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Or it might be called Maps of a Vanished Past. 
 
I’ve asked J— M— if he can, via Algonquin, lay hands on the two previous parts to this 
larger work. The writing here is simply stunning, rendering in a detail that seems super-
realistic the entire history of West Tree, a farming town that was born beside a river early 
in the 1800s, was home to a railroad, by which the narrator’s relatives came, lived and 
worked, taught college, prospered for a time, then fell—as a result of the End of the 
Epoch of Walking (when, presumably, via our dependence on the car, the Context of No 
Context was introduced into the warp and weave of the American fabric) into darkness, 
anomie, despair. 
 
What this novel chronicles is the complete loss of the American agrarian past and with it 
all sense of rootedness and connectedness. If one were to do this book, as I fervently 
believe you should, it might be sold to the readers of W. , D. H, W. J., T. W, and so forth, 
and I think it would be little trouble to get their support for this project, as it is an 
important, if apocalyptic, work. 
 
There is, however, nothing homespun about this novel: its literary precursors would have 
be to Joyce, Becket, Proust. It is deeply modernist, in that it is experimental in form, 
including “maps” of all levels of detail (these, I believe, would have to be redrawn, as 
they’re clumsily done right on computer or graph paper now) but deftly show the 
complete vision to which this writer is committed. 
 
The maps might be redrawn by someone with an artistic vision and skill on the same 
level as the writer’s, that is, someone like L. D., who might do work as an illustrator, 
using pen and ink so the reproduction would remain cost effective. (He, or someone, 
might do this, I think, as part of a royalty arrangement.) 
 
The three dimensional detail, the carefully witnessing by the Coming of Age narrator 
(born in 1940 or so) during what he calls his Era of Perfect Seeing (during which he is 
witness to a perfect harmony and balance of Time/Space, Near/Far, Family/Society, 
Self/Earth/Universe) culminating in a specific morning when he comes upon his father 
who is smoking a cigarette while naked on the front lawn of the hillside farm sitting in a 
painted white lawn chair as he surveys the field and river and town. The boy, who is 
never named, then steps forward in front of his father and is able, therefore, to see farther 
than the father can, that is, into the future that will witness not only the destruction of all 
members of his family but an entire way of life. 
 
This book is important, its writer gifted with genius. Please don’t let it go. 
 
J. 
 
P.S. The title seems modest to me. The End to the Era of Walking, or The Time of 
Perfect Seeing, for instance, both seem somehow larger to me as titles and might sit more 
squarely over the author’s themes. 


