The Art of Letter Writing

Frida Kahlo to Diego Rivera

Nothing compares to your hands, nothing like the green-gold of your eyes. My body is filled
with you for days and days. You are the mirror of the night. The violent flash of lightning. The
dampness of the earth. The hollow of your armpits is my shelter. My fingers touch your blood.
All my joy is to feel life spring from your flower-fountain that mine keeps to fill all the paths of
my nerves which are yours.

Johnny Cash to June Carter Cash
Happy Birthday Princess,
We get old and get use to each other. We think alike.

We read each other’s minds. We know what the other wants without asking. Sometimes we
irritate each other a little bit. Maybe sometimes take each other for granted.

But once in awhile, like today, | meditate on it and realize how lucky | am to share my life with
the greatest woman | ever met. You still fascinate and inspire me.

You influence me for the better. You’re the object of my desire, the #1 Earthly reason for my
existence. | love you very much.

Happy Birthday Princess.
John

Marilyn Monroe To Joe DiMaggio (1954)

| don't know how to tell you just how much I miss you. I love you till my heart could burst. All |
love, all I want, all I need is you — forever. | want to be just where you are and be just what you
want me to be. | know it's lousy of me to be so late so often, and | promise to try a million times
harder, I promise. Love, Marilyn



A famous letter from a father to his son the astronaut: Malcolm Scott Carpenter was an
American naval officer and aviator, test pilot, aeronautical engineer, astronaut, and aquanaut. He
was one of the Mercury Seven astronauts selected for NASA's Project Mercury in April 1959.
The 37-year-old Malcolm Scott Carpenter piloted the Aurora 7 into space, becoming only the
second American to orbit the Earth. The day before his journey in space, he received the
following letter from his father:

Dear Son,

Just a few words on the eve of your great adventure for which you have trained yourself and
anticipated for so long — to let you know that we all share it with you, vicariously.

As | think | remarked to you at the outset of the space program, you are privileged to share in a
pioneering project on a grand scale — in fact the grandest scale yet known to man. And | venture
to predict that after all the huzzas have been uttered and the public acclaim is but a memory, you
will derive the greatest satisfaction from the serene knowledge that you have discovered new
truths. You can say to yourself: this | saw, this | experienced, this I know to be the truth. This
experience is a precious thing; it is known to all researchers, in whatever field of endeavor, who
have ventured into the unknown and have discovered new truths.

You are probably aware that | am not a particularly religious person, at least in the sense of
embracing any of the numerous formal doctrines. Yet | cannot conceive of a man endowed with
intellect, perceiving the ordered universe about him, the glory of the mountain top, the plumage
of a tropical bird, the intricate complexity of a protein molecule, the utter and unchanging
perfection of a salt crystal, who can deny the existence of some higher power. Whether he
chooses to call it God or Mohammed or Buddha or Torquoise Woman or the Law of Probability
matters little. I find myself in my writings frequently calling upon Mother Nature to explain
things and citing Her as responsible for the order of the universe. She is a very satisfactory
divinity for me. And so I shall call upon Her to watch over you and guard you and, if she so
desires, share with you some of Her secrets which She is usually so ready to share with those
who have high purpose.

With all my love,
Dad



