Dear Don Dull,

What begine as an ilmpression of gracg,,what scems at first the

obvious and easy romance btaught and learned through narrative,

that too existed. And, as always it does, it allowed us to fall

upon the easy conventions of shape, size height, routine, We

witnessed owr cavalier morning routines and presenved each otherts
stremgbhs to third parties. But, of course that isn®t . race, we

know that now, And because it is not grace, because it is not the full
opening of ourselves of our sould and thoughts ani dreams to ourselves
sach other and also to the univerwe, there comes first a great
quletting and then a greast quickening. Im that quickening, that
renewal of passion, we learn first what it wmeans to feel and then
later, what it means .o burt, and 1t ie absolutely possible to

come to crave hurt too, because that is also an outzgrowth of

that narrative that made pretense to telling us what grac3 would be, was
meant to be for us,

But, when finally in those throws we Pound vpsace, you were therg,

You are here, still. Still, you are here, and now you know as well
as I that this, our actual awsk ning, the genuine héight you have

allowed me, thig is grace our grace,
If I had to derine tuls in image, then:

When geese eru pt from the water, they bear no semblancs
to the birds they are in flight. wWe ave in flight.




