
Dear Tom, 

INSTITUTE FOR RESEARCH IN THE HUMANITIES 

Old Observatory 
UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN- MADISON 

MADISON, WISCONSIN 53706 

Phone: (608) 262-3855 

Enmett L. Bennett, Jr. 
608 262 6118 

New address: 746 W. Main St., #309 
Madison, WI 53715-1467 

Same old telephone #: 608 257 2279 

Since the telphone worked, I will try out the mails. I haven't yet managed a try to see 
whether the doorbell arrangement which rings my telephone has been successfully connected. In 
all my stay at the other apartment there were perhaps a couple of months when it did work. 

I see by the very nice calendar which you had sent to me that the months of September 
&c. are there alright. But what I was looking for was the University dates for that period, and I 
see that they are not there - wisely avoiding predictions of what a capricious adminstration and 
faculty would do. But by now somebody must know. I keep getting asked whether I'll be here in 
the fall, and especially how soon I'm going (that's some people), and how long will I still be 
around (that's Paul MacKendrick, hoping. He's in another of his spells of forgetting how to 
manage files, and fearful of losing a day's work on his machine. I probably helped him lose the 
work of a day last week, by my forgetting the peculiar [Mackintosh-like] set-up his computer-seller 
persuaded him to use. 

All of that means I'm myself wondering about my fall schedule. 

The double-axe lecture that Anna wants to print in SMEA has received a bit of work, but 
needs some serious digging up of my notes, and bibliographical checking, as well as some 
substantial changes which must be thought about. But it is being put aside at the moment, while I 
get the PT texts in printable form. 

It, the PT stuff, will be still a strange mixture of stuff, but some uniformity needs to be 
imposed, and that is boring stuff, but when I'm at it it goes pretty quickly. Anyhow, I went out 
hopefully today and bought a ream of paper to put it on. 

The Institute is still the same, at least as it is in summer. Today was the first day of 
summer school here , so there were many students on campus. But that didn't bother the 
Institute. 

The new apartment is a good thing, I'm pretty sure. The living room is pretty much in 
order , but some piles of papers neatly distributed don't upset me very much. The bedroom cum 
music studio is less orderly. The office where I am now is a great mess. It has a fine closet in 
which there are some metal screwed-together bookshelves needs some stuff at the ends of the 
shelves so the books don 't fall off the ends. There are piles of full boxes and a pile of empty 
boxes, and papers all over the floor, but this machine is sitting on its proper table, and beside it is 
the printer on a typing table which was being thrown out of Van Hise, because it had lost one of 
its casters. I carried it to the Observatory, took off all its caster equipment , and carried the 
excellent result home to put the printer on. 

The shelves in the kitchen are not properly in order , nor very well stocked, but I can eat 
sometimes. The pictures are not yet put on the walls, and their distribution hasn't really been 
considered yet. Eventually I'll get myself a new couch/bed for the living room. The one 
you saw I left behind because it was too heavy for me to carry, and too heavy for John (two t 's, 



that is) and me to carry while he helped me move the bigger things. And it would take up too 
much room. So I hope to get a two- not a three- cushion wide one. Then as soon as I've got it, I 
must invite Barry Powell to come over and have tea or something, and see if he can resist 
breaking it. He's (I think) away overseas somewhere, and John B't is in Greece. 

I've got a music lesson coming up Wednesday. And maybe I'll have a couple of things in 
semi-passable shape to play for her. Fortunately ( or un-), I can expect only two more lessons this 
summer, because. Well, you see, she wanted to go to Paris to do research on her flute-composer
dissertation-subject, and asked if I'd write a letter in support of her appeal for money. I did, and 
she got it, and is off to gay Paree sometime in July. Also, my name and hers can be found in the 
"Emerson Flute Forum" Vol IX Opus 1, Spring/Summer 1992, p.13. All because I try to correct 
misapprehensions about Cretan things, like Priest-Kings, and Double-Axes, in this case the piece 
called "Les Gnossiennes" by Erik Satie. 

I will get back to work. But I guess I must first print this out. Best wishes, and greetings, 

15 June 1992 
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