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Deor Sfeve:

It wqs good to get your lost letter, with its long perspecfives.
To communicofe is such q mysterious process, ot ony level. And to truly
communicote is rore. I om glod fhot you mode fhe effort, ond fhot you

zucceeded. Thof you succeeded in beginning to moke q breokthrough.
One of these doys, if time permits, letrs fry together, to push through fu*her.

It is not eosy to exploin whot I meqn. But let me give you on exomple.
A poroble. fut o true exomple. When you visit here in Monilo ogoin
I'll show you the birds, qnd the gloss, ond the wotchers (we), ond we con

try together to unlock the secrets of the three. Or is it four?

Sofely hidden owoy frorn horm, in fhe overheqd roof rqffers of my

penthouse in the Excelsior, ore o tribe of smoll birds. Perhops they ore

sporrows, house sporrows. They build their nests fhere, slip between the curyes

of the golvonized roofing into their seporote hovens, mote there, ond roise
their young.

Eoch seoson q generotion of brove new little birds squeeze out through
the curves of the roofing, ond survey their cosmos. They proctice hopping obout,
ond pecking ot eoch other, ond winging olong the bolcony. They even discover
o tiny swing which I hqve puf up for them (birds love to PloY, you know) ond

they iump from fhe window fromes to the metql swing, push bock ond forword,
ond hop bock delightedly to their toke-off ploce.

And then, somewhere olong the line, ond usuolly pretty soon, fhey moke

o discovery. A discovery bosed on odvonced technology. A discovery which
is forolly incomprehensibdg but which fills them with ioy, ond hope, ond

high excitement.

tn Monilo, as you moy remember, my penthouse oportment foces out

towqrd the west, onto Monilo Boy. All through the ofternoon' qnd until the

sun sets behind the mountoins of Bofoon qnd the islond of Corregidor, the sun's
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roys beot relentlessly on the gloss west woll of my oportment. Air-
conditioners find it hqrd fo compete with this heovenly borroge.

Therefore, in selfdefense, we put up synthetic plostic cooting --
o mirror film -- on oll the western windows, to reflect fhe sun's roys
ond help to cool the rooms. lt works quite well, qnd cuts down on heqt
ond glore. Through the gloss, we look out on the boy ond the mountqins
ond the sunset with slightly bluishly finted glosses. And they look fine;
they look qll the better for this bit of blueness.

But fo onyone on the outside (ond we come bqck now fo our brqve
young sporrows) the plostic-cooted gloss is o mirror. lt is meqnf fo be o
mirror so os to furn owoy light ond heot. lt wos nof designed to dec&e little
birds. But they ore deceived, ond oroused, ond delighted.

Whot do fhey see in the tinted mirror? They see beoutiful young birds,
omozingly like fhemselves, hopping qbout like they do, ond full of life,
ond curiosity. Above oll else, our little spqrrows yeorn to ioin.t[esg -.
componions, ond ro sporr wirh rhem, fly with them, .".;;l;*iil5*rftmi o-'J "^f:"0-*o
through eternities of iov" ond time. n

Buf there is o bqrrier to oll these hopes. They do not know qnd

connot believe thot fhe borrier, the woll of gloss, con never be surmounfed.
There must 'be cr wqy, fhey soy, fo breok through somehow, into this porodise
of beoufiful young birds who qwoit fhem, who fempt them, ond who respond
doncer-like to their every movemenf ; How fo enter this porodise which is

right here, right ot hond? How, they qsk? Surely there musf be o woy, if
they only persist. Surely they will somehow prevoil, they soy. Porodise

will be theirs. Porodise qwoits the brove, fhe strong, the pure iaheorf, they soy.

And so, fior hours on end, our little birds dqsh ogoinst the silent gloss.

Foroy offer foroy, swooping from q vontoge point (the Chinese lqnferns neqr
the roof) the little birds strike ogoinst the gloss. The brqver ond more potient
ones moy go on oll doy, in t,lseir qssoulf. The tinted gloss is flecked with
o thousond mqrks where little beoks hove croshed ogoinst it, hour ofter hour
ofter hour.

And then there is the third portner in this mystery. Ourselves. The
tireless birds, the silent gloss, ond we. We stond wonderingly behind
the gloss, ond contemplote the bqttle. We ore like the gods, wotching
oll qnd knowingoll, knowing ihot the boftle is fore-ordqined. fut how cqn
we communicqte our knowledge to the brove bqttqlions of the birds? How
conwe worn them, console them? Send them off on, ofher more hopeful missions?
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Sodly, os we confemplote fhe gloss ond the determined little birds, we
must settle with the truth. And the truth is thot we connot worn them, connot
tellthem, ond cqn only feel for them, ond love them for their couroge.

But ore there only three of us? The birds, the gloss, ond we? or is there
q fourth? Who is stonding behind our gloss, invisible to us, incommunicoble
to us, grovely wotching our brqve qftqcks ogoinst the wolls we cqnnot see?
ls there o fifth presence, wotching qll the others? And q sixth, ond others,
hidden in mysteries beyond our dreqms?

When you visit in Monilo, l'll show the countless morks on the gtoss
to you ond to Dorero ond Morsho qnd Michoel Seqn. lf you come ot the right
seqson, you'll see the brqve little birds themselves, ond their efforts to brelk-through.

There ore ofher woys, foo, in which life's secrets ore shodowed forth.
Hove you ever wqtched the insect who flies bock qnd forth in the ietliner,
seeking o tiny crumb, or wonting out? How cqn I inform him thof he is flying
from Amsterdqm fo Tokyo, qnd thot his life is ioined with the lives of us who
see beyond fhe crumb. fut not loo for beyond. We know os little qbout our reql
voyoge os the insecf knows obout the frons-polor flight.

It is good fo know thof you love me, for this is nof eosy to ochieve, for you,
br mony reosons. Some of fhe reosons you hove stoted, qnd if is fine thof you
ore oble fo begin fo undersfqnd ond oveccome them. Some of fhe ofher reqsons,
fo.r ou.r love, moy be horder to understond, for they moy be shrouded in mysteries,
like those of the birds qnd the gloss.

I too love you, ond fhis is eosier, becouse you ore the very by-product ond
festimoniol of my love. There is on old lrish soying fhot 'rAh, I knew you, me boy,
when you were only o gleom in your fqtherts eye',.

It is olso eosy (indeed, if is mqndotory) for me fo love you becouse I remember
things thot you do nof. I remember the hoppy, well-confrolted, serious, beoufifol
little boy whom we loved so much. And now love equolly, but differently. Onfy
o little difference.

I om enclosing o check for Dorero, for the six-monfh period from Juty fhrough
December. Wish it could be more. Try to find woys to give to her -- q bit of
money, o bit of time, ond love, much love. Remember -- it wos she who responded
to fhe gleom. lf she hod nof ...

Dorero qsked me fo send her onofher enlorgemenf (l brought one fo her before
in1974\ of herwonderful photo by Mon Roy. lhove hqd this copied, ond will send
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if soon' lf you wqnl.q print, ttll moke one for you too. And for Mike qnd Kelv,if fhey do nof hqve fhem onj wqnt them.

congrotulofions on your work in the cqse of chqrles wogenheim ondstephcnie Boone- There must be on enigmo inside 
" ,/r*ry there, foo.

. Hope to be out your woy one of these doys soon. t om interesfed to knowwhof yor plon to do qfter three yeors. your life moy iust be beginning. fhen.

Give my love fo olll

Alwoys,

u*o


