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MR. JOHN CHEEVER « CEDAR LANE « OSSINING, NEW YORK 10562

December 15th,1980

DearEllie,

I can't tell you how pleased I always
am to hear from you and to have my memory of
you¥ refreshed;and my affectionate best wishes
for the coming year. If you don't receive the
book I'1ll send on another,




#llie Peonides,
P.O.Eox 544,

14 M. Parides Street,
Limassol
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JOHN CHEEVER
CEDAR LANE
OssiNING, NEW YORK 10562

December 13th,1979

Dear Ellie,

Iy son Benjamin-—-who has just left his

wife--joins me in saying,light-heartedly,
that you are one of the most beautiful spirits
in the world.

Yours,
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Ellie Peonides,
P.0Box 544

14 M. Parides Street,
Limassol,
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J OREN "EH . EEVIE R
CEDAR LANE
OssiINING, NEW YORK 10562

July 15th,1979
Dear E11i,

Thank you very much for the
photographs. I feel that we know one
another very well and very happily.
I'm sure that we'll meet again quite
S00nN.

Love,

4l



JOHN CHEEVER
CEDAR LANE
OssINING, NEW YORK 10562

September 19th,1980

Dearest Ellie,

It is always lovely to hear from you and I1'm so
glad that you add your husband liked the novel, I don't
know what is involved in sending books to Limassol but
I will try. You might be interested in knowing that my son
Benjamin has left his wife for someone who is much more
appreciative of his gifts. Weboth remember you as a beautiful,
loving and intelligent waman.,

Yours,

o (i




Cedar Lane,
Ossining,New York 10562
October! 26th, 1978

Desr Ellyéj, h

I still remember your departure for the airport in Plovdiv.
Every intelligent male in that part of Bulgaria watched you get
your legs into the ecar and drive away. You are beautiful and
intelligent and you know damned well that while you can get a
Love of Peace across the Carpathian.ﬁountmins a joke Wlll never
make that journey. A joke in New York is not a joke in Sofia.
"Funny" doesn t travel those roules.

S0 what 1 might gay is:

The intellecttal community-—~that blessed company of men
and women who are coucerned with communicating their most intense
and intimate asperations through the means of literature~—is
scattered these days,even in one's own country. The adventurousness
of The Bulgarien Writers Union in inviting one hundred strangers
from every sort of free or opinionated background to gather in
Sofia and express their hopes was unprecedented. Of the gathering
I remember--at random--that we were not confined by any bureaucratic
agenda,that the hall was filled with roses thatvthe atmosphere
of intellectual homogeneity was thrilling and-—of lesger importance—-—
that I heard a splendid Tosca in Sofia and that the Bulgarlans
play better backgammon than we do in the west. ;

Lovey
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