February 4, 2002

bear Carolyn:

I'm sorry that phone call was so inadequate the other day, mv
driver pounding on the door to take me off swimming when I would have
liged to spend a few more minutes with you, just to keep you company
in that hard shock of new grief. I, of course, not having seen Kathv
for years, xeep her in my mind very much vounger than she was, a
flawme of a girl, anu have no clear idea of now old she was when sae
died, but too young certainly for herself and for us. It was cold Hut
real comfort to me to know, waen nelen died, that she was ready at 43
to call it gquits, her obody o vewildering chore, her mind often
uncertain. 1 wasn't ready, vut I never would have been, and perhaps
we never are to let those go for whom we've given heart room.

I don't know whether it wakes it easier or harder for you to
have to comfort her partner. Uther people's grief for Helen has often
been a «ind of coampany for me, but I sometimes find it hard now with
people wno naven't peen here since she died confronting a grief much
fresher tnan mine Decause it can threaten the frapile peace I'm
trying to make with what my life is now.

Jur lives having been so enricned by those we hnave loved, it
seems almost an offense against that ricnness to grieve as much as we
seem to need to, but it is hard to find the brightness again, to go
on celebraing their lives as we must, spending love like the
millionaires tney taught us to be.

I know you nave a richly loving world around you to help vou

pear the loss. I just want you to know that I'm there for you, too,
even if so far awavy.

Love,

Vo



