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“The epistolary idea is more a philosophy rather 
than a simple means.”

“The transference, the act, is what is important.”

 

Digging in to this summer project has started me thinking on many things. Sitting down to write this letter, I debated 

for a long while what I wanted to write about, what craft element I think is most important, most unique and engaging 

concerning the idea of  the letter, the epistolary style of  writing. When it comes down to it, I can’t just place my thoughts 

on any one thing in particular. What draws me the most to the letter I think, especially after reading Peltier, King, and 

Wilde, is the idea of  the voices present in letters. So far, I’ve approached three very different voices that have come to me 

from behind bars. In our e-mails, we have talked a lot about the idea of  the letter transcending bars— ideas and feelings 

and thoughts moving out into the world from limitations. Agendas (not in the negative sense) aside, these letters come 

to the reader through the years, through the wavelengths of  time and politics to find the reader. This makes me wonder 

what exactly I want to say here in this first letter. How my words will pass through the land and time to you. How they 

will or will effect. How they will stand to say something coherent (or not) about writing. That is to say, in this case, I am 

drawn to the idea that I have heard from many writers:  that all writing is a letter to somebody or something, the reader 

in all cases acting as the recipient. The epistolary idea is more-so a philosophy rather than simply a means-it is more 

than simply a letter of  thoughts on paper. This idea concerns the writer and the reader on a most fundamental level.

 In my mind, I see all writing as this idea of  the letter. The words transcending space and time to find a reader.  

In a way, that is what all writers do. They construct words and thoughts and send them out into the world. Whether 

the writing is then published or not is irrelevant. The transference, the act, is what is important. That act is one of  

the many central ideas I see in epistolary writing thus far. For Peltier, the act was a way of  exercising his freedom 

that was robbed of  him. For MLK, the act was a way to better his worthy cause. For Wilde, it was a way to explore 

himself  in his time of  solitude. Of  course, all these ideas interact with one another but as a whole they pay homage 

to the act, to the freedom that writing brings. On the edge, on the brink, after everything is taken away, the writing 

remains. For these writers it was essential. For any writers out there I hope that the act, the witnessing, is essential.

 I have many goals for myself  in this class. I see my job as a reader as baring witness to the writer’s words. 

My witnessing is the way in which I can truly try to understand the writer, their situation, and the political and 
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societal structures that have placed them in their unfortunate circumstances. To witness is to pay homage too. To 

witness is to allow words to find importance. To do otherwise I think might be missing the grand idea of  the letter.  

 As a writer, I see this course progressing towards the idea of  voice. When I am looking at the works individually 

I see that each voice, like I mentioned before, works in different ways. Going back to the idea of  writing itself  always 

being a letter (always having a writer and a recipient). Letters come from the self; they are a reflection of  the self  with the 

veils of  fictional tropes or spins removed. They are poetry. They are narrative. They are fiction and nonfiction. Letters 

in the epistolary style move forward as the author sees fit. I see the voice as the tried and true method of  art—its soul.  

 In past classes, I’ve always heard the idea of  voice. How it can take years and years for a writer to find their voice.  

How sometimes that voice is never actually found. It is inferred that once the voice is discovered (it’s always referred to 

with that sense of  discovery) that success generally comes with it. In this last semester tutoring, a high school instructor 

teaching “Early College” (post secondary) composition for the community college told the students to write with 

more of  their own voice (a wonderful thing considering many do the opposite). The students came to me in sessions 

with questions on voice, how to tap into their own voice for their narratives. At first, I hesitated. At first, I realized like 

I do many times when tutoring and teaching, that I don’t actually know the answer, or anything at all. I realized how 

really ridicules and odd a thing it was for this instructor, and many other instructors, to tell students to write with more 

depth of  voice and advised to not worry about it, that it will come. I asked the student what they thought voice meant 

without worrying about finding a right answer.  They struggled. Paused for a little bit. Then said, “me”. And there it is.

 Voice is “me”. Voice is who I am on the page. Voice is my expression and my articulation. Voice is my conscious 

and my subconscious. At first when writing the above paragraph I wanted to follow with this next one here on how I do 

not necessarily believe in the preconceptions of  voice, but I see that as a hollow response.  I want to articulate how silly 

the idea of  “voice” is. How if  voice is “me” then anytime I write I am using my voice. I do, however, know that voice is 

much more than just “me”, but an advanced articulation, an unconscious thing that, in a way, does involve the audience or 

the recipient.  Then I am moved to wonder in what ways one can teach voice. How I could have helped that student more 

than just letting them know that voice is “me”?  In the way that I talk, in the way I translate thoughts to pages. Much more.

 I would argue, to bring things full circle, that voice can be found once thoughts are let go. Writers always talk about 

“unhooking” or going into sorts of  trances or times of  applied zen-like focus while writing. They often say when they 

write that they do not think. When writing this letter I struggled with how to proceed. I struggled on what I wanted to say, 

how I wanted to demonstrate my in-depth knowledge of  the texts and the many ideas circulating there. Perhaps reading 

this you might see me warming up in my writing around this point—my letting go to arrive at previous points. Of  that, 

I am not sure. My point being that tapping into voice is to tap into one’s own nature, into “me”, and the best way to do that 
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is to let go—to unhook and go forth without thought to the reader, but rather towards the consciousness spilling out.     

 I come back to the authors I’ve read thus far, how their letters are reflections of  themselves. In there lives at 

the time of  writing, everything had been robbed from them:   their homes and families, their freedom, and everything 

that comes with it. Their imprisonment serves as a physical manifestation of  loss, of  exclusion. It is a literal tearing 

down of  lives and liberty. The situation for each of  them was not fair, they did not ask for it or want it—they 

did not want their lives to be torn away, but they were. I hate to use their wrongful imprisonment as a way to 

further my argument, but in a very real way the writing that comes from them at that time is writing that comes 

from the self. For Peltier, he fully realizes the importance of  the cause for his people and his meaning in it. He 

finds an essential truth, a hope in his voice for his people who have frequently lost it not by choice. MLK taps 

into his time in prison to use his voice to make a strong case for his cause, to illustrate the hardships, to move 

those who separate themselves from his fight for liberty and freedom. Wilde is a great example of  this, his voice 

moving from ideas of  the self  and of  art, intersecting, and then pulling apart. Collectively their voices ring out in 

force across time, as relevant today as they were then. I see their voices tapping in to many essential truths, both 

of  the self  and of  society. They have let go partly because they have been forced too. They have let go in their 

writing because to do so allows their true self  to extend beyond the bars. A lesson every writer can find useful. 
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“And I send skyward through the 
bars a winged prayer of thanks.  
No prison bars can stop a prayer.”
-Leonard Peltier, Prison Writings

It is exciting that already I feel like I have worked with so many unique texts 

in this course. Like a lot of  things, I feel like it has gone by pretty fast already 

this summer. I’m pretty thrilled with the texts that you helped me select. In this 

letter my goal is to try to bring all the readings together in some way, as well as 

illustrating how they are unique. I think that the texts have enough going for 

them in-and-of  themselves to solidify a lot of  what I think is important, or at 
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the central theme of. As letters themselves they chronicle one man’s struggle behind bars (I’m speaking towards all 

the authors here) and symbolize the freedom that writing brings with it. To get started here, I’m thinking immediately 

towards this little sentence at the end of  one of  Peltier’s letters, “And I send skyward through the bars a winged prayer 

of  thanks.  No prison bars can stop a prayer” (35). I think this is a good passage to start with simply because I think 

exploring the epistolary form in many ways is like exploring the idea of  what it means to have writing sent out into the 

world, to a person, to a god, to whatever the writer imagines. Letters for all these writers took on a spiritual importance, 

maybe for some more so than others. The letters themselves, as I’ve mentioned before, manage to escape the bars that 

hold them. The thoughts and voices break free and find the recipients, in this case myself  years and years later (quite 

remarkable really, when you think about freedom). Without beating a dead horse on things, letters, writing, is a freedom 

each writer achieved in their respective situation. In a sense, I can see them becoming more in tune with their work 

while in prison. Bonhoeffer and Wilde hint at this sort of  personal envisioning of  reflection in their work and creativity.

 In some ways, each writer is a victim of  injustice. I think that this idea of  injustice is perhaps one of  the central 

similarities between them. Each is imprisoned for reasons that they could not control, each for being feared as “the other” 

in their own way (to reference back to one of  our e-mail discussions). What is interesting is not that they all have similar 

circumstances for being put in prison, but rather the ways in which they approach their time behind bars. How each writer 

deals with the trials and tribulations of  their time in prison is a reflection of  who they are as individuals, and the different 

outlooks on life that comes from them through their writings. Philosophies for each are as different as their personalities are 

from each other. Together and separate. Jailed for similar reasons, yet internalizing situations and emotions in unique ways.

 I see this as a good time in this letter to start talking about Wilde. Wilde, to me, represents the writer who focuses a 
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lot of  thought on his own creativity and art. His time in prison is one in which he engages in self-reflection of  his identity and 

self  (sad in a way, that he begins to do that). Through this comes some profound thoughts on art and the trials of  an artist.   

 …if  I may not write beautiful books, I may at least read beautiful books; and what joy can be greater? After 

that, I hope to be able to recreate my creative faculty. But were things different: had I not a friend left in the world; 

were there not a single house open to me in pity; had I to accept the wallet and ragged cloak of  sheer penury: as 

long as I am free from all resentment, hardness and scorn. I would be able to face the life with much more calm 

and confidence than I would were my body in purple and fine linen and my soul within me sick with hate (85).

Wilde does the best job of  blending together art and life. In the passage above, I see him referencing his participation 

in his art, in writing, even in prison. Even when the time is not right to write, or the possibility is not there in his 

case, he can still read books.  He can still savor literature and language. He shifts frequently in his letter, moving 

from ideas of  the self, to writing, to life, to religion, oftentimes mixing all of  them together. As seen in the passage, 

he is referring to the freeing of  the self  upon release, how to carry on and remain weightless thanks to writing, 

thanks to art. He is directly connecting the idea of  the writing life, that of  an artist, to remaining pure of  soul, of  

remaining free from even the mental factors of  hate and loathing that can populate ones mind (especially in his case 

with imprisonment). Wilde moves towards religion at the end of  his letter, though he does a very interesting thing 

in citing writing and art as playing a profound role in this exploration. It is sad to see that in some ways Wilde is 

critically evaluating his own identity here, his punishment of  jail working as perhaps some view it should. His spirit 

never fully breaks, his dedication to his art and lifestyle are simply put on hold for a bit, the bible and the verses he 

explores guiding him through this process of  being torn down and rebuilt again. Like the first draft of  a novel in 

progress, sometimes one must first break the self  down before becoming better. In this way, Wilde writes his letter 

and explore these concepts, a marked difference from the other writers, yet rooted in the same fundamental idea.

 MLK, like Wilde (and Peltier and Bonhoeffer) roots his writings in his cause. His letter and his time in 

prison strongly represent what it was that he set out to do and what in many ways he was prepared for. 

This separates him from the others I feel. His writing has a strong tendency to prove his points using his stint 

in prison as a mode to sway those who found him to be extreme. In many ways, I feel the other writers were 

not as prepared for the trials and tribulations in the same way MLK might have been. I think MLK entered 

into his cause with the knowledge that going to prison was a good possibility, and his writing represents a man 

that I think was ready and willing to go to jail for any length of  time to show the people how injustice works.

You speak of  our activity in Birmingham as extreme. At first I was rather disappointed that fellow clergymen 

would see my nonviolent efforts as those of  an extremist. I began thinking about the fact that I stand in the middle 
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of  two opposing forces in the Negro community. One is a force of  complacency, made up in part of  Negroes who, 

as a result of  long years of  oppression, are so drained of  self  respect and a sense of  “somebodiness” that they 

have adjusted to segregation; and in part of  a few middle-class Negroes who, because of  a degree of  academic and 

economic security and because in some ways they profit by segregation, have become insensitive to the problems 

of  the masses. The other force is one of  bitterness and hatred, and it comes perilously close to advocating violence.

MLK is rooted in his place and in his role. He is a living reconciliation between those two forces that he mentions 

in the passage above. For him, his writing is a way to prove his point and to show, now more than ever, that the 

pen is mightier than the sword. I see him as a man that was literally stuck between a rock and a hard place— having 

to constantly reconcile the violent activists of  his own people, and the complacency of  others. His cause is one 

of  non-violence, yet he is jailed. The injustice done upon him is not vastly internalized like the other writers in 

this unit but rather is used as fire for his cause, for his belief. Culturally, I think that MLK is separated from the 

other writers in the sense that surrounding him was a nation at odds, followers on his side looking up to him and 

finding inspiration in him. I imagine the world of  Wilde and Peltier to be a lonelier one—the Native American 

movement being a quiet and lesser-known cause (though not any less important). For Wilde, I think about the 

rights for homosexuals and how during his life (and still, sadly, for some today) those rights are something that 

are nonexistent. None of  this is meant to cheapen MLK in anyway, but rather to illustrate how his letter from 

prison is one that demonstrates a deep look into the situation of  his cause and a nation tearing itself  apart—his 

role as guide and leader taking on another more complex side in his writing during his time of  imprisonment.  

 For many, I think the letters are moreso for the writers themselves as opposed to whomever they are being sent 

too. That, I think, is a fairly obvious observation. To dig in a little more, I see Bonhoeffer as being extremely conscious 

to his words and meanings in his letters to his parents and family. Like you mentioned in an e-mail, he seems to constantly 

make a point of  letting them know things are okay. At moments, he makes his time in prison out to be almost retreat-

like, full of  scheduled meals, exercise, and time for scholarly pursuits. I’m sure it was everything but. Though as of  

this writing I have not just yet completed his letters, I see him, like many of  the other writers, as exploring the nature 

of  his imprisonment, and despite the happy “face” he puts on in his letters, exploring his faith and religion during his 

time of  injustice. In some ways, I see him as being close to his faith in the same way that Peltier is. Religion and culture 

separates them, but their beliefs and practices unify them. Both are almost considered war criminals in their own way: 

Peltier for murder, and Bonhoeffer for fighting against the Nazi party. I get a strong sense that religion and spirituality 

take on a new importance while all the writers are in prison. Each explores it in their own way, and by right (hopefully) 

is allowed to practice it. I see Peltier and Bonhoeffer as being the ones that display their faith the most, and much 
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like the letters they produce, reflect a sort of  freedom that extends deep down within them. In this way, letters, like I 

mentioned before, are a reflection of  freedom. Interestingly enough, Bonfoeffer says outright in some of  his letters to 

family that receiving their letters, even the ones that describe mundane facets of  life, inspire him. He images himself  

being there with them, free, and a member of  society once more, “Hardly an hour passes when my thoughts do not 

stray from my books to all of  you. To see each other again in freedom is an unimaginably splendid thought. Until then 

we must go on being patient and confident”(15). It is in these moments when you can see that his time in prison really 

does affect him in ways that he does not always let on. It is his family that brings it out, the loneliness and isolation.  

Letters are his hope, his only source of  freedom.  The more and more I consider and read these letters the more I 

am convinced of  the forms ability to break through barriers and generate a more profound experience for the reader.

   I hope that I’ve managed to bring everything together enough in this letter. My original goal was is to point 

out how in many ways the authors are similar, and in many ways they are different from each other, yet still unified on a 

general level with what they are trying to convey. It’s hard for me to really get into the politics behind each one, and really I 

think the political aspect is basically assumed. Every piece of  writing is political to some degree, and I’m sure if  anybody 

thinks enough they can come up with a laundry list of  subjects ranging from the socio-political idea of  prison, to race, to 

sexuality, to war, to peace, to freedom, etc, etc, etc. For me, my main concern throughout my reading is the writing itself, 

what meaning it takes on for the author, and what it speaks towards when it comes to writing and life. These messages 

from behind bars have found a sort of  eternal quality, which is a testament to the writers and the many ideas they strive for.
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“A writer must write so that every 
reader feels as if the story was writ-
ten specially for them.”

“[Kimball’s] immediacy, his use of articulation in emo-
tion and feeling, tap into and pay homage to the let-
ters that have come before this book in this course.”

When it comes down to it, I see Dear Everybody as a book that is different from the others 

we’ve looked at this summer. In a word, it was refreshing. I remember back at Bowling 

Green when Kimball came to read from the book at Prout Chapel. That reading was one 

that has stayed with me. I can still remember a few of  the sections he read from and it was 

neat to, after all this time, remember the way he read them. How much sadness I remember 

in his voice. This book has been on my running reading list (constantly expanding) ever 

since then. Having finally read the book, I am impressed with all that Kimball does and the 
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many different ways he tells a story. I think that it is worth mentioning a podcast I heard where Kimball was interviewed 

on his latest book Big Ray that features a similar abusive father situation (more the focus there than in Dear Everybody).  

Kimball himself  talks a lot about his father in that interview—how the book itself  was first written as non-fiction, etc.  

Big Ray is another book of  Kimball’s I hope that I will get the chance to read soon. I think the intersections between the 

author’s life and development are present in an equal way here in Dear Everybody, though perhaps that assumes just a little 

too much.  Dear Everybody is a book that takes the reader on a journey of  the character’s life from start to finish (literally).  

I’m fascinated with the way in which it gets to the end, and how on many levels the story is not just one, but many.

 My first, immediate impression is the change of  pace that this book offers from the other books I’ve read so 

far in this class. I mentioned a little bit of  this in my last letter, but I think that reading all those letters from real people, 

actual primary evidence to life and the interior thoughts, has served as a great foundation. Even though this book was 

supposed to be saved for the end of  the course, I think that it offers what I don’t want to say is a break from what 

we’ve done so far, but rather a development towards the direct creative aspect of  the course. Reading it during and 

immediately following the writing of  that story I sent your way helped me to consider the letter as not just a means of  

communication and chronicling of  the time/experience, but also as a creative form to be broken apart, modified, and 

enhanced as Kimball does.  In a sense, he marks a literal tearing down of  the form of  the letter we have worked with so 

far. His immediacy, his use of  articulation of  emotion and feeling, tap into and pay homage to the letters that have come 

before this book in this course. In many ways, I think that this book uses the letter as a means of  emotional transference 



in a creative narrative. In the other letters we have encountered the writer has sought to bring about his own change 

and expression of  situations and political climates, the emotion found and manipulated in a different way through 

language. Even when emotions are hidden from the recipient at times, it still present enough to illustrate meaning and 

moments of  profound consideration for both self, and life situations. Kimball’s book manipulates this notion of  the 

primary document, the letter, to create a reality out of  fiction. Dear Everybody is not simply a novel telling one story, but 

a book telling many. Just as Wilde explores his circumstance of  the self  from various points of  view from art, to life, to 

spirituality, so to does Kimball explore that narrative from the perspective of  the different players present in the narrative.

 One of  the most remarkable stories present in Dear Everybody is that of  the mother. Though her presence in 

the book comes from her diary (perhaps to be considered a letter to the self  in a way), she is the primary perspective 

of  the early years of  the main character, Jonathan. I think that when talking about this book the immediate idea that 

comes to me is that of  perspective. From Jonathan we get everything through the veil of  a person plagued by mental 

illness (born into it in a very real way). Through him, we get his first hand perspective—how he sees the world through 

his own eyes, eyes that feel the tremendous weight of  many things. His mother, Alice, frequently plays the roll of  both 

mother and the outsider looking in. The characters that circulate around Jonathan and populate the book provide 

details and illustrate elements concerning the situations that Jonathan himself  is not able to see. There are many 

moments when Alice writes of  her own private concerns in family matters. She provides clarity while Jonathan provides 

a raw, visceral, experiential mental picture of  what happens throughout the book, throughout his life. The Father and 

brother serve a similar roll in context. Where Jonathan writes in a visceral, in your face (while remaining spare) way, 

and Alice writes internalizing the situation, Jonathan’s brother Tom and his Father both explore the context. The two 

of  them work towards analyzing Jonathan’s life and actions through their own. The Father sees himself  as being the 

bad guy. He knows it. Yet, there are moments when it seems he is invested in Jonathan to some degree and sad that he 

has pushed him and his family away. Sometimes unlike a villain or “bad guy”, he is oftentimes aware of  his own place 

in the narrative and simultaneously conscience and remorseful (occasionally) of  his actions.  Interestingly enough this 

evaluation of  characters on my part (the dynamics between them) is something that is directly observed by Jonathan 

in the book itself. At one point in the book, he compares each member of  his family to different types of  clouds in 

his own, highly observant, way. His comparison, his discovery, reflects an awareness that transcends that of  his ability. 

He, as a main character and perhaps even as the narrator (even though the brother Tom is the organizer of  the book) 

is in many moments almost omniscient. I suppose that makes sense though as he is the one looking back over his own 

life, his mind and writing controlled through his own memory and recollection. In connection with the idea of  the 

letter, the powers of  introspection on part of  the writer are something that is pushed to the forefront of  this book.
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 Something else I hinted at in my brief  letter from earlier is the idea of  haiku philosophy present in this book. I 

can’t help but feel a sense of  space in this novel.  Each letter moving from one little blip of  communication to another. 

The years condensed into sometimes only a few letters of  observation and feeling. This condensing of  language and 

space reminds me of  haiku. In the ways that the speaker reflects back on his life I see bits of  the great haiku masters in 

him. The objectivity that time can create, the need to arrive or attempt to arrive at the meaning of  something, shows up 

frequently from Jonathan. His letters read as if  they are attempting observation from the point of  view of  hindsight.  

For the haiku masters, if  I remember correctly, they were very concerned with the immediate now, the observation in 

search of  essential meaning.  Jonathan and his letters follow the same logic, though from the perspective of  the present 

looking back on the past. I see the space between the letters, the thoughts and concerns for other people, to be both 

a matter of  introspection at the approaching end of  a life, as well as a desire to find the meaning of  a life. The haiku 

masters were focused on the object and its relationship to life/the world. Jonathan is focused on himself, the events and 

times that have led him towards the point where he is at with it all. I think that his applied focus on events—the feelings 

behind them of  the primary importance—has worked to help him arrive at the necessity of  his life up until he ends it 

(which very well could have been his idea of  “necessity”). From the beginning we know that he will kill himself—that 

these letters are the records of  his life. I think that Jonathan knew his end from the very beginning. His observation 

of  his own condition through his eyes shows a person, from the very moment of  birth, cursed with the powers of  

frequently seeing and feeling too much. He is not just a person who is sensitive, whose powers of  observation overcome 

sanity. He is a character that feels deeply for everything, one who is like the haiku masters who were said to meditate 

on the single blade of  grass in search of  meaning; he does the same to his life and world around him. The people that 

surround him, oftentimes random and fleeting, leave their mark, subtle, yet in need of  his focused attention at the end.  

 Is it the end (the suicide) that makes these letters hold a weight of  some kind? This is a spur-of-the-moment-

thought on my part. If  Jonathan did not kill himself  in the end—if  the reader did not know that the entire book moved 

through a life bound to end in a perhaps inevitable suicide— how would the book be different? I think back to a previous 

comment I made on suicide stories and how often they just don’t work for me. Why is that? Part of  it is certainly focused 

on the idea of  investment. How a reader can or cannot become vested in a character’s interest. Frequently in suicide 

stories there is not enough build up, the suicide reads as a copout ending (to look at life, couldn’t one look to suicide as 

a copout in many ways?). For me to care if  a character lives or dies is a matter of  investment, a matter of  how the writer 

generates the persona of  the character and renders them to be much more than just a piece of  paper. One way to do 

that is feeling. Is the feeling of  the character in Dear Everybody what makes it successful? I’m not sure. There is totally 

more to it than that. How does a writer make a reader care? In the case of  Dear Everybody, in my reading, I saw much 
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of  myself  in the book from the very start. I saw my childhood friends, now almost faceless. I saw the developmental 

stages and problems every kid has at some point, the pains that every person faces growing up. In Dear Everybody the 

letters of  Jonathan’s recollection are not just his own, but little parts of  every reader put together. From the start, I was 

vested because part of  me was there. Part of  myself  not wanting to go to school, or fake running away from home for 

no reason. I saw the world one again through the eyes of  a child. On so many levels that is what makes a reader vested 

in this book. The visions of  the self—the fact of  the suicide is there to represent each persons inevitable demise 

coming naturally as we live like Jonathan lives, as more importantly we live through him as reflected through his letters.

 To circle back around in a sense, the use of  letters in this book, the fact that it is broken up in both perspective, 

style, and in documentation shows the complete life of  an individual that is not so unlike ourselves. The letters 

themselves function in the same way as any letter might, though given the extra space to convey the essential 

observation of  a life that is simultaneously deeply moved and influenced, yet shut off  from reality. Returning to 

our ideas on prison writing, is Jonathan writing from his own prison? Perhaps. He is a character trapped by his own 

mental illness. At one part in the book his depression renders him unable to leave his apartment for months, living in 

his own filth it is his mother that comes to his rescue. I said earlier that this book is a break from the prison writing 

we’ve encountered, but as I approach the end of  this letter I think otherwise. From the confines of  Jonathan’s own 

mind, the bars that have surrounded him since he was born trap him for his entire life— a longer time than many of  

the other writers from prison we have read.  Jonathan was born into his own prison: mental illness. The back of  the 

book calls it a “sympathetic work of  fiction”. I would say that this is fairly accurate. Moments of  beauty and sadness 

go together hand in hand. The joys in this book are felt to the extreme as well as the frequent moments of  sadness.

 Dear Everybody is by far one of  my favorite books of  the summer. I’m exited to have finally, after all this time, 

been able to really dig into Kimball’s work. I’m hoping to read Big Ray sometime soon (I often feel as if  I am always 

roughly one year behind on contemporary books). As always, I’m exited for what is to come next from the anthology 

of  letters that finally arrived this past week. I’m getting a lot of  inspiration from what we’ve investigated so far. The 

ongoing message I have in mind for myself  is the idea that a story, or any form of  writing really, is simply a letter 

directed towards a reader. A writer must write so that every reader feels as if  the story was written especially for them.  

Intimate, personal, engaging, direct. Letters and stories are many things. Could it be said that the writer is always writing 

for a particular person, or with a special person in mind? I think I’ve heard that some do, in fact. Thinking about 

the recipient in letters is the same as thinking about readers in fiction/writing in general. Perhaps more on that later.
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“We seem to be getting the 
story as he wanted to tell it.”

Dear Theresa,
I want to start talking about THE DEATH OF BED NUMBER 

12 by Kanafani. In my last letter, I remarked a little bit on the idea 

of  the unreliable narrator in this piece.  In building my ideas up 

about epistolary writing, I have come to realize that narrator is 

everything. The idea of  the letter to somebody as a method to shift perspective and the absence of  strict adherence 

to a narrative structure can illuminate understated parts of  what is happening. Perspective is what I might say to 

summarize that. The perspective of  the narrator is focused like that of  first person, but with the idea in mind to 

communicate a story to another person within the piece itself. In Kanafani’s story, the writer himself  calls his own 

story into question. From the start, we know that the holes in his stomach have turned into “holes in the brain”.

 “But why have I not begun at the beginning? You know, no doubt, that I am now in my second 

month at the hospital. I have been suffering from a stomach ulcer, but no sooner had the surgeon plugged up 

the hole in my stomach than a new one appeared in my head, about which the surgeon could do nothing.  

Believe me, Ahmed, that an “ulcer” on the brain is a lot more stubborn than one in the stomach” (51).

 Alternatively, we seem to be getting the story as he wanted to tell it, not necessarily how it happened. There are  many 

things happening in this piece, specifically a feeling that the narrator’s life is influenced in some way by Muhammad’s story 

through his observation of  him. How around him the nurses jokes about his conviction on Mohamed’s story. Around the 

reader in the story is the uncertainty that the narrator is contriving a bigger story that what might actually be at the root of  it all.

 “Mohamed Ali Akbar was none of  the things I imagined. He was the father of  three boys and two girls. We 

have forgotten that over there men marry early. Also, Mohamed Ali Akbar was not a water-seller, water being plentiful 

in Oman, but had been a sailor on one of  the sailing ships that ply between ports of  the south and the Gulf…” (62).  

 If  we look at the letter story in terms of  plot, we can see that the climax is not only the physical death of  

Mohamed in Bed No. 12, but also the fact that the narrator admits to his imagination creating the story of  him (up until 

the end). The letter in this case is a method of  deception to the reader, reinforcing the addition focus on the narrator or 

the teller of  the story in the form. This is, of  course, something frequently used in fiction but heightened in many ways 

in epistolary writing. If  I could compare it to another story the first one that comes to mind is THAT IN APEPPO 

ONCE… by Nabokov. I encountered this short work of  Nabokov’s after reading LOLITA this year. Nabokov has 

recently become a new favorite of  mine. In AEPPO, Nabokov writes in the form of  a letter back home from overseas 

(Spain if  I recall) during the coming of  WWII and his wife who became lost on his honeymoon. In the whole letter, 
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the narrator describes trying to get out of  Europe as the war is coming. He is there on his honeymoon and cannot find 

his wife. She is a fleeting thing who comes and then disappears. We are not sure whom to trust. That sort of  thing.  

 In my last letter, I mentioned something of  Sartre in regards to this story. I do not know so much about that. I think 

there is something to it when looking at the imagined story of  Mohamed that is poetic, sad, and existential. The life of  work 

and struggle up until the release of  death, the many things left behind that are unfulfilled and unrealized (the woman). The 

treasures in the box lack any value to anybody else (and are questionable thanks to the narrator). The earrings though. They 

are the tangible treasures that reveal to the reader that there might just be some facts or truth in the telling of  Mohamed’s story.

 “I must be truthful and saw that I was sadly disappointed. Before leaving the room, though, I saw something 

that stunned me:  the nurse had pushed aside Mohammed Ali Akbar’s invoices and revealed a long china earring 

that glittered…I looked at the nurse and said ‘He bought this earring for his sister Sabika—I happen to know that’

 For a brief  instant she stared at me in some surprise—then she laughed uproariously…” (63).  

 Overall, to close out this story, I felt that the narrator, given his situation, imagined a whole life from the 

stranger. Some rooted in reality, some based off  loose facts or knowledge of  Mohamed in bed 12. I find that as a 

concept for a story this is really unique and wonderful as how many times do we all see somebody at the grocery 

store, or in line at the post office and try to make up a story off  what he/she is holding in his or her hands or how 

they are acting? We all do to some degree I think. To execute that into a story is wonderful on Kanafani’s part.

 Dixon’s piece is unique. I can’t say that I’ve really read anything like it before. In my last letter I referenced the 

constant refinement we see from the writer of  these letters. In the process the reader gets the struggle, the challenge to 

find the words for a difficult and emotionally charged situation that will come of  them once the letter is delivered. I see a 

stream of  consciousness sort of  characterization in this piece. Not so much in the writing itself  (it is constructed in a way) 

but in the structure. How the revisions develop or take away from the message (a break up letter). We have talked a lot about 

letters being organic things—writing itself  as an art form organic and ever changing—constant refinement of  craft and 

art intersecting.  It is interesting to see this played out in the structure of  A MAN OF LETTERS. If  we look at the letters as 

they progress, we can see the start of  them, the buds if  you will.  It is the nugget of  what is to come, or the point of  the letter.

 From the first letter in the piece, “Em—I don’t want to see you anymore. There’s 

a lot else that can be said about this decision of  mine, but I don’t want to go into it. So 

that’s it then. Don’t come by. And I won’t be coming up there again. Much love, Newt”(85).

 Bam. There it is. “I don’t want to see you anymore”. We get, from the start, that this letter is one that 

is meant to end a relationship. There is, as always, much more too it than what is put in this first letter. The 

writer knows it. In his drafting of  these letters he struggles between what to include and what to not. It is not 
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so much what is said all the time, but how it is said. The struggle of  this character to break things off— the 

struggle of  any writer to cope with a big idea. In small words, the entire story is in the first letter of  this piece.

 This is not it though. The letter balloons up—becomes more than one letter and to more than one 

person. The writer seeks to show an explanation in varying degrees of  anger, regret, loss. The letter first 

doubles in size. Then triples. Then becomes two or three pages—the details of  the relationship coming 

froth into words. The buds of  the story behind the story showing itself  through one point of  view. 

 “I went along like a ‘dud’ because I don’t like to direct a relationship based on love. It’s a 

pity you can’t let it happen without dashing it to dust every time it goes well. We’ve gone on for 

hours about the reasons for all that: the history. But to me there really aren’t any explanations”(86).

 As readers, we get more and see more. In the expansion letters the story becomes alive and then altered, 

adjusted, based of  the writer’s choice in language and message. Some letters become hateful at times, others full 

of  regret and loss. Other’s still show actively a present love that is still there, yet regretted and begrudgingly held.

 And then the letters become shorter again. Whole sections cut; the emotionally charged language is 

dashed. The message changes. The letters become one of  strictly communication and correspondence. The 

letters (strikingly similar between the two women recipients) boil down to brass tacks eventually coming down 

from the need of  a “meeting” to “discuss things” to, “Dear Em—No more and no explanations. Newt” (93). 

And, “Dear Mary…I wanted to write you about what’s been on my mind lately concerning our relationship, 

but decided against even trying to put that down in words, as I thought it best to just talk thing out…”(93). 

 It interests me that the writer is writing to two separate women. That, on first read, confused me a bit but it 

makes more sense the more I went over it. How the writer is trying to reconcile the two. How he knows he cannot 

be with either and so must end it (he doesn’t say that but I think it’s inferred). Overall though, this piece is, to me, 

a metaphor for the writing process. I’m sure it can be many different things to many different people (especially 

when it comes to relationships), but what better way to look at writing than through the lenses of  a relationship. The 

small immediate buds of  language, the expansion and growth through passion and emotion. The tiring. The need 

for realistic approaches. The idea of  some sort of  responsibility for it all. And then the shaping of  the language, 

the tailoring of  the original communication. The revision. The conclusion. The full understanding coming not at 

the beginning but at the end. THE MAN OF LETTERS is the story of  a man and his need to communicate bad, 

emotionally charged news, but also that of  a man needing to simplify is life, leave things where they were, and move 

on.  Develop. Grow. Perhaps the philosophies of  a writer there? Make it new. Move on. Grow. Become different.

 When it comes to OTHER PEOPLE’S MAIL I only managed to get to those two stories that you suggested. I 
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had a grand vision of  reading a few more during the workshop but like I have a tendency to do, I dream big and take on too 

much intentionally. I feel good talking about both of  these stories and with the level at which we have dug into the book.  

I do plan on picking it up and reading more of  it later on. It is, in my mind, time start on the final book ZOO, OR LETTERS 

NOT ABOUT LOVE. I feel the end of  summer approaching. It has been a fast one and an interesting one. Much of  that 

has to do with how busy everything is I’m sure. It’s been a stormy one as well, right!? Time flies when you’re having fun. 
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“My dear, my own. Don’t write me 
about love. Don’t. I’m very tired.”

Dear Theresa,
Summer is just about wrapped up isn’t it? At this point I’m thinking on 

collecting my thoughts for the final craft letter. I haven’t looked back 

to the first one I sent at the start of  the class. I think it might be neat 

not too, but rather look back to it after I have written my last one.This 

summer class has been one of  many great books, many interesting turns 

in letters, and above all a learning experience for me. But see, I’m already 

turning this into a sort of  wrap up letter. I would say that in the spirit of  

Viktor Shklovsky there is no need to really wrap things up, but instead carry on and keep going. Keep writing.  

 ZOO or LETTERS NOT ABOUT LOVE has been an interesting read. Originally, it was intended 

to be read around the midpoint in the semester, but I think this is probably just as good a book to end with as 

DEAR EVERYBODY might have been. In many ways, perhaps better. I think there is something ecstatic 

about Shklovsky’s writing, the fact that even after the book “ends” it continues into several epilogues spanning 

decades later. There is a hope I think, to push onward—to look back on work and letters as a marker in 

time. I wonder what I will think when I look back over these letters in a year or several. What will I see? 

 Exile. It is impossible to talk about this book without first exploring the idea of  exile, and how on many levels 

the very state of  exile itself  is relevant to writing as a whole, particularly to Shklovsky. When I first started reading this 

book I searched for something to ground me in this idea of  exile in a similar way that Peltier, King, Wilde, and Bonhoeffer 

used the setting and condition of  prison as a backdrop or prompt for writing (also an argument). I don’t see that same 

sense of  necessity in Shklovsky, though is necessity the right word there? I guess I want to say that at first I thought 

Shklovsky was really all over the place. I wanted more from his cleverness in love, perhaps out of  my own assumptions 

going into the book. He himself  is a foreigner in a strange land; removed from the girl he loves who never loved him back.

My dear, my own. Don’t write to me about love. Don’t. I’m very tired. As you yourself  have said, I have 

come to the end of  my tether. This daily grind pulls us apart. I do not love you and I will not love you. I fear 

your love; someday you will hurt me because of  the way you love me now. Don’t carry on so... (15).    

 Here from the start, Shklovsky is now both an exile from his own country and from his own love, that 

is the key there I feel. How love escapes him— how he in a strange land carries on devoid of  his roots and 

devoid of  a love that never had a chance. A love that was shut down, yet not completely. It seems complete, as 

the exile seems to be, but Alya lets him continue. Lets him keep writing her but, as she states, “not about love.”  
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 Many of  the letters focus on both the setting of  Germany and the politics happening at the time.  

Many of  the political things mentioned I had trouble finding root in, I consider myself  to be competent in 

history, yet some things in this book I had trouble following. At any rate, I know that Shklovsky got himself  

into trouble with his politics, and that itself  is a reflection of  many metaphors and allegories in his letters.  

 Early on, like the prison writers, he seems to be trying to find redeeming qualities of  Berlin, I think 

that at moments he reveals that really it isn’t so bad. Other times he makes allegories to being in a zoo, being 

in a cage. These are not straightforward metaphors, but rather multifaceted ones that frequently transcend the 

subject. This occurs in many of  the letters, but I think one of  the most interesting occurs early on in Letter Six.

The animals in the cages at the zoo look reasonably happy…The baby lions are suckled by dogs, 

so they know nothing about their lofty origins…Everything is closed for winter. From the animals’ 

point of  view, it makes little difference…Why did such misery have to be created in this world?(26).

 He goes on to compare himself  to the ape stuck in the zoo, moving around his cage, “that cage is no cage at all, but 

a prison. You tend to think of  him as a man, yet he’s utterly without shame” (27). The allegory here, through observation, 

I feel completely explains Shklovsky’s views on his time in Berlin. His jail is not a cage, but one where he can move 

around, a jungle. Yet he is viewed as being “other” (something we’ve come back to frequently in this course). The ape is 

like man, yet animal. The ape has human like needs for food and drink and other apes, yet is still wholly different, still a 

thing to be caged, “nobody will ever publish a newspaper for him.” Nobody will recognize his full capacity in that place.  

 To take a quick deviation, have you ever watched that documentary on Koko the talking gorilla? The 

complete film is on YouTube in eight parts. I highly suggest it. On a scientific level, part of  the film explores the 

debate on language, and the question of  if  an animal can speak and feel, can it have consciousness? Of  course 

Shklovsky is looking to the gorilla as a refection of  himself  and his situation (perhaps even politically) but 

I think he taps into that bigger question that the Koko film begs. What really separates humans from animals?  

Why do we like to try desperately to elevate ourselves up and separate ourselves from the animals? Etc. Etc.

 The exile that Shklovsky experiences, like I mentioned before, follows along the letters that he writes to 

Alya. The fact that he keeps on writing her despite it all is interesting to me. He chooses, after love is out of  the 

picture, to keep on going. It’s plain to me, as a reader, that he still loves her regardless. His attempts to keep things 

plutonic in his letters which are pretty refined most of  the time, but in small moments and words you can see 

his fondness of  her come out. Her responses I think often recognize this and serve pretty much as a pleasant 

burden to Alya. For the reader the dynamic that is struck falls over many things. Shklovsky writes extensively 

on many subjects—floating from books he’s read (Candide is mentioned!) to events of  the day. This thoughts 
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and ruminations almost border on being Hesse-like. Is that a fair comparison? I read STEPPENWOLF a long 

long time ago and I feel like Shklovsky approaches his own intellectual journeys as his mission in life (like the 

Steppenwolf?). Maybe I’m dropping the ball on a lot of  that. My point is that Shklovsky focuses his letters on 

his intellectual explorations many of  the times, forsaking love for intellectual pursuits of  his own kind, while at 

the same times struggling in this exile from his homeland, from his love, and perhaps even his own thoughts.

 His letters, ecstatic and full of  energy, find solace in his intellectual pursuits. Often his letters move 

between anger and frustration at the situation, to thoughts of  philosophy and literature. Love is a backdrop or 

underlying shadow. There reaches a point where Alya’s patience with his incessant writing comes to a head.

You are violating our pact. You are writing two letters a day. A lot of  letters have 

accumulated…You claim to know how Don Quixote is made, but you certainly 

don’t know how to write a love letter. And you’re becoming pesky all the time(101).

 And there we can see a lot about the dynamic in this book. The back and forth and give and take with 

letters and ideas. As for their relationship, there is a turn there that I wouldn’t say is fully explored, but yet plain.  

She could be seen as playing hard to get through this whole book. She keeps him writing, at the start stating quite 

clearly to not write letters about love. So his volumes of  letters chronicling his exile and thoughts pile up, and 

she finds that he seems incapable of  writing a letter of  love. I think she wanted the slow build up of  love in his 

letters, the journey, instead she got a lot of  nothing (on that emotional level). For poor Shklovsky who tries to 

quantify many things, love is something that wholly cannot be quantified. Alya and Shklovsky are at odds in some 

ways, Shklovsky being the one that will always keep on— writing, thinking—trying to come to terms with it all.

 Could Alya be looked to as his muse? I think as far as these letters go that’s a pretty good assumption.  

We’ve talked about the idea of  the recipient and the ideas from my previous letter on the narrator or writer of  

the correspondence. I think that Alya certainly is his motivation for these letters. Like the writers from prison, he 

needs to get something off  of  his chest and sent to his home. Is Alya alone his muse? Not alone. The fact that 

she is in his homeland makes the difference. It is not what Alya is to him as a person, but it is what she represents.  

She represents a root that was never realized, or perhaps representative of  everything that was left behind. If  the 

muse for Shklovsky is love, than that love is of  many things, which I think is the general idea behind this book.

  I feel like I’ve covered a lot of  ground by six pages here. I want to make sure I take some time to bring home 

some final words on art in this book. Art and literature are obviously the subject or backdrop to many of  Shklovsky’s 

letters. I’m always interested when I see the different intersections between art and life. It was you that started 

me on that a long time ago. Shklovsky writes about this connection on how one can view and participate in art.

18



There are two attitudes toward art. One is to view the work of  art as a window on the world. Through 

words and images, these artists want to express what lies beyond words and images. Artists of  this type 

deserve to be called translators. The other type of  attitude is to view art as a world of  independently existing 

things. Words, and the relationships between words, thought and the irony of  thoughts, their divergence—

these are the content of  art. Art, if  it can be compared to a window at all, is only a sketched window (80).  

 He goes on in that letter to break thing down. Novels are made up of  novellas—plays are collections of  

words. Our art is an attempt for the writer to reach out beyond the world, to not just see through the window, but 

to stick a hand out and experience what is beyond— to jump out the window and attempt to arrive at some new 

sort of  reality that can find it’s place in the world and try to illuminate some new and interesting facet of  it. I feel 

as if  I’m stretching a little bit, or perhaps rambling at this point. How much I love Shklovsky’s remarks on art in 

that letter, though! I think he really hits the nail on the head. I think I wrote you a letter back towards the start 

off  fall on Orwell’s ON WRITING? I think there was something in that one about a window, a metaphor in a 

similar vein. There must be something about writers and windows. It’s not what they are, but what they represent. 

 It interested me to read the epilogues for this book (cited as “prefaces to new editions” within the 

book itself). There seems to be several different endings that come about in fits and starts. Time passes 

between letters and the writer looks back at them and wonders. As a reader I can almost see his energy 

with the book fading as decades pass, as memories of  it grow weaker as a writer resents looking at past work.  

Sometimes looking at old work is like looking back a your old self, a self  left behind for some reason or another. 

I am seventy years old. My soul lies before me. It has been worn out by the bends 

in the road. It was bent, at one time, by this book. I straightened it out (112).

  I think as readers we see more of  the book in the end through the writer’s reflection than we do 

as the book moves forward. The ways the last letters are broken up—the revelations from both Alya and 

Shklovsky, their love finally revealing itself  at the end of  things. The fact that the last bit of  the whole thing 

remarks on (circles back to) the level of  Russians in Berlin, the sparks of  a possible communist revolution, 

etc. There is a lot happening in the ending of  this book, a lot that is probably still being missed by me.

 I think this is a book that can be read in many different ways using the notes at the back and footnotes 

and such. I must say I didn’t use the notes and footnotes all that much. I did at times when I felt I needed 

that context for the reading (that is what I assume their purpose is). I wanted to go for that more organic 

reading experience. I feel like if  I would read it again I might opt for a heavier look at the notes in the back.  

 ZOO has been a great read. I have found a growing fondness for the Russian authors that 

19



I think I’ve always known has been there, but I’m just now seeing the spark of  it again. Not that this book is 

anything what THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV may or may not be, but I think I would like to get into 

the Russian authors more (if  given time and space). That’s about it for now. I hope that I captured enough of  

the book here. Truly, there is so much to this one, perhaps more than the others. I’m truly glad I read it.
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“The truth for others, the truth they experience and 
share, is essential to the fabric of the world we 
construct for ourselves.”

Dear Theresa,

I tried really hard to get together all my thoughts for this letter, the last one of  our summer class.  I think, for 

me, the most difficult part is trying to say something that I haven’t said before. I’ve gone on about the significance of  

letter, what they mean in terms of  time and history— how they are true expressions of  the author who frequently writes 

with a goal in mind—in fiction, the function of  the narrator, etc. For now I want to focus on the more physical idea of  

the letter, the words made to exist on paper, then sent out into the world being carried and passed from hand to hand to 

ensure that the words meet the recipient. What is it about the tangible that people love? Many have said for almost many 

years now that print is dead—that the Internet and eBooks have taken away the need for printing. Then why, I ask, do 

people still desire the printed object? The print book has not died, but rather remained steady. The art of  letter writing 

is something that many have said is dead with the floundering of  the post office, etc. For me, this summer has been a 

satisfying one in the sense that I didn’t just fire off  my paper in some e-mail, but rather I took care in sealing them in an 

envelope and putting them out at my mailbox. For me the object, the meaning behind that object, is what makes it special.  

This summer we’ve looked at many different letters and the idea of  the primary resource strikes me. Many of  the books 

I’ve read this summer (all of  them with the exception of  two) have been written by the authors with purpose at a point in time 

in their lives where they were enduring horrendous tribulations in prison, oftentimes simply because of  how society considered 

them “other”. I look to those first few books as not just letters from prison, but as primary resources showing me as the reader 

a time and place in an individual’s history. The letters we read not only showed me an inside view of  what were frequently 

historical events, but also ways in which a writer can tap into the truth inside of  each of  those letters. In many ways, a goal of  

mine in the later half  of  the class has been to explore the relationship between the letter and fiction, and the philosophy behind 

the narrator in epistolary fiction. I think that at the root of  it all is the desire of  the writer to impart a truth of  some sort. A letter 

in a good fiction story, from those I read, seeks to arrive at the same sort of  original truth as those that we approached early on 

did with their need to share with others their horrors of  prison, their beliefs behind bars, etc. Good fiction, the best fiction, seeks 

to work towards this end, but oftentimes through misdirection and manipulation of  both form and plot. Letters themselves 

do not have to know plot and the idea of  plot, in terms of  literary fiction, is both questionable and realistically inconsistent.  

In literary fiction, I would argue (as others have in the past) that plot has a tendency to be let go in favor of  other 

literary elements such as character, language, what-have-you. I think many writers favor the emphasis of  other literary elements 

and soft, quiet moments over large plot-moving ones. There is nothing wrong with this, but there is a similarity to the letter 

there. Can letters have plot? Do the letters I’ve read so far this semester possess any sort of  “chartable” plot or rising action? I 
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would say on a whole most do not (though the fictionalized ones DEAR EVERYBODY, OTHER PEOPLE’S MAIL tended 

towards that literary fiction plot). I think that, to me, there is a relationship between the letter and the story. The letter does not 

have to tell a story just as really, when you think about it, a story doesn’t have to follow any set path. I think a story should firstly 

seek to tell the truth, and that itself  will serve (and form) a story. In the same way, a letter carries a message, a message that seeks 

to share with another individual a purpose, a communication. At the roots, everything is the same. I have made the argument 

frequently that there is no difference between the writers in a developmental writing class and a graduate class. In both group-

workshop settings, the students seek to share how the feel about each other’s work by working to discover how a piece of  writing 

can possibly move the reader in some way. Perhaps I’m being a little facetious there, but I want to reinforce the idea that the 

root of  writing is truth, and all writers who are working towards that truth and seeking to illustrate it can be grouped together.

I guess you could say that this class didn’t just teach me about the art of  letter writing, the greater significance there, or 

even the idea of  the epistolary story, but the idea of  truth in writing. It is thanks to those writers at the start of  the class who 

showed me how a person could share their truth with the world. The truth for others, the truth they experience and share, is 

essential to the fabric of  the world we construct for ourselves.  Without the truth that writers share it is harder, if  not impossible, 

for the individual to discover and understand what the world itself  is like—how far we have come as human beings, or sadly, 

how little we have come. Writers of  fiction can work in the similar vein towards this truth. They can work to illustrate it in 

the same earnest and fundamental way as those who have written letters from prison, from Berlin, or anywhere in the world.  

To point out the other side of  this, the fictional epistolary writing uses this truth that can be found in the letter 

and manipulate it. In previous letters, I’ve mentioned how the reliability of  the narrator in epistolary fiction is a huge 

factor in terms of  story.  I think the fact that fiction uses the manipulation of  truth through letters as form is something 

that actually works to reinforce the importance of  it in writing. Oftentimes a lot can be learned from tearing down the 

forms. In OTHER PEOPLE’S MAIL, we saw the narrator share with the reader through his letters an alternate sort 

of  imagined reality. The stories there in OTHER PEOPLE’S MAIL form layers and create a story that is both multi-

faceted and literally many stories in one. The observations of  story-telling methods and observations such as the 

need for truth in fiction can be best explained by deconstruction as much as it could central philosophy. In other ways, 

we could also consider what truth is being told by the truth itself  being manipulated. Now there is an interesting idea.

 As I draw to the close of  this letter, I really want to thank you Theresa. This class has been just a great experience for 

me. Looking back on all my letters, I can see that even though I wrote one story and the start of  a flash fiction collection, it has 

been an almost constant production of  letters for me—a constant need to emphasis voice. I hope that this summer has been 

a good one for you, Theresa, and that my frequent letters were not too much of  a burden. I hope you enjoyed reading them 

as much as I enjoyed writing them.  As I look to the future, you can count on some more letters from me. I would love to get 

a copy of  your zine and your comics. It’s been really great Theresa. Thanks again for helping me with this art.                        
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