
19 December 1992 

Time has passed, but come to think of it not too much. I will send this off with real postage 
stamps, and maybe it will get to you while you are still there. 

Sat pm in Austin 73 degrees. Sun 22.00 in Madison 18. A bit of snow on the ground, 
sidewalks clear. It's down to the single digits today, but plus, and there's been some more snow. I 
am feeling pleased that I still know how to bundle up, and I am still not careful enough against 
patches of ice. But no falls yet. 

Stacks of mail, I had John-tt to pay the bills as they came in, but all the rest is indeed stacks. 
Some sorted through, a couple urgent ones already done, some others probably still to be found. I've 
seen John-t and Fanny, and Loretta and a few of the Institute regulars. I've cleaned up the living 
room of the apartment today, at the expense of an overstuffed computing room. I've bought lots of 
groceries, and a bit of retsina, and if I remember to stop at Fraboni's on the way home I'll have 
olives and pasta and pasta-treatment materials, and I'll be all set. 

My printer is still in passage, but I find that the Institute is now set up with at least two HP 
IIIP compared to my IIP. That has the happy consequence that anything I put on a disk and load into 
that computer upstairs gets printed out exactly as I want it. SEE? 

I will miss New Orleans, I think, but it is really better this way this year. But that reminds 
me that I know roughly that you are roughly coming back to Austin toward the end of January, and 
that you are team-teaching an interesting course in the spring. But are you in Athens next year or the 
year after? 

I will have to wait till I get back to Main Street, to look up your address. I'm on the big 
Toshiba in the Institute, and all it has is the Austin address. If I were richer I'd buy aa couple of 
machines, and a modem, or other telepathic device, and not have to worry. Or maybe on the 
Institute's machines I could already make up and send faxes, and get this to you right away. 

I was greeted on the stairs as I left the apartment with a dialogue (slightly improved in this 
version). "Merry Christmas", "Merry Christmas to you". "or maybe I should say Happy Hannukah -
--- [which I suddenly worry about spelling-wise] --- or maybe Sunny Solistice." "Well, I'll take the 
last." "Oh, well, Happy Hannukah!" 

To you, all the above, even if there's a temporal incontiguity between the reading the the 
writing of this letter. 

24 December 1992 
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