觉得我的所作所为让你很不愉快。


  千万不要认为这场可怕的战争带来的压力或者我们之间的千里之距已经改变了我对你的感情。我们的友谊对我而言意义重大，现在仍然如此。我很重视我们之间的友谊，因为它建立在我们志同道合的基础之上。我会尽一切所能来维护它。


  就算在天时地利的情况下，也没有人知道自己何时会死去。我作为一个现役的士兵，更是无从知晓死亡是远在天边还是近在眼前。不过，只要我还活着，就会一直和你保持联系。有时我走上前线，炮弹就落在我的身边，那一刻，我觉得死亡近在咫尺。回到基地后，我好像会从一个全新的角度看待生活。不知为何，生活变得更美好了。我会想到你、我的家人、我所有的朋友，继而开始比以往任何时候都更狂热地工作。为了打败法西斯恶兽，我们每个人都必须倾己所有。


  在这一切结束后，我希望能与你分享我的快乐。只有服务于意义重大的事业才能收获那种快乐，别无他法。我希望能够通过在这里为民主事业做出的奉献，来弥补我所犯下的错误。我愿你一切安好，企盼你能够原谅我，或许已经原谅了我。我衷心祝愿你生活幸福，希望当这一切结束后，我们能再次见面。如果某颗法西斯子弹让我不能如愿，请你不要担心。如果我在死去前一刻仍有意识的话，我想，我不会感到恐惧。我十分确定，我将为自己竭尽所能而感到满足。


  未来的某天再会。在这里我永远不知道什么时候能有时间写信。


  要做的事情太多，拥有时间太少。爱你。


  祝你健康。


  克努特


  ——信件13

  战争是残酷的，你无法让它变得良善


  詹姆斯·M.卡尔霍恩、E.E.劳森和S.C.威尔斯致威廉·特库赛·谢尔曼


  1864年9月


  1864年9月，美国陆军上将威廉·特库赛·谢尔曼只有一个目标，那就是占领佐治亚州亚特兰大市，疏散人群，然后将其烧毁，从而摧毁南方邦联军队的基础设施、武器以及继续战斗的意志。自从尤利西斯·格兰特将军任命他在美国南北战争中指挥西部战区军队以来，他就因出了名的“焦土策略”被人们所惧怕。在他的军队缓慢而坚定地朝这座城市进军的路上，他们收到了市长詹姆斯·M.卡尔霍恩的一封信，称市内的某些居民因为年纪太大或身体太弱而无法撤离。谢尔曼措辞激昂、对民众的困苦无动于衷的答复引起了轩然大波。他的部队很快就按照计划抵达了亚特兰大。


  ——信件正文


  1864年9月11日


  



  亚特兰大，佐治亚州


  致谢尔曼将军：


  我们是亚特兰大市市长和议会的两名成员（见署名），暂时作为本市人民表达他们的需求和愿望的唯一合法机构，我们以最诚恳和恭敬的态度向您请愿，恳请您重新考虑要求市民撤离亚特兰大的命令。这项举措看上去将面临极大的困难，带来巨大的损失，不过我们已经开始执行命令。在执行过程中，我们看到了实际情况和市民的个人状况，鉴于我们听取了他们关于撤离城市的不便之处、造成的损失和随之而来的痛苦的陈述，且表达意见的市民如此之多，以至于我们意识到，综合来看，这项举措确实将导致令人震惊和心碎的后果。许多贫困的妇女正处于妊娠晚期，有些人正在抚养年幼的孩子，而她们中大部分人的丈夫不是参军了，就是被关起来了或者死了。有人说：“我家里有一个病重的人，我走后谁来伺候他们？”也有人说：“我们该怎么办？我们没有别的房子可住，也没有办法购买、建造或租赁任何房子；没有父母、亲戚或朋友可投奔。”另一个人说：“我会想办法拿走一两件财产，尽管我非常需要其他的东西，但也不得不把它们留下来。”我们回答他们：“谢尔曼将军会把你的财产送到某地，然后由胡德将军接手。”他们会回答说：“但我想在某站下火车，从那儿开始就没有能乘坐的交通工具了。”


  我们仅需列举少数事实来说明该举措在实际情况中是如何进行的。随着你们不断推进，住在北部的人已经撤离了，在你们到来之前，很大一部分人已经退到了南边，所以目前南部地区很拥挤，没有足够的房子来容纳所有群众，我们得知许多人现在住在教堂和工具棚、储藏间等附属建筑中。在这种情况下，仍然待在城市里的人（主要是妇女和儿童）怎么可能找到任何住处？他们怎么能在树林里过冬呢？他们没有住所也没有生计，周围是一群即使有意愿也没有能力帮助他们的陌生人。我们只是描述了该措施导致的众多问题之中的一个而已，真实情况要糟糕得多。您知道，人民的悲哀、恐惧和痛苦是无法用言语来形容的，远超我们的想象，我们恳请您考虑这些因素。我们深知，您作为军队统领，事务繁多，因而不愿以此事打扰您，不过，我们仍然认为您可能没有考虑到这件事所带来的各种可怕后果，而且，我们希望您经过更多思虑之后，不会让这座城市的居民成为全人类历史上的例外，因为此前从来没有发生过这样的事例，至少在美国肯定没有发生过。这些可怜的人究竟做了什么，让他们被迫背井离乡去流浪，成为陌生人、被驱逐者和被流放者，依靠施舍生活？我们还不知道仍在市里的居民的人数。我们确信，其中很多人如果被允许留在家里，就可以在没有帮助的情况下生存数月，还有很多人能在不需要帮助的情况下生存更久。综上所述，我们最诚挚、最郑重地请求您重新考虑或修改这项命令，让这些不幸的人民能够留在家里，继续依靠他们仅有的微薄财产生活。


  敬上


  市长詹姆斯·M.卡尔霍恩


  议员E.E.劳森，S.C.威尔斯


  * * *


  1864年9月12日


  



  密西西比州军事总部


  作战中，亚特兰大，佐治亚州


  



  致詹姆斯·M.卡尔霍恩市长


  及亚特兰大市议会代表E.E.劳森和S.C.威尔斯：


  



  先生们：


  我收到了你们于11日寄出的信，请求我撤销将所有居民驱逐出亚特兰大的命令。我已详阅，并完全相信你们关于这项命令会带来种种苦难的陈述，但是我不会撤销命令，原因很简单，我下达这项命令并非为做善事，而是在为未来的斗争做准备，而斗争是为了维护亚特兰大之外数以百万计善良的人民的切身利益。我们必须争取和平，不仅仅是亚特兰大，而是整个美国的和平。为了确保这一点，我们必须阻止这场战争，它正在摧毁我们这个曾经快乐的、被上帝眷顾的国家。为了阻止战争，我们必须打败那些违反法律和美国宪法的叛军，所有人都必须尊重和遵守我们的法条。为了击败这些叛军，我们必须打出一条通往他们藏身之处的道路，同时配备好使我们能够实现目标的武器和工具。我了解到，我们的敌人报复心切，从这个季度开始，我们可能要进行为期多年的军事行动，我认为提前做准备是明智和谨慎的选择。如果将亚特兰大用于战争目的，那么它就无法继续作为民众的家园，这里将不会有用于维持家庭生计的制造业、商业或农业，因此迟早会迫使市民离开。如今撤离的安排都已经做好了，为何不现在就走，而非要等到两军在此开战、再现上个月的情景时再行动呢？当然，此时此刻我不认为会发生这种情况，但是，你们不要认为这支军队会一直在这里待到战争结束。我无法与你们充分地讨论这个问题，因为我不能透露我的计划。不过，可以确定的是，根据我的军事计划，这里的居民必须离开，我能做的只是再次提出我们所能提供的帮助，让他们向任何地方移居的过程尽可能地便捷和舒适。你们形容战争的词句不可能比我所举用的更严酷。战争是残酷的，你无法让它变得良善，那些给我们国家带来战争的人应当受到全国人民的唾骂与诅咒。我没有参与发动这场战争，我将会比你们任何人都做出更多的牺牲来确保和平的到来。然而，一个分裂的国家不能与和平共存。如果美国现在向国家分裂屈服，那么战争就不会停止，它将持续下去，我们国家的命运将和墨西哥一样，陷入永不停息的战争。联邦政府确实应该且必须在它掌控的所有地区维护其权威，哪怕是将压力减轻一点，此前的一切努力都将付之东流。我知道，这是我们的共同的国民感情。这种感情有多种呈现形式，但一切形式最终都会回归“联邦”。只要重新承认联邦，重新承认国家政府的权威，你们的房屋、街道和道路将不会再被可怕的战争征用，这支军队也将立刻成为你们的守护者和支持者，保护你们免受来自任何地方的危险。南方的动荡是一系列错误和激烈的感情导致的，我知道有些人陷入其中无法自拔，但是你们可以与他们划清界限，让我们知道哪些人支持联邦政府，哪些人想要战争和一座破败的家园。你们想要博得战争与苦难的同情，还不如去向雷暴求情来得容易。苦难是不可避免的，亚特兰大市民若想过上和平安宁的生活，唯一的方法就是让战争停止，而只有承认战争从一开始就是错误的，而且是因为反叛者自尊心作祟才一直打了下去，才能获得和平。


  我们不想要你们的黑奴、马匹、房屋、土地或者任何财产，只要求你们遵守美国的法律。我们定将达成目标，如果在这个过程中需要毁坏你们努力发展的城市，我们也无能为力。你们在报纸上读到的公众意见是由错误观念和激烈情绪推动的，你们在这方面越快查清真相越好。我重申一遍，根据最初的契约，联邦政府在佐治亚州拥有某些权力，这些权力从未被放弃，也永远不会被放弃；早在林肯先生就职、南方开始挑衅之前，南方就已经通过夺取堡垒、军火库、铸币厂、海关等行动拉开了战争的帷幕。在密苏里州、肯塔基州、田纳西州和密西西比州，我目睹成百上千的妇女和儿童在逃离你们的军队和亡命徒的过程中，忍饥挨饿，双脚血迹斑斑。在孟菲斯、维克斯堡和密西西比州，我们为数以千计的反叛士兵的家人提供了食物，他们被留在了当地，而我们无法眼看着他们饿死。如今，战争打到了你们的家乡，你们的感受就完全不同了。你们批判战争，但是却派遣一车车的士兵、弹药和铸模炮弹，将肯塔基州和田纳西州卷入战争。成百上千无辜民众只想在家乡、在祖先建立的政府的管理下过上安宁的生活，但是战争将他们的家园变得荒凉贫瘠，彼时，你们并未觉得战争有多可怖。不过现今，比较是无用的。我倡导和平，但我也相信，现在和平只能通过支持联邦政府和为之进行战争来实现，我发动战争的目的永远是早日取得胜利。我亲爱的先生们，当和平真正到来时，你们尽可以要求我做任何事情。到那时，我会和你们分享薄脆饼干，一起守护你们的家园，保护它远离来自四面八方的危险。但是现在，你们必须离开，带上年老体弱的居民，为他们提供食物，照顾他们，为他们在没有战火的地方建造更合适的住所，保护他们免遭风吹雨淋，直到那些疯狂的人的激情冷却下来，联邦政府重新获得应有的权力，届时和平将回归你们的家乡亚特兰大。


  百忙之中，你们真诚的


  W.T.谢尔曼


  总司令


  ——信件14

  战争之神


  霍雷肖·纳尔逊子爵致艾玛·汉密尔顿夫人


  1805年10月19日


  1805年10月21日，在五小时之内，由霍雷肖·纳尔逊中将率领的27艘英国海军舰艇与由33艘法国和西班牙舰艇组成的强大的联合舰队在西班牙西南部海岸交火，这是拿破仑战争中的一场著名战役，称“特拉法尔加海战”。英国人大获全胜，拿破仑·波拿巴的进攻计划落空了，然而这场战役死伤惨重，纳尔逊英勇牺牲。战役开始前两天，纳尔逊意识到他可能再也见不到他的情妇艾玛·汉密尔顿夫人了，于是提笔给她写了一封信。在他死后，人们在“胜利”号战舰的办公桌上发现了这封未完成的信。


  ——信件正文


  “胜利”号，1805年10月19日


  



  中午，加的斯东南-东方向51海里


  我最亲爱的艾玛，我的挚友：


  敌人的联合舰队即将离开港口，我们收到了信号。这边风很小，所以不太可能在明天之前看到他们。愿战争之神眷顾我，让我事事顺遂，获得胜利。我要争取让我的名字永远在你和霍拉蒂亚心中占据最亲密的位置，我爱你们两个，如同爱我的生命。鉴于我将迎战前的最后一封信写给了你，希望上帝能让我活下来，在战役结束后写完这封信。愿上天保佑你，你的纳尔逊和勃朗特为你祈祷。


  10月20日上午，我们离海峡口很近了，但是风还没有吹到西边，因而联合舰队无法逾越特拉法尔加附近的浅滩。据统计，他们的战舰多达40艘。我估计是34艘战列舰和6艘护卫舰。今天早上有一组战舰出现在加的斯灯塔方向，不过海风徐徐，烟雾弥漫，我猜想他们会在夜幕降临之前进入港口。愿全能的上帝赐予我们胜利，让我们重获安宁。


  鉴于我将迎战前的最后一封信写给了你，希望上帝能让我活下来，在战役结束后写完这封信。


  ——霍雷肖·纳尔逊子爵


  ——信件15

  筋疲力尽但兴奋不已


  琼·万德雷致妹妹贝蒂


  1945年3月28日


  琼·万德雷于1920年出生于威斯康星州沃托马。1940年12月1日，她从明尼苏达州罗切斯特的护士学校毕业。次年，日本袭击了珍珠港，导致美国加入第二次世界大战。万德雷参加了美国陆军护士队，在北非和欧洲担任战区护士，一直履行职责到1946年，那时她已经晋升为中尉，并因为她的勤奋工作获得了八枚服役星章。1945年3月，她写信给妹妹贝蒂，讲述了盟军解放12A战俘营这一令人难以置信的事件。这里曾是一间精神病院，后来关押着数百名战俘，其中有些人身负重伤。


  ——信件正文


  1945年3月28日


  



  德国


  最亲爱的贝蒂：


  下班时，我听说我们的部队解放了距我们几公里远的黑彭海姆的一间战俘医院，那里有数百名病人。尽管天开始下雨，太阳落山了，我也筋疲力尽，但我还是想去看看那些被关起来的病人。没有人愿意冒险和我一起搭车过去，所以我只好穿上平常那件不合身的男式制服，戴着头盔，披上宽大的雨衣，口袋里装着我的配额内少得可怜的香烟和硬糖，独自踏上了泥泞的道路……而且没有申请批准。


  我小心翼翼地溜出帐篷，消失在黑暗里。我走了大约两公里半，全身都湿透了。这时，在一片漆黑中，我听到一辆没开灯的吉普车从我身后开过来。我走在道路正中间，因为只有沟渠中间的道路部分扫过雷。为了避免被撞倒，我大声喊道：“能不能搭个车？”


  吉普车停了下来。车里坐着第三师的恩格尔上尉，他要去医院评估和调查情况。看到我，他一脸惊诧，答应让我搭车往返。他出生在这里，会说一口流利的德语。我们一个月前曾在一场聚会上见过面。


  战俘营里有二百九十名美国人，他们穿着脏兮兮的衣服，饥饿难耐，伤痕累累。同时战俘营里还有俄罗斯人、法国人、意大利人、斯拉夫人和摩洛哥人。有些我们的同胞已经在那里待了七个月。他们用卫生纸盖住较小的伤口，用破布包住可怕的断肢，把军装夹克撕成条来固定简易敷料。他们的身体上布满了抓挠虱子造成的抓痕。


  早餐是一块大约5厘米乘10厘米大小的、被虫蛀过的黑面包，八到十个人每天分一条面包。午餐是一小碗去皮土豆汤，有时里面加一点点米。如果午餐没吃完，就加点水煮成晚餐。他们基本上每月刮一次胡子，偶尔会频繁一点。每月换一张干净的床单，盖毯则从不更换或清洗。如果他们吐在床上，就只能和呕吐物一起入睡。那些还能走路的人会照顾那些不能下床的人。


  在去年12月穿越阿登高地的过程中，德国人俘虏了两名美国医生，他们被送到这家医院来，用连最基本标准都达不到的医疗设施来诊疗八百名患者。我曾在西西里遇到过其中一位医生。这里没有护士，只有两位德国的X光技术员。


  在漫长的监禁生活期间，我们的士兵只被允许写一封信，但他们从未收到过任何答复。香烟是绝对没有的。能走到外面去的摩洛哥人用干杂草和包装纸制作成香烟，然后以高价卖给美国兵。由于缺乏护理，卧床的病人身上布满了溃烂的褥疮。唯一可用的药物就是吗啡。


  我们的部队曾绕过这个村庄，留下了一名与队伍走散的美国士兵。几个病人从他们的窗户看到他蹲在医院楼的角落里，手里拿着步枪。他们偷偷溜出去，把他带了进来，向他展示了他们可怕的生存环境。后来，他设法逃出去，找到同伴，带着他们一起回到这里，解放了医院。


  美国配发的救济送到时，士兵们哭了。走廊里堆满了并不适合这些饥饿的人和他们萎缩的胃的食物，不过我估计当时也只能提供这些了。所有能吃饭的人都把发给他们的食物全塞进了肚里，结果几乎所有人都感到恶心。能走路的人走到外面去呕吐，回来继续狼吞虎咽，然后再吐。他们只是想要体验食物的味道和咽下肚里的感觉，尽管回去的路上可能就要断粮了，但是他们毫不在意。


  如果一个美国人死了，德国人不会碰他。他们会让能够走路的美国兵把他抬出去，想办法处理尸体。如果有个人还没来得及吃他的黑面包和土豆汤就死了，剩下的人会争抢他的食物，通常最后的结果是每个人都咬（喝）一小口。


  你应该听听那些男人看到我穿过愁云密布、臭气熏天的病房时发出的欢快的叫喊声。我依次查看每一个病床。他们有好多问题，大家七嘴八舌地一起说话。有的人非常想要跟我说话，说到嗓子都哑了。其他人只是难以置信地盯着我看，有的人会摸摸我的脸颊、头发和手。还有的人摸着我粗糙、潮湿又脏旧的袖子，就好像它是用金丝布和绸缎做成的一样。泪水从我们的脸上滑落。每个人都想与我分享他们最近获得的香烟和食物……或者他们会说“如果你能等一下，我们可以给你煮点咖啡”。我的喉咙哽咽了。在那里你很难表现得心情愉快、无忧无虑。但是，他们想要的是欢笑，是和女人聊聊天……我尽力了。这时甜言蜜语最有用。


  村里的牧师私藏了一台收音机，可以用来收听美国广播。他会向美国医生转述新闻，而这些美国医生又会在晚上轮流巡视时，向士兵们低声传达关于战争进展的消息。


  大部分人一辈子都不会像我今晚那样受到如此优待。


  筋疲力尽但兴奋不已的


  琼


  ——信件16

  尊重它，并让它永存于心


  汤姆·奥沙利文致儿子康纳


  1996年9月16日


  波斯尼亚战争始于1992年4月，历时三年多，共计造成超过10万人丧生，超过100万人流离失所。1996年9月16日，即和平协议签署九个月后，汤姆·奥沙利文少校正在波斯尼亚服役，担任柯尔特营第六十七装甲部队第四（特遣）队的作战指挥官。那天是他儿子的7岁生日，于是他写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的康纳：


  我很抱歉不能回家陪你过7岁生日，不过，我很快就会离开波斯尼亚，回到你身边。你知道我有多爱你，这才是最重要的。在你生日这天，我脑海里只有一个念头，那就是身为你的父亲，我感到十分自豪，因为你是一个特别棒的孩子。


  我还记得你出生的那天，我感到多么幸福。那是我永生难忘的、最幸福的一天。你的身体小小的，长着浅色的头发。我不舍得让别人抱你太久，因为我想一直抱着你。那一天对我来说是那么特别，每年举行一次庆祝活动来纪念它，我认为是非常合理的。


  波斯尼亚没有商店，所以我没办法给你买玩具或纪念品作为生日礼物。不过，我寄给你的是非常特别的东西。它是一面旗帜。这面旗帜代表着美国，我每次看到它都感到自豪。当波斯尼亚本地人看到这面旗帜在我们的制服上、车辆上或是在我们的营地上空飘扬时，他们知道它代表着自由，对他们而言，还代表着多年战乱之后终于到来的和平。有时，这面旗帜对于他们的意义甚至比对于美国人民更重大，因为有些美国人尚不了解它所代表的牺牲精神，也不知晓它为波斯尼亚等地区带来的和平。


  1996年9月16日，这面旗帜在波黑北部波萨维纳走廊的柯尔特营第六十七装甲部队第四特遣队总部的旗杆上飘扬。它在你7岁生日之际为你升起，请你尊重它，并让它永存于心。


  爱你的


  爸爸


  ——信件17

  请放过它吧


  波比、莱昂内尔和弗里达·休利特致赫伯特·基奇纳勋爵


  1914年8月11日


  第一次世界大战期间被征兵的绝不仅限于人类。事实上，在为期四年的战争中，超过1600万只动物也参加了战争，包括马（用于运输）、狗（陪伴和安保）、鸽子（传递信息）、金丝雀（检测有害气体）和猫（在战壕里捕捉老鼠）。参军的动物数量庞大，其中大部分是民众贡献的家养动物，很多来自英国各地。毫不令人意外的是，并非所有公民都会毫不犹豫地放弃他们心爱的宠物。战争开始两个月后，英格兰维冈镇的三个孩子十分担心宠物马会遇难，于是写信给负责战争的大臣、陆军元帅赫伯特·基奇纳，恳求他不要带走它，并在信中附带一张照片。令他们惊讶的是，基奇纳的私人秘书很快就寄来一封回信，传达了勋爵的口信。


  ——信件正文


  1914年8月11日


  



  黑格的村舍，


  维冈。


  敬爱的基奇纳勋爵：


  我们写这封信是为了一匹小马，我们很害怕她会被您的军队带走。请放过她吧。爸爸说她明年年初就要当妈妈了，她今年17岁。她的离去会令我们非常伤心。我们已经提供了另外两匹马，而且我们家有三个人现在正在海军为您征战。


  妈妈和我们家所有人都可以为您做任何事情，但是求您让我们留下老贝蒂吧，请您在有人来征募之前尽快发送一份正式文件。


  您忠诚的、深受困扰的英国小朋友们


  P.、L.和弗里达·休利特


  * * *


  陆军部，


  白厅，南西敏市


  基奇纳勋爵要求我在回复你们8月11日的来信时说，他认为，如果你们将信件随附的便条出示给任何来问起这匹小马的人，它就能够安全地留在你们身边。


  “F.M.基奇纳勋爵先生已决定不得征用属于英国P.、L.和弗里达·休利特家矮于15手[4]的马匹。”


  * * *


  致我们敬爱的基奇纳勋爵：


  您真是位好人，允许我们留住亲爱的老贝蒂。我们每天都询问邮递员是否有信，您的事务那么繁忙，我们几乎不敢奢望您会有时间读到我们的请求，但是您的举手之劳，对我们而言却事关重大。真的非常非常感谢您。我们有您的照片，永远不会忘记您的善意。我们希望能为您和所有正在为亲爱的老英格兰和我们这些民众的利益工作与战斗的勇士们，贡献出我们的绵薄之力。


  永远感激您的英国臣民


  波比、莱昂内尔和弗里达·休利特，以及宠物马贝蒂


  上帝保佑基奇纳勋爵和英国国王


  ——信件18

  最非同寻常的场面


  雷金纳德·约翰·阿姆斯上尉致妻子


  1914年12月24日


  1914年的平安夜，也就是第一次世界大战开始五个月后，战斗在西线的数千名英国和德国士兵同意放下武器，从战壕中走出来，友好地互相问候。接下来的几天内，近10万名英国和德国士兵一起聊天、交换礼物、唱圣诞颂歌和踢足球。最重要的是，他们还能在不必担忧人身安全的情况下埋葬死者。12月24日晚上，也就是这段神奇的停战期开始的第一天，北斯塔福德郡军团第一营的“杰克”·阿姆斯上尉写信给他的妻子，描述了这件令人难以置信的事。战争结束后，阿姆斯回到了家人身边，于1948年逝世。


  ——信件正文


  1914年12月24日


  我刚刚经历了人们能想象到的最非同寻常的场面。今晚是圣诞前夜，我例行来到战壕里履行职责。双方一直在交火，敌人的机枪正在向我们猛烈射击。然后，大约7点的时候，射击停止了。


  当时我正在防空壕里看报纸，士兵在分发邮件，有人来汇报说德国人沿着前线点亮了他们战壕上的灯，我们已经相互呼喊了一阵圣诞节祝福和其他的话。我走了出去，听到他们大喊“不要开枪”，接着，不知怎的，战争前线的氛围变得一派祥和。我方所有人都走出战壕，坐在矮护墙上，德国人也这样做了，他们用蹩脚的英语和我们交谈起来。我爬到战壕上，用德语发话，请他们唱德国民歌，他们唱了一首，然后我们也唱了歌，很好听，双方都为对方鼓掌欢呼。


  有个德国人之前唱了一小段独唱，我邀请他再唱一首舒曼的歌。他演唱的《两个掷弹兵》悦耳动听。我们的士兵是很棒的听众，他们非常喜欢他的歌声。


  随后，我和波普走过去，与德军指挥官进行了交谈。他的一名手下为我们做了正式介绍。他先询问了我的名字，接着把我介绍给他的长官。他们想埋葬一些死在双方战壕之间的德国士兵，我同意了。我们还约定明天午夜12点之前不开火。我们谈话时，有十来个德国人聚在周围，我的脚离他们的战线只有一码左右。我们相互问好，他感谢我允许他们埋葬死者，我们商定了派遣士兵的人数，双方的其他士兵都必须留在战壕里。


  我们互相道了晚安，祝对方好好休息、圣诞快乐，之后敬礼告别，各自回到战壕。德国人唱了《保卫莱茵》，颇为动听。我们的士兵唱了《诞生佳音》，唱得很不错。互相道过晚安后，士兵们都回到了战壕里。在一个宜人的月夜，德国战壕上挂着小灯，两边的士兵成群结队地聚在矮护墙上，那真是一幅奇特的景象。


  有时，我们能听到远处的机枪声，偶尔听到一两次步枪开火。现在，我仍然可以听到那些远处的声音，但是我们四周安静极了。我容许几个士兵走出战壕，与一两个德国人在两条战壕中间见面。他们交换雪茄、抽着烟，聊了起来。与我交谈的指挥官希望我们在新年那天也能这样做，我说：“好，如果我还在这里的话。”我觉得，在睡觉之前，我必须先坐下来，写下这个圣诞夜的故事。当然，我们没有放松戒备，不过，我认为他们是会遵守规则的。尽管如此，我想，我整夜都会保持清醒，确保不会出事。感觉真怪，明天晚上我们又要开始激战了。如果我们按照约定度过了这一天，那么这将是一个令人永生难忘的圣诞节。唱歌的那个德国人的嗓音真是非常好听。


  我准备到战壕周围巡视一圈，看看一切是否安好。晚安。


  圣诞节。我们度过了一个相安无事的夜晚，而我们的左右两边的战线上一直在交火。在我们的战壕和对面敌人的战壕里，只有篝火在熊熊燃烧，偶尔能听到歌声和说话声。今天早上晨号一响，德国人就派人去埋葬死者。我们的士兵出去帮忙，双方在中间地带相见，三三两两地开始交谈、交换烟草作为礼物等等。我们整个上午都在交朋友、唱歌。我其实一直站在离他们的战壕不到一码的地方，与一名上校、几位参谋官和几名连长问候、交谈。一切顺利。按照我们事先做好的安排，双方士兵都不能靠近对手的战壕，而应该保持在两条战线的中间。整件事都非同寻常，士兵们并未感到尴尬，反而表现得友善、自然。我们还拍了几张照片，一队德国军官、一名德国军官和我，以及一队英国士兵和德国士兵。


  德国兵都是撒克逊人，长相英俊，他们只是在以一种男子汉的方式盼望和平，而且看起来精神饱满。我们的士兵和他们的士兵相处得轻松愉快，我对此感到十分惊讶。


  我们刚刚结束闲聊，准备去吃晚饭，并计划之后再出来见面，到黄昏再回去，（无法辨认的字迹）直到晚上9点，到时候战争将重新开始。我真不知道谁会先开火！他们说“如果你们向空中射击，我们也会这么做”之类的话，但是战争一定会继续的，明天我们将开始拼命互相厮杀。这天的“和平日”只是一个非同寻常的情况。得知能够休息一天，双方士兵简直喜出望外。


  他们的“歌剧演唱家”今晚会给我们唱一两首歌，也许我也会给他们唱一首。试着想象一下吧，两条战壕之间一片祥和，相距仅50码，双方的士兵此前可能除了时不时地能看到对方冒出一个头，都未曾谋面，而且也从未走出去站到战壕前面过。然后突然有一天，人们从两条战线后面纷纷走出来，在中间地带进行友好的交谈。有一个已婚男人，非常想要一张贝蒂和南希在床上的照片，我正好有两张，就给了他一张，几个德国人事后告诉我，他拿着照片四处炫耀。他给了我一张不久前刚收到的他和家人的合影。


  好了，为了今天能写完，现在我必须收尾了。刚吃完晚饭，猪排、葡萄干布丁、肉馅饼、姜、一瓶葡萄酒，并抽了一支雪茄。为家里所有人干杯，特别是你，亲爱的。现在，我得去外面监督士兵和德国人会面了。


  我尽量在这一两天之内再多写点。仔细保存好这封信，抄些副本发给大家。我想他们会感兴趣的。想来真有趣——独自走向敌军的战壕，与对方在中间会面，一起安排如何和平地度过圣诞节。这将是我永生难忘的经历。


  替我亲亲小宝贝们，把我的爱带给他们。给我写一封长信，告诉我所有的新鲜事。我希望我们拍的照片效果不错，你可能会在某些报纸上看到它们。


  你的


  （签名）杰克


  ——信件19

  我们将战胜康沃利斯和他的军队


  亚历山大·汉密尔顿致妻子伊丽莎白


  1781年10月


  1781年10月17日，在弗吉尼亚州约克镇的战场上，一名军官代表英国陆军司令查尔斯·康沃利斯站在战壕上挥舞一条白手帕，标志着为期三周的约克镇围城战役的结束。实际上，这也是美国独立战争的最后一场重大战役。英国被迫投降的一部分原因是亚历山大·汉密尔顿的行动，他在前几天晚上领导了一场双头进攻，夺取了两个英国堡垒（临时堡垒），此后，康沃利斯几乎没有回旋的余地。在他的战略取得成效后不久，汉密尔顿写信给他的妻子，告知她这一喜讯。两天后，他又写了一封信。


  ——信件正文


  约克镇，弗吉尼亚州，1781年10月16日


  我的伊莱莎，两天前，我的责任和荣誉迫使我下出一步险棋，严重威胁到了你的幸福。我下令进攻敌人的一个堡垒。我们很快就攻下了它，而且损失很小。你会在费城的报纸上读到详细情况。我确定之后不会再出现这样的事情了，剩下的问题都将通过洽谈的方法解决；如果还有，也不会轮到我来执行。


  * * *


  约克镇，弗吉尼亚州，1781年10月18日


  我今天才收到你9月3日的信，我的天使。很快就能将你拥入怀中的美好前景减轻了我没有收到你的消息而感到的不安。你父亲会告诉你最新消息的。明天，我们将战胜康沃利斯和他的军队。两天后，我很可能就会动身前往奥尔巴尼，我希望从现在起三个星期后就能拥抱你。我的爱人，你尽可凭感觉来想象，这一前景对我来说是多么愉快。只有你我二人能理解我此时快乐的心情。我没有时间细说了。让这一喜讯来弥补这封过于简短的信件吧。把我的爱送给你的妈妈、卡特夫人、佩吉和全家人。


  再见，我心爱的、迷人的妻子，吻你一千次，再见。


  爱你的


  A.汉密尔顿


  ——信件20

  为什么我们不能得到士兵的报酬？


  詹姆斯·亨利·古丁致亚伯拉罕·林肯总统


  1863年9月28日


  詹姆斯·亨利·古丁于1838年8月出生在北卡罗来纳州的一个奴隶家庭。[5]1863年2月，他加入马萨诸塞州第五十四步兵团——有史以来第二个由非裔美国人组成的军队——并参加了美国南北战争。9月，他给美国总统亚伯拉罕·林肯写了这封颇具说服力的信，清晰地表达了他对白人和黑人士兵工资差距的不满，这可能是他一生中最重要的贡献。他的请愿得到了重视，次年6月，新通过的一项法律弥补了这一差距，该法律要求无论何种信仰的士兵都应获得同等报酬。可惜的是，古丁永远都不会知道了——就在该法律颁布几个月前，他在战斗中受伤被俘，于1864年7月在战俘营里去世。


  ——信件正文


  1863年9月28日


  



  莫里斯岛，通信兵团


  亚伯拉罕·林肯阁下：


  敝人冒昧给您写信，请阁下谅解。由于战友的恳切请求，且此事与我的利益切身相关，我才将我们的共同申诉提交国家行政首长查阅：上月6日，部队付款主管通知我们，如果我们决定每月只收10美元报酬，他会支付我们这笔款项，但是，他认为，如果将此事上报国会，我们军团还能获得另外的3美元。他没有向我们保证结果将如他所愿。当然，他无权做出任何保证，我们也不能假设这件事与他的利益相符。目前的核心问题是，我们是士兵，还是劳工？我们全副武装，装备齐全，履行了一名士兵日常的各种职责，我们很守规矩，将军们没有任何一点不满，即使他们曾经对我们有偏见，现在也已经给予了我们应得的所有鼓励和荣誉；我们与其他士兵一起面对危险，为攻下第一个飘扬着邦联旗帜的据点付出了劳动；我们还做了更多，总统先生。如今，盎格鲁-撒克逊人的母亲、妻子或姐妹并不是唯一为逝去的儿子、丈夫或兄弟流泪的人了。耐心的、对国家充满信任的非洲人的后裔，为了捍卫联邦和民主，用鲜血染红了这片土地。尊敬的阁下，他们也在某种程度上深知压迫的铁蹄的残酷性，他们洒下热血所维持的，正是那种在过去的岁月里一直将他们不断碾成粉末的力量。但是，当战争的号角在这片土地上吹响，当人们分不清敌方和朋友时，黑人为国家献祭了自己的生命。然后，他却遭到拒绝。在战争的第一年，当联邦的军队节节败退、行政长官需要给饥饿的战争机器投入更多的“食物”时，黑人再次乞求获得帮助危难中的国家的权利，然后再次被拒绝。如今，他们终于参战了，表现如何？让他们卑微的身影站起来，走出詹姆斯岛的泥潭，给出问题的答案。把瓦格纳护墙周围的肥沃的土壤都翻起来，就会找到一个无可辩驳的答案。他们服从命令、耐心十足，像坚实的墙壁一样可靠。我们只是没有更浅的肤色，也不能熟练掌握字母表而已。尊敬的阁下，既然我们已经履行了士兵的职责，为什么我们不能得到士兵的报酬？您告诫叛军首领，美利坚合众国不会对她的士兵做出区分，无论信仰或肤色如何，她都坚持按照战争的惯例，平等对待所有士兵。如果美国要求叛乱分子也对士兵一视同仁，那么她自己是否也应该以身作则，言行一致，给所有士兵支付同样的报酬？我们军团里的黑人不是“叛逃南方联盟入伍”的。但是我们也不希望政府认为，我们服役比前奴隶服役更有意义。前奴隶参军无疑对国家很有价值，国会明确做出了关于他们的规定，鉴于他们是由于军事需要而被解放的奴隶，政府将承担起他们的临时监护人的责任，但这种情况不适用于我们。我们生而自由，因而我们拥有在法律允许的范围内为自己思考和行动的权利。我们认为自己不属于“叛逃南方联盟入伍”法案中所约定的主体。先生，我们向您请愿：作为国家的行政长官，请公正地对待我们。我们军团希望得到保证，让我们为国家提供的服务得到尊重和认可，按照美国士兵而不是卑微的仆从的标准来获得报酬。您可能很清楚，黑人生活穷困，如果每月能多收到3美元，那么一年的报酬将足以让我们为困窘的妻儿供应生活所需。如果您作为国家首席行政长官，可以确保我们得到全部工资，我们会很满足，我们的爱国主义和奋斗热情将获得新的驱动力，我们会继续贡献力量、为国家服务。尽管我们摆出了冷漠的态度，但并不意味着之前的满腔热情已经冷却，我们只是感觉，自己发誓要为国效忠，而她却看不起我们。希望您对此事给予一点关注。


  詹姆斯·亨利·古丁


  既然我们已经履行了士兵的职责，为什么我们不能得到士兵的报酬？


  ——詹姆斯·亨利·古丁


  ——信件21

  这是真事


  伊夫林·沃致劳拉·沃


  1942年5月31日


  英国小说家伊夫林·沃以发表于1945年的小说《故园风雨后》闻名。该小说出版前的五年里，他一直在军队服役，首先是在皇家海军陆战队，随后于1942年5月被调动到当时驻扎在苏格兰西南部的皇家近卫骑兵团。他很高兴，不仅因为能转变生活节奏，看看不同的风景，更是因为他的妻子劳拉正在远方的家中照看他们的三个孩子。她还怀有身孕，很快就要生下他们的第四个孩子。5月31日，在女儿玛格丽特出生之前仅十天，伊夫林拿起笔写下了一封信，这可能是他写过的最有趣的一封信，让妻子很开心。他在信中讲了一个关于一个老树桩、算错的数字以及炸药过量的故事。


  ——信件正文


  1942年5月31日


  亲爱的：


  收到你的来信真是太高兴了。我以为你已经被某种皮克斯顿瘟疫吞噬了。


  你知道埃尔伍兹的地址吗？我写了信给他，问候哈珀，没有收到答复。


  考尔斯小姐今晚就要离开了。除我之外，所有人都觉得很遗憾。我不得不安排她的所有行程，非常麻烦。她是一个开朗的、肆无忌惮的年轻女子。她想当选突击队的名誉上校，所以我提名了玛格丽特·罗斯公主。鲍勃正在从我手里吃东西。


  三号突击队非常渴望和格拉斯哥勋爵成为好兄弟，因而他们提出要为他炸毁一个老树桩。他非常感激，说不要破坏它附近的那片小树，因为它们是他的掌上明珠。他们说不会，当然不会，我们能把一棵树炸倒并让它精准地落在一枚6便士硬币上。格拉斯哥勋爵说，天哪，你们真聪明。为了这次大爆炸，他邀请所有人共进午餐。于是邓福德-斯莱特上校（获得杰出服役勋章）问他的部下，你有没有在树桩里放足够多的炸药。放了，长官，75磅（1磅约合0.5千克）。这些够吗？够的，长官，我通过数学计算得出这些炸药刚好够用。最好稍微多放一点。没问题，长官。


  邓福德-斯莱特上校喝完波特酒，派人去叫那个部下，让他最好在那个树桩上多放一点炸药。我不想让格拉斯哥勋爵失望。没问题，长官。


  接着，他们都出去看爆破，邓福德-斯莱特上校说，你会看到那个树桩向恰好不会碰到小树林的角度倒下。格拉斯哥勋爵说，天哪，你们真聪明。


  很快，他们点燃了导火索，等待爆破，结果这个树桩非但没有静静地侧身倒下，反而飞到了50英尺（约15米）高的空中，还带走了半英亩（约2023平方米）的土壤和整片小树林。


  那个部下说，我搞错了，应该是7.5磅，不是75磅。


  格拉斯哥勋爵非常沮丧，他一言不发地走回他的城堡。当他们沿路拐过弯看到城堡时，他们会发现那座建筑上每一块玻璃都被震碎了。


  于是格拉斯哥勋爵小声尖叫了一声，然后为了掩饰自己的情绪跑到盥洗室里，当他拉下冲马桶的塞子时，被炸得松动的整个天花板都掉在了他的头上。


  这是真事。


  E.


  ——信件22

  祖鲁人一下子扑了上来


  亨利·库林中尉致他的母亲


  1879年2月2日


  祖鲁战争是大英帝国殖民时代的丑陋证明：英国人入侵后，在南非祖鲁王国与当地人展开了一系列残酷的血战。1879年7月，经过六个月的战斗，数千人死亡，大英帝国终于击败了祖鲁军队，不过后者也给英国人造成了相当大的损失。第一次重大冲突发生在1879年1月22日，即伊桑德尔瓦纳战役。在这场战役中，近2万名祖鲁族战士获得了压倒性的胜利，杀死了1300多名侵略者士兵。英国人伤亡惨重，但在这当中，却仅有一名前线的军官存活了下来，他就是皇家炮兵团的亨利·库林中尉。幸运逃脱之后不久，库林写信给他的母亲，详尽描述了这场战斗。他的信是为数不多的来自前线的第一手资料之一，后来刊登在了《旗帜晚报》上。库林于1902年从英国军队退役，1910年到拉姆斯盖特定居。


  ——信件正文


  2月2日


  纳塔尔


  亲爱的妈妈：


  现在事态又平息了一些，我可以给你多讲讲发生的事。我相信你得到了真实的消息，因为我见到了第一个把消息带到彼得马里茨堡的人，我希望你没有过于担心。


  战斗开始的当天早晨3时30分，天亮之前，大部队出征，给我们留下两台大炮和大约70名士兵。约7时30分，有人看到在离营地约3公里的山上有大约1000个祖鲁人，于是我们也出动了。我们当时没有想太多，我只是暗自庆幸自己暂时获得了部队的指挥权。我带着枪和20个人出去备战，余下50人留在营地。我们在营地前一直保持着阵形（大约800米长），直到11点钟，敌人消失在了我们左侧的山丘后面，于是我们返回了营地。谁也不知道祖鲁人打算袭击营地。在上一场战斗中，我们经常看到同样规模的敌人军队，做梦也想不到他们会打过来。而且，我们共有大约600名士兵（正规军）、两台大炮，还有约100名其他职能的白人和至少1000名武装的土著。


  12点左右，士兵正在准备吃午餐时，又有人来报警，我们立刻出去迎战。这时史密斯少校已经从总部队归来，接过了指挥权。这样一来，我就不用负责移动大炮了。我们将大炮装好，比步兵先出发，占据了营地左前方的一个位置，从那里我们能够向几乎静止不动的大规模敌军发射炮弹。第二十四军团走过来，在我们的两侧摆好应对散兵团的阵形。祖鲁人很快分散成众多小队，围绕在营地边，一直排列到我们看不见的地方。


  我们无法估计具体有多少敌人，山上密密麻麻全是祖鲁人。他们迎着步兵和我们的大炮稳步前进，我相信，所有负责保卫营地后方的土著都很快就逃跑了，只剩下我们这一侧的防守。很快，子弹从我们头侧呼啸而过，开始有人陆续倒下。


  祖鲁人仍然继续前进，我们开始发射炮弹，但上面的命令是开炮一两轮就后撤。


  这时，在我的小分队里，有个人的头被打中了，另一个人受了伤，身体侧面中弹，还有一个人手腕被击中。史密斯少校的手臂也中弹了，但他还能履行职责。当然，没有人有空去照料伤者。接到撤退命令时，我们立即行动起来，但差点没来得及撤走，祖鲁人一下子扑了上来，一名士兵还没爬到炮架上的座位里就被杀死了（被刀刺死）。因为没有时间爬上炮架，大多数炮手都直接跑走了。


  我们一路小跑回到营地，想去占据另一块阵地，却发现它已经被敌人占领了，他们正在刺杀那些跑出帐篷的人。我们直接穿过这群敌兵，来到另一侧，半路上几乎失去了我们所有的炮手，两名中士也有一个倒下了。我们希望从通往罗克河的道路撤退，但那里也全是敌人，我们被围困住了，只好跟随一群土著和营地服务人员跑下一条峡谷。路上有好多祖鲁人，他们砍杀着逃跑的人群。


  峡谷越往下越陡峭，最后大炮被卡住，无法再前进了。不一会儿，祖鲁人步步逼近，炮车队仅存的负责拉炮的人也被拖下马杀死了。这时，我没有看到史密斯少校，可是一分钟前我还和他在一起。


  我们的大炮不会被长铁器毁坏，我们没有时间多想，只想着保护大炮到最后一刻。


  大炮一被敌人夺走，我就骑着马随人群落荒而逃。我不知道我们之中有多少人成功逃脱了；到处都是祖鲁人，我看到四周都是倒在地上的人。我们走了大约8公里，来到了河边的一处悬崖上，祖鲁人还在后面紧追不舍。我们不得不沿着悬崖的侧壁爬下去，顺利爬下来的人只剩不到一半了。不少人直接摔了下去，其中包括史密斯少校。这时，祖鲁人赶到了，朝正在往下爬的我们开枪射击。我安全地下来了，来到了一条河边，河水很深，水流湍急。有几个人在试图游过去时，被水流卷走了，还有些人被从上面射下来的子弹打死了。


  幸好我的马直接游过去了，马的尾巴、马镫皮带上还挂着三四个人。过了河之后，我们就相对安全了些，不过后来有很多没有马的人没跟上队伍，也被杀死了。我感觉就像在做梦一样，简直不敢相信这是事实。整个过程从头至尾没有超过一小时。许多人逃离了营地，但在撤退过程中被杀。第二十四军团的长官和士兵无一生还，他们只能靠双脚逃跑，而且都在营地的另一边。我在河边看到了其中两个士兵，他们没有和队伍在一起，但后来有人在我们这一侧的河边发现了他们的尸体。


  留在营地里的50个人中，有8人设法骑着我们留在营地的备用马逃跑了。我的支队中只有一名中士成功逃脱。我们总共损失了62名士兵和24匹马，整个炮兵部队损失了一半人马。


  那些逃走的人在离开时只穿了衬衫，连一块布都没带。我们晚上总是睡在堡垒或马车圈起来的露天营地里，这些营地叫作拉格。几乎每晚都会下雨，而且很冷，非常不舒服。


  我们每个人顶多有一条毯子，你可以想见我们过得有多艰难。起初几天我简直精疲力竭，现在已经好多了。


  没人知道会发生什么。我们已经建起了坚固的防御工事，如果我们受到攻击，这里也会相对安全。我们唯一害怕的就是疾病。晚上，堡垒里挤着50名伤病员，800个人被圈在这么小的一片地方，气味令人作呕。幸运的是食物很充足，我们至少能支撑三个月。所有的间谍都已经被枪毙了，我们处理了三四个。


  此前，他们可以去任何地方，我们的灾难在很大程度上是由于他们准确掌握了将军的动向。这将在英格兰引起多么大的震动和愤慨啊。


  我们的兵力布置不太合理，守营的安排也不好，但是总兵力应该是足够的，不应该只留下小队人马，等着被10—15倍人数的敌军攻击。正如你听说的，这场战役没有伤员存活下来，所有受伤的人都以最残酷的方式被杀死了。我在撤退途中看到了几个受伤的人，他们都在大声呼救，因为他们知道可怕的命运在等待着他们。史密斯-多里安是第九十五军团的一个年轻人，我看到他下马试图帮助一个伤兵。他的马立刻就被一枪打死了，他不得不赶紧逃命，他能逃脱真是奇迹。你会在报纸上读到各种各样的说法，那全是谎言。大多数成功保命的人都是志愿者和当地的特遣队军官，他们信口胡诌。我们听说将军给6个军团和1个骑兵旅发了电报。即使有这些军队的参与，也需要很长时间才能结束这场战争。军队需要几个月的时间才能适应这个国家，而且他们需要长长的列车才能装下所有行李，其实非常不适合在战场上作战。驻扎在殖民地的军队总是轻装上阵，在露天环境里睡觉。我们现在得不到土著的帮助了，他们不再相信我们了。


  你的信件仍然定期到达，阅读它们是一种享受。听说了艾米的事我很遗憾，但我相信那只是一次轻微的心脏病发作。很不幸，这将会大大推迟你的旅程。


  我很高兴爸爸身体依然健朗。如果天气一直这么恶劣，穿越海峡到法国旅行将是相当危险的。我想我这会儿肯定是要升职了，我确实希望自己能落得个好结果。如果我安全无虞地度过了这场战争，之后却被送到世界上某个偏远的角落，那将多么令人沮丧啊。


  所有成功逃脱的人都按顺序提交了报告，这些报告可能会被发表，所以你终将读到有关这场悲惨灾难的真相。我们可怜的将军看起来有些精神错乱了，所以我们什么也没做，即使他已经镇定下来了，估计也不会有什么行动。


  把我的爱送给家里的所有人，相信我。


  最爱你的儿子


  H.库林


  ——信件23

  这些事情对我而言不是小事


  罗德尼·R.查斯坦特上尉致他的父母


  1967年10月19日


  1967年10月19日，刚被提拔为上尉的罗德尼·R.查斯坦特自豪地写下了这封信，从越南寄回家，信中讲述了他最近晋升的消息。第二年，也就是1968年9月，他又写了一封信，解释说他需要继续履行职责，不能回国，是因为“我的经历非常宝贵。这份工作需要一个有良知的人”。不幸的是，仅一个月后，他就在一次行动中丧生了。


  ——信件正文


  1967年10月19日


  



  罗德尼·R.查斯坦特上尉


  第一海军陆战飞行联队，越南


  爸妈：


  你们的大儿子现在是美国海军陆战队的一名上尉了。我昨天刚刚晋升。参与选拔上尉的候选人共1640人，至今只有大约50人晋级。令我惊讶和高兴的是，我是50人之一。我的军衔生效日期是1967年7月1日，这意味着我实际上成为上尉已经有3个半月了。因此我还应该收到3个半月的补发薪资。这次晋升之后，我的年收入是9000美元。我单身，24岁，大学学历，任海军陆战队上尉，拥有价值1.1万美元的证券资产。初涉世事，我的开局不算差，对吗？


  据我所知，爸爸，你大概就是在我这个年纪结婚的。当时也正处于战争时期。我对父母生命中的那段时间真的知之甚少。你得找个时间给我讲讲你们当时的所做、所想，你们的计划和希望。


  妈妈，很感谢你的所有来信。你担心你写的一些事情都是无关紧要的，我能理解，但这些事对我而言却至关重要。我很想了解你们在做什么或家里其他人在做什么，任何关于你们的消息都好。你无法理解这些“无关紧要”的事件在这里的重要性。它们能帮助我继续做个有教养的文明人。有一段时间，当我读你的信时，我是一个正常人。我不杀人，也不担心被杀。当我读你的信时，我身上没有装配枪支和手榴弹。我好像在和大卫一起滑冰，或者穿过百货公司去换一个灯罩。了解到自己家人非常安全，知道他们生活在一个安全的国家，真是太好了。这个国家的安全建立在数以千计的牺牲之上。


  在菲律宾，我乘坐巴士沿着臭名昭著的巴丹死亡行军路线行进，路上经过了列着一排又一排白色十字架的墓地，成千上万的十字架。那是美国人的坟墓，被埋葬在菲律宾的美国人。我想到了日本、韩国、法国、英国、北非以及世界各地的美国人的坟墓。我为身为美国人而感到自豪，为身为海军陆战队员而自豪，为在亚洲作战而自豪。我要对那些在我之前离世的士兵负责，他们为世界安全，为人们能滑冰、能去百货商店换灯罩，做出了必要的牺牲。


  妈妈，这些事情对我而言不是小事，相反，它们至关重要。比起我在做的事，这些才是真正重要的事。我希望你能继续写那些“无关紧要”的事，因为那是我最爱看的。


  你的儿子


  罗德


  ——信件24

  以全人类的名义


  莫罕达斯·甘地致阿道夫·希特勒


  1939年7月23日


  1939年7月，在德国入侵波兰引发第二次世界大战的两个月前，印度独立运动领袖莫罕达斯·甘地给阿道夫·希特勒写了一封信，“以全人类的名义”恳请他维护世界和平。一年后，世界动荡不安，他又写了一封措辞更有力的信。甘地不知道，他的两封信都没有被送到纳粹德国的领导人手中，而是被英国统治下的印度政府拦截了。甘地也不知道，1937年末，在与政府特使爱德华·哈利法克斯勋爵会面时，希特勒曾建议英国人“刺杀甘地，如果这还不足以使印度国民大会屈服，那就刺杀一打国会的主要成员，如果这还不够，就杀200人，依此类推，你要明确地表示你是认真的”。


  ——信件正文


  1939年7月23日


  



  沃尔塔


  亲爱的朋友：


  朋友们一直在敦促我以全人类的名义给你写信，但我拒绝了他们的要求，因为我觉得写任何信都是鲁莽失礼的。然而，直觉告诉我，不能患得患失，无论成效如何，我都必须向你发出这一呼吁。


  很明显，如今你是世界上唯一能够阻止这场可能会让人类回退到野蛮状态的战争的人。你一定要为达成某个有价值的目标，付出如此高昂的代价吗？你会听从一个故意回避战争方法，却仍然取得了不少成就的人的呼吁吗？无论如何，如果我不该写信给你，希望你能原谅我。


  我一直是，


  你真诚的朋友


  M.K.甘地


  * * *


  1940年12月24日


  



  沃尔塔


  亲爱的朋友：


  我以朋友的身份称呼你，并非出于礼节。我没有任何敌人。在过去的33年里，我的事业就是与人们交朋友，争取全人类的友谊，不分种族、肤色或信仰。


  我希望你有时间且愿意了解，在普遍友谊学说影响下的相当一部分人是如何看待你的行为的。我们毫不怀疑你的勇气和对祖国的忠诚，也不相信你是对手们所描述的怪物。但是，你自己的著作和声明，以及你的朋友和崇拜者所写的东西，让人不得不确信你的许多行为是非常可怕的，与人类的尊严并不相称，尤其是对像我这样相信普遍友谊的人而言。你对捷克斯洛伐克的羞辱，对波兰的“强奸”和对丹麦的吞并，种种行为令人发指。我知道，根据你的人生观，这种掠夺行为应被视为美德。但是我们从小就被教导，应将它们视为有辱人类尊严的行为。因此，我们绝不可能祝愿你的军队胜利。


  不过，我们的立场是独一无二的——我们抵制纳粹主义，同样也抵制英帝国主义。要说有任何差异，那就是在抵制的程度上。五分之一的人类已经通过各种不忍细究的手段被英国踩在脚下。我们抵制它，并不意味着要伤害英国人民。我们力求改变他们，而不是在战场上打败他们。我们对英国的统治进行非暴力不合作运动。但无论是否能改变他们，我们都决心通过非暴力不合作的方式使他们无法统治。这是一种在本质上无懈可击的方法。这种方法基于这样的认识，即如果受害者在一定程度上不合作，无论是自愿的还是强制性的，任何掠夺者都无法达到目的。我们的统治者可以拥有我们的土地和身体，但无法控制我们的灵魂。只有彻底摧毁每一个印度人，包括男人、女人和小孩，他们才能让我们合作。确实，不是所有人都能上升到那种英勇的程度，恐惧能使反抗者屈服，但那是无关紧要的。因为，如果在印度有相当数量的男人和女人宁可献出自己的生命也不愿向掠夺者屈膝，同时对掠夺者也没有任何恶意，那么他们就指明了一条摆脱暴政、通往自由的道路。请你相信我，你会在印度发现数量惊人的这样的男人和女人。过去的20年里，他们一直在接受这种培训。


  过去半个世纪以来，我们一直在努力摆脱英国的统治，独立运动从未像现在这样，如此接近成功。最强大的政治组织（我是指印度国民大会）正在试图实现这一目标。通过非暴力不合作的手段，我们已经取得了相当的成就。我们正在摸索正确的方法来打击英国势力，他们代表着世界上最有组织的暴力行为。你的所作所为与他们不相上下。至于德国和英国哪个组织得更好，还有待观察。我们知道英国的铁蹄对我们和世界上的非欧洲民族意味着什么。但我们永远不会希望在德国的援助下结束英国的统治。我们在非暴力不合作中发现了一种力量，如果组织起来，它无疑可以与世界上所有最暴力的力量加在一起相抗衡。正如我之前所说，采用非暴力不合作的方法永远不会失败。同样是“决一死战”，非暴力不合作运动却不涉及杀戮或伤害，而且不需要钱，不需要由科学支持的破坏手段（你们在这方面的技术已经炉火纯青），就可以实行。令我惊讶的是，你没有意识到，任何人都无法垄断由科学支持的破坏手段。如果英国人没做到，其他力量也一定会以你的战略为基础进行改进，用你自己的武器打败你。你没有给人民留下会让他们感到自豪的遗产，他们不会为吟诵残忍的事迹而感到骄傲，无论它们策划得多么巧妙。因此，我以全人类的名义呼吁你停止战争。请将你与英国之间的所有争议事项提交给你们共同选择的国际法庭，这么做你不会有任何损失。如果你在战争中取得胜利，并不能证明你是对的，只会证明你的破坏力更强，而公正的法庭的裁决将尽人力所能去证实哪一方的诉求更合理。


  你知道，不久前我曾呼吁所有英国人接受我的非暴力不合作运动。我这样做是因为英国人认为，我虽然是叛逆者，但也是朋友。我对你和你的人民来说都是陌生人。我没有勇气像对英国人那样向你们呼吁。我并不是说这对你们和对英国人不会有相同的效力，只是我目前的提议更简单，因为它更加实际、更为人们所知。


  在欧洲人民渴望和平的时节，我们甚至暂停了自己为和平所做的斗争。我这双对大众声音很敏锐的耳朵，听到了数百万欧洲人无声地呼喊着和平，在一个对你个人而言可能毫无意义，但对他们却意义重大的时刻，要求你为和平做出一些努力，应该不算过分吧？我本来打算向你和墨索里尼先生同时发出呼吁，我在访问英国期间作为圆桌会议代表曾在罗马有幸见过他。我会对上述内容做出必要的改动，希望他也能听到我的呼吁。


  你真诚的朋友


  M.K.甘地


  ——信件25

  含[6]的子孙


  M.W.萨德勒致《自由民》报纸


  1898年7月30日


  1898年7月1日，西班牙士兵和古巴士兵想要在埃尔卡尼战役中占领古巴的圣地亚哥并击退美国军队。他们的努力没有成功，在准将亨利·韦尔·劳顿的带领下，美国最终取得了胜利。几周后，由于没有在出版物中看到这场战役的报道，一位参与击败西班牙人的名叫M.W.萨德勒的士兵写信给《自由民》报纸，骄傲地炫耀他所在兵团的成就。


  ——信件正文


  1898年7月30日


  敬爱的先生：


  我想提请您注意美国第二十五步兵团在迫使圣地亚哥投降过程中扮演的英勇角色。我们部队没有随队记者，看起来也没有人替我们发声。


  我们部队的士兵以石为枕、用手垫头睡了半夜。7月1日早晨，我们迎着朝霞醒来，没有任何食物。我们排成一队前进，经过了半天的艰苦跋涉，成功抵达埃尔卡尼的血腥战场。我们是所属兵团的最后一支军队。行军路上，我们遇到了几队身穿白衣的战友，他们正在从这个西班牙要塞往回撤退。返程的士兵们对正在向前行进的我们说：“再前进也没有用。西班牙人待在易守难攻的堡垒里，你们去了只有死路一条。”但是，我们部队的勇士们仍然毫不犹豫地继续向前线挺进。


  几分钟后，我们到达了目标位置。由C、D、G和H连士兵组成的第二十五步兵团的第一部队受命排在最前线进行射击，虽然其他军队指挥官比我们的指挥官级别更高，但是我们还是优先于其他军队上阵。命令一响，我们就开始行动了。敌人在向北约900米处，2000名敌兵被坚固的石凿防御工事围住，几座石砌堡垒之间竖着防护墙，而我们部队共有507人。我们在丛林和沟壑的掩护下前进了大约200米。接着，艰难的时刻到来了。我们来到一片毫无遮掩的战场，敌人开始从坚固的防御工事里朝我们开火，无数躲在棕榈树和其他地方的神枪手向我们发射子弹……


  我们的人开始倒下，许多人再也没能站起来，然而，我们稳步向前推进，射击非常高效，以至于西班牙人开始变得焦躁不安，朝我们乱打一气。当他们看到我们是“有色人种士兵”时，就知道厄运已经注定。他们不敢把头探出防御工事的上边沿，因为每冒出一个头，西班牙士兵就少一个。


  我们继续前进，直到距离防御外墙约136米处；接着听到了庄严的命令：“冲锋！”每个人都站起身来，径直向前冲，越过铁丝网，打了进去。第二十五步兵团占据了最具优势的位置。


  军官们死伤惨重，C连不得不由军士长S.W.塔利亚费罗指挥，他英勇地接过了他的军衔委以他的责任……连队的指挥官在行动刚开始时就被炸弹炸伤了。


  如今，我们的同胞应该看到，我们的父辈在20世纪60年代所表现出的冷静和勇敢的精神已经传给了他们生于20世纪90年代的孩子。如果有任何人怀疑有色人种士兵是否适合上战场，那么在步枪射击、炮火轰鸣、炮弹爆裂、大地颤抖的时刻，请他去问第二十四和第二十五步兵团、第九和第十骑兵团的指挥官们吧，去问问劳顿将军、肯特将军和惠勒将军，这些兵团隶属于他们的军队。


  西班牙人称我们为“黑鞋底”，还说向我们开枪是没有用的，因为钢铁和火药无法阻止我们。我们只希望同胞兄弟们也能过来，帮助我们向世界证明，真正的爱国主义就在含的子孙心中。我们需要一些黑人领导者来创造战争纪录，这样他们的名字就可以载入史册，我们用鲜血所付出的代价将得到回报。


  M.W.萨德勒


  D连军士长


  第二十五步兵团


  ——信件26

  一切都要完了


  玛莎·盖尔霍恩致埃莉诺·罗斯福


  1938年3月


  在长达半个多世纪的辉煌的职业生涯中，著名战地记者玛莎·盖尔霍恩周游了全世界，报道了众多战争冲突，包括西班牙内战、冷战，以及大多数其他战争。1936年12月，在佛罗里达州基韦斯特一家名为“邋遢乔”的酒吧里，她遇到了作家欧内斯特·海明威并爱上了他。几个月后，他们决定一起前往西班牙，她将在那里为《科利尔》杂志报道西班牙内战。1938年3月，他们在迈阿密度假结束后返回西班牙的途中，盖尔霍恩写信给她的朋友、第一夫人埃莉诺·罗斯福，谈及她对欧洲局势感到焦虑不安，并正确地预测了一年后的另一场世界大战。


  ——信件正文


  1938年3月


  



  皇家游轮玛丽皇后号


  亲爱的R夫人：


  我想见你，一直希望你在华盛顿，我可以去那里，结果你去西部了。周日晚上，我在圣路易斯决定乘船离开，周三早上起航，这样一来，反正也没有时间做任何其他事情了。


  从西班牙传来的新闻真可怕，太糟糕了，我觉得我必须回去。一切都要完了……我想去那里，追随那些反法西斯主义者。如果战争有幸存者，我们可以带他们去捷克斯洛伐克，过上美好的生活。眼见下一场世界大战离我们越来越近，我感到很无助，愤怒得发狂。我认为自1918年以来，三个民主国家在历史舞台上没有发挥应有的作用（我国也和它们一样有罪）。最近英国政府的行为超出了人们对可耻、虚伪、无能的政府的想象，但我国和法国也没做多少了不起的事。即将到来的战争将以同样的方式进行：年轻人会死，最优秀的人会先死，年长而有权势的人会活下来，而他们无法维护和平局势。生活中我所在乎的一切，在战争中都是无稽之谈。我爱的所有人都将英年早逝，留下未竟的事业。我相信民众也有责任，他们无知、恐慌、懒散，但最初的错误不是他们造成的。他们什么也控制不了，对虚假信息和误导全盘接收，之后他们可以用自己的生命为代价去抹除他们所犯的错误。


  我不相信我们之中任何人当下所做的任何事情是有用的。我们只是不得不这样做。写文章、做演讲，希望有人能听见和理解。如果他们听见了，也理解了，那又如何。全世界都要承受《我的奋斗》的作者即将带来的毁灭，而这个人连半页纸的话都写不清楚。


  我希望能够见到你，不过你不会太喜欢我的。我已经愤怒到骨子里了，我恨眼前的一切。我知道西班牙是什么情况，因而我也可以清晰地看到其他地方会怎样。我想，也许现在唯一一个你不必思考，只需要用身体去（徒劳地）对抗你讨厌的东西的地方，就是前线了。不过这么做也没什么用处……西班牙的战争只是一类战争而已，下一场世界大战将是我们这个时代最愚蠢、最虚假、最残酷的一次背叛。原谅我写了这封义愤填膺的信，我写不出任何其他的东西了。


  爱你的


  马蒂


  ——信件27

  我已在此为国奋战


  约翰·杜斯伯里致他的母亲


  1916年9月


  1916年7月1日，英法士兵在法国北部向德国军队发起进攻，打响了索姆河战役。这是第一次世界大战期间尤其惨烈的四个半月，300万士兵为他们的国家而战，其中成千上万的人战死沙场。仅开战第一天，就有近2万名英国士兵阵亡。约翰·杜斯伯里是一名来自东约克郡的25岁的下士，在舍伍德森林步兵团第二营服役。1916年9月13日上午，他和战友们的任务是攻击被称为“金奇四边形”的德国战壕。杜斯伯里身中数枪。临终前，他给母亲写了一封信。经过了好几个月的悲痛之后，他的母亲终于收到了这封连同其他遗物一起寄到的信。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的母亲：


  我在写这封信时已经受了重伤。我们的营队干得不错，向前推进了大约1.2公里。我正躺在一个弹坑里，臀部和背部有两处伤口。我不能动，也不能爬。我已经在这里待了24小时，一个活人都没见到。我希望您能收到这几句话，我对于有人能来把我带走不抱什么希望了，不过，您要知道，我已经在此为国奋战1年8个月，能在履行职责时死去，我感到十分高兴，希望这能为您带来些许安慰。


  务必向自我到这里以来所有对我非常好的表兄弟们、向亚瑟和哈利以及所有斯温弗利特的人致以最诚挚的爱。亲吻并拥抱您。


  ——信件28

  睡个好觉，我的爱人


  布赖恩·基思致戴夫


  日期未知


  1940年6月，也就是第二次世界大战开始后不到一年，意大利与纳粹德国联手，导致战争蔓延到北非，直到1943年5月盟军获胜，北非的战争才终于结束。五个月后，驻扎在北非的两个士兵相遇、相知，想象着有朝一日能一起回家，可惜这个愿望没能实现，因为只有布赖恩一人踏上了回家的旅途。离开战场很久之后，他写下了这封信，纪念他第一次听到爱人的声音。这封信刊登在1961年9月版的《一》杂志上。这是一本开创性的、支持恋爱自由的杂志，于1953年首次出版。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的戴夫：


  这封信是为了纪念我们相遇一周年——1943年10月27日，在北非，我第一次听你唱歌。那首歌让我想起了我所有最快乐的时光。美国士兵演艺团的回忆——防空气球制成的帘子——可可罐做的聚光灯——排练到深夜——还有一个英俊的男孩，拥有美妙的男高音歌喉。卡纳斯特尔一家剧院的开幕之夜——也许是麝香葡萄酒喝多了点，还遇到了知己。在奥兰美丽而庄严的市政歌剧院里演出的那些激动人心的日子——一个误解——在舞台侧面，开幕合唱前一刻，明白对方的心意。


  金鸡酒吧的酒——旅店餐厅的晚餐——一枚戒指和一个承诺。第一装甲师的演出——麝香葡萄酒、苏格兰威士忌、红酒——不得不把某个人从卡车里抬下来，放进帐篷睡觉。倾盆大雨的夜晚，非洲平原的一棵孤树下，两个淋得透湿的美国兵。一辆借来的法国敞篷车——温暖的硫黄泉，凉爽的地中海，只有配额食物和热可乐的野餐。两个中尉，聪明到能读懂乐谱，但又不够聪明，没有意识到我们想要独处。一个古怪的钢琴演奏者——比赛——悲惨的白天和孤独的夜晚。在一个寒冷的夜晚，风很大，我们爬进一个美国军队剧院的窗户，在后台的简易小床上拥抱着睡着了——当我们醒来，意识到我们竟然神奇地没有被发现时的震惊。开快车前往海边的一处悬崖——拍摄照片，葡萄园里，在紫色葡萄和藤叶阴凉下停留片刻。


  我们被告知可以准备回家时的快乐——当我们得知不能一起回去时的痛苦。非洲星光熠熠的、天鹅绒般漆黑的夜空下，一片僻静的海滩上的道别，我站在海堤上，看着你所在的车队消失在地平线，眼泪止不住地流下脸颊。


  我们发誓我们会“回家”再聚首，但是命运早已注定——你未曾回家。那么，戴夫，我希望，无论你身在何处，这些回忆对你来说都和它们对我一样珍贵。


  晚安，睡个好觉，我的爱人


  布赖恩·基思
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  Letters of Note was born in 2009 with the launch


  of lettersofnote.com, a website celebrating


  old-fashioned correspondence that has since


  been visited over 100 million times. The first


  Letters of Note volume was published in October


  2013, followed later that year by the first


  Letters Live, an event at which world-class


  performers delivered remarkable letters


  to a live audience.


  



  Since then, these two siblings have grown side


  by side, with Letters of Note becoming an


  international phenomenon, and Letters


  Live shows being staged at iconic venues


  around the world, from London’s Royal Albert Hall


  to the theatre at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles.


  



  You canfind out more at lettersofnote.com and


  letterslive.com. And now you can also listen to the


  audio editions of the new series of Letters of Note,


  read by an extraordinary cast drawn from the


  wealth of talent that regularly takes part in


  the acclaimed Letters Live shows.
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  A letter is a time bomb, a message in a bottle, a


  spell, a cry for help, a story, an expression of


  concern, a ladle of love, a way to connect through


  words. This simple and brilliantly democratic art


  form remains a potent means of communication


  and, regardless of whatever technological revolution


  we are in the middle of, the letter lives and, like


  literature, it always will.


  INTRODUCTION


  War carries within it the greatest extremes of human nature: in the violence, slaughter and destruction it reveals the worst of us; in the acts of bravery, loyalty and selflessness, it demonstrates the very best. For soldiers, sometimes continents away from home, surrounded by strangers trained-like themselves-explicitly to kill, while finely tuned machines of war thunder overhead, each day, each moment, could very well be their last. For the families, friends and loved ones they leave behind-the very people for whom they are risking their lives-the trepidation lies in the silence and the not knowing.


  For both the soldier and those left at home, a letter can act as a bridge. For the soldier, stripped of all that is dear, a letter from home can recall a life of peace, away from the bloodshed, or be an epistolary embrace from a world agonisingly far from physical reach. The simple act of holding an envelope covered in familiar handwriting, or catching sight of a pre-war postal address, can bring warmth and light where there is none. Letters from the front lines of war potentially bring less comfort, but are a vital sign of life, allowing the miles, countries and continents between correspondents to fall away for a few brief moments.


  Put simply, the letter can hold enormous power, and if only for a few minutes each day can offer a necessary distraction from the scenes of distress and carnage regularly faced by servicemen and women, and boost morale at a time when morale is essential for survival.


  Which is why, during World War I alone, the British Army postal service moved heaven and earth to deliver two billion letters to and from soldiers on the Western Front, fully aware that the psychological benefits resulting from this form of communication-often their sole form of communication-could be the difference between victory and defeat. This is also why, during the American Civil War, Postmaster-General Montgomery Blair made it almost impossible for Confederate troops to correspond with loved ones, by devaluing Confederate stamps and returning to sender all letters headed towards Confederate camps-a cruel but effective tactic that further served to isolate and demoralise the opposition.


  But war correspondence has an important purpose other than lifting spirits: to generate documentary evidence of battles otherwise unreported, and thus leave for future generations first-hand accounts of wars that changed history and quite possibly affected their lives, and the lives of their ancestors, in myriad ways. Thanks to the many archives and museums around the world that work to preserve these documents, historians are able to trace our past and fill in the blanks so often left by destructive wars. Without these letters, our understanding of our ancestors and ourselves would be greatly reduced.


  Letters of Note: War is a collection of these moments: a celebration of correspondence that has narrated the battles that have shaped our world, from the first century AD to the modern day. On your journey through the battlefields and home fronts described here, you will read letters from army generals, letters from the front lines, letters from military nurses, letters from loved ones, letters from journalists. You will read a dying soldier’s last letter to his mother; a letter dropped from a bomber above Japan minutes before the atomic bomb flattened Nagasaki; a heartening exchange between the young owner of a pony and the Secretary of State for War; and you will realise that nothing much has changed as you read some surprisingly everyday letters from Roman Britain. No emotion remains unexpressed.


  These war letters barely scratch the surface of the billions that are out there, the vast majority of which will never see the light of day as they sit in attics across the globe gathering dust. The next time you’re up there, take them out of that box and let them breathe. They probably have a story to tell you.


  Shaun Usher


  2020
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  LETTER 01

  THERE’S NO HOPE IN WAR


  Kurt Vonnegut to the Draft Board


  28 November 1967


  For as long as there have been wars, there have been conscientious objectors-people who refuse to fight in the military on principle-and the earliest on record dates back to the year 295, when Maximilian of Tebessa declined to enlist in the Roman Army. He was swiftly beheaded. Between the years 1965 and 1970, approximately 160, 000 people attempted to abstain from military service in relation to the Vietnam War, including, in 1967, Mark Vonnegut, son of celebrated novelist Kurt Vonnegut. As Mark attempted to remove himself from proceedings through the standard channels, his father decided to strengthen Mark’s chances by writing to the DraftBoard.


  THE LETTER


  November 28, 1967


  To Draft Board #1,


  Selective Service,


  Hyannis, Mass.


  



  Gentlemen:


  My son Mark Vonnegut is registered with you. He is now in the process of requesting classification as a conscientious objector. I thoroughly approve of what he is doing. It is in keeping with the way I have raised him. All his life he has learned hatred for killing from me.


  I was a volunteer in the Second World War. I was an infantry scout, saw plenty of action, was finally captured and served about six months as a prisoner of war in Germany. I have a Purple Heart. I was honorably discharged. I am entitled, it seems to me, to pass on to my son my opinion of killing. I don’t even hunt or fish any more. I have some guns which I inherited, but they are covered with rust.


  This attitude toward killing is a matter between my God and me. I do not participate much in organized religion. I have read the Bible a lot. I preach, after a fashion. I write books which express my disgust for people who find it easy and reasonable to kill.


  We say grace at meals, taking turns. Every member of my family has been called upon often to thank God for blessings which have been ours. What Mark is doing now is in the service of God, Whose Son was exceedingly un-warlike.


  There isn’t a grain of cowardice in this. Mark is a strong, courageous young man. What he is doing requires more guts than I ever had—and more decency.


  My family has been in this country forfive generations now. My ancestors came here to escape the militaristic madness and tyranny of Europe, and to gain the freedom to answer the dictates of their own consciences. They and their descendents have been good citizens and proud to be Americans. Mark is proud to be an American, and, in his father’s opinion, he is being an absolutely first-rate citizen now.


  He will not hate.


  He will not kill.


  There’s no hope in that. There’s no hope in war.


  Yours truly,


  Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.


  LETTER 02

  I SHALL DIE WITH MY HEAD HELD HIGH


  Blanca Brissac Vázquez to her son, Enrique


  5 August 1939


  Beginning in July 1936, the Spanish Civil War lasted for two years and eight months and resulted in hundreds of thousands of deaths; the dissolution of the country’s democratic government, the Second Spanish Republic; and, in its place, the installation of a military dictatorship headed by Francisco Franco that lasted until his death in 1975. Executions were commonplace during the initial conflict, and they continued for some time afterwards, too, as Franco’s forces exerted their authority and removed potential troublemakers. It was during this period of cleansing, weeks after the war ended, that thirteen young women later known as las Trece Rosas （the Thirteen Roses）-most of whom were members of the Unified Socialist Youth-were arrested and sentenced to death. They were executed by firing squad on the morning of 5 August 1939. Hours before they took their last breath, one of the Roses, twenty-nine-year-old Blanca Brissac Vázquez, wrote to her son.


  THE LETTER


  My dear, my precious son,


  I’m thinking of you in my last moments. I only think of my darling boy, who is now a young man, and knows to be as honourable as his parents were. Forgive me, my son, if I ever did wrong by you. Forget that, son, do not remember me like that, as you know how distressed it makes me.


  I will die with my head held high. Just be good: you know that better than anyone, dear Quique.


  All I ask of you is to be good, very good, always. Love everybody and do not hold grudges against those who sentenced your parents to death, not ever. Good people never hold grudges and you must be a good, hardworking man. Follow the example of your Papa. Won’t you promise me that, my dear son, in my last moments? Stay with my beloved Cuca and always be a son to her and my sisters. Take care of them when they grow old. Make it your duty when you become a man. I won’t say any more. Your father and I face death defiantly. If your father has confessed and taken communion, I am not aware, as I won’t see him again until I face the firing squad. I myself have confessed.


  Enrique, never forget the memory of your parents. Go to communion, well prepared, with a proper foundation of religion, as I was taught to do. I would keep writing to you to the very last moment, but I must say goodbye. My dearest son, until we meet again. My love for all eternity.


  Blanca


  LETTER 03

  THE HISTORY OF A BATTLE


  Duke of Wellington to John Wilson Croker


  8 August 1815


  On 18 June 1815, in Braine-l’Alleud, Belgium, the British and Prussian armies joined forces to defeat the French in the Battle of Waterloo, the last conflict of the twelve-year-long Napoleonic Wars. In August, two months after commanding the British to victory, the Duke of Wellington was contacted by the First Secretary to the Admiralty, John Wilson Croker, who, as both a statesman and an author, was keen to see published a detailed written account of this most historic of wars. It seems only right, then, that he should have written to the person at the very top of the tree-someone who witnessed more of the conflict than most-for his opinion on such an endeavour. This was the Duke of Wellington’s reply.


  THE LETTER


  Paris, 8th August, 1815


  My Dear Sir,


  I have received your letter of the 2nd, regarding the battle of Waterloo. The object which you propose to yourself is very difficult of attainment, and if really attained is not a little invidious. The history of a battle is not unlike the history of a ball. Some individuals may recollect all the little events of which the great result is the battle won or lost; but no individual can recollect the order in which, or the exact moment at which, they occurred, which makes all the difference as to their value or importance.


  Then the faults or the misbehaviour of some gave occasion for the distinction of others, and perhaps were the cause of material losses; and you cannot write a true history of a battle without including the faults and misbehaviour of part at least of those engaged.


  Believe me that every man you see in a military uniform is not a hero; and that, although in the account given of a general action, such as that of Waterloo, many instances of individual heroism must be passed over unrelated, it is better for the general interests to leave those parts of the story untold, than to tell the whole truth.


  If, however, you should still think it right to turn your attention to this subject, I am most ready to give you every assistance and information in my power.


  Believe me, & c.


  WELLINGTON


  LETTER 04

  ALL THESE MUST BE FREE


  Rabbi Morris Frank to his son, Henry


  1 May 1944


  Approximately 1.5 million Jews enlisted with the Allied forces during World War II in an effort to defeat the armies of Nazi Germany, Japan and Italy, and as a result, close to 300 rabbis also signed up to work as Jewish chaplains wherever such support may have been needed, be it on the frontline or in concentration camps. One of the first to set foot on German soil and hold a service for the troops was Rabbi Morris Frank of the Fourth Infantry Division, who was born in Chattanooga, Tennessee, in 1906 and ordained in 1935 by the Jewish Theological Seminary of America. Frank worked tirelessly to connect with and offer comfort not just to his division’s Jewish contingent, but to people of all faiths, and his efforts were widely appreciated. In May 1944, weeks before the Normandy Landings took place and with family on his mind, Frank took a moment to write one of many letters home-this one to his young son, Henry.


  THE LETTER


  1 May ’44


  Dear Son-


  A few days ago I paid another visit to the school for refugee children. You remember—I wrote you about the school where young boys and girls were brot over from parts of Europe. These children had no homes—and nothing to eat. The cruel Nazis had bombed their cities—and they were left without any place to go. I know you would want to help these children so I went to see them and brot them some fruit juices, candy, cookies, and chewing gum. This made them very happy. Seeing them happy made me think of you. Thank God, Henry, you live in America. You can show your thankfulness by helping America stay free—by seeing that everyone has freedom. After this war—and when you grow up—there will be plenty to do and you must learn to do it. It will be your job to help people all over the world keep peace. It will be up to you to do your part to do away with war. Henry—you must always remember that every child whether he is the son of a Hindu, or a little Chinese boy, or a child of a Ukraine peasant, whether he is a youngster born in Burma, or he is one of our sharecropper’s children or whether he is a Jewish child in one of Europe’s Ghettos—all these must be free—and they must have food. They must be free to think, to say, and to [do] what they think is right. It’s a big job, Son, but I know you can be of help—and I want you to be useful.


  Henry you can’t imagine how happy and thrilled I was to learn of your visit to Grandma and Grandpa in Chattanooga. You certainly made their Passover happy. I think your Mamma is just too precious—


  Which reminds me, Son. Have you been taking good care of your Mother? You know we both think she is wonderful—the best Mamma in the whole world—and just now with me away—its up to you to take care of her. See that she is happy—and not lonesome. Once in awhile tell her you love her—and tell her that your Daddy loves her very much.


  I am sending you a few pictures. They are for my only Son from his only Daddy.


  Give Mamma a big hug and a big kiss for me. Give your Grandma a kiss for me—And to you I send all my love—


  Your Daddy


  Morris


  LETTER 05

  I WILL DRIVE THEM AWAY


  King Béhanzin to Alfred-Amédée Dodds


  1892


  In 1889, Béhanzin succeeded his father to become ruler of the Kingdom of Dahomey, a West African region famous for its Dahomey Amazons, a widely feared 5, 000-strong regiment of female warriors that formed in the late 1600s. The Amazons remained in existence through to the Second Franco-Dahomean War, the 1892-94 conflict which ultimately saw Béhanzin surrender and Dahomey become a French colony, and the Amazons were disbanded under French rule. Problems first arose in 1890, when Béhanzin refused to honour a treaty signed years before by his father; two years later, with tensions reaching boiling point, he received a note from the commander of the French forces, Alfred-Amédée Dodds, demanding he surrender. This letter was Béhanzin’s defiant reply. Dodds soon declared war, and the Amazons were no match for the French forces.


  THE LETTER


  France wishes war. Let her know that I am stronger and more determined than my father. I have never done anything to France that she should make war on me. I have never gone to France either to take the wives or daughters of the French. If they wish to take the seacoast, I will cut down all the palm trees. I will poison them. If they have not what to eat, let them go elsewhere. Every other nation, German, English, Portuguese, can come into my kingdom. But the French, I will drive them away. I am the friend of the whites; ready to receive them when they wish to come to see me, but prompt to make war whenever they wish.


  LETTER 06

  FLEETS AND ARMIES WOULD BE HELPLESS


  Mark Twain to Nikola Tesla


  1898


  In April 1898, following the sinking of USS Midway in Havana Harbour, the US intervened in Cuba’s fight for independence against the Spanish, thus beginning the Spanish-American War, a four-month battle that resulted in more than 1, 000 casualties. It was against this backdrop, in May, that Madison Square Garden in New York hosted the Electrical Exhibition, an event which saw the industry’s leading lights proudly display their latest inventions. One such inventor was the‘Father of Electricity’, Nikola Tesla, who perplexed the assembled audience by unveiling a four-foot-long boat that travelled around an indoor pond, seemingly steering itself but captained, in fact, by Tesla from some distance. News of his ground-breaking, radio-controlled vehicle spread quickly, with many imagining its military applications, and later that year, Tesla showed the technology to a stunned journalist from the New York Herald, who ran a piece headlined: TESLA DECLARES HE WILL ABOLISH WAR. Worldwide patents followed, as did a letter from Vienna offering business assistance, written by Tesla’s friend, Mark Twain.


  THE LETTER


  HOTEL KRANTZ


  Wein/I. Neuer Markt 6


  Nov.17


  1898


  Dear Mr. Tesla-


  Have you Austrian and English patents on that destructive terror which you have been inventing?— & if so, won’t you set a price upon them & concession me to sell them? I know cabinet ministers of both countries— & of Germany, too; likewise William II.


  I shall be in Europe a year, yet.


  Here in the hotel the other night when some interested men were discussing means to persuade the nations to join with the Czar & disarm, I advised them to seek something more sure than disarmament by perishable paper-contract—invite the great inventors to contrive something against which fleets & armies would be helpless, & thus make war thenceforth impossible. I did not suspect that you were already attending to that, & getting ready to introduce into the earth permanent peace & disarmament in a practical & mandatory way.


  I know you are a very busy man, but will you steal time to drop me a line?


  Sincerely Yours,


  Mark Twain


  ‘I DID NOT SUSPECT


  THAT YOU WERE


  ALREADY ATTENDING TO


  THAT, & GETTING


  READY TO INTRODUCE


  INTO THE EARTH


  PERMANENT PEACE &


  DISARMAMENT IN A


  PRACTICAL &


  MANDATORY WAY.’


  — Mark Twain


  LETTER 07

  MY FELLOW SOLDIERS HAVE NO BEER


  First and Second Centuries AD


  In 1973 archaeologists working near Hadrian’s Wall in England, the northern border of the Roman Empire, unearthed the first batch of what are now known as the Vindolanda tablets: hundreds of thin slivers of wood upon which brief but invaluably insightful letters had been written towards the end of the first century AD, penned in ink in Old Roman Cursive. To this day, letters are still being discovered at the Roman fort of Vindolanda, many of which relate to the life of the soldiers who once fought there during a time of unrest; snapshots of military life 2, 000 long years ago when, actually, things seem quite familiar.


  THE LETTERS


  The Britons are unprotected by armour. There are very many cavalry. The cavalry do not use swords, nor do the pathetic Brits mount in order to throw javelins.


  * * *


  I have sent you … pairs of socks from Sattua, two pairs of sandals and two pairs of underpants, two pairs of sandals … Greet … ndes, Elpis, Iu…, … enus, Tetricus and all your messmates with whom I pray that you live in the greatest good fortune.


  * * *


  Masculus to Cerialis his king, greetings. Please, my lord, give instructions on what you want us to do tomorrow. Are we all to return with the standard, or just half of us?… most fortunate and be well-disposed towards me. My fellow soldiers have no beer. Please order some to be sent.


  LETTER 08

  HOW IT HURTS TO WRITE THIS


  Eleanor Wimbish to her son, William R. Stocks


  13 February 1984


  US Army Sergeant William Reed Stocks was killed in 1969 when the helicopter in which he was travelling crashed in Vietnam. He was twenty-one years old. At the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington, D. C., his name can be found engraved in the granite of panel number thirty-two, a permanent reminder of his service and the life he lost so early. For many years after his death, at the same panel, one could also find many unmailed letters addressed to Billy, written by his mother throughout the year and placed beneath his name. This is just one.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Bill,


  Today is February 13, 1984. I came to this black wall again to see and touch your name and as I do I wonder if anyone ever stops to realize that next to your name, on this black wall, is your mother’s heart. A heart broken 15 years ago today, when you lost your life in Vietnam.


  And as I look at your name, William R. Stocks, I think of how many, many times I used to wonder how scared and homesick you must have been in that strange country called Vietnam. And if and how it might have changed you, for you were the most happy-go-lucky kid in the world, hardly ever sad or unhappy. And until the day I die I will see you as you laughed at me, even when I was very mad at you, and the next thing I knew, we were laughing together.


  But on this past New Year’s Day I had my answer, I talked by phone to a friend of yours, from Michigan, who spent your last Christmas and the last four months of your life with you. Jim told me how you died, for he was there and saw the helicopter crash. He told me how you had flown your quota and had not been scheduled to fly that day. How the regular pilot was unable to fly that day and had been replaced by someone with less experience. How they did not know the exact cause of the crash. How it was either hit by enemyfire or they hit a pole or something unknown. How the blades went through the chopper and hit you. How you lived about a half-hour, but were unconscious and therefore did not suffer.


  He said that your jobs were like sitting ducks. They would send you men out to draw the enemy into the open and that they would send in the big guns and planes to take over. Meantime, death came to so many of you.


  He told me how, after a while over there, instead of a yellow streak, the men got a mean streak down their backs. Each day the streak got bigger and the men became meaner. Everyone but you, Bill. He said how you stayed the same, happy-go-lucky guy that you were when you arrived in Vietnam. How your warmth and friendliness drew the guys to you. How your [lieutenant] gave you the nickname of Spanky, and soon your group, Jim included, were all known as Spanky’s gang. How when you died it made it so much harder on them for you were their moral support. And he said how you, of all people, should never have been the one to die.


  Oh, God, how it hurts to write this. But I must face it and then put it to rest. I know that after Jim talked to me, he must have re-lived it all over again and suffered so. Before I hung up the phone I told Jim I loved him. Loved him for just being your close friend and for sharing the last days of your life with you and for being there with you when you died. How lucky you were to have him for a friend, and how lucky he was to have had you.


  Later that same day I received a phone call from a mother in Billings, Montana. She had lost her daughter, her only child, a year ago. She needed someone to talk to for no one would let her talk about the tragedy. She said she had seen me on CNN-TV on New Year’s Eve, after the Christmas letter I wrote to you and left at this Memorial had drawn newspaper and television attention. She said she had been thinking about me all day and just had to talk to me. She talked to me of her pain, and seemingly needed me to help her with it. I cried for this heartbroken mother, and after I hung up the phone I laid my head down and cried so hard for her. Here was a mother calling me for help with her pain over the loss of her child, a grown daughter. And as I sobbed I thought, how can I help her with her pain when I have never completely been able to cope with my own?


  They tell me the letters I write to you and leave here at this memorial are waking others up to the fact that there is still much pain left, after all these years, from the Vietnam War.


  But this I know: I would rather to have had you for 21 years, and all the pain that goes with losing you, than never to have had you at all.


  Mom


  ‘AS I SOBBED I


  THOUGHT, HOW CAN


  I HELP HER WITH HER


  PAIN WHEN I HAVE


  NEVER COMPLETELY


  BEEN ABLE TO COPE


  WITH MY OWN?’


  — Eleanor Wimbish


  LETTER 09

  WE ARE YOURS IN THIS SISTERHOOD OF SORROW


  The women of England and the women of Germany and Austria


  Christmas 1914


  Born in Cornwall in 1860, activist Emily Hobhouse first came to prominence at the turn of the twentieth century when, having travelled to South Africa as the Second Boer War raged, she alerted the British public to the plight of the many women and children who were being held there in concentration camps. Her courageous campaigning and fundraising on this front were tireless. Years later, when World War I began, she was similarly active and, as 1914 drew to a close, in an effort to promote peace, Hobhouse wrote this open letter to the women of Germany and Austria and amassed signatures from 100 other British suffragists. It was printed in the pages of a magazine, Jus Suffragii, published by the International Women’s Suffrage Alliance. Three months later, a reply appeared, also published in the same magazine, signed by 155 feminists from Germany and Austria.


  THE LETTERS


  TO THE WOMEN OF GERMANY & AUSTRIA


  SISTERS,


  Some of us wish to send you a word at this sad Christmastide though we can but speak through the Press. The Christmas message sounds like mockery to a world at war, but those of us who wished and still wish for peace may surely offer a solemn greeting to such of you who feel as we do. Do not let us forget that our very anguish unites us, that we are passing together through the same experiences of pain and grief.


  Caught in the grip of terrible Circumstance, what can we do? Tossed on this turbulent sea of human conflict, we can but moor ourselves to those calm shores whereon stand, like rocks, the eternal verities—Love, Peace, Brotherhood.


  We pray you to believe that come what may we hold to our faith in Peace and Goodwill between nations; while technically at enmity in obedience to our rulers, we own allegiance to that higher law which bids us live at peace with all men.


  Though our sons are sent to slay each other, and our hearts are torn by the cruelty of this fate, yet through pain supreme we will be true to our common womanhood. We will let no bitterness enter in this tragedy, made sacred by the life-blood of our best, nor mar with hate the heroism of their sacrifice. Though much has been done on all sides you will, as deeply as ourselves, deplore, shall we not steadily refuse to give credence to those false tales so freely told us, each of the other?


  We hope it may lessen your anxiety to learn we are doing our utmost to soften the lot of your civilians and war prisoners within our shores, even as we rely on your goodness of heart to do the same for ours in Germany and Austria.


  Do you not feel with us that the vast slaughter in our opposing armies is a stain on civilization and Christianity, and that still deeper horror is aroused at the thought of those innocent victims, the countless women, children, babes, old and sick, pursued by famine, disease and death in the devastated areas, both East and West?


  As we saw in South Africa and the Balkan States, the brunt of modern war falls upon non-combatants, and the conscience of the world cannot bear the sight.


  Is it not our mission to preserve life? Do not humanity and commonsense alike prompt us to join hands with the women of neutral countries, and urge our rulers to stay further bloodshed?


  Relief, however colossal, can reach but few. Can we sit still and let the helpless die in their thousands, as die they must—unless we rouse ourselves in the name of Humanity to save them? There is but one way to do this. We must all urge that peace be made with appeal to Wisdom and Reason. Since in the last resort it is these which must decide the issues, can they begin too soon, if it is to save the womanhood and childhood as well as the manhood of Europe?


  Even through the clash of arms we treasure our poet’s vision, and already seem to hear


  



  ‘A hundred nations swear that there shall be Pity and Peace and Love among the good and free.’


  



  May Christmas hasten that day. Peace on Earth is gone, but by renewal of our faith that it still reigns at the heart of things, Christmas should strengthen both you and us and all womanhood to strive for its return.


  We are yours in this sisterhood of sorrow.


  [Signed by Emily Hobhouse and 100 others]


  * * *


  OPEN LETTER IN REPLY TO THE OPEN CHRISTMAS LETTER FROM ENGLISHWOMEN TO GERMAN AND AUSTRIAN WOMEN


  To our English sisters, sisters of the same race, we express in the name of many German women our warm and heartfelt thanks for their Christmas greetings, which we only heard of lately.


  This message was a confirmation of what we foresaw—namely, that women of the belligerent countries, with all faithfulness, devotion, and love to their country, can go beyond it and maintain true solidarity with the women of other belligerent nations, and that really civilised women never lose their humanity.


  If English women alleviated misery and distress at this time, relieved anxiety, and gave help irrespective of nationality, let them accept the warmest thanks of German women and the true assurance that they are and were prepared to do likewise. In war time we are united by the same unspeakable suffering of all nations taking part in the war. Women of all nations have the same love of justice, civilisation, and beauty, which are all destroyed by war. Women of all nations have the same hatred for barbarity, cruelty, and destruction, which accompany every war.


  Women, creators and guardians of life, must loathe war, which destroys life. Through the smoke of battle and thunder of cannon of hostile peoples, through death, terror, destruction, and unending pain and anxiety, there glows like the dawn of a coming better day the deep community of feeling of many women of all nations.


  May this feeling lay the immovable foundation for the building up of German, English, and international relations, which must finally lead to a strong international law of the peoples, so that the peoples of Europe may never again be visited with such wars as these.


  Warm sisterly greetings to Englishwomen who share these feelings!


  LETTER 10

  HAIL EUROPE!


  Gajan Singh to Sirdar Harbans Singh


  25 July 1916


  A few months into World War I, at the peak of enlistment, the British Indian Army boasted 548, 311 soldiers who were ready to risk their lives fighting for the British Empire; by the time the war had ended four years later, more than a million had done precisely that, voluntarily, with close to 75, 000 losing their lives in the process. It is no exaggeration to say that without them, the outcome of the Great War would have looked very different. In Europe alone, letters sent by Indian soldiers totalled upwards of 10, 000 each week, of which this is just one. While stationed in France on 25 July 1916, one sepoy, a Sikh with the 18th Lancers named Gajan Singh, described the current scene in a letter home that was originally written in Urdu.


  THE LETTER


  25th July 1916


  18th Lancers


  France


  At the present time the war has reached a degree of violence which it is impossible to conceive. The number of thousands of shots per second fired by the artillery cannot be counted, and as regards rifle fire it would be quite impossible to estimate the intensity of it. When it rains there are a few spots here and there, perhaps, which the moisture fails to touch, but not even the smallest portion of the surface of the ground has escaped damage by rifle, bomb and shell-fire. If you were to estimate five shots on every square inch of ground you would not be far off the mark. The enemy is now giving ground. His losses have been enormous. The fire of the machine guns and artillery is so rapid that one cannot keep time with it even by chattering one’s teeth.


  The work of our brave men is worthy to be seen. One forgets the achievements of Bonaparte when one sees what our men have done. How our heroes have gone forward, quite regardless of life, and crushed the head of the enemy on the ground! Battalion after battalion follow their music, filled with enthusiasm, just as a snake dances to the pipe of the charmer and darts forward to strike. Such intoxicating music has never been played before. Battalions go forward with even step, steadily and firmly, just as an elephant moves along the road swaying slightly from side to side, to show the worth of their valour. Truly even from the enemy’s lips they must have wrung applause. Thousands of heroes have arisen in this war as brave and illustrious as was Bonaparte. Even the heavens do not cease from shedding tears on our warriors, so great is their valour. Hail Europe! From time immemorial the fame of your valour has been spread over the whole world!


  What in truth can I write and tell you about this war. Things are being done here which stagger the onlooking world. Alas the regulations prevent me from writing more fully, otherwise I would write you a volume of details, the perusal of which would inflame your soul.


  LETTER 11

  THIS RAIN OF ATOMIC BOMBS WILL INCREASE MANYFOLD IN FURY


  Luis Alvarez to Ryo-kichi Sagane


  August 9 1945


  At 11 a.m.on 9 August 1945, just a minute before the second atomic bomb in the space of three days was dropped on Japan, a B-29 bomber named The Great Artiste quietly dropped three canisters from the sky. Inside each of the canisters, alongside a shockwave gauge designed by American physicist Luis Alvarez, was an unsigned copy of the following letter. Written by Alvarez and two fellow scientists, the letter was addressed to Japanese nuclear physicist Ryo-kichi Sagane, a man with whom Alvarez had previously worked at Berkeley, and in it, Alvarez pleaded with him to inform his ‘leaders’ of the impending ‘total annihilation’ of their cities. The letter reached Sagane a month later after being found 50km from the centre of devastation, Nagasaki. Alvarez and Sagane finally met again four years later, at which point the letter was finally signed.


  THE LETTER


  Headquarters


  Atomic Bomb Command


  August 9, 1945


  To: Prof. R. Sagane


  From: Three of your former scientific colleagues during your stay in the United States.


  We are sending this as a personal message to urge that you use your influence as a reputable nuclear physicist, to convince the Japanese General Staff of the terrible consequences which will be suffered by your people if you continue in this war.


  You have known for several years that an atomic bomb could be built if a nation were willing to pay the enormous cost of preparing the necessary material. Now that you have seen that we have constructed the production plants, there can be no doubt in your mind that all the output of these factories, working 24 hours a day, will be exploded on your homeland.


  Within the space of three weeks, we have proof-fired one bomb in the American desert, exploded one in Hiroshima, and fired the third this morning. We implore you to confirm these facts to your leaders, and to do your utmost to stop the destruction and waste of life which can only result in the total annihilation of all your cities, if continued. As scientists, we deplore the use to which a beautiful discovery has been put, but we can assure you that unless Japan surrenders at once, this rain of atomic bombs will increase manyfold in fury.


  



  To my friend Sagane


  With best regards from


  Louis W. Alvarez


  



  Finally signed


  Dec 22, 1949


  LETTER 12

  MUST WE HATE THEM?


  Canute Frankson to a friend


  6 July 1937


  In April 1937, Jamaican-born mechanic Canute Frankson left his home in Detroit and travelled to Europe to join the Abraham Lincoln Brigade, a group of approximately 2, 800 American volunteers who were keen to offer support in the fight against Franco and his army during the Spanish Civil War. Three months after arriving, Frankson wrote a powerful letter to a friend back home in an effort to explain why he, a ‘Negro’, had chosen to participate in ‘a war between whites who for centuries have held us in slavery’. Frankson returned home just over a year later but sadly died shortly afterwards in a road traffic accident. As we know, Franco was ultimately victorious. He ruled Spain until his death in 1975.


  THE LETTER


  Albacete, Spain


  July 6, 1937


  My Dear Friend:


  I’m sure that by this time you are still waiting for a detailed explanation of what has this international struggle to do with my being here. Since this is a war between whites who for centuries have held us in slavery, and have heaped every kind of insult and abuse upon us, segregated and jim-crowed us; why I, a Negro, who have fought through these years for the rights of my people am here in Spain today.


  Because we are no longer an isolated minority group fighting hopelessly against an immense giant, because, my dear, we have joined with, and become an active part of, a great progressive force, on whose shoulders rests the responsibility of saving human civilization from the planned destruction of a small group of degenerates gone mad in their lust for power. Because if we crush Fascism here, we’ll save our people in America, and in other parts of the world, from the vicious prosecution, wholesale imprisonment, and slaughter which the Jewish people suffered and are suffering under Hitler’s Fascist heels.


  All we have to do is to think of the lynching of our people. We can but look back at the pages of American history stained with the blood of Negroes, stink with the burning bodies of our people hanging from trees; bitter with the groans of our tortured loved ones from whose living bodies, ears, fingers, toes, have been cut for souvenirs—living bodies into which red-hot pokers have been thrust. All because of a hate created in the minds of men and women by their masters who keep us all under their heels while they suck our blood, while they live in their bed of ease by exploiting us.


  But these people who howl like hungry wolves for our blood, must we hate them? Must we keep the flame which these mastered kindled constantly fed? Are these men and women responsible for the programs of their masters, and the conditions which force them to such degraded depths? I think not. They are tools in the hands of unscrupulous masters. These same people are as hungry as we are. They live in dives and wear rags the same as we do. They too are robbed by the masters, and their faces kept down in the filth of a decayed system. They are our fellowmen. Soon and very soon they and we will understand. Soon many Angelo Herndons will rise from among them, and from among us, and will lead us both against those who live by the


  stench of our bunt flesh. We will crush them. We will build us a new society—a society of peace and plenty. There will be no color line, no jim-crow trains, no lynching. That is why, my dear, I’m here in Spain.


  On the battlefields of Spain we fight for the preservation of democracy. Here, we’re laying the foundation for world peace, and for the liberation of my people, and of the human race. Here, where we’re engaged in one of the most bitter struggles of human history, there is no color line, no discrimination, no race hatred. There’s only one hate, and that is the hate for fascism. We know who our enemies are. The Spanish people are very sympathetic towards us. They are lovely people. I’ll tell you about them later.


  I promised not to preach, but by all indications this seems more like a sermon than a letter to an old friend. But how can I help it, being face to face with such trying circumstances? I’m quite conscious of the clumsiness of my effort to write you an intimate letter, but your knowledge of my earnestness and sincerity, with your intelligence and patience will enable you to understand and be tolerant. Later, after I’ve overcome this strain, I’m sure I’ll be able to write more intimately. The consciousness of my responsibility for my actions has kept me under terrific strain. Because I think it has caused you a lot of unpleasantness.


  Don’t think for one moment that the strain of this terrible war or the many miles between us has changed my feelings towards you. Our friendship has meant a great deal to me, and still means much to me. I appreciate it because it has always been a friendship of devoted mutual interest. And I’ll do whatever is within my power to maintain it.


  No one knows the time he’ll die, even under the most favorable conditions. So I, a soldier in active service, must know far less about how far or how close is death. But as long as I hold out I’ll keep you in touch with events. Sometimes when I go to the front the shells drop pretty close. Then I think it is only a matter of minutes. After I return here to the base I seem to see life from a new angle. Somehow it seems to be more beautiful. I’d think of you, home and all my friends, then get to working more feverishly than ever. Each of us must give all we have if this Fascist beast is to be destroyed.


  After this is over I hope to share my happiness with you. It will be a happiness which could not have been achieved in any other way than having served in a cause so worthy. I hope that the apparent wrong which I committed may be compensated for by the service I’m giving here for the cause of democracy. I hope that you’re well, and that you will, or have, forgiven me. My sincere desire is that you are happy, and when this is over that we meet again. But if a Fascist bullet stops me don’t worry about it. If I am conscious before I die I don’t think I’ll be afraid. Of one thing I’m certain: I’ll be satisfied that I’ve done my part.


  So long. Until some future date. One never knows when there’ll be time to write.


  There’s so much to do, and so little time in which to do it. Love.


  Salude.


  Canute


  LETTER 13

  WAR IS CRUELTY, AND YOU CANNOT REFINE IT


  James M.Calhoun, E.E.Rawson and S.C.Wells and William T.Sherman


  September 1864


  United States Army General William Tecumseh Sherman had one aim in September 1864, and that was to capture, evacuate and then burn to the ground the city of Atlanta, Georgia, thus destroying the Confederate forces’ infrastructure, weaponry and will to continue-a tactic of total destruction for which he had become known and feared since being placed in command of the Western armies of the American Civil War by General Ulysses Grant. As his men slowly but steadily approached the city, they received word from its mayor, James M. Calhoun, that certain members of the community were too old or fragile to move on. Sherman’s passionate, largely unsympathetic reply made waves, and his troops soon advanced on Atlanta, as promised.


  THE LETTERS


  ATLANTA, GA.,


  September 11, 1864.


  Maj. Gen. W.T.SHERMAN:


  SIR:


  We, the undersigned, mayor and two of the council for the city of Atlanta, for the time being the only legal organ of the people of the said city to express their wants and wishes, ask leave most earnestly, but respectfully, to petition you to reconsider the order requiring them to leave Atlanta. At first view it struck us that the measure would involve extraordinary hardship and loss, but since we have seen the practical execution of it so far as it has progressed, and the individual condition of the people, and heard their statements as to the inconveniences, loss, and suffering attending it, we are satisfied that the amount of it will involve in the aggregate consequences appalling and heart-rending. Many poor women are in advanced state of pregnancy; others now having young children, and whose husbands, for the greater part, are either in the army, prisoners, or dead. Some say, “I have such a one sick at my house; who will wait on them when I am gone?” Others say, “what are we to do? We have no house to go to, and no means to buy, build, or rent any; no parents, relatives, or friends to go to.” Another says, “I will try and take this or that article of property, but such and such things I must leave behind, though I need them much.” We reply to them, “General Sherman will carry your property to Rough and Ready, and General Hood will take it thence on,” and they will reply to that, “but I want to leave the railroad at such place and cannot get conveyance from there on.”


  We only refer to a few facts to try to illustrate in part how this measure will operate in practice. As you advanced the people north of this fell back, and before your arrival here a large portion of the people had retired south, so that the country south of this is already crowded and without houses enough to accommodate the people, and we are informed that many are now staying in churches and other outbuildings. This being so, how is it possible for the people still here （mostly women and children）to find any shelter? And how can they live through the winter in the woods? No shelter or subsistence, in the midst of strangers who know them not, and without the power to assist them much, if they were willing to do so. This is but a feeble picture of the consequences of this measure. You know the woe, the horrors and the suffering cannot be described by words; imagination can only conceive of it, and we ask you to take these things into consideration. We know your mind and time are constantly occupied with the duties of your command, which almost deters us from asking your attention to this matter, but thought it might be that you had not considered this subject in all of its awful consequences, and that on more reflection you, we hope, would not make this people an exception to all mankind, for we know of no such instance ever having occurred; surely none such in the United States, and what has this helpless people done, that they should be driven from their homes to wander strangers and outcasts and exiles, and to subsist on charity? We do not know as yet the number of people still here; of those who are here, we are satisfied a respectable number, if allowed to remain at home, could subsist for several months without assistance, and a respectable number for a much longer time, and who might not need assistance at any time. In conclusion, we most earnestly and solemnly petition you to reconsider this order, or modify it, and suffer this unfortunate people to remain at home and enjoy what little means they have.


  Respectfully submitted.


  JAMES M. CALHOUN,


  Mayor.


  



  E. E. RAWSON,


  S. C. WELLS,


  Councilmen.


  * * *


  HDQRS. MILITARY DIVISION


  OF THE MISSISSIPPI,


  In the Field, Atlanta, Ga.,


  September 12, 1864.


  JAMES M. CALHOUN, Mayor,


  E. E. RAWSON, and S. C. WELLS,


  Representing City Council of Atlanta:


  



  GENTLEMEN:


  I have your letter of the 11th, in the nature of a petition to revoke my orders removing all the inhabitants from Atlanta. I have read it carefully, and give full credit to your statements of the distress that will be occasioned by it, and yet shall not revoke my orders, simply because my orders are not designed to meet the humanities of the case, but to prepare for the future struggles in which millions of good people outside of Atlanta have a deep interest. We must have peace, not only at Atlanta but in all America. To secure this we must stop the war that now desolates our once happy and favored country. To stop war we must defeat the rebel armies that are arrayed against the laws and Constitution, which all must respect and obey. To defeat these armies we must prepare the way to reach them in their recesses provided with the arms and instruments which enable us to accomplish our purpose. Now, I know the vindictive nature of our enemy, and that we may have many years of military operations from this quarter, and therefore deem it wise and prudent to prepare in time. The use of Atlanta for warlike purposes is inconsistent with its character as a home for families. There will be no manufactures, commerce, or agriculture here for the maintenance of families, and sooner or later want will compell the inhabitants to go. Why not go now, when all the arrangements are completed for the transfer, instead of waiting till the plunging shot of contending armies will renew the scenes of the past month? Of course, I do not apprehend any such thing at this moment, but you do not suppose this army will be here until the war is over. I cannot discuss this subject with you fairly, because I cannot impart to you what I propose to do, but I assert that my military plans make it necessary for the inhabitants to go away, and I can only renew my offer of services to make their exodus in any direction as easy and comfortable as possible. You cannot qualify war in harsher terms than I will. War is cruelty and you cannot refine it, and those who brought war into our country deserve all the curses and maledictions a people can pour out. I know I had no hand in making this war, and I know I will make more sacrifices today than any of you to secure peace. But you cannot have peace and a division of our country. If the United States submits to a division now it will not stop, but will go on until we reap the fate of Mexico, which is eternal war. The United States does and must assert its authority wherever it once had power. If it relaxes one bit to pressure it is gone, and I know that such is the national feeling. This feeling assumes various shapes, but always comes back to that of Union. Once admit the Union, once more acknowledge the authority of the National Government, and instead of devoting your houses and streets and roads to the dread uses of war, and this army become at once your protectors and supporters, shielding you from danger, let it come from what quarter it may. I know that a few individuals cannot resist a torrent of error and passion such as swept the South into rebellion, but you can part out so that we may know those who desire a government and those who insist on war and its desolation. You might as well appeal against the thunderstorm as against these terrible hardships of war. They are inevitable, and the only way the people of Atlanta can hope once more to live in peace and quiet at home is to stop the war, which can alone be done by admitting that it began in error and is perpetuated in pride.


  We don’t want your negroes or your horses or your houses or your lands or anything you have, but we do want, and will have, a just obedience to the laws of the United States. That we will have, and if it involves the destruction of your improvements we cannot help it. You have heretofore read public sentiment in your newspapers that live by falsehood and excitement, and the quicker you seek for truth in other quarters the better for you. I repeat then that by the original compact of government the United States had certain rights in Georgia, which have never been relinquished and never will be; that the South began war by seizing forts, arsenals, mints, custom-houses, & c., long before Mr. Lincoln was installed and before the South had one jot or tittle of provocation. I myself have seen in Missouri, Kentucky, Tennessee, and Mississippi hundreds and thousands of women and children fleeing from your armies and desperadoes, hungry and with bleeding feet. In Memphis, Vicksburg, and Mississippi we fed thousands upon thousands of the families of rebel soldiers left on our hands and whom we could not see starve. Now that war comes home to you, you feel very different. You deprecate its horrors, but did not feel them when you sent car-loads of soldiers and ammunition and molded shells and shot to carry war into Kentucky and Tennessee, and desolate the homes of hundreds and thousands of good people who only asked to live in peace at their old homes and under the Government of their inheritance. But these comparisons are idle. I want peace, and believe it can now only be reached through union and war, and I will ever conduct war with a view to perfect an early success. But, my dear sirs, when that peace does come, you may call on me for anything. Then will I share with you the last cracker, and watch with you to shield your homes and families against danger from every quarter. Now you must go, and take with you the old and feeble, feed and nurse them and build for them in more quiet places proper habitations to shield them against the weather until the mad passions of men cool down and allow the Union and peace once more to settle over your old homes at Atlanta.


  Yours, in haste,


  W. T. SHERMAN,


  Major-General, Commanding.


  LETTER 14

  THE GOD OF BATTLES


  Lord Horatio Nelson to Lady Emma Hamilton


  19 October 1805


  Over the course of five hours on 21 October 1805, off the coast of southwest Spain, twenty-seven ships belonging to the British Navy, led by Vice-Admiral Horatio Nelson, traded blows with a combined fleet of French and Spanish vessels thirty-three strong, in a stage of the Napoleonic Wars now known as the Battle of Trafalgar. The British were victorious, comfortably so, and Napoléon Bonaparte’s plans to invade were scuppered, but there were many deaths, including that of Nelson who died a hero. Two days before the battle, fully aware that he may not see her again, Nelson began writing to his mistress, Lady Emma Hamilton. The letter was discovered, unfinished, on his desk on HMS Victory, following his death.


  THE LETTER


  Victory Octr 19th 1805


  Noon Cadiz ESE 16 Leagues


  My Dearest beloved Emma the dear friend of my bosom the Signal has been made that the Enemys Combined fleet are coming out of Port. We have very little Wind so that I have no hopes of seeing them before tomorrow May the God of Battles crown my endeavours with success at all events I will take care that my name shall ever be most dear to you and Horatia both of whom I love as much as my own life, and as my last writing before the battle will be to you so I hope in God that I shall live to finish my letter after the Battle. May Heaven bless you prays your Nelson & Bronte.


  Oct 20th, in the morning we were close to the mouth of the Streights but the Wind had not come far enough to the Westward to allow the Combined Fleets to Weather the shoals off Trafalgar but they were counted as far as forty Sail of Ships of War which I suppose to be 34 of the Line and six frigates, a Group of them was seen off the Lighthouse of Cadiz this Morng but it blows so very fresh & thick weather that I rather believe they will go into the Harbour before night. May God Almighty give us success over these fellows and enable us to get a Peace.


  ‘AS MY LAST WRITING


  BEFORE THE BATTLE


  WILL BE TO YOU SO I


  HOPE IN GOD THAT


  I SHALL LIVE TO


  FINISH MY LETTER


  AFTER THE BATTLE.’


  — Lord Horatio Nelson


  LETTER 15

  EXHAUSTED BUT EXHILARATED


  June Wandrey to her sister, Betty


  28 March 1945


  Born in Wautoma, Wisconsin, in 1920, June Wandrey graduated from nursing school in Rochester, Minnesota, on 1 December 1940. Six days later, the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor, thereby provoking the US to enter World War II. Wandrey enlisted with the United States Army Nurse Corps as soon as she could, and went on to serve as a combat nurse across North Africa and Europe until 1946, by which time she was First Lieutenant and had been awarded eight service stars for her efforts. In March 1945 she wrote home to her sister, Betty, and spoke of the incredible moment when Allied troops liberated Stalag XIIA, a former insane asylum in which hundreds of prisoners of war, some horrifically injured, had been held.


  THE LETTER


  3-28-45


  Germany


  Dearest Betty,


  When I got off duty, I heard that our troops had liberated a POW hospital with hundreds of patients several miles from us, in a place called Heppenheim. Although it had started to rain and was getting dark and I was exhausted, I wanted to visit the prisoner-patients. Nobody wanted to risk hitchhiking with me, so dressed in my usual ill-fitting mannish garb, topped by my helmet and sloppy raincoat, with my pocketsfilled with my pitifully small supply of cigarettes and hard candy rations, I took off by myself through the mud … without permission.


  Carefully slipping out of my tent, I disappeared in the blackness. After walking about a mile and a half, I was thoroughly soaked when I heard a jeep creeping along behind me in the blackout. I was walking in the middle of the road as the mines are only swept to the ditches. To keep from being hit I shouted “How about a lift?”


  The jeep stopped. A very surprised Captain Engle, the lone occupant, from the 3rd Division was going to the hospital to assess and investigate conditions. He promised me a round-trip lift. He was fluent in German as he had been born here. We had casually met a month before at a party.


  Two hundred and ninety of the prisoners were scruffy, starving, wounded Americans. The prison population included Russians, French, Italians, Slavs and Moroccans. Some of our men had been there for seven months. Their smaller wounds were covered with toilet paper, their brutal amputations were covered with rags. The men had torn their field jackets in shreds to bind the primitive dressings. Their bodies were covered with scratches, inflicted when they clawed at their body lice.


  Breakfast was a piece of wormy, black bread about two by four inches-a loaf of bread a day for eight to ten men. Lunch was a small bowl of potato-peeling soup with sometimes a little rice in it. If they didn’t finish it for lunch a little water was added to it, and that was their supper. They were shaved sometimes once a month, rarely oftener. Once a month they got a clean sheet. Blankets were never changed nor laundered. If they vomited in bed, it just stayed there with them. Our men who could walk cared for those who couldn’t get out of bed.


  In the push through the Ardennes last December the Germans captured two American doctors, who were sent to this hospital to take care of eight hundred patients with less than minimal equipment. One of the doctors I had met back in Sicily. There were no nurses, just two German x-ray technicians.


  Our soldiers were allowed to write one letter in their long imprisonment. They had never received any replies. Cigarettes were nonexistent. The Morroccans who could walk outside made cigarettes of dry weeds and wrapping paper and sold them to the GIs for exorbitant sums. The bed patients were covered with festering bed sores from lack of care. Morphine was the only medication available.


  Our troops had by-passed this village, leaving behind one lone GI who had become separated from his company. From their window, some patients saw him crouching at the corner of their building, rifle in hand. They sneaked out, brought him in, and showed him their horrible conditions. Finally he slipped out, found his company, and returned with them to liberate the hospital.


  As American rations poured in, the men cried. The corridors were stacked with cartons of inappropriate food for these starved men and their shrunken stomachs, but I guess that was all that we had to give at that time. All those that could eat, stuffed themselves so full of rations that most everyone became nauseated. The walkers would go outside and vomit and then gorge themselves and vomit again. It was just for the taste of the food going down, they didn’t worry about the return trip.


  When an American died, the Germans wouldn’t touch him. They’d make the GIs who were able to walk carry him out and dispose of the body. If one of the men died before he could eat his ration of black bread and slop soup the remaining fellows would fight over it but end up by giving everyone a nibble.


  You should have heard the joyous shrieks when the men saw me walk through those sad, louse-ridden wards. I went cot to cot. They had dozens of questions, everyone talked at once. Some talked to me until they were hoarse. Others just stared in disbelief, some touched my cheek, my hair, my hands. Still others touched my rough, wet fatigue sleeves like they were made of gold cloth and satin. Tears ran down our faces. Everyone wanted to share their recently acquired cigarette and C rations with me … or they’d say, “If you can just wait a minute, we’ll make you some coffee.” The lump in my throat nearly choked me. It was difficult being carefree and gay. But they wanted laughter, and female chatter … and I tried. Blarney comes in handy.


  A priest in the village had a secret radio on which he’d listen to the American broadcasts. He’d relay any news to the American doctors who in turn would whisper progress-messages to the men at night, when they made their rounds.


  Most people will never be privileged like I was tonight.


  Exhausted but exhilarated,


  June


  LETTER 16

  KEEP IT AND HONOR IT ALWAYS


  Tom O’Sullivan to his son, Conor


  16 September 1996


  The Bosnian War began in April 1992, lasted more than three years, and was a conflict between the Republic of Bosnia and Herzegovina, Croatia, and Serbia and Montenegro that cost upwards of 100, 000 people their lives and displaced more than a million. On 16 September 1996, nine months after a peace agreement was signed, Major Tom O’Sullivan was serving in Bosnia as operations officer of the 4th Battalion, 67th Armor, Camp Colt. As that day was also his son’s seventh birthday, he wrote a letter.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Conor,


  I am very sorry that I could not be home for your seventh birthday, but I will soon be finished with my time here in Bosnia and will return to be with you again. You know how much I love you, and that’s what counts the most. I think that all I will think about on your birthday is how proud I am to be your dad and what a great kid you are.


  I remember the day you were born and how happy I was. It was the happiest I have ever been in my life and I will never forget that day. You were very little and had white hair. I didn’t let anyone else hold you much because I wanted to hold you all the time. That day was so special to me that I think it is right to have a celebration each year to remember it.


  There aren’t any stores here in Bosnia, so I couldn’t buy you any toys or souvenirs for your birthday. What I am sending you is something very special, though. It is a flag. This flag represents America and makes me proud each time I see it. When people here in Bosnia see it on our uniforms, on our vehicles, or flying above our camps, they know that it represents freedom and, for them, peace after many years of war.


  Sometimes, this flag is even more important to them than it is to people who live in America because some Americans don’t know much about the sacrifices it represents or the peace it has brought to places like Bosnia.


  This flag was flown on the flagpole over the headquarters of Task Force 4-67 Armor, Camp Colt, in the Posavina Corridor of northern Bosnia-Herzegovina, on 16 September 1996. It was flown in honor of you on your seventh birthday. Keep it and honor it always.


  Love,


  Dad


  LETTER 17

  PLEASE SPARE HER


  Poppy, Lionel and Freda Hewlett and Lord Kitchener


  11 August 1914


  It was by no means just humans who were called up for service during World War I. In fact, over the course of the four-year conflict, more than sixteen million animals-including horses （for transport）, dogs （for companionship and security）, pigeons （to deliver messages）, canaries （to detect gas）and cats （to catch rats in the trenches）-also went to war, a huge number made possible thanks to the inclusion of animals from private households, many across the UK. Unsurprisingly, not all citizens gave up their beloved pets without a fight. Two months after the war began, fearing the unthinkable, three distraught children from Wigan in England wrote to the Secretary of State for War, Field Marshal Herbert Kitchener, and begged him not to take their pony, a photo of which was included. To their astonishment, a reply soon arrived from Kitchener’s private secretary, who had a message to pass on.


  THE LETTERS


  THE COTTAGE,


  HAIGH,


  WIGAN.


  



  Aug: 11th 14


  Dear good Lord Kitchener,


  We are writing for our pony, which we are very afraid may be taken for your army. Please spare her. Daddy says she is going to be a mother early next year and is 17 years old. It would break our hearts to let her go. We have given 2 others and 3 of our family are now fighting for you in the Navy.


  Mother and all will do anything for you but do please let us keep old Betty & send official word quickly before anyone comes.


  Your troubled little Britishers,


  P., L. and Freda Hewlett.


  * * *


  War Office,


  Whitehall,


  S.W.


  Lord Kitchener asks me to say in reply to your letter of the 11th August, that if you will show the enclosed note to anyone who comes to ask about your pony, he thinks it will be left to you quite safely.


  “F. M. Lord Kitchener has decided that no horses under 15 hands shall be requisitioned belonging to the British family P.L. & Freda Hewlett.”


  To our good Lord Kitchener,


  You are indeed kind to allow us to keep our dear old Betty. We met every post and hardly dared to hope you, who have so much to do, had had time to read our request-so little to you-so much to us. Thank you ever and ever so much. We have your photo and will never forget your kindness and hope to do each and all ‘our little’ for you and all the brave men who are working for and fighting for dear old England and all of us.


  Always and ever your grateful British servants,


  Poppy, Lionel and Freda Hewlett and also Betty.


  God save Lord Kitchener and the King.


  LETTER 18

  THE MOST EXTRAORDINARY SCENE


  Captain Reginald John Armes to his wife


  24 December 1914


  On Christmas Eve of 1914, five months into World War I, thousands of British and German troops on the Western Front agreed to put down their weapons, rise from the trenches, and greet each other peacefully. For the next few days, close to 100, 000 men, British and German, chatted, exchanged gifts, sang carols and played football. They also, most importantly, were able to bury their dead without fearing for their own safety. On the evening of 24 December, the first day of this amazing truce, Captain ‘Jake’ Armes of the 1st Battalion North Staffordshire Regiment wrote to his wife and described this incredible occurrence. Armes did return home to his family after the war and lived until 1948.


  THE LETTER


  24/12/14


  I have just been through one of the most extraordinary scenes imaginable. To-night is Xmas Eve and I came up into the trenches this evening for my tour of duty in them. Firing was going on all the time and the enemy’s machine guns were at it hard, firing at us. Then about seven the firing stopped.


  I was in my dug-out reading a paper and the mail was being dished out. It was reported that the Germans had lighted their trenches up all along our front. We had been calling to one another for some time Xmas wishes and other things. I went out and they shouted “no shooting” and then somehow the scene became a peaceful one. All our men got out of their trenches and sat on the parapet, the Germans did the same, and they talked to one another in English and broken English. I got on top of the trench and talked German and asked them to sing a German Volkslied, which they did, then our men sang quite well and each side clapped and cheered the other.


  I asked a German who sang a solo to sing one of Schumann’s songs, so he sang “The Two Grenadiers” splendidly. Our men were a good audience and really enjoyed his singing.


  Then Pope and I walked across and held a conversation with the German Officer in command. One of his men introduced us properly, he asked my name and then presented me to his Officer. I gave the latter permission to bury some German dead who are lying in between us, and we agreed to have no shooting until 12 midnight to-morrow. We talked together, 10 or more Germans gathered round. I was almost in their lines within a yard or so. We saluted each other, he thanked me for permission to bury his dead, and we fixed up how many men were to do it, and that otherwise both sides must remain in their trenches.


  Then we wished one another goodnight and a good night’s rest, and a happy Xmas and parted with a salute. I got back to the trench. The Germans sang “Die Wacht Am Rhein”, it sounded well. Then our men sang quite well “Christians Awake”, it sounded so well, and with a good night we all got back into our trenches. It was a curious scene, a lovely moonlit night, the German trenches with small lights on them, and the men on both sides gathered in groups on the parapets.


  At times we heard the guns in the distance and an occasional rifle shot. I can hear them now, but about us is absolute quiet. I allowed one or two men to go out and meet a German or two half way. They exchanged cigars, a smoke and talked. The Officer I spoke to hopes we shall do the same on New Year’s Day, I said “yes, if I am here.” I felt I must sit down and write the story of this Xmas Eve before I went to lie down. Of course no precautions are relaxed, but I think they mean to play the game. All the same, I think I shall be awake all night so as to be on the safe side. It is weird to think that to-morrow night we shall be at it hard again. If one gets through this show it will be a Xmas time to live in one’s memory. The German who sang had a really fine voice.


  Am just off for a walk round the trenches to see all is well. Good-night.


  Xmas Day. We had an absolutely quiet night in front of us, though just to our right and left there was sniping going on. In my trenches and in those of the Enemy opposite to us were only nice big fires blazing, and occasional songs and conversation. This morning at the Reveille the Germans sent out parties to bury their dead. Our men went out to help, and then we all on both sides met in the middle, and in groups began to talk and exchange gifts of tobacco, etc. All this morning we have been fraternising, singing songs. I have been within a yard in fact to their trenches, have spoken to and exchanged greetings with a Colonel, Staff Officers and several Company Officers. All were very nice and we fixed up that the men should not go near their opponents’ trenches, but remain about midway between the lines. The whole thing is extraordinary. The men were all so natural and friendly. Several photos were taken, a group of German Officers, a German Officer and myself, and a group of British and German soldiers.


  The Germans are Saxons, a good-looking lot, only wishing for peace in a manly way, and they seem in no way at their last gasp. I was astonished at the easy way in which our men and theirs got on with each other.


  We have just knocked off for dinner, and have arranged to meet again afterwards until dusk when we go in again and have [illegible] until 9 p.m., when War begins again. I wonder who will start the shooting! They say “fire in the air and we will”, and such things, but of course it will start and to-morrow we shall be at it hard killing one another. It is an extraordinary state of affairs which allows of a “Peace Day”. I have never seen men so pleased to have a day off as both sides.


  Their Opera Singer is going to give us a song or two to-night and perhaps I may give them one. Try and imagine two lines of trenches in peace, only 50 yards apart, the men of either side have never seen each other except perhaps a head now and again, and have never been outside in front of their trenches. Then suddenly one day men stream out and nest in friendly talk in the middle. One fellow, a married man, wanted so much a photo of Betty and Nancy in bed, which I had, and I gave him it as I had two: it seems he showed it all round, as several Germans told me afterwards about it. He gave me a photo of himself and family taken the other day which he had just got.


  Well must finish now so as to get this off to-day. Have just finished dinner. Pork chop. Plum pudding. Mince pies. Ginger, and bottle of Wine and a cigar, and have drunk to all at home and especially to you, my darling one. Must go outside now to supervise the meetings of the men and the Germans.


  Will try and write more in a day or two. Keep this letter carefully and send copies to all. I think they will be interested. It did feel funny walking over alone towards the enemy’s trenches to meet someone half-way, and then to arrange a Xmas peace. It will be a thing to remember all one’s life.


  Kiss the babies and give them my love. Write me a long letter and tell me all the news. I hope the photos come out all right. Probably you will see them in some paper.


  Yours,


  （signed）JAKE.


  LETTER 19

  CORNWALLIS AND HIS ARMY ARE OURS


  Alexander Hamilton to his wife, Elizabeth


  October 1781


  On 17 October 1781, on the battlefield at Yorktown, Virginia, an officer stood atop a trench and waved a white handkerchief on behalf of the British Army’s commander, Charles Cornwallis, thereby signalling the end of the three-week-long Siege of Yorktown and, in effect, the American Revolutionary War of which it was the last major battle. The British surrender was forced in part by the actions of Alexander Hamilton, who nights before had led a double-headed attack that resulted in the capture of two British redoubts （temporary forts）and little room for Cornwallis to manoeuvre. Shortly after his strategy bore fruit, Hamilton wrote home to his wife with the news. Two days later, he wrote again.


  THE LETTERS


  [Yorktown, Virginia, October 16, 1781]


  Two nights ago, my Eliza, my duty and my honor obliged me to take a step in which your happiness was too much risked. I commanded an attack upon one of the enemy’s redoubts; we carried it in an instant, and with little loss. You will see the particulars in the Philadelphia papers. There will be, certainly, nothing more of this kind; all the rest will be by approach; and if there should be another occasion, it will not fall to my turn to execute it.


  * * *


  [Yorktown, Virginia, October 18, 1781]


  Your letter of the 3d.of September my angel never reached me till to day. My uneasiness at not hearing from you is abated by the sweet prospect of soon taking you in my arms. Your father will tell you the news. Tomorrow Cornwallis and his army are ours. In two days after I shall in all probability set out for Albany, and I hope to embrace you in three weeks from this time. Conceive my love by your own feelings, how delightful this prospect is to me. Only in your heart and in my own can any image be found of my happiness upon the occasion. I have no time to enlarge. Let the intilligence I give compensate for the shortness of my letter. Give my love to your Mama to Mrs. Carter to Peggy and to all the family.


  Adieu My Charming beloved wife, I kiss you a thousand times, Adieu,


  My love


  A Hamilton


  LETTER 20

  WHY CAN’T WE HAVE A SOLDIER’S PAY?


  James Henry Gooding to President Abraham Lincoln


  28 September 1863


  Born into slavery in North Carolina in August 1838, James Gooding was twenty-four years old when, in February 1863, he enlisted with the 54th Massachusetts Infantry Regiment-only the second regiment to consist of African-Americans-and began to fight in the American Civil War. Perhaps his most important contribution came in September when he wrote this letter to US President Abraham Lincoln and made clear, with great eloquence, his dissatisfaction with the salary disparity between white and black soldiers. His plea did not fall on deaf ears, and in June the following year, that gap was closed by a newly passed law granting equal pay to soldiers of all creeds. Sadly, Gooding would never know: he had been wounded in battle months earlier and taken prisoner. He died in a prison camp in July 1864.


  THE LETTER


  Morris Island, S. C.


  September 28, 1863


  Your Excellency, Abraham Lincoln:


  Your Excellency will pardon the presumption of an humble individual like myself, in addressing you, but the earnest Solicitation of my Comrades in Arms besides the genuine interest felt by myself in the matter is my excuse, for placing before the Executive head of the Nation our Common Grievance: On the 6th of the last Month, the Paymaster of the Department informed us, that if we would decide to receive the sum of$10 （ten dollars）per month, he would come and pay us that sum, but that, on the sitting of Congress, the Regt. would, in his opinion, be allowed the other 3 （three）. He did not give us any guarantee that this would be, as he hoped; certainly he had no authority for making any such guarantee, and we cannot suppose him acting in any way interested. Now the main question is, Are we Soldiers, or are we Labourers? We are fully armed, and equipped, have done all the various Duties pertaining to a Soldier’s life, have conducted ourselves, to the complete satisfaction of General Officers, who were, if any, prejudiced against us, but who now accord us all the encouragement and honors due us; have shared the perils, and Labour of Reducing the first stronghold that flaunted a Traitor Flag; and more, Mr. President. Today the Anglo-Saxon Mother, Wife, or Sister, are not alone, in tears for departed Sons, Husbands, and Brothers. The patient Trusting Descendants of Africs Clime, have dyed the ground with blood, in defense of the Union, and Democracy. Men too your Excellency, who know in a measure, the cruelties of the Iron heel of oppression, which in years gone by, the very Power, their blood is now being spilled to maintain, ever ground them to the dust. But When the war trumpet sounded o’er the land, when men knew not the Friend from the Traitor, the Black man laid his life at the Altar of the Nation, and he was refused. When the arms of the Union, were beaten, in the first year of the War, And the Executive called more food for its ravaging maw, again the black man begged, the privilege of Aiding his Country in her need, to be again refused And now, he is in the War: and how has he conducted himself? Let their dusky forms, rise up, out the mires of James Island, and give the answer. Let the rich mould around Wagners parapets be upturned, and there will be found an Eloquent answer. Obedient and patient, and Solid as a wall are they. All we lack, is a paler hue, and a better acquaintance with the Alphabet. Now Your Excellency, We have done a Soldiers duty. Why cant we have a Soldiers pay? You caution the Rebel Chieftain, that the United States, knows, no distinction in her Soldiers: She insists on having all her Soldiers, of whatever creed, or Color, to be treated, according to the usages of War. Now if the United States exacts uniformity of treatment of her Soldiers, from the Insurgents, would it not be well, and consistent, to set the example herself, by paying all her Soldiers alike? We of this Regt. were not enlisted under any “contraband” act. But we do not wish to be understood, as rating our Service, of more Value to the Government, than the service of the exslave, Their Service is undoubtedly worth much to the Nation, but Congress made express, provision touching their case, as slaves freed by military necessity, and assuming the Government, to be their temporary Guardian: -Not so with us-Freemen by birth, and consequently, having the advantage of thinking, and acting for ourselves, so far as the Laws would allow us. We do not consider ourselves fit subjects for the Contraband act. We appeal to You, Sir: as the Executive of the Nation, to have us Justly Dealt with. The Regt.do pray, that they be assured their service will be fairly appreciated, by paying them as American Soldiers, not as menial hierlings. Black men, You may well know, are poor, three dollars per month, for a year, will supply their needy Wives, and little ones, with fuel. If you, as chief Magistrate of the Nation, will assure us, of our whole pay. We are content, our Patriotism, our enthusiasm will have a new impetus, to exert our energy more and more to aid Our Country. Not that our hearts ever flagged, in Devotion, spite the evident apathy displayed in our behalf, but We feel as though, our Country spurned us, now we are sworn to serve her. Please give this a moments attention.


  James Henry Gooding


  ‘NOW YOUR


  EXCELLENCY,


  WE HAVE DONE


  A SOLDIERS DUTY.


  WHY CANT WE HAVE


  A SOLDIERS PAY?’


  — James Henry Gooding


  LETTER 21

  THIS IS QUITE TRUE


  Evelyn Waugh to Laura Waugh


  31 May 1942


  Best known for his 1945 novel Brideshead Revisited, English novelist Evelyn Waugh spent the five years preceding its publication in the military, first in the Royal Marines and then, thanks to a transfer in May 1942, the Royal Horse Guards, stationed at the time in southwest Scotland. This change of pace and scenery was much welcomed, not least as his wife, Laura, was at home many miles away, looking after their three children. She was also very pregnant with their fourth. On 31 May, a mere ten days before she gave birth to their daughter, Margaret, Evelyn put pen to paper and brightened her day considerably with a letter, perhaps the funniest he ever wrote, in which he told a tale involving a tree stump, some questionable mathematics and an overabundance of explosives.


  THE LETTER


  31st May 1942


  Darling


  It was a great joy to get a letter from you. I thought you had been swallowed up in some Pixton plague.


  Do you know Ellwoods address? I wrote to him care Harper-no answer.


  Miss Cowles leaves tonight. Everyone except me will be sorry. I have had to arrange all her movements and it has been a great deal of trouble. She is a cheerful, unprincipled young woman. She wants to be made Colonel in chief of the commando so I have suggested Princess Margaret Rose instead. Bob eats out of my hand at the moment.


  So No.3 Cmdo were very anxious to be chums with Lord Glasgow so they offered to blow up an old tree stump for him and he was very grateful and he said don’t spoil the plantation of young trees near it because that is the apple of my eye and they said no of course not we can blow a tree down so that it falls on a sixpence and Lord Glasgow said goodness you are clever and he asked them all to luncheon for the great explosion. So Col. Durnford-Slater D.S.O. said to his subaltern, have you put enough explosive in the tree. Yes, sir, 75 lbs. Is that enough? Yes sir I worked it out by mathematics it is exactly right. Well better put a bit more. Very good sir.


  And when Col.D. Slater D.S.O. had had his port he sent for the subaltern and said subaltern better put a bit more explosive in that tree. I don’t want to disappoint Lord Glasgow. Very good sir.


  Then they all went out to see the explosion and Col. D.S. D.S.O.said you will see that tree fall flat at just that angle where it will hurt no young trees and Lord Glasgow said goodness you are clever.


  So soon they lit the fuse and waited for the explosion and presently the tree, instead of falling quietly sideways, rose 50 feet into the air taking with it ½acre of soil and the whole of the young plantation.


  And the subaltern said Sir I made a mistake, it should have been 7½ lbs not 75.


  Lord Glasgow was so upset he walked in dead silence back to his castle and when they came to the turn of the drive in sight of his castle what should they find but that every pane of glass in the building was broken.


  So Lord Glasgow gave a little cry & ran to hide his emotion in the lavatory and there when he pulled the plug the entire ceiling, loosened by the explosion, fell on his head.


  This is quite true.


  E


  LETTER 22

  THE ZULUS WERE ON US AT ONCE


  Lieutenant Henry Curling to his mother


  2 February 1879


  The Anglo-Zulu War was an ugly testament to the British Empire’s colonial days: a brutal series of encounters that took place in the South African kingdom of Zulu, after an invasion by the British. In July 1879, following six months of fighting and thousands of deaths, the British Empire defeated the Zulu army, but not until after the latter had inflicted considerable losses on the British. The first major conflict, on 22 January 1879, was the Battle of Isandlwana, during which almost 20, 000 Zulu warriors overwhelmed the invading forces and killed more than 1, 300 soldiers, thus inflicting a defeat so heavy that just one frontline officer survived: Lieutenant Henry Curling of the Royal Artillery. Soon after his lucky escape, Curling wrote home to his mother and described the battle in great detail. His letter, one of few first-hand accounts from the front, was later reprinted in The Standard. Curling retired from the British Army in 1902 and settled in Ramsgate where he died in 1910.


  THE LETTER


  Feb 2nd


  Natal


  My dear Mama,


  Now things have quieted down again a little, I can tell you more about what has happened. I trust you had no false report: I saw the first man who went into Pietermaritzburg with the news and I hope you may have had no anxiety.


  On the morning of the fight, the main body left at 3.30 in the morning, a little before daylight, leaving us with two guns and about 70 men. About 7.30 we were turned out as about 1000 Zulus were seen in some hills about 2 miles from the camp. We did not think anything of it and I was congratulating myself on having an independent command. I had out with my guns only 20 men, the remainder 50 in number stayed in the camp. We remained formed up in front of the camp （it was about 1/2 mile long）until 11 o’clock, when the enemy disappeared behind some hills on our left, we returned to camp. We none of us had the least idea that the Zulus contemplated attacking the camp and, having in the last war often seen equally large bodies of the enemy, never dreamed they would come on. Besides, we had about 600 troops （regulars）, two guns, about 100 other white men and at least 1000 armed natives.


  About 12, as the men were getting their dinner, the alarm was again given and we turned out at once. Maj. Smith came back from the General’s force at this time and took command. This of course relieved me of all responsibility as to the movement of the guns. We, being mounted, moved off before the infantry and took up a position to the left front of the camp where we were able to throw shells into a huge mass of the enemy that remained almost stationary. The 24th Regt. came up and formed in skirmishing order on both ourflanks. The Zulus soon split up into a large mass of skirmishers that extended as far round the camp as we would see.


  We could form no idea of numbers but the hills were black with them. They advanced steadily in the face of the infantry and our guns but I believe the whole of the natives who defended the rear of the camp soon bolted and left only our side of the camp defended. Very soon bullets began to whistle about our heads and the men began to fall.


  The Zulus still continued to advance and we began to fire case but the order was given to retire after firing a round or two.


  At this time, out of my small detachment, one man had been killed, shot through the head, another wounded, shot through the side and another through the wrist. Maj. Smith was also shot through the arm but was able to do his duty. Of course, no wounded man was attended to, there was no time or men to spare. When we got the order to retire, we limbered up at once but were hardly in time as the Zulus were on us at once and one man was killed （stabbed）as he was mounting in a seat on the gun carriage. Most of the gunners were on foot as there was not time to mount them on the guns.


  We trotted off to the camp thinking to take up another position but found it was in possession of the enemy who were killing the men as they ran out of their tents. We went right through them and out the other side, losing nearly all our gunners in doing so and one of the two sergeants. The road to Rorke’s Drift that we hoped to retreat by was full of the enemy so, no way being open, we followed a crowd of natives and camp followers who were running down a ravine. The Zulus were all among them, stabbing men as they ran.


  The ravine got steeper and steeper and finally the guns stuck and could get no further. In a moment the Zulus closed in and the drivers, who now alone remained, were pulled off their horses and killed. I did not see Maj. Smith at this moment but was with him a minute before.


  The guns could not be spiked, there was no time to think of anything and we hoped to save the guns up to the last moment.


  As soon as the guns were taken, I galloped off and made off with the crowd. How any of us escaped, I don’t know; the Zulus were all around us and I saw men falling all round. We rode for about 5 miles, hotly pursued by the Zulus, when we came to a cliff overhanging the river. We had to climb down the face of the cliff and not more than half those who started from the top got to the bottom. Many fell right down, among other, Maj. Smith and the Zulus caught us here and shot us as we climbed down. I got down safety and came to the river which was very deep and swift. Numbers were swept away as they tried to cross and others shot from above.


  My horse, fortunately, swam straight across, though I had three or four men hanging on his tail, stirrup leathers, etc. After crossing the river, we were in comparative safety, though many were killed afterwards who were on foot and unable to keep up. It seems to me like a dream, I cannot realise it at all. The whole affair did not last an hour from beginning to end. Many got away from the camp but were killed in the retreat. No officers or men of the 24th Regt.could escape: they were all on foot and on the other side of the camp. I saw two of them, who were not with their men, near the river but their bodies were found afterwards on our side of the river.


  Of the 50 men we left in camp, 8 managed to escape on spare horses we had left in camp. One sergeant only, of my detachment, got away. Altogether, we lost 62 men and 24 horses, just half the battery.


  Those who have escaped have not a rag left as they came away in their shirt sleeves. We always sleep at night in the fort or laager, as it is called, and in the open air. It is very unpleasant as it rains nearly every night and is very cold.


  We none of us have more than one blanket each, so you can see we are having a rough time. The first few days I was utterly done up but have pulled round all right now.


  What is going to happen, no one knows. We have made a strong entrenchment and are pretty safe even should we be attacked. The only thing we are afraid of is sickness. There are 50 sick and wounded already who are all jammed up at night in the fort. The smell is terrible, 800 men cooped up in so small a place. Food, fortunately, is plentiful and we have at least a three months supply. All spys taken now are shot: we have disposed of three or four already.


  Formerly, they were allowed anywhere and our disaster is to a great extent due to their accurate information of the General’s movements. What excitement this will cause in England and what indignation.


  The troops, of course, were badly placed and the arrangements for defending the camp indifferent but there should have been enough troops and the risk of leaving a small force to be attacked by 10 to 15 times its number should not have been allowed. As you have heard, there were no wounded, all the wounded were killed in a most horrible way. I saw several wounded men during the retreat, all crying out for help, as they knew the terrible fate in store for them. Smith-Dorrien, a young fellow in the 95 Regt., I saw dismount and try to help one. His horse was killed in a minute by a shot and he had to run for his life only escaping by a miracle. You will see all sorts of accounts in the papers and no end of lies. Most of those who escaped were volunteers and native contingent officers who tell any number of lies. We hear the General has telegraphed for 6 Regiments and a cavalry Brigade. Even with these troops, it will take a long time to finish the war. It takes months to accustom troops to the country and in fact they are quite unfit for fighting in the Field as they require such enormous baggage trains. The colonial troops move without anything and always sleep in the open. We shall get no assistance from natives now as they do not believe in us anymore.


  Your letters still arrive pretty regularly and are a great treat. I am very sorry to hear about Emmy but trust it is only a mild attack. It is unfortunate, as it will delay your journey very much.


  I am very glad Papa continues pretty well. It will be rather a risk crossing the channel and travelling through France if the weather continues so severe. I think I must be promoted by now: I do hope I may get a good fall. It will be depressing indeed if I get out of this safely to be sent to some out of the way part of the world.


  All those who escaped have sent in reports, by order, which will probably be published, so you will hear eventually the truth about this sad disaster. The General, poor fellow, seemed quite off his head and so nothing is being done, nor it would seem, has he recovered himself yet.


  Give my love to all at home and believe me,


  Your most affect Son


  H T Curling


  LETTER 23

  THESE THINGS AREN’T TRIVIAL TO ME


  Captain Rodney R. Chastant to his parents


  19 October 1967


  On 19 October 1967, newly appointed Captain Rodney R. Chastant proudly wrote this letter home from Vietnam with news of his recent promotion. The next year, in September 1968, he wrote another letter explaining that he was extending his tour of duty rather than returning home, because‘my experience is invaluable. This job requires a man of conscience.’Tragically, he was killed in action a month later.


  THE LETTER


  Captain Rodney R. Chastant,


  1st Marine Air Wing Vietnam,


  19 October 67


  Mom and Dad


  Your oldest son is now a captain in the United States Marine Corps. I was promoted yesterday. Of all the men selected for captain, 1, 640 men, only about 50 men have been promoted to date. I was one of the 50, to my surprise and pleasure. My effective date of rank is 1 July 1967, which means I have technically been a captain for 3½months. I am thus due back pay for 3½months. With this promotion, my annual income is$9, 000 a year. I’m single, 24 years old, college-education, a captain in the Marine Corps, and I have$11, 000 worth of securities. This is not a bad start in life, is it?


  As I understand, Dad, you were married about this point in life. There was a war going on then too. I really know very little about those years in my parents’ lives. Sometime you will have to tell me about them—what you were doing, what you were thinking, what you were planning, what you were hoping.


  Mom, I appreciate all your letters. I appreciate your concern that some of the things you write about are trivial, but they aren’t trivial to me. I’m eager to read anything about what you are doing or the family is doing. You can’t understand the importance these “trivial” events take on out here. It helps keep me civilized. For a while, as I read your letters, I am a normal person. I’m not killing people, or worried about being killed. While I read your letters, I’m not carrying guns and grenades. Instead I am going ice skating with David or walking through a department store to exchange a lamp shade. It is great to know your family’s safe, living in a secure country; a country made secure by thousands upon thousands of men who have died for that country.


  In the Philippines I took a bus ride along the infamous route of the death march in Bataan. I passed graveyards that were marked with row after row after row of plain white crosses. Thousands upon thousands. These were Americarn graves-American graves in the Philippines. And I thought about the American graves in Okinawa, Korea, France, England, North Africa, around the world. And I was proud to be an American, proud to be a Marine, proud to be fighting in Asia. I have a commitment to the men who have gone before me, American men who made the sacrifices that were required to make the world safe for ice skating, department stores and lamp shades.


  No, Mom, these things aren’t trivial to me. They are vitally important to me. Those are the truly important things, not what l’m doing. I hope you will continue to write about those “trivial” things because that is what I enjoy learning about the most.


  Your son,


  Rod


  LETTER 24

  FOR THE SAKE OF HUMANITY


  Mohandas Gandhi to Adolf Hitler


  23 July 1939


  In July of 1939, two months before the German invasion of Poland that prompted World War II, Mohandas Gandhi, leader of the Indian independence movement, penned a letter to Adolf Hitler and pleaded for peace‘for the sake of humanity’. A year later, with the world in turmoil, he wrote again with more force. Unbeknownst to Gandhi, neither of his letters reached the leader of Nazi Germany; instead, they were intercepted by the British Raj. Gandhi was also unaware that in late 1937, in a meeting with government envoy Lord Edward Halifax, Hitler had advised the British to‘Shoot Gandhi, and if this doesn’t suffice to reduce [the Indian National Congress] to submission, shoot a dozen leading members of the Congress, and if that doesn’t suffice shoot 200, and so on, as you make it clear that you mean business.’


  THE LETTER


  As at Wardha


  C.P.


  23.7.’39.


  Dear friend,


  Friends have been urging me to write to you for the sake of humanity. But I have resisted their request, because of the feeling that any letter from me would be an impertinence. Something tells me that I must not calculate and that I must make my appeal for whatever it may be worth.


  It is quite clear that you are today the one person in the world who can prevent a war which may reduce humanity to the savage state. Must you pay that price for an object however worthy it may appear to you to be? Will you listen to the appeal of one who has deliberately shunned the method of war not without considerable success? Any way I anticipate your forgiveness, if I have erred in writing to you.


  I remain,


  Your sincere friend


  M.K. Gandhi


  As at Wardha,


  December 24, 1940


  Dear friend,


  That I address you as a friend is no formality. I own no foes. My business in life has been for the past 33 years to enlist the friendship of the whole of humanity by befriending mankind, irrespective of race, colour or creed.


  I hope you will have the time and desire to know how a good portion of humanity who have view living under the influence of that doctrine of universal friendship view your action. We have no doubt about your bravery or devotion to your fatherland, nor do we believe that you are the monster described by your opponents. But your own writings and pronouncements and those of your friends and admirers leave no room for doubt that many of your acts are monstrous and unbecoming of human dignity, especially in the estimation of men like me who believe in universal friendliness. Such are your humiliation of Czechoslovakia, the rape of Poland and the swallowing of Denmark. I am aware that your view of life regards such spoliations as virtuous acts. But we have been taught from childhood to regard them as acts degrading humanity. Hence we cannot possibly wish success to your arms.


  But ours is a unique position. We resist British Imperialism no less than Nazism. If there is a difference, it is in degree. One-fifth of the human race has been brought under the British heel by means that will not bear scrutiny. Our resistance to it does not mean harm to the British people. We seek to convert them, not to defeat them on the battle-field. Ours is an unarmed revolt against the British rule. But whether we convert them or not, we are determined to make their rule impossible by non-violent non-co-operation. It is a method in its nature indefensible. It is based on the knowledge that no spoliator can compass his end without a certain degree of co-operation, willing or compulsory, of the victim. Our rulers may have our land and bodies but not our souls. They can have the former only by complete destruction of every Indian—man, woman and child. That all may not rise to that degree of heroism and that a fair amount of frightfulness can bend the back of revolt is true but the argument would be beside the point. For, if a fair number of men and women be found in India who would be prepared without any ill will against the spoliators to lay down their lives rather than bend the knee to them, they would have shown the way to freedom from the tyranny of violence. I ask you to believe me when I say that you will find an unexpected number of such men and women in India. They have been having that training for the past 20 years.


  We have been trying for the past half a century to throw off the British rule. The movement of independence has been never so strong as now. The most powerful political organization, I mean the Indian National Congress, is trying to achieve this end. We have attained a very fair measure of success through non-violent effort. We were groping for the right means to combat the most organized violence in the world which the British power represents. You have challenged it. It remains to be seen which is the better organized, the German or the British. We know what the British heel means for us and the non-European races of the world. But we would never wish to end the British rule with German aid. We have found in non-violence a force which, if organized, can without doubt match itself against a combination of all the most violent forces in the world. In non-violent technique, as I have said, there is no such thing as defeat. It is all ‘do or die’ without killing or hurting. It can be used practically without money and obviously without the aid of science of destruction which you have brought to such perfection. It is a marvel to me that you do not see that it is nobody’s monopoly. If not the British, some other power will certainly improve upon your method and beat you with your own weapon. You are leaving no legacy to your people of which they would feel proud. They cannot take pride in a recital of cruel deed, however skilfully planned. I, therefore, appeal to you in the name of humanity to stop the war. You will lose nothing by referring all the matters of dispute between you and Great Britain to an international tribunal of your joint choice. If you attain success in the war, it will not prove that you were in the right. It will only prove that your power of destruction was greater. Whereas an award by an impartial tribunal will show as far as it is humanly possible which party was in the right.


  You know that not long ago I made an appeal to every Briton to accept my method of non-violent resistance. I did it because the British know me as a friend though a rebel. I am a stranger to you and your people. I have not the courage to make you the appeal I made to every Briton. Not that it would not apply to you with the same force as to the British. But my present proposal is much simple because much more practical and familiar.


  During this season when the hearts of the peoples of Europe yearn for peace, we have suspended even our own peaceful struggle. Is it too much to ask you to make an effort for peace during a time which may mean nothing to you personally but which must mean much to the millions of Europeans whose dumb cry for peace I hear, for my ears are attended to hearing the dumb millions? I had intended to address a joint appeal to you and Signor Mussolini, whom I had the privilege of meeting when I was in Rome during my visit to England as a delegate to the Round Table Conference. I hope that he will take this as addressed to him also with the necessary changes.


  I am,


  Your sincere friend,


  M. K. GANDHI


  LETTER 25

  THE SONS OF HAM


  M. W. Saddler to the Freeman newspaper


  30 July 1898


  On 1 July 1898 Spanish and Cuban soldiers attempted to hold Santiago de Cuba and fight off American troops in what was the Battle of El Caney. Their efforts were fruitless, and the US, led by Brigadier General Henry Ware Lawton, were ultimately victorious. Weeks later, having seen no report of the battle in the publication, a soldier who had helped to defeat the Spanish, named M. W. Saddler, wrote to the Freeman newspaper to proudly boast of his regiment’s achievements.


  THE LETTER


  July 30, 1898


  Dear Sir


  I wish to call attention to the heroic part the Twenty-fifth United States Infantry played in compelling the surrender of Santiago. We have no reporter in the division and it appears that we are coming up unrepresented.


  On the morning of July 1, our regiment, having slept part of the night with stones for pillows and heads resting on hands, arose at the dawn of day, without a morsel to eat, formed line, and after a half day of hard marching, succeeded in reaching the bloody battleground at El Caney. We were in the last brigade of our division. As we were marching up we met regiments of our comrades in white retreating from the Spanish stronghold. As we pressed forward all the reply that came from the retiring soldiers was: “There is no use to advance further. The Spaniards are intrenched and in block houses. You are running to sudden death.” But without a falter did our brave men continue to press to the front.


  In a few minutes the desired position was reached. The first battalion of the Twenty-fifth Infantry, composed of companies C, D, G and H were ordered to form the firing line, in preference to other regiments, though the commanders were seniors to ours. But no sooner was the command given than the execution began. A thousand yards distance to the north lay the enemy, 2000 strong in intrenchments hewn out of solid stone. On each end of the breastwork were stone block houses. Our regiment numbered 507 men all told. We advanced about 200 yards under cover of jungles and ravines. Then came the trying moments. The clear battlefield was reached. The enemy began showering down on us volleys from their strong fortifications and numberless sharpshooters hid away in palm trees and other places …


  Our men began to fall, many of them never to rise again, but so steady was the advance and so effective was ourfire that the Spaniards became unnerved and began over-shooting us. When they saw we were “colored soldiers” they knew their doom was sealed. They were afraid to put their heads above the brink of their intrenchments for every time a head was raised there was one Spaniard less.


  The advance was continued until we were within about 150 yards of the intrenchments; then came the solemn command, “Charge.” Every man was up and rushing forward at headlong speed over the barbed wire and into the intrenchments, and the Twenty-fifth carried the much coveted position.


  So great was the loss of officers that Company C had to be commanded by its First Sergeant S. W. Taliaferro, the gallant aspirant for the commission from the ranks … The Company’s commander was wounded early in the action by the explosion of a bombshell.


  Thus our people can now see that the coolness and bravery that characterized our fathers in the 60’s have been handed down to their sons of the 90’s. If any one doubts the fitness of a colored soldier for active field service, when the cry of musketry, the booming of cannon and bursting of shells, seem to make the earth tremble, ask the regimental Commanders of the Twenty-fourth and Twenty-fifth infantries and Ninth and Tenth Cavalry. Ask Generals Lawton, Kent and Wheeler, of whose divisions these regiments formed a part.


  The Spaniards call us “Negretter Solados” and say there is no use shooting at us, for steel and powder will not stop us. We only hope our brethren will come over and help us to show to the world that true patriotism is in the minds of the sons of Ham. All we need is leaders of our own race to make war records, so that their names may go down in history as a reward for the price of our precious blood.


  M. W. Saddler


  First Sergeant, Co. D


  25th Inf.


  LETTER 26

  IT IS ALL GOING TO HELL


  Martha Gellhorn to Eleanor Roosevelt


  March 1938


  During an illustrious career that spanned more than half a century, celebrated war correspondent Martha Gellhorn travelled the world to report on numerous conflicts, from the Spanish Civil War through to the Cold War, and touching on most wars in-between. In December 1936, in a bar named Sloppy Joe’s in Key West, Florida, she met and fell for fellow writer Ernest Hemingway, and within months they had decided to travel to Spain together, where she would be reporting on Spain’s civil war for Collier’s magazine. In March 1938, as they sailed back to Spain following a break in Miami, Gellhorn wrote to her friend, First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt, and spoke of her dismay at the situation in Europe-and correctly predicted another world war which was only a year away.


  THE LETTER


  March 1938


  RMS Queen Mary


  Dearest Mrs R—


  I wanted to see you, and hoped all the time you’d be in Washington and that I’d get there. Then you were out west, and anyhow I decided on Sunday night in St Louis to sail, & sailed Wednesday morning and there was no time for anything.


  The news from Spain has been terrible, too terrible, and I felt I had to get back. It is all going to hell … I want to be there, somehow sticking with the people who fight against Fascism. If there are survivors, we can then all go to Czechoslovakia. Afine life. It makes me helpless and crazy with anger to watch the next Great War hurtling towards us, and I think the 3 democracies （ours too, as guilty as the others）have since 1918 consistently muffled their role in history. Lately the behaviour of the English govt surpasses anything one could imagine for criminal, hypocritical incompetence, but am not dazzled either by us or France. It will work out the same way: the young men will die, the best ones will die first, and the old powerful men will survive to mishandle the peace. Everything in life I care about is nonsense in case of war. And all the people I love will finish up dead, before they can have done their work. I believe the people—in their ignorance, fear, supineness—are also responsible: but the original fault is not theirs. They control nothing: they react badly to misinformation & misdirection & later they can wipe out their mistake with their lives.


  I don’t believe that anything any of us does now is useful. We just have to do it. Articles & speeches hoping someone will hear & understand. And if they do, then what. The whole world is accepting destruction from the author of‘Mein Kampf’, a man who cannot think straight for half a page.


  I wish I could see you. But you wouldn’t like me much. I have gone angry to the bone, and hating what I see, and knowing how it is in Spain, I can see it so clearly everywhere else. I think now maybe the only place at all is in the front lines, where you don’t have to think, and can simply （and uselessly）put your body up against what you hate. Not that this does any good either … The war in Spain was one kind of war, the next world war will be the stupidest, lyingest, cruellest sell-out in our time. Forgive this letter: I can’t write any other kind,


  love


  Marty


  LETTER 27

  I HAVE DONE MY DUTY


  John Duesbery to his mother


  September 1916


  On 1 July 1916 British and French soldiers advanced on German troops in northern France, thus beginning the Battle of the Somme, a particularly devastating four-and-a-half-month period of World War I during which three million soldiers fought for their country, hundreds of thousands of whom died. Almost 20, 000 British soldiers were killed on the first day alone. John Duesbery was a twenty-five-year-old corporal from East Yorkshire serving with the 2nd Battalion, the Sherwood Foresters infantry regiment, and on the morning of 13 September 1916, he and his fellow soldiers were tasked with attacking a network of German-held trenches known as the Ginchy Quadrilateral. Duesbery was shot multiple times. As he lay dying, he wrote a letter to his mother. She received it many agonising months later, along with the rest of his belongings.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Mother


  I am writing these few lines severely wounded. We have done well our Batt. advanced about 3 quarters of a mile. I am laid in a shell hole with 2 wounds in my hip and through my back. I cannot move or crawl. I have been here for 24 hours and never seen a living soul. I hope you will receive these few lines as I don’t expect anyone will come to take me away, but you know I have done my duty out here now for 1 year and 8 months and you will always have the consolation that I died quite happy doing my duty.


  Must give my best of love to all the cousins who have been so kind to me since I have been out here and the Best of love to Arthur and Harry and all at Swinefleet.xxx


  LETTER 28

  SLEEP WELL MY LOVE


  Brian Keith to Dave


  Date unknown


  In June 1940, little under a year after World War II began, Italy joined forces with Nazi Germany, a development which resulted in the war spreading to North Africa until the Allies’ victory in May 1943. Five months later, still stationed in North Africa, two soldiers met, fell in love, and imagined one day returning home together. Sadly, that never happened, as only Brian made the journey. He penned this love letter long after leaving the war, in memory of the first time he heard his lover’s voice; it was reprinted in the September 1961 edition of One magazine, a groundbreaking pro-gay publication first published in 1953.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Dave,


  This is in memory of an anniversary—the anniversary of October 27th, 1943, when I first heard you singing in North Africa. That song brings memories of the happiest times I’ve ever known. Memories of a GI show troop—curtains made from barrage balloons—spotlights made from cocoa cans—rehearsals that ran late into the evenings—and a handsome boy with a wonderful tenor voice. Opening night at a theatre in Canastel—perhaps a bit too much muscatel, and someone who understood. Exciting days playing in the beautiful and stately Municipal Opera House in Oran—a misunderstanding—an understanding in the wings just before opening chorus.


  Drinks at “Coq d’or” —dinner at the “Auberge” —a ring and promise given. The show 1st Armoured—muscatel, scotch, wine—someone who had to be carried from the truck and put to bed in his tent. A night of pouring rain and two very soaked GIs beneath a solitary tree on an African plain. A borrowed French convertible—a warm sulphur spring, the cool Mediterranean, and a picnic of “rations” and hot cokes. Two lieutenants who were smart enough to know the score, but not smart enough to realize that we wanted to be alone. A screwball piano player—competition—miserable days and lonely nights. The cold, windy night we crawled through the window of a GI theatre and fell asleep on a cot backstage, locked in each other’s arms—the shock when we awoke and realized that miraculously we hadn’t been discovered. A fast drive to a cliff above the sea—pictures taken, and a stop amid the purple grapes and cool leaves of a vineyard.


  The happiness when told we were going home—and the misery when we learned that we would not be going together. Fond goodbyes on a secluded beach beneath the star-studded velvet of an African night, and the tears that would not be stopped as I stood atop the sea-wall and watched your convoy disappear over the horizon.


  We vowed we’d be together again “back home,” but fate knew better—you never got there. And so, Dave, I hope that where ever you are these memories are as precious to you as they are to me.


  Goodnight, sleep well my love.


  Brian Keith
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    ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
  


  2009年，一个庆祝书信这种老式通信方式的网站“lettersofnote.com”上线，“见字如面”计划随之诞生。从那时到现在，该网站已被访问超过一亿次。《见字如面》的第一卷于2013年10月出版。同年晚些时候，我们又举办了第一次“书信现场”活动，让世界顶级表演者为听众们现场朗诵精彩书信。


  从此，“见字如面”和“书信现场”这对“孪生姐妹”并肩成长，前者火遍全球，后者在世界各地的许多标志性场馆举办：从伦敦的皇家阿尔伯特音乐厅，到洛杉矶的王牌酒店。


  如欲获取更多详情，可访问“lettersofnote.com”和“letterslive.com”。现在，“见字如面”的最新系列还有了音频版可供收听。我们的朗读者阵容人才济济，选自广受好评的“书信现场”演出的固定表演班底。


  一封信是一枚定时炸弹，是一条瓶中信，是一句咒语，是一声呼救，是一则故事，是一段关切的表达，是一次爱的递送，是一种通过文字互相联结的方式。今天，这种简单且非常大众的艺术形式仍是一种有力的沟通手段。不管我们正经历什么样的技术革命浪潮，书信都不会消失，它会像文学一样永远存在。


  前言


  把这本书想象成一个画廊。


  或者不如说，一个可以放进你口袋的私人画廊，没有规则可言。没错，你可以触摸展品。你当然可以开着闪光灯拍照。不，你完全无须轻声细语。在这个画廊的墙上，可以看到三十封值得阅读的信件，其中每一封都以某种方式照亮了艺术史上的不同时刻，而这都是为了供你欣赏。这些信中的大多数，但不是全部，出自古往今来的艺术家本人笔下——艺术家们暂时放下铅笔、画笔和凿子，以文字为媒介来创造让我们得以一窥艺术世界的窗子，接下来你就将透过这些窗子张望。


  就像艺术经常可以做到的那样，这些信件中的一些成了通向特定时间和地点的入口。正如康斯太布尔的《干草车》会立刻把你带到19世纪一个宁静多云的日子里的斯托尔河畔，战争艺术家保罗·纳什写给他妻子的惨淡凄凉的信函也会让你仿佛置身第二次世界大战期间地狱般的战场上；正如伦勃朗的《自画像》中粗线条而富于表现力的笔触揭示了一个你从未见过的人的许多特征一样，意大利画家阿特米西娅·真蒂莱斯基写给她的赞助人的那封充满反抗精神的信，也能让这位大胆而坚定的作者仿佛活灵活现地立于你眼前，那封信写于一个社会千方百计阻挠她获得成功的时代。


  此外，透过艺术家的信件听到他们的声音，可以是一种奇怪而美妙的体验。我清楚地记得我第一次读到萨尔瓦多·达利信件时的感觉。他那仿佛来自异世界的绘画非语言可以描述，他画笔下那梦幻般的场域遍布着让人感到迷惑、眩晕的景象，导致观看其作品的体验近于幻觉。但我一点也没想到他的信会在我身上引起类似的反应。然而，此刻我手里拿着一封信，对他似乎只是信口胡说的“流浪的胸部”和“一窝被麻醉的黄蜂”感到困惑和好笑，但又很高兴能通过另一种媒介听到他响亮而清晰的声音——是他的艺术驱动了这封信，而对此我奇怪地感到快慰。


  信件为艺术家提供了一个不同的创作途径，以及一种讨论他们推向世界的最终产品的方式。能够读到他们的创作过程、他们的恐惧和激动，这是一个非常宝贵的机会，不容忽视。


  在成年后的大部分时间里，我都在疯狂地筛选他人的信件，从中寻找最新的杰作。我坚信，有些信件本身可以也应该被视为艺术作品——无价的、往往具有重要文化意义的物品，可以被尽可能多的受众享受和欣赏。这就是为什么在我写作的时候，挂在我左边墙上的画框里的是索尔·勒维特写给同为艺术家的伊娃·海瑟的那封无与伦比的鼓励信。这是一封极其强力、发人深思和富有创造性的信函，因此它也被收入了你手中的这本书，作为全书的最后一篇。它的800个词中的每一个都像任何油画的每一笔那样意义重大。


  也许，当你离开这个小小的画廊时，你也会想在自己的墙上挂上这么一个画框。


  肖恩·亚瑟


  2020
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  ——信件01

  画布有一种白痴般的凝视


  文森特·凡·高致提奥·凡·高


  1884年10月2日


  直到他30多岁的时候，荷兰画家文森特·凡·高才确定了自己的天职是成为一名艺术家。他1853年出生在津德尔特，早年换过许多份工作，唯一真正专注的是他日益加深的宗教热忱。1879年，他在比利时担任传教士，居住环境肮脏污秽。多年来一直在经济上支持他的家人正在失去耐心，他的父亲甚至一度试图将他送进精神病院。1881年，在弟弟提奥的资助下，文森特开始绘画，并将他余生的大部分时间花在了创作那些他后来赖以成名的作品上。1884年，31岁的他给弟弟写了这封信。再过六年，文森特就在极度抑郁中结束了自己的生命。


  ——信件正文


  我亲爱的提奥：


  谢谢你的来信，谢谢你随信寄来的钱。现在听着……


  我告诉你，如果一个人想要做些什么，他就不要害怕有时会做错事，不要害怕犯一些错误。做个好人——许多人认为他们能通过“不做坏事”来实现它，而这是个谎言，你自己以前也说过这是个谎言。这会导致停滞，导致平庸。当你看到空白的画布用那种愚蠢的目光盯着你看的时候，就往上面拍点什么东西。


  你不知道那多让人无力，那种空白画布注视你的眼神，它在对画家说“你什么都做不了”。画布有一种白痴般的凝视，它催眠了一些画家，让他们自己也变成白痴。许多画家害怕空白的画布，但空白的画布害怕真正充满激情的画家，他敢于打破——也曾经打破过——“你不能”的魔咒。


  生活本身也总是朝向一片无尽的无意义、令人沮丧、令人失去斗志的空白表面前进，这个空白的表面上什么都没有，就像一张空白画布一样。


  但是，不管有多么无谓和虚空，不管生命显得多么了无生趣，一个有信仰、有能量、有热情、懂得一些事情的人，不会让自己就这样被打垮。他介入，他做一些事情，然后抓住它们不放，简而言之，他破坏，他“犯规”——人们会这样说他。


  尽管让他们说去吧，那些冷漠的神学家。


  你忠实的


  文森特


  ——信件02

  去他的艺术界的压力


  露西·利帕德致一位年轻的女艺术家


  1974年


  1974年，加州艺术学院女性主义艺术项目的联合创始人兼主任米丽娅姆·夏皮罗鼓励她的17名女学生给艺术界的著名女性写信，请求她们回信，给“一位年轻的女艺术家”提供建议。这些珍贵的信件随后被编入《女人没有名字》，作为当年女性艺术节的一部分出版。很快，她们就收到了其中71位女性的回信，回信者中就有露西·利帕德——一位备受尊敬和有影响力的作家、策展人、艺术评论家和女权主义者，她的成就鲜少有人能够匹敌。


  ——信件正文


  1974年3月6日


  纽约王子街138号


  邮编10012


  致一位年轻的女艺术家：


  很抱歉这封信不能写得更长，因为我有许多话想对你说，但请尽量在字里行间读出我没来得及说的那些话。我希望你愤怒但不要被愤怒所累，并趁着你心里有愤怒的时候，利用它。我希望你总是能时不时地感到愤怒，直到不单是女艺术家，而是所有女性的境况都得到改善为止；我希望你的工作首先源于你自身，并且当需要出去面对人群时，知道该如何让艺术界的种种压力去他的；我希望你同时也为所有其他人而工作；我希望你成为那个想出法子来让艺术免于在这个社会里被人以错误的方式使用，或为了错误的目的而使用的人；我希望你创作的艺术能触及更多人，触及所有的女性和每一个人；我希望你现在就考虑这些，而不是等到你扬名立万了再开始考虑，因为那一天很可能会来得太晚。我希望你记住，做一个女权主义者意味着一份真正的、“成为人”的责任。我还希望……我对你寄予无限多的希望。


  爱你的


  露西·利帕德


  ——信件03

  多美啊！


  萨尔瓦多·达利致费德里科·加西亚·洛尔迦


  1927年12月


  萨尔瓦多·达利1904年出生于西班牙加泰罗尼亚。他的作品闻名于世，很大程度上要归功于其超现实、梦幻般的特质，他最具标志性的那些画作中充满了视错觉、扭曲的风景、熔化的物体和性意象。这一点，再加上他本身就堪称一件艺术作品的浮夸个性，牢牢确立了他在艺术史上的地位。1923年，在大学里，达利结识了诗人费德里科·加西亚·洛尔迦，并与他成了亲密的朋友。有一段时间，他们就一系列话题展开通信。达利的信和之前被写出来的任何文字都迥然不同，也是意料之中的。


  ——信件正文


  费德里科：


  我正在画的这些画让我快乐得欲仙欲死。我用一种纯粹自然的方式创作，没有丝毫艺术上的忧虑。我找到那些深深打动我的东西，并尝试诚实地绘画，也就是说，精确地绘画。在这个意义上，我开始完全地理解各个感官。有时我想我已经找回了童年时的“幻觉”和欢乐，而且未曾料到这幻觉和欢乐竟会如此强烈。我对草、对手心的刺、对阳光下红扑扑的耳朵、对瓶子上的小羽毛，都感到莫大的爱意。这一切都让我高兴，不只如此，那充满了天空的葡萄藤和驴子也让我高兴。


  此刻我在画一个非常美丽的、微笑的女人，浑身上下长满了各种颜色的羽毛，她被一小粒燃烧着的大理石骰子托起来。而大理石骰子又被托在一股安静、不起眼的小烟柱顶上。天空中飘着的是长着鹦鹉头的驴子，以及沙滩上的草和沙子，它们都马上就要爆炸，都干干净净，都客观得难以置信。整个场景浸没在无以形容的蓝色、绿色、鹦鹉的红色和黄色、可食用的白色、流浪胸部（你知道的，也有“流浪的胸部”，与飞翔的胸部正好相反，因为流浪的乳房平和安静，不知道该做什么，它们是如此毫无防备，让我感动）的金属白色里。


  流浪胸部。（多美啊！）


  在这之后，我在考虑画一只夜莺。画作的标题将是《夜莺》，它会是一头长着羽毛的植物驴子，立在布满荨麻刺的木质天幕之中。


  亲爱的先生！是的，先生，你一定很富有。如果我在你身边，我会来哄你求你……


  我很想送你一件我的龙虾色睡衣，或者还要更棒，“龙虾梦色”睡衣，看看你这个富有的家伙是否会被打动，送钱给我……想想看，只要一点点钱，只要500比塞塔，我们就可以出版一期反艺术杂志，往从“加泰罗尼亚奥菲欧乐团”到胡安·拉蒙的所有人和所有东西身上拉屎。


  替我吻玛格丽塔的鼻尖——整个事情就像一窝被麻醉的黄蜂。


  别了，先生


  你腐烂的驴子在棕榈树上吻你


  ——信件04

  我决不会忍受这个


  奥斯卡·豪致珍妮·斯诺德格拉斯·金


  1958年4月


  奥斯卡·豪于1915年生于南达科他州的“乌鸦溪”苏族印第安人保留地，为扬克顿苏族首领一脉的直系后代。他童年时进入比埃尔印第安人学校，后又在圣塔菲印第安人学校跟随多萝西·杜恩学习美术，最终于俄克拉荷马大学取得美术硕士学位，在此期间，他对美洲本土原住民生活的现代主义描绘逐渐为他建立了稳固的声誉。1958年，他将自己的一幅抽象画作《乌米纳-瓦奇佩：战争与和平之舞》提交给俄克拉荷马州图尔萨的费尔布鲁克艺术中心举办的一场印第安艺术年展，然而主办方却以这幅画“不是一幅传统的印第安画作”为由拒绝展出它。豪以下面这封信作为回应，它不仅让艺术中心，而且也让更广阔的艺术界改变了观念，接纳了他和他的抽象画。这封信是写给珍妮·斯诺德格拉斯·金的，她是该博物馆的美洲原住民艺术方向策展人。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的斯诺德格拉斯女士：


  那个说我的作品“不具备传统的印第安艺术风格”的人，无论他是谁，他都不了解印第安艺术。印第安艺术可绝不只是些漂亮的、风格化的画。在那些旧日的印第安绘画中，也有力量，有强健的筋骨，有个体性（情感上和智性上的独特洞见）。我画作中的任何部分，呈现的都是关于印第安绘画的一个真正的、被仔细研究过的事实。难道我们只能被永远困在印第安绘画的某一个阶段里，而无权拥有自己的个性吗？这个阶段也是被外界强加于印第安人的，就像一直以来我们得到的其他待遇一样，被圈在保留地里，被当作孩童对待，似乎只有白人才知道什么是对印第安人最好的似的。现在，甚至连艺术界也跟我们玩这一套，“你这个小毛孩子，去做我们觉得对你最好的事情吧，不要别出心裁”。而我决不会忍受这个。印第安艺术可以与世界上任何一种艺术相媲美，但前提是它不被压制。我的同胞遭遇的错误管制和不公正，我已见得太多了。光是看着这些可怜的人，就让我的心流泪。我的父亲大约三年前在一个小棚屋里去世了，我的两个兄弟至今仍住在小棚屋里，从来都缺吃少穿，被当作二等公民对待。这就是我之所以要保存和延续我们祖先那些优美的文化艺术遗产的原因之一。但人很容易就能变成一个社会抗争派的画家。我只希望，艺术界不要也成为那禁锢我们的力量的帮凶。


  奥斯卡·豪


  ——信件05

  如果我是个男人，我无法想象这种事情会发生！


  阿特米西娅·真蒂莱斯基致堂·安东尼奥·鲁福


  1649年11月13日


  阿特米西娅·真蒂莱斯基出生于1593年，她的母亲是奥托瓦尼亚·蒙托尼，父亲是托斯卡纳地区的著名画家奥拉齐奥·真蒂莱斯基。阿特米西娅的母亲在她12岁时去世了，由父亲抚养她长大，并教会了她绘画——后来，她的艺术成就最终超越了父亲。17岁时，阿特米西娅被她的导师阿格斯蒂诺·塔西强暴了。在审讯中，为了评估她的证词的真实性，法庭对她用了拇指夹酷刑，随后判定她所言可信。尽管经历了这些，她仍然成了17世纪欧洲最受称颂的艺术家之一。她是一位才华横溢的巴洛克画家，作品以描绘强大、英勇的女性著称。她最有名的一幅油画作品是《犹滴斩杀荷罗孚尼》，其题材取自《圣经·旧约》中的场景：亚述将军荷罗孚尼被女英雄犹滴在女仆的协助下斩首。她的另一幅名作是《雅亿与西西拉》，画中另一位妇女正将橛子钉进一个败军之将的头颅。这封信是她1649年写给她的赞助人的，信中叙述了阿特米西娅如何坚定拒绝了一个潜在男性客户的无理要求。


  ——信件正文


  最显赫的阁下：


  您10月26日寄出的信，我已收到。每念及我才疏学浅，技艺拙陋，却有幸得到恩主您的着意眷顾，便深感荣幸之至。信中您告知我，那位有意购买我画作的先生想要的是一幅《加拉泰亚》和一幅《帕里斯的裁决》，且那幅《加拉泰亚》需要与最显赫的阁下您已经收藏了的那一幅有所差异。其实您不必特地就此事叮嘱我，因为凭着上帝和至圣圣母的恩典，我的客户们找到的，是个有这样一种才能的女人，她能够变换自己画作的主题。从来没有任何人在我的两幅画作中找到创意上的雷同之处，哪怕是两只相同的手。


  至于这位先生希望我在作品完成之前就给出其价格……我是很不情愿这么做的……我从未在作品完成前开过价。不过，既然这是最显赫的阁下您的要求，我也愿意从命。请告知这位先生，两幅画加在一起的价钱是五百个达克特；他尽可以把它们拿给全世界的人看，我保证任何人都会觉得它们的价值至少还要再多上两百个斯库多，不然的话，我就不会要他这么多钱。最显赫的阁下您要知道，这两幅画都需要用到索价高昂的裸体女模特，这很让人头痛。有时我找到了合心意的好模特儿，她们会朝我要一个难以负担的高价；另一些时候，我须得拿出约伯的耐心，才能忍得下她们无穷无尽的挑剔抱怨。


  至于他的另一个要求，要我在成品完成之前先画一张素描稿寄给他看——我曾严正发誓，决不会再提供素描稿了，因为我曾经上过当。实际上，就在今天我发现……之前我曾经为圣加塔的主教画过一幅《炼狱中的灵魂》的素描稿，而他为了少花钱，委托了另外一位画家来照着我的草稿作画。如果我是个男人，我无法想象这种事情会发生……


  我必须提醒您，我最显赫的阁下，我索价不是按着那不勒斯的风气来的。他们可能会标价三十，最后却以四块成交。我是个罗马人，我们罗马人有自己做事情的方式。


  写于那不勒斯，1649年11月13日


  最显赫的阁下您最卑微的仆人


  阿特米西娅·真蒂莱斯基


  ——信件06

  我们为什么不再能像浪漫派那样作画了？


  卡尔·荣格致阿诺德·库布勒


  1942年4月10日


  虽然瑞士心理学家卡尔·荣格为人所知主要是因为他在精神分析领域的工作成果，尤其是作为分析心理学的创始人，但他也是位敏锐而有才华的艺术家，从小就私下创作。在1914年到1930年之间，他创作了《红书》。这是一卷包含精美插画的巨大书册，在其中他记录并分析了自己的一个持续进行高强度自我反思的时期。在他生前，这卷书只有寥寥几个人看见过，但此后它被公开出版了。荣格也相信艺术创作是一种有效的心理治疗形式。1942年，欧洲正深陷第二次世界大战的恐怖之中，瑞士作家阿诺德·库布勒问他：“我们为什么不再能像浪漫派那样作画了？”这封信就是他的回答。


  ——信件正文


  1942年4月10日


  亲爱的库布勒先生：


  我一直在思索您提出的那个关于浪漫派的问题，但得出的结论是：鉴于我目前工作繁忙，很难拿出足够的耐心来深入地讨论像“我们为什么不再能像浪漫派那样作画了”这样一个需要静静沉思的话题。


  因为，沉思性——这正是现时的我们所缺乏的。


  如果一个人坐在火山口，还能好整以暇地沉思，这就是超人的英雄气概了，而这个表达本身就是自相矛盾的。


  今时今日，诉诸任何确定性都变得毫无意义。


  在内心深处我们知道，一切都危如累卵。


  当大地猛烈摇撼时，只会有突兀和颠倒失序的碎片，而不会有织得精巧致密的、纹样谐和的花毯。


  在我们这个时代，浪漫派理想就像是一个高烧病人的诞梦的碎片。


  因此，现代艺术最好还是去画破碎的陶器和瓦砾那一千种颜色的残片吧，而不要试图用一派欺骗性的平静来遮盖深不见底的动乱不安了。


  怪诞的、丑陋的、扭曲的、令人作呕的事物，与我们这个时代完美相符，如果新的确定性没有在某个地方出现的话，艺术也将继续表达动乱不安和非人性。


  以上就是我对这个问题所想说的全部。我的表达突兀、颠倒错乱，一如我们谈论的事物本身。


  你真诚的


  C.G.荣格


  在我们这个时代，浪漫派理想就像是一个高烧病人的诞梦的碎片。


  ——卡尔·荣格


  ——信件07

  全是为了爱和荣誉


  荷利斯·法朗普顿致纽约现代艺术博物馆


  1973年1月7日


  1972年12月，时任纽约现代艺术博物馆电影方向策展人的唐纳德·里奇致信艺术家荷利斯·法朗普顿，提出想在这所最负盛名的博物馆里组织一场法朗普顿作品的回顾展。对于任何艺术家来说，无论咖位大小，这都是个诱人的机会，然而法朗普顿却对信中的一句话提出了异议——里奇措辞中的一个细节，让他的整个提议失去了吸引力：“这全是为了爱和荣誉，不涉及任何金钱……”法朗普顿不愿在没有金钱报酬的情况下工作，他最终写了一封情绪激动的回信，这封回信，出于显而易见的原因，自此便成了艺术界的一个传奇。我们可以有把握地推测后来他们就费用问题达成了一致：1973年3月8日至12日，法朗普顿回顾展在现代艺术博物馆顺利举办。


  ——信件正文


  信箱99


  伊顿，纽约，13334


  1973年1月7日


  



  唐纳德·里奇先生


  电影策展人


  现代艺术博物馆


  西53街11号


  纽约，纽约10019


  亲爱的唐纳德：


  我收到了您1972年12月13日的来信，并荣幸地在信中读到，您提议在接下来的这个三月为我办一场全面的回顾展。让我事先声明，我“原则上”接受这个提议，以及，我对有幸被纳入您信中提到的这个团队怀有深深的感激。我还注意到，您特地将回顾展的计划举办时间定在我的37岁生日前后，这份心意让人感动。另外，您提出要亲自为我撰写展品说明，也让我受宠若惊。


  但是，在说过这些之后，下面我必须向您指出一些为难之处。


  首先，让我直截了当地这么跟您讲吧，任何机构、任何个人都可以自由地在任何时间举办一场我作品的全面回顾展，做这事并不需要经过我同意，甚至不需要事先告知我。您肯定和我一样清楚，我所有的作品都是通过电影制作人合作社发行的，任何人或机构都可以付笔钱租借它们，只要他们真心实意地情愿在拷贝出借期间承担一般性的保管责任就行。


  所以，您给我写信肯定不仅仅是因为您希望展出我的作品，肯定还有什么别的目的。而这目的，您在来信第二段的开头一句就点明了——您说：“这全是为了爱和荣誉，不涉及任何金钱……”


  好吧。让我们先从“爱”说起，毕竟我们所有人能在这里，都是因为爱。就算以最严格的计法，我也至少把我所能合理期待拥有的唯一生命中的十个年头，奉献给了电影制作事业。我把我清醒的时间里最旺盛的精力都献给了这项工作。而为了能继续工作下去，我接受了……那大多数艺术家也同样欣然接受的，极差的生活条件，而这种生活条件是大多数从事其他行业的美国人恐怕都自然会嗤之以鼻的。也就是说，我把我的全部世俗物质资源，无论多少，都投入了我的艺术。


  当然，这些资源不是无限的。但不可简化的核心事实是：是我制作了我的作品，完全出于我自己的意志，在此过程中，我不对任何人负有义务，无须讨好任何人，只坚持我自己对这门艺术中经典作品的最好理解，以此为指引来工作。难道这还不能证明爱吗？如果不能，那么我还得做多少才行？而（在世的人中）又有谁有资格这么要求我？


  然后我们来说说荣誉。我前面说过，我完全意识到了您的提议对我是一种荣耀，并因此深怀感激。但是，我的艺术的荣耀呢？我冒昧地讲一个观点，我认为总有一天，整个艺术史都将成为电影史的一个注脚，或者从电影演化出来的无论什么的历史的一个注脚。仅仅用了不到一个世纪的时间，电影就已经制造出这么多伟大的丰碑，其中满溢激情与才智。如果我们说我们要授予这样一个初生的传统以荣耀，就是在确认我们希望它继续下去。


  但它不能只靠着爱和荣誉继续。这就让我们来到了您的后半句话：“不涉及任何金钱……”


  我要向您提出的，是一个公平性的问题。我们不妨说，我制作了这许多的电影。这意味着，有这许多数以千英尺计的原始胶片材料被消耗掉了，而购买这些材料的钱，是我付给生产商的。把这些胶片送到工作室里冲洗的钱，是我付的。在送去冲洗之前，它们先要在录影机里曝光，而录影机是我出钱买的，打磨镜片也是要付钱的。然后我需要通过在一个拼接器上回放影片来做剪辑，机器的钱是我出的，剪辑时需要加上去的空白胶片和用来黏合的胶水也是我出钱买的。冲洗胶片工作室和音轨工作室所需的材料和劳务的钱也是我出的。您自己是拿着一份薪水，无论它可能多么微薄，来给我写这封信，劝说我“为了爱和荣誉”将自己的作品在一群付了钱的观众面前展出的。如果这个展览能举办的话，影片的放映员将会拿到钱。展厅门口的保安将会拿到钱。您给我写信用的信纸，以及寄信的邮票，都是某人为之付过钱的。


  这就意味着，我，以我独自一人之力，仅仅是制作出这些作品，就已经为几十个甚至数百个人带来收入了。把这个数字乘以您所能想到的其他艺术家的数量。问问您自己，比方说，跟我合作的工作室，会不会为了“爱和荣誉”冲洗我的作品。如果我要求他们这样做，而他们也把我这个要求当了真，他们必定会和和气气地向我解释说，人类期待从他们的工作中得到报酬，原因很简单：只有这样，他们才有可能继续工作下去。


  但是，事情看上去似乎是这样：其他所有人都会为他们在展览中将要扮演的角色得到报酬，而这场展览之所以能存在完全是因为我。然而，我这个艺术家却一分钱都拿不到。


  实际上，似乎找不到一种办法，来为艺术家作为艺术家的那部分工作付费。我教过书、做过讲座、写过文章、干过技术员的活儿……人们会为我所从事的这些附带性质的工作付钱给我。但我鲜少作为艺术家而得到过报酬。


  在这件事上，我还有更多的信息要告诉您。


  第一件：我们这些电影制作人互相之间偶尔也有联系，或者说，我们有某种行业内的“小道消息”来源。二十或三十年前，这些消息渠道还不存在的时候，你们现代艺术博物馆（当然，那时的员工也是和现在完全不同的一批人）曾经在玛雅·戴伦那一代电影制作人内部制造对立，借此不花一分钱就获得了许多好处，不仅是放映机会，还包括某种形式的“版权”。


  而玛雅·戴伦，就是那些因贫困而英年早逝的艺术家中的一位。倘若她的经济状况能更宽裕一点，她的生命是否有可能延长一些，这个问题我就留待您个人来猜测。但毫无疑问的是，那一定会对她的工作有帮助：我至今还会满怀悲伤地想起，我初到纽约时看见她在墙上到处张贴的那些小幅海报，乞求人们捐钱，好让她完成《夜之眼》。只要有可能，我便不会再让这种事发生在我自己或我认识的任何艺术家身上了。


  我还知道，斯坦·布拉哈格（有他与威利亚德·凡·戴克之间，已经公开发表的来往书信为证）和雪莉·克拉克的作品在贵博物馆放映的时候，你们是付了报酬的。我不知道你们有没有付钱给布鲁斯·贝利，但至少，我有些怀疑他并没富裕到愿意纯粹自费从西海岸飞到纽约的程度，无论为了多少爱和荣誉（而别无其他）。而且，没错，如果他们中的任何一位得到了任何数额的酬劳（我再重复一遍，是金钱让我们得以继续工作），他们得到的数额都无限地多于您愿意付给我的价格，连一点点可争论的余地都没有。这种缩减酬劳的幅度简直难以想象。


  第二件：我不住在纽约城里。严格来说，在您指定的那个时间段出现在纽约，对我也并不“方便”。接下来的这个春季学期，我每周四和周五会在布法罗教课，所以您可以期待我到博物馆出席一场星期六的活动。您是建议我开车南下吗？从布法罗到纽约市的路程超过六百公里，而三月份纽约州北部的天气也不怎么稳定。难道我要自费乘飞机过去，就为了去见一见纽约的观众吗？就我的个人经验而言，这些观众在最好的情况下，也大多是走马观花、漫不经心的，而在最坏的情况下甚至可能表现得狭隘而粗鲁。


  第三件：据我所知，受邀出席贵博物馆“电影探奇”活动的那些制作人，目前是会收到一笔车马费的。那为什么我不能得到同样的礼遇呢？


  好吧，已经啰里啰唆说了这么多，下面我要尽量做到简洁。我向您提出以下几点以供讨论。


  1.我很久以前就知道，现代艺术博物馆的一贯政策是，你们从不为放映电影支付租金。我充分地意识到了：如果博物馆需要向我们这些独立电影艺术家付费的话，那么你们就也有义务向那些好莱坞的大工作室付费了。而鉴于我们全都生活在一个自由市场经济里，博物馆这样做，可以让艺术家们免于犯下“与美高梅一类的机构进入不公平经济竞争”的伦理错误。（我想邀请读到这里的所有人，从人性的角度，检视此种观念背后的逻辑）然而，我想为您提供一个，以我影片商品目录上标价的一半金额，付给我报酬的机会，用于你们安排的放映会。您可以随便怎么称呼这笔钱：机构拨款、慈善资助、贿赂，或是基于我对西方文明所做的贡献而发放的一笔分红……无论它被称作什么，我都会谦卑地接受。这笔钱的具体金额是266.88美元，再加上54美元的清洁服务费，这笔钱是在影片被归还到电影制作人合作社之后，需要由我付给他们的。


  2.要是想我在您提议的那个时间段出席展映，我从布法罗到曼哈顿的往返机票和陆地交通费用必须得到报销。路途中可能产生的其他费用由我自己承担。我想这笔钱大概是90美元，具体数额需要进一步确认。


  3.要想我出面谈论自己的作品，我必须得到一笔出场费，数额参考你们付给任何一位出席“电影探奇”活动的导演的钱数。我想这大概是150美元，如果我的信息有误，请回信更正。


  4.最后，我必须请求您尽可能早地回复我。现在我手上只有不多的几个拷贝，其中有的在您提出的那个时间段还可能已经被预订出借给其他放映活动了。既然我在原则上同意举办这场回顾展，推迟敲定此事便可能意味着我得专门为这次活动购置新的拷贝；而我已经下定决心尽可能地避免任何额外开支，因为我需要钱来制作新的作品。


  请一定注意，唐纳德，我前面提出的这个列表是我对您的请求。我没有将其称为“要求”，因为只有那些被迫进入谈判的人才需要提“要求”。


  但您也必须理解这一点：以上请求是不能被讨价还价的——讨价还价是一种羞辱。在这件事上和人讨价还价，就相当于代表其他那些面临的困窘和风险更甚于我的艺术家接受了羞辱。


  当然，您完全可以选择不跟我谈判。您是自由的。并且，因为我也是自由的，这个问题所涉及的程序方面的安排都是可以自由讨论的，虽然实质方面的不行。


  我希望我们最终能达成某种协议，而且要尽快。我如此希望，是出于对我处境艰难的艺术的爱，也是因为我想荣耀这门艺术的从业者们。但如果我们无法达成一致，那么，尽管我非常希望拥有这场展映，我也只能遗憾地说，现代艺术博物馆不能举办我作品的回顾展了。


  祝福您


  （签名）


  荷利斯·法朗普顿


  ——信件08

  艺术是一种强大的智力刺激


  玛丽·卡塞特致西奥达蒂·蒲伯


  1903年9月


  印象派画家玛丽·卡塞特1844年出生在宾夕法尼亚州的阿勒格尼市，是罗伯特·卡塞特和凯瑟琳·卡塞特所生的七个孩子之一。除了在宾夕法尼亚美术学院读书的那几年，她生活中的大部分时间都是在欧洲度过的。她最后选择定居法国，与埃德加·德加和卡米耶·皮萨罗成了朋友，并在巴黎展出她的作品。多年来她一直与许多人保持着书信来往。下面这封信是卡塞特1903年写给她的朋友西奥达蒂·蒲伯的——蒲伯是最早的女性职业建筑师之一，其父母收藏艺术品。


  ——信件正文


  梅尼勒的博弗莱尼城堡


  亲爱的蒲伯小姐：


  我本该早些给你回信的，但这段时间我太忙了，而且我也没着急，因为知道你很快就要再次回到世界的这一边来了——西利亚德小姐给我写了一封多么让人愉快的信啊，我还指望着能亲自到巴黎和她见面呢。听说我这次见不到她了，她新学校的事情太多，近期都没空再来欧洲的时候，我非常难过——


  你千万不要在艺术的事情上泼她冷水，我确信她自己就会从她周围环境带来的印象中得到极大的乐趣。我相当确信，她将要开始以另一种方式来感受图画了，你得记住艺术是一种强大的智力刺激，而不要把一切都降低到装饰性的层面上去——就像你之前说过的那些，关于图画只是一些单个的物品而已，它们被赋予了太多的意义，因此对画作的私人占有是邪恶的，云云。我向你保证，这种看待问题的方式是非常错误的，你肯定不会想让博物馆里挤满了出自各式各样人笔下的，未曾被消化理解的作品吧？只有在一个艺术家死后许多年，卢浮宫才会收藏他的画。我衷心希望在我们的国家也能有这样的规则，而不是所有东西都可以一股脑地塞到公共博物馆里，在这种芜杂的烂摊子里是没法建立起标准的。我想，如果一个画家知道自己的创作触动了另一个人的心灵，以至于到了对方想要占有这个作品的程度，他想必会非常激动。而某个勤力工作的律师或商人，拿出其劳动所得的一部分来购买自己喜爱的艺术品，也是无可指责的。要是我们都只能为国家工作的话，我就不想继续活在这个星球上了——跟你讲，我在波士顿的时候，他们带我去了图书馆，并骄傲地指给我看所有那些如饥似渴地读书的孩子，他们无人指导，只是自顾自吸纳他人千奇百怪的各种观点。当时我就在想，如果这里能有一个好博物馆，他们的心智又将得到怎样的激发呢。它会教育所有这些将来不得不自食其力的小男孩，让他们能够欣赏优秀的作品，并在他们的心中埋下想要在某一件事上臻至完美的渴望——我过去常争辩说，这世界上的智慧绝不是都藏在书页之间。我从来没见过任何人去参观波士顿博物馆，看看馆藏画作现在那个样子，简直是博物馆领导层的耻辱——至于你强烈反感的哈弗梅尔私人藏品，我觉得他们愿意花这么多的时间和金钱来把这些艺术品收集到一起，是为我们国家做了一项宝贵的工作。所有伟大的公开展览都是由私人藏品构成的——你说“没有任何一个收藏，可以作为整体而有趣”——这么说的时候，你还是在把绘画当成装饰。而我认识的两个法国人正打算专程去一趟纽约，就为了看哈弗梅尔藏品的展览，因为只有在那里他们才能看见他们心目中最杰出的，并且与那些最好的古代大师相联系的现代画作，这些画作的价值已经被时间证明。只有在那里他们才能研究现代画派是由哪些影响的脉络塑造成型的，或者至少只有在那里他们才能看见其成果——你看，有人是这么看待私人收藏的。


  先说到这里吧，关于艺术，我们可以见面后再聊。我好希望你可以来我这里。我盼着能和你见面，找一个周日的晚上过来——在这里过周二吧，或者如果你觉得天气不好不想出门，那我就进城去找你。无论如何我们非得见一面不可。今天有对来城堡参观的年轻夫妇被这儿迷住了。请代我向所有人致以最亲切的问候，并最诚挚地祝愿你们一切都好。


  玛丽·卡塞特


  ——信件09

  风景画家的一天令人愉悦


  让-巴蒂斯特·卡米耶·柯罗致不知名收信人


  1857年


  让-巴蒂斯特·卡米耶·柯罗，大多数人只简单地称他为卡米耶·柯罗，1796年出生在一个富有的巴黎家庭。他早年没有对艺术表现出任何兴趣，直到20多岁时才投身于油画创作事业。1825年，在法国跟随风景画家学习了一些时间之后，他又去了意大利追随那里的名家学习。接下来的数年间他游历了欧洲各地，在此期间逐渐建立起了作为伟大风景画家的名声。1857年，柯罗和一群艺术家共同住在瑞士的格鲁耶尔城堡时，满怀欣悦地写下了这封信，描述自己如何度过具有典型性的一天。城堡位于一座小山的山顶，当时为他的朋友丹尼尔·博维的家庭所有。


  ——信件正文


  格鲁耶尔，1857年


  你知道，风景画家的一天令人愉悦。你在凌晨3点，天还没亮就早早起来；你去坐在一棵树下；你观察着，等待着。起初，可看的东西不多。自然像一张白蒙蒙的画布，上面只有粗笔隐约勾勒出的几个轮廓；到处笼罩着雾气，一切都在黎明清冷的微风中颤动着。天空亮了起来。太阳还没有穿透那层遮蔽了草地、小山谷以及地平线上的群山的轻纱。夜晚的水汽仍然爬在凝翠的草叶上，像是银色的霜花。啊！第一缕阳光！小花们仿佛快乐地醒过来了。每朵花瓣上都有一颗硕大的露珠。花叶在晨风中打了个冷战。看不见的鸟儿在叶底歌唱，好似花朵在祷告一般。娇小的、长着蝴蝶般翅膀的丘比特在草地上方飞舞嬉闹，弄皱了那些高草的叶尖。前一秒你还什么都看不见，下一秒，一切都出现在面前！整片风景上笼着的那层透明的雾气此时消散，现出了银带般的河流、原野、树木、村舍，还有更远处的景色。那之前只能猜想的，现在一下都看得清清楚楚了。


  太阳升起来了！田野的另一边有个农民，身边是牛拉着的车子。你能听见羊群的头羊脖子上系着的小小铃铛发出的声音。一切都焕发出生机，在明亮的晨光中闪耀着——此时的晨光还是轻柔的、金色的。在微微泛蓝的雾蒙蒙的氛围中，那线条简洁、色彩谐和的背景融化进了无垠的天空。花朵扬起了头，鸟儿们振翅乱飞。一个乡下人骑着白马，沿着陡峭的两山中间夹着的那条小径走远了。河沿上矮小、蓬松的柳树看着像是些尾巴展开的鸟儿。多么可爱！我画啊！画啊！


  ——信件10

  艺术家必须掌握自然


  亨利·马蒂斯致亨利·克利弗德


  1948年2月14日


  亨利·克利弗德在费城艺术博物馆担任馆长达二十余年。在此期间，他因策划了居斯塔夫·库尔贝、文森特·凡·高和巴勃罗·毕加索等人的展览而被称颂。1948年春天，博物馆又得到了举办20世纪法国最具影响力的艺术家之一亨利·马蒂斯回顾展的机会，这很大程度上也是克利弗德的功劳。展览开幕前，马蒂斯担心自己的作品会给年轻艺术家带来误解，于是从法国给克利弗德寄了下面这封信，解释自己的担忧。后来他提出想把这封信加到展览目录上，克利弗德照做了。


  ——信件正文


  威尼斯1948年2月14日


  亲爱的克利弗德先生：


  我希望我的展览能够值得您为它付出的这么多辛苦，我对此感激不尽。


  然而，考虑到这场展览可能引起的巨大反响，同时看到各位做了这么充分的准备工作，我担心它的呈现范围会不会对年轻画家产生一种多少有些不利的影响。在仅仅是走马观花地，甚或是浮光掠影地匆匆浏览过我的油画和素描作品之后，他们会如何诠释这样一种概览给他们留下的，我的作品看似“很容易，画得毫不费力”的印象呢？


  我总是试图隐藏我所付出的努力，并希望我的作品洋溢着春日的轻盈和欢乐，而不让任何人察觉我曾在它们身上下了多少苦功。所以，我担心年轻人会在我的作品中只看见绘画表面的轻松和浑不在意，并以此为借口疏于某些基础的练习，而那在我看来是很必要的。


  近年来，我有机会参观的不多几场展览，都让我担忧现在的年轻画家在逃避缓慢而艰苦的准备性训练，但这是任何一个宣称自己只使用色彩来架构画作的画家所必经的道路。


  这种缓慢而艰苦的劳作是必不可少的。如果花园没有在恰当的时节翻土，它很快就会变得毫无用处。难道我们不是在一年的每个季节都必须先清理，然后才能细细培养土壤的吗？


  如果哪个艺术家不懂得这个道理，即他要在自己的花期到来之前为之做充足的准备，而这些准备过程中的工作本质上是迥异于最后的成品的，那么他必然走不了多远。或者，如果一个已经“成功”了的艺术家觉得自己没必要再时常回到最初的土壤上去，他就会开始来来回回地重复自己，直到在这种重复中，他的好奇心熄了火。


  一个艺术家必须掌握自然。他必须让自己与自然的节律合而为一。只有努力做到这一点的人，才能为此后的技艺做好准备，即令他能够运用属于自己的语言来表达自己的技艺。


  成长中的画家必须要能感知那些对他的发展至关重要的东西——素描，甚至是雕塑——一切东西，只要它能让他通过进入能够激发他情感的事物——即我所谓的“自然”——与自然成为一体。我相信，通过素描来学习是最关键的。如果说素描属于性灵，而色彩属于感官，那么你必须从素描开始，去培养性灵，这样才能引领你的色彩走上性灵的道路。这些就是当我看见那些年轻人的作品时所想要大声疾呼的。对于他们，绘画不再是一场冒险了。他们的唯一目标就是早日举办自己的首场个人展，亦即他们通向成名之路的第一步。


  只有在做过数年的准备之后，一个年轻的艺术家才应该开始触碰色彩——我说的不是描述性的，而是作为私人化表达的色彩。到了那时，他才可以期待他所使用的一切形象，甚至是一切象征符号，都可以成为他对事物之爱的反映，并且如果他纯粹而不自欺地坚持完成了他的教育，他就可以对这种反映有信心。接下来，他就能明智地使用颜色了。他可以让颜色遵循一种自然的安排，这种安排在此之前是未曾被表达过，且完全不为人所见的，是直接从他的感情中泉涌而出的。正是这种安排，让图卢兹-劳特累克在他生命行将结束的时候感叹道：“终于，我不再知道该如何去画线条了。”


  刚刚起步的画家觉得自己作画是源自内心的。完成了全部训练的画家也觉得自己作画是源自内心的。只有后者这么想是对的，因为他的训练和纪律令他能够接受那些他自己，至少部分地，可以掩盖的冲动。


  我并不想自诩青年人的导师。我只希望我的展览不要给那些正在选择道路的人造成错误的印象。我希望他们知道，他们不能像随手推开谷仓门那样，随意接近颜色；要想配得上使用颜色，一个人必须先经过艰苦的准备训练。但首先，很清楚的一点是，要想运用好色彩，你必须对颜色有某种天赋，就像歌手必须有歌唱的天赋一样。没有这种天赋，你是不可能成功的，并不是每个人都能像柯勒乔那样宣称“我也是个画家”。一个人是否擅于用色，即使是从一幅简简单单的炭笔素描中也看得出。


  亲爱的克利弗德先生，这封信我就写到这里。开始动笔的时候，我本来只是想告诉您，我深知您近来为我的展览费了多少心思。然而，出于某种内心的迫切需要，我却把这封信写成了一篇表达我关于素描训练、色彩以及纪律对于年轻艺术家的成长之重要性的看法的文章。如果您觉得我的所有这些思考还可能对任何人有些许用处的话，请您不妨随您的心意去处置这封信吧……


  请相信我，亲爱的克利弗德先生。


  您心怀感激的


  亨利·马蒂斯


  ——信件11

  让我和艺术家交朋友吧


  J.D.弗格森致玛格丽特·莫里斯


  1915年10月19日


  “苏格兰色彩派”是个艺术团体，由四位苏格兰画家——莱斯利·亨特、塞缪尔·佩普洛、弗兰西斯·卡德尔和J.D.弗格森组成。他们在法国受训过一段时间之后，将法国野兽派运动的鲜明色彩带回了自己祖国的艺术界。J.D.弗格森1913年在法国遇见了他后来的妻子，舞者玛格丽特·莫里斯。翌年两人在切尔西建立了“玛格丽特·莫里斯俱乐部”，供志同道合的画家、乐手和作家聚会。弗格森写给莫里斯的信与他的画作一样活泼生动。1915年10月，他在信中向她讲了一个屠夫的事，那个屠夫对羊肚布丁（Haggis）的热情富有感染力。


  ——信件正文


  爱丁堡，1915年10月19日


  亲爱的小姑娘……我的上帝，让我和艺术家交朋友吧——我的意思是，和那些能感受事物的人，哪怕他们是杂货商、拉煤工，是什么都可以，只除了那些对时间、色彩和声音都毫无感觉的人。


  我星期天晚上去拜访的那个人，当时正在谈论绘画，并且他对其有一种真正的感情。我提到了彭斯（这是自然的），然后他告诉我说，有天他在高尔夫俱乐部吃饭，遇见一个热爱彭斯的屠夫现场朗诵了《致羊肚布丁》。他朗诵得如此投入，情感如此丰沛，以至于最后整个人几乎要虚脱了。


  作为一个有洁癖的素食主义者，你当然会感觉这极其荒谬和恶心。而我觉得它绝妙而激动人心。这个男人制作羊肚布丁，贩卖羊肚布丁，并且会怀着真正的感情朗诵这首为羊肚布丁而作的诗歌，能感受到彭斯在创作这首诗时所感受的东西。听上去，他似乎确实接近了艺术的真意。很遗憾你不能目睹这一幕。想想吧，这个令人厌恶的家伙，这个肉贩子！还要更糟，他不仅是个肉贩子，还是个下水贩子，卖的尽是些肠子肚子。一个制作羊肚布丁的人，把羊的心、肝、肺剁碎了，和一大坨燕麦片、牙买加胡椒、黑胡椒和盐混合，全部搅成馅，煮得稠稠的，然后连汤带水塞进动物肠子里——实际上是塞进羊最大的胃袋里，再拿针线把胃袋口缝起来，扔进锅里煮上几小时，其间时不时地用针在上面戳洞，好把里面的气放出来，免得胃袋炸裂。


  想象一下，这个人站在一大锅咕嘟咕嘟炖煮着的羊肚布丁前面，看着它们，用针戳它们，有节奏地搅动它们，同时他的脑海中流动着彭斯的诗句。在那些心潮澎湃的时刻，他眼中看着这些羊肚布丁浑圆的形态，心里知道它们圆滚滚的肚子里装满了食物——真正的食物，既滋补身体，又滋养情感——感觉到那种思想的延续性，它来自构想、创造并完成了一份工作的全过程。在这些时刻，这个可厌的人就会进入所谓的“第四维度”，用源自这种全身心的体验的完满、充沛的情感背诵出诗歌来，手中的针随着节奏的抑扬起伏，每戳一下都是在打拍子。


  我亲爱的玛格丽特，这首关于一个吃饱了羊肚布丁的农人的、粗俗的诗，足以让任何一个读柏拉图长大的体面人作呕。实际上，很可能没人能忍受它，除了乔叟、一个屠夫，或者我自己。这事可别告诉你那些朋友！马上销毁这封信！


  你的J.D.F.


  ——信件12

  格外仇视的对象


  哈丽雅特·霍斯默致《艺术辑刊》


  1864年11月


  哈丽雅特·霍斯默1830年出生在马萨诸塞州的沃特敦，是19世纪的著名雕塑家。早在19岁时，她就决定了把成为雕塑大师当作自己的终身志业。1862年，在辛苦工作了三年之后，她终于准备好展出《被束缚的齐诺比亚》了，这是一座2米高的大理石雕像，塑造的是公元3世纪的叙利亚传奇女王，有人称其为她最重要的作品。她将雕塑送到伦敦，打算在国际展览会上展出。在长达一个月的会展期间，成千上万的游客观赏了霍斯默的作品。这座充满野心的雕塑得到了评论界的一致赞扬，尽管有些人怀疑它不可能出自女人之手。次年，《艺术辑刊》发表的一篇文章宣称《被束缚的齐诺比亚》“实际上是由罗马的一个意大利工匠雕塑的”。其他出版物上也出现了类似的流言。这让霍斯默怒不可遏，她给《艺术辑刊》的编辑写了下面这封信以回应最初的指控，在信中威胁要起诉他们诽谤。很快，起初刊载这些流言的所有刊物都撤回了这个说法，并刊载了正式道歉通告。


  ——信件正文


  先生：


  《艺术辑刊》的九月号收录了一篇题为《阿尔弗雷德·盖特利先生》的文章，其中包含的一项不实陈述严重地伤害了我作为艺术家的名誉，我无法对此坐视不管。


  很长时间以来，我一直知道坊间流传着这样的说法：我雇用了一位专业雕塑师傅来替我制作所有雕像。当这种流言只是在私下口耳相传的时候，我一贯以其应得的鄙夷和沉默无视之；但现在它既然已经形成了严肃的指控，刊登在了公开发行的刊物上，我再继续默不作声就无异于承认其为事实了。因此我要向您澄清相关事实，并请求您在专栏上加以更正。


  有件事是所有艺术家都清楚，但公众可能对其一无所知的：制作一座雕塑时，艺术家本人会先准备一个小模型，然后送到专业的雕塑工人那里，由他们将其按比例放大到艺术家指定的规模。卡诺瓦和索尔瓦森用的就是这种方法，后来的吉布森先生、特内拉尼等人也一样，今时今日的大多数雕塑家都是这么工作的。现在，针对我的指控是说，我的整个作品都是这位雕塑师傅做的。为反驳这条指控，我在此宣布，就在一位雕塑工人按着我此前经仔细研究制作的1.2米小模型，为我完成了齐诺比亚雕像的黏土版本之后，我本人又亲自动手，在这个实际大小的黏土模型上精心打磨了八个月之久。因此，如果这雕像有任何值得称道之处的话，至少该有我本人的一部分功劳吧？另外，那个为我制作雕像的工匠并不是什么专业雕塑师傅，只是吉布森先生工作室里的一个大理石工人。


  我在吉布森先生的工作室里干了七年，以下的这条声明也是经过他授权的：在这期间，我的工作所得到的协助，并不超出任何艺术家所认为应得协助的正当范围。用他本人的话说，他决不会允许我从他的工作室里送出我不能诚实地宣称出自我本人之手的作品。


  我们都很清楚，任何艺术家，只要获得了某种程度的成功，都会招致同行的忌恨；但是一位女性艺术家，一位经常接到委托的女性艺术家，会成为他们格外仇视的对象。我的艺术家同行里没什么人喜欢我，但我还是感到自己可能有必要公开其中一位的名字，是他最早制造了关于我的谎言。那个人冒称自己是我的私交，从不会放过任何一个机会抹黑我作为艺术家的名声。


  我永远是


  您忠诚的，


  哈丽雅特·G.霍斯默


  联署者：约翰·吉布森


  罗马，1863年11月14日


  * * *


  （我们一收到霍斯默小姐的信，就立刻把它刊载在专栏里了。她所投诉的那段话出自一个当代作者的文章，是一篇“摘录”的部分内容，我们因为疏忽，没有注意到该言论的有害影响。我们相信这一陈述是毫无根据并且很显然是不公正的。造成伤害有悖于本刊的宗旨，特别是当受到伤害的是一位正在努力工作以建立自己声名的女性艺术家的时候，就更是如此。我们深知，无论是在罗马、在英格兰还是在美国，艺术界对霍斯默小姐的工作评价都很高；并且以她的卓越才能和勤奋工作，她获得今天的地位是实至名归的。我们十分乐意尽自己所能弥补我们对她造成的一切伤害。——《艺术辑刊》编辑部）


  ——信件13

  “涂鸭”丑得像屎一样


  迈克尔·格拉迪致艾丽西亚·麦卡锡


  1992年4月8日


  “使命派”（Mission School）是后世对旧金山艺术学院的一群奉行后朋克风格的年轻艺术生的总称。这些年轻人受到了街头文化和民间艺术的强烈影响，在其活跃期（整个20世纪90年代）扮演着旧金山艺术界举足轻重的角色，并受到后来者的喜爱和追慕。实际上，其中的大部分“成员”后来也成了颇受欢迎的艺术家，可见该运动的影响之深广。但这些艺术家和他们的作品并不是一开始就受到社区居民的拥戴的，这一点从下面这封愤怒的信就可见一斑。信是旧金山艺术学院的主任在1992年写给艺术家艾丽西亚·麦卡锡的。这位在整封信中都把“涂鸦”（graffiti）写成了“涂鸭”（grafitti）的主任，显然已经被气疯了——他肯定想不到，有一天学院将多么为这些涂鸦艺术感到骄傲。顺便说一句，艾丽西亚·麦卡锡的作品自那以后就在全美国范围内展出，并且广受赞誉。


  ——信件正文


  旧金山艺术学院


  1992年4月8日


  



  艾丽西亚·麦卡锡


  通过旧金山艺术学院学生邮箱发送


  亲爱的艾丽西亚：


  这学期，旧金山艺术学院校园里出现了大片大片的涂鸭。我对相关人员进行了私下询问，于是找到了你这里。虽然我没拿到确凿的证据，但你的名字在调查中不停地冒出来。你肯定以某种方式与这些涂鸭脱不了干系，这点已经很清楚了。


  涂鸭让旧金山艺术学院的所有人都很头疼。他们告诉我，清除掉最近这一大波涂鸭需要花费2000美元。这是本来可以用来购置设备、发放奖学金等等的2000美元，还是在这样一个学费上涨的速度之快让所有人都感到压力的时候，我们决不能容忍这种糟蹋钱的行为！


  为什么不能放着它们不管呢？简短的答案是：因为它们丑得像屎一样。如果这些不肯署上真名的涂鸭艺术家骗自己说这是艺术的话，他们就是大错特错了。青春期？自我沉溺？不考虑他人的感受？是的。艺术？……绝不，至少不是什么有意思的艺术——想要显得“有颠覆性”的平庸之举，仅此而已。


  这些涂鸭之所以格外有危害性，还有另外一个重要原因。你可能知道，我们正打算买下盖普大厦，把它改造成新的工作室空间。我们要想获得改变该建筑区划的许可，需要经过附近居民（他们每天都不得不忍受这些涂鸭）的同意。近年来，涂鸭已经成了邻居们提出投诉最多的主题。而现在校方尤其得罪不起他们。


  最初，我倾向于无视这些破玩意，把它们当作小孩子胡闹。但这次我没法再这么做了。比尔·巴雷特和董事会都清楚地告诉我，最近爆发的这一大波涂鸭真的让所有人都很生气。我甚至收到了其他学生的投诉。所以，如果你，或其他任何人今后涂鸭被抓到现行，巴雷特校长和董事会很可能会行使他们的独有权力，单方面将犯事者从旧金山艺术学院开除。至少，我会被要求采取适当的行动。如果你是目前正在破坏旧金山艺术学院环境的一分子，请停止这样做。如果你认识的其他人参与到了这些事情中，请向他们传达我的意思。如果你想要更进一步讨论此事，请来学生服务办公室找我。我感谢你的合作。


  你真诚的


  （落款是“迈克”）


  迈克尔·格拉迪


  教导主任


  ——信件14

  波普艺术是……


  理查德·汉密尔顿致彼得·史密森和艾莉森·史密森


  1957年1月16日


  理查德·汉密尔顿1922年生于一个工人阶级家庭，他对艺术世界的热爱很早就开始了。他10岁时开始学习绘画；12岁就开始上面向成年人的晚间艺术课程；16岁时被皇家学院录取。20世纪50年代，他成为独立小组（Independent Group）的骨干成员。这是由一群激进的英国艺术家组成的艺术团体，我们所知最早的一批波普艺术（Pop Art）作品就是由该小组的成员创作的。他们的大部分作品第一次出现在公众面前，都是在1956年那场极具开创性的“这就是明天”展览上，其中就包括汉密尔顿标志性的拼贴画作品《到底是什么让今天的家如此不同，如此迷人？》。次年一月，在汉密尔顿开始思考如何举办下一次展览时，他写了一封信给同为独立小组成员的建筑师，彼得·史密森和艾莉森·史密森，但没有得到回复。在信中，他为即将席卷整个世界的波普艺术运动撰写了某种意义上的宣言初稿。


  ——信件正文


  1957年1月16日


  亲爱的彼得和艾莉森：


  近来我一直想着那天晚上我们的谈话，觉得把一些想法写下来可能是个好主意。这样既能帮助我自己理清思路，也能让你们知道知道我的看法。


  在战后这段时间的伦敦，有这么几种艺术风潮我觉得是最重要的，并且和我所认定的目标有关联：


  生活和艺术的并行


  （探究一种具有普遍价值的意象系统）


  



  人、机器和动态


  （探究一种特别的技术意象系统）


  瑞纳尔·班汉关于汽车造型的研究


  广告形象研究（帕乌洛奇、史密森、麦克黑尔）


  独立小组针对波普艺术与美术之关系的讨论


  



  未来的房子


  （将工业设计中的波普艺术态度转换到家居内部建筑的尺度上）


  



  这就是明天


  第二小组展示波普艺术与试图去个人化地对待感官材料。第六小组展示用一种强烈个人化的语言来表达人类需求。


  由这个列表可见，波普艺术/技术背景显然是其中的重要特征。


  “这就是明天”展览的不利之处（同时也是它最大的优点）就是它的结构松散，语言晦涩不明。


  我的看法是，我们的下一场展览应该是高度有纪律，并且在观念上实现了统一的，与这场的混乱无序恰成对照。是否有可能要求参展者们抛弃自己各自心目中的解决方案，在遵循一个事先达成共识的严格工作程式的前提下，试图共同创造出某种新的、正式的观念？


  不妨假设，我们先从为家庭环境的特定需求提供独特解决方案这个目标开始。例如，需要某种庇护、某类设备、某种艺术。而解决方案可以按照下面这个波普艺术的特征列表来制订和评价。


  波普艺术是：


  流行的（为大众所设计）


  短暂（短期的解决方案）


  可消耗（容易被遗忘）


  低成本


  批量生产


  年轻（目标受众是青年人）


  机智


  性感


  花哨


  光彩照人


  大生意


  这只是个开始。有可能，我们任务的第一步就是要分析波普艺术，并列出这样一个表格来。我自己不大确定波普艺术是否具有“真诚”这个属性。某些波普艺术有——至少是有一种貌似真诚的东西，但并不是所有的都有。或许我们不得不将波普艺术再细分成几个小类，然后判断我们项目的各个分支分别属于哪一类。你们觉得呢？


  你们的


  （理查德）


  ——信件15

  多样性保证了我们的文化存续


  马丁·斯科塞斯致《纽约时报》


  1993年11月19日


  很少有电影制作人比意大利艺术大师费德里科·费里尼给人留下的印象更深刻了。在大多数人看来，他长达40年的辉煌职业生涯在1960年创作的史诗般作品《甜蜜的生活》中达到了顶峰。这部电影描绘了意大利记者马鲁吉罗在战后的罗马生活的七个日子。费里尼于1993年10月去世后，成千上万的哀悼者在“电影城”工作室参加了他的追悼会。大约在同一时间，《纽约时报》发表了备受赞誉的摄影师布鲁斯·韦伯的一篇文章，他在文章中明确表示，他对费里尼、约翰·凯奇和安迪·沃霍尔等艺术家那些被认为意义晦涩、令人困惑的作品感到不耐烦，并评价后两位说：“不管别人怎么说，我所听到的仍然只是噪声，看到的仍然只是一个汤罐子。”这篇文章见报后不到两周，一位读者来信回复了韦伯的这篇发表于争议时刻的争议文章，这封信很快就被发表出来。信的作者是另一位电影艺术大师，马丁·斯科塞斯。


  ——信件正文


  纽约，


  1993年11月19日


  致《纽约时报》编辑：


  “不好意思，我一定错过了电影的一部分。”刊载于11月7日的《每周评论》称费德里科·费里尼是这样一类导演的典型：他的艺术风格妨碍了他好好讲故事，因此他的电影不容易被观众接受。评论作者还说，这类艺术家还包括英格玛·伯格曼、詹姆斯·乔伊斯、托马斯·品钦、贝纳多·贝托鲁奇、约翰·凯奇、亚伦·雷奈和安迪·沃霍尔。


  让我感到沮丧的并不是这个观点，而是它背后暗含的对那些困难或晦涩的艺术表达的潜在态度。真的有必要在费里尼刚去世仅仅几天的时候发表这篇文章吗？我觉得这是一种危险的态度，急于设置限制，不宽容。如果这就是我们对一位成名大师费里尼的态度，也是最容易被我国读者接受的态度，想象一下外国新电影和新导演在这个国家能有什么机会。


  这让我想起了不久前电视上的一则啤酒广告。广告以对一部外国黑白电影的戏仿开场——那电影看上去像是费里尼和伯格曼的结合体。两个年轻男人在一家音像店里困惑地看着它，而他们的一个女性同伴似乎对电影更感兴趣。一个标题冒了出来：“为什么外国电影一定要这么‘外国’？”解决办法呢，则是无视外国电影，租一盘充满爆炸场面的动作冒险片录像带，这让那个女人大为光火。


  这个广告似乎将关于女性和关于外国电影的“负面”联想等同起来：她们和它们都软弱、复杂、乏味。我也喜欢动作冒险片。我也喜欢讲故事的电影，但是美国人的方式就是讲故事的唯一方式吗？


  在这里，问题不是“电影理论”，而是文化多样性和开放性。多样性保证了我们的文化存续。当世界分裂成一个个不宽容、无知和仇恨的群体时，电影就成了获取知识和理解的有力工具。令我们感到羞耻的是，你们刊发的文章被欧洲媒体长篇引用了。


  我前文中描述的那种态度，它颂扬无知。不幸的是，这恰恰证实了欧洲电影人对我们最大的恐惧。


  这种封闭的思想是我们想传给后代的吗？


  如果你接受那个广告中的答案，何不沿着这个思路，继续问出下面的问题呢：


  为什么他们不像我们一样拍电影？


  为什么他们不像我们一样讲故事？


  为什么他们不像我们一样穿衣服？


  为什么他们不像我们一样吃饭？


  为什么他们不像我们一样说话？


  为什么他们不像我们一样思考？


  为什么他们不像我们一样崇拜？


  为什么他们不像我们？


  最终，由谁来决定谁是“我们”？


  ——马丁·斯科塞斯


  ——信件16

  对美国白人的“绅士风度”提出这点要求，算过分吗？


  奥古斯塔·萨维奇致纽约《世界报》


  1923年5月17日


  1892年出生在佛罗里达的奥古斯塔·萨维奇克服了重重困难，才成了一位雕塑家。还是个年轻女孩时——她在14个兄弟姐妹中排行第7——她就把很多时间花在了安静地用当地的黏土制作小型塑像上，这让她有暴力倾向的父亲颇为恼火。萨维奇回忆说：“（父亲的）鞭子几乎把艺术从我身体里抽出去了。”不过，她受到了老师们的支持和鼓励，并在1919年移居纽约，进入库珀联盟艺术学院深造，在那里如鱼得水。1923年，萨维奇申请了法国枫丹白露美术学校组织的一个面向女性的艺术深造项目。起初，她的申请被批准了，但没过多久，校方得知她是个黑人之后，就取消了她的奖学金，因为他们认为她的种族身份“会让一些白人学生感到不适”。W.E.B.杜波依斯为她发起了一场请愿运动，敦促校方撤回这个决定，但没有成功。她给纽约《世界报》写了下面这封信，但也无济于事。在她此后的整个职业生涯里，萨维奇始终为非裔美国艺术家的权利而呼吁。她1952年在哈勒姆开办了萨维奇艺术与手工艺工作室。


  ——信件正文


  致《世界报》编辑：


  最近，贵刊专栏里的热议话题便是佩肖托先生的委员会拒绝让我赴法国求学一事了。而这全是因为我所犯下的那个最初的错误，即选择生在了一个错误的、曾为美国服了它绝大部分的辛苦劳役的种族里。这场争议引发了一些奇怪的后果，有一部分出现在了我的信箱里。大量白人（他们大多数选择匿名）写信给我，命令我不要妄想强行挤进白种人的行列。这些不请自来的“白种人优越性”的捍卫者信中显露出的勇气和风度的成色，特别是其中显然羞于署上自己大名的那些，让人读过之后很难再对人性抱有什么信心。他们似乎觉得我必定是个黑白混血儿，恐怕还是只有一小部分黑人血统的那种，因为只有那样我才有可能把自己混进白种人的行列。但我碰巧是个不容置疑的百分之百的黑人，这就让此种揣测不攻自破了。


  每当一个有色人种女孩得到机会去发展自己的自然天赋，这些人就总要假定她这么做一定是想成为白人，这难道不是件咄咄怪事吗？我着实厌倦了向他们一遍遍解释：想要提升自己的处境，发展自己的能力，是一切人类共有的愿望。


  我总是听到人们抱怨说，黑人不懂好好利用社会提供给他们的教育机会。实际上，我的许多黑人同胞不想接受高等教育的原因之一，就是一旦我们中的哪个站得比别人高了些，显眼了些，就会有数以百万计的脚随时准备着把他踏回到地面上去，把他赶回到平庸而劳碌的人群中。就这样，他们在种族间创造并维持了一条泾渭分明的文化界线。我要怎么与其他美国艺术家竞争呢，如果我一开始就没有得到与他们相同的机会的话？


  我绝对无意强迫任何人面对像是“社交平等”这类的问题。我对强行挤进99个白种女孩中间，让她们被迫接受我的存在毫无兴趣。如果可能的话，我完全乐意作为唯一的乘客，乘坐一艘船长和船员全是黑人的客船前往法国，只要我到了之后能获得跟其他99个女孩一样的学习机会就行。而且我确信，到了期末考试放榜之后，我是绝不可能让我的种族蒙羞的。


  我们黑人，在接触西方文明区区六十年之后，因不能在社交上和智性上达到与其他人同等的高度，而被那些已在这一文明传统中生活了数千年的人讥笑；然而如果我们打定主意要缩小这一差距，在他们眼中就是犯了大逆不道的僭越罪行。为什么连试一试的机会都不给我们呢？有些白人是有多惧怕我们可能会成功呢？再给我们五十年的时间和公平的机会，五十年后你们可能就会发现，再也没有抱怨我们不上进的理由了。我们想要的不是人们一般认为的所谓“社交平等”；我们的“社交圈子”已经足够了。但我们的确想要——并且有权利要求——得到一个机会，让我们能够证明，自己和所有其他种族的男男女女一样，都有能力、有天赋、有无限的可能性。在我们贡献了“奴隶们二百五十年的无偿劳役”之后，我对美国白人的绅士风度提出这点要求，算过分吗？


  奥古斯塔·萨维奇


  纽约，5月17日


  ——信件17

  艺术是一场前往未知世界的冒险


  马克·罗斯科与阿道夫·戈特利布致《纽约时报》


  1943年6月7日


  1903年，马克·罗斯科生于俄罗斯（该地区今属拉脱维亚），他10岁时随全家移居美国，在那里开始了新的生活。在此十年后，他先是短暂地就读于耶鲁大学，在那里爱上了艺术，于是转入了享有盛名的纽约艺术学生联盟。著名立体派艺术家马克斯·韦伯是他的老师。后来他又遇到了他一生的挚友，与他同为抽象表现主义画家的阿道夫·戈特利布。直到20世纪40年代末，罗斯科才确立了他今日最为之著称的绘画风格：边缘柔和的方形大色块，排列在巨大的画布上。到他1970年去世时，罗斯科已经创作了八百余幅油画作品，其中他于1951年画成的《6号（紫罗兰色、绿色和红色）》在2014年卖出了一个史无前例的高价：一亿四千万美元。其他许多作品也卖到了数百万美元的价格。然而，他在批评界就不总是这么受欢迎了。1943年，《纽约时报》的艺术评论家爱德华·艾伦在报道“纽约第三届现代画家与艺术家作品年展”的时候写道：


  马库斯·罗斯科的《叙利亚公牛》到底是什么意思，只能靠我们自己想象了。同样，阿道夫·戈特利布的《劫掠珀尔塞弗涅》也让笔者完全摸不着头脑。


  罗斯科和戈特利布以下面这封信作为两人的共同回应。


  ——信件正文


  1943年6月7日


  《纽约时报》艺术编辑


  爱德华·阿尔登·朱厄尔先生


  纽约州纽约市43街西229号


  亲爱的朱厄尔先生：


  对于艺术家来说，艺评人的头脑运作方式始终是生命中一大不解之谜。我们猜测，这就是为什么艺术家抱怨自己被误解，特别是被评论者误解的声音，都已经司空见惯了。因此，当《纽约时报》的艺评人低调地，却又公开地坦承自己“摸不着头脑”，在年展上面对我们两人的画作感到“茫然”时，这着实是件新鲜事。我们很感谢他对这两幅“晦涩”的画作做出如此诚实的，也可以说是友善的反应——在其他的评论家中间，我们貌似制造出了一片狂乱的歇斯底里。我们也感谢贵刊如此慷慨地提供给我们机会来陈述自己的看法。


  我们完全不打算为我们的作品辩护。让它们为自己辩护吧，我们认为它们自身就构成了清晰的陈述。您没有直接无视或是贬损它们，就是它们具备某种表达力的初步证据。


  我们拒绝为它们辩护，不是因为我们不能。向那些困惑的观者解释说，《劫掠珀尔塞弗涅》是对该神话故事之内核的诗性表达，是对“种子及其所播入的土壤”这组概念所带有的全部暴力意涵的呈现，是对原始荒蛮真理的冲击，是很容易的事。难道您觉得，这个抽象的、蕴含了这么多复杂感情的概念，可以用男孩和女孩轻快地追逐跳跃的形象来表达吗？


  同样，解释《叙利亚公牛》也很容易。它是对一个古代形象的新阐释，并以前所未有的程度对其做了扭曲变形。艺术是永恒的，因此对一个象征符号，无论它多么古老，做出富含意义的呈现这种行为，在今天与在当年它诞生的时代，是同样正当而有效的。难道您觉得，已有3000年历史的那一个才更真实吗？


  但是，这些方便易懂的展品说明能帮到的仅仅是那些头脑简单的人。我们的画作不是任何说明文字所能解释的。对它们的解释只能来自作品与观者之间水乳交融、合而为一的经验。对艺术的欣赏，是“两颗心灵的真正结合”[1]。而在艺术的结合中，正如在婚姻的结合中一样，两方无法合体足以构成将其废除的理由。


  在我们看来，事情的关键不是“解释”这些画作，而是判断画幅之内所负载的、内含于作品中的思想是否有意义。


  我们感到这些作品阐述了我们的美学信念，因此，我们将其中一些列举如下：


  1.对我们而言，艺术是一场前往未知世界的冒险，不愿担风险者无以成行。


  2.想象的世界是无拘无束的，并与“常识”水火不容。


  3.我们作为艺术家的功能，便是让观者以我们的目光，而非他自己的目光来看世界。


  4.我们偏好对复杂思想的简单表达。我们喜欢用大块的图形，因为它有一种明晰、绝不含糊的冲击力。我们想要重新引起人们对油画之物理表面的重视。我们喜欢用平面的色块，因为它们能摧毁幻觉、揭示真相。


  5.有种在画家间被广为接受的观念，即只要画的技巧出色，画的内容是什么并不重要。这种观念就是学院主义的本质。不存在“一幅没有内容的好画”这种东西。我们要提出，画作的主题至关重要。而且只有那些悲剧性的、永恒的主题才是有效的。这就是为什么我们声言，自己与原始艺术和古代艺术之间在精神上相契。


  因此，如果我们的作品代表了这些信念的话，它们就必然会冒犯那些精神更契合于“室内装饰”的人。他们喜欢的是：装点家庭墙面的画、挂在壁炉架上方的画、“美国即景”画、社会生活画、艺术的纯粹、获奖的通俗畅销作品、美国国立艺术学院、惠特尼学院、玉米带学院、橡树、陈词滥调，等等。


  您真诚的


  阿道夫·戈特利布


  马库斯·罗斯科


  



  纽约布鲁克林区州街130号


  ——信件18

  最壮观的单色景象之展演


  伊夫·克莱因致国际核爆炸检测委员会主席


  1958年


  法国概念艺术家伊夫·克莱因在周游世界、修习柔道之余，还经常创作与他的另一个此生挚爱——蓝颜色——相关的艺术作品。或者说得更严谨一点，那是“国际克莱因蓝”。他创造了这种蓝色，并在1960年为之注册了专利。克莱因于1928年出生于法国南部。1948年他创作了一首名叫《单调寂静交响曲》的音乐作品，整首曲子只有一个音符，之后就是长长的寂静。两年后，他从单调转向了单色，开始绘制那些日后令他声名大噪的单色画。1958年他给国际核爆炸检测委员会的主席写了下面这封提议信。四年后，克莱因死于急性心脏病发作，时年34岁。


  ——信件正文


  尊敬的主席，尊贵的各位代表：


  我怀着彻底的谦卑，但同时也带着一个艺术家的完全的自觉，向贵委员会的各位理事呈上以下这个关于原子爆炸和热核爆炸的提议。提议很简单：将原子弹和氢弹的内部都涂成蓝色，使得它们的爆炸不再是只能被那些极力隐藏它们的存在以从中获利的人，或是那些出于纯粹政治目的展示它们的人（这两者其实是一回事）辨认出来，而是能让所有利害攸关的，需要在第一时间得知爆炸发生了的人都看得一清二楚，而我认为，这就相当于所有生活在我们这个时代的人。我所需要的，仅仅是所有原子弹和氢弹的位置和数目以及一笔活动经费，具体数额我们可以从长计议，但无论如何，它至少应该可以支付：


  购买颜料的费用


  我本人的艺术贡献（我将负责给未来所有的核爆炸上色——把它们涂成蓝色）


  我们先排除钴蓝色，这一点已经很清楚了，因为众所周知钴蓝色有放射性。我们应该只使用克莱因蓝。各位肯定知道，我能有今天的名气，全赖这种蓝色。


  尽管我手头的工作很忙，特别是还要为宏伟的盖尔森基兴歌剧院创造氛围（原文如此），但对我来说，这个提议中所包含的人道主义价值使其优先于其他任何考虑。但千万不要觉得我是那种把物质放在艺术前面的人。恰恰相反，物质的解体（裂变）可以让我展演出世上最壮观的单色景象，我敢说，那是人类，甚至宇宙都绝对未曾见过的。


  在这双重意义上，尊贵的先生们，我仍然是你们


  最诚挚的


  K.


  附言：很明显，经过我的国际克莱因蓝涂色操作，不仅爆炸本身，而且爆炸之后的废土也会被一律涂成蓝色。


  抄送：教宗庇护十二世陛下、人权联盟主席、国际和平委员会主席、联合国秘书长、联合国教科文组织秘书长、国际柔道联合会主席、《基督教科学报》主编、伯特兰·罗素、阿尔伯特·史怀哲


  ——信件19

  如果它没有经过深思熟虑，它就什么都不是


  奥斯卡·王尔德致玛丽·普雷斯考特


  1883年3—4月


  1883年8月20日，一部松散地根据俄国革命者薇拉·查苏利奇的生平改编的戏剧在纽约联合广场剧院首演，由出生于肯塔基州的女演员玛丽·普雷斯考特担纲主演，剧本作者是爱尔兰剧作家奥斯卡·王尔德。《薇拉，或虚无主义者们》是王尔德的剧作中首部登台上演的。不幸的是，《薇拉，或虚无主义者们》没有赢得百老汇的欢心，这部短命的戏剧仅仅演了一星期，就在剧评人和观众两方面的如潮差评的夹击之下被提前撤档了，王尔德也随即回国。这一切都让下面这封信变得更有意思了——信是该剧上演几个月前王尔德写给玛丽·普雷斯考特的，距首演一个星期时，其中的一部分内容被策略性地发表在了《纽约先驱报》上。


  ——信件正文


  我亲爱的普雷斯考特小姐：


  美国方面的文件已收悉，谢谢您费心寄出。我觉得我们必须记住这一点，无论打多少广告，都不能让一部差劲的戏成功，只要它的剧本不好，或是表演不佳，宣传声势再大也无济于事。我的意思是，我们尽可以每天两次，派涂成大红色的车队去纽约的街头巷尾宣布《薇拉，或虚无主义者们》是部绝妙的戏剧，一连这么搞上六个月，但如果它在首夜演出时台词不够有力，演员演得不够好，布景服装和道具安排得不够精良，那么全世界所有的广告也救不了它。我的名字出现在编剧栏上，会在伦敦和美国引起一些（人的）兴趣。您来饰演女主角，也无疑在观众的心里有很重的分量。我们要做的，是把所有成功的真正条件都掌握在自己手中。成功是一门科学，如果你掌握了条件，就能得到结果。艺术是情感上对美的欲求所必然产生的结果。如果它没有经过深思熟虑，它就什么都不是。


  至于对话的问题，你可以通过引入喜剧来制造悲剧效果。观众席上的笑声不会破坏恐惧之感，相反，通过为情感提供映衬而加深了它。永远不要害怕自己会毁掉一部悲剧，只因为你让观众笑了。与之恰恰相反，你让悲剧效果更强烈了。每门艺术的准绳都取决于该艺术诉诸的人类官能。绘画诉诸视觉，因此绘画的基础是光学。音乐诉诸听觉，所以音乐的基础是声学。戏剧诉诸的是人类的本性，因此它的终极基础必然是心理学和生理学。而一个生理学的事实，就是人在经历任何一种极其浓烈的感情时，都渴望有另一种与之对立的感情来中和。喜极而泣和歇斯底里地笑，便是自然之戏剧效果的例证。因此，我不能去掉那些喜剧性的台词。另外，好对话的精髓在于打断。所有好的戏剧对话，都应该产生一种“人物们在对彼此的话做出反应”的效果。它绝不能让人感觉像是在演练某个作者早已写好的稿子，而且对话中的打断不仅有其艺术上的效果，也有其身体上的实际意义，让演员们有空缓一缓，好有力气继续说下面的台词。


  亲爱的普雷斯考特小姐，我始终是你真诚的朋友


  奥斯卡·王尔德


  成功是一门科学，如果你掌握了条件，就能得到结果。


  ——奥斯卡·王尔德


  ——信件20

  亲爱的编辑


  阿德里安·派珀致多名编辑


  2003年1月1日


  阿德里安·派珀1948年出生于纽约，是一名概念艺术家和哲学家。以任何人的标准衡量，她在学术上和职业上的成就都堪称卓越。20岁就读于纽约视觉艺术学院时，她就开始在世界范围内展出作品。从该学院毕业后，她又跳到纽约城市大学，读了一个哲学的学士学位，随后进入哈佛大学的博士项目深造。加在一起，阿德里安总共接受了27年的正规教育，在此之后便在事业上一飞冲天。她获奖无数，其中包括2005年的威尼斯双年展金狮奖，她的多件作品进入了纽约现代艺术博物馆、大都会博物馆等知名展馆。她还写了几部哲学著作，并凭借它们获得了多份研究员奖金。2003年，此时已功成名就的派珀给所有编辑写了下面这封公开信。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的编辑：


  请不要称我为“黑人艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人哲学家”。


  



  请不要称我为“女艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女性艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女性哲学家”。


  



  请不要称我为“黑人女艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人女哲学家”


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人女性艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人女性哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女性艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女性哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女性黑人艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女性黑人哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女性非裔美国人艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女性非裔美国人哲学家”。


  



  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个黑人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个黑人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个非裔美国人”。


  



  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个女人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个女人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧为女性”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧为女性”。


  



  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个黑种女人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个黑种女人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个女黑人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个女黑人。”


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个女非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个女非裔美国人。”


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个黑种女性”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个黑种女性”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个女性黑人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个女性黑人。”


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女性”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女性”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家，还碰巧是个女性非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家，还碰巧是个女性非裔美国人。”


  请不要称我为“黑人艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人哲学家和艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人哲学家和艺术家”。


  



  请不要称我为“女艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女哲学家和艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女性艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女性哲学家和艺术家”。


  



  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女哲学家和艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人女性艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“黑人女性哲学家和艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女性艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“非裔美国人女性哲学家和艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女性黑人艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女性黑人哲学家和艺术家”。


  请不要称我为“女性非裔美国人艺术家和哲学家”。


  请不要称我为“女性非裔美国人哲学家和艺术家”。


  



  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个黑人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个黑人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个女人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个女人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧为女性”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧为女性”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个黑种女人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个黑种女人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个女黑人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个女黑人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个女非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个女非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个黑种女性”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个黑种女性”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个女性黑人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个女性黑人”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女性”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个非裔美国女性”。


  请不要称我为“艺术家和哲学家，还碰巧是个女性非裔美国人”。


  请不要称我为“哲学家和艺术家，还碰巧是个女性非裔美国人”。


  



  亲爱的编辑：


  如果我上面漏掉了哪一种排列组合，望您不吝指出。


  



  我写这封信是要告诉您：


  我为自己挣得了被称作“艺术家”的权利。


  我为自己挣得了被称作“哲学家”的权利。


  我为自己挣得了被称作“艺术家和哲学家”的权利。


  我为自己挣得了被称作“哲学家和艺术家”的权利。


  我为自己挣得了以任何我喜欢的方式称呼自己的权利。


  提前感谢您的理解。


  阿德里安·派珀


  2003年1月1日


  ——信件21

  绘画和雕塑完全是一回事


  米开朗琪罗致贝内代托·瓦尔基


  1549年


  1543年，意大利人文主义者、诗人贝内代托·瓦尔基写信给多位著名艺术家，询问他们关于“帕拉贡”[2]的意见。“帕拉贡”是意大利文艺复兴期间雕塑家与画家之间的一场长期而激烈的，关于哪门艺术更优越的辩论。瓦尔基收到了8个人的回复，大多数人自然是支持自己从事的行当，这完全是意料之中的。然而，其中一位恰恰是在雕塑和绘画方面都成就斐然的大师——米开朗琪罗·迪·卢多维科·博纳罗蒂·西蒙尼，我们今天一般只简单地称他为“米开朗琪罗”。


  ——信件正文


  尊敬的贝内代托先生：


  为了向您确认我已经收到了您的小书——我的确收到了——我便不揣浅陋，试图对您的问题做出某种回答。我要说，在我看来，绘画越是接近浮雕的效果就越出色，而浮雕作品越是接近绘画的效果，就显得越差劲。此前，我一直觉得雕塑是绘画的指路明灯，此二者之间的差距，就如同太阳和月亮之间的差距一样巨大。


  但现在我读过了您的这本小书，在书中您提到，从哲学上讲，如果两个事物分享同一个目的，它们就完全是一回事。这让我改变了看法。我现在要说，如果更好的判断力和更大的困难、阻碍和辛劳并不能赋予事物更高贵的特质的话，那么绘画和雕塑就完全是一回事。我们可以这样认为，没有哪个画家应该觉得绘画比雕塑值得更多的尊敬。我说的雕塑，是指通过将多余的部分从大块原材料上去除来制作的那种，而通过把东西加上去制作的那种则更像绘画。说这么多已经足够了，因为无论是绘画还是雕塑，它们都是以同一种理解为出发点的。我们应该让两者停止争执，握手言和——因为人们花在争论两者优劣上的时间，已经比花在工作本身的时间多了。


  至于称绘画比雕塑更高贵的人，如果他在他讨论的其他话题上也没有表现出更高明的理解的话，我的女仆都会比他写得好。关于此类事情，一个人可以发表无数的看法，还都是别人未曾说出过的；但就像我所说的那样，这要花太多的时间，而我是个时间不多的人。因为我不只是年事已高，简直已经算是踏进了坟墓：所以我请求您宽宥我的沉默。我向您致意，并衷心感激您给予我这么大的、我本不配得的荣耀。


  您的米开朗琪罗·博纳罗蒂


  罗马


  ——信件22

  成为艺术家，是因为这样你才能活着


  舍伍德·安德森致约翰·安德森


  1927年4月


  美国作家舍伍德·安德森于1876年出生于俄亥俄州的坎姆登市。他年轻时的大部分时间都在从事各种体力劳动，直到后来在广告业找到一份工作，但不久，一次精神崩溃就终止了这段短暂的职业生涯。最终，他得以凭借他最爱的活动——写作——来养活自己和家人。今天，人们知道他主要是因为他出版于1919年的颇具影响的短篇小说集《俄亥俄州温斯堡》（又译《小城畸人》）和1925年的长篇小说《黑色的笑》。1926年12月，安德森和他的妻子伊丽莎白带着他们的两个孩子约翰和咪咪，于纽约登上了美国“罗斯福”号轮船，前往欧洲并在那里停留了很久。安德森夫妇把两个孩子留在了法国上学。翌年4月，安德森一回到美国，就给他正在巴黎学习绘画的儿子写了下面这封劝诫信。


  ——信件正文


  弗吉尼亚州，格兰特


  李普欣农场


  亲爱的约翰：


  我昨天的信里有些话忘记说了。


  是关于绘画的。


  不要因为某个事物是摩登的，是最新潮的，就被它迷住。


  要经常去卢浮宫，花大量的时间在那些伦勃朗和德拉克洛瓦的作品前面。


  学习画素描。多多训练，直至你的手熟练到可以下意识地画出此刻所感，而无须思考它们。


  然后，你就可以思考你所面对的事物了。


  画那些对你有某种意义的东西。一个苹果，那是什么意思？


  画作的题材本身并不重要。重要的是它在你心里唤起的感觉，它对你的意义。


  哪怕是描绘一碟小萝卜的画也可以成为杰作。


  去画吧，画上成百上千张。


  努力保持谦逊。自鸣得意会毁掉一切。


  艺术的目的不是制造出卖得掉的图画，而是拯救你自己。


  我自己生命中的所有清晰和明确，都要归功于我对文字的感受。


  那些写关于我的文章的傻瓜，以为我是在某个早晨突然决定写作，便马上写出了绝妙的作品的。


  无论是写作，还是绘画，都没有什么特别的窍门。我是在笔耕不辍了十五年之后，才开始写出像样的作品来的。


  在过去的几天、几星期，甚至几个月里，我都没法写作。


  你上个冬天在巴黎见过我。当时我正处在一种毫无头绪、头脑空空的状态里。你一生中总要经历许多这样的时刻，只能自己挨过去。


  当然，重要的是，要让你自己活着。绝大多数人终生都在一种行尸走肉般的状态中度过。


  成为艺术家，是因为这样你才能活着。


  关于你之前的信中提到的一些事情。我之前说的是：“如果某件事你做了之后会羞于告诉我，那就不要去做它。”


  我是错的。


  在这件事上你不能指望我。如果某件事你做了之后会羞于告诉一张稿纸，或一幅画布，那就不要去做它。


  这些材料必须要扮演上帝的角色。


  关于色彩，要当心。尽可能多地去接近自然，而非颜料铺子——其他人的调色盘。观看建筑在每种光线下的样子。学会观看不起眼的小东西——一个红苹果躺在灰色的布上。


  树木——以群山为背景的树木——一切。我所知的东西已经足够少了。我觉得，如果我想要学习颜色的话，就总要将事物彼此分离开。此刻我面前有一片犁过的原野，原野下方是一片荒草地，半腐烂的玉米秸秆躺在草地上，像是一条条黄色的线和一个个色块，从这里看上去，有时像是在看墨水瓶的内部，有时几乎变成了蓝色。


  构图的本质也与之相似。


  你看着它，思考它为什么会是那种颜色。我曾经在从远处看到一片原野之后，特意走到上面仔细观察过——试图搞清楚我在远处看见的那种颜色是由什么形成的。


  光线的影响多么大啊。


  你永远不会“到达”。这是一场无尽的求索。


  我说这些话，是把你当成一个男子汉了。你一定要知道我心里总是记挂着你。


  我想要的不是你得到成功。有这样一种可能性，你能够以一种体面正派的态度对待人和工作。做到这点就足以让你算得一个男子汉了。


  S.A.


  ——信件23

  那个人的四肢画得多么好啊！


  宝拉·莫德松-贝克尔致卡尔·沃尔德玛·贝克尔


  1897年2月27日


  德国画家宝拉·莫德松-贝克尔因难产引发的并发症而去世时，年仅31岁。然而，在这过于短暂的生命中，她仍然留下了大量令人惊叹的作品，油画超过500幅，素描甚至更多。这些作品奠定了她作为起源于她的故乡德国的表现主义运动中最重要艺术家之一的地位。她还留下了大量的来往信函。下面这封家信写于1897年，在此几个月前她刚刚进入由柏林女艺术家协会建立的、声望很高的艺术学校。她的父母毫无保留地支持她求学。信中，她进入新环境后的热切、兴奋显而易见。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的老爸，在用功一个上午之后，能坐下来给您写信是多么愉快啊。谢谢您送给我那么漂亮的一盒粉彩笔。我总是时不时看向那一排排棒呆了的笔，急不可耐地想开始拿它们画起来了。


  我现在的模特是个匈牙利小男孩。他是个捕鼠者，一句德语都听不懂，所以虽然他每天早上都迟到半个小时，我也没法责骂他。但画他可真是太有意思了。


  上星期四下课后，我第一次去了铜版画陈列室。之前我好几次来到它的玻璃门前，但里面那种严肃沉重的气氛让我望而却步。昨天我鼓起勇气走进去了，感觉自己就像一个闯进圣所的外人。一个工作人员走过来，一言不发地递给我一张小纸条，让我写下自己想看的作品名字：“米开朗琪罗的素描……”然后他给我拿来了一个巨大的对开本。我迫不及待地翻开了它，同时也强烈地意识到周围绝大多数都是男人，而我是这里唯一的女性，我多么希望其他人不要注意到我啊。但是，我一翻开书页，开始研究米开朗琪罗那强有力的笔触时，就把其余的一切都抛到脑后了。那个人的四肢画得多么好啊！


  前些天晚上，我们的写生课上来了一个绝妙的模特。最开始，他就那么站在那里，我震惊于他看上去是多么丑陋和枯槁。但他一开始摆姿势，就完全像换了一个人。他把所有肌肉收紧，于是他的背上就现出了起伏的涟漪。我感到兴奋极了。他竟能让我产生如此大的反应，这太奇怪，也太美妙了！我可以整个人都沉浸在我的艺术之中！真是美妙啊！我现在只希望自己能将这种感觉转化成好的作品。但想这些还太早了——它只会让我不安。


  有件很有意思的事我要和你们讲一讲。妈妈，您还记得您带回不来梅的那幅画吗？画的是一个长着美丽的黑色头发的裸女。啊，我在鲍克小姐的课上又画了她一次。当时她和我都穿着带白领子的黑连衣裙，但她那条裙子比我的时尚多了。她向前伸出一只穿着漂亮鞋子的脚，姿势看上去那么优雅，让我不由自主地想把自己笨拙的脚遮起来不让人看见。之后，当这个年轻姑娘第二次来给我们当模特的时候，我们发现她那一头浓密的黑发不见了，变成了美丽的栗色头发。她给我们讲了个她洗头的时候如何拿错了瓶子的故事，但我在心里暗暗想，哦，没错，这就是生活！


  这太奇怪，也太美妙了！我可以整个人都沉浸在我的艺术之中！真是美妙啊！


  ——宝拉·莫德松-贝克尔


  ——信件24

  具体来说，就是一场决斗


  马克·波林致丹尼斯·奥本海默


  1982年12月10日


  出生于1953年的艺术家兼发明家马克·波林创办了“生存研究实验室”。这是一个“工业表演艺术”小组，自1978年诞生以来，一直在组织大规模的、精心编排设计的表演，展示巨大的机器和机械化雕塑之间的互动。20世纪80年代初，波林开始发现他的同行，另一位表演艺术家丹尼斯·奥本海默也在做类似的机械装置秀。下面这封信是他对此的回应。


  ——信件正文


  1982年12月10日


  亲爱的丹尼斯·奥本海默：


  作为机械表演概念的创始人，以及它最活跃的倡导者，我意识到，你在乏力而毫无灵性地试图摆弄强力机械已经有一阵子了。最初，我以为这只是一条不相干的偶然消息，只表明一个过气的老纽约艺术家拼命想挤回那个有钱赚的圈子罢了，无论我本人，还是我在“生存研究实验室”的协助者，都没必要太放在心上。然而，我们却逐渐发现自己越来越多地被人拿来和你做比较，这是我们很不乐意见到的。你那些无足轻重的机械秀给我们引来的闲言碎语本来已经够讨厌的了，结果还有更过分的，我在纽约城里的一些相识，竟暗示说我们两人的活动之间的相似之处可能不只是巧合而已。在考虑了几种可能的选择之后，我认定，我机构的荣誉所受到的这种侮辱，只能通过正面冲突来解决。具体来说，就是一场决斗，用我们自己挑选的机械，在一个向公众开放的，位于纽约城内或周边的地方进行，具体地点由你来定；比拼的结果由一个我们二人都能接受的七人评委团来做出裁决；时间选在1983年8月结束之前。如果这封信在一个合理的时间期限里没有得到回复，我们“生存研究实验室”的人就可以安心确认，你折腾的那些东西只不过是些没胆色的唬人玩意儿，宣传上用了些聪明手段，还有个富裕又无聊的社会精英在背后出钱。


  你真诚的


  马克·波林


  生存研究实验室主理人


  ——信件25

  我不再是个艺术家了


  保罗·纳什致玛格丽特·纳什


  1917年11月13日


  1915年，伦敦，曾在西线服役，后因负伤回国的英国艺术家埃里克·肯宁顿在他养伤期间开始绘制《拉旺蒂的肯辛顿团》。这幅油画描绘的是他所在的步兵排站在一片被战火摧残的废墟中间，现在已经成了战争题材绘画的代表性作品。这幅画后来展出了并大获成功，于是英国政府便开展了一项宣传计划，主动委托一批艺术家去以绘画报道战争。擅画风景的超现实主义画家保罗·纳什就是首批“官方战争艺术家”中的一员。1917年11月，纳什所在的部队驻扎在比利时帕斯尚尔战役的战场附近时，他感到彻底的幻灭。周围目之所及尽是地狱般的景象，以至于他无法忍受在任何一种画布上描绘它们。纳什在下面这封写给妻子玛格丽特的信中，试图将这种经验用文字传达出来。


  ——信件正文


  吾爱：


  我希望你收到了我的信。我已经驻扎在这里一个星期了，而且已经发电报把新地址告诉了总司令部，所以可能很快我的信就能被转过来……


  昨天夜里，我去了一趟北边的旅司令部，这段路我将终生难忘。我见到了最可怖的噩梦般的国度，比起现实，更接近但丁或爱伦·坡笔下的景象——完全无法描述，难以言传的可怕。这种恐怖，你或许能从我这15幅素描中窥见些许，但只有你身处其中，成为这景象的一部分，才可能充分认识到这恐怖的本质，以及我们这些在法国前线的人被迫面对了什么。我们所有人都模模糊糊地知道，战争是可怕的。我们读那些较有才华的战场通讯员发回的报道，看《每日镜报》上刊载的照片，在它们的帮助下也想象得出战场的大致景象；但没有任何一支笔，或一幅素描，可以描绘这个国度——日夜不休，连绵数月的战斗现在已成常态。只有邪恶本身，与它所化身的魔鬼才能胜任这场战争的典礼官，而上帝连一丝影子都看不见。对于这里的人来说，日落和日出成了渎神的嘲弄，只有从那伤痕累累，肿胀变形的云中落下的黑雨，或是痛苦无望的漆黑暗夜，才是这样一片土地上该有的天候。雨昏天黑地下个不停，散发臭气的烂泥变成了更邪恶的黄色，弹坑里满是水，一泡泡的发绿发白，大路和小径上都覆着数厘米深的泥浆，黑色的将死的树干上流出汁液来，而炮弹无休无止地落下。它们带着呜呜声飞过头顶，击飞了残存的腐烂的树桩，砸断了木制栈道，打死了驮马和骡子；毁灭、致残、令人发疯；它们砸进坟墓，把可怜的死人炸成碎片。这一切都无以言喻，这里没有上帝、没有希望。我不再是个充满兴趣和好奇心的艺术家了。我是一个信使，要把那些正在战斗的人的口信带给那些想要战争永远进行下去的人。我的口信疲弱而支离破碎，不知所云，但它将传达痛苦的真相。我希望它能烧灼那些人丑恶的灵魂！


  我至今还没收到任何信。我希望他们能想着把信转寄过来……一两天后我就会有更多话可以说了，也不会这么阴沉沮丧了。我盼着我亲爱的人儿们的消息。我不得不和我的宝贝甜心暂时告别了，长长地吻你，用只有我们才能吻的那种长长的吻。


  最恋慕你、崇拜你的爱人


  保罗


  ——信件26

  一板会爆炸的巧克力


  维克托·罗斯柴尔德勋爵致劳伦斯·菲什


  1943年5月4日


  1919年生于伦敦的劳伦斯·菲什是位很受尊敬的商业插画家，以他无可挑剔的平面设计和专业的绘画技巧在业内闻名遐迩。在他长久而卓越的职业生涯中，菲什接到过许多英国商业巨头的委托，包括英国铁路公司、邓禄普轮胎、壳牌和英国石油公司；设计过无数的杂志封面和获奖海报；他的作品在皇家艺术学院和皇家画师学院都有展出。然而他接到的最重大的委托，无疑来自1943年的这封信，当时第二次世界大战正到了最激烈的时候。写信人是维克托·罗斯柴尔德勋爵——时任军情五处反间谍部门的主管——他希望菲什为他画一幅画，以回应纳粹的一次新奇而终告无效的、意在刺杀温斯顿·丘吉尔的行动计划。


  ——信件正文


  机密


  议会街500号信箱


  伦敦，S.W.1


  



  SF.54/7/57/B.1.C.


  1943年5月4日


  亲爱的菲什：


  我想知道您是否可以给我画一幅描绘一板会爆炸的巧克力的画。我们得到的情报称，敌人正在搞新花样，用表面涂上薄薄一层真巧克力的铁板冒充一磅重的巧克力排块。铁板里装的是一种威力巨大的炸药和某种延迟爆炸的机制，但我们还不清楚那种机制究竟是什么，所以也没法画得太具体。我希望您画的是：当你从一板巧克力的边上掰下一块，就像我们正常吃巧克力的时候那样，被掰掉的那块并没有直接掉下来，而是在断裂处露出了塞在巧克力中间的帆布，这块布把掰下来的小块与剩余部分的巧克力连在一起。如果用力猛拉巧克力的两边，帆布会被扯出来，这便启动了爆炸装置。我随信附上一幅潦草的素描草图，是某位真正见过那东西的人画的。假巧克力的外包装就是常见的那种黑纸金字，品牌是彼得斯。请问您是否可能画这样一幅画？如果可以的话，让画中的包装纸被撕掉一半，好把巧克力的一头露出来，然后再画巧克力从中间被掰开，露出夹在里面的帆布。画下方附的文本要说明，掰下来的这块巧克力，带着连在上面的帆布一起被猛扯出来之后七秒钟，炸弹就爆炸了。


  请寄回随信附带的素描图。


  您真诚的


  罗斯柴尔德勋爵


  我想知道您是否可以给我画一幅描绘一板会爆炸的巧克力的画。


  ——罗斯柴尔德勋爵


  ——信件27

  让那个展览见鬼去吧


  弗里达·卡洛致尼古拉斯·穆雷


  1939年2月16日


  1939年1月，战争的阴影笼罩着欧洲的时候，墨西哥国民级画家弗里达·卡洛第一次造访了法国。她是应作家暨超现实主义流派创始人安德烈·布勒东的邀请来的。1938年，被她的作品深深吸引的布勒东曾为她在纽约举办了成功的首场展览，此时他非常热切地想在巴黎再现这种成功。然而，一来到法国，卡洛便意识到布勒东是多么的不靠谱：最紧急的一件事是，她的画作被海关卡住了，而且布勒东并没有适合展出它们的场地。在马塞尔·杜尚的帮助下，画展“墨西哥”最终得以在巴黎的雷诺科莱画廊开幕，在其中，她的作品与曼纽尔·阿尔瓦雷斯·布拉沃的摄影等她称之为“垃圾”的东西一道被展出。在展览即将开幕的时候，卡洛患上了肾脏急性感染。她是在医院里给她的情人，摄影师尼古拉斯·穆雷写这封信的，在信中她大大地抱怨了一番。


  展览结束后，卡洛迅速逃离了法国，回到了她的祖国墨西哥，但在回国之前，她把一幅自画像《框架》卖给了卢浮宫——这是这座举世闻名的博物馆买下的第一件由20世纪墨西哥艺术家创作的作品。


  ——信件正文


  巴黎，1939年2月16日


  我最可爱的尼克，我的情郎：


  我是在美国人开的医院的病床上给你写这封信的。我昨天才退了烧，他们也允许我吃一点东西了，现在我感觉好了点。两个星期前我病得非常重，连走路都困难，他们是用救护车把我拉进来的。你知道，我也不知道我是怎么搞的，竟然能让肠道里的大肠杆菌感染到肾脏。当时我炎症反应特别强烈，疼得要命，真的觉得自己要死了。他们给我的肾脏拍了好几张X光片，它们看上去像是被大肠杆菌感染了。不过现在我的确感觉好了不少，下周一就可以离开这个破烂医院了。我不能去住旅馆，因为那里没有别人陪我，于是马塞尔·杜尚的妻子邀请我去跟她住一个星期，把身体再养好些。今天上午我收到你的电报，哭了好一会儿——因为高兴，也因为我好想好想你，我的整颗心和每一滴血都在想你。你的信，我的甜心，是昨天到的，它是这么美妙、这么充满柔情，以至于没有语言可以描述我读到它是多么快乐。我的爱人，相信我，我从来没有这么爱恋过其他任何人——在我心里，只有迭戈的地位可以和你相比——永永远远。关于这次生病的事，我还一个字都没告诉迭戈，因为他肯定会担心得要死，而我想我的病马上就要好了，用不着平白让他担心。


  难道不是吗？


  抛开这该死的病不谈，我到这边之后简直是诸事不顺，倒霉透顶。首先，展览的事整个就是一团糟。我人都来了，我的画竟然还丢在海关呢，因为布勒东根本没想起来去领它们。那些你几百年前就寄出了的照片，他根本没收到——他自己是这么说的，他们根本就没为展览准备场地，布勒东自己的画廊早就没了。于是我不得不跟个傻子似的等了好久，直到后来认识了马塞尔·杜尚（超棒的画家），可能是超现实主义圈子里面唯一一个靠谱的，剩下那些有一个算一个都是帮脑子缺弦的疯子。他立刻就把我的画领了回来，然后开始帮忙找画廊。最后，有个叫“皮埃尔科莱”的画廊答应承办这场该死的展。现在呢，布勒东打算把我的画跟14幅19世纪墨西哥人的肖像、32张阿尔瓦雷斯·布拉沃的照片，还有一大堆他在墨西哥的市场上买的流行玩意儿——全是些垃圾——一块展出。这你敢信？本来呢，3月15日画廊就该布置好了。但是……那14幅19世纪的肖像非得修复不可，这一修复就得一个月。我不得不借给布勒东两百（美元）用来付修复的费用，因为他口袋里半个子儿都没有。（我发了封电报给迭戈说了这些事，还告诉他我借了布勒东钱——他火冒三丈，但事已至此，我也没什么办法。）我手上的钱还够在这里待到三月份，所以我也不太担心。


  好啦，事情总算多少按我前面讲的安排妥当了之后，前两天布勒东突然告诉我，皮埃尔科莱画廊的一个合伙人，看见了我的画，他说里面只有两幅可以展出，其余的对公众来说都太“惊世骇俗”了。但我病得太重，也对这整件事太厌烦了，就让一切全都见鬼去吧，我得赶紧离开巴黎这个糟烂地方，再待下去自己也要疯了。这帮人让我恶心想吐。全是所谓的“知识分子”，一群烂人，我再也忍不下去了。我这人性格就是这样，我宁愿在托卢卡菜市场的地上坐着卖玉米面卷饼，也不想再跟巴黎这帮“艺术圈”浑蛋打交道了。他们整天整天地在“咖啡馆”里焐他们贵重的屁股，喋喋不休地大谈“文化”“艺术”“革命”，凡此种种，以为自己是俗世里的神灵什么的，做些扯淡的白日梦，用一个接着一个从没落过地的“理论”污染空气。第二天早上醒来，他们家里什么吃的都没有，因为那帮人里没一个去工作，全跟寄生虫似的靠那一小撮欣赏他们“天才”的有钱傻蛋供着。这群人完完全全就是一堆垃圾，没别的。我从没见过迭戈或者是你，会在愚蠢的八卦和“知识分子”的瞎扯淡上浪费时间。这就是为什么你们是真正的男人，而不是蹩脚的“艺术家”——呕！来这边一趟还是值得的，哪怕就是为了看看欧洲究竟为什么一天天烂下去，看着这一大帮游手好闲的废物，我就知道为什么了。我敢用性命打赌，我这辈子永远会讨厌这个地方和这群人。他们身上有种极其虚伪、极其不真实的东西，让我一看见就来气。我现在只希望病快点好，好让我赶紧离开这地方。


  我的船票有效期还很长，但我已经预订了3月8日“法兰西岛屿”号上的位子。我希望能坐这班船走。无论如何，最迟到3月15日我一定得离开。让伦敦的展览见鬼去吧。让跟布勒东和这个蠢地方有关的一切都见鬼去吧。我想回到你身边。我想念你身体的每一个动作、你的嗓音、你的眼睛、你的手、你美丽的嘴、你清亮而诚实的笑声。你整个人。我爱你，我的尼克。想到我爱着你，想到你等着我、爱着我，我真高兴。


  我亲爱的，替我吻妈妈许许多多次。我一直记挂着她。也替我吻阿丽雅和莱亚。至于你，我的心里充满了柔情和爱抚，全都是给你的。在你的脖颈上印一个特别的吻。如果你见到玛丽·斯凯尔和鲁兹的话，代我问候他们。


  泽奇特（Xochite）


  ——信件28

  我不是他的“莫里茨”


  米克·贾格尔与M.C.埃舍尔


  1969年1月


  神秘而深居简出的荷兰艺术家M.C.埃舍尔生于1898年，父亲是土木工程师乔治·埃舍尔，母亲名叫莎拉·格里奇曼。20世纪30年代中期之前，埃舍尔和他的妻子耶塔·乌米克一起生活在罗马，这期间埃舍尔画了许多以他身边的景观和自然场景为题材的作品。直到大约1935年时，他见到西班牙阿尔罕布拉宫地面和墙面的一些几何镶嵌图案后，才开始画出那些让他在今天名声大噪的，令人迷惑的“烧脑”作品：他自己称之为“心理意象”的视错觉图像。1969年1月，在71岁的埃舍尔完成他的最后一幅版画《蛇》几个月前，他收到了“滚石”乐队主唱米克·贾格尔的来信，对方提了一个有关乐队即将推出的新专辑《透过往昔看去，模糊不清（热门单曲第二辑）》的请求。埃舍尔很快就给出了回复。


  ——信件正文


  亲爱的莫里茨：


  我挺久之前就得到了一本你的书《……绘画作品》，而且我每次翻开它，研究你的画，它们都让我惊叹不已！实际上，我觉得你的作品棒极了，如果能让更多的人看见，知道并理解你在做的事情，我会非常高兴的。


  今年3月或4月，我们将要发行一张新的唱片，我特别想在封套上印上一幅你的作品。请问你可以考虑为我们的唱片专门设计一幅“图画”吗？或者如果你有什么还没发表的作品，你觉得可能合适的——我对“视错觉”这个点子非常有兴趣，但像《进化》那样的当然也完全可以——它表达的东西也是一样的。你甚至可能想做一幅长的，像《变形记》那种，那样的话我们就把它做成一个可以打开的折页式封套。你想把它做成单色的还是彩色的都可以，全听你的。


  当然，你本人和你的出版商的名字都会署在封套上，然后如果你决定合作，就让我们商议一个酬金的数额。如果你可以写信到上面的地址，或是通过电话（可以由接听方付费）联系彼得·斯韦尔斯，或者乔·伯格曼小姐的话，我将感激不尽。两个人都可以为你提供所需的一切帮助。不过，因为我没那个运气找到一位荷兰语翻译，所以如果你不讲英语或是法语的话，就还要再麻烦你在巴伦找个人帮忙了。


  你非常真诚的


  米克·贾格尔


  “滚石”乐队有限公司


  * * *


  埃舍尔写给彼得·斯韦尔斯先生的回信


  1月20日


  亲爱的先生：


  几天前我收到了贾格尔先生的信，他问我能不能为他设计一幅图片，或是把我的一幅未发表作品转让给他，用来做唱片封面。


  我对两个问题的回答都是“不”，因为我想要把全部时间和注意力都用在我已经投身其中的许多项事业上，不可能再接受新的任务，或是把一丁点时间花在到公众面前抛头露面上了。


  顺便，请告诉贾格尔先生，我不是他的“莫里茨”，而是……


  非常真诚的


  M.C.埃舍尔


  ——信件29

  我被MOCA的决定震惊了


  汉斯·哈克致理查德·科夏莱克


  1995年


  1995年，洛杉矶当代艺术博物馆（MOCA）的一场名为“1965—1975：对艺术品的重新思考”的展览开幕前夕，55名参展艺术家惊愕而沮丧地得知，该展览连同他们的参展艺术品，都是由菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司赞助的。他们对这个消息的反应各不相同，但大多数人都感到气愤。德国艺术家汉斯·哈克带头给博物馆的馆长理查德·科夏莱克写了这封信，随信附上了其他参展成员的反对意见。阿德里安·派珀干脆将她的展品全都收回了，要求以她已故父母的照片代之，她的父母二人都死于长期吸烟导致的疾病。科夏莱克拒绝了她这个要求。


  ——信件正文


  1995年10月10日


  亲爱的科夏莱克先生：


  从洛杉矶当代艺术博物馆预定在本周举办的“1965—1975：对艺术品的重新思考”展览开幕式的邀请函上，我惊愕地得知，“暂时的当代”画廊重新开放的庆典，以及似乎（这里措辞不是很清楚）这场展览本身，都是由菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司赞助的。


  当您请求我出借作品《夏波斯基等，曼哈顿地产租房区，一个实时社会系统，1971年5月1日》参展的时候，并没有提到展览的赞助商是谁——很不幸，我也没想起来问。


  让我来解释一下，我为什么对洛杉矶当代艺术博物馆同意菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司成为这场活动的赞助商感到震惊。


  正如美国卫生和公众服务部前部长路易斯·沙利文博士曾在1990年直截了当地说过的那样：“香烟是唯一一种，当你按着它被计划使用的方式使用它时会致人死亡的合法产品。”据政府机构估计，每年有超过30万美国人死于与吸烟相关的疾病，吸烟每年为国家造成的经济损失足有5200万美元之多，这既包括了它带来的公共卫生开支，也包括因它而失去的工时。


  最近，加利福尼亚州的国会议员亨利·A.韦克斯曼曾以公司内部文件和科学分析为依据，指控菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司刻意操控香烟里的尼古丁含量，从而实质性地操控了其成瘾性。美国食品与药品管理局得出结论，尼古丁是一种需要被管控的药物。


  在出于公关目的而赞助艺术活动之外，菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司同时也支持参议员杰西·赫尔姆斯。这个公司不仅定期献金支持该参议院的重新竞选宣传活动，而且它还捐了很多钱给北卡罗来纳州的杰西·赫尔姆斯中心，这个中心致力于宣传该参议员提出的“美国价值观”。


  您想必知道，赫尔姆斯参议员一心想要搞掉国家艺术基金会，而您的博物馆、这场展览和受邀艺术家中的许多人都受惠于这个机构。其中明晃晃的反讽令人心寒。


  该参议员对言论自由和多元性取向的敌意早已无人不知，更不要说他在其他许多事务上的立场，也与可能是所有参展艺术家的信念水火不容。当菲利普·莫里斯在1990年公开宣布支持赫尔姆斯参议员时，艾滋病联合声援协会（ACT-UP）曾在国际层面上号召人们抵制该公司的产品。许多艺术家都加入了抵制阵营。


  您也一定知道，菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司去年曾威胁说，如果纽约市议会通过公共场合吸烟的禁令，他们就要撤回对城中一些艺术活动的赞助。这让您在纽约的博物馆界同仁迫于压力，成了烟草业的游说者。一个公司竟会如此厚颜无耻地将文化作为要挟的筹码，是此前闻所未闻的。


  “1965—1975：对艺术品的重新思考”的参展艺术家们，属于这样一代人，正如您的邀请函中所写的那样，他们“开始质疑艺术的本质、意义和功能，因而标志着在与传统的艺术生产活动在形态上和概念上的断裂”。您还说，“以此作为洛杉矶当代艺术博物馆‘暂时的当代’画廊的重开首展，是个相当好的兆头”。


  考虑到您做过的这些陈述，对参展艺术家及其作品的尊重，以及像贵博物馆这样的机构的利益和伦理立场之所在，洛杉矶当代艺术博物馆有特别强烈的理由拒绝给予菲利普·莫里斯烟草公司与本次展览产生关系的殊荣。


  您真诚的


  汉斯·哈克


  ——信件30

  放手去做！


  索尔·勒维特致伊娃·海瑟


  1965年4月14日


  1960年，两位美国先锋艺术家索尔·勒维特与伊娃·海瑟一见如故，迅速发展出了一段坚固而深刻的友谊。在接下来的十年中，他们之间展开过无数次富有启发性的讨论和成果丰硕的想法交流。事实上，直到海瑟生命的最后一刻，他们一直是无比亲密的挚友——海瑟于1970年5月不幸死于脑瘤，年仅34岁。1965年，在他们友谊的中途，伊娃经历了一段自我怀疑的时期，创作遇到了瓶颈。她向索尔倾诉了自己陷入的困境。几个星期后，索尔以下面这件艺术品回复了她——一封美妙的、无价的建议信。自那以后，这封信就一直在为世界各地的艺术家持续提供着激励，此刻，它的复制品正挂在全球无数个艺术工作室的墙上。


  ——信件正文


  4月14日


  亲爱的伊娃：


  距你写信给我，已经过了将近一个月，你可能已经忘了你当时的心境，尽管我怀疑事实并非如此。看上去你还一如往常，依然每一分钟都痛恨着自己。不要这样！要学会时不时地对世界说，“去你的”。你绝对有权这么说。停止思虑、担忧、瞻前顾后、纳闷、怀疑、害怕、受伤、盼着能轻松脱身、挣扎、贪求、困惑、发痒、抓挠、喃喃自语、装模作样、抱怨个不停、自轻自贱、跌跌撞撞、麻木不仁、喋喋不休、投机取巧、辗转反侧、胡乱涂抹、敷衍了事、搭便车、孵小鸡、讲坏话、唉声叹气、哼哼唧唧、磨洋工、剔骨头、瞎扯淡、吹毛求疵、挑三拣四、大发脾气、多管闲事、招摇撞骗、挑起事端、指指戳戳、鬼鬼祟祟、长久等待、徘徊不前、仇视他人、抱团互捧、寻觅、停驻、抹黑，消磨、消磨、把你自己消磨殆尽。停止这一切——


  放手去做！


  从你的描述，以及我对你之前的作品和你的能力的认识来看，你在做的事听起来很棒：“线描画——笔法干净——像机器一样清晰而又疯狂，更宏大、更大胆……真正的无意义。”我感觉这很不错，简直绝了——真正的无意义。更多地去做。做更无意义、更疯狂、更多的机器，更多的无论什么东西——让它们都充满了无意义。试着去引动你内心的某种东西、你“古怪的脾气”。你属于你内心最隐秘的部分。不要为变酷而忧虑，去创造你自己的“不酷”。造你自己的东西，你自己的世界。如果你感到恐惧，就让这恐惧为你所用——把你的恐惧和焦虑画成画儿。停止担忧那些宏大深奥的问题，比如“去为生活确定一个目的和方式，一种持续的途径，以接近某个不可能达到的，甚或干脆是想象出来的目的”。你必须练习愚笨，练习呆傻，练习什么都不想，把头脑放空。然后你才能够——


  放手去做！


  我对你非常有信心，尽管你在折磨你自己，你做出来的作品仍然好极了。试着做一些坏作品吧——做你能想到的最差的作品，然后看看会发生什么，但最主要的是你要放松，让一切都见鬼去吧——你无须为这个世界负责——你只要为你的作品负责就好了——所以，放手去做！千万不要觉得你的作品必须遵从任何一种先入为主的形式、观念或风格。你想要它是什么样它就能变成什么样。但是，如果停止工作，生活对你而言会更容易——那就停止。不要惩罚自己。不过，我觉得创作已经深深地根植于你的内心了，所以对你来说更容易的是——


  放手去做！


  无论如何，似乎在某种程度上我能理解你的感受，因为我也时常经历类似的过程。我会对自己的工作进行一次“极度痛苦的重估”，然后尽可能多地改动一切——同时痛恨自己做过的所有作品，并试图去做些完全不一样的、更好的东西。也许这个过程对我来说是必要的，是它推动我不断前进。那种“我可以做得比刚才这破玩意更好”的感觉。也许你需要你的痛苦，好让你完成你正在做的事情。也许这痛苦能鞭策你做得更好。但这非常痛苦，我知道。如果你能有那种自信，只管去做，而甚至想都不需要想它们，那就更好了。你不能不去搭理“世界”和大写的“艺术”，也不能停止摩挲你的“自我”。我知道你（或任何人）都只能工作这么多，而剩下的时间你们总得自己想这想那的。但当你工作的时候，或者开始工作之前，你必须清空头脑，只专注于手上正在做的事情。你把东西做完之后，它就做完了，就是这样。再过一段时间，你会看出其中一些比另一些更好，但同时你也会看出自己正在往哪个方向走。我知道这些你肯定都懂。你也必须知道，你不需要为你的作品辩解，哪怕是对你自己。是的，你知道我非常喜欢你做的东西，我不知道你为什么要为此苦恼。但只有你能看见你接下来的作品，而我不能。你也一定要相信自己的能力。我觉得你是相信的。所以尝试去做你所能做的最荒唐的事情吧——震惊你自己。你无所不能。


  我想看到你的作品，但又必须安分地等到8月或9月。我在露西那里看到了一些汤姆做的新东西的照片。它们让人印象深刻——特别是其中形式更严格、风格更简洁的那些。我猜他过后会寄更多来。告诉我那些展览怎么样了，以及其他诸如此类的事情。


  你走之后，我的作品变了，变得比以前好得多了。我5月4日—29日在东64街17号的丹尼尔斯画廊（之前埃默里赫那里）有个展览，我希望你们能来。爱你们两个。


  索尔
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  Letters of Note was born in 2009 with the launch


  of lettersofnote.com, a website celebrating


  old-fashioned correspondence that has since


  been visited over 100 million times. The first


  Letters of Note volume was published in October


  2013, followed later that year by the first


  Letters Live, an event at which world-class


  performers delivered remarkable letters


  to a live audience.


  



  Since then, these two siblings have grown side


  by side, with Letters of Note becoming an


  international phenomenon, and Letters


  Live shows being staged at iconic venues


  around the world, from London’s Royal Albert Hall


  to the theatre at the Ace Hotel in Los Angeles.


  



  You can find out more at lettersofnote.com and


  letterslive.com. And now you can also listen to the


  audio editions of the new series of Letters of Note,


  read by an extraordinary cast drawn from the


  wealth of talent that regularly takes part in


  the acclaimed Letters Live shows.
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  A letter is a time bomb, a message in a bottle, a


  spell, a cry for help, a story, an expression of


  concern, a ladle of love, a way to connect through


  words. This simple and brilliantly democratic art


  form remains a potent means of communication


  and, regardless of whatever technological revolution


  we are in the middle of, the letter lives and, like


  literature, it always will.


  INTRODUCTION


  Think of this book as a gallery.


  Better still, a private gallery that fits in your pocket, with no rules to speak of. Yes, you can touch the exhibits. Of course you can take photos with the flash on. And no, you are not required to speak quietly. On the walls of this gallery can be found thirty letters of note, all of which in some way shine a light on various moments in the history of art and illuminate them for your enjoyment; most, but not all, written through the ages by artists themselves -artists who momentarily put down their pencils, their paintbrushes, their chisels, and instead put pen to paper to create the windows into the art world through which you are soon to look.


  Like art so often can, some of these letters act as portals to a particular time and place. Just as Constable’s The Hay Wain immediately transports you to the River Stour beneath a cluster of clouds one calm day in the nineteenth century, so too shall war artist Paul Nash’s bleakly harrowing missive to his wife drop you onto the hellish field of battle during World War I; and just as the broad, expressive brushstrokes of Rembrandt’s Self-Portrait somehow reveal so much about someone you have never met, so too will Italian painter Artemisia Gentileschi’s defiant letter to her patron, written at a time when she was simply not meant to succeed, paint a powerful picture of its determined author.


  Additionally, just hearing the voice of an artist through their letters can be an odd and thrilling experience. I can vividly remember the time I was introduced to the correspondence of Salvador Dalí, whose otherworldly paintings defy description -his fantastical landscapes littered with scenes that play tricks on the mind, causing the viewing experience to become almost hallucinatory. Not for one moment did I imagine that his letters would provoke a similar reaction in me. Yet here was I, letter in hand, baffled and amused in equal measure by his seemingly random talk of ‘stray breasts’ and ‘nests of anaesthetized wasps’, but delighted to hear his voice loud and clear in a different medium -strangely comforted to feel his art pushing through the page.


  Letters offer an artist a different creative outlet, and a means by which to discuss the final product they thrust out into the world. To be able to read about their process, their fears, their excitement, is an opportunity too valuable to ignore.


  Having spent a considerable portion of my adult life obsessively sifting through the correspondence of others in search of the latest masterpiece, I am firmly of the belief that some letters can and should themselves be considered works of art -invaluable, often culturally significant objects to be enjoyed and appreciated by as wide an audience as possible. Which is why, hanging on the wall to my left as I write, is a framed copy of Sol LeWitt’s incomparable letter of encouragement to fellow artist Eva Hesse, a piece of correspondence so impactful, thought-provoking and creatively stimulating that it also happens to close the book you now hold, each of its 800 words working as hard as the individual brushstrokes of any oil painting.


  Perhaps, when you leave this tiny gallery, you may be inclined to fill a space on a wall of your own.


  



  Shaun Usher


  2020
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  LETTER 01

  THE CANVAS HAS AN IDIOTIC STARE


  Vincent van Gogh to Theo van Gogh


  2 October 1884


  It wasn’t until his thirties that Dutch painter Vincent van Gogh found his calling as an artist. Born in Zundert in 1853, his early years saw him flit from job to job, his only real focus being a deepening dedication to religion. In 1879 he took a missionary post in Belgium where he lived in poverty and squalor. His family, who had supported him for years, were losing patience; at one point his father even tried to have him committed to an asylum. In 1881, with financial backing from his younger brother, Theo, Vincent began to paint, and for the remainder of his life spent much of his time creating the work for which he is now known. In 1884, aged thirty-one, he wrote this letter to his brother. It would be six years later, in Auvers-sur-Oise, that Vincent, deeply depressed, would take his own life.


  THE LETTER


  My dear Theo,


  Thanks for your letter, thanks for the enclosure. Now listen here.


  



  …


  



  I tell you, if one wants to be active, one mustn’t be afraid to do something wrong sometimes, not


  afraid to lapse into some mistakes. To be good -


  many people think that they’ll achieve it by doing no harm -and that’s a lie, and you said yourself in the past that it was a lie. That leads to stagnation, to mediocrity. Just slap something on it when you see a blank canvas staring at you with a sort of imbecility.


  You don’t know how paralyzing it is, that stare from a blank canvas that says to the painter you can’t do anything. The canvas has an idiotic stare, and mesmerizes some painters so that they turn into idiots themselves. Many painters are afraid of the blank canvas, but the blank canvas IS AFRAID of the truly passionate painter who dares -and who has once broken the spell of ‘you can’t’.


  Life itself likewise always turns towards one an infinitely meaningless, discouraging, dispiriting blank side on which there is nothing, any more than on a blank canvas.


  But however meaningless and vain, however dead life appears, the man of faith, of energy, of warmth, and who knows something, doesn’t let himself be fobbed off like that. He steps in and does some-thing, and hangs on to that, in short, breaks, ‘violates’-they say.


  Let them talk, those cold theologians


  ‘SUCCESS IS SCIENCE;


  IF YOU HAVE THE


  CONDITIONS, YOU GET


  THE RESULT.’


  — Oscar Wilde


  LETTER 02

  FUCK THE ART WORLD PRESSURES


  Lucy R. Lippard to a Young Woman Artist


  1974


  In 1974 Miriam Schapiro, co-founder and director of the Feminist Art Program at the California Institute of the Arts, encouraged seventeen of her female students to write to women in the art world with a request: to reply with a letter of advice to a ‘Young Woman Artist’. These invaluable pieces of correspondence were then to be compiled in Anonymous Was a Woman, a book to be published as part of that year’s Women’s Art Festival. Before long, letters arrived from seventy-one of the women, including Lucy R. Lippard, a highly respected and influential writer, curator, art critic and feminist whose achievements are rivalled by very few.


  THE LETTER


  March 6, 1974


  138 Prince St.


  NYC 10012


  To a Young Woman Artist,


  I’m sorry this has to be so short, because I have a lot I’d like to talk about with you, but try to read between the lines. I hope you’re angry but get it over with fast and use it while you’ve got it. I hope you don’t stop being angry now and then until things are better for all women, not just artists; I hope you’re working from yourself and know how to fuck the art world pressures when you get out there; and I hope you’re working for everybody else too; I hope you’ll be the one to figure out a way to keep art from being used the wrong way and for the wrong things in this society; I hope you make your art accessible to more people, to all women and to everybody; I hope you think about that now and aren’t waiting till you make it, because that’s likely to be too late. I hope you remember that being a feminist carries with it a real responsibility to be a human. I hope and I hope and I hope …


  love,


  Lucy Lippard


  LETTER 03

  HOW BEAUTIFUL!


  Salvador Dalí to Federico García Lorca


  December 1927


  Born in Catalonia in 1904, Salvador Dalí’s artworks are known the world over thanks in no small part to their surreal, dreamlike nature. His iconic paintings are filled with optical illusions, distorted scenery, melting objects and sexual imagery. This, coupled with a flamboyant persona that itself was somewhat a work of art, have cemented his place in the annals of art history. At college in 1923, Dalí met and grew close to the poet Federico García Lorca, and for some time they wrote to each other on a whole host of subjects. It is no surprise to learn that Dalí’s letters are like nothing written before.


  THE LETTER


  Federico,


  I’m working on paintings that make me die for joy, I’m creating in a purely natural way, without the slightest artistic worry, and finding things that move me deeply, and trying to paint honestly, that is, exactly. In that sense I’m beginning to completely understand the senses. Sometimes I think I’ve recovered -with unsuspected intensity -the “illusions” and joys of my childhood. I feel a great love for grass, thorns in the palm of the hand, ears red against the sun, and the little feathers of bottles. Not only does all this delight me, but also the grapevines and the donkeys that crowd the sky.


  Just now I’m painting a very beautiful smiling woman, bristling with feathers of every color, held up by a small marble dice that is on fire. The marble dice is supported, in turn, on a quiet, humble little plume of smoke. In the sky are donkeys with parrot heads, grass and sand from the beach, all about to explode, all clean, incredibly objective, and the scene is awash in an indescribable blue, the green, the red and yellow of a parrot, an edible white, the metallic white of a stray breast （you know that there are also “stray breasts,” just the opposite of the flying breast, for the stray one is at peace without knowing what to do and is so defenseless it moves me）.


  Stray breasts （how beautiful!）


  After this, I’m thinking of painting a nightingale. It will be titled NIGHTINGALE and it will be a feathered vegetal donkey in the woodsy canopy of a sky bristling with nettles, etc.etc.


  Helle, dear sir! Yessirree, you must be rich. If I were with you I would be your whore to cajole you and steal peseta notes to dip in donkey piss …


  I’m tempted to send you a piece of my lobster-colored pajamas, or better yet, “lobster-dream-colored” pajamas, to see if you are moved, in your opulence, to send me money […] Anyway, just think, with a little money, with 500 pesetas, we could bring out an issue of the ANTI-ARTISTIC magazine and shit on everyone and everything from the Orfeo Catalán to Juan Ramón.


  （Give Margarita a kiss on the tip of her nose, the whole thing is like a nest of anaesthetized wasps.）


  Farewell, Sir, a kiss on


  the palmtree from your


  ROTTING DONKEY


  LETTER 04

  I AM NOT GOING TO STAND FOR IT


  Oscar Howe to Jeanne Snodgrass


  18 April 1958


  Oscar Howe was born in 1915 on the Crow Creek Sioux Reservation in South Dakota, a direct descendant of Yankton Sioux Chiefs. As a child he attended Pierre Indian School, then studied art under Dorothy Dunn at Santa Fe Indian School, and eventually obtained a Master of Fine Arts at the University of Oklahoma, all while building a solid reputation for his modernist depictions of Native American life. In 1958 he submitted one of his abstract works, Umine Wacipe: War and Peace Dance, for an annual exhibition of Indian art at the Philbrook Art Center in Tulsa, Oklahoma, only for it to be rejected for supposedly not being a ‘traditional Indian painting’. Howe responded with a letter that eventually led to change and acceptance both at the institution and in the wider art community; it was written to Jeanne Snodgrass King, the museum’s curator of Native American art.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Mrs Snodgrass,


  Who ever said that my paintings are not in the traditional Indian style has poor knowledge of Indian art indeed. There is much more to Indian Art than pretty, stylized pictures. There was also power and strength and individualism （emotional and intellectual insight）in the old Indian paint ings. Every bit in my painting is a true, studied fact of Indian paintings. Are we to be held back forever with one phase of Indian painting, with no right for individualism, dictated to as the Indian has always been, put on reservations and treated like a child, and only the White Man knows what is best for him? Now, even in Art, “You little child do what we think is best for you, nothing different.” Well, I am not going to stand for it. Indian Art can compete with any Art in the world, but not as a suppressed Art. I see so much of the mismanagement and treatment of my people. It makes me cry inside to look at these poor people. My father died there about three years ago in a little shack, my two brothers still living there in shacks, never enough to eat, never enough clothing, treated as second class citizens. This is one of the reasons I have tried to keep the fine ways and culture of my forefathers alive. But one could easily turn to become a social protest painter. I only hope the Art World will not be one more contributor to holding us in chains.


  Oscar Howe


  LETTER 05

  IF I WERE A MAN, I CANNOT IMAGINE IT WOULD TURN OUT THIS WAY


  Artemisia Gentileschi to Don Antonio Ruffo


  13 November 1649


  Born in 1593 to Prudenzia di Ottovania Montoni and her husband, Orazio Gentileschi, an acclaimed Tuscan painter, Artemisia Gentileschi was twelve years old when her mother died; she was then brought up and tutored in painting by her father, whose artistic talents she eventually surpassed. When she was seventeen, Artemisia was raped by her tutor, Agostino Tassi. At the trial, to assess the truthfulness of her testimony, she was tortured with thumbscrews and subsequently believed. Despite this, she went on to become one of the most acclaimed artists of seventeenth-century Europe, a Baroque painter of immense talent whose work is notable for its depictions of strong, heroic women. One of her most famous oil paintings, Judith Slaying Holofernes, shows a biblical scene in which an Assyrian general is beheaded by Old Testament heroine Judith, with help from a maid; another piece, titled Jael and Sisera, shows a different woman poised to hammer a peg into the head of a defeated general. This letter, written to her patron in 1649, shows Artemisia pushing back against unreasonable demands from a potential male client.


  THE LETTER


  My Most Illustrious Sir,


  I have received a letter of October 26th, which I deeply appreciated, particularly noting how my master always concerns himself with favoring me, contrary to my merit. In it, you tell me about that gentleman who wishes to have some paintings by me, that he would like a Galatea and a Judgment of Paris, and that the Galatea should be different from the one that Your Most Illustrious Lordship owns. There was no need for you to urge me to do this, since by the grace of God and the Most Holy Virgin, they [clients] come to a woman with this kind of talent, that is, to vary the subjects in my painting; never has anyone found in my pictures any repetition of invention, not even of one hand.


  As for the fact that this gentleman wishes to know the price before the work is done … I do it most unwillingly … I never quote a price for my works until they are done. However, since Your Most Illustrious Lordship wants me to do this, I will do what you command. Tell this gentleman that I want five hundred ducats for both; he can show them to the whole world and, should he find anyone who does not think the paintings are worth two hundred scudi more, I won’t ask him to pay me the agreed price. I assure Your Most Illustrious Lordship that these are paintings with nude figures requiring very expensive female models, which is a big headache. When I find good ones they fleece me, and at other times, one must suffer [their]


  pettiness with the patience of Job.


  As for my doing a drawing and sending it, I have made a solemn vow never to send my drawings because people have cheated me. In particular, just today I found … that, having done a drawing of souls in Purgatory for the Bishop of St. Gata, he, in order to spend less, commissioned another painter to do the painting using my work. If I were a man, I can’t imagine it would have turned out this way …


  I must caution Your Most Illustrious Lordship that when I ask a price, I don’t follow the custom in Naples, where they ask thirty and then give it for four. I am Roman, and therefore I shall act always in the Roman manner.


  From Naples, the 13th of November, 1649.


  The most humble servant of Your Most Illustrious Lordship,


  Artemisia Gentileschi


  ‘IF I WERE A MAN, I


  CAN’T IMAGINE IT


  WOULD HAVE TURNED


  OUT THIS WAY …’


  — Artemisia Gentileschi


  LETTER 06

  WHY CAN’T WE PAINT LIKE THE ROMANTICS ANY MORE?


  Carl Jung to Arnold Kübler


  10 April 1942


  Although known to most for his work in the field of psychoanalysis, not least as the founder of analytical psychology, Swiss psychiatrist Carl Jung was a keen and talented artist, having practised privately from a young age. Between 1914 and 1930 he created The Red Book, a giant, beautifully illustrated volume in which he recorded and analysed an intense period of self-reflection; it was seen by few people while he was alive, but has since been published. He also believed the practice of art to be an effective form of therapy. In 1942, amidst the horrors of World War II, he was asked by Swiss author Arnold Kübler: ‘Why can’t we paint like the Romantics any more?’. This letter contained his answer.


  THE LETTER


  10 April 1942


  Dear Herr Kübler,


  I have been mulling over your question about the Romantics but have come to the conclusion that, fully occupied as I am with my own work at present, I could hardly muster the necessary patience to expatiate on such a contemplative theme as “Why Can’t We Paint Like the Romantics Any More?” with the contemplativeness this requires.


  For that is what we lack at the present time -contemplativeness.


  If one is sitting on a volcano and can be contemplative to boot, this is a superhuman heroism which is itself a contradiction in terms.


  Nowadays it’s no longer any use appealing to any certainties.


  Deep down we know that everything is tottering.


  When the earth quakes, there are only abrupt and disjointed fragments, but no closely woven and harmonious flower carpet.


  A Romantic ideal in our time would be like a figment from a feverish dream.


  Therefore it is much better for modern art to paint the thousand-hued debris of the shattered crockery than to try to spread a deceptive quietness over the bottomless disquiet.


  The grotesque, the ugly, the distorted, the revolting perfectly fit our time, and if a new certainty does not start up somewhere, art will continue to express disquiet and inhumanity.


  That is all I have to say on this question. It is abrupt and disjointed, like what we are talking about.


  Yours truly,


  C.G. Jung


  ‘A ROMANTIC IDEAL IN


  OUR TIME WOULD BE A


  FIGMENT FROM A


  FEVERISH DREAM.’


  — C. G. Jung


  LETTER 07

  IT IS ALL FOR LOVE AND HONOR


  Hollis Frampton to MoMA


  7 January 1973


  In December 1972 Donald Richie, then film curator at the Museum of Modern Art in New York, wrote to artist Hollis Frampton and suggested that they organise a retrospective of his work at this most prestigious of museums. To an artist of any standing, this would be a tempting offer; however, Frampton took issue with one particular line in the proposal, a single detail of Richie’s which rendered the suggestion entirely unattractive: ‘It is all for love and honor and no money is included at all …’ Unwilling to work without financial reward, Frampton responded at length with a rousing letter that has since become legendary in the art world for reasons which are plain to see. It’s fair to assume that a fee was later agreed: MoMA’s Hollis Frampton retrospective ran from 8 to 12 March 1973.


  THE LETTER


  Box 99


  Eaton, New York 13334


  



  January 7, 1973


  Mr Donald Richie


  Curator of Film


  The Museum of Modern Art


  11 West 53 Street


  New York, New York 10019


  



  Dear Donald:


  I have your letter of December 13, 1972, in which you offer me the honor of a complete retrospective during this coming March. Let me stipulate at the outset that I am agreed “in principle”, and more: that I appreciate very deeply being included in the company you mention. I am touched to notice that the dates you propose fall squarely across my thirty-seventh birthday. And I am flattered by your proposal to write notes.


  But, having said this much, I must go on to point out some difficulties to you.


  To begin with, let me put it to you squarely that anyone, institution or individual, is free at any time to arrange a complete retrospective of my work; and that is not something that requires my consent, or even my prior knowledge. You must know, as well as I do, that all my work is distributed through the Film-Makers’Cooperative, and that it is available for rental by any party willing to assume, in good faith, ordinary responsibility for the prints, together with the price of hiring them.


  So that something other than a wish to show my work must be at issue in your writing to me. And you open your second paragraph with a concise guide to what that ‘something’is, when you say: “It is all for love and honor and no money is included at all …”.


  All right. Let’s start with love, where we all started. I have devoted, at the nominal least, a decade of the only life I may reasonably expect to have, to making films. I have given to this work the best energy of my consciousness. In order to continue in it, I have accepted … as most artists accept （and with the same gladness）… a standard of living that most other American working people hold in automatic contempt: that is, I have committed my entire worldly resources, whatever they may amount to, to my art.


  Of course, those resources are not unlimited. But the irreducible point is that I have made the work, have commissioned it of myself, under no obligation of any sort to please anyone, adhering to my own best understanding of the classic canons of my art. Does that not demonstrate love? And if it does not, then how much more am I obliged to do? And who （among the living）is to exact that of me?


  Now, about honor: I have said that I am mindful, and appreciative, of the honor to myself. But what about the honor of my art? I venture to suggest that a time may come when the whole history of art will become no more than a footnote to the history of film … or of whatever evolves from film. Already, in less than a century, film has produced great monuments of passionate intelligence. If we say that we honor such a nascent tradition, then we affirm our wish that it will continue.


  But it cannot continue on love and honor alone. And this brings me to your: “… no money is included at all …”.


  I’ll put it to you as a problem in fairness. I have made let us say, so and so many films. That means that so and so many thousands of feet of rawstock have been expended, for which I paid the manufacturer. The processing lab was paid, by me, to develop the stuff, after it was exposed in a camera for which I paid. The lens grinders got paid. Then I edited the footage, on rewinds and a splicer for which I paid, incorporating leader and glue for which I also paid. The printing lab and the track lab were paid for their materials and services. You yourself, however meagerly, are being paid for trying to persuade me to show my work, to a paying public, for “love and honor”. If it comes off, the projectionist will get paid. The guard at the door will be paid. Somebody or other paid for the paper on which your letter to me was written, and for the postage to forward it.


  That means that I, in my singular person, by making this work, have already generated wealth for scores of people. Multiply that by as many other working artists as you can think of. Ask yourself whether my lab, for instance, would print my work for “love and honor”: if I asked them and they took my question seriously, I should expect to have it explained to me, ever so gently, that human beings expect compensation for their work. The reason is simply that it enables them to continue doing what they do.


  But it seems that, while all these others are to be paid for their part in a show that could not have taken place without me, nonetheless, I, the artist, am not to be paid.


  And in fact it seems that there is no way to pay an artist for his work as an artist. I have taught, lectured, written, worked as a technician … and for all those collateral activities, I have been paid, I have been compensated for my work. But as an artist I have been paid only on the rarest of occasions.


  I will offer you further information in the matter:


  Item: that we filmmakers are a little in touch with one another, or that there is a “grapevine”, at least, such as did not obtain two and three decades ago, when The Museum of Modern Art （a different crew then, of course）divided filmmakers against themselves, and got not only screenings, but “rights” of one kind and another, for nothing, from the generation of Maya Deren.


  Well Maya Deren, for one, died young, in circumstances of genuine need. I leave it to your surmise whether her life might have been prolonged by a few bucks. A little money certainly would have helped with her work: I still recall with sadness the little posters, begging for money to help her finish THE VERY EYE OF NIGHT, that were stuck around when I was first in New York. If I can help it, that won’t happen to me, not to any other artist I know.


  And I know that Stan Brakhage （his correspond-ence with Willard Van Dyke is public record）and Shirley Clark did not go uncompensated for the use of their work by the Musuem. I don’t know about Bruce Bailey, but I doubt, at the mildest, that he is wealthy enough to have travelled from the West Coast under his own steam, for any amount of love and honor （and nothing else）. And, of course, if any of these three received any money at all （it is money that enables us to go on working, I repeat）then they received an infinite amount more than you are offering me. That puts us beyond the pale, even, of qualitative argument. It is simply an unimaginable cut in pay.


  Item: that I do not live in New York City. Nor is it, strictly speaking, “convenient” for me to be there during the period you name. I’ll be teaching in Buffalo every Thursday and Friday this coming Spring semester, so that I could hope to be at the Museum for a Saturday program. Are you suggesting that I drive down? The distance is well over four hundred miles, and March weather upstate is uncertain. Shall I fly, at my own expense, to face an audience that I know, from personal experience, to be, at best, largely unengaging, and at worst grossly provincial and rude?


  Item: it is my understanding that filmmakers invited to appear on your “Cineprobe” programs currently receive an honorarium. How is it, then, that I am not accorded the same courtesy?


  Very well. Having been prolix, I will now attempt succinctness. I offer you the following points for discussion:


  1] It is my understanding, of old, that the Museum of Modern Art does not, as a matter of policy, pay rentals for films. I am richly aware that, if the museum paid us independent film artists, then it would be obliged also to pay rentals to the Hollywood studios. Since we all live in a fee-enterprise system, the Museum thus saves artists from the ethical error of engaging in unfair economic competition with the likes of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer.（I invite anyone to examine, humanely, the logic of such a notion.）Nevertheless, I offer you the opportunity to pay me, at the rate of one-half my listed catalog rentals, for the several screenings you will probably subject my prints to. You can call the money anything you like: a grant, a charitable git, a bribe, or dividends on my common stock in Western Civilization … and I will humbly accept it. The precise amount in question is $266.88, plus $54.-in cleaning charges, which I will owe the Film-Makers’Cooperative for their services when my prints are returned.


  2] If I am to appear during the period you propose, then I must have roundtrip air fare, and ground transportation expenses, between Buffalo and Manhattan. I will undertake to cover whatever other expenses there may be. I think that amounts to about $90.-, subject to verification.


  3] If I appear to discuss my work, I must have the same honorarium you would offer anyone doing a “Cineprobe”. Correct me if I’m wrong, but I think that comes to $150.-.


  4] Finally, I must request your earliest possible reply. I have only a limited number of prints available, some of which may already be committed for rentals screenings during the period you specify. Since I am committed in principle to this retrospective, delay might mean my having to purchase new prints specifically for the occasion; and I am determined to minimize, if possible, drains on funds that I need for making new work.


  Please note carefully, Donald, that what I have written above is a list of requests. I do not speak of demands which may only be made of those who are forced to negotiate.


  But you must understand also that these requests are not open to bargaining: to bargain is to be humiliated. To bargain in this, of all matters, is to accept humiliation on behalf of others whose needs and uncertainties are greater even than mine.


  You, of course, are not forced to negotiate. You are free. And since I am too, this question is open to discussion in matters of procedure, if not of substance.


  I hope we can come to some agreement, and soon. I hope so out of love for my embattled art, and because I honor all those who pursue it. But if we cannot, then I must say, regretfully, however much I want it to take place, that there can be no retrospective showing of my work at the Museum of Modern Art.


  Benedictions,


  



  [Signed]


  Hollis Frampton


  LETTER 08

  ART IS A GREAT INTELLECTUAL STIMULUS


  Mary Cassatt to Theodate Pope


  September 1903


  Impressionist painter Mary Cassatt was born in 1844 in Allegheny City, Pennsylvania, and was one of seven children born to Robert and Katherine Cassatt. Aside from her studies at the Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts, long periods of her life were spent in Europe. She eventually settled in France where she became friends with Edgar Degas and Camille Pissarro, and exhibited her work in Paris. She corresponded extensively with a variety of people throughout the years. In 1903 Cassatt wrote to her friend, Theodate Pope -one of the first women to become a professional architect -whose parents collected art.


  THE LETTER


  Mesnil-Beaufresne


  Dear Miss Pope,


  I ought to have answered your letter before this, but I have been very busy & I waited knowing you would soon be again in this part of the world—I had such a delightful letter from Miss Hillard & quite counted on answering it in person in Paris. I am very much disappointed to think I shall not see her again, & that she will be so busy with the new school she will not, probably, be able to come to Europe very soon again—


  You must not discourage her about Art, I am sure she will derive great enjoyment from the effects in her surroundings, & also for herself. I am quite sure she will begin to feel pictures in a different way, you must remember that art is a great intellectual stimulus, & not reduce everything to a decorative plane—What you say about pictures being things alone, & standing for so much, & therefore the wickedness of private indi-viduals owning them, is I assure you a very false way of seeing things, surely you would not have museums crowded with undigested efforts of everyone? Only in years after an artists [sic] death are his pictures admitted to the Louvre, I wish to goodness we had some sensible rule of that kind at home, instead of that everything can be crowded into public Museums, & no standard is possible in such a mess. I think it is very exhilarating to a painter to know he touches some individual enough for that person to want to own his work, & surely there is nothing wrong in a hard working lawyer or business man putting some of his earnings in a work of art which appeals to him, when we must all work for the state may I no longer inhabit this planet—I assure you when I was in Boston & they took me to the Library & pointed with pride to all the young ones devouring books, & that without guidance, taking up all sorts of ideas of other people; I thought how much more stimulating a fine Museum would be, it would teach all those little boys who have to work for their living to admire good work, & give them the desire to be perfect in some one thing—I used to protest that all the wisdom of the World is not between the pages of books; & never did I meet any one in the Boston Museum, where the state the pictures are in is a disgrace to the Directors—As to the Havemeyer collection about which you feel so strongly, I consider they are doing a great work for the country in spending so much time & money in bringing together such works of art, all the great public collections were formed by private individuals—You say “no collection can be interesting as a whole”—There again you are thinking of decoration, but I know two Frenchmen who are thinking of a journey to New York, solely to see the Havemeyer collection because only there can they see what they consider the finest modern pictures in contact with the finest old Masters, pictures which time has consecrated & only there can they study the influences which went to form the Modern School, or at least only there see the results—You see how others look on collections.


  Enough of this we can talk of art when we meet, I do hope you will come down here I shall be so happy to see you, come on a Sunday evening—spend Tuesday or if the weather does not tempt you I will go up & see you; at any rate we must meet, I had a young couple today to see the place who were enchanted. Kindest regards to all the party & hope you are all well ever yours most cordially.


  Mary Cassatt


  LETTER 09

  A LANDSCAPE PAINTER’S DAY IS DELIGHTFUL


  Jean-Baptiste-Camille Corot to an unknown recipient


  1857


  Jean-Baptiste-Camille Corot, known to most as simply Camille Corot, was born in 1796 to a wealthy Parisian family. He showed no interest in art during his early years, and it wasn’t until he reached his mid-twenties that Corot committed himself to the easel. In 1825, having spent time studying under landscape painters in France, he travelled to Italy to do the same. In the years that followed he worked his way around Europe, slowly building a reputation as one of the great landscapists. When he gleefully wrote this letter in 1857 and described his typical day, Corot was staying with a group of artists at Château du Gruyères in Switzerland, a castle atop a hill which at the time was owned by the family of his friend, Daniel Bovy.


  THE LETTER


  Gruyères, 1857


  You know, a landscape painter’s day is delightful. You get up early, at three o’clock in the morning, before sunrise; you go and sit under a tree; you watch and wait. At first there is nothing much to be seen. Nature looks like a whitish canvas with a few broad outlines faintly sketched in; all is misty, everything quivers in the cool dawn breeze. The sky lights up. The sun has not yet burst through the gauze veil that hides the meadow, the little valley, the hills on the horizon. The nocturnal vapours are still creeping in silvery flakes over the frozen green of the grass. Ah! a first ray of sunshine! The tiny flowers seem to wake up happily. Each has its tremu lous dewdrop. The leaves shiver with cold in the morning breeze. Invisible birds are singing beneath the leaves. It seems as though the flowers were saying their prayers. Little butterfly-winged cupids frolic over the meadow, making the tall grass ripple. One sees nothing. Everything is there! The whole landscape lies behind the transparent gauze of the fog that now rises, reveals the silver-spangled river, the fields, the trees, the cottages, the further scene. At last one can discern all that one could only guess at before.


  The sun is up! There is a peasant at the end of the field, with his waggon drawn by a yoke of oxen. You can hear the little bell round the neck of the ram, the leader of the flock. Everything is bursting into life, sparkling in the full light -light which as yet is still soft and golden. The background, simple in line and harmonious in colour, melts into the infinite expanse of sky, through the bluish, misty atmosphere. The flowers raise their heads, the birds flutter hither and thither. A countryman on a white horse rides away down the steep-banked lane. The little rounded willows on the bank of the stream look like birds spreading their tails. It’s adorable! and one paints! and paints!


  LETTER 10

  AN ARTIST MUST POSSESS NATURE


  Henri Matisse to Henry Clifford


  14 February 1948


  Henry Clifford worked as curator of the Philadelphia Museum of Art for more than twenty years, ending in 1965, and during his tenure won plaudits for organising exhibitions by the likes of Gustave Courbet, Vincent van Gogh and Pablo Picasso, to name just a few. In the spring of 1948, thanks in no small part to the efforts of Clifford, the museum became home to a retrospective of Henri Matisse, one of the twentieth century’s most influential French artists. Before its opening, concerned that his work may be misinterpreted by aspiring young artists, Matisse wrote to Clifford from France and explained his worries. He later asked that the letter be reprinted in the show’s catalogue. Clifford obliged.


  THE LETTER


  Venice, 14 February 1948


  Dear Mr Clifford,


  I hope that my exhibition may be worthy of all the work it is making for you, which touches me deeply.


  However, in view of the great repercussions it may have, seeing how much preparation has gone into it, I wonder whether its scope will not have a more or less unfortunate influence on young painters. How are they going to interpret the impression of apparent facility that they will get from a rapid, or even a superficial, overall view of my paintings and drawings?


  I have always tried to hide my own efforts and wished my works to have the lightness and joyousness of a springtime which never lets anyone suspect the labours it has cost. So I am afraid that the young, seeing in my work only the apparent facility and negligence in the drawing, will use this as an excuse for dispensing with certain efforts which I believe necessary.


  The few exhibitions that I have had the opportunity of seeing during these last years make me fear that the young painters are avoiding the slow and painful preparation which is necessary for the education of any contemporary painter who claims to construct by colour alone.


  This slow and painful work is indispensable. Indeed, if gardens were not dug over at the proper time, they would soon be good for nothing. Do we not first have to clear, and then cultivate, the ground at each season of the year?


  When an artist does not know how to prepare his flowering period, by work which bears little resemblance to the final result, he has a short future before him; or when an artist who has ‘arrived’no longer feels the necessity of getting back to earth from time to time, he begins to go round in circles repeating himself, until by this very repetition, his curiosity is extinguished.


  An artist must possess Nature. He must identify himself with her rhythm, by efforts that will prepare the mastery which will later enable him to express himself in his own language.


  The future painter must feel what is useful for his development -drawing or even sculpture -everything that will let him become one with Nature, identify himself with her, by entering into the things -which is what I call Nature -that arouse his feelings. I believe study by means of drawing is most essential. If drawing is of the Spirit and colour of the Senses, you must draw first, to cultivate the spirit and to be able to lead colour into spiritual paths. That is what I want to cry aloud, when I see the work of the young men for whom painting is no longer an adventure, and whose only goal is the impending first one-man show which will first start them on the road to fame.


  It is only after years of preparation that the young artist should touch colour -not colour as description, that is, but as a means of intimate expression. Then he can hope that all the images, even all the symbols, which he uses, will be the reflection of his love for things, a reflection in which he can have confidence if he has been able to carry out his education, with purity, and without lying to himself. Then he will employ colour with discernment. He will place it in accordance with a natural design, unformulated and completely concealed, that will spring directly from his feelings; this is what allowed Toulouse-Lautrec, at the end of his life, to exclaim, ‘At last, I do not know how to draw any more.’


  The painter who is just beginning thinks that he paints from his heart. The artist who has completed his development also thinks that he paints from his heart. Only the latter is right, because his training and discipline allow him to accept impulses that he can, at least partially, conceal.


  I do not claim to teach; I only want my exhibi-tion not to suggest false interpretations to those who have their own way to make. I should like people to know that they cannot approach colour as if coming into a barn door: that one must go through a severe preparation to be worthy of it. But first of all, it is clear that one must have a gift for colour as a singer must have a voice. Without this gift one can get nowhere, and not everyone can declare like Correggio, ‘Anch’io son pittore.’[‘I too am a painter’.] A colourist makes his presence known even in a simple charcoal drawing.


  My dear Mr Clifford, here is the end of my letter. I started it to let you know that I realize the trouble you are taking over me at the moment. I see that, obeying an interior necessity, I have made it an expression of what I feel about drawing, colour and the importance of discipline in the education of an artist. If you think that all these reflection of mine can be of any use to anyone, do whatever you think best with this letter …


  Please believe me, dear Mr Clifford.


  Yours gratefully,


  Henri Matisse


  LETTER 11

  LET ME HAVE ARTISTS FOR FRIENDS


  J. D. Fergusson to Margaret Morris


  19 October 1915


  The Scottish Colourists were a group of four Scottish painters -Leslie Hunter, Samuel Peploe, Francis Cadell and J.D.Fergusson -who, on returning from France where they had trained for some time, introduced the vibrant colours of the French Fauvism movement to the art scene of their home country. It was in Paris in 1913 that one of the Colourists, J. D. Fergusson, met his future wife, the dancer Margaret Morris, and the next year they founded the Margaret Morris Club in Chelsea, a space in which like-minded painters, musicians and writers could gather. Fergusson’s letters to Morris were as vivid as his canvases, and in October 1915 he wrote to her about a butcher whose passion for haggis was infectious.


  THE LETTER


  Edinburgh 19 October 1915


  Dear Gosse … My God, let me have artists for friends—I mean people who feel, even if they’re grocers, coal-heavers, anything you like except people devoid of sense of time, colour and sound.


  The man I called on, on Sunday night, was discussing painting and has a real feeling for it. I mentioned Burns （of course）and he told me he was at a Golf Club dinner and a butcher who was a great admirer of Burns recited ‘Address to a Haggis’. He put so much into it that he nearly collapsed at the end.


  Being a squeamy veg, of course you’ll think that most ludicrous and disgusting. I think it splendid and inspiring. The man making haggis, selling haggis and reciting the haggis address with real feeling of sympathy with Burns’s understanding and sympathy, seems to me to be really getting near the real thing. I’m sorry you can’t see it. Think of this disgusting person, a dealer in meat! Worse still, a dealer in tripes—that is, entrails, innards, or guts. A stuffer of tripes, entrails, innards or guts. A maker of haggises, or haggi. That is, a person who stuffs intestines of animals, with chopped livers, in fact the large and small stomach-bags of sheep, stuffing them with a mixture of lights, liver, heart and oatmeal, Jamaica peppers and black peppers and salt and the juice the pluck was boiled in, stirred into a consistency and stuffed into the large stomach-bag, sewn up with a needle and thread and boiled for hours and prodded from time to time with a large needle to let out the gas and keep it from bursting.


  Imagine him over a cauldron of boiling haggises, watching them and prodding them with a needle, moving them about rhythmically while Burns’s words run in his head and at moments of intense emotion, at the sight of their fullness of form and the knowledge of their fullness of food, of real food that nourishes both through feeling and fact—at these moments, feeling the continuity of idea that comes from having conceived, created and completed the work—at these moments this frightful person will get into the fourth dimension, so to speak, and recite with the fullness of emotion derived from this comprehensive experience, marking the rhythm with the needle, and punctu-ating the time with prods.


  The uncouth poem of the haggis-fed ploughman, my dear Margaret, is enough to make anyone brought up decently on Plato vomit. In fact no one but Chaucer, or a butcher, or I could be expected to stand it. Don’t tell any of your friends about this. Destroy this letter at once!


  Yours JDF


  LETTER 12

  AN OBJECT OF PECULIAR ODIUM


  Harriet Hosmer to Art-Journal


  January 1864


  Born in Watertown, Massachusetts, in 1830, Harriet Hosmer was a leading sculptor of the nineteenth century who knew by the age of nineteen that she would dedicate her life to becoming a master of her chosen discipline. In 1862, after three years of toil, she was ready to exhibit what was arguably her most important work, Zenobia in Chains -a 7ft-high statue of the legendary third-century Queen of Syria, carved from marble. She sent it to London to be shown at the International Exhibition, and over the course of a month, thousands of visitors caught sight of Hosmer’s piece. Critics were united in their praise for this most ambitious statue although some expressed doubts that it could have been crafted by a woman. The next year, an article appeared in Art-Journal in which it was claimed that Zenobia ‘was really executed by an Italian workman in Rome’. Similar rumours appeared in other publications. Furious, Hosmer responded to the initial accusation with this letter to the journal’s editor and the threat of a lawsuit. Retractions and full apologies soon arrived from all concerned.


  THE LETTER


  Sir, —In the September number of the Art-Journal, an article entitled “Mr. Alfred Gatley,” contains a statement so highly injurious to myself as an artist, that I cannot allow it to pass unnoticed.


  I have been for a long time aware of the report that I employ a professional modeller to model my statues; and while this report was circulated through private mediums, I treated it with the contempt and silence which I felt it deserved; but not that it has assumed the form of a serious charge in public print, silence on my part would be equivalent to an admission of its truth, and I therefore place you in possession of facts, which I beg you to insert in your columns.


  All artists are well aware, but the public may be ignorant, of the fact, that when a statue is to be made, a small model is first prepared by the artist, and that the professional modeller then enlarges that model, by scale, to any size the sculptor may require. This was the practice constantly pursued by Canova, and by Thorwaldsen, and is still continued by Mr. Gibson, by Tenerani, and by most of the sculptors of the present day. The charge now brought against me is, that this professional modeller does all my work, and to refute that charge I here state, that after the statue of Zenobia was set up for me, from a small model, four feet high, which I had previously carefully studied, I worked with my own hands upon the full-sized clay model during a period of eight months, and therefore feel that if there is any merit in the figure, I may be entitled to at least a portion of it. Nor is this all; the man who undertook to prepare the work for me was not a professional modeller in clay, but one of the marble workmen in Mr. Gibson’s studio.


  For seven years I worked in Mr. Gibson’s own studio, and I am authorised by him to state that during that time I had no more assistance in my work than every artist considers legitimate, nor, to use his own words, “would he have permitted me to send forth works from his studio which were not honestly my own.”


  We all know that few artists who have been in any degree successful enjoy the truly friendly regard of their professional brethren; but a woman artist, who has been honoured by frequent commissions, is an object of peculiar odium. I am not particularly popular with any of my brethren; but I may yet feel myself called upon to make public the name of one in whom these reports first originated, and who, sheltered under an apparent personal friendship, has never lost an opportunity of defaming my artistic reputation. I remain, respectfully yours,


  Harriet G. Hosmer.


  [Countersigned] John Gibson.


  Rome, November 14, 1863.


  [We do not hesitate to insert Miss Hosmer’s letter. The paragraph of which she complains was extracted from a contemporary. It formed part of an “extract,” and its pernicious effect passed us unnoticed. We believe that statement to be entirely groundless, and manifestly unjust. It is not “our way” to inflict injury: more especially in the case of a woman who is working her way to fame. We know Miss Hosmer to stand high in this estimation of all artists —in Rome, in England, and in America; and that she is eminently entitled to the high position to which she has attained by industry and genius. Readily and gladly we make to her the best and most ample amends in our power.—Ed. A.-J.]


  LETTER 13

  GRAFFITI LOOKS LIKE SHIT


  Michael Grady to Alicia McCarthy


  8 April 1992


  Active throughout the 1990s, the posthumously named and now fondly revered Mission School was one of San Francisco’s most significant and influential art scenes of its era, a post-punk collective of young art students from San Francisco Art Institute （SFAI）strongly influenced by street culture and folk art. Indeed, that many of its ‘members’went on to become celebrated for their work speaks to the movement’s influence. But the artists in question, and the art they produced, were not always cherished by the local community, a fact illustrated perfectly by this angry letter, sent to artist Alicia McCarthy in 1992 by the Dean of Students at the SFAI. The Dean, who misspells ‘graffiti’throughout his letter, was a man pushed to the edge by the very art scene of which the institute would one day be so proud. The work of Alicia McCarthy, incidentally, has since been lauded and exhibited across the US.


  THE LETTER


  San Francisco Art Institute


  April 8, 1992.


  Alicia McCarthy


  c/o SFAI Student Mailboxes


  



  Dear Alicia:


  There has been a rash of grafitti at SFAI this semester. Discrete inquiries as to the people involved have led me to you. Although I have no concrete evidence, your name keeps coming up. It seems clear to me that you are in some way involved in these occurrences.


  Grafitti is a pain in the ass for everybody at SFAI. I have been told that it’s going to cost about $2000, to clean up the latest rash. That’s $2000 that could have gone to equipment, scholarships, etc. At a time when the tuition is forced to go up faster than anybody wants it to, we cannot tolerate this kind of waste!


  Why not just leave it? The short answer is that it looks like shit. If those anonymous grafitti artists delude themselves that this is art, they are mistaken. Adolescent? self-indulgent? inconsiderate? yes. Art?… no, at least not very interesting art -just mediocre attempts at appearing “subversive”.


  There’s another important reason why the grafitti is especially harmful. As you may be aware we are attempting to buy the GAP building. In order to obtain the zoning variances required to turn it into studio space, the neighbors （who have to look at the grafitti）will be required to give their approval. Over the years, complaints from the neighbors about grafitti have been near the top of their list. This is not the time to antagonize them.


  My initial tendency is to dismiss this sort of thing as mere childishness. In this case, though, I can’t. It has been made very clear to me by Bill Barrett and the Board that this outbreak of grafitti has really angered everyone. I’m even getting complaints about it from the other students. So, if you, or anyone else is caught doing grafitti, it is quite possible that President Barrett will exercise his exclusive right to unilaterally dismiss the party involved from SFAI. At the very least I will be forced to take judiciary action. If you are one of those who are vandalizing SFAI, stop it. If you know of others who are involved in this activity, communicate this message to them. If you wish to discuss the issue further, please meet with me in the Students Service Office. I appreciate your cooperation.


  Sincerely,


  [Signed ‘Mike’]


  Michael Grady


  Dean of Students


  LETTER 14

  POP ART IS:


  Richard Hamilton to Peter and Alison Smithson


  16 January 1957


  Born in Pimlico, London, in 1922 to a working-class family, Richard Hamilton’s love affair with the world of art started early. At the age of ten he had taken up drawing; at twelve he was attending evening art classes meant for adults; at sixteen he was accepted into the Royal Academy. In the 1950s he was a leading light in the Independent Group （IG）, a radical collective of British artists whose members created some of the earliest known examples of Pop Art. Much of their work was unveiled to the wider public by way of their groundbreaking This Is Tomorrow exhibition in 1956, including Hamilton’s iconic collage, Just what is it that makes today’s homes so different, so appealing?. In January of the next year, as he pondered another show, Hamilton wrote a letter -which was unanswered -to architects and fellow IG members Peter and Alison Smithson, and set out a draft manifesto of sorts for the movement that would soon sweep the world.


  THE LETTER


  16th January 1957


  Dear Peter and Alison,


  I have been thinking about our conversation of the other evening and thought that it might be a good idea to get something on paper, as much to sort it out for myself as to put a point of view to you.


  There have been a number of manifestations in the post-war years in London which I would select as important and which have a bearing on what I take to be an objective:


  



  Parallel of Life and Art


  （investigation into an imagery of general value）


  Man, Machine and Motion


  （investigation into a particular technological imagery）


  Reyner Banham’s research on automobile styling Ad image research （Paolozzi, Smithson, McHale）Independent Group discussion on Pop Art-Fine Art relationship


  House of the Future


  （conversion of Pop Art attitudes in industrial design to scale of domestic architecture）


  



  This is Tomorrow


  Group 2 presentation of Pop Art and perception material attempted impersonal treatment. Group 6 presentation of human needs in terms of a strong personal idiom.


  



  Looking at this list it is clear that the Pop Art/Technology background emerges as the important feature.


  The disadvantage （as well as the great virtue）of the TIT show was its incoherence and obscurity of language.


  My view is that another show should be as highly disciplined and unified in conception as this one was chaotic. Is it possible that the participants could relinquish their existing personal solutions and try to bring about some new formal conception complying with a strict, mutually agreed programme?


  Suppose we were to start with the objective of providing a unique solution to the specific requirement of a domestic environment e.g.some kind of shelter, some kind of equipment, some kind of art. This solution could then be formulated and rated on the basis of compliance with a table of charac-teristics of Pop Art.


  



  Pop Art is:


  Popular （designed for a mass audience）


  Transient （short-term solution）


  Expendable （easily-forgotten）


  Low cost


  Mass produced


  Young （aimed at youth）


  Witty


  Sexy


  Gimmicky


  Glamorous


  Big Business


  



  This is just a beginning. Perhaps the first part of our task is the analysis of Pop Art and the produc-tion of a table. I find I am not yet sure about the “sincerity” of Pop Art. It is not a characteristic of all but it is of some -at least, a pseudo-sincerity is. Maybe we have to subdivide Pop Art into its various categories and decide into which category each of the subdivisions of our project fits. What do you think?


  Yours


  LETTER 15

  DIVERSITY GUARANTEES OUR CULTURAL SURVIVAL


  Martin Scorsese to the New York Times


  19 November 1993


  Few filmmakers have made more of an impression than Federico Fellini, the Italian maestro whose award-laden, four decade career peaked, in the eyes of most, with La Dolce Vita, his 1960 epic. After Fellini’s death in October 1993, tens of thousands of mourners attended his memorial service at Cinecittà Studios. Around the same time, the New York Times published an article by lauded photographer Bruce Weber in which he made clear his impatience with the supposedly opaque, perplexing work of artists like Fellini, John Cage and Andy Warhol. He said of the latter two: ‘I still hear noise and see a soup can.’Less than a fortnight after its publication, a reader responded to Weber’s controversial, and controversially timed, piece, with a letter that was soon reprinted in the paper. It was written by another master of the craft: Martin Scorsese.


  THE LETTER


  New York,


  19 Nov 1993


  To the Editor:


  “Excuse Me; I Must Have Missed Part of the Movie”（The Week in Review, 7 November）cites Federico Fellini as an example of a filmmaker whose style gets in the way of his storytelling and whose films, as a result, are not easily accessible to audiences. Broadening that argument, it includes other artists: Ingmar Bergman, James Joyce, Thomas Pynchon, Bernardo Bertolucci, John Cage, Alain Resnais and Andy Warhol.


  It’s not the opinion I find distressing, but the underlying attitude toward artistic expression that is different, difficult or demanding. Was it necessary to publish this article only a few days after Fellini’s death? I feel it’s a dangerous attitude, limiting, intolerant. If this is the attitude toward Fellini, one of the old masters, and the most accessible at that, imagine what chance new foreign films and film-makers have in this country.


  It reminds me of a beer commercial that ran a while back. The commercial opened with a black and white parody of a foreign film -obviously a combination of Fellini and Bergman. Two young men are watching it, puzzled, in a video store, while a female companion seems more interested. A title comes up: “Why do foreign films have to be so foreign?” The solution is to ignore the foreign film and rent an action-adventure tape, filled with explosions, much to the chagrin of the woman.


  It seems the commercial equates “negative” associations between women and foreign films: weakness, complexity, tedium. I like action-adventure films too. I also like movies that tell a story, but is the American way the only way of telling stories?


  The issue here is not “film theory,” but cultural diversity and openness. Diversity guarantees our cultural survival. When the world is fragmenting into groups of intolerance, ignorance and hatred, film is a powerful tool to knowledge and understanding. To our shame, your article was cited at length by the European press.


  The attitude that I’ve been describing celebrates ignorance. It also unfortunately confirms the worst fears of European filmmakers.


  Is this closed-mindedness something we want to pass along to future generations?


  If you accept the answer in the commercial, why not take it to its natural progression:


  Why don’t they make movies like ours?


  Why don’t they tell stories as we do?


  Why don’t they dress as we do?


  Why don’t they eat as we do?


  Why don’t they talk as we do?


  Why don’t they think as we do?


  Why don’t they worship as we do?


  Why don’t they look like us?


  



  Ultimately, who will decide who “we” are?


  -Martin Scorses


  LETTER 16

  IS THIS TOO MUCH TO ASK OF WHITE AMERICAN CHIVALRY?


  Augusta Savage to the New York World newspaper


  20 May 1923


  Born in Florida in 1892, Augusta Savage fought to become a sculptor. As a young girl -the seventh of her parents’fourteen children -she spent many an hour quietly moulding small figurines from local clay, much to the annoyance of her abusive father who, according to Savage, ‘almost whipped all the art out of me’. Instead she found support and encouragement from her teachers, and in 1919 she moved to New York to study and thrive at the Cooper Union art school. In 1923 Savage applied to take part in a women’s art programme at the Fontainebleau School of Fine Arts in France, and her application was initially successful. However, her fellow-ship was soon cancelled by the school’s officials who, having learned of her skin colour, believed her race would be ‘disagreeable to some white students’. A campaign to reverse the cancellation, led by W. E. B. Du Bois, was unsuccessful; this letter, from Savage to the New York World newspaper, also had little impact. For the rest of her career, Savage campaigned for the rights of African-American artists, and in 1932 opened the Savage Studio of Arts and Crafts in Harlem.


  THE LETTER


  To the Editor of The World:


  The recent flurry in your columns over the refusal of Mr. Peixotto’s committee to let me go to France with other American artists because of the original mistake which I made in selecting a race to be born in that has done most of America’s hard work has had some odd results, some of which have expressed themselves in my correspondence. I have received numerous letters from white people （many of them anonymous）bidding me not to try to force myself into the white race. The quality of courage and courtesy revealed by some of these unbidden exponents of “superiority,” particularly by those who were evidently ashamed to sign their names, was not calculated to help one’s faith in human nature. They seemed to have the notion that I must be a mulatto or octoroon, for that seems to me the only way in which I could possibly force myself into the white race. Now I happen to be unmistakable, and that way is obviously out of the question.


  Isn’t it rather odd that such people should always suppose that when a colored girl gets a chance to develop her natural powers it must be that she will want to become white? It gets to be a tiresome task explaining to them that the desire to become better or more capable is a common quality of all human beings.


  I hear so many complaints to the effect that Negroes do not take advantage of the educational opportunities offered them. Well, one of the reasons why more of my people do not go in for higher education is that as soon as one of us gets his head up above the crowd there are millions of feet ready and waiting to step on that head and crush it back again into the dead level of the commonplace, thus creating a racial deadline of culture in our Republic. For how am I to compete with other American artists if I am not to be given the same opportunity?


  I haven’t the slightest desire to force any ques-tion like that of “social equality” upon any one. Instead of desiring to force my society upon ninety-nine white girls, I should be pleased to go over to France on a ship with a black Captain, a black crew and myself as sole passenger, if on my arrival there I would be given the same opportunities for study as the other ninety-nine girls; and I feel sure that my race would not need to be ashamed of me after the final examinations.


  We are sneered at for not being the social and intellectual equals, after sixty years of Western civilization, of people with thousands of years of this same civilization; yet when we set out to try to lessen the distance between us we are treated as if the attempt were a crime. Why not give us the chance to try? Are some white people really afraid that we might succeed? Give us but fifty years more with an even break and you may find no further cause for complaint. We are not asking for “social equality” with white people in the manner generally supposed; we have enough “society” for our own needs. But we do want—and we have a right to seek—the chance to prove that we are men and women with powers and possibilities similar to those of other men and women. After “the bondman’s two hundred and fifty years of unrequited toil” is this too much to ask of white American chivalry?


  AUGUSTA SAVAGE


  New York, May 17.


  LETTER 17

  ART IS AN ADVENTURE INTO AN UNKNOWN WORLD


  Mark Rothko and Adolph Gottlieb to the New York Times


  7 June 1943


  In 1913, having spent the first decade of his life in what is now Latvia, Mark Rothko emigrated to the US with his family to begin a new life. Another decade later, after a short stint at Yale University, he fell in love with the world of art and enrolled at the prestigious Art Students League of New York. There he was taught by noted Cubist painter Max Weber, after which he met lifelong friend and fellow abstract expressionist painter Adolph Gottlieb. It wasn’t until the late 1940s that Rothko settled into the style for which he is now known: large rectangles of soft-edged colour arranged on huge canvases. By the time of his death in 1970, Rothko had produced more than 800 works on canvas, and in 2014 his 1951 oil painting No.6 （Violet, Green and Red）sold for a record-breaking €140 million. Many others have sold for millions. Critics, however, were often less enthused. In 1943, reporting on the Third Annual Exhibition of Modern Painters and Sculptors in New York, New York Times art critic Edward Allen Jewell wrote:


  You will have to make of Marcus Rothko’s ‘The Syrian Bull’what you can; nor is this department prepared to shed the slightest enlightenment when it comes to Adolph Gottlieb’s ‘Rape of Persephone’.


  Rothko and Gottlieb responded jointly, by letter.


  THE LETTER


  June 7, 1943


  



  Mr. Edward Alden Jewell


  Art Editor, New York Times


  229 West 43 Street


  New York, N. Y.


  Dear Mr. Jewell:


  To the artist, the workings of the critical mind is one of life’s mysteries. That is why, we suppose, the artist’s complaint that he is misunderstood, especially by the critic, has become a noisy commonplace. It is therefore, an event when the worm turns and the critic of the TIMES quietly yet publicly confesses his “befuddlement”, that he is “non-plussed” before our pictures at the Federation Show. We salute this honest, we might say cordial reaction towards our “obscure” paintings, for in other critical quarters we seem to have created a bedlam of hysteria. And we appreciate the gracious opportunity that is being offered us to present our views.


  We do not intend to defend our pictures. They make their own defense. We consider them clear statements. Your failure to dismiss or disparage them is prima facie evidence that they carry some communicative power.


  We refuse to defend them not because we cannot. It is an easy matter to explain to the befuddled that “The Rape of Persephone” is a poetic expression of the essence of the myth; the presentation of the concept of seed and its earth with all its brutal implications; the impact of elemental truth. Would you have us present this abstract concept with all its complicated feelings by means of a boy and girl lightly tripping?


  It is just as easy to explain “The Syrian Bull”, as a new interpretation of an archaic image, involving unprecedented distortions. Since art is timeless, the significant rendition of a symbol, no matter how archaic, has as full validity today as the archaic symbol had then. Or is the one 3000 years old truer?


  But these easy program notes can help only the simple-minded. No possible set of notes can explain our paintings. Their explanation must come out of a consummated experience between picture and onlooker. The appreciation of art is a true marriage of minds. And in art, as in marriage, lack of consummation is ground for annulment.


  The point at issue, it seems to us, is not an “explanation” of the paintings but whether the intrinsic ideas carried within the frames of these pictures have significance.


  We feel that our pictures demonstrate our aesthetic beliefs, some of which we, therefore, list:


  1. To us art is an adventure into an unknown world, which can be explored only by those willing to take the risks.


  2. This world of the imagination is fancy-free and violently opposed to common sense.


  3. It is our functions as artists to make the spectator see the world our way -not his way.


  4. We favor the simple expression of the complex thought. We are for the large shape because it has the impact of the unequivocal. We wish to reassert the picture plane. We are for flat forms because they destroy illusion and reveal truth.


  5. It is a widely accepted notion among painters that it does not matter what one paints as long as it is well painted. This is the essence of academicism. There is no such thing as good painting about nothing. We assert that the subject is crucial and only that subject matter is valid which is tragic and timeless. That is why we profess spiritual kinship with primitive and archaic art.


  Consequently if our work embodies these beliefs, it must insult anyone who is spiritually attuned to interior decoration; pictures for the home; pictures for over the mantle; pictures of the American scene; social pictures; purity in art; prize-winning potboilers; the National Academy, the Whitney Academy, the Corn Belt Academy; buckeyes, trite tripe; etc.


  Sincerely yours,


  [Signed]


  Adolph Gottlieb


  Marcus Rothko


  130 State Street


  Brooklyn, New York


  LETTER 18

  THE MOST SPECTACULAR MONOCHROME REALIZATIONS


  Yves Klein to the President of the International Conference for the Detection of Nuclear Explosions


  1958


  When he wasn’t travelling the world practising judo, French conceptual artist Yves Klein could often be found creating artworks that involved his other passion in life: the colour blue. Or, to be more precise, International Klein Blue, the hue he created and patented in 1960. Klein was born in the South of France in 1928, and in 1948 composed a piece of music named ‘Monotone-Silence Symphony’that consisted of a single note, and silence. Two years later, he moved from monotone to monochrome, and began to paint the single colour pieces for which he is now revered. In 1958 he wrote a letter to the President of the International Conference for the Detection of Nuclear Explosions with a suggestion, which is reproduced below. Four years later, Klein suffered a fatal heart attack. He was thirty-four.


  THE LETTER


  Honorable President,


  Distinguished Delegates,


  I take upon myself in complete humility, but also in full conscience of an artist, to present a proposition to the board of directors of your


  Conference with regard to atomic and thermonu-clear explosions. This proposition is quite simple: to paint A and H bombs blue in such a manner that their eventual explosions should not be recognized by only those who have vested interests in concealing their existence or （which amounts to the same thing）revealing it for purely political purposes but by all who have the greatest interest in being the first to be informed of this type of disturbance, which I deem to say is all of my contemporaries. All I need is the position and the number of A-bombs and H-bombs and a remuneration, to be discussed, that ought, in any case, to cover:


  -The price of colorants.


  -My own artistic contribution （I will be responsible for the coloring -in blue -of all future nuclear explosions）.


  It is quite clear that we shall exclude cobalt blue as being notoriously radioactive and that we shall use only Klein Blue which has earned me the celebrity of which you are undoubtedly aware.


  Although I am fully occupied with my current work, notable with creating the ambiance [sic] of the great Gelsenkirchen Opera House, the humanitarian aspect of my proposal seems to me to have priority over any other considerations. Do not think, however, that I am among those who place art after matter. Quite to the contrary, its disintegra-tion allows for the most spectacular monochrome realizations that humanity, and I dare say, the cosmos itself will have known.


  In this double effect, I remain, distinguished sirs, your very devoted,


  K.


  P. S. It is clear that not only the explosions but also the fall-outs ought to be inalterably tinted in blue by my IKB procedure.


  cc: His Holiness the Dalai Lama; His Holiness the Pope Pius XII; President of the League of the Rights of Man; Director of the International Committee of Peace; Secretary General of the United Nations; Secretary General of UNESCO; President of the International Federation of Judo; Editor-in-Chief of the Christian Science Monitor; Bertrand Russell;


  Dr. Albert Schweitzer.


  LETTER 19

  IF IT IS NOT THOUGHT OUT, IT IS NOTHING


  Oscar Wilde to Marie Prescott


  March-April 1883


  On 20 August 1883, a play based loosely on the life of Russian revolutionary Vera Zasulich made its debut at the Union Square Theater in New York, with a lead performance by Kentucky-born actress Marie Prescott and a script written by Irish playwright Oscar Wilde -the first of his plays to be performed. Sadly for all involved, Vera; Or, the Nihilists failed to win Broadway over, and it was yanked from the stage after just one week following intensely negative reviews from critics and audience members alike. Wilde promptly returned home. All of which makes this letter from Wilde to Prescott more interesting, written months before Vera debuted and then, a week before the curtains went up, partially and tactically reprinted in the New York Herald.


  THE LETTER


  My dear Miss Prescott,


  I have received the American papers and thank you for sending them. I think we must remember that no amount of advertising will make a bad play succeed, if it is not a good play well acted. I mean that one might patrol the streets of New York with a procession of vermilion caravans twice a day for six months to announce that Vera was a great play, but if on the first night of its production the play was not a strong play, well acted, well mounted, all the advertisements in the world would avail nothing. My name signed to a play will excite some interest in London and America. Your name as the heroine carries great weight with it. What we want to do is to have all the real conditions of success in our hands. Success is a science; if you have the conditions, you get the result. Art is the mathemat-ical result of the emotional desire for beauty. If it is not thought out, it is nothing.


  As regards dialogue, you can produce tragic effects by introducing comedy. A laugh in an audience does not destroy terror, but, by relieving it, aids it. Never be afraid that by raising a laugh you destroy tragedy. On the contrary, you intensify it. The canons of each art depend on what they appeal to. Painting appeals to the eye, and is founded on the science of optics. Music appeals to the ear and is founded on the science of acoustics. The drama appeals to human nature, and must have as its ultimate basis the science of psychology and physiology. Now, one of the facts of physiology is the desire of any very intensified emotion to be relieved by some emotion that is its opposite. Nature’s example of dramatic effect is the laughter of hysteria or the tears of joy. So I cannot cut out my comedy lines. Besides, the essence of good dialogue is interruption. All good dialogue should give the effect of its being made by the reaction of the personages on one another. It should never seem to be ready made by the author, and interruptions have not only their artistic effect but their physical value. They give the actors time to breathe and get new breath power.


  I remain, dear Miss Prescott, your sincere friend


  OSCAR WILDE


  ‘SUCCESS IS SCIENCE;


  IF YOU HAVE THE


  CONDITIONS, YOU GET


  THE RESULT.’


  — Oscar Wilde


  LETTER 20

  DEAR EDITOR


  Adrian Piper to various editors


  1 January 2003


  Born in New York in 1948, Adrian Piper is a conceptual artist and philosopher whose achievements, both academic and professional, are impressive by anyone’s standards. At the age of twenty, while studying at the School of Visual Arts, she began to exhibit her artwork around the world. After graduating, she hopped over to the City College of New York to earn a B. A.in Philosophy, then entered Harvard for her Ph. D. All told, her formal education lasted twenty-seven years, after which she began to spread her wings professionally. She has won numerous awards for her work, including in 2015 the Golden Lion Award for Best Artist at the 56th Venice Biennale, and her artwork can be found in the Museum of Modern Art, the Metropolitan Museum of Art and others. She has also authored multiple philo sophical texts for which she has been awarded numerous fellowships. In 2003, with all of this in mind, Piper wrote an open letter to all editors.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Editor:


  



  Please don’t call me a black artist.


  Please don’t call me a black philosopher.


  Please don’t call me an African American artist.


  Please don’t call me an African American philosopher.


  



  Please don’t call me a woman artist.


  Please don’t call me a woman philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a female artist.


  Please don’t call me a female philosopher.


  



  Please don’t call me a black woman artist.


  Please don’t call me a black woman philosopher.


  Please don’t call me an African American woman artist.


  Please don’t call me an African American woman philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a black female artist.


  Please don’t call me a black female philosopher.


  Please don’t call me an African American female artist.


  Please don’t call me an African American female philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a female black artist.


  Please don’t call me a female black philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a female African American artist.


  Please don’t call me a female African American philosopher.


  



  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be black.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be black.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be African American.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be African American.


  



  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be a woman.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be a woman.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be female.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be female.


  



  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be black and a woman.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be black and a woman.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be a woman and black.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be a woman and black.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be African American and a woman.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be African American and a woman.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be a woman and African American.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be a woman and African American.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be black and female.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be black and female.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be female and black.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be female and black.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be African American and female.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be African American and female.


  Please don’t call me an artist who happens to be female and African American.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher who happens to be female and African American.


  



  Please don’t call me a black artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a black philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me an African American artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me an African American philoso-pher and artist.


  



  Please don’t call me a woman artist and philoso-pher.


  Please don’t call me a woman philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me a female artist and philoso-pher.


  Please don’t call me a female philosopher and artist.


  



  Please don’t call me a black woman artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a black woman philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me an African American woman artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me an African American woman philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me a black female artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a black female philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me an African American female artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me an African American female philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me a female black artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a female black philosopher and artist.


  Please don’t call me a female African American artist and philosopher.


  Please don’t call me a female African American philosopher and artist.


  



  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be black.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be black.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be African American.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be African American.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be a woman.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be a woman.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be female.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be female.


  



  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be black and a woman.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be black and a woman.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be a woman and black.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be a woman and black.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be African American and a woman.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be African American and a woman.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be a woman and African American.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be a woman and African American.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be black and female.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be black and female.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be female and black.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be female and black.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be African American and female.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be African American and female.


  Please don’t call me an artist and philosopher who happens to be female and African American.


  Please don’t call me a philosopher and artist who happens to be female and African American.


  



  Dear Editor,


  I hope you will bring to my attention any permutations I have overlooked.


  



  I write to inform you that


  I have earned the right to be called an artist.


  I have earned the right to be called a philosopher.


  I have earned the right to be called an artist and philosopher.


  I have earned the right to be called a philosopher and artist.


  I have earned the right to call myself anything I like.


  



  Thank you in advance for your consideration.


  Adrian Piper


  1 January 2003


  LETTER 21

  PAINTING AND SCULPTURE ARE ONE AND THE SAME THING


  Michelangelo to Benedetto Varchi


  1549


  In 1543 Italian humanist and poet Benedetto Varchi wrote to a number of celebrated artists and asked for their opinion of paragone -a long-running and sometimes heated discussion between sculptors and painters of the Italian Renaissance in which the supposed super-iority of their artistic disciplines was hotly debated. In this particular instance, eight replies arrived, most of which were predictable in their allegiance. One, however, was written by an artist who just so happened to be a master of both sculpture and painting: one Michelangelo di Lodovico Buonarroti Simoni -otherwise known simply as Michelangelo.


  THE LETTER


  Messer Benedetto,


  So that it may be clear that I have received your little book, as indeed I have, I will make some reply to what you ask me, though I write ignorantly. I say that painting appears to me to be the better, the more it tends towards relief, and that relief work appears to me to be the worse, the more it tends towards painting. It had ever seemed to me that sculpture was the lantern of painting, and that the difference between the two was as great as between sun and moon.


  But now that I have read your little book, wherein you say that, philosophically speaking, those things that have the same end are one and the same thing, I have altered my opinion; and I say that if greater judgment and difficulty, impediment and fatigue, do not give greater nobility, then painting and sculpture are one and the same thing; and so that it may be thought thus, no painter should feel less esteem for sculpture than painting; and likewise, no sculptor less for painting than for sculpture. By sculpture, I mean that which is made by taking away [from the block]; that which is made by adding, resembles painting. Let that suffice; for since both, painting and sculpture, proceed from the same understanding, we should make peace between them, that such disputes be abandoned -for they take up more time than is needed for the work itself.


  As for him who wrote that painting was more noble than sculpture, if he had no better understanding of whatever else he wrote, my servant-girl would have written it better. One might say an infinity of things, never yet said, regarding such matters; but as I say, it would take too much time, and I have little time, for I am not only an old man, but almost numbered with the dead: so I pray you to hold me excused. I commend myself to you and thank you heartily for the too great honour you do me, and which does not beseem me.


  Your Michelagniolo Buonarroti, in Rome


  LETTER 22

  THE POINT OF BEING AN ARTIST IS THAT YOU MAY LIVE


  Sherwood Anderson to John Anderson


  April 1927


  American writer Sherwood Anderson began his life in Camden, Ohio, in 1873, and spent much of his early years taking on manual labour jobs until a brief career in advertising was cut short by a nervous breakdown. Eventually he was able to sustain himself and his family doing what he loved most -writing -and he is now best known for his influential 1919 collection of stories, Winesburg, Ohio, and his 1925 novel, Dark Laughter. In December 1926 Anderson, his wife Elizabeth and his two children, John and Mimi, boarded the United States Lines SS President Roosevelt in New York and sailed to Europe for a long stay, and to drop the children off in France where they were to attend school. In April, shortly after Anderson arrived home, he wrote a letter of advice to his son, who was now studying painting in Paris.


  THE LETTER


  Ripshin Farm


  Grant, Virginia


  Dear John,


  Something I should have said in my letter yesterday. In relation to painting.


  Don’t be carried off your feet by anything because it is modern -the latest thing.


  Go to the Louvre often and spend a good deal of time before the Rembrandts, the Delacroixs.


  Learn to draw. Try to make your hand so unconsciously adept that it will put down what you feel without your having to think of your hands.


  Then you can think of the thing before you.


  Draw things that have some meaning to you. An apple, what does it mean?


  The object drawn doesn’t matter so much. It’s what you feel about it, what it means to you.


  A masterpiece could be made of a dish of turnips.


  Draw, draw hundreds of drawings.


  Try to remain humble. Smartness kills everything.


  The object of art is not to make salable pictures. It is to save yourself.


  Any clearness I have in my own life is due to my feeling for words.


  The fools who write articles about me think that one morning I suddenly decided to write and began to produce masterpieces.


  There is no special trick about writing or painting either. I wrote constantly for fifteen years before I produced anything with any solidity to it.


  For days, weeks, and months now I can’t do it.


  You saw me in Paris this winter. I was in a dead blank time. You have to live through such times all your life.


  The thing, of course, is to make yourself alive. Most people remain all of their lives in a stupor.


  The point of being an artist is that you may live.


  Such things as you suggested in your letter the other day. I said “Don’t do what you would be ashamed to tell me about.”


  I was wrong.


  You can’t depend on me. Don’t do what you would be ashamed of before a sheet of white paper -or a canvas.


  The materials have to take the place of God.


  About color. Be careful. Go to nature all you can. Instead of paint shops -other men’s palettes -look at the sides of buildings in every light. Learn to observe little things -a red apple lying on a grey cloth.


  Trees -trees against hills -everything. I know little enough. It seems to me that if I wanted to learn about color I would try always to make a separation. There is a plowed field here before me, below it is a meadow, half decayed cornstalks in the meadow making yellow lines, stumps, sometimes like looking into an ink bottle, sometimes almost blue.


  The same in nature is a composition.


  You look at it thinking -what made up that color. I have walked over a piece of ground, after seeing it from a distance -trying to see what made the color I saw.


  Light makes so much difference.


  You won’t arrive. It is an endless search.


  I write as though you were a man. Well, you must know my heart is set on you.


  It isn’t your success I want. There is a possibility of your having a decent attitude toward people and work. That alone may make a man of you.


  S. A.


  LETTER 23

  WHAT LIMBS THAT MAN COULD DRAW!


  Paula Modersohn-Becker to Carl Woldemar Becker


  27 February 1897


  German painter Paula Modersohn-Becker was only thirty-one when she died as a result of complications during childbirth. However, despite her all-too-early death, she left behind an impressive body of work that included over 500 paintings and even more drawings. All of which cemented her reputation as one of the most significant artists of the Expressionist movement that had originated in her home country. Her correspondence was also extensive. This letter was written in 1897, months after she had enrolled at the highly respected art school run by the Verein der Berliner Künstlerinnen （Association of Berlin Women Artists）, with the full blessing of her supportive parents. Her enthusiasm at her new surroundings is palpable.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Father, after a morning of hard work it is such a pleasure to sit down and thank you for that beautiful box of pastels. I keep looking at the rows of magnificent crayons and can hardly wait to begin using them.


  My model right now is a little Hungarian boy, a mousetrapper, who cannot understand a single word of German, so that is it impossible to scold him when he comes every morning half an hour late. But it is such fun drawing him.


  Last Thursday after class I went to see the Kupferstichkabinett [Print Room] for the first time. I had stood at the glass entrance several times before, but the solemn gloom behind it always frightened me away. Yesterday I took heart and went in, feeling like an intruder in the sanctum sanctorum. An attendant came up to me and silently handed me a slip of paper on which I had to write down what I wanted to look at;


  “Michelangelo, drawings by”… He brought me a gigantic folio. I could hardly wait to look inside. At the same time, being the only woman in the midst of this over-powering masculinity, I would have given anything to make myself invisible. But as soon as I opened the folio and could study Michelangelo’s powerful draftsmanship, I could forget the whole rest of the world. What limbs that man could draw!


  We had the most amazing model that evening in life-drawing class. At first, the way he stood there, I was shocked at how ugly and thin he seemed. But as soon as he began to pose and when he tensed all his muscles so that they rippled down his back, I became very excited. How strange and wonderful, my dears, that I can react this way! That I am able to live totally in my art! It is so wonderful. Now if I can only turn this into something good. But I won’t even think about that now -it just makes me uneasy.


  Let me tell you something funny that happened to me. Do you remember, Mother, the drawing of the nude woman with the beautiful black hair which you took back to Bremen? Well, I drew her [again] in Fräulein Bauck’s class. She was wearing a black dress with a white collar, and so was I; only the style of her dress was a good deal more chic. And she struck out a beautifully shod foot so smartly that I felt obliged to modestly hide my rather clumsy feet. And later when this young lady with her gentle dove’s eyes appeared for a second time, it turned out that in place of her black mane her hair was now a beautiful chestnut brown. She told us some sort of story about washing her hair and having gotten hold of the wrong bottle. But I thought to myself quietly, Oh, yes, c’est la vie!


  ‘HOW STRANGE AND


  WONDERFUL, MY


  DEARS, THAT I CAN


  REACT THIS WAY! THAT I


  AM ABLE TO LIVE


  TOTALLY IN MY ART!’


  — Paula Modersohn-Becker


  LETTER 24

  SPECIFICALLY, A DUEL


  Mark Pauline to Dennis Oppenheim


  10 December 1982


  Born in 1953, artist and inventor Mark Pauline is the founder of Survival Research Laboratories, an ‘industrial performance art’ group who, since forming in 1978, have been organising large-scale, carefully choreo graphed shows in which massive machines and mechanised sculptures interact. In the early 1980s Pauline became aware of similarly mechanical installations being shown by fellow performance artist Dennis Oppenheim. This letter was his response.


  THE LETTER


  December 10, 1982


  Dear Dennis Oppenheim,


  As the originator and most active proponent of the concept of mechanical performance, I have, for some time now, been aware of your feeble and uninspired attempts to employ instruments of force. Initially this information seemed a fluke, merely indicating another instance of an older New York artist struggling to get back to where the money was. Consequently it was of no real concern to myself or to my assistants at SRL. Increasingly, however, we have found ourselves in the undesirable position of being compared to you. Add to this our disgust at the exaggerated publicity generated by your insignificant mechanical events. Furthermore, there have been suggestions from acquaintances of mine in NYC that any similarities between our activities might be due to more than mere coincidence. After considering several possible options, I have concluded that this affront to the honor of my organization can be settled only through a direct confrontation. Specifically, a duel, to be staged with machines of our choice, at a public location determined by yourself in or around NYC; to be judged by a panel of seven individuals acceptable to us both; to take place before the end of August 1983. If after a reasonable length of time no response to this letter is forth-coming, we at SRL will rest assured that your activities are indeed a gutless sham, propped up by clever publicity schemes and financed by a wealthy, bored social elite.


  Sincerely yours


  Mark Pauline,


  Director, SRL


  LETTER 25

  I AM NO LONGER AN ARTIST


  Paul Nash to Margaret Nash


  13 November 1917


  In London in 1915, as he recovered from an injury received while serving on the Western Front, English artist Eric Kennington began painting The Kensingtons at Laventie, a now iconic depiction in oils of his own infantry platoon standing amidst the debris of conflict. It was later exhibited, and its resulting success led to the British Government’s implementation of a scheme in which British artists were actively commissioned to report on the war through art. One of the first of those official war artists was Paul Nash, a surrealist painter who specialised in landscapes. In November 1917, stationed in Belgium at the Battle of Passchendaele and feeling utterly disillusioned, amidst scenes so hellish that he was unable to commit them to a canvas of any kind, Nash attempted to put his experience into words in a letter home to his wife, Margaret.


  THE LETTER


  My beloved,


  I hope you got my letter. I am settled here for a week so very soon expect letters will come through to me as I have wired GHQ my address …


  I have just returned, last night, from a visit to Brigade Headquarters up the line and I shall not forget it as long as I live. I have seen the most frightful nightmare of a country more conceived by Dante or Poe -unspeakable, utterly indescribable. In the fifteen drawings I made I may give you some vague idea of its horror but only being in it and of it can ever make you sensible of its dreadful nature and of what our men in France have to face. We all have a vague notion of the terrors of a battle, and can conjure up with the aid of some of the more inspired war correspondents and the pictures in the Daily Mirror some vision of a battle-field; but no pen or drawing can convey this country -the normal setting of the battles taking place day and night, month after month. Evil and the incarnate fiend alone can be master of the ceremonies in this war; no glimmer of God’s hand is seen. Sunset and sunrise are blasphemous mockeries to man; only the black rain out of the bruised and swollen clouds or this, the bitter black of night, is fit atmosphere in such a land. The rain drives on; the stinking mud becomes more evilly yellow, the shell holes fill up with green-white water, the roads and tracks are covered in inches of slime, the black dying trees ooze and sweat and the shells never cease. They whine and plunge overhead, tearing away the rotting tree stumps, breaking the plank roads, striking down horses and mules; annihilating, maiming, maddening; they plunge into the grave, and cast up on it the poor dead. It is unspeakable, godless, hopeless. I am no longer an artist interested and curious, I am a messenger who will bring back word from the men who are fighting to those who want the war to last for ever. Feeble, inarticulate, will be my message, but it will have a bitter truth, and may it burn their lousy souls.


  No letters at all yet. I wish they would send them over … In a day or two I will have more to say & not so gloomy. I am longing to hear all about my darling. For a little time adieu my sweet little baby, with a long long kiss the kind only we can give.


  from your most loving, idolatrous lover,


  Paul


  LETTER 26

  AN EXPLOSIVE SLAB OF CHOCOLATE


  Lord Victor Rothschild to Laurence Fish


  4 May 1943


  Born in London in 1919, Laurence Fish was a highly respected commercial illustrator known throughout the industry for his impeccable graphic design and technical drawing skills. During his long and distinguished career he attracted commissions from many of the UK’s largest companies, including British Rail, Dunlop, Shell and BP, designed countless magazine covers and award-winning posters, and saw his work exhibited at such institutions as the Royal Academy and the Royal Institute of Painters. Surely his greatest commission, however, arrived by letter in May 1943, at the height of World War II. It was sent to him by Lord Victor Rothschild -then head of MI5’s counter-sabotage unit -in response to a novel and ultimately fruitless Nazi plot to assassinate Winston Churchill.


  THE LETTER


  SECRET


  BOX No.500,


  PARLIAMENT STREET B. O.,


  LONDON, S. W.1.


  SF.54/7/57/B.1. C.


  4th May 1943


  Dear Fish,


  I wonder if you could do a drawing for me of an explosive slab of chocolate. We have received information that the enemy are using pound slabs of chocolate which are made of steel with a very thin covering of real chocolate. Inside there is high explosive and some form of delay mechanism, but we do not know what, so it could not be put in the drawing. When you break off a piece of chocolate at one end in the normal way, instead of it falling away, a piece of canvas is revealed stuck into the middle of the piece which has been broken off and sticking into the middle of the remainder of the slab. When the piece of chocolate is pulled sharply, the canvas is also pulled and this initiates the mechanism. I enclose a very poor sketch done by somebody who has seen one of these. It is wrapped in the usual sort of black paper with gold lettering, the variety being PETERS. Would it be possible for you to do a drawing of this, one possibly with the paper half taken off revealing one end and another with the piece broken off showing the canvas. The text should indicate that this piece together with the attached canvas is pulled out sharply and that after a delay of seven seconds the bomb goes off.


  Please return the enclosed drawing.


  Yours sincerely,


  Lord Rothschild


  ‘I WONDER IF YOU


  COULD DO A DRAWING


  FOR ME OF AN


  EXPLOSIVE SLAB OF


  CHOCOLATE.’


  — Lord Rothschild


  LETTER 27

  TO HELL WITH THE EXHIBITION


  Frida Kahlo to Nickolas Muray


  16 February 1939


  In January 1939, with war looming, iconic Mexican painter Frida Kahlo visited France for the first time. She had been invited by writer and founding Surrealist André Breton, who in 1938, beguiled by her artwork, had organised her successful first show in New York and was now keen to do the same in Paris. On arrival, however, Kahlo discovered the extent of Breton’s disorganisation: most pressingly, that her paintings were trapped in customs and Breton had no gallery in which to exhibit them. With help from Marcel Duchamp, Mexique eventually did open at the city’s Galerie Renou et Colle, her work shown amongst the photography of Manuel Álvarez Bravo and what she considered to be ‘junk’. Then, shortly before the show was to open, Kahlo contracted a kidney infection. It was in hospital that she wrote this letter to her lover, the photographer Nickolas Muray, and let off some steam.


  After the exhibition, Kahlo fled France and returned home to Mexico, but not before selling one of her self-portraits, The Frame, to the Louvre -the first painting from a twentieth-century Mexican artist ever to be bought by this most illustrious of museums.


  THE LETTER


  Paris Feb 16.1939.


  My adorable Nick. Mi Niño,


  I am writing you on my bed in the American Hospital. Yesterday it was the first day I didn’t have fever and they aloud me to eat a little, so I feel better. Two weeks ago I was so ill that they brought me here in an ambulance because I couldn’t even walk. You know that I don’t know why or how I got coli-bacilus on the kidneys thru the intestines, and I had such an inflamation and pain that I thought I was going to die. They took several Xrays of the kidneys and it seems that they are infected with those damn colibacilus. Now I am better and next Monday I will be out of this rotten hospital. I can’t go to the hotel, because I would be all alone, so the wife of Marcel Duchamp invited me to stay with her for a week while I recover a little. Your telegram arrived this morning and I cried very much -of happiness, and because I miss you with all my heart and my blood. Your letter, my sweet, came yesterday, it is so beautiful, so tender, that I have no words to tell you what a joy it gave me. I adore you my love, believe me, like I never loved anyone -only Diego will be in my heart as close as you -always. I haven’t tell Diego a word about all this trouble of being ill -because he will worry so much -and I think in few days I will be allright again, so it isn’t worthwhile to alarm him.


  Don’t you think so?


  Besides this damn sickness I had the lousiest luck since I arrived. In first place the question of the exibition is all a damn mess. Until I came the paintings were still in the custum house, because the s.of a b. Breton didn’t take the trouble to get them out. The photographs which you sent ages ago, he never received-so he says -the gallery was not arranged for the exibit at all and Breton has no gallery of his own long ago. So I had to wait days and days just like an idiot till I met Marcel Duchamp （a marvelous painter）who is the only one who has his feet on the earth, among all this bunch of coocoo lunatic son of bitches of the surrealists. He immediately got my paintings out and tried to find a gallery. Finally there was a gallery called “Pierre Colle” which accepted the damn exibition. Now, Breton wants to exibit together with my paintings, 14 portraits of the XIX century （Mexicans）about 32 photographs of Alvarez Bravo, and lots of popular objects which he bought on the markets of Mexico -all this junk, can you beat that? For the 15th of March the gallery supose to be ready. But … The 14 oils of the XIX Century must be restored and the damn restoration takes a whole month. I had to lend to Breton 200 bucks （Dlls）for the restoration because he doesn’t have a penny.（I sent a cable to Diego telling him the situation and telling that I lended to Breton that money -he was furious, but now is done and I have nothing to do about it）I still have money to stay here till the beginning of March so I don’t have to worry so much.


  Well, after things were more or less settled as I told you, few days ago Breton told me that the associated of Pierre Colle, an old bastard and son of a bitch, saw my paintings and found that only two were possible to be shown, because the rest are too “shocking” for the public! I could of kill that guy and eat it afterwards, but I am so sick and tired of the whole affair that I have decided to send every thing to hell, and scram from this rotten Paris before I get nuts myself. You have no idea the kind of bitches these people are. They make me vomit. They are so damn “intelectual” and rotten that I can’t stand them any more. It is realy too much for my character -I rather sit on the floor in the market of Toluca and sell tortillas, than to have any thing to do with those “Artistic” bitches of Paris. They sit for hours on the “cafés” warming their precious behinds, and talk without stopping about “culture”“art”“revolution” and so on and so forth, thinking themselves the gods of the world, dreaming the most fantastic nonsenses, and poisoning the air with theories and theories that never come true. Next morning, they don’t have any thing to eat in their houses because none of them work and they live as parasites of the bunch of rich bitches who admire their “genius” of “Artists”.Shit and only shit is what they are. I never seen Diego or you, wasting their time on stupid gossip and “intelectual” discussions. That is why you are real men and not lousy “artists”-Gee weez! It was worthwhile to come here only to see why Europe is rottening, why all this people -good for nothing -are the cause of all the Hitlers and Mussolinis. I bet you my life I will hate this place and its people as long as I live. There is something so false and unreal about them that they drive me nuts. I am just hoping to get well soon and scram from here.


  My ticket will last for a long time but I already have acommodations for the “Isle de France” on the 8 of March. I hope I can take this boat. In any case I won’t stay here longer than the 15th of March. To hell with the exibition in London. To hell with everything concerning Breton and all this lousy place. I want to go back to you. I miss every movement of your being, your voice, your eyes, your hands, your beautiful mouth, your laugh so clear and honest.YOU. I love you my Nick. I am so happy to think I love you -to think you wait for me -you love me.


  My darling give many kisses to Mam on my name, I never forget her. Kiss also Aria and Lea. For you, my heart full of tenderness and caresses. One special kiss on your neck. Your give my love to Mary Skear if you see her and to Ruzzy.


  Xochite.


  LETTER 28

  I AM NOT MAURITS TO HIM


  Mick Jagger and M. C. Escher


  January 1969


  M.C. Escher was an enigmatic Dutch artist born in 1898 to George Escher, a civil engineer, and Sara Gleichman. Until the mid-1930s, living in Rome with his wife, Jetta Umiker, Escher was an avid painter of the landscapes and scenes of nature that surrounded him. It wasn’t until approximately 1935, triggered by the sight of some geometric tiling at Alhambra Palace in Spain, that he began to produce the mind-boggling work for which he is now celebrated: optical illusions that he called ‘mental imagery’. In January 1969, months before seventy-one-year-old Escher produced the last of his prints （Snakes）, he was contacted by the Rolling Stones frontman, Mick Jagger, who had a request related to their upcoming album, Through The Past Darkly （Big Hits Vol.2）. Escher soon replied.


  THE LETTERS


  Dear Maurits,


  For quite some time now I have had in my possession your book （Graphic Works Of …）and it never ceases to amaze me each time I study it! In fact I think your work is quite incredible and it would make me very happy for a lot more people to see and know and understand exactly what you are doing.


  In March or April this year, we have scheduled our next LP record for release, and I am most eager to reproduce one of your works on the cover-sleeve. Would you please consider either designing a “picture” for it, or have you any unpublished works which you might think suitable -the “optical illusion” idea very much appeals to me, although one like “Evolution” would of course be equally as suitable -and would say the same thing. You might even like to do a long one like “Metamorphosis” which we could then reproduce as a folding-out sleeve. It could be either in one colour or full colour, that would be up to you entirely.


  Naturally, both you and your publishers would get full credits on the sleeve, and we could negotiate a fee on hearing of your decision to do it. I would be most grateful if you could contact Peter Swales or Miss Jo Bergman at the above address or telephone （reverse charge）, and either will give you every necessary assistance. However, I am not so fortunate as to possess a Dutch interpreter, and so if you do not speak English or French, I would again be grateful if you could fix up somebody in Baarn to oblige.


  Yours very sincerely,


  MICK JAGGER


  for ROLLING STONES LTD.


  Escher’s reply to Mr Peter Swales:


  January 20


  Dear Sir,


  Some days ago I received a letter from Mr. Jagger asking me to design a picture or to place at his disposal unpublished work to reproduce on the cover-sleeve for an LP record.


  My answer to both questions must be no, as I want to devote all my time and attention to the many commitments I made; I cannot possibly accept any further assignments or spend any time on publicity.


  By the way, please tell Mr. Jagger I am not Maurits to him, but


  Very sincerely,


  M. C. Escher.


  LETTER 29

  I AM APPALLED BY MOCA’S DECISION


  Hans Haacke to Richard Koshalek


  1995


  In 1995, prior to the opening of an exhibition at Los Angeles’Museum of Contemporary Art, named 1965-1975: Reconsidering the Object of Art, its fifty-five featured artists were surprised and dismayed to learn that the show, and by extension their artwork, was being sponsored by the tobacco company, Philip Morris. Reactions were varied; most, though, were fuelled by anger. German artist Hans Haacke led the pack with this letter to the museum’s director, Richard Koshalek. A copy was then hung beneath Haacke’s work, accompanied by the complaints of the show’s other members. Adrian Piper withdrew her exhibits altogether, asking that they be replaced by photographs of her parents, both of whom had died as a result of their smoking habits -a suggestion that Koshalek declined.


  THE LETTER


  October 10th, 1995


  Dear Mr. Koshalek:


  From the invitation to this week’s opening of the MOCA exhibition 1965-1975: Reconsidering the Object of Art I learned, with dismay, that the celebration of the re-opened Temporary Contemporary and, as it appears （the wording is not quite clear）, the exhi-bition itself, is sponsored by Philip Morris Companies Inc.


  When you asked me to lend my work （Shapolsky et al. Manhattan Real Estate Holdings, a Real-Time Social System, as of May 1, 1971）to this exhibition, you did not mention the sponsorship of the show -and unfortunately I failed to inquire.


  Let me explain why I am appalled by MOCA’s decision to have Philip Morris sponsor this event.


  As Dr. Louis Sullivan, the former U. S. Secretary of Health and Human Services, bluntly stated in 1990: “Cigarettes are the only legal product that, when used as intended, cause death.” Government agencies estimate that more than 300, 000 Americans die every year from smoking related diseases, and that smoking costs the nation $52 million annually in health expenses or time lost from work.


  Recently, California Congressman Henry A. Waxman, basing his assertion on internal company documents and scientific analysis, accused Philip Morris of deliberately manipulating nicotine levels in cigarettes, in effect thus also manipulating their addictive quality. The U. S. Food and Drug Administration concluded that nicotine was a drug that should be regulated.


  In addition to sponsoring art events for public relations purposes, Philip Morris also sponsors Senator Jesse Helms. Not only did the company regularly contribute to the Senator’s reelection campaigns, it also made substantial contributions to the Jesse Helms Center in North Carolina, where the Senator’s version of “American values” is promoted.


  As you know, Senator Helms is determined to destroy the National Endowment for the Arts, an agency that has supported your museum, this exhibition, and many of the invited artists. The irony is inescapable and bitter.


  The Senator is notorious for his hostility to the freedom of expression and sexual orientation, not to speak of the many other positions he holds which are anathema to probably all artists in the exhibition. When Philip Morris’s promotion of Senator Helms became known in 1990, ACT-UP called for an international boycott of the company’s products. Many artists joined the boycott.


  You must also be aware that, last year, Philip Morris threatened to withhold its sponsorship of cultural events in New York if the City Council passed a ban on smoking in public places. Your peers in New York museums were solicited to become tobacco industry lobbyists. The boldness of this instrumentalization of culture by a corporation was unprecedented.


  The artists represented in 1965-1975: Reconsidering the Object of Art belong to a generation that, as you wrote in your letter to me, “began to question the nature, meaning and function of art and thus marked a significant rupture with traditional forms and concepts of artmaking.” You also said this “will, quite auspiciously, be the re-opening exhibition” for MOCA’s Temporary Contemporary.


  Particularly in light of these statements, respect for the artists and their work, as well as the interests and ethics of an institution such as yours, should have precluded MOCA from allowing Philip Morris the privilege of being associated with this event.


  Sincerely yours,


  Hans Haacke


  LETTER 30

  DO


  Sol LeWitt to Eva Hesse


  14 April 1965


  In 1960 pioneering American artists Sol LeWitt and Eva Hesse met for the first time and instantly clicked, quickly forming a strong, deep bond that would last for ten years and result in countless inspirational discussions and rich exchanges of ideas. Indeed, they remained incredibly close friends until May 1970, at which point Hesse, still only thirty-four years of age, sadly passed away after being diagnosed with a brain tumour. In 1965, halfway through their relationship, Eva found herself facing a creative block during a period of self-doubt, and told Sol of her frustrating predicament. A few weeks later, Sol replied with the work of art seen here -a wonderful, invaluable letter of advice, copies of which have since inspired artists the world over, and which now grace the walls of art studios in all corners of the globe.


  THE LETTER


  Dear Eva,


  April 14


  It will be almost a month since you wrote to me and you have possibly forgotten your state of mind （I doubt it though）. You seem the same as always, and being you, hate every minute of it. Don’t! Learn to say “Fuck You” to the world once in a while. You have every right to. Just stop thinking, worrying, looking over your shoulder, wondering, doubting, fearing, hurting, hoping for some easy way out, struggling, grasping, confusing, itching, scratching, mumbling, bumbling, grumbling, humbling, stumbling, numbling, rambling, gambling, tumbling, scumbling, scrambling, hitching, hatching, bitching, moaning, groaning, honing, boning, horse-shitting, hair-splitting, nit-picking, piss-trickling, nose sticking, ass-gouging, eyeball-poking, finger-pointing, alleyway-sneaking, long waiting, small stepping, evil-eyeing, back-scratching, searching, perching, besmirching, grinding, grinding, grinding away at yourself. Stop it and just


  DO


  From your description, and from what I know of your previous work and your ability; the work you are doing sounds very good “Drawing -clean -clear but crazy like machines, larger and bolder … real nonsense.” That sounds fine, wonderful -real nonsense. Do more. More nonsensical, more crazy, more machines, more breasts, penises, cunts, whatever -make them abound with nonsense. Try and tickle something inside you, your “weird humor.” You belong in the most secret part of you. Don’t worry about cool, make your own uncool. Make your own, your own world. If you fear, make it work for you -draw & paint your fear & anxiety. And stop worrying about big, deep things such as “to decide on a purpose and way of life, a consistant approach to even some impossible end or even an imagined end.” You must practice being stupid, dumb, unthinking, empty. Then you will be able to


  DO


  I have much confidence in you and even though you are tormenting yourself, the work you do is very good. Try to do some BAD work -the worst you can think of and see what happens but mainly relax and let everything go to hell -you are not responsible for the world -you are only respon-sible for your work -so DO IT. And don’t think that your work has to conform to any preconceived form, idea or flavor. It can be anything you want it to be. But if life would be easier for you if you stopped working -then stop. Don’t punish yourself. However, I think that it is so deeply engrained in you that it would be easier to


  DO


  It seems I do understand your attitude some-what, anyway, because I go through a similar process every so often. I have an “Agonizing Reappraisal” of my work and change everything as much as possible -and hate everything I’ve done, and try to do something entirely different and better. Maybe that kind of process is necessary to me, pushing me on and on. The feeling that I can do better than that shit I just did. Maybe you need your agony to accomplish what you do. And maybe it goads you on to do better. But it is very painful I know. It would be better if you had the confidence just to do the stuff and not even think about it. Can’t you leave the “world” and “ART” alone and also quit fondling your ego. I know that you （or anyone）can only work so much and the rest of the time you are left with your thoughts. But when you work or before your work you have to empty your mind and concentrate on what you are doing. After you do something it is done and that’s that. After a while you can see some are better than others but also you can see what direction you are going. I’m sure you know all that. You also must know that you don’t have to justify your work -not even to yourself. Well, you know I admire your work greatly and can’t understand why you are so bothered by it. But you can see the next ones & I can’t. You also must believe in your ability. I think you do. So try the most outrageous things you can -shock yourself. You have at your power the ability to do anything.


  I would like to see your work and will have to be content to wait until Aug or Sept. I have seen photos of some of Tom’s new things at Lucy’s. They are very impressive -especially the ones with the more rigorous form; the simpler ones. I guess he’ll send some more later on. Let me know how the shows are going and that kind of stuff.


  My work has changed since you left and it is much better. I will be having a show May 4-29 at the Daniels Gallery 17 E 64th St （where Emmerich was）, I wish you could be there. Much love to you both.


  Sol
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          LETTER 09 I INVENTED PUNK

          

            		Lester Bangs to East Village Eye magazine



          



        



        		

          LETTER 10 COMPOSER FOR NITWITS

          

            		Erik Satie to Jean Poueigh



          



        



        		

          LETTER 11 I HAVE LEARNT TO MASTER MYSELF

          

            		Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky to Nadezhda Filaretovna von Meck



          



        



        		

          LETTER 12 IT WASN’T A RIP OFF, IT WAS A LOVE IN

          

            		John Lennon to Craig McGregor



          



        



        		

          LETTER 13 A GRAND SUCCESS

          

            		Lillian Nordica to her father



          



        



        		

          LETTER 14 DO YOU STILL REMEMBER ME?

          

            		Yo-Yo Ma to Leonard Bernstein



          



        



        		

          LETTER 15 GET AT THE VERY HEART OF IT

          

            		Ludwig van Beethoven to Emilie H.



          



        



        		

          LETTER 16 I DON’T EVEN WRITE TO MY MOTHER

          

            		Roger Taylor to Rolling Stone magazine



          



        



        		

          LETTER 17 AIDA WILL GATHER DUST IN THE ARCHIVES

          

            		Giuseppe Verdi, Prospero Bertani and Giulio Ricordi



          



        



        		

          LETTER 18 PLEASE ADVISE

          

            		Teo Macero to various at Columbia Records



          



        



        		

          LETTER 19 DON’T LET ANYONE DEFINE WHO YOU ARE

          

            		Angélique Kidjo to Girls of the World



          



        



        		

          LETTER 20 NOT THAT ONE, DOCTOR -IT’S GOT NO RHYTHM

          

            		Richard Strauss to Hans Diestel



          



        



        		

          LETTER 21 PICTURE THE SCENE

          

            		Rik Mayall to Bob Geldof



          



        



        		

          LETTER 22 WHO IS KAREN CARPENTER, REALLY?

          

            		Kim Gordon to Karen Carpenter



          



        



        		

          LETTER 23 POPPY-COCK

          

            		Harry S. Truman to Paul Hume



          



        



        		

          LETTER 24 THE COLOR OF THE STARS, HER SKIN, HER LOVE

          

            		Jon M. Chu to Coldplay



          



        



        		

          LETTER 25 IT’S A VIRUS

          

            		Tom Waits to The Nation



          



        



        		

          LETTER 26 A HARMONIOUS CREATION OF ART

          

            		Adele aus der Ohe to Steinway & Sons



          



        



        		

          LETTER 27 PLEASE CHANGE YOUR HOLD MUSIC

          

            		Dr Steven Schlozman to CVS



          



        



        		

          LETTER 28 BLOW EM AWAY, KID

          

            		Nick Cave to Ptolemy



          



        



        		

          LETTER 29 THE CREATIVE URGE

          

            		John Coltrane to Don DeMichael



          



        



        		PERMISSION CREDITS



        		ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS



      



    



    		

      见字如面：爱

      

        		封面



        		书名页



        		版权页



        		品牌页



        		正文目录



        		前言



        		

          信件01 注定的美好不会消逝

          

            		约翰·斯坦贝克致托马斯·斯坦贝克



          



        



        		

          信件02 这爱一点都没法少

          

            		西蒙娜·德·波伏娃致纳尔逊·艾格林



          



        



        		

          信件03 感受有人爱着你

          

            		多萝西·弗里曼致蕾切尔·卡逊



          



        



        		

          信件04 我的灵魂备受煎熬

          

            		艾萨克·福曼致威廉·斯蒂尔



          



        



        		

          信件05 你胜过所有

          

            		朱丽叶·德鲁埃致维克多·雨果



          



        



        		

          信件06 爱上你之前我从未爱过

          

            		弗拉基米尔·纳博科夫致薇拉·斯洛尼姆



          



        



        		

          信件07 我们融为一体

          

            		茅德·冈致威廉·巴特勒·叶芝



          



        



        		

          信件08 我从你身上移不开眼

          

            		西蒙·法洛菲尔德致玛丽·福斯特



          



        



        		

          信件09 我泪如雨下，泣不成声

          

            		娜杰日达·曼德尔施塔姆致奥西普·曼德尔施塔姆



          



        



        		

          信件10 一路向前奔着结婚去

          

            		佐拉·尼尔·赫斯顿致赫伯特·希恩



          



        



        		

          信件11 你永远不会远去

          

            		玛琳娜·茨维塔耶娃致赖内·马利亚·里尔克



          



        



        		

          信件12 永恒的爱人

          

            		路德维希·凡·贝多芬致“永恒的爱人”



          



        



        		

          信件13 今晚我很开心

          

            		安妮·莫罗·林德伯格致查尔斯·林德伯格



          



        



        		

          信件14 这是封情书，不是吗？

          

            		约翰·杰伊·查普曼致明娜·蒂明斯



          



        



        		

          信件15 我爱我的妻子，我的妻子走了

          

            		理查德·费曼致艾琳·费曼



          



        



        		

          信件16 我的天使，我的爱人

          

            		埃米莉·布拉谢尔致雷米·奥奇力克



          



        



        		

          信件17 我们面临一个难题

          

            		米尔德丽德·洛文、理查德·洛文致美国公民自由联盟



          



        



        		

          信件18 如同饿狼看见肉

          

            		阿迪·布朗致丽贝卡·普赖默斯



          



        



        		

          信件19 你光辉灿烂

          

            		罗伯特·舒曼致克拉拉·维克



          



        



        		

          信件20 我爱你爱到无法自拔

          

            		詹姆斯·斯凯勒致约翰·巴顿



          



        



        		

          信件21 到晚霞中寻找我

          

            		埃米致萨姆纳



          



        



        		

          信件22 烂透了的提议

          

            		伊夫林·沃致劳拉·赫伯特



          



        



        		

          信件23 我知晓了何为爱

          

            		安塞尔·亚当斯致锡德里克·赖特



          



        



        		

          信件24 我在截去你

          

            		弗里达·卡洛致迭戈·里维拉



          



        



        		

          信件25 远离你我什么也不是

          

            		莱斯特·哈尔布赖希致雪莉·哈尔布赖希



          



        



        		

          信件26 一千个吻，炽热如我的灵魂

          

            		拿破仑·波拿巴致约瑟芬·博阿尔内



          



        



        		

          信件27 亲爱的，祝你好运

          

            		纳尔逊·曼德拉致温妮·曼德拉



          



        



        		

          信件28 我爱琼·卡特，非常爱

          

            		约翰尼·卡什致琼·卡特



          



        



        		

          信件29 一声撕心裂肺的长啸

          

            		薇塔·萨克维尔·韦斯特致弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫



          



        



        		

          信件30 我会永远陪伴你左右

          

            		沙利文·巴卢致萨拉·巴卢



          



        



        		PERMISSION CREDITS



        		INTRODUCTION



        		

          LETTER 01 NOTHING GOOD GETS AWAY

          

            		John Steinbeck to Thom Steinbeck



          



        



        		

          LETTER 02 I CANNOT DO LESS

          

            		Simone de Beauvoir to Nelson Algren



          



        



        		

          LETTER 03 KNOW THAT YOU ARE LOVED

          

            		Dorothy Freeman to Rachel Carson



          



        



        		

          LETTER 04 MY SOUL IS VEXED

          

            		Isaac Forman to William Still



          



        



        		

          LETTER 05 YOU ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL

          

            		Juliette Drouet to Victor Hugo



          



        



        		

          LETTER 06 I HAVE NEVER LOVED BEFORE AS I LOVE YOU

          

            		Vladimir Nabokov to Véra Slonim



          



        



        		

          LETTER 07 WE FORMED ONLY ONE BEING

          

            		Maud Gonne to W. B. Yeats



          



        



        		

          LETTER 08 I HAVE HAD MY EYE ON YOU

          

            		Simon Fallowfield to Mary Foster



          



        



        		

          LETTER 09 I WEEP AND WEEP AND WEEP

          

            		Nadezhda Mandelstam to Osip Mandelstam



          



        



        		

          LETTER 10 GO RIGHT AHEAD AND GET MARRIED

          

            		Zora Neale Hurston to Herbert Sheen



          



        



        		

          LETTER 11 YOU WILL NEVER BE FAR AWAY

          

            		Marina Tsvetaeva to Rainer Maria Rilke



          



        



        		

          LETTER 12 IMMORTAL BELOVED

          

            		Ludwig van Beethoven to his ‘Immortal Beloved’



          



        



        		

          LETTER 13 I FEEL HAPPY TONIGHT

          

            		Anne Lindbergh to Charles Lindbergh



          



        



        		

          LETTER 14 THIS IS A LOVE LETTER, IS IT NOT?

          

            		John Jay Chapman to Minna Timmins



          



        



        		

          LETTER 15 I LOVE MY WIFE. MY WIFE IS DEAD.

          

            		Richard Feynman to Arline Feynman



          



        



        		

          LETTER 16 MY ANGEL, MY LOVE

          

            		Emilie Blachère to Rémi Ochlik



          



        



        		

          LETTER 17 A PROBLEM WE HAVE

          

            		Mildred Loving to the American Civil Liberties Union



          



        



        		

          LETTER 18 PIECES OF MEAT TO HUNGRE WOLFE

          

            		Addie Brown to Rebecca Primus



          



        



        		

          LETTER 19 YOU ARE SPLENDID

          

            		Robert Schumann to Clara Wieck



          



        



        		

          LETTER 20 I’M TERRIBLY IN LOVE WITH YOU

          

            		James Schuyler to John Button



          



        



        		

          LETTER 21 LOOK FOR ME IN THE SUNSETS

          

            		Emmie to Sumner



          



        



        		

          LETTER 22 A LOUSY PROPOSITION

          

            		Evelyn Waugh to Laura Herbert



          



        



        		

          LETTER 23 I KNOW WHAT LOVE IS

          

            		Ansel Adams to Cedric Wright



          



        



        		

          LETTER 24 I’M AMPUTATING YOU

          

            		Frida Kahlo to Diego Rivera



          



        



        		

          LETTER 25 AWAY FROM YOU I AM AS NOTHING

          

            		Lester Halbreich to Shirley Halbreich



          



        



        		

          LETTER 26 A THOUSAND KISSES AS FIERY AS MY SOUL

          

            		Napoléon Bonaparte to Joséphine de Beauharnais



          



        



        		

          LETTER 27 GOOD LUCK, MY DARLING

          

            		Nelson Mandela to Winnie Mandela



          



        



        		

          LETTER 28 I LOVE JUNE CARTER, I DO

          

            		Johnny Cash to June Carter



          



        



        		

          LETTER 29 A SQUEAL OF PAIN

          

            		Vita Sackville-West to Virginia Woolf



          



        



        		

          LETTER 30 I SHALL ALWAYS BE NEAR YOU

          

            		Sullivan Ballou to Sarah Ballou
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        		书名页



        		版权页



        		品牌页



        		正文目录



        		前言



        		

          信件01 大自然会不会是一只巨猫？

          

            		尼古拉·特斯拉致波拉·福蒂奇



          



        



        		

          信件02 我珍贵的小伙伴走了

          

            		蕾切尔·卡森致多萝西·弗里曼



          



        



        		

          信件03 我那怦怦乱跳的心

          

            		波斯雪（伊拉斯谟斯·达尔文）与波·菲莉娜小姐（安娜·西沃德）的通信



          



        



        		

          信件04 来自猫的人类式的爱抚

          

            		西尔维娅·汤森·沃纳与大卫·加内特的通信



          



        



        		

          信件05 你们杀死了我的猫

          

            		盖伊·达文波特致列克星敦的司机



          



        



        		

          信件06 长尾巴在夜里跳舞

          

            		拉夫卡迪奥·赫恩致巴兹尔·霍尔·张伯伦



          



        



        		

          信件07 可怜的莫琪

          

            		安妮·弗兰克致姬蒂



          



        



        		

          信件08 我们就像生活在围攻战中似的

          

            		查尔斯·狄更斯致约翰·福斯特



          



        



        		

          信件09 致所有波利卡狗和杰利卡猫

          

            		T.S.艾略特致托马斯·法贝尔



          



        



        		

          信件10 我看见你了，我美丽的男孩

          

            		伊丽莎白·泰勒致她走失的猫



          



        



        		

          信件11 猫不是一个简单的公式

          

            		亨利·哈兰致《黄面志》



          



        



        		

          信件12 猫与鸟

          

            		阿德莱·史蒂文森二世致第66届议会的各位参议员



          



        



        		

          信件13 5000只大猫小猫堆成一堆

          

            		弗雷德里克·劳·奥姆斯特德致儿子



          



        



        		

          信件14 僵尸

          

            		罗伯特·骚塞致格罗夫纳·贝德福德



          



        



        		

          信件15 宝贝，打起精神来

          

            		加布里埃尔-安格·列维斯克（凯鲁亚克的母亲）致杰克·凯鲁亚克



          



        



        		

          信件16 关于在金鱼缸中溺毙的爱猫之死的颂诗

          

            		托马斯·格雷致霍勒斯·沃波尔



          



        



        		

          信件17 福斯死了

          

            		爱德华·李尔致阿伯戴尔勋爵



          



        



        		

          信件18 猫迷

          

            		安·兰德致《猫迷》杂志



          



        



        		

          信件19 真遗憾这么好的猫听不见声音

          

            		威廉·达尔文·福克斯致查尔斯·达尔文



          



        



        		

          信件20 这封信真的是我写的吗？

          

            		雷蒙德·钱德勒致查尔斯·莫顿



          



        



        		

          信件21 猫儿们，猫儿们，我的猫儿们

          

            		埃斯特尔·克伦巴赫乔娃致她的猫儿们



          



        



        		

          信件22 永远不变的家

          

            		凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德致艾达·贝克



          



        



        		

          信件23 他习惯像绅士一样用餐

          

            		弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔致弗罗斯特夫人



          



        



        		

          信件24 恐怖故事一则

          

            		简·威尔士·卡莱尔致凯特·斯坦利



          



        



        		

          信件25 他不是一只轻易原谅别人的猫

          

            		约翰·奇弗致约瑟芬·赫布斯特



          



        



        		PERMISSION CREDITS



        		INTRODUCTION



        		

          LETTER 01 IS NATURE A GIGANTIC CAT?

          

            		Nikola Tesla to Pola Fotić



          



        



        		

          LETTER 02 MY PRECIOUS LITTLE COMPANION IS GONE

          

            		Rachel Carson to Dorothy Freeman



          



        



        		

          LETTER 03 MY FLUTTERING HEART

          

            		Persian Snow （Erasmus Darwin）and Miss Po Felina （Anna Seward）



          



        



        		

          LETTER 04 A HUMAN CARESS FROM A CAT

          

            		Sylvia Townsend Warner and David Garnett



          



        



        		

          LETTER 05 YOU KILLED MY CAT

          

            		Guy Davenport to the drivers of Lexington:



          



        



        		

          LETTER 06 LONG TAILS DANCING AT NIGHT

          

            		Lafcadio Hearn to Basil Hall Chamberlain



          



        



        		

          LETTER 07 POOR MOUSCHI!

          

            		Anne Frank to Kitty



          



        



        		

          LETTER 08 IT IS LIKE LIVING IN A STATE OF SIEGE

          

            		Charles Dickens to John Forster



          



        



        		

          LETTER 9 TO ALL POLLICLE DOGS & JELLICLE CATS

          

            		T.S. Eliot to Thomas Faber



          



        



        		

          LETTER 10 I SEE YOU, MY BEAUTY BOY

          

            		Elizabeth Taylor to her missing cat



          



        



        		

          LETTER 11 THE CAT IS NOT A SIMPLE EQUATION

          

            		Henry Harland to The Yellow Book



          



        



        		

          LETTER 12 CAT VERSUS BIRD

          

            		Adlai Stevenson II to the Members of the Senate of the 66th General Assembly



          



        



        		

          LETTER 13 A PILE OF 5, 000 CATS AND KITTENS

          

            		Frederick Law Olmsted to his son



          



        



        		

          LETTER 14 THE ZOMBI

          

            		Robert Southey to Grosvenor Bedford



          



        



        		

          LETTER 15 BRACE UP HONEY

          

            		Gabrielle-Ange Lévesque （his mother）to Jack Kerouac



          



        



        		

          LETTER 16 ODE ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CAT DROWNED IN A TUB OF GOLDFISHES

          

            		Thomas Gray to Horace Walpole



          



        



        		

          LETTER 17 FOSS IS DEAD

          

            		Edward Lear to Lord Aberdare



          



        



        		

          LETTER 18 CAT FANCY

          

            		Ayn Rand to Cat Fancy magazine



          



        



        		

          LETTER 19 A PITY SUCH FINE CATS SHOULD BE DEAF

          

            		William Darwin Fox to Charles Darwin



          



        



        		

          LETTER 20 AM I REALLY WRITING IT AT ALL?

          

            		Raymond Chandler to Charles Morton



          



        



        		

          LETTER 21 CATS, CATS, CATS OF MINE

          

            		Ester Krumbachová to her cats



          



        



        		

          LETTER 22 A HOME THAT NEVER CHANGETH

          

            		Katherine Mansfield to Ida Baker



          



        



        		

          LETTER 23 HE EATS LIKE A GENTLEMAN

          

            		Florence Nightingale to Mrs Frost



          



        



        		

          LETTER 24 A TALE OF HORROR

          

            		Jane Welsh Carlyle to Kate Stanley



          



        



        		

          LETTER 25 HE IS NOT A FORGIVING CAT

          

            		John Cheever to Josephine Herbst
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        		前言



        		

          信件01 战争中不会有希望

          

            		库尔特·冯内古特致征兵组



          



        



        		

          信件02 我将昂首赴死

          

            		布兰卡·布里萨克·巴斯克斯致她的儿子恩里克



          



        



        		

          信件03 一场战役的历史

          

            		威灵顿公爵致约翰·威尔逊·克罗克



          



        



        		

          信件04 他们必须自由

          

            		莫里斯·法兰克拉比致他的儿子亨利



          



        



        		

          信件05 我会把他们赶走

          

            		贝汉津国王写给阿尔弗雷德-阿梅代·多兹



          



        



        		

          信件06 让舰队和军队束手无策

          

            		马克·吐温致尼古拉·特斯拉



          



        



        		

          信件07 我的士兵弟兄们没有啤酒了

          

            		公元1—2世纪



          



        



        		

          信件08 写下这些话令我心痛不已

          

            		埃莉诺·温比什致她的儿子威廉·里德·斯托克斯



          



        



        		

          信件09 我们与你们心连心，共同面对悲伤

          

            		英国的女性与德国、奥地利的女性



          



        



        		

          信件10 欧洲万岁！

          

            		贾函·辛格致萨达·哈尔班斯·辛格



          



        



        		

          信件11 原子弹之雨将更猛烈地袭来

          

            		路易斯·阿尔瓦雷茨致嵯峨根辽吉



          



        



        		

          信件12 我们必须仇恨他们吗？

          

            		克努特·弗兰克森致友人



          



        



        		

          信件13 战争是残酷的，你无法让它变得良善

          

            		詹姆斯·M.卡尔霍恩、E.E.劳森和S.C.威尔斯致威廉·特库赛·谢尔曼



          



        



        		

          信件14 战争之神

          

            		霍雷肖·纳尔逊子爵致艾玛·汉密尔顿夫人



          



        



        		

          信件15 筋疲力尽但兴奋不已

          

            		琼·万德雷致妹妹贝蒂



          



        



        		

          信件16 尊重它，并让它永存于心

          

            		汤姆·奥沙利文致儿子康纳



          



        



        		

          信件17 请放过它吧

          

            		波比、莱昂内尔和弗里达·休利特致赫伯特·基奇纳勋爵



          



        



        		

          信件18 最非同寻常的场面

          

            		雷金纳德·约翰·阿姆斯上尉致妻子



          



        



        		

          信件19 我们将战胜康沃利斯和他的军队

          

            		亚历山大·汉密尔顿致妻子伊丽莎白



          



        



        		

          信件20 为什么我们不能得到士兵的报酬？

          

            		詹姆斯·亨利·古丁致亚伯拉罕·林肯总统



          



        



        		

          信件21 这是真事

          

            		伊夫林·沃致劳拉·沃



          



        



        		

          信件22 祖鲁人一下子扑了上来

          

            		亨利·库林中尉致他的母亲



          



        



        		

          信件23 这些事情对我而言不是小事

          

            		罗德尼·R.查斯坦特上尉致他的父母



          



        



        		

          信件24 以全人类的名义

          

            		莫罕达斯·甘地致阿道夫·希特勒



          



        



        		

          信件25 含的子孙

          

            		M.W.萨德勒致《自由民》报纸
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