Dear Rosenbergs All, 15 July 70

Thanks for the fine letter, despite the fact that it contained the
sad news of your father's death, That makes you, I guess, the man of the
family, What has happened to the firm, your brother, will your motier stay
in Motown, or head for Florida? Move in with you? My questions, of course,
are unseemly, but then I always had too much curiocsity for my own good.

| Your continued descriptions of MSU depress me somewhat, but at least
you are teaching and writing while I seem tc be bound inte a daily routine
that is frustrating, and a relation to the department and the c¢olliege that
is anomalous, to say the very least. From now until the end of the year I
am dedicated to the albatross that I have laughingly called “the boock™ all
these years. I manage to write most of the day--when I am not looking out

[ of my Baker study window--play some tennis, then come home and watch the
carpenters (more of that below). It is what I am relative to the department
and goklege that bothers me. Opnly recently did I wake up to the fa¢t that

I am painted into a corner. (I used the passive voice in the last sentence
on purpose; I am both vi¢tim and agent, a hellish state of affairs.) During
the past year I performed tasks that should, ir a sane world, be those of
people who had a stake in this place, that is, the tenured. I led the

24/25 Brigade, I was Chairman of the Division, memberg of too many committees,
got nothing done except a skinny review for RENAISSANCE QUARTERLY (see the
most recent number, or I'll send you an offprint)., In the mmetan meantime,
Heffernan and Vargish get tenure, Saccio is knocking at the door, and Hick
Taylor, Bless us!, is loocked upon with favor. 1 feel that carnal desire you
mentioned. But what is strange is that I am really not sure I want to stay
here forever$ I vowed never to play the tenure game with those bastards,
and I swore when I left graduate school that I would cut my own patterss.
Sc¢ what am I complaingng about? Simply angst.

[ —

Anyway, we proceed as if Dewingdom is outr fate. In the house all winter
long we kept saying things like, "What if we had & window here...a bedroom
added there--a porch across the back...a new roof...a paint job...knock
out this wall,..." Well, we add=d to the mortgage, got some builders, and the
! rlace is just now torm apart and ready to bhe put back together. What baffles
me is how I could so boldly decide on such a course, especially since I
i am very unsure about our staying at Dartmouth. Some nights, when all are
P asleep and only a dog howls in the distance, I see myself as another Bill
- Crawford, preparing for the end. Can I afford it? Who knows, who cafes?

You spoke of symbolic acts, and when I read that, I discovered that our
remodelling the house was a symbolic gesture of some kind, perhaps indicating
: - that we really did want to stay here after all.

i At any rate, Norwich ie glorious, country living seems to agree with
Karen and the children more than I can say. Jane and Annie Jlove the little
red schokl house and seem to be learning more and enjoying life to

extent greater than ever in Hanover. As thé seasons come and go, each tree
and bush and lump of earth seems precious and all tosinteresting. Our
neighbors are like us, reserved and wary, almost grumpy. No coffee parties
or tall cool ones around the hibachi. Karen has become the Nature Lady for
real. She had a part~time job at the College Museum helping with a federal
’ profject to bring conservation into the grade schools. She has read hundreds
i of books and pamphlets about our little frﬁands in the woods--bugs and
birds, leaves and flowers. Right now our hduse contains all manner #a of
LIFE: cats, a mouse, a fish tank, a frog pond, numerous plants, a terrarium
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; inhabited by a newt, crickets, spiders, ants, and emmets. Each day the
i postman brings our reading matter. Not the TLS, N. Y. Review of Books,
Art World, n-t that effete stuff for us. We get the Nat'l Geographic,
Natural History, the Whole Earth Catalogue, Amgo Auddlbon Magazine, and
s0 on. Am I turning into a kind of Harry Bond? Do I give a cray about
The hord? Dewingdom, here 1 come.

News of the Dervartment:

Rewa is off to Delaware, not too haprily, but with his winning resignaticn.
He has just bought a "camp' outside of Norwich with 14 acres of land, =2
place to come in the summer and rent in the winter. I plan to take over
his upstairs office when he leaves. I'yp fed up with the heat in my office.
When I epter the door in the morning the temper:sture is around 95, and it
seldom falls below eighty.

| lLoomis gets more and more conservative, yet he remains charming. All of

: the quirks that for vears were merely eccentricities have come to the

i surface, especially since the recent student uproars here. What , for him,

it - = were merely annoyances have now become c¢auses. His conwersation is just — — e
f about impossible, particularly when he has had a few. All he pontificates

about is how mmmmh evil things are, how stupid and self-pitying the students/
are, and how he has all the answers.,

Hart booms along, oblivious to the horrors of "his" administration.
He has become Nixon's official bicgrarher, and will have some of the next
vear off to write a book about Tricky Dick., In addition, he is now a
Hearst syndicated columnist, writing & conservative plece that will aprear
thrice weekly, He stands to make a bundle from the arrangement.

Heffernan is a prick, and sour grayes in no way affect my judgment.
I continue to find him impessible. Rick Pierwe (vou must remember the
erstwhile Jack Parr of Sanborn) is up here for the summer, and I see the
two of them playing tennis, then one-upping each after the game.
’ 7

Vargish is sweet, He deserves tenure. lLinden had a very bad winter,
pghyvchological and physical problems, but all seems worked out now, Tom
is gratified that he has been promoted, and we are all happy for him.

Cox is perfection, as usual. Hunter is leaving for Vanderbilt and
28000 a year, every fourth year off. Alexis is going to Tufts for a one-
year stint, Trafton is a good fellow, but limited, as I thinkImentioned
——. previously. The rest remain the same. e

I woulg like to write some more, but the carpenters are just outside

my window with a jack-hammer, tearing out our back steps. 1 can just
barely hear the c¢lack of the typewriter, and what nebuldus thought s I
have are fractured by the noise. Besides, I must get over the to the
library, my own special masochistic torture chamber. By the way, I am
reading all of Fiedler. I started with BEING BUSTED, then went to AN END
5 TO INNOCFNCE, checked on some essays (be sure to read "The New Mutants" in
; PARTISAN REVIEW of about four years ago--ginger!)}, and now I am plowing
! through LOVE AND BEATH IN THE AMERICAN NCVEL. I look forward to WAITING
FOR THE END and THE RETURN OF THE VANISHING AMERICAN. He is a jewel eof a
¢ritic, and his style and attitudes toward literature mmmot remind me of

you. I guess you have read all his stuff and kept the secret from me. If
you have not read him, by all means do so, I do neot see how anyvone could
pretend to teach the novel without having read Fiedler. That's enough.
Wirite when you get the chance, and if you can, come for a visit this summer.
We'll have room to put you up for as long as you 9?” stay.

——






