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Dear Colleague: 

Thirty years ago, on Friday, November 22, three famous men 
died: John F. Kennedy, Aldous Huxley, and C. S. Lewis. The shot 
that killed a young president rang so loud that it completely 
muffled the death rattles of tbe other two men. It is atrocious 
to call Kennedy/s death a good death, yet from his point of view, 
what a way to go--at the peak of his fame and power, never to be 
diminished by the bathos of being an ex-president (remember 
Bush/s murmurings, 'I ex , ex, ex" as he entered the IAlhite House for 
the Rabin-Arafat handshake)? 

Christopher Isherwood visited Aldous Huxley on his deathbed. 
IIAl dous was in obv i ous di scomfort, but there was noth" ng poi gnant 
or desperate in his manner, and he clearly didn~t want to talk 
about death. Not talking about it made me embarrassed, however, 
and I touched on subje~t after subject, at random. Each time I 
did so, Aldous commented acutely, or remembered an appropriate 
quotation. I came away with a picture of a great vessel sinking 
quietly into the deep; many of its del icate marvelous mechanisms 
still in perfect order, all its lights still shining. 1I What a wa)' 
for an intellectual to die! The 1 ight bulbs start to go but those 
that remain--down to the last one--shine as brightly as they ever 
did. 

As for the death of C. S. Lewis, it was Cozy--the way he 
would have 1 iKed it. "Shortly after six, Warnie looked in on his 
brother and met a cheerful /I/m all right/. Breakfast was uE.ual, 
after which he managed to get dressed and answer four letters. He 
had difficulty, however, in Keeping awaKe, and when Warnie found 
him slumped asleep in his chair after lunch he advised him to get 
into bed. At four, Warnie brought him tea and found him very 
drowsy ••• He was /calm and cheerful~. One and a half hours later, 
Warnie heard a crash and ran into the room. JacK [i .e., C. s. 
Lewis] was lying at the foot of.the bed, unconscious. He was 
still breathing, but some three or four minutes later he ceased 
to do So." ·(See A. N L-Jilson/s lJ,ronderful biography of LelJ.Jis). 

As a child I envied other children~s popularity. As an adult 
lenviedot her p e op 1e ~ s v ita 1 i t y an d r e qu j ted 1ove. NOt\! t hat I am 
old, I envy other people~s styles of dying and death. But I am 
be i n 9 f r i vol 0 us. II Men mus ten d uret h e i r go i n9 hen cell (~!5.l!l9 

Lear)--the epitaph on Lewis/s gravestone. 

Best t.aJishes, 

"� "
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