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No greenbacks make-um big fuck-um block.

Norman Mailer

72-36 /

To Time Magazine / ./)

\ ' -bZ^Commereral-Street,^

\ ----- ' ' j<’ZA-
( Previnc^own^Massachusgtts.

November 22L1972

Gentlemen:

In Time, Nov. 6 “People” the following item appeared. “While Mailer
/

waxed outrageous and his audience enthusiastically heckled ... he dropped

such nuggets as .... “Most women have just started to think in the last two or

three years.” “McGovern is the only man who is morally superior to me.”

Finally Mailer invited “all the feminists in the audience to please hiss.”

When a satisfying number obliged, he commented: “Obedient little bitches.”

The one place where not fatally misquoted still suggests I said “Obedient

little bitches” at the end of the evening when in fact I said it at the beginning.

However, let me not pick 7zwe|£)nits. Qn^ correction may serve as a key to

the general accuracy of your reporting: I did not say “McGovern is the only



Will Lindner Thomas Sivret
Editorial Page Editor City Editor
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Cavmg Hnn
“Don’t put that in.”
Nearly every reporter has heard that line, usually ut­

tered as an aside by a local official during an interview or
public meeting. It’s a request not to include some bit of in­
formation in a news account, though it’s seldom intended
as a threat or to thwart the news process. More typically,
the official believes the information is trivial but would be
taken the wrong way by readers and interfere with more
serious matters at hand.

So what do you do as a reporter? You print it, obviously
(the information, not the comment). You have to. Not to
print it makes you a co-conspirator, even when conspiracy
isn’t an issue; it makes the source — the planning commis­
sioner, police chief or whomever — arbiter of the news.
(Perversely, turning verbal somersaults to include the in­
formation does the same thing; the trick is in giving the in­
formation only the weight it deserves.)

All of which brings us to the Ayatollah Ruhollah Kho­
meini of Iran, and to the publishers, book sellers and na­
tions who have caved in to his effort to blackmail the world.

Khomeini has put a ?6 million price on the head of Indian-
British novelist Salman Rushdie, author of “Satanic
Verses,” which Khomeini has determined is blasphemous
of Islam. The 41-year-old author, who will pay with his life
whether by assassination or in years of fearful anticipa­
tion, apologized, but Khomeini is not the most forgiving of
authoritarians. He reiterated the death decree and upped
the bounty.

Western response to the ayatollah’s decree has been
schizophrenic. The governments of the European Common
Market nations have denounced Khomeini, recalled their
ambassadors from Iran and threatened to isolate it from
the world community. Canada agonized over whether to
ban the book, finally deciding not to.

But the private sector has not been so brave. Publishers
in France, West Germany, Greece, Japan and the United
States quickly collapsed before the stern ayatollah. Star­
ting with Waldenbooks — the largest bookstore chain in the
U.S. — and followed by competitors B. Dalton and Barnes
& Noble, fully a third of the bookstores in this country of
First Amendment free speech have removed “Satanic
Verses” from their inventory for fear of terrorism. Presi­
dent Bush’s silence has not helped.

By caving in to Khomeini’s blackmail, the chain stores
have committed two' extraordinary, egregious offenses:
they have ceded our rights to free intellectual thought to a
radical, 88-year-old dictator whose idea of justice is stoning
women to death for going in public unsuitably garbed, by
Moslem tradition; and they have isolated Salman Rushdie.

If the publishing industry had defiantly and affirmatively
proclaimed its rights it would have served notice that the
West has its own traditions, subject to no one’s censorship.
Instead, it has delivered the opposite message: threaten us
and we will collapse.

Is this precedent the way to protect employees of the
publishing industry? Is this not arms-for-hostages (the
Iran-Waldenbooks affair) transferred to the world of
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man who is morally superior to me.” Rather I said something more like this:

“We live among our family and acquaintances in a kind of moral economy.

Perhaps, we look upon half our friends as morally superior to us, and the

other half as moral inferiors. With politicians, however, it is different.

Politicians may be more splendid than us in many ways: often as studs,

generally as charlatans, frequently as possessors of charisma. They may

even show superior intelligence upon occasion. But we never have to worry

about a politician’s morals, we are fond of them because we know they are

our moral inferiors. May I say that George McGovern left me in a state of

confusion because he was the only major politician I ever met who felt like

my moral superior.”

Let those who do not find Time’s use of quotation offensive recognize

that they are fit subscribers to the old Luce rag.

In no great cheer a

Norman Mailer

72-13

Yale Hill



Norman Mailer
c/o Random House, Inc.
201 E. 5oth Street
New York, N.Y. 10022

R.R. #1; Box 3110
Barre, Vt. 05641
Feb. 27, 1989

Dear Norman:
Enter a voice from 35 years in the past - deeper due to

manhood, and, actually, written, as you can see. (I'm not
sure I could read or write when I last saw you, presumably
in Baltimore around 1955.) I am Bob Lindner's younger son.

I believe my mother and my sister, Marged, have been
in touch with you periodically over the years. I have read
much of your work, but never felt I figured enough in your
past - being a small child and the least of the Lindners when
you and Pop were friends - to impose on you in later years.

This letter will be brief. I am writing to congratulate
you and thank you for speaking out on Slaman Rushdie's right
to think and write, and ours to read what we 1&ish. The initial,
frightened reaction to Iran's murder contract by some governments
and much of the publishing industry was distressing, and
your defiance was a great contribution to turning that
around.

Enclosed is a copy of my small contribution. I am
the editorial page editor and editorial writer for a small
daily newspaper in Vermont, where my brother, Dan, and I
now live. I congratulated myself silently for being
extraordinarily insightful in writing this before the
civilized world began speaking out in similar terms; and
then, the day it was printed, I heard of your scheduled
public reading. Well, if I am more in the mainstream than
I had thought, I'm in good company there with you.

Around the time of your last visit to my father (I
notice now that today is the 34th anniversary of his death)
I became infatuated with Willy Mays, which explains the
name on the masthead of this editorial. However, to many
peope, my mother included, I remain Rick, as signed below
with my fond memories and sincere besi—wishes to you.

Rick Lindner



November 23, 1972

Dear Bette Roth,

Naturally I had to keep thinking of the Education all the while I was

doing The Armies of the Night, but the oddest aspect of it all is that I didn’t

read anything of Adamses since I was in Harvard thirty years ago, and he

was certainly never one of my favorites then, which may enlarge the notion

of literary influence because if ever one book was created by another, one

would have to say The Armies of the Night came out of The Education of

Henry Adams and yet how? All the while I was writing Armies, I kept saying 

to myself “I never even know I liked Adams, I don’t remember a word of his 

and yet it is now obvious I love him.”

In the face of such influence I wonder if we shouldn’t subscribe totzHe 

idea of the wave length. It at least offers us a picture of Adams writhing in 

around.'

celestial bonds^I have got to-base that damn upstart for he is the only one 

Well, good luc^y

Norman Mailer



5717 Oakshire Road

Baltimore 9, Maryland

August 31, 19°2

Dear Norman,

I conveyed your message to Merged and her Bob. Marged
was delighted with it and Bob interested. Bob's parents
live in Westfield, New Jersey, so they will undoubtedly he
in the vacinity of New York at intervals.

I'm going to come up, too. I'm glad to hear you have a
new wife and I want to meet her. My friend Joe has married
children in N.Y. and I’ve been hoping for a long time to find
myself free enough to go with him sometimes when he visits them.

Marged and her husband will be taking PhDs in psychology
at the University of Pennsylvania. They have grants and fellow­
ships and expect to be there for about four years. I’m glad
mostly because it's what they want and partly because they are
closer to Baltimore than they might have been.

Dan and Rick are growing up, too. Dan will enter his second
year at Oberlin next month - destination unknown. Rick is driving
and working and soon to enter 11th grade.

I go to the University of Maryland in the summer and usually
take one course there during the school year. This keeps me
too busy to do many of the other things I’d enjoy, but it is fun.
You may recall that Bob wrote, in PRESCRIPTION FOR REBELLION, that
kids should learn, while young and probably at school, some of
the causes of their own behavior and that of other people. I’m
trying to teach from that point of view and trying to measure
the effectiveness of different methods of teaching such things.
It’s a way of being closer to Bob.

I enjoyed much of your book of poems. Some of it I don't
understand as well as Marged will. I sent her a cops’- yesterday.
I’ve waited a long time for the books. We had to order them,
which surprised me.

Love to you, Norman. Love to you
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To Ronald L. Johnson

Dear Mr. Johnson,

May 7, 1973

Just a quick line to tell you that I read all of Steinbeck, Farrell, Wolfe,

the books which had a major influence on The Naked and the Dead.

Hemingway, Faulkner and Fitzgerald that I could get my hands on at

Harvard in the early forties and so certainly jEhe Grapes of Wrath was one of

Sincerely yours

Norman Mailer

73-5

To John Leonard, The New York Times Book Review

June 15, 1973

Dear John,
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I’m afraid that the most your letter has accomplished is to give me the

pleasure of reading your old review on Marilyn. Indeed I wish I had seen it

while I was writing the book for there are a couple of remarks by Kael and

yourself with which I don’t agree but they bring into focus something I

approached indeed too vaguely perhaps, if from the other direction. It was

true there’s an element of condescension in the way we looked at her and

she did represent “the heroine as the star herself,” but if she was trapped in

these qualities, she also had them. It was always trying to break out,

although somewhat timidly.

Now, as for The Making of the President, 1972fTeddy White is the one

author I can’t review. It would be impossible to criticize him without

wondering, like everybody else, at my self-interest. So it’s thank you very

much, Old Mex but nix. (If you think I’m a good critic, take a look at what I

did on Last Tango^^^^ y

John, I’m also looking forward to my benediction. Could your secretary

call Molly Cook, [...] and confinn that the date is August 19th. That’s my

recollection from a conversation with Russell Lynes.



5717 Oakshire Road
Baltimore 9, Md.
April 21, I960

Dear Norman,

I’m still waiting for your visit and hope it will materialize next
month. I know how busy you’ve been, and you must feel a certoin
satisfaction over the reception of your last book and be busily en­
gaged in writing the next one, which you described so tantalisingly.
Can't wait until you finish it.

The reason I’m optimistic about seeing you in May is that we all
ardently hope you and Adel can come down for the Prisons Awards
meeting in May. On ^hursday, the 19th. I know you’ll be contacted
regarding it but want to add my hope that you'll manage to make it.

There will be a party somewhere after the meeting. Fred can't
give it this year because Jean is about the most pregnant woman
I've ever seen, ily own home isn't large enough, of course, but
someone will certainly have the get-together afterwards. We all
hope you'll be there, and that you’ll stay at our home over night
or over the week-end.

Marged enjoyed her visit with you enormously and gave glowing reports
about the children. I was very impressed because children certainly
aren't the chief source of interest in her life. °he often loafches
(how do you spell it?) them.

De're looking for first-hand information, though. Do try to make it
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73-6

To Susan Mailer

. [YalcliiH]

^Stockbridge,'Massachusetts]^--"''

July 4, 1973

Dear Sue,

I’m laden down with letters right now and so can’t take time off to write

you a real one, but did want to tell you that I’m close to broke right now and |

so can’t send you 1000 bucks for a car. Drop a line to Ethel Light at Si /

Rembar’s office, 19 West 44th Street and tell her I said that you want her to^ )

remind me to send you what you need for a car as soon as a big chunk of_,Xz

money comes in, which could be in three weeks or ten. (The financial

situation is very uncertain right now because I don’t know if Marilyn is

going to make me much or little money, so everything is tricky as hell.

Anyway, honey, forgive the financial brevity of this—I thought you’d like to

. know what your situation is with the car.
/ i z
\Q 1 - Any my news is not vastly different. Marilyn ended up being a pretty

interesting book, I think, and I’d mail a copy to you if I had any certainty it

would reach. Are the mails safe? I still have this perhaps tourist notion that



73 Perry Street.
New York 1U, N.Y.
April 29, I960

Mrs. Robert Lindner
5717 Oakshire Road
Baltimore 9, Maryland

Dear Johnny,

I won’t know for another week or two whether we can

make it to Baltimore for the 19th„ I’ve been working on a play

all winter at The Actors’ Studio., and it's possible we’ll be

having a production on the 23rd and I'll be caught up in re­

hearsals. I'd love to get to Baltimore again and so I’ll try.

Anyway, I'll write you again in a week er two.

Love,
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the central post office in Mexico City looks like the stockyards of Chicago

every promising package disemboweled, with thieves running around like

rats in the lost blood. Clue me if I’m wrong. Incidentally, if you need a

mordida to get you into medical school, let me know about that. For that I’d
A

be willing to borrow money.

Incidentally has any one looked into the possibility that Elizabeth Irwin

might give you a honorary diploma in lieu of these difficulties or did you

simply not spend enough time in their high school? What a frustrating fuck-

up! It’s like the story of your life. You don’t know whether to be mad at

your mother, your father or yourself.

Salud, Chula \ '
> 5

Dad

P.S.QGrandma’s version of the trip was close to yours but don’t you feel

too depressed about it. While she certainly did not have a very good time,

she was lonely without Grandpa and felt it. She looked better when she came

back than I’ve seen her look in a few years, and I think she’s turned a comer.

73-7

To Truman Capote



73 Terry Street
New York lh, N.Y.
May 12, I960

Mrs. Robert Lindner
5717 Oakshire Road
Baltimore 9, Maryland

Dear Johnnie,

At the moment, next week is running away with itself

and I don't think I'll be able to pry ths tine loose to come

down. I will make the effort though and if I can I’ll call

you Wednesday night. At the moment, it looks like Allele will

not be able to join me. On top of all other complications,

the kids got the measles. I’m having ny secretary sign this

for me so it ■■.-.’ill go out right away.

Love,



July 9, 1973

Dear Truman,

That was a good card from you. If I had known how quietly you would

react I might have sent the letter to you instead of to Rolling Stone. In any

case, it’ll be a very small tempest. I must confess my idea that you’re
LKenncft] y

vindictive came from your imbroglio with Tynan year ago. I thought theA b\
case against you wasn’t that good but the spleen you exhibited fortified his

side of the debate, a pity, for he’s a man who is no one I can trust with

anything like a whole heart.

As for the rest, I’m glad we’re still friends. As is obvious from my letter,

I was beginning to wonder.

Have a good summer.

Norman

73-10

To Abbie Hoffman



Mrs. Robert Lindner
5717 Oakshire Road, Baltimore 9, Maryland
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ridge, Mass-.

July 15, 1973

Dear Abbie,

There’s much to think about in your letter. The Fifth Estate has been 

lingering ever since that indifferent beginning I gave it. We have some

interesting contacts and the possibility o^a merger no less, even though our

assets, spiritually or economic are zilch. I guess it’s our glamour!

Given your plans, I think we ought to sit down and talk. You have, of

course, something different in mind and the likelihood I expect, is that we

can work in parallel and help each other from time to, time for our immediate

aims are different. As I understand it, you and Jerry.and Stu want to start ‘

exploring some of the black magic and shit-kicking that’s been laid on the

Left in recent years—a mind boggier, once we find out how much of our

history has been written by the CIA and that’s a job that’s got to be done and

you three are the ones to do it if anyone can. I see something separate for the

Fifth Estate, to wit, a foundation as respectable as we can make it, given the

essential wickedness of the enterprise and run by somebody of national

reputation. Our function would be exactly to be respectable, that way if we

ever got the real scenario on something, others would listen to us. This

problem of respectability is immense. The Committee to Investigate
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Assassinations, for example, has done a lot of work and possesses real

information but they have no clout with the media because of earlier

mistakes and can’t get anywhere. Well, much to talk about. Give my regards

to Dwight and Gloria and know that I look forward to our next meeting.

Give my best to Jerry and Stu, say hello to Anita and have a good 

summer,

Salud/x^

Norman

73-11

To Laura Adams

Dear Laura,

z /
_ ZYalenm^

—Stockbridge, Mass-.- ''

August 3, 1973

Once again I’m writing on the run. For I’m trying to get though weeks

and weeks of accumulated mail before going on a huckster’s trip for

Marilyn. And so all the pertinent questions you ask will once again be

answered over the shoulder. You inquire “where then does ambition come



Mrs. Robert Lindner
5717 Oaltshire Road, Baltimore 9, Maryland
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from if not from a strong sense of one’s own identity?” and that goes to the

heart of several questions including many little theories on personality. In

brief, I suppose one cannot speak of ambition without identity unless there’s

some belief in karma, in ambition as a general force without the particularity

of a firm identity. Of course, identity then becomes some species of rooting

of the soul in a particular existence. Perhaps an equation is pressing itself or

a functional relationship—to wit, wherever we find large ambition without

much sense of identity the tendency to suicide must be present since the 

psyche is rooted as much in future or previous existences in the present.

You see what large questions you initiate.

Well, we’ll have a chance to talk about the other matters you raise in

October. As for the Phil Donahue Show, I’ll be happy to do it if it makes

sense for you or for the Wright State program, or whatever. If there’s no

such reason to do it than I’d just as soon pass it by, so for that reason let me

leave the decision with you.

Laura, it will be fun to see you and your husband again. Let me wish you

a good summer for the interim and give my regards to Bob Lucid when you

see him. He’s one of my dearest friends.

Cordi'

Norman





Mrs. Robert Lindner
5717 Oakshire Road, Baltimore 9, Maryland
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72-35

To Lamed G. Bradford

Dear Ned:

^627-eomrnerciaT

April 11, 1972

Here are the items. Since 1967 I have had 5 books published. Four:

a

Moon, and The Prisoner of Sex have all won National Book Award

nominations/hnd the Pulitzer Prize. Why Are We In Vietnam? is thought by

number of critics to be my best novel. I also cooked up and directed three 

films: Wild 90, Beyond the Law, and Maidstone. I also ran for mayor in the

Democratic primary in 1969. Since almost without exception the pieces in

Existential Errands were written during this period, I thought it might be of

interest to Fred and Eleanor when they are sending out publicity.

As ever,

Norman



’ . ■ ■ ......
.'onday, 17 September 19>u

Present reret Mrs. Lindner, Mr. Weisgal, Mr. Abrahaas, Mr. fish, Mr. Laserow
and l'r. Cielonka

The nesting was turned over to Mr. leiegal for discussion of the proposed
constitution. The suggestions for chan-e nade at the last meeting at which this
constitution was discussed were reviewed and particular attention was pali
meeting to the statements of the purposes of the Foundation and to describing the
relationship between the Advisory Committee, formerly the Professional Committee,
and the hoard of Trustees. The six members present unanimously approved the consti­
tution in the form arrived at in this meeting. Copies of the constitution will be
available at tho October mo'-’tir^.

A report on the Professional Committee given by fir. Zielonka showed varied
opinions among the momb-ro of t.cat co wittcc n tj th".’Lar ;:ro to bn
recommended to the qoard for this year. It •? :«• (1) r. ■ lelonk
contact the snl of the cos ittee ■ ...’: ' .

' fie .. endation and that this be done as so Lej (2) estimation
of the time necesu ry to sake all the arrangements for two meetings sponsored by
the i o indatlon is that if the reco'znendation-.. the car.'.irtr.ie cl-d by
October 1, 1956, that the actual lectures be le< for ....
-r. . t ■.? '■ '.s t det 13 . d ■ i
such . ro .. .. . concluded I lai. .. ■ ? s can 1 : c .. 1 - ■
t- at multi point to a s icces-.d’il •; ~.

The next meeting of the Foundation Will be held the second 1 onday in Octet
at a place as yet undesignatod to which all Mnb
eludes all who .I-:.'.-. : sr aade finan ial ■: it  .•■ nvited. at
time ;-ho constitution will be presented to the .rahip a r. yoi’t on T.he
activities oi the .Advisory Committee and cho ’■•k.sJ c-.ei of tho bob.srt
i’oundution ill be described and possibly avail ole.

.... f...

■ZtAPP

ij. - a , ... ■■■■■■'
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72-5

To Dotson Rader

Dear Dotson,

You’ve got to be crazy. You warn me to get rid of “the hangers-on, the

parasites, the leeches, the celebrity freaks, the ball-cutters, the ass-lickers,

the old-before-their-time, the second-raters, the frauds, the too easy. That’s

my advice,” when as you know perfectly well the worst guy I’ve run into in

the last six months has been your own decrepit Tennessee Williams who

all over Why Are We in Vietnam?, which, of course, was a huge jgoon to

Bishop Moore and doubtless did you lots of good too. You can tell

Tennessee that with all the cocks he has sucked all his life you’d think he

could put a professional cork in his mouth from time to time. Yeah, pass it

on word for word, you’re an accurate fellow, and I hope you make some

money on your book because you owe me $300.

Cheers,

April 28, 1972

shit

Norman



■’otion was mads to the effect of inviting people other than Board members to the
nr-zb --:?tir.g to be held next rnek at this ties. This was voted dov.n, one for-fivc against.

Ur. Fish moved that the first meeting in October be open to ell ir.er’.bcrs of the
Foundation. This -as agreed upon unanimously.

A motion was made for i»r. Little, ^rs. Sterling and Dr. Lindner to be invited to
the next meeting. This was not even seconded.

-ration \ as rode, seconded and unanimously arried to close the meeting.

Respectfully, submitted:

,’ZsAP?

J..... . . ' .
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72-27

To Eiichi Yamanishi

Dear Eiichi,

Once again I’m rushing through mail in an attempt to answer all the

letters I have kept to think about, but I’m off to Maine in a few days for the

summer and so letters which should be long are not. (My address,

incidentally, after June 5 will be simply Sorrento, Maine 04677.) There I

hope to do a little more work on my novel although soon enough I’ll be on

my way to Miami and the Democratic Convention. Eiichi, if McGovern wins

the nomination I think we’re going to see the most exciting American

election in my memory, and while Nixon will be the favorite, McGovern

will prove no Goldwater and easily could win for there is a new mood in

America these days. Naturally, I do not think that if he wins, heaven is here.

McGovern represents not only many of the idealistic and radical elements of

American politics, but also the more sophisticated aspects of technology and



Robert Lindner Foun’a ■ ion

Lanutos

Eontl 10 September 1956

Members present: L'r. Abrahams, Kr. Rosen, Mr. Fish, Lrs. Lindner, Mr. Laserow
L’r. eisgal, Or. Pollack, Dr. .ielonka.

The minutes of the last meeting were read. There was a discussion as to whether
or not a decision had been made at the last meeting to invit? persons interested in
the Foundation to this Foard meeting. Mrs. Lindner felt that Lt k id been decided to
invito ; r. Little and Mrs. Sterling, Mr, -isk 1 11 decisii u b md« to
invite these persons to some future meting but not this one in particular. Mr. Fish
reported that his reply to a letter sent by Dr. iarold Lindner was th: t this evenings’
meting v;as only for Poard members and that It. Lindner would bo invited to a later
meeting.

A suggestion was made by Dr. Pollack And agreed upon by others that the minutes
of these Board meetings contain all decisions made by the Board and that all of the

•• Is are i n cessary. I e a plea for B of ■ ' ~ ■ a«

Dr, Pollack suggested that we have a general mafoership
future. At that time the constitution will he presented to the members as well as the

Tn '.1 ■ . r ‘■ .v:. ■ '■ / : ■ . ■ o

-re. Lindner discussed progress in creating the •■iiblication, Th? on-car-; or 'list.
-..j title was discussed and changed to ;ewslet- ?r the -rb Lij&'.i- oan-y.ion.

lowrr ,■ Tinting price was obtained by - r.':. 1’n.'nar thru the cooperation of -rs. Johnson.
Tha Foard -jive lira. Lindner carpi to authorit' to o ahead with the i-uwslnttcr, planning
it's content, ohtainir." a feature and having it printed, .-'..e assipacd .articles to various
members of the .board with the request that they al: b .• completed by next k'onuay evening.

A prospective list of sponsors is urgently request d by r. ■ ollack. ’fe was
requested by the Chairman to solicit every member for their suggestion un.i to obtain
them within two days.

The rofessional Committee report was made by Dr. ielonka. rc presented the
committee with the prospect of Dr. Reik presenting tv..> lectures in lialtimore, taken

the book which Dr. Reik is now completing. The Board was requested to evaluate
this in term of it's administrative and financial feasibility. Several members of the
Tofessional 60inmitt"e are still out of the country and .t tc- b: consulted before this
is to be considered a definite proposal of the corriittee, A staterent of the conditions
written by Dr. Reik was read to the Board. This was unanimously accepted with the
following conditions: (1) that the subject material be presented as indicated, and in
non-technical language; (2) it is ^referred that the lectures be given in two consecutive
evenings, preferably Tuesday And Bednesdij and in the first or second week of November;
(3) the Board is pleased to o fwr < Lk (700.(X In e: uses these two lectures;
(1 ; oi • scially desirous of having the book being written by Dr, eik ■
the statement of it’s being under the auspices of the Fobert Lindner Foundation.

■- Chairman of the two meetings with Dr. Reik is to be s’>. ested by a committee,
■; cor-.ittee is composed of rs. Lindner, r. Abrahams, and Dr, ielonka.

Tho Chairman is to appoint a cor itt/e t investigate the tire in the first two
~et-kr. ■' '-mbt-r that will be most liable to fin.) >eople . ree to core f. the lecture serie
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as we know, they are determined to make a rational state even if they kill us.

But it’s important, I think, for McGovern to win, if only to carry the disease

to a higher level, if only to bring people face to face with the paradox that

solutions to the problems of society must be not only rational but magical.

Well, I’ll say no more for now except to tell you that I wrote 30,000 new

words on the novel in May and now must have a total of 60,000 altogether.
A

Yet it is nothing, perhaps a tenth of what the final book will be, and I do not

know if I am satisfied with what I have done—the writing may have gone 

What a tragic life. A writer of the left is always mired in ideological 

pollution, but those novelists of the right have lives so filled with dread.

Well, this has to be one of the most poisonous epochs of history. Let us hope 

we both have a good summer.

too quickly. Well, we have years of work on this book.
' \ |7 S> <A (1 Fife l

Dear friend, your remarks on Kawabata were read with great interest.

My yoroshiku to your family.

Warmly,

Norman

P.S. I will ask Little, Brown to send you a copy of Existential Errands.

Incidentally, the piece which runs from pages 265-268 is a hoax, as you will

be the first to recognize. All the quotes are, of course, from myself.



907 Latrobe Building

Bakua orc-2, .Maryland
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72-29

To John Leonard

Dear John,

We all know the Times is still living in 1951 and wouldn’t print Fuck

You to save the State of Israel. Nonetheless, expurgation must never suck. If 

you will look at the fourth column of Mel Watkins’ review “No Name in the

Street”, New York Times Book Review, May 28, you will come across the 

following:

‘And perhaps because Baldwin and the civil-rights movement had 

demanded from Americans ‘a generosity, a clarity, and a nobility which they 

did not dream of demanding from themselves’ or perhaps because of his 

promise of an apocalypse in The Fire Next Time or because of Mailer’s 

explication of that presumably harsher ‘judgment’ for which one looks 

throughout the remainder of the book;

admonition that Baldwin “seems incapable of saying—^yyou,” it is the 



Mr. Norman Mailer
252 Fulton Street
Brooklyn -1, IJen York
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The American Condition is that rarest of modem intellectual works, a

book of high ambition taking on all the major American political and social 

problems with fascinating insights, examples, paradoxes, apercus, and

anecdotes on every page. After one reading I am not so certain I’ve come

across an intellectual work in some years whose real evaluation eludes me

more. I do not know if it is first cousin to a great book or a magnificent

example of the super-stimulation of passing perception, but by whatever

measure, I expect it is a work whose value, profundity, generosity and

insight intellectuals will be arguing over on many an evening this year.

Norman Mailer

74-6

To Mickey Knox

Dear Mickey,

[Yale Hill] 

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts] ’ "q

March 25, 1974

A lot of news here, and curiously good and bad at the same time. For 

months I’ve been working out an arrangement with Little Brown for huge
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Has low vitality.
Average intelligence, but very clever at
turning and changing with each situation.
Opportunistic.
Definitely not a man of principles.
Loves luxury.
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contract which would enable me to write my big novel which is going to

run—and this is even stated in the contract—for 500,000 to 700,000 words,

to be written over the next five, or six years: for which in turn Little Brown

will pay me a sum, over the whole, of one million smackers. Not a bad

contract, but ironically it actually comes in at less than my going word rate,

which is probably up to about two dollars a word now, from publishers for a

single book. At any rate, it was certainly nothing to complain about and I

was happy with it because it would give me a little stability in my

professional life, with a chance to really dig in and see if I can write this

book that I’ve been talking about for all this period.

But lo and behold the word gets out. Not from Little Brown, not from

me (I suspect the Meredith office wasn’t necessarily trying to keep it the

biggest secret in the

'--world, since they come off looking good in the deal) and it hit the Times.

Now everybody thinks of me as a no-good rat-fuck millionaire who’s going,

since the story was of course not quite precise in all its details, to pick up his

cool million by sitting on his ass for half a year. And people I’ve owed

money to for eighteen months were on the phone before dark. The thing I

regret in it all is that we could each think of 10 or 15 good American writers

(obligatorily I must include Mr. Vidal in this list) who earn considerably



others,, but generous, even indulgent
toward himself,,
Highly egocentrico
Accomplishes an enormous output® This
person is "made of iron«"
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more than I do per word, per year, per decade, and their fucking finances are

never anyone’s interest. God, it bums my ass. Now everybody is walking

around saying there’s Mailer the radical who sold out. It isn’t that I mind

what people say, it’s just that a general increase at this point in the average

animosity toward me is something that the ether might not quite be able to

bear up under, and I don’t want it to cave in on me, you know what I mean

pal.

unstable fashion. It’s true as you say that you caught the brunt of it during

your trip, and for that what can I say? There have been many years when

you and me just haven’t had too much good luck together, and perhaps it’s a

testament to our friendship that, whenever we do see each other on those 

As for the rest, everything goes more or less well.

Unstable situations tend sometimes to stabilized

rare occasions, either you’re in a slump or I’m in one, and yet somehow we 

just boob along and remain friends. Two, cheers for us.

As for the trip to Tunis, you’re the rat—fuck. When I think of all the ' • V. ’ r

things you promised me over the years that never materialized! I know you

will here raise an eyebrow and say, that-things, when did I promise? Vm 4------ ‘

only kidding. Still, if I ever get to Rome, by myself, and we’re talking about 

this and thinking about it, let’s do remember Tunis. Something like that
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happiest thing is to get a man who has more virile worth than himself and

slowly torture that virility out of him. So I’m dubious that any property that

he considers of any value whatsoever is going in any way to pass over to you

unless he figures he can double the torture by putting a screw up your ass,

and I mean a metal screw, over the next six months to a year. Watch yourself

around him. Don’t ever trust in his good will. It may be there and if it is, I’ll

be pleased for you. I really believe that, and I will admit that for once I was

wrong about Vidal. But I think if you go in forewarned, the double-cross, if

and when it comes, will be less painful.

Anyway, keep working, and I’ll give half a cheer to myself. I’ve finally

written you a letter which is two—thirds decent. Is'''""'"

Love,

Norm

74-9

To Edward Meadows, Incessant Correspondence Corp.

[YaleHillf

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts]
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Dear Ed,

May 12, 1974

You sure write a good letter. I’m glad you liked the/(Graffiti” piece. It

was necessarily cut for Esquire, since the publisher of the book, Praeger,

didn’t want any magazine to print the entire piece, so as a result about 3,000

words are missing, most of that an interview with Lindsay which was kind

of interesting and fills what I felt was a vacuum in the Esquire version.

Incidentally, I went back there because the former editor, Harold Hayes,

whom I disliked so much I once invited to put on the gloves (to which he

responded that he wouldn’t do that but he’d play a set of tennis with me)—

you can see why I dislike him—had finally left the mag and there was a new

guy there who people told me was more or less sympathetic, so, since they

were paying what was a good fee for them, I decided to start relations with

them again. Now I understand in the new issue Arnold Gingrich, who is a

pretty old man, is glowering in a comer about my presence. Esquire will

remain Esquire. As for the rest, Ed, don’t think you got to defend a

millionaire. The money for that big novel is on a pay-as-you-go scheme. In

other words, as I write the book, I’ll get paid. And since the thing is going to

take about seven years and come to 700,000 words, that is why the figure is

up that high. And if there’s a runaway inflation in this country, I’m fucked.
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Nr. Norman Mailer
320 E. 55 Street
Nev.r York, New York

Dear Norman:

Except for a very nice and warm letter thanking me for appearing as
a speaker, I have not heard anything from Baltimore or from Philip
Jylie since my return here. I am still a little confused about the
situation, intellectually and also emotionally. The memory of Sob
is very dear to me, and I really ..ant to do everything I can to per­
petuate it in the best possible manner. Please do keep me advised
about your stand and your opinion in this matter.

I very much enjoyed meeting you and your wife. It is one of the pen­
alties of having a well-established outfit here that most of my time
has to be spent in the wilderness of the ..'est Coast; and the fact
that this fate is self-imposed and self-inflicted does not detract
from the cruelty' of it.

In order to demonstrate this point even more drastically, you prom­
ised to send me a copy of The Deer Park, with an enthusiastic inscrip­
tion. I hate to remind you of it, but I have to because I want to
have the book—and the inscription.

After this poetic reiteration (European literature is notable for its
use of emphatic stress), I will just reiterate also that it was won­
derful meeting you and talking to you. Let's do it again soon.

Please do let me hear from you.
Corral ly,

HitrW

Frederick J. Hacker, M. D.

FJII:dm

"Fit (tout ,



always the right one. It’s a mess. In fact, it’s the secret reason there are so

few novelists who can really do it and stay alive doing it.
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I had to laugh at that story you wrote of the fellow to whom I

recommended that he give up writing and take up I

boxing. It amuses me because there’s no truth to it. Guys are always telling

stories about meetings with me which never took place. For instance, a

friend of mine told me how once at a party a fellow came up to her and told

her that he’d had the following dialogue with me. He’d said 1^second-rate

writer and a fifth—rate philosopher, at which point I’d hauled off and 1i—"

thrown a punch at him which he’d easily ducked, and he then said, and a

sixth-rate boxer. Naturally I’d never met that guy either. What I’d like to do

is meet up with these guys on a night when they’re feeling wrong and I’m

feeling right.

Ed, keep working on this. It’s really exciting to take the gamble you’re

taking, and I think it’s going to go. As I’ve said from time to time, make sure

you send it to me when you’re done. I do want to look at it.

Cheers,

Norman



Dr. Robert Lindner
907 LatroLc Building
Baltimore - 2, Maryland
Pi lone, Saratoga 7-0690o

August 10, 1955

Dear Norman,

I have been hoping to hear from you about whether the
book is at last out of the way, and what your plans are.
Will you please let me know where you will be for the
next few weeks.

I write this hastily because vie are in the midst of all
sorts of things connected with the moving on Monday.
The play, by the way, is off — the ’’author'1 turned in a
ghastly job and so another one of my projects has fallen
on its rump.

I am most anxious to learn how things are with you and
hope you will find the time soon to drop me a note.

Love to both of you from all of us,

Mr. Norman Nailer
320 East 55 Street
Nev/ York, New York
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Dear Dick,

I go through the bends writing blurbs, but this I guess is the nearest I can

come to an evaluation which will serve for you without gushing all over the

place. If your publishers wish to cut it, that’s all right with me, but I’d like

them to show the rare courtesy of indicating how and where they’re going to

make the cuts. Incidentally, I’d recommend to you that you do that for

everyone whose blurb you get because it creates good will and the opposite

causes a quiet rancor to build in people who begin as your champion. For

purposes of passing it around, I’ll put the blurb on another page.

Hope all is well.

Cheers, love,

Norman

P.S. When I speak of their cutting what I say, I naturally

don’t mean to take the blurb and pull out of it “a great book.” It seemed to

me that the shading and the plus and minus evaluation would create more

interest in a reader since in effect I’m inviting him to make up his own mind

than if I just came out with straight pluses. But if there’s any trouble with the

blurb, as I say, we can try to reshape it to a more all-around satisfaction.

[Blurb]



Dr. RoLcrt Lindner
907 LatroLc Building
Baltimore - 2, Marvlaml
Plionc, Saratoga 7-0690

May 6, 1955

Dear Norman,

I'm leaving for Los Angeles on Tuesday. I'll be there
until the 15th at the Beverly-V/ilshire, then I'm going
on to Palm Springs for a couple of days rest, returning
to Baltimore on the 19th.

Meanwhile, I've been frantically active. But nothing
has panned out. The column fell through — I was told
that if I didn't want to write the kind of thing they
originally x'equested (a "Tommy jerks off - what should I
do" business) they're bowing out. So that's it — and
while I'm somewhat disappointed, I'm trying to feel it's
for the best.

At the same time I've been active re-writing the lectures.
When I return from L.A., I'll be putting all my time in
on the lectures, revising them for January publication.

If you want me to see anyone in L.A., call me Monday
night. I'm leaving early Tuesday.

I miss you like hell and hope you will arrange to get
here before you leave for the Coast in June. The chances
of our getting a vacation this year are slim — in order
to pay for the new house and to get settled in it, I'll
have to forego a summer rest. Hence the couple days in
Palm Springs.

Write to me J

Yours



getting together.

Cheers,

131

Norman

75-32

To Helen Gurley Brown, Editor, Cosmopolitan

[YaleHill]"

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts J-"

May 13, 1975

Dear Helen,

You write a good strong letter so I’m going to answer you in kind, and

as frankly.

Interviews have never been agreeable to me because they always take

much longer than you think they will and so no matter what one’s paid for

them, and one’s never paid enough, they always take more time than a

normal magazine piece would. I do them once in a while because the

interviewer is a friend or I like the questions. On this one, I must tell you

that the questions weren’t agreeable, in fact they irritated me. I’ve always

hated the question which takes 1% out of the interviewer and 99% out of the



Dr. RoLcrt Lindner
9-D, LatroLc Apartments
Baltimore - 2, -Maryland
Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690

(•

December 27, 19'V

Dear Norman:

I had hoped by now to have some word from Jew York
so that I could make definite plans about conin'-: up. I want to
let you know, since I feel that you are very likely holding off
your skiing vacation until you hear from me, and I am sorry
I can't tell you exactly when I'll be there. I'll call or
wire as soon as they tell me.

I continue to be fascinated with your Journal and hope
that you will send me pieces of it from time to time. As I
wrote the other day, parts of it arc utterly brilliant, but I
certainly wish you knew more about things like "death instinct",
psychoanalysis, etc. Despite your amazing penetration, there
are large gaps in some of the academic groundwork which render
some of the things you have to say invalid, or at least
just pretty-sounding rather than profound. They could be the
latter with only a small amount of effort on your part. You
realise, of course, that I am not speaking of pedantry, but
merely of groundwork or background, so that your- poetic insights
will have strong roots. I am still fascinated by -our saint­
psychopath equation and its significance. Also, the material on
music — coming.from you with your former pretensions about
tone deafnesS'-r»£* great.

I am returning also here the first three pages of the
original manuscript of DEERPARK. I can only say that I am glad
that you abandoned this in favor of the book you did write. I,y
the way, if there is an extra manuscript of DEERPARK lying
around, I would love to have it — if not to keep, at least for
a few weeks.

You'll hear from me very soon, and meanwhile, much love,

i or:
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73-12 /

To Elia Kazan (

\ =f¥al'rffrHt

\ Stockbr-idge^dass:

August 3, 1973

Dear Gadge,

I know what you mean about the bond. I remember the first time we met

I wanted to hate you because of political predispositions and had the sinking,

feeling “Oh shit, I like this guy.” Anyway, I’m up in Stockbridge. I live here

most of the year now and if you’re ever in the area, for godsakes let me

know. My phone is'LiS - 298—38.^2 ’

If you get a chance to read Marilyn I hope you’ll enjoy it. Arthur is livid

over my portrayal of him. I must be innocent for I was surprised at his

reaction.

See you soon, I hope.

Cheei

Norman
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mystical remark, unless we simplify it down to the notion that good work

can become an end in and of itself. If you have a taste for karma you can

then be certain the reward will be found by way of one existence or another

and if there is no karma at least we end up with the dignity of good

shoemakers, not everybody rates that.

Regards to your wife and family.

Norman

73-28

To Norman Rosten

Dear Norman,

■fftrlr Ilillj^

.-_Sia&khddge. Mass?

August 17, 1973

Your humor is so beautiful that I’ve finally lost the point where I know 

the gloves for a TV show between us? Step out of yourself, my boy and see 

it from my point of view. If I dominate you while boxing or even worse hurt 

you, my publicity will reek—“Bully Boy Mailer Bludgeons Underpaid

when you’re putting me on. Can t be that you were serious about putting on 



-2.
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Writer Eight Years His Senior.,” On the other hand, if you ever make me

look bad what have I left but Hara-Kaki cf India? What I suspect is that

you’re so furious at me that you want to hit mand you want to do it fairly.

Fair enough. You’re hereby invited to come up to Maine for a visit where

I’ll be for the next four weeks or to Stockbridge and we can put on the

gloves and box as long as you want. I love boxing. I’m an old club fighter. I 

get mad when they miss. „

As for the rest, I’m glad you set me straight on the Parr show and I think

that the friends who advise you to attack me stink. What the fuck is going on 

anyway? Look, old boy, I don’t know your gripe. I tried months ago to get

you on Cavett. They didn’t want to do it. In turn, I got into that shit storm
/A ...

witlrZolotow. I needed all the TV time I had to defend myself. Believe me,

I’ve not been trying to shut out your book. Can’t you recognize that the mere

fact that of my book, with the attention it’s drawn to Marilyn, is going to

multiply interest in your paperback. People who aren’t going to put up the

twenty dollars for my tome will now take a look at the Untold Story on the a

racks and when they do they’re likely to buy it. Surely you can recognize j

that is the fundamental publicity of them all. As for more money, I think

two-fifty was fair, as indeed I’ve already told you but if you’re still unhappy

about it, why don’t you call Harold Roth at Grosett & Dunlap, 689-9200.





For all I know, he may increase it a bit. But that, at any rate, is up to you. I

invite you to a duel with Head skiis at six paces.

89

Norman

73-18

To Philip Nobile, Esquire

,.[j¥ale,Hill] -

StockbridgerMass?'"

September 20, 1973

Dear Mr. Nobile,

I’m trying to catch up with back mail so this will not be discursive but

bing, bing, bing, to the point.

.^Silvers works, I believe, on the premise that feuds, or at any rate literary <_

feuds, dissolve in time and so without making a great deal of it, he had
r- boo

invited me every now and then to do something for the Hew York Review,~^^
A

once specifically I remember he wanted me to do a review of EJ^Topo.

Finally, with Last Tango in Paris I agreed after seeing the film. Silvers and I 

have been perfectly ready to talk with one another over the past several years

at cocktail parties and besides I’ve come to the grudged conclusion that
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willy-nilly the New York Review was the best literary magazine around, or at

least the most interesting for someone like myself so I don’t think Bob had

to twist my arm very hard. Since they also do a fine job editorially, full of

cooperation without ever leaning—the exact opposite of my experience at

Esquire, as you can perhaps testify by now—I did not hesitate to offer them 

a part of Marilyn. As for being “together again”, my name is not likely to 

simply can’t afford to get sidetracked much longer f;:& the novel I hope to 

appear in the Review that often. Not from animus however, so much as that I 

pick up again and criticism can often catch me up for a surprising amount of

73-22

To Katharine Graham

--[XaleJTlih

r-[SteekbridgerNfess4.

October 27, 1973



nullin'
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To Frank Crowther

[StockbridgerMassnchusetts-]

January 17, 1974

correspondence, since I’m always 50 to 100 brief replies back from where I 

Dear Frank,
a ~—— ----

Once again just a notj^answer your letter which was enjoyable as hell to

read, but I’m in of those omnibus bags I get into every time I pick up 

ought to be so can hardly return in kind .some of the little pleasures you pass
/ ' f—

on by way of the envelope. I will say in passing I .was stuck with Elaine .

using you as a go-between to get me back in her graces. Shit, I made it 

perfectly clear to her that all she has to do is apologize to me and the kid and 

everything will be cool again. She knows she acted badly and when I wrote

once and told her that in response to a feeler from her she wrote back and
/

scribbled across the face of the letter “Mr. Boring.” Which of course is

exactly my own private view of myself, you know how things are. No, fact
/

is she’s a cross between a sow and a mule and won’t face into the unpleasant 

reality that she acted very badly indeed, including giving the story to Earl

Wilson on the following day. So don’t work too hard at patching it with her 

because I think the way I feel now I’d rather help some friends to start a



Dr. Robert Lintlncr
9-D, L.itrol>c Apartments
B altimorc - 2, M.itylnntl
Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690

October 8, 1954

Dear Norman,

I an hurrying to answer your letter so that you will receive it
when you arrive in Arkansas.

Look, pal, as much as I want to see you, and as eagerly as I have been
awaiting your homecoming, I am going to have to tell you to stay aWaX
from Baltimore until I get back from California. This has nothing to
do with your having violated parole: it is simply because I am in
a dreadful and continuous stew with work, and if you corie down even
for one night, it is going to throw me off the rails when my only
hope lies in staying on them continuously, .'.Iso, when you’re here
I like to be alert and not distracted — which I will certainly be
the rest of this month. The situation is pretty serious. I am
committed for five lectures in Los Angeles, each of which should run
to about an hour and a half, and they have to be written before the
27th of October, since I go to Philadel Ilia that night to speak at
sone meetings, and then return just in time to pick up my bags and
catch the plane on Saturday, October 30th for Los Angeles.

I have completed one of the lectures and am only half-way through the
second, and time is running out on me. .iy working day for two weeks
now has averaged about nineteen hours. You would think that during
a few of them I could make some progress with ;w writing, but I
haven't been able to get moving at all, and the thing goes slowly
and painfully. I have always been an exceptionally slow writer, but
this beats the limit. If I get 1,000 ..ords a day on paper, I rejoice,
but most of the time I suffer mental constipation and can hardly
squeeze out a paragraph after pounding my duff for hours and hours.

I know you will understand this, Norman. However, I hope that you
can make arrangements to come down just as soon as we return from
Los Angeles, .ie'll be back in Baltimore on the 12th of November.
Let's plan now for you to cone dorm for a long weekend during the week
after we arrive home. Let's make this definite. Inform me by a
card or somehow as soon as you receive this letter that you do
understand why I am asking you to postpone your visit, and confirm
my suggestion of the week after November 12th.

Love,

i.'r. llortnan bailor
Gwaltney

1929 Caldwell Street
Conway, Arkansas
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restaurant and ruin her.

Now and again I get to New York for more than a,day or two at a time

Cheers,

food, or whatever. Hope your skin-is getting back into the notion that the

proper attitude for skin is.,tb be domicile, man. And keep working on that ‘
s' A

book. You are pissing away a fine style with your good letters.

r meeting for a drink, someand when that happens I’ll look forward to 

•Norman

74-15

To Richard Poirier

Dear Dick,

[YaieHiHJ"

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts^

February 2, 1974

I happened to come across a piece by you in the Listener, Nov. 8th, titled 

“Norman Mailer’s Necessary Mess,” and was impressed with the fact that 

we are beginning to share the same vice. You tof dear Richard, are beginning 

to repeat yourself. You too are getting sloppy. I refer—how my vanity is



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrol>c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, aryl an J
Piione, Saratoga 7 - 0690

September 22, 1954

Oh Man —

..hat a mistake J

A million pardons — two million... From now on I'll
stick to Yiddish.

Of course the picture is you — it even shows your chronic
need of a haircut. But, Horman, Bombito Macho, let not your new­
found heroic instinct betray you into a horn up your ass.

California is definitely set up. We leave on Octobei’ 30th,
will be in L.A. one week (three public lectures, two seminars and
lots of martinis — also one press interview, one cockball party, and
whatever I can forage from the bleak and hungry countryside bordering
on the Beverly-Wilshire Hotel.). On the way back, we plan to spend
three or four days in Las Vegas. (P.S. send me, pronto, the famous
Mailer formula for confounding the gaming table). Here I shall rest
from my Hollywood labors.

Any chance, comrade, of you and the Queen of First Avenue
coming along? jojning us somewhere?

If I didn't feel already shattered by your reaction to that
word (which, by the way, and quite seriously, has another and quite
endearing connotation) I'd like to go to the mat with you — here and
now — on two small matters: first, the self-winding man; second,
what you call my mystique of totalitarianism. The Deutscher symposium
was, as you say, stimulating but, in my thought, superficial. Trouble
with it (and everything like it) is that it neglects the third dimension
of history. You, yourself, oh fighter of the bulls, gave me confirmation
of this in your enthusiasm for the Herling book, which documents so
much of what I've written.

The piece on Heisman — I hope you've done the job that's
been begging so long. His fancy and, for the most part, half-assed
sociology should be ripped wide open. It has sour roots in Prussian
idealism, rationalistic psychology, and a latter-day humanism with vague
eastern-ethical prophetical-evangelistic sources. (Vihew! what a
semantic mish-mash!) Hark me, pal, it's a lot of lie-down-and-take-it
faggdtry. In short, chicken-shit — and it takes no one no place.

Listern, waver of the cape, how about either stopping by
on your way north, or damping your baggage in N.Y. and chasing down here
at once? It will be too long to wait to see you till after our return
from the Coast. And, anyhow, I. hope to have my lectures written ("'lease
God) by then and would like to have your criticisms. Meanwhile, oh
weilder of the bright and blood-burnished_blade, a word of gr.-.cioua
forgiveness from you to
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75-1

To Cybill Shepherd

Dear Cybill,

fftrle-Hrll

[Stock-bridge,-Massachusetts]------

February 18, 1975

You said in your letter to me that I gave you a kind look as I was

leaving, and I’m glad if I did because I like you and have always understood

why Peter is in love with you. In truth, you’re a marvelous creation and for

the best of reasons. Which is that you are always yourself. A small and 

disappointing compliment to someone your age, but 20 years from now if

you happen to think of what I’ve said you’ll understand it better because the

story of everyone who begins as themself (and there are not so many when

all is said) is that they spend most of the years of their life falling in danger

of losing that fine quality of being just themselves, and can look back 

afterward with the recognition that they succeeded or failed in keeping

themselves intact, and can even measure what happened to them by that

guide.



9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, .Maryland
Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690

March 20, 1954

Dear Norman,

We are all very anxious to see you on
Thursday. And hope nothing interferes with your
plans to visit.

I have even provided myself with a deck
of Tarot and am looking forward to being instructed
in the ancient art as well as matching you drink
for drink after' you get here.

The best way to come is to follow route
40 through Baltimore and do not leave it until,
at the other side of town (after it has again
become a dual highway) you come to a light and
a sign at Ingleside Avenue. Here you make a
left-hand turn and stay on Ingleside (which changes
to Bloomsbury) until you can go no further. You
will then make a sharp right-hand turn onto
S. Rolling Road. Cur house will be about 1/4 of
a mile from the place at which you turned, on
the right, # 409.

Yours,

Mr. Normen Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York -3, New York
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Having thus constructed this high and pontifical bridge merely to assure

you that the compliment was of inestimable value, let me also tell you that I

liked your performance in Daisy Miller and liked a great deal of the movie,

particularly the sense of history. Peter has a superb sensjmuance when t

dealing with period. He recovers whole pieces of the past. Still I thought

there was something wrong with the movie and I couldn’t say what. Maybe

the fault goes back to James. The picture didn’t have as much power over

me as it should have, and I don’t know quite why. If I had been a critic, I

would have given it a mixed review. It’s odd, I usually know what I like or

don’t like in a film. Anyway, we will probably all have a chance to talk

about it when you’re in New York again, so let’s look forward to a drink on

that.

Cheers,

Norman

P.S. The picture of me in the ice-cream suit was nice, but wait till you see

the photos in the second issue. What the media lift up, they cast down. On

that we can count.



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-0, LatroLc Apartments
B allimorc - 2, MacylnnJ
Pltone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

March 3, 1954

Dear Norman,

I am hastening to answer your letter since!
want you to get it before you leave on your trip. Unfortunately
1 am going to be in New York next week to deliver the book —
which is at last finished, preface and all. The likelihood
of returning after the 16th and before the Passover weekend
in April — when all of us are coming to New York but will
be tied up with family — is very small. May I, therefore,
suggest this. After you return, why don't you and Adele
come down over any weekend you choose. There is an awful
lot to talk about and now that my book is out of the way I
think I can feel freer in mind to discuss a .number of things
with you we never got a chance at last time.

As for staying with you when I come to New York,
you can be sure that the only consideration would be our
wish not to interfere with your schedule. We will certainly
do this as soon as feasible since I am anxious to meet your
friends.

Meanwhile, try to come down as soon as you get back
from your trip, which I hope is a pleasant vacation.

Mr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York -3, New York

RLijb
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me that Dandy, the second of my daughters—Susie we all know is 24 is

now actually 17, and Maggie, the youngest, is 3. God: Moos and Louie were

here just a little while ago, and yet it was before Maggie was even

conceived.

You’re right, we must get together before too long. Let another ten or

twenty years go by and we won’t have nearly as much to say to one another,

and that’ll be a loss. For I think we could have some fun. I’ll make you my

bottom offer. If you’ll move to the Mediterranean, I’ll make a point of taking

a trip to Europe withTn the six months, and will put aside a few days to go

off motoring, drinking, whatever, with or without wives and athletic teams.

That last, incidentally, is getting to be the bane of my arithmetical

existence. I don’t speak of my sons and what they may yet cost me in

allowances, but of the Mailer obsession with the power of getting rich quick,

particularly its application to what we in America call “stats,” i.e., statistics.
(^3

One of my earliest childhood memories is of Barney pouring- over long

columns of figures with his pencil. At the time we thought he was doing an

honest day’s accounting for an honest day’s wage. Now I know he was

figuring up the records of various athletes in order to see who was bound to

turn in the best performance of the week, and therefore which team he

should plunge all our hard-earned on. Now you’re doing it with chartism. I



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrol>c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, Maryland
Plionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

January 25, 1954

Dear Norman,

You left an awful lot of affection for you
around here when you went, which you'll have to come
back to collect soon.

Your letter was swell and will be helpful.
I’ve already re-edited the murder piece according
to your suggestions and in spare time will go on.
Meanwhile, there's one more story to be added to the
book, which I hope to get started on tomorrow.

As for your book, you already know what I
think — When you finish this draft I feel you'll
have a major work ready for completion. Perhaps it
was not quite proper for me to do so, but in talking
by telephone with Ted Amussen last Friday, I told him
how enthused I was about "Deer Park". Since reading
it, moreover, I have been thinking further and will
probably have a lot more to talk with you about it
when we meet again. By the way, I do want you to know
that both Johnnie and I were impressed by the way you
take both positive and negative criticism. It's most
refreshing and rare to find someone whose back doesn't
rise at the suggestion that his product may not be
perfect. Hold on to that, Norman.

I hope you've enjoyed your trip to Canada. We
were thinking of you during the big snow here last week.

Perhaps I'll be seeing you soon. I intended
to come to N.Y. for a weekend this month, but now I'd
like to put it off until the next story is finished.
But I have to go to Albany for a hearing on the new
medical practices bill, and also have a panel discussion
scheduled in N.Y. soon. What I'd like, however, is just
to come up without having to run to meetings and appoint­
ments and have some fun.

Write soon, Norman, and meanwhile take the
affectionate regards of all of us here.

Yours
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operate a species of chartism myself by trying to study professional football

teams. I’ve felt that eleven football players ought to be more mechanical and

more predictable thanj^ihorse. Seriously, had a notion that they were a /

species of cybernetic mechanism, half human, half machine, and might obey

certain laws as an organism. In other words, certain teams might exhibit all

sorts of behavior for alternation, others for consistency after winning streaks

followed by losing streaks, and so on, you know what I mean of course.

Stocks act the same damn way. And I’ve kept records on this, and have an

assistant who spends much of her time doing nothing else but, and all I ever

do is lose money on the damn thing. So there’s you being wiped out by

Watergate, me being wiped out by Watergate, Dad being wiped out by all

the Watergates before there was a Watergate. Only Louie knows how to do

it, bless him.

Say, when you get a chance, tell Louie how much I loved his and Moos’

visit four years ago. It was the worst of times for me, since Beverly and I

had just gone kaput. And yet their visit was filled with so many pleasant

details and first-rate moments. They’re each so articulate in their own way. I

really have sentiment for both. So say hello for me, would you Basil? And

pass on if you can my feeling for them, which I’ve never been able to do

directly. And let’s hoist a cup in anticipation of one day or another our



Dr. iRoLert Lindner
9-D, LatroL c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, M«yland
Plionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

January 2, 1954

Dear Norman,

Either weekend you suggest will be fine with us.
Liy schedule is a rather regular one. 1 see patients every day
but usually finish early on Saturday afternoons. On Friday
mornings I visit the prisons, and if you want to do that on
this trip, I would suggest that you come down on Thursday
afternoon or evening. The only thing that I have on the
schedule for the next couple of weeks is a dinner at a friend ' s
house here in Baltimore on the night of the ninth — and if
you are here then there wo Id certainly be no problem for you
to come along with us.

Please let me know either by letter or wire which
weekend you choose to come. I an looking forward to your visit
with a great amount of eagerness and hope to spend many hours
with you talking about things that concern both of us.

Since you are driving, I would recommend that you come
directly to my office which car. be reached most easily. The
road from New York is a very simple one — you merely follow the
Turnpike to the Delaware bridge, cross it and go south along
Route 40 until you hit Baltimore city. You then follow the same
route to Cathedral Street, turn right onto Cathedral till Read,
turn right on Read for one block and on the corner ofCharles and
Read you will see the Latrobe Building which is where I have my
office. It should take you approximately 3? hours or 4 at the
outside from the beginning of the turnpike.

Anxious to see you and delighted that you are coming.
Merely say when.

'warmly,

Mr. Horman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York -3, New York



Norman

P.S. Is there a reason (like weak rock) why no rock climbers ever seem to 

tackle Monument Mountain’s face?

P.P ,S. If you ca^to, send The Time of His Time to pf. Robert Lucid, Dept, of

English, University of Pennsylvania, Philadelphia, Pa.

76-1

To Ken Kesey

Dear Ken,

j [142 Columbia Heights]

[Brooklyn, New York]

May 12, 1976

It’s my luck that the first favor you ask of me is the one I say no to. But

let me confess—I always had animadversion to [Timothy] Leary. There’s a

strain of Jewish or Hebrew puritanism in the very back of my head, and he

brought it out. It was the mixture of his exceptionally elegant looks—the

best-looking man since John Barrymore—and the lower entropies of his

language. I used to watch kids leaching out the little salt they had, listening

to him. I suppose I was in tune with everything in him that was worst, just as



1 -
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75-56

Dear Lillian

I don’t have any hope for this letter, but I have enough respect for our

friendship to make one more attempt. What I’m am writing it is for you

alone. Not only and It’s not to be circulated. In fact, I’d be happier if you

destroyed this page or two after a couple of days.

Lillian, you are misreading what I wrote said to Poirier and that makes.

me unhappy. It was willful misreading. I said wrote to him that my letter lost

any chance of encouraging you to drop the suit because he was egging you

on. I didn’t say he encouraged you to bring the suit in the first place. Come

on! You’re always slamming the ball into the comer where your epponent

ain’t, point and set7 which Dash used to do,-but I think he was a little better

at reading the facts straight. Who cares that you went to California fifteen

minutes after telling your lawyers to golzZu ahead, and so never spoke to

him them. My letter referred to a period two months after that. You’re not

going to tell me that you and Richard had no conversation at-all about my



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, M dryland
Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690 December 14, 1953

Mr. Horman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York -3, New York

Dear Horman:

I am as eager as you to get together but find it
practically impossible to plan a trip to New York within the
foreseeable future.

Gan you arrange to get down here for as long as you
can stay anytime at your convenience,? V/e would be delighted to
have you for the Christmas holidays, or over the Hew Year's week­
end or, indeed, any time at all. There is so much to talk about.
Please think about this and let me know. There is no reason why
you can't bring your work with you. 1 have a very quiet and
comfortable study at home which would be placed entirely at your
disposal. I can't offer you much of a social life, but there are
some things to do.

I am terribly eager to see your book and delighted that
you are so close to the finish. I, too, am in that paradoxically
unenviable position with only one more chapter to go on my new one.
This chapter is called "Parnassus Prone-' and is a study of a
writer.

Your fascination with prison is not unexpected. There has
never been a really good novel written on that theme. The book
by Webb — which I saw in manuscript some years ago when the author-
was an inmate — lacks the tragic substance and particularly the
expansive power the theme demands. I should think that you alone,
of all the modern writers I know, ha'#- the necessary empathic tempera­
ment and skill to do a book of this kind. If you decide to come
down here, I think I could arrange to take you into some of the
prisons I go to as consultant and also to let you participate with
me in interviewing both male and female prisoners. This is
rather obvious bait, which I am increasing by sending you, under
separate cover, a copy of STONE WALLS.

As ever,

RL:jb 
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letter in the Times, and his letter where to the Times reflects no exchange

shade of opinion [agreed-22]-between shared by the two of you.

Look, Lil, I was damn annoyed at Poirier because his attack on my letter

was personal—-just what Mary McCarthy had done to you. This The attack

was minor compared to her’s, but it was equally unnecessary—there was

plenty of room to attack go at my letter objectively—he didn’t have to drag

in woman’s lib after-all, and call me a sexist. Shades of Gore Vidal. Ughv

Besides,- Ugh. Richard, for all his formidable virtues, intense ?-? and not to
/ I'. ! •' '

mention his and powerful critical mind is an^-?tuned asshole. Tell me, he

isn’t. What arrogance, what righteouness, what ?? pityr

The key to what I had to say was practical. Mary was way out of line,

and her attack was outrageous. Gore Vidal once ,in wiritng, compared me to

Charles Manson, said I hate women, was fixed on murder and violence, and 

through as a writer. He repeated it on every opportunity verbally and in print

for years. Se I attacked him physically when we met. I could do it again if he

repeats it. I’m sure if you and Mary had been men, you would have pounded
hi/ns

[??^.Since that is out of the question, you are suing her. , . —

It’s that I object to. Vidal Mary hurt herself by trying to savage my your

work., hurt himself with discriminating readers. So did Mary. Suing her

may have been an effective expression of your outrage, but I honestly



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, Maryland
I'lionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

July 1, 1953

Er. Norman Mailer
41 First avenue
New York, New York

Dear Horman:

I have been putting off writing to you for many
weeks due to a combination of overwork, fatigue, and the
general senselessness of the entire world situation. In
the past few days I have begun to come out of this somewhat,
and I feel slightly more humanoid. I do ..ant to thank you
for your advice about the New Leader — which I took — and
also to inquire about the progress of THE DEER PARK.

I am having a lot of trouble with my new book but
none of it serious. I merely have to discard a section which
I was extremely interested in writing, let: I had half
written, and which contains the best work I h.ve ever done.
I will tell you more about tins when we meet. By the way,
Ted Amussen, the new Editor-ir-chief at Rinehart, is due here
this afternoon for a conference about this book and other
writing plans.

I have to be brief today, but I want to suggest very
strongly that you try to get down here for a visit with us
before the end of July, or — better still — that you
absolutely count on spending some time at our summer place during
the month of August on Long Island. I think I told you some­
thing about it. It is accessible by train or car from Hew
York, is completely perfect in every respect for a vacation,
and we would, of course, greatly enjoy having you come there
for as long as you would like to stay. I.rite to me soon and
let me know if you can definitely plan on this. We arrive there
on the first of August and remain until the first of September.
Any or all of this time in between will find you welcome.

Yours,

RLsjt 
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believe as your friend that you gain everything if you drop the suit now.

Mary has been scared, you’ve been vindicated—by the feeling even among

people who are not your champions of your stature that Mary McCarthy was

totally way out of line, and you will save yourself the ugly portrait you will

otherwise leave behind of yourself if you succeed in bankrupting Mary

McCarthy her with legal costs. It’s not going-te It will not enrich the

admiration of future generations that an author named Mary McCarthy lost

her house paying for a she Mary McCarthy ??? against a rich author her

legal fees defending a lawsuit brought by a famous playwright, Lillian

Hellman, who could afford to sue her. I knew-yeu’re terrible at arithmetic

but consider: you’ve gained 9/10 of your public read ?? already, and-but

you’ll pay twice the value-of the stink?? if you go on.-Public opinion is

going to will turn against you.-¥ou may -say:-I don’t care about public

opinion. I say” Bullshit. You would have ignored McCarthy’s attack, if you

didn’t care and-very-mue-h-.

Lillian, I-’m-sure you don’t care about want my opinion any more, er

have fortified yourself to the point where you’re fairly certain you don’t

earey but I’m going-to-tell-you-something I tell you this anyway. I’ve never

been [22|Mary McCarthy, and so far as I know she doesn’t like me r 

personally, and-???-it’s-years since I’ve read one of her books, not since The



DR. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA 0 6 9 0

February 5, 1953

Mr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Dear Norman:

I find I made a mistake in my last
letter to you. The program I wrote about is to
be held on the 12th of March.

I will try to see you before then.

Cordially,

Robert Lindner

L:jb
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Group. Whereas you and I have had our special friendship for years and I

think there has been love in it for both of us. But I tell you that I will lose

respect for you if you keep on with this suit, because it’s going to be
sheer

punitive from here on. and done for the sh^ar sake of administering

economic punishment to others and I-find that ugly-. It speaks of the cruelties

people assume to keep themselves alive as they get old. Need I say more? I

find that ugly. Keep on with the law suit and you will end as a Hubbard in

one of you own plays.

Norman

Fearfully^

75-13

To Peter Bogdanovich

Dear Peter,

J
n aA (; , ' [Maine]

August 8, 1975

Well, here I am up in Maine and learning to kayak. The watershed 

between people who learn and those who don’t is whether you can do

something called an Eskimo roll. If you kayak tips over (not too hard to do),



"r. Norman Trailer

energy. Unlike you, I can only write about nine hours a
week — at the outside — and for many reasons even this
short time has not teen available to me for the past many
weeks. Also, I find that the prefatory essays I have sub­
mitted to my agent so far are completely off the beam. They
have turned out to be nothing like I designed them, and so I
think that much of the work I've done in the past couple of
months needs to be re-done.

If I don't manage to call you Friday, the thirteenth,
it will be because I had to go to New Haven rather than
spend that day in New York. And if I don't call you, I will
hope to hear from you soon.

.'.arinly

Robert Lindner

RLsjb

Enclosures (2) 
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you are then able, by some deft and mysterious stroke of the paddle

underwater or toward the surface of the water, I can’t quite get it straight, to

come up again in a full roll. The Eskimos used to spend their lives learning

how to do it, and then went out into the Bering Straits and God know where

else. And even many of them couldn’t do it, so a secondary form called the

Eskimo rescue was invented, where the nearest Eskimo would direct his boat

to the overturned kayak and the fellow who was below waters would grab

onto the prow of the other and right himself. Then, fiberglass came along.

Hulls are now designed so everybody is able to do the Eskimo roll. Or, let us

say, something like a third or a half of all people who take up the kayak are

able to end up able to do it. The signature of my summer—will I learn to do

an Eskimo roll before I go back to Stockbridge? The odds, I may say, are

about four to one against me. Most good kayakers look like elongated

versions of jockeys.

Besides athletic life, literary life consists of writing a long preface,

20,000 words, to an anthology I will make of Henry Miller’s work. When

the project was first suggested, ah, fine, he’s a great writer. Now discover to

my surprise that he may be even better than I thought he was. The work is

enjoyable except that Miller may not be my kind of writer, at least not for



Dr. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA 0690

February 3, 1953

Mr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Dear Norman:

I purposely put off answering your letter until I could
be sure you returned from your skiing holiday. I must admit
that I was also very envious — until some years ago skiing
was my favorite occupation.

I expect to be in New York shortly and will very definitely
want to see you. Or the night of February 12th my book will
be discussed on the "Author Meets the Critic" program, and
if I can remain over the following day, I will call you.
The reason I can't be more definite is that I have to lecture
at Yale around that time, and it may be that I will go directly
to New Haven after the television program.

In the event that I don't see you soon I want to send
you the enclosed which my secretary, Jeanne, copied for you
from some material I have been reading recently, de Sade is
a favorite among psychoanalysts, but I think he has been very
poorly used by them. He has been grossly underestimated as
a philosopher — a fault which has been corrected to some ex­
tent only recently and in very obscure philosophical journals.
On the other hand, the English have always had a great respect
for de Sade: they have not allowed themselves to be dis­
tracted from their appreciation of his thinking by the lurid
sex aura that has traditionally surrounded his name.

I can well appreciate the difficulty you must be having
with you book, but it certainly sounds immensely exciting,
and I hope one day you'll let me read it. My own work has
been suffering lately .from a combination of personal and
accidental circumstances that deprive me both of time and 
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me as a critic. It’s hard to find that middle ground between adulation and

irritation which makes for the ironies of criticism.

On the topics in your letter, I think we’re not far apart. I’m prepared to

wait on the fight movie. As you say, I’m not even sure I’m interested. It’s

possible I could do an outline as my contribution, although as Muhammad

Ali once said, there’s no such thing as an easy fight. The easy fights always

become the hard fights.

An American Dream', no reason why I shouldn’t wait a few months.

Since the book has not been put on the market again I don’t think anything

will be hurt if you want to wait to think about it. There’s always the remote

possibility that someone will approach Scott [Meredith] with a serious offer,

but I doubt it. Naturally, I’ll get in touch with you instantly. If you end up

doing An American Dream I’ll be excited. Indeed I’ll even try to prevail on

you to have Cybill [Shepherd] do Cherry—as though you had never

considered it. For the first time I met Cybill, I was startled how she fulfilled

my mind’s idea of what Cheery might look like. Of course she hardly had

green circles of exhaustion/in the shadows of her eyes, but so much the other

V TluL/lr ^3 h/]
thing—that confidence of the American girl so much a major form of I £

innocence itself. Someone like Cherry can do anything, live with anyone,

and still look like she may not necessarily have left that small town. I was ;li/' "' \



Dr. RoLcrt Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, M aryland
Plionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

March 2, 1953

Mr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Dear Normans

I have to be in New York on the night of March 12th
to defend Rx on the "Author Meets the Critic" television program.
I hope to remain in the city for the rest of that weekend, and
will of course want to see you. Do you want to meet me, say,
for lunch on Friday, the 13th? We can meet anywhere — and
at any time you suggest. So far as I know, my wife and I nil!
be staying at the Hotel Vanderbilt on Park and 34th.

Please letme know if this suits you. I look forward
eagerly to seeing you at last.

Warmly,

Robert Lindner

RLsjb
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looking forward incidentally to calling Cybill in New York and maybe

having dinner with her, but never got out of Stockbridge. Then we went to

Maine. I hope her movie went well. I remember she seemed not altogether

happy with the director that afternoon, and I can’t imagine anything worse

for someone of Cybill’s quality than to work for six or eight weeks with a

man she can’t stand.

If you wish, show La-Bas to Orson [Wells] when you see him again. I

agree it’s hardly the sort of thing he’d want to do—why ever get into

something like that at this point in his career?—but he might have quick

insight into how to make it better, or approach the problem of the horror. I

could use that. Truth, I’d be delighted to have him read it in any case just for

fun.

Finally, I look forward to seeing At Long Last Love in the new version.

Maybe you have found your equivalent of The Deer Park. I never gave that

novel up. Twelve years after ij came out I was still working on the

adaptation for off-Broadway. I think it finally left my system fifteen years

after I began it. Be assured that if I like your baby more I’ll say so and give a

few words. But the likelihood is that while I will like it more, I may not be

so delighted that I overflow into eighteen or thirty-eight golden lines of

praise. And to do a review makes me hesitate, not because I’m afraid it



DR. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA 0 6 0 0

December 29, 1952

Mr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Dear Norman:

I was in New York the weekend before Xmas and called you
twice in the hope we could get together for a meal or an evening —
but there was no answer, and then I got tied up in other obligations.
So we'll have to put off our personal meeting.

■fihat I wanted to talk to you about was Barbary Shore, and
the new book I'm doing, Come Over, Red Rover. About the former, I
can only write that after the first 110 pages it became one of
the most exciting and valuable reading experiences I have had in
recent years. Once the pieces fell into place (and I think,
parenthetically, they could have done so sooner than they did) I found
myself caught up and entranced. I don't know what the reviewers said
about this book — but it is my feeling it makes your Naked and the Dead
look like the inept fumbling of an amateur. This is not to say
that I agree with your thinking, Norman, because I don't — I find
your formulations and propositions too easy — I think you show a
serious lack of understanding (curiously not so much in N & D as here)
of human motivation — and I think your entire purview is distorted
to one side. Nevertheless, the whole composition is a masterly per­
formance and marks you, in my opinion, as one of the few novelists to
be taken seriously. It increases my 'desire to get to know you. There
is an exchange possible here that could, if we are wise, enrich both
of us.

Right now I am writing a book of psychoanalytic "tales", each
preceded by an essay giving some of my thoughts and opinions on half-a-
dozen matters. The first story is that of my psychoanalysis, some years
ago, of a Party member, the second of a leader of one of the native
fascist parties on the West Coast when we went into the war, the third
of a murderer, etc. When we get together, we'll talk about them.

Write when you get a chance. There is some likelihood that
I'll be coming to New York again before the end of January. This
time I'll arrange to let you know beforehand and we'll make a definite
date.

Lfy best to you,

RL:jb 
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mystery, but I’d really rather wait until you’re here, and the function of this

letter is only to

-tell you that if I haven’t written it’s not because I don’t love you and think of

you often, and kick myself in the ass (albeit gently) when I forget your

birthday. The truth of the matter is I didn’t forget it. I knew perfectly well it

was your birthday. I just couldn’t go through the heavy maneuvers of

sending you a telegram or flowers or a notification of the fact that your

birthday had been duely celebrated in your absence by us up in Maine. It all

seemed so mechanical that I just let it go by and thought, well, if Sue’s mad

at me I’ll make it up to her later. Anyway, darling, I’m looking forward

very much to our going skiing together once you get over the shock that I’ve

been using your skis and will have to readjust the bindings for you and

they’ll never fit as well again. However, cheer up, I have tiny pair of skis

which will be just right for you, and they have adjustable bindings which are

famous for their malleability.

Listen, kid, I really miss you, and if I weren’t so punch-drunk I’d throw

out a metaphor or two to let you know in what high esteem you are held by

your white-haired dad. God save the mark. If I should sound stupider than I

used to, it may be that attrition is getting to me. God, I find it harder to write

my twenty-five letters every few weeks every time. The sweetness of high 



P.S. Send me a copy of Barbary Shore. You refer to it in your letter, but I never read it. By the
way, I’m doing a book now of which the first section is devoted to a discussion of Marxism and
the psychoanalysis I made of a party member not long ago.

R.L.
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intelligence seems to be departing. Oh well, I can console myself with the

fact that I was kind of stupid when I wrote The Naked and the Dead.

HaV love, how long are you going to be up north? I really would like to

content myself with the thought that it’ll be more than just a few days, and

there’ll be time for you to meet a few people up here and settle in a little and

have some fun in New York and maybe in Stockbridge. The kids are all fine,

and Dandy, who’s now up at Bowdm and studying Latin—do you believe

that!—and of course having a terrible time with it, talks of you often and can

hardly wait for your visit. I suppose you are the nearest kindred soul with

whom she can contemplate the horrors of a Freshman year.

Hope your love life stays interesting, stimulating, and not too

cataclysmic for the next few months, at least until you get here!

Love, baby,

Dad



November 24, 1952 -
Mr. Norman Mailer '
41 First Avenue _______________
New York, City, New York \

Dear Norman (the way you close your letter permits this):

I was very glad to hear from you about your impressions of Rx, but I wish you had
written when—as you say—you were more passionate about this book. As it stands now, I can
hardly make out your meaning. You raise hell with me in one place for being too ambitious in
this book, and in another for not committing myself to absolute statements on the nature of our
society and my position on every social matter conceivable. As to the latter, either you’re a poor
reader or I’m a lousy writer—for I believe my attitudes on all of these matters are absolutely
clear and unequivocal. Certainly, they are very much like yours—but in my case not (I think)
founded on faith.

To answer your statement that I am wiring of things of which I have no knowledge—this
I must deny. My reading and study have been, I suspect, about the same or more extensive than
yours, and if you will inquire among mutual friends (I’m sure we have many) you will learn of
my participation since 1932 in every progressive movement on the record short of the Party. But,
of course, this is an absurdity—your throwing one book at me, and I shouting “I read it and this
one, too.” [”. in letter] The point is that I’ve honestly made a deep study of the matters I’ve
written about and my decision to reject Marxism (among other things) was determined by
knowledge and whatever uses of reason I’ve been capable of.

You have made a major point when you object to the way in which I handle the two
chapters on theory of history. I am not speaking of your dismissal of the worth of this theory
because of the brevity of treatment—we both know that length and validity are not independent.
That brevity, however, was determined by the fact that I had to present the theory—to me it
seems intrinsic to my purpose in the book—but avoid turning my book into a study of history. In
the condensation, however, I made enough mistakes of presentation to justify your criticism.

My pique with you, Norman, comes from your easy dismissal of the prescriptive part of
the book. You burn me up when you compare these pages with Liebman’s Peace of tripe. I think
what you want from me here is the substitution of propositions and proposals lifted from the
body of what I am convinced is half-assed social theory and grafted onto or in to the
personalities of men and their social structures. I can’t do this that you seem to-waht of me >
because I’m convinced against these items as solutions—and to me they are me unpsychologipy
formulas my prescriptive ingredients appear to you. "

There’s lots and lots more to say. I’ll wait for a further note from you or, lacking that, my
next visit to New York. I get there every month or [of] so and will be coming up soon. You can
be sure I am eager to talk about all of this and moire with you. As you write, there are not many
of us and the few we are should be particularly hard and demanding on each other. If we are
going to make of ourselves any kind of instrument for tomorrow, the refining process has to be
done by us or else it will be done to us.

Best wishes,

Robert Lindner
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December 4, 1975

Dear Mr. Ray,

Since I find it impossible to make comparative judgments between

Ingrid Bengis^Seymour Krim, I think it is best to write about them in their

contrasts, for they are altogether different as writers, and the best service I

can perform for each is to give the Guggenheim Committee some ideas of

why I consider them far apart as artists, and so clarify the choice.

Seymour Krim is, of course, a well-known figure in American letters,

and indeed I wrote a foreword to his collection Views of a Nearsighted

Cannoneer. He is an immensely fertile and enthusiastic writer whose prose

vibrates with energy, ululates, pullulates, overflows, overwhelms, irritates,

and always stimulates. He can string sentences good as pearls next to

vulgarisms old as chains of garlic. He is in good taste one moment and

wretched the next—he is, in some fundamental sense, removed from taste,

even as Jack Kerouac was removed from style and so had a powerhouse of a

style. So Krim has a sense of the American pulse which is not necessarily

matched by anyone, and has as a result influenced hordes of young writers,

including—I would bet one hat—Tom Wolfe the New Journalist, plus

Richard Goldstein, plus any number of new talents writing in the magazines

today. Krim is obsessed with the undefinability of American life: he was in 



out what Lindner is saying, his idea of rebellion is the same as our idea of adjustment. We, too,
want people to be spontaneous, healthy, constructive, tense, critical, etc. etc.”

There’s no getting around it. If you are really a rebel, and you really preach rebellion
you’ve got to end up with something a little more startling and unpalatable than “let’s try to
improve the level of school teachers.”

Moreover, I resented the ambitiousness of your book. A theory of history if it is to be
something other than cocktail party talk must be more than grandiloquent and confined to twenty
pages; an attack on Marxism if it is to be other than fashionable has to be a little bit more precise
than (I quote approximately) “his economic theories have long been disproved.” How have they
been disproved? By whom? By what economic data? If you’re going to be truly serious and truly
ambitious, you owe it to yourself to study economics, and to be able to disprove a book like Das
Kapital concretely and not condescendingly.

I consider myself to be a rebel and a radical, an anti-communist radical who believes that
both the Soviet Union and the United States are both driven by insoluble economic problems
toward war, a war which may destroy civilization—I tried to express those ideas in my last book,
Barbary Shore. Since I consider myself neither a True Believer, “proletarianized” nor
“adjusted”, I must say that you alienate a very large part of your small audience when you make
attacks so clumsily on Marx and company, that I really wonder whether you have read Das
Kapital, whether you’re familiar with the tragic history of the Russian Revolution, have grappled
with the kind of things [Wilhelm] Reich engaged in [his 1936 study] The Sexual Revolution, or if
your ideas on revolution as opposed to rebellion come from no higher source than Philip Wylie
or someone like him. I will add in case you may think that this is only in response to my Marxist
fanaticism that I was terribly disappointed in your book long before you got around to disposing
of Father Karl.

I don’t pretend to know all the answers, or to be less pompous, I’m not asking you to
write the kind of book which will accord exactly with every one of my ideas as they exist at this
moment. What I do ask is that you be truly serious, and that you keep to what you know, and that
when you attack, you know what you are talking about because it comes from your experience
and your study. Many years ago I worked in a mental hospital for about a week—I could stand it
no longer—and I was very excited about what you had to say about methods of treating the
insane, for at the time I was horrified by the callousness of the doctors, and the roaring brutality
of such therapy as the hydro baths. I assumed that my reactions of disgust and horror were
perhaps misplaced for I knew so little about the subject and was so inadequate for the job of an
attendant. In your chapter on how psychotics are treated, I was able to learn something, and
something well worth-while—you gave an important confirmation and extension to my
experience, you taught me something. And the reason was there you knew what you were talking
about both by experience and study .[...]

Most of all, what I would like to do, is argue and discuss with you sometime. Do you
ever get to New York? My phone number is SP 7-3572, and my address is 41 First Avenue.
Perhaps we can get together, and perhaps we can learn something from each other. There are
very few of us, and therefore we must be very critical of one another, and more than good in our
actions and words.

Yours warmly,
Norman Mailer
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fact one of the first of us, maybe the first, to dramatize our reality—which is

that we would live without a definition of reality.

Now his new book sounds ambitious to me and just the sort of book he

should have been writing all his life for there is not a page of his prose

which does not breathe the size and enthusiasm of his ambition. If he was

ever ready for a magnum opus he must be now, and if he succeeds in

accomplishing what he has in mind, our literature will be wealthier for the

result.

Ingrid Bengis is another kind of writer and personality. She is young,

quiet, deep, skillful, and scrupulously careful about the development of her

themes. That care is paradoxically present in her resolute refusal to sketch a

plot in the outline she presents because the plot has not yet come to exist in

her mind. As Krim works from the outside in, drawing the American

experience in upon him in order to explode it forth, so Ingrid Bengis

develops her aesthetic sense of experience within herself and then only when

it has been brought to some development nearly equal to consummation does

she bring it forth. Her theme in the novel she suggests is one which has

intrigued me all my writing life. It is a theme worthy of Henry James, but

there! that is the quality I sense in her work. She is still young but a

sensibility comparable to James may be developing.
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To Robert Lindner

41 First Avenue, New York, NY
November 18, 1952

Dear Dr. Lindner,
I wish I had been able to write you a long letter on your book at the time I finished it a

month ago (unfortunately I was pretty much caught up in the business of finishing a first draft of
my own) for the ideas and criticisms I had about Prescription for Rebellion were far more sharp
and for that matter passionate than they are now. But the thing which is most important is to
write to you, because I think you’ve written a bad book, and I think it’s a thundering pity when
so much of what you have to say has not been said, and should be said in the very best way.

First of all, I think I’m very angry at you. I read the first fifty pages or so with quite a bit
of excitement, and I had the feeling that here at last was- an analyst wliv had tn-s courage to attack
e very thing that I have found most dispiriting in psychoanalysis: to wit, almost exactly as you
say, that this most radical body of new information has been perverted into a kind of
sophisticated pater familias, and that the body of therapy moved in exactly the wrong direction. I
suppose wliui I hoped fin among Ouici tilings, was a detailed analysis oi an inc piooiems oi
therapy, and how they would be treated concretely in an analysis which was concerned with
rebellion rather than adjustment. Instead I think you deserted what was the bedrock of your book
and went off on a series of rather fantastic excursions, so at tire end one has found in three
hundred pages, a summation of psychoanalytical schools, a theory of history (in twenty pages) a
prescription for the world’s ills, a singularly bombastic attack on Marxism, a call to action which
must apologize for its penury, and pages and pages of—to be brutally Hank—the sori of
exhortative prose that one associates with such books as Peace of Mind. The worst of all is that
when you are done, I for one had no idea at all of what one is supposed to rebel against It’s al!
very well to talk about the limiting triangle, but rebellion as a way of life consists of choosing a
thousand courses, each for something specific. How one can speak of rebellion without speaking
of society is utterly beyond my comprehension. For example, one must finally believe that
American society is either capable or not capable of continuing to function, oi think that lite
optimum society for man must be equalitarian and libertarian (my conception of socialism) or
that such distinctions and such goals are ill-founded. One must fee! that a society which warps.
corrupts and adjusts its members must eimcr be destroyed, or to the contrary modified.

To be a rebel without ever posing these problems, is like being an analyst without
studying Freud. I was a little aghast that a book which calls itself Prescription for Rebellion and
fulminates against adjustment, never attempts to give more tuaii a lew passing epiincis to die
society which demands adjustment. It seems to me that you come out by the same door as all the
adjustment analysts. “Arise ye wretched of the earth—you have nothing to lose but your toilet
Laming. Lei me make ims cicaici. wiiat is youi icuci s view towuiu inuniage; Toward sex?
Toward family? Toward capitalism? Toward society? Toward war? Toward all the terrible and
very definite problems of such things as Korea, the defense of the West, etc. etc. I don’t ask that
yOU Vviitc a political oi a fbCAuai ucauoc, out i vvonuci wiij uicic ib hv wuiuu»v in jum view

which includes such matters. I don’t even know how you can differentiate yourself from so many
of the analysts I know, intelligent liberal men, whom you would claim promulgate the
adjustment fallacy. It seems to me they would be quite justified in saying, “So far as I can make



Donna Lennon

From:
Sent:
To:
Subject:

Mike [jmlennon1@charter.net]
Thursday, November 03, 2016 2:22 PM
Donna Lennon
Fwd: NM-RL letters

Sent from my iPad

Begin forwarded message:

From: Susan Mailer <mailersusan@gmail.com>
Date: November 1, 2016 at 6:07:13 PM EDT
To: Mike <jmlennonl @charter.net>
Subject: NM-RL letters

6'

Hey Mike,

Here is a first selection of the letters between the two.

- NM-RL Nov. 18th, 1952
RL-NM Nov. 24th, 1952 Their first epistolary encounter

NM-RL
Barney.

April 15th, 1953 They met and enjoyed it very much. Norman talks of Bernard ie

Feb. 16,1954
Feb 23,1954

NM-RL
RL-NM
NM-RL Feb. 26,1954 There is an interesting flow of information in these three letters.

€> /c RL-NM June 7,1954 Shows RL as a therapist, sure of himself.
NM-R1 June 12, 1954

Three letters which might be included. To think about
• . RL-NM 32 Macajiun 4159 (Jewish year, talks about his ailments of the LIP)
xNM-RL July 16th answer to that letter

> RL-NM July20th, 1954
NM-RL August 19th ,1954 answer to that letter. Not in the SL book

c -'RL-NM Sept 15th, 1954

Then come the letters when the Journal is underway.
NM-RL Nov 29, 1954 p. 182 in SL

' Rl-NM Dec 7,1954 (/?
NM-RL Dec 20th , 1954 (some notes from the Journal)

.NM-RL Dec 31, 1954 In SL,p. 186
. ’ NM-RL Jan 20, 1955 more on the Journal

j RL-NM Jan 27, 1955. Answer about the Journal
0^-RL-NM Feb. 3, 1955 short not

RL-NM March 14th, 1955 Talks about NM's anger-paranoia.

mailto:jmlennon1@charter.net
mailto:mailersusan@gmail.com
mailto:jmlennonl_@charter.net
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I think there’s a small confusion between us. Your letter of February 13

seems to suggest that I’m going to review Mr. Miller’s hook. Not so. I did

however read it, and enjoyed it, and you’re welcome to me flowing quote

from me if you care to use it. \ /

“No one loves the play of words and the clash of resources in our

language so much as Henry Miller. What a pleasure to go on a ride

through his prose. He can be so funny it’s heaven, and always telling the

truth.”

Please give my regardjto Mr. Miller and tell him that the only criticism I
/I

have with Insomnia is that it wasn’t long enough. I felt like reading on for

hours more.

Yours sincerely,

Norman Mailer

74-4

To Richard Goodwin

[Stockbridge,Massachusetts]

March 4, 1974



, . ’RL-NM March 15th. RL is angry and NM is paranoid
^RL-NM March 29th, 1955. The manuscript is sent.

And by this time the Journal is done. NM is working on DP .

NM sends two short letters April 22,25th 1955 talking about the pleasure of meeting with RL

. Then June 3,1955 NM-RL ' 2 '

Q{)'L
X, One handwritten letter RL-NM, no date, but most probably sometime after the summer of 1955.

He knows he is dying. Poignant letter.
. .^And the final letter dated RL-NM Jan 13, 1956. Very sad.

I'm not sure how many pages we are talking about and also not sure whether all should be
included. But my thinking was to have more, so we could take out. If you need some of NM's
letters let me know. Perhaps I can scan them to you, which would make it very difficult for you
to read since they are already not clear.

Hope Donna had a great birthday.

Sue

2
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was advancing. In any case they allowed the paper to drift in the direction it

would take and that became the strength of the Voice.

2. Wolf and I are still friends, not as close as once we were but I still

respect him and hope he’ll be about to say the same for me.

3. I think is answered by 1., as is 4.

Your P.S.—I can say that I’ve had several things in the Voice since I left,

but could hardly locate them at this moment. If you show a copy of the

Presidential Papers and Cannibals and Christians to Dan Wolf, I think he

could point out to you three or four pieces in those collections which were

printed originally in the Voice.

Sincerely,

Norman Mailer

74-18

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts]

[Yale Hill]

February 26, 1974

Dear Iris Moses,
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Under some circumstances, “he was the bravest of men. A million Englishmen like him
had died crossing the trenches in the First War. He was without fear in disaster. Only institutions
made him craven.” “Archie was properly pukka” p. 51

After Archie leaves, “it was the first time she realized that she was married to a stranger,
an Englishman from South Africa, “the strangest Jew I ever met,” her father had said once
gently, and this curious imperious man whose thoughts were forever mysterious/to her, had sat
dutifully by the side of her bed, offering as much intimacy as a visiting specialist.” Pp. 58-59

Young Merrill is called Stephen, a facsimile of Archie’s father, Ivan, p. 59

Year is set as 1922 p, 60

“Not for nothing was Archie the son of a man who traveled in steerage and wore spats” p.
65

“If Archie had a snob’s abasement before the inflexible routine of the world, he had also a king’s
disdain for its rules; Jennie saw every Protestant and Catholic (she discriminated little between
them) as a hooded assassin carrying a cross—this, 1922, a year of the Ku Klux Klan—she was
convinced they would kill her and all that was hers if the lid was lifted.” “She was doomed, she
knew, to be a monarch in her family and a small little woman in the world. P.65

They live in Red Creek, New Jersey, baby bom in Marstairs County Hospital “She wanted a
warrior to come out of her. Who knows what spirits she appealed to in the sweet dreams and
nightmares of pregnancy. The ghost of Alexander the Great would have been her first choice, no
doubt., but that prince if he had the power to influence embryos must be vastly over solicited,
and doubtless would pass Jenny altogether by. Machiavelli might have been/ called to in
Archie’s sleep” “Victoria’s England lasted late in South Africa. One could make a list of their
heroes. Jenny prayed to Moses, to Solomon (her child must be the brightest who ever lived) to
King David ahd Judah Maccabees, to the Baal Shem Tov and the Vilna Gaon, the Abraham
Lincoln, Maimonides and Thomas Jefferson (because he had freed his own slaves), to the first
Baron Rothschild and Disraeli, to Galileo because he defied the Church, and to Sampson who
was finally incorruptible.

Archie prayed not that much, but in quiet vanity his dreams searched through high places.
General Kitchener was one of his favorites, Marshal Haig was another—Archie could be a fool.
General Hamilton of Gallipoli was much to his taste, but out of favor. Archie did think of
Napoleon, and Admiral Nelson and/Sir Walter Scott. He had a secret respect for Jack the Ripper,
he was fond of Sir Walter Raleigh, and Charlemagne mixed with Alfred the Great at the edge of
his historical vision, but for truth Beau Brummel was the name to whom he called most in his
dreams.

If anyone responded, it was Baudelaire no doubt, ill-used by eternity, his death exhausted before
his going. Marx might hnve.stifferahd'given a heavy sigh—so many Jews were calling to him.”
goes on to Will Shakespeare and Marquis de Sade. All of these and /Christopher Marlowe (who



WILKES
UNIVERSITY

January 31, 2011

J. Michael Lennon
7 Forsythia Lane
Westport, MA 02657

This letter is to confirm your assignment for the College of Graduate and Professional Studies
and School of Education for the Spring Semester 2011.

Course Section Course Name Compensation

CW514 Drafting $1,600.00

Please know that you are responsible to the department chairperson/director. Your
responsibilities include the instruction of the above referenced class and completion of all
required paperwork and grade submission. It is understood that you agree to fulfill all duties and
responsibilities in accordance with the policies and procedures of Wilkes University. The
University reserves the right to cancel any class prior to its start date. Should this be a
necessary action, we will make every attempt to notify you of the cancellation in a most timely
fashion.

If you have any questions or require clarification concerning the teaching schedule or related
compensation referenced above please contact your department chairperson. Should you have
any other concerns regarding this information letter, please contact our Human Resources
Department at (570) 408-4630.

Paychecks are issued on a semi-monthly basis throughout the respective semester (the 15th
and last working day of the month). If you are not currently enrolled in direct deposit and wish to
do so, please forward a voided check from your financial institution along with the completed
Authorization for Direct Deposit form to the Human Resources Department.

If this is your first experience at Wilkes University, we welcome you to the Wilkes family.
If you are a returning Adjunct Faculty, we extend a warm welcome back.

Sincerely,

Michael Speziale, Dean
College of Graduate and Professional Studies
and Dean of the School of Education



' I had wild hair, like NM) too had caused Stephen Merrill to turn in the womb. I “An embryo
---- ^whfch senses itself racked by monstrous disproportions hesitates to emerge.” Pp. 67-69

“And his feeding was so intent. It was more than that. It was the first meeting of the
distinct separate branches of his nature, it was their war one upon the other, and he was tense as a
horse in a gallop.” P. 70

—/ “his desires would have gained some high ground [while nursing], would be superior
I j thereafter to the restraints of order” p. 71

Jenny recalls a couple, wife 15 years older than husband, making love loudly as she lay in
bed on the second floor of her father’s summer hotel, six months pregnant. P. 76

p. 77 the baby must have felt, heard, those cries

p. 78 Quotes himself from NAD: “If there is a god, he sure is a son-of-a-bitch”

p. 79 refers to baby Stephen as “Marlowe”

I p. 79a Jenny: “She worshipped her father, she adored her son, she grew in time to tolerate
__her husband. Poor man. One could feel sorry for him if his mother had not spoiled him already,

and left his heart suitable to bum its small flame for his daughter (who arrives later in this
narrative).

“Later, years later, Jenny would remark bitterly that her husband had more loyalty to any
stranger he met in a bar than to his own family, and of course that was true. Archie was a
gentleman; he would never have considered being unkind to anyone he did not know.” p. 79b

> “Archie’s lack of jealousy” for his father in law: “Joseph Fisher was the rarest of
/ patriarchs. He was a gentle man, unsuccessful at business, utterly without instincts for business,

since unsuccessful is not the proper word—he did not die penniless after all” p. 79b

_Joseph Fisher “had no sense of the yeast-like properties of money.” His store: “a
combination of grocery, fruit store and kosher meat, and out of those small stores, small fortunes
were built” p. 79c

“Thrift was practiced, avidity was groomed, no possible penny ever rolled out the door.”

“Joseph Fisher, the father of one son and four daughters, never had a grasp of this at all”
(compressing pennies into dollars)

“the father had a disgraceful habit of slipping some of the profits back to the poor.’ p. 79d

Joseph’s wife: “Yes, snorted the mother, “some day they will pay. When the Messiah
comes, that’s when they’ll pay.”
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"want”that kind of praise. His
concern is with the modern
world, with the psychic prob­
lems of modern America above
all, and he considers that these
problems may find a solution
through an understanding of the
repressed areas of sexuality,
with the reality of magic. Our
own rationality has failed. Here,

in the Sixties when, in its
heterosexual form, it appeared
in the early pages of ‘An
American Dream.’ Writing
about life in prison, Mailer
presented homosexual buggery
as a technique of conquest and
humiliation. In Ancient Even­
ings, you sodomise the enemy
to probe the caves of his
strength. Rameses IX sees
Egypt as looking like the crack
between the globes of the
buttocks. Egypt is fertile
because of Nile mud, and mud is
a form of faeces. Old Menen-
hetet lias, to the shock of the
court, eaten bat-droppings in
order to learn about magic..
Khepera, that greatest of the
gods, N a ^dung-beetle; the

Tf you must face the worst of
fecal odours in order to achieve
a passage to the next life. The
arse of the Pharaoh excretes
magical droppings into a Golden
Bowl (how Mailer, who knows
his Henry James, must have
worried about that appellation).
The sorcery of the ann) passage
is the source of power.

Clearly, Mailer has not spent.
10 difficult years on a difficult
book in order to demonstrate
his skill, not previously dis­
closed, as a writer of historical,
fiction. rlfT" can'achieve at

mu- ri ' Qp frnirri- ronHing t!
Ancient Evenings,’ I may be

ANCIENT EVENINGS
by Norman Mailer
Macmillan £9.95

rites; we learn too that the
murderous intrigues of the
seraglio make war seem like a
game for children. .

We learn, in these.,709 large

'-’■THERH'feaaj ancient evening ]gy AWHCX'JY
_ . (npaliciilar,spent 3,080 j’ftars nimfipeeX. •» i',^thecou?ofRame^JX.
x" . It is-he Night of tin Pig, a rare
I "“T .cwssisri for the violating of
I /ojr tulwcaaad speaking out freely:
- l’-^ i .htijn Jsb, Osiria and Horus may

be?. modsad^ .Presiding over a
select dihher'party is the Pha­
raoh ki»i3elf;_his guess are
.•MehenWet 3j t» bld -span of
'great etperiahce in war, policy

^■'Etcmd-a&iy, tlie feuhtiful P?ges> o Stt^t number of things.
nnddeviotSHathtotiti, rind her ' Most aU ™ •««* h°'?

hoi :■'iiDii.buiisq'!, iairirimewhat
bs -1 dim arid'timormis personage, is

Abe. .Overseer. of the. -.Royal
. Coins tic Beer, riot so much of a

^.■■.E-ieprare cs it sounds, since the
•^^TbSSSrifcgKnaqnais^Wwflecr

. of, and an influence on, the
- condition of the Egypt he rules.

The mi, who is only six, is
j’ ■ fesailiarly named Mem-Ka, but

his:full name is Meneahetet II,
. and he dia; and is mummified

.^rheforey the ; novel - .properly
..inset him in the

^..-pjrie . of his-'r.cven doubles or thelower human functions. In a1 J- «-r_ bxN -- 3-- - -- 2
as -remembaT; the evening in fuD

;o: with great and-tametimes wear­
rat -iseme exactitude.

■- Rmneseo IX is a, charming
rx> -monarch, but he is not a good
" .one. He is .nware of a fatal

inability to control-the state:
there is corruption in the Minis­
tries, and there is even a
Vrorkero’ strike caused by fail-

;t^e to deliver com supplies. His
worthlessness as a monarch will
be definitively shown by the
failure of the Nile to flood.
Already there are hints of a
coming palace revolution. On

iritis night of plain speaking he
demands to know from old

'iMenenhetet something of the
'^secret of the strength of his

Ancestor Rameses II, whom, in
a former life 180 years before,

,,. Menenhetet served as a clia-
1 rioteer, an army general and
w,,governor of the harem. We

..battle Of Kndpqh which hrnbA

lie

Egyptology Mailer has learned
in the past 10 years. Gold
mining, magical ceremonies,
priests and eunuchs and con­
cubines, the moods of the Nile,
crocodiles, the character of - - „ ,

-JJugea. Nefertiti and her. soujnnd of the Dead is his, and in
Amen-khep-shu-ef — the n * r *’ c
whole of ancient Egypt is set
before us, complete with its
odours and its sexual ecstasies,
these two last being given about
equal billing. And the secret of
power, which the book is chiefly

 ‘ about? This lies in magic, and
^r/jririlpgriaihthepetscnC'f.bhiKa, magic is essentially control of
»i..-<.qrie.of hiii-r.cven doubles or thelower human functions. Ina
<n-i shadows.-end.it is his Ki that word, magic is anal.
its •xemembara the evening in fun The anus is here sometimes
nr.'detail and rbconnts its events called the ass or the asshole.

This is a pity. The word should
be arse, which has an ancient
ancestry, whereas ass is an t - -  -
Americanism of puritanic! or third, reading of1
provenance. A pity because a ‘ Ancient Evenings,’ I may be
novel about ancient Egypt must 1 prepared to name it as the best
not sound as though it is written I reconstruction of an ancient
by an American, and this is the ” world since Flaubert’s.
only verbal area where Mailer’s
careful stylistic neutrality
breaks down. It is the most
difficult thing in the world for
the speaker of a new language to
mimic an old one, and Mailer
has, for -the most part, done
admirably. Never (except for
ass and, I would say, cock) is
there a breath of anachronism,
but the timelessncss of the ---------------„------------------- ,
narrative idiom, avoiding slang,„ be seems to say, is a complex
Freudianisms, and various civilisation of high achievement
forms of hindsight knowing- based on the irrational, on the
ness, inevitably bores a little radial power of a magic whose

------ __ —.................... until it flares into lurid life with centre is both decay and
, i learn, at epic length, of the cannibalism and buggery. (resurrection.
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“It was the daughters. They were all good, all four. They were bright, they were clean,
they worked/ hard, they rarely fought with one another, they were unselfish. They were even
cultured to a small degree.” All took piano lessons.

538.7 NM’s mail received and censored in Bellevue, November- December 1960

11/25, postmark, from Gary Adamson, Columbia, Mo fan

12/ 5, from N. Ray (Robinson connection)

12/4, Burwell, Waterbury, CT, marked in NM’s handwriting, ans

12/5, Jack Gelber, NYC “what can I say? No matter what happens let me know what I
cando.” ans

11/28, Michelle Abramowitz, NYC fan ans

11/21, Diana Trilling, NYC, written to say she was sorry to miss party ans

11/20, Angus Wilson, NYC ans written before arrest

11/24, William D. Loehr, a schizophrenic commiserating, not answered

11/25, Richard Stem, Chicago, ans says he thinks NM’s way of going about things is
“more dangerous’ than his way

11/29, Ellen Merritt, telegram: “I still am”

11/30, Jack Steinbach, NYC ans a fan

12/5, Joan, NYC, ans, seems unaware of his problem

11/28, Steve Szabo, NYC, ans army buddy

11/27, Mickey Knox, NYC ans “Got word that you were ok and not wanting. Adele is up
and around part of the time. She expects to leave for home in a few days—Joan has been
spending much time with her—she’s alright (both shes). I’ll try and see you the first chance it
could be made—you haven’t missed anything—the biggest news is Kennedy’s wife having a
baby. So, you could imagine how slow things are. Will write soon again. Love, Mick

11/24, Howard Fertig, NYC ans “This is a poor substitute for seeing you—-and that’s
rather difficult to do, it seems.”

11/26, Joan Betay [Mickey’s wife, Adele’s sister] ans addressed to “Ward 02” “Please
forgive me. I still love you. Please let me always be your friend. Love, Joanie”
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Mailer ; ‘ Tho best reconstruction ci an ancient wortd nines “ SalammhS ”' ?

Good and Evil,’ in which the
poet, always a dangerous think­
er, expresses his belief in the
evocation of spirits and ends by
asserting ‘that the borders of
our mind are ever shifting, and
that many minds can How into
one another, as it were, and

. . . and that our memories are
part of one great memory, the
memory of Nature herself.’
Mailer finds his spirits in the
gods of Egypt and the power of
intercourse between minds in
the Egyptian doctrines ot death.
He also finds, in his imagined
world of a oost-Moraiic Pha-

obsessions. Six times married, don’t think it has been well
the father of four sons and six understood. Give it a few years
daughters, he is fascinated by and, like Thomas Pynchon’s
the sin of Sodom, which is no equally misunderstood ‘Gray-
idle perversion but a source of Pity’s Rainbow,’/ it .ufay "Welt
salt and fire. Strange that, yaptreaf as Gneot the great works
nearly 10 years ago, some of us (of contemporary mytiropoesis.,1
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Several typed and hand-written drafts of 50+ pages es

Sheaf of nine pagds^typed.

Novel, typed at top of first pttge, followed by “Marion Faye is theSiecret heart of a
Sinatra” %

Handwritten pp. 53-61 with notation at top:<Barb—type this the last of atKjf you have
time” The pages are the same as the typed ones descnbecl above in 31.5 Unrealizea'Sjpic novel.
It is a continuation of the Denise-Sergius story with Faye arriving at Sergius’s pad after two
years in jail. Faye is now half gay. The hand-written sheaf is followed by the typed version.

All the pieces ordered for duplication in31.5 are also in 31.7. \

lotes on Fisher novel:52.9 (1963)/hotes on Fisher novel:

“Have Annie get a translation of all the ritual prayers including elimination”

“any colony living in an enlifement which is merely a functioning part of a larger
enlifement is obliged to have a catastrophic view of history”

“Part of the power of the schnorer is that he exists to the nogid as the nogid is to God.
Thus the arrogance of the schnorer is to be accepted, prove even satisfactory, for it offers the
clue that the nogid may be secretly arrogant in his private dialogues with God.”

“The teaching in kheyder, the demand for learning by rote comes from catastrophic view
of existence. Branded by an experience, life fonns around the scar.”

“Joseph Fisher on pamosseh—He was thirty-one years old before he ever heard of
Parnassus and he was somewhat startled to discover the word represented a mountain abode of
the literary gods for Parnassus sounded like pamosseh, the Yiddish word for making a living that
had always stood vaguely in his mind as the sound of something smelly like the space between
toes or worse.”

-Joseph Fisher gets &iek,- almost dies

Marriage is to the sister he found less simpatico

Jenny in turn thinks of Archie and Jake as brothers & she with less simpatico”

Annie must get a map of Poland and Lithuania in 1870



“In Kabbalah there’s no sense developed of evil—it’s because the mystics were afraid of
devil—it wasn’t God they loved but the devil they feared—in there, for earth, his fever [favorj

“Celestial and Infernal Hierarchies

Archangels dukes

Messiahs, graces arch-demons

Heralds of deity concealments

World-princes disturbers

Angels of the Presence wranglers

Might One, Wheels ravens

Flaming Serpents, Powers, Kings or Cherubim—that seat of the sons embroilments

Gamiel the obscene

Arch-fiends, demons of infinity, or merely the uncircumcised”

41.2 Fisher novel, opening 13 pages and two of notes

[The novel opens with the arrival in Capetown, South ATrica of Ivan Mirilovicz in *5
August 1890, same date when Benjamin Mailer arrived with 8lyear old Barney in tow. (Aside:
Ramey had lived on three continents by the time he was 28.) He is handsome, blonde and a
romantic. Immigration officer changes his name to John Mirehill because he is offended by the
dandyish appearance of Ivan, who is wearing spats and looking immaculate despite 21 days in
steerage from Rotterdam or some other N European port. His wife lojaksJikeJGertrude Srejn.
Flash forward to the birth of his grandson, name now changed to Merrill or Martin, in February
1922. Son’s mother (Ivan’s daughter) is either Jenny or Rebecca, after 12 hours of labor and a
“high forceps” delivery which temporarily misshapes his head. He is a hero and will lead an
exceptional life and knows this in first second after birth. Wonderful digression on how a steel
plate whose life span under pressure is sixty years loses four hours “because of the rays emitted
by the intense anxieties of boatload after boatload of immigrants. Even steel is not impervious to
the fluctuations of the psyche.” The decimal for this is.00000768, as calculated on a separate
sheet Narrator hints that Ivan is blonde because of the rape of one of his ancestors by a Russis
prince during a pogrom. Narrated in 1st person plural by a committee. Long description of his
head, which was overlarge, 7 3/8 size, height 5 foot eight inches. Ends with discussion of 
mother’s non-feeling about sex—“sex was somewhere between a good meal and the toilet.”
Final sentence: “So the contractions of birth came with the panic of convicts who discovered that
their dynamite is not sufficient to blow the doors.” The 13 pages were tom up and then taped
together and seem not to be part of the larger fragment described above, although the opening to



the above is lost. Big difference is the way the mother’s husband (Barney in the above) feels
about her husband. Loves him dearly in the tom-up version; does not in the longer one. But in
both the child (no name in short one; Stephen Merrill or Martin in long one) is a hero.]

p. 1 of notes

“Menahoth 29a (p. 188-198) 30b

Check on: B.B. 25 a&b—The world is like an exedra, closed on three sides and open on
the fourth.

Menahoth -66b-39I-92 (Notarilon)

Fisher late in life, passing through a garden in Long Branch sees an olive tree in an Italian
laborer’s garden and thinks of Menahoth quote underlined 53b p. 321

Have Annie get a copy in Hebrew Sefer Yetserah—Book of creation

[followed by Hebrew letters, noted on Isenberg’s card]

Book must have an older mystic in it

Skaets Etymology ?

Jewish Encyclopedia

Revised Bible

Mystic thinks of the Ann of God which moves the meaning of an event from one place to
another. See p 208 Major Trends in Jewish Myst

Also Responses & Reactions HI or IV—story of Prince Adam [R&R appeared Nov. 62 to
spring 63]

Look at Levit XVI3

Man is root of God—Fisher’s movement closer to heresy

p. 2 of notes

Check on Zohar I-16b. see p.216 Maj Trends JM

11/c—nothing—(ain’t)

Ij/c——I



WILKES
UNIVERSITY

January 31, 2011

J. Michael Lennon
7 Forsythia Lane
Westport, MA 02657

This letter is to confirm your assignment for the College of Graduate and Professional Studies
and School of Education for the Spring Semester 2011.

Course Section Course Name Compensation

CW 530 Cont. Registration $900.00

Please know that you are responsible to the department chairperson/director. Your
responsibilities include the instruction of the above referenced class and completion of all
required paperwork and grade submission. It is understood that you agree to fulfill all duties and
responsibilities in accordance with the policies and procedures of Wilkes University. The
University reserves the right to cancel any class prior to its start date. Should this be a
necessary action, we will make every attempt to notify you of the cancellation in a most timely
fashion.

If you have any questions or require clarification concerning the teaching schedule or related
compensation referenced above please contact your department chairperson. Should you have
any other concerns regarding this information letter, please contact our Human Resources
Department at (570) 408-4630.

Paychecks are issued on a semi-monthly basis throughout the respective semester (the 15th
and last working day of the month). If you are not currently enrolled in direct deposit and wish to
do so, please forward a voided check from your financial institution along with the completed
Authorization for Direct Deposit form to the Human Resources Department.

If this is your first experience at Wilkes University, we welcome you to the Wilkes family.
if you are a returning Adjunct Faculty, we extend a warm welcome back.

Sincerely,

Michael Speziale, Dean
College of Graduate and Professional Studies
and Dean of the School of Education



Book of the First Born, pp, 21-23, 37-82. Rejected from AE, part of the so-called
Fisher novel. Hand-written [typed version ordered)

Begins, apparently, with Merrill in womb of Jenny, clearly NM and Fan, although he
pages extant contain description of newborn. Detailed, imaginative, sensuous description of
sucking, shitting, rolling and beginning to experience life. Masterfully done.

Jenny: “Delivered from the butcher shop, she could aspire to the diaper. Not the happiest
perspective.” P. 46

“She has loved her son from the first moment she saw him, ruefully at first, he had cost
her body no small or passing destruction—she would never have a superb figure after that
birth—but love him she did as the instrument of her will. And yet with awe. Whatever
imagination she possessed as in her will, and she knew she could never be satisfied with him or
herself unless he surpassed her knowledge of what was possible in life. He would go places she
had never gone, he would change life rather than be ground into shape by it, she had given birth
to a hero.—she was determined of that. Whatever was heroic in her would find its legs in him.
So she adored him.” P. 47

When she is nursing him, “she knew happiness as she had never known it with her
husband” “Now and again she knew blissj-and therefore was as miserable as he when the
feeding was poor, and his small face with large ears was red with anger, or wan with privation”"
p.48_

“the statistics of the concentration camp were to make themselves known to her twenty
years later with no surprise and surprisingly not too much horror—it was what she had expected
of the world from her birth—that the Jews would be destroyed. Indeed the rise of the Nazis gave
her strength—she learned then—she knew her instinct was sound and not hysterical.” P. 49

Husband is Benjamin Archibald “Archie” Merrill “He was a small very sturdy man/with
an exquisite set of features, maned only by the accent of a pair of silver rimmed eyeglasses,
surgical in the precision and keen edge they gave his face. He was dapper; like his father before
him, he wore spats. He did not know it, but his resemblance was close to a gentleman named F.
Scott Fitzgerald, except that Archie’s mouth was narrower, he looked like a Goy (which is one of
the reasons—let us not make her altogether simple)—that Jenny had been drawn to him and
indeed Archie’s speech was English, a touch fraudulent in its stuffiness—at his worst (was it his
best?). Hecould sound_for five syllables like the son of a duke, and of course he carried a cane.
He had a panic so profound at the thought of disturbing any institution in its work (he was
criminal in his heart as we shall later see) that he could not even recognize the presence of his
fear.” Pp. 49-50



March 13,2011

Dear Michael,

Here are the letters of NM, 1967-71, that bear on his filmmaking. I guess there are about two
dozen in this sheaf. I can’t find the one to Amos Vogel, but all the rest are here.

I’d be eager for your thoughts. As you know, I will have to characterize NM’s film techniques,
philosophy, myopias—everything—as well as comment on the individual films. I don’t know
anyone I’d rather quote than you, if you feel disposed. I have already quoted you on the 1947
film. See below from chapter 3 (DRAFT):

joiiy

Buttressed by his letters to Bea, his 4 x 6 cards, charts, and vivid memories of Luzon,
Mailer surged along, completing the first draft in spring of 1947 and starting on the second. This
draft, which he said was “a bonus,” was almost 100 pages longer and included the nuanced
ideological debates between the general and his aide. His style shifted in these scenes, became

•Sometime in the weeks before the party. Mailer took a break from writing to make a film.
He had seen two of Fritz Lang’s classic horror films. M (1931) and The Testament of Dr. Mabuse
(1933), before he was drafted, and after the war, he saw a number of surrealist films such as Jean
Cocteau's Blood o f the Poet (1930) at the Museum of Modern .Art. It is quite possible that he was 



the above is lost. Big difference is the way the mother’s husband (Barney in the above) feels
about her husband. Loves him dearly in the tom-up version; does not in the longer one. But in
both the child (no name in short one; Stephen Merrill or Martin in long one) is a hero.]

p. 1 of notes

“Menahoth 29a (p. 188-198) 30b

Check on: B.B. 25 a&b—The world is like an exedra, closed on three sides and open on
the fourth.

Menahoth -66b-391-92 (Notarilon)

Fisher late in life, passing through a garden in Long Branch sees an olive tree in an Italian
laborer’s garden and thinks of Menahoth quote underlined 53b p. 321

Have Annie get a copy in Hebrew Sefer Yetserah—Book of creation

[followed by Hebrew letters, noted on Isenberg’s card]

Book must have an older mystic in it

Skaets Etymology ?

Jewish Encyclopedia

Revised Bible

Mystic thinks of the Arm of God which moves the meaning of an event from one place to
another. See p 208 Major Trends in Jewish Myst.

Also Responses & Reactions III or IV—story of Prince Adam [R&R appeared Nov. 62 to
spring 63]

Look at Levit XVI3

Man is root of God—Fisher’s movement closer to heresy

p. 2 of notes

Check on Zohar I-16b. see p.216 Maj Trends JM

11/c—nothing—(ain’t)

Ij/c—I



“In Kabbalah there’s no sense developed of evil—it’s because the mystics were afraid o
devil—it wasn’t God they loved but the devil they feared—in there, for earth, his fever [favor]”

“Celestial and Infernal Hierarchies

Archangels dukes

Messiahs, graces arch-demons

Heralds of deity concealments

World-princes disturbers

Angels of the Presence wranglers

Might One, Wheels ravens

Flaming Serpents, Powers, Kings or Cherubim—that seat of the sons embroilments

Gamiel the obscene

Arch-fiends, demons of infinity, or merely the uncircumcised”

■'ccK41.2 Fisher novel, opening 13 pages and two of notes

[The novel opens with the arrival in Capetown, South Africa of Ivan Mirilovicz in
August 1890, same date when Benjamin Mailer arrived with 8--year old Barney in tow. (Aside:
Barney had lived on three continents by the time he was 28.) He is handsome, blonde and a
romantic. Immigration officer changes his name to John Mirehill because he is offended by the
dandyish appearance of Ivan, who is wearing spats and looking immaculate despite 21 days in
steerage from Rotterdam or some other N European port. His wife looks like.Gertrude Stein.
Flash forward to the birth of his grandson, name now changed to Merrill or Martin, in February
1922. Son’s mother (Ivan’s daughter) is either Jenny or Rebecca, after 12 hours of laborlmd a
“high forceps” delivery which temporarily misshapes his head. He is a hero and will lead an
exceptional life and knows this in first second after birth. Wonderful digression on how a steel
plate whose life span under pressure is sixty years loses four hours “because of the rays emitted
by the intense anxieties of boatload after boatload of immigrants. Even steel is not impervious to
the fluctuations of the psyche.” The decimal for this is.00000768, as calculated on a separate
sheet. Narrator hints that Ivan is blonde because of the rape of one of his ancestors by a Russian
prince during a pogrom. Narrated in 1st person plural by a committee. Long description of his <3
head, which was overlarge, 7 3/8 size, height 5 foot, eight inches. Ends with discussion of
mother’s non-feeling about sex—“sex was somewhere between a good meal and the toilet.”
Final sentence: “So the contractions of birth came with the panic of convicts who discovered that
their dynamite is not sufficient to blow the doors.” The 13 pages were tom up and then taped
together and seem not to be part of the larger fragment described above, although the opening to



THE SEVEN BASIC PLOTS

(from Christopher Booker's The Seven Basic Plots: Why We Tell Stories, 2004)

1. Overcoming the Monster
Signature stories: Gilgamesh, Beowulf, Dr. No, Dracula, Theseus and Minotaur
Stages: The Call (anticipation stage); Initial Success (dream stage); Confrontation
(frustration stage); Final Ordeal (nightmare stage); The Miraculous Stage (death of
monster)

2. Rags to Riches
Signature stories: Jane Eyre, David Copperfield, Cinderella, Aladdin, The Sword in the
Stone, Pygmalion
Stages: Initial Wretchedness at Home and The Call; Out into the World and Initial
Success; Central crisis; Independence and Final Ordeal; Final Union, Completion and
Fulfillment

3. The Quest
Signature stories: The Odyssey, Pilgrim's Progress, Lord of the Rings, Treasure Island
Stages: The Call; The Journey; Arrival and Frustration, Final Ordeal, The Goal

4. Voyage and Return
Signature stories: Wizard of Oz, Robinson Crusoe, Huck Finn, Alice in Wonderland, Peter
Pan, Gulliver's Travels, Arthur Gordon Pym
Stages: Anticipation and "Fall" into Another World; Initial Fascination or Dream;
Frustration; Nightmare; Thrilling Escape and Return

5. Comedy
Signature stories: Twelfth Night, Importance of Being Earnest, Volpone, Moonstruck
Stages: Character(s) trapped and true natures of some are hidden or unclear; lovers are
in state of uncertainty; families are divided; characters go through transformation; true
identities revealed; each lover untied with his/her "other half," families untied,
marriage, joy

6. Tragedy
Signature stories: Hamlet, Bonnie and Clyde, Anna Karenina, Madame Bovary, Moby-
Dick, Julius Caesar
Stages: Anticipation, Dream, Frustration, Nightmare, Death and Destruction

7. Rebirth
Signature stories: Snow White, Sleeping Beauty, Frog Prince, Beauty and Beast, A
Christmas Carol, Silas Marner
Stages: Hero/heroine falls under dark power; threat recedes temporarily; threat returns
and hero/heroine in state of living death; apparent victory of dark power, miraculous
redemption, release and reunion



Several typed and hand-written drafts of 50+ pages each.

Sheaf of nine pages, typed.

Novel, typed at top of first page, followed by “Marion Faye is the-secret heart of a
Sinatra” \

Handwritten pp. 53-61 with notation at top: “Barb—type this the last of alKif you have
time” The pages are the same as the typed ones described above in 31.5 Unrealized i|pic novel.
It is a continuation of the Denise-Sergius story with Faye arriving at Sergius’s pad after two
years in jail. Faye is now half gay. The hand-written sheaf is followed by the typed version.

All the pieces ordered for duplication in31.5 are also in 31.7.

52.9 (1963) notes on Fisher novel:

“Have Annie get a translation of all the ritual prayers including elimination”

“any colony living in an enlifement which is merely a functioning part of a larger
enlifement is obliged to have a catastrophic view of history”

“Part of the power of the schnorer is that he exists to the nogid as the nogid is to God.
Thus the arrogance of the schnorer is to be accepted, prove even satisfactory, for it offers the
clue that the nogid may be secretly arrogant in his private dialogues with God.”

“The teaching in kheyder, the demand for learning by rote comes from catastrophic view
of existence. Branded by an experience, life forms around the scar.”

“Joseph Fisher on pamosseh—He was thirty-one years old before he ever heard of
Parnassus and he was somewhat startled to discover the word represented a mountain abode of
the literary gods for Parnassus sounded like pamosseh, the Yiddish word for making a living that
had always stood vaguely in his mind as the sound of something smelly like the space between
toes or worse.”

“Joseph Fisher gets siek-rfllmost-dies

Marriage is to the sister he found less simpatico

Jenny in turn thinks of Archie and Jake as brothers & she with less simpatico”

Annie must get a map of Poland and Lithuania in 1870
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Book Digest A Sinister Occupation

SPECIAL FEATURE: WRITERS ON WRITING

A Sinister Occupation
by Norman Mailer

This essay by prominent novelist
and journalist Norman Mailer is
the first in a Book Digest series.
Periodically, Book Digest will pub­
lish similar reflections on the pro­
fession by other significant writers.

My first story was published
when I was still in college close to
forty years ago, and ever since I
have been accustomed to thinking
of myself as a writer. Now that
enough years have gone by, others
think of me in the same way. So I
tend to hear one lament over and
over again.

"Oh,” strangers remark, "I 

would have liked to be an author,"
and they think of the freedom of
the life, no boss to face, no rush, to
work, and all the pleasures of ce­
lebrity, Even more, they long to
satisfy the voice within them­
selves that keeps saying, "Nobody
will ever know how unusual my
life has been. There are all those
secrets I cannot tell."

I know their feeling. Years ago,
I wrote, "Experience, when it can­
not be communicated to another,
must wither within, and be worse
than lost." And I ponder it. Once
in a while, your hand will write a
sentence that seems so true you do
not know where it came from. Ten
or twenty words live in balance
with your life experience.

So I understand why people
want to write. All the same, I am a
professional, and another part of
me is ready to laugh. I say to my­
self, "They can write a letter. So
they believe they are ready to tell
the story of their lives. They do not
understand how long it takes to
pick up the rudiments." Usually,
if I think they are a little serious, I
say as gently as I can, "Well, it is
at least as hard to learn to write as
to play the piano.”

Then, if the only reason they
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wanted to be a writer was to gath­
er in some quick fame, they would
get depressed, and that was okay
with me. One should never en­
courage people to write for too
little. It’s a splendid life when you
think of its emoluments, but it is
death to the soul if you are not
good at it.

So, let me tell you what is bad
about being a writer, and you may
feel less sorrow that you never got
around to discovering whether
you were talented enough to tell
your private tale. You will, at
least, have escaped the pressure.
There is abominable moral pres­
sure in being a writer. And the
reviews are murderous.

Contrast the author's'reception
to the actor's. Theatre critics rare­
ly try to kill performers. There
must be some unspoken agree­
ment that humans so sensitive as
thespians are to be protected
against the perils of first nights.
After all, the actor is facing rejec­
tion as fearful as a major wound. A
hole in the ego can be as bad as a
hole in the heart.

This moderation does not
carry over into literary criticism.
"Meretricious,” "dishonest,” "la­
bored,” 1‘loathesome," "pedestri­
an," "hopeless,", "disgusting,”
"hideous,” "raunchy,” "ill-
wrought” may be crushing words
but they are not uncommon to
find in a review. I still remember,
and it is close to thirty years ago,
that my second novel, Barbary
Shore, was described in Time as
"paceless, tasteless, and grace­
less."

You would be hard put to find
a professional field where criti-

“Wrrting is spooky. There
ore no routines of an

office to keep you
going—only the white
page each morning.

And you can never be
certain of the source of

your words—those
divine words!”

cism is as savage as it is in book
writing. Accountants, lawyers, en­
gineers, or doctors do not speak of
one another in that way. Yet the
worst, of it is that this literary
practice may even be fair. Harsh,
when one catches it, but fair. One
prepares a book in the safety of the
study, after all. Secure you are, so
long as you do not publish.

It is true. Nobody short of your
self-esteem, your bills, or your edi­
tor is asking you to show a thing.
You put your book out, if you can
afford to take the time, only when
it is ready. Should economic ne­
cessity force you to write faster
than is good for the work, well,
everybody has their sad story.
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Hull iiii Hfmiclkmlnintlui', not that
milt'll luvi Io he written In the
li.'Dlh nf n g«lc, and few are the
link'll lulu’ll on the side of a cliff.

All author can usually do his
mint comfortably at the desk, not
too hungry, and suffering nu pains
liri’itier than the empty sheet of
liiipBr. Orniited thnt pad can look
IIH blank ml a television screen
will'll Illi’ station Is off the air, still
Illi’ writer, unlike more active cre­
ative artists, works in no immedi­
ate danger.

Why should it not be open sea­
son, then, when the work comes
out? If authors were to have it
slzably better than actors in all
ways, there would be a tendency
for actors to disappear and au­
thors to multiply, but small
chance of that! The critics keep
our numbers down.

In fact, not many talented
writers remain productive
through the decades. There are
too many other hazards as well.
Washed in and out of fashion, it is
natural to see each drop from pop­
ularity as the death of one's ca­
reer, and even in the most confi­
dent years of working life, there is
always the little terror: Does it all
slop tomorrow?

Writing is spooky. There are no
routines of an office to keep you
going-only the white page each
morning. And you can never be
certain of the source of your
words—those divine words! So
one’s professionalism is fragile. It
never becomes automatic to tell
yourself that fashions pass, and
History is a belly-dancer who will
bump her belly at you again. Not
easy to learn the necessary sto-
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icism to endure in the literary
world when one begins as an over­
sensitive adolescent. Nor is it easy
to count on luck, when, so often, it
is pessimism itself that gives force
to a writer's themes.

Somehow, maybe it is no more
than blind will, some authors stay
at it. Over and over, they learn
how to keep on writing a book,
and do it in the knowledge that
they will probably be savaged on
its publication, and will not be
able to fight back. An occasional
critic may be singled out for coun­
terattack, or a letter written to the
editor of a book section, but such
efforts at self-defense are like rifle
fire against bombardment.

The equation is clear. The writ­
er sits in all his power before his
desk—thereby, he is entitled to
few rights on the public stage. His
courage, if he has any, will come
from living with the slow bruises
left by the comments on his books.
His spiritual skin may go slack, or
harden to leather, but the honor of
his effort to live down bad reviews
and write again has to be analo­
gous to the unspoken and unre­
marked courage of people who
dwell in the depression of a long
illness and somehow solve enough
of their inmost problems to get
better.

It is equal to saying that you
cannot become a professional
writer and keep active for three or
four decades unless you learn to
live with the first condition of
your existence, which is that seri­
ous book reviewing is close to
merciless. So the conviction that
this is fair has to take root deep
enough to bear analogy to the psy­

chology of a peasant who farms a
slope and takes it for granted that
he was meant to work through the
years with one foot standing high­
er than the other.

Every good author who forges
a long career for himself must be
able, therefore, to build a person­
ality that can stay relatively un­
touched by a bad reception. That
takes art!

Few writers have rugged per­
sonalities when they are young. In
adolescence, they seldom look like
potential beauty contest winners
or show promise of being future
All-Americans. They are most like­
ly to be found on the sidelines,
beginning to cook up that warped,
passionate, bitter, transcendant
vision of life that will bring them
later to the attention of the Ameri­
can public. But, only later.

The young writer usually
starts as a loser, and so is obliged
to live with the conviction that the
world he knows had better be
wrong, or he is wrong. On the an­
swer depends his estimate of his
real right to survive. Thanks to
greed, plastics, media, and var­
ious abominations of technology,
lo, the world is wrong.

The paranoid aim of the cock­
eyed young writer has as much
opportunity to hit the target as the
beauty queen's wide-eyed lack of
paranoia. Occasionally, this loser
of a young writer, therefore, can
end up a winner- For a while. His
vision has pulled him forward—
he is just enough ahead of his
time. But, dependably, that
wretched, lonely act of writ­
ing will drive him back. There is
simply too much commotion in 
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one's unfinished psyche.
That is the other side of the

difficulty. It is the pressure with­
in. It is hard to explain such dis­
turbance to people who do not
write. They do not understand
that in his study a writer often
docs feel godlike. He is ensconced
in judgment on other people’s
lives.

Yet contemplate the fellow
who does this. He can be hung
over, and full of thesmall shames
and schemes of what he did yes­
terday, or what he did ten years
ago. The failures of his life—those
retinal flashes of amatory, eco­
nomic, aesthetic, or parental
lapses—wait like ghosts in the
huge house of his empty, middle-
aged self. Sometimes the ghosts
even appear and have to be laid to
rest.

Consciously or unconsciously,
a writer is obliged to make a new
peace with the past every day he
tries to write. The requirement is

“A writer is obliged to
moke a new peace with
the past every day he

tries to write....He must
rise above despising

himself, or he will never
find the sanction to peer
like God into the doings

of other people....”

that he must rise above despising
himself, or he will never find the
sanction to peer like God into the
doings of other people, render
judgment on them, and so, in ef­
fect, tell other people how to live.

Yet, he must not tolerate any
good news either. At the writing
table he should not come to like
himself too much. If fine memo­
ries appear on certain mornings,
they must be banished or they will
feed one’s mania and leave the
writer too cheerful, too energetic,
too forgiving—too homy.

It is in the calm depression of a
good judge that the scribblings
have to cover the page. Indeed,
much in the way a decent judge

can feel that he has injured society
by giving an unfair verdict, so
does an author have to ask himself
if he is fair enough to his charac­
ters.

For if an author does violate
the life of someone he is writing
about, that is, proceeds in the con­
tinuing panic of trying to keep a
book amusing, to distort his char­
acters into more comic, more cor­
rupt, or more evil forms than they
deserve, then he is subtly injuring
the reader. That is a moral crime.
Few authors are innocent of it.
Nor can they be found not guilty
of softening their portraits.

Novelists don’t like to destroy
half the sympathy their readers
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“An author who would
find the resources to keep

writing does well to be
the first to see every flaw
in his work, or he will not
be able to decide what

are its merits.”

may feel for a charming heroine
by the admission that she shrieks
at her children. Sales fly out the
window. It takes as much literary
integrity to be tough, therefore, as
to be fair.

Either way, it is difficult to
keep your literary standards
through the long, slogging reaches
in the middle of a book when the
first pleasure of conception is no
longer there to sustain you, only
the tides of habit, the dry breath of
discipline, and the knowledge that
on the other side of the hill, crit­
ics—who also have their talent to
express—are waiting. It is not
hard to come to the conclusion

| that if you are going to survive, 

you had better—when it concerns
your own work—become the pro-
foundest critic of them all.

There is a saying among boxers
that the punch you see coming
hurts less than the one you did not
see. An author who would find the
resources to keep writing does
well to be the first to see every
flaw in his work, or he will not be
able to decide what are its merits.

Let yourself be aware, how­
ever, of your’ book’s lacks, its
shortcuts, its gloss where courage
could have produced a little real
shine, and you can take the bad .
reviews. You can even tell when
the critic is not effectively expos­
ing the rotten parts of your psyche
so much as he is turning his own
dirty pockets out. Truth, it proves
amazing how many evil reviews
one can devour if there is the con­
fidence that one has done one's
best on a book, written it to the
limit of one’s honesty, even
scraped off a little of one’s dis­
honesty.
:• Get to that point of purity, and
your royalties may be- hurt by a
small welcome,' but not your on­
going working ego. There is even
firm hope, if the book is better
than its reception, that History—
that torch singer!—will find you
another ditty in the years to come.

The prescription, therefore, is
simple. Learn not to put out a job
that has a serious element of the
meretricious. Or, maybe it is more
accurate to say the prescription
would be simple except that we all
put out work of which we are, in
fact, a bit ashamed. A matter of
degree. There is that remark of
Engels to Marx—"Quantity 
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changes quality.” A single potato
is there to eat, but ten thousand
potatoes are a commodity and
have to be put in bins or boxes. A
profit must be made from them, or
a loss will most certainly be taken.

In kind, a little corruption in a
book is as natural as the author's
style, but a sizable literary delin­
quency is like a diseased organ. At
least, so it will feel if the critics
begin to bang on it, and happen to
be right for once. That will be the
hour when your creditors do not
go away. So it is the fear back of
the writing on every book.

I think of that life I have spent
trying to learn how to write, and
how to be a man, and how to take
pride in my peculiarly lonely
craft. I still feel the same young
fear any adolescent knows before

any test—am I good enough? Can I
do honest work? And I have to
smile. For in one way I am like
that stranger who asks me about
writing because he or she wants to
sit down and find a way to tell the
secret story of their own incredi­
ble life.

I am equal to that stranger. I
have been writing for forty years
and I should know a lot about it,
and I do; I have written about half
the things under the sun, and yet I
am still getting up my nerve at the
age of fifty-seven to take a deep
breath and tell the only primal
story that any of us ever have, the
true story of my own life and its
curious turns, and all its private
parts, yes, to look into the mirror
and begin to write. Oh, what a fear
is that! «=

T
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might be fun before I get too old altogether.

As for you and Joan and the divorce, there’s nothing I can say. It’s just

too unhappy and I know how you feel. It’s like passing blood through one’s

orifices—one doesn’t have the certainty one’s necessarily going to get

through it. The consolation is that the kids grow up, but there’s no kidding

oneself, something always gets lost in them, some little numbness in their

affect, some little pinching off of some of their higher possibilities, whatever

it is, I don’t know. I think I’ve come to comprehend at last why my mother 

never broke up with my fathen It was as if it would interfer^with the largest 
k-Cofa-

be<^^ So th£particular work of her life, which happened to be<sa^7 So theonly

consolation I can offer you is one you know already. We learn to walks.

around with a few more pieces of death inside us, and discover that, given

all the waste areas and the burned-out pits, surprisingly now and again some

little piece of oneself does come to life for a while. Shit, man, another

twenty years and you and me are going to be thinking about what’s back of

the bam. I hope we never get to the point where we got to talk about

specialists.

Stay close to Vidal on this one if it isn’t too late. He is the one guy in the

whole world that I wouldn’t ever want to count on for my own good fortune,

since I’ve suspected for a long time that with everything else in him his



Dr. Robert Lindner
907 Latrobe Building
Baltimore - 2, Maryland
Pltone, Saratoga 4-0690

January 13, 1956

Dear Normay,

Perhaps you will forgive my silence when you learn
that all the nightmares have finally had triplets
and have caught up with me. As of this writing, I am
a patient at Johns Hopkins Hospital, where they are
going to try to give me back my tight ass hole.
There is nothing more to say, except love.

P.S. Last week I was a patient at the Doctor's Hospital
in New York and Billy and Gy came to see me at Johnnie's
urgent request, since she needed Billy. I asked them
not to disturb you with all this worry, and that's why
you weren't told. I would be very grateful to you if
you would call them and tell them what's happened.

RL:jb
Dictated but not read or signed
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I’ll be asking for a handout all the while that million is coming in. But just

thought I’d tell you, since it’s hard enough to like a writer these days without

hearing he’s rich.

I never have written about rock, but a friend of mine, Rick Stratton, did a

long interview with me for Rolling Stone which will probably be out in

September, and in it I take off for a few pages on Jagger and the Rolling

Stones and say the little I have to say about the subject. I think I never got

off on it altogether because it’s given to each generation to fall in love with

one kind of music, and I don’t know if one can make the transition any more

than one can make the transition in love affairs from young love to a second

young love. Bop, in the fifties, which is late bop, is my music, and my

emotions grew up on it. And for years I guess I just resented rock because it

had none of the old artistry of bop and much too much fucking noise. My

ears were trained or habituated themselves to receiving less. Now, listening

to it across a whole gap of all these years I begin to find a lot of rock

interesting, and an awful lot of it total horse shit. But you’ll see if you run

across that interview what I have to say on it.

Incidentally you may have seen me in ‘70.1 was down in Washington

with Robert Lowell. We thought we might go there for Auld Lang Syne but

it was a boring fucking afternoon for me and I took off before the evening,
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thinking of Thomas Wolfe and his titles.

As for your chores and bondage I can only commiserate. How the hell

does a guy with a style as lively as yours manage to stay sane writing for a

rat—fuck newspaper?

Cheers to E.M.

Norman Mailer

74-35

To Frank Crowther

[YalellinT’

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts]-

July 11, 1974

Dear Frank,

I’ve been waiting for a couple of weeks to think of something funny

enough to get your laugh booming. But your fat uncle isn’t too smart these

days. I attribute it to working on my novel. Nothing, I must say, gets my

spirits down like working on one of those books. Anyway, Frank McFuck

Crowther, I just wanted you to know that if and when I get to New York in
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July you’re on the agenda. I’ll pay you a visit and we’ll talk about the

transformations of the Egyptian gods. To fuck a lady of their choice they

were ready to become a hippopotamus, baboon, a reptile or a beetle.

Anything to get it. Then they’d go back to being gods again. Those daemons

knew how to live.

Hey Frank, you’re often in our thoughts.

Love,

Norman

74-37

To Dotson Rader

[Yale Hill]

Massachusetts'

July 11, 1974

Dear Dotson,

All right, the contents let your letter noted. Let me

tell you at he outset that I‘ve never been able to make good friends with 

anyone irhave to watch every word I say to them, and you, unhappily, fit 

most certainly into that category. You have a sense of mischief which is part
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of your charm. We don’t want to do surgery on that charm. Nonetheless,

you’re a luxury to have for a good friend precisely because no institution in

the ego of your friends is ever sacred to you. I laugh when you do it to

others, but then you do it to me, and behold I do not laugh. You have a

happy screw loose, you do not realize what it means to live in the depths of

irresponsibility. Well, Dotson, we do not want to remake you. It ain’t worth

it. Let me like you from a distance, and when we meet I’ll watch what I say

to you because I know it’ll be quoted and misquoted and tickled with

somebody else’s cunt hairs, not to mention the dingle-berries some of your

friends will stick on. We’ll have a pleasant literary friendship at several

removes and once in a while, bless you, we may even talk about writing.

Have a good time in Oklahoma.

Ciao,

Norman

74-40

[Yale Hill] 

[Stockbridge, Massachusetts]
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/ July 16, 1974

Dear Kate Millett/ A

Only the'/Jrish could invite you so pleasantly to have a drink. I look

forward to it. Are you going to be on the Cape this summer? For at the

moment our plans are to be in Provincetown for the last week in July.

Perhaps it could be then. Otherwise in New York, I suppose, in the fall,

unless you plan to be up around Frenchman’s Bay in Maine in the month of

August.

Cheers,

Norman Mailer

74-42

To Richard Poirier

Dear Dick,

'[Stockbridge, Massachusetts]

September 12, 1974

I’m off to Africa for the Ali—Foreman fight, and by the time get back

and write that piece I never will come up to the mark and give you a fair and



SL
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long reply. In that case let me leave the last word with you. Finally we’re

both involved with stuff much this side of our little imbroglio, and so this is

really just to tell you that I appreciate the time you took to spell out your

view in detail.

This summer I polished off the first 100,000 words of that long, long

novel, which is to say, didn’t rip them off in a hurry but rather polished

something I’ve been working on for quite awhile, and I’m going to send it to

Little, Brown soon. So it looks as if it’s 100,000 words down and something

like 400,000 or 600,000 to go. I look forward to the day when I can show it

to you. It’s off my usual track. ^Cheers, ,

Norman

74-45

To J. Michael Lennon

Dear Mike,

[Stockbridge-Massachusetts] ,

October?, 1974

Now that I’ve' finally gone through your piece, it seems silly to have held
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The reader is left with the thought, according to Mailer, that good old

Listen, I think the

Times ought to steel up and enter the big breach with an F.

John, this letter is so nice I would ask you to print it, but Times readers

have a curious enough idea of me by now without forcing them to the

State of Israel.'

Humbly, as ever,

Norman

\ confusion of undertaking any first sentence of mine which reads, “We all

r know the Times is still living in 1951 and wouldn’t print------ you to say the

articulate Jimmy can’t even say, “Yo -you-

72-10

To Judith Daniels,

Managmg"Editorj New York Magazine

September 22, 1972

Dear Ms. Daniels:



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, i^lnryUncl
Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690 March 29, 1955

Mr« Norman Mailer
252 Fulton Street
Brooklyn -1, Men York

Dear Norman:

Your manuscript is being mailed today and should reach you
before the end of the waek.

I am very glad that you are planning a visit to Baltimore,
sines I think that only face-to-face will we be able to
straighten out the difficulties between us. Unfortunately,
your visit here will have to be delayed until after the
middle of May, since I am committed for every weekend be­
tween now and then and will very likely be in California
between the Hth and 17th of May,

I think one of our main troubles is that I haven't been
completely honest with you.. I have pretended to sympathy
with the whole Lipton’s deal that I really don’t feel,
and I think this pretense has blocked basic comEiuHieation
and placed our relations in a false light. Maybe this
is what gives you the impression of ’’manipulating”.
Moro than anything I want to be brothers and friends
with you, and I’ve missed you these past weeks. I think
I have had too little trust in your tolerance of my
radically different concept of this whole matter of
Lipton’s, and that I conceded initially there and, later,
all over the place until I became enmeshed in my own
contradictions. I hops I have underrated you, and that
it's now possible to eat off clean dishes.

Things here are in sorn^hat of a mess, and I don’t have
an opportunity to write the long and more personal
letter I hope to get around to within a few days.

Meanwhile, leva,

dner

RL:jb
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I was delighted you liked the section on yourself in Graffiti and was

hoping you would. It’s fun to take on the ideas of someone you respect in

general but disagree with most completely in one particular, and then see if

you can be fair. It sets up a good tension in writing. I suppose one^has one’s

warp and one’s woof, or whatever. I think maybe good writing is found

when one skates on that thin line between opposed ironies—all I know is

you have to tell the truth to write well, and yet telling the truth by itself is

never enough. There has also to be a sense of paradox to turn one’s effort, as

if implicitly you’re also saying—this is my notion of the truth but I could be

altogether wrong.

Now these homilies, of course, are what you get once you’ve made the

cardinal error of telling me you’re beginning to write seriously. Now the

lectures begin, the advice! The chance of all of us to tell you how to do

something that maybe we’ve been doing a little longer than you have. But

seriously, John, I think you could make a very good writer if you’re

determined to, for God knows you’ve had experience which is

incomparable, and this experience is your own, and no one could begin to

guess their way into the center of it except yourself. The opposite trouble of

course is that given the years you’ve spent in politics, with the need to

consume one’s perceptions in order to create or sharpen up one’s ideas for



Er. Norman Eailer

as etched in granite, imperishable, monumental.

Finally, pal, I'm worried about you — and after these two
letters, I think I have a reasonable cause for concern. There's a
nastiness about them, IJorman — they're like steeped in a stew of
guilt and shame, a self-loathing. You're begging for a swift kick in
the ass, you want me (someone) to stop you. You would feel justified
and fulfilled and righteous if I res onded in the way you half-want
me to — if I told you to stuff it. And you would feel just about
the same if I took these mouse droppings of yours and covered my head
with then. I'm not going to do either. If you have the guts and
I hope and thin];: you have, you'll pull out of this and take whatever
profit there may be in it. If you don't nobody's lost anything anyhow.

Love

Let's try to get together on a date for y/u to cone
down — if you want to, that is.

Sure, Morman, I'm a square and you're the king of the
hipsters, I'm a stumble-buri and you're a genius, I'm a liver-lip, a
crook, a con-man, a gentleman, an old maid, a cliche artist — and
you're the hep-boyo, the kid with the always open fly, the ace
dong-v.ielder of all time, the glorious gourmet of gage...

Wise up, cocker

i.r. Norman Eailer
Ovington Studios
252 Fulton Street
Brooklyn -1, New York 
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the next day, there’s a tendency sometimes to have nothing but general

remarks left. I know when Breslin and I were running, everyone thought
A,

we’d write a book about it. We were the only ones who knew we wouldn’t.

For we found that when we saw something interesting in the morning, we

were using it in the speeches we made that afternoon. Incidentally that

campaign left me with one thing I never had before—general respect for

politicians. Now I can even look at a successful politician whose ideas I hate

and say, well, no matter what else, the guy’s entitled to the same respect that

I’d give a professional athlete I don’t like. It’s the stamina I suppose. I never

knew how much physical work there was in politics until I began to run, and

that short taste was enough. As I’ve been saying to people for years

afterward, my mother never raised me to work that hard.

Anyway, John, this is to welcome you back and to tell you that if ever

you do want to talk about writing and want . , .. .
____------- --- --------

to spend a lunch or an evening sometime in the years ahead talking about it,

well, by all means let’s get together. I think it’d be fun to go on a little about

it back and forth.

In the meantime, dear Mayor, glad to have you back.

Cheers,

Norman Mailer



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrol>c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, i^laryland
Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

Larch 15, 1955

Norman:

Either yon vzrote those two notes in a paranoid fog created by
the weed — or you're deliberately provoking a break — which I, for
one, don't want.

It could only be some kind of madness that would even let
cross your mind the thought that I'd copy or have copied your Journal.
No one has ever seen any of it. .hen the envelopes arrive, they are
given to me scaled — and when I've read them, they're put, by me, in
a place where no one but myself can have access to them. But if you
don't trust me, boyo, say it straight out and you can have back, pronto,
the whole works.

And about my talking about the Journal — I don't know what
you mean. Believe it or not, I haven't said a word about it to anyone,
except that once in a conversation with uylie I said, in connection with
a natter we were discussing (homosexuality, I think it was), that you
had some intriguing ideas about it which I knew about because you showed
me some notes you were making for a treatment of it in a book someday.
I never — and if you don't believe me, Norman, that's your privilege —
told a soul that you're keeping a journal.

I have talked a lot about DEES LARK — to Ted, Ivan, Paul,
fhil — everyone. I've said that it contains insights and perceptions
that startled me, originating as they have from someone sc young and
so essentially inexperienced as you are.

And now to the matter of cross-fertilization or inter-fecundation.
If you're so goddam jealous of your ideas, keep them to yourself. I'm
not so sure I'd miss them, anyhow, find observe, friend, I haven't used
them so far. As for ray ideas, you're welcome to them — whethez1 we re­
main hermanos or not. I don't regard my thoughts as particularly precious
and certainly have no necessity in me to hoard, them.

As for your ideas, the truth about them is that, at present,
they're really no more than interesting — worth talking over, consider­
ing, discussing. And where in hell do you get the megalomanic notion
that they're anything more than, in most cases, tentative propositions?
To ray mind some of them are good — that is, worthy of more thought.
Some of them stink — that is, they're not worthy of development.
of them are certainly not original — although you think they are. And
many of them are screwed up.

I've refrained from commenting on every item in the journal
purposely — and have discussed onl. of them with you purposely —
because I’ve recognized the fact that you are concerned at present
rimarily with getting them down, getting them out of you, for later and

calmer consideration, I’m astounded that now you seem to think of them
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74-13

To Edward Me Alice

4Yale-HtH]-

<[-StdckbridgeTMassacTu3etts]'

October 10, 1974

Dear Ed,

I’m glad you’ve gone to work on a novel, because I’ve felt for a long
cb

time that your literary talents were colliding against the form of small-Mown

journalism, and you have too much energy and too much color in your

language to be held down by that kind of stuff forever, to wit, making some

old grunge-ball happy behind his desk. If you say you’ve written 150 pages

and started over, and are now writing in confusion, recognize that that’s not

at all unlikely. I’m assuming that you haven’t written any fiction in some

years, and so it’s a little bit as if you’re learning how to do it all over again.

If I’m wrong, these remarks will lose some interest, but, what the hell. I’ll

proceed as if this assumption is on the nose. Anyway, part of writing a novel

is to get from the space in oneself that wakes up in the morning, brushes

one’s teeth, et cetera, over into that other voice, which is the narrative voice,



gave me the knife — and that, too, is that.

There've been other disappointments and shocks, too — but
tliis above was the worst. I wanted this thing, not for what it would
do for me, but for what I could do. Do you understand?

I've missed you, Norman — what gives?

Yours

Ur. Horman i.ailer
320 East 55 Street
New York, New York



which is the style, which is the center of consciousness or the center of

intelligence or whatever you want to call it, in the novel. Now sometimes
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that voice is a narrator, sometimes that voice is in the third person. But it’s

\ always a quiet presence (even if in the case of someone like Miller or f

; QyV- ! Faulkner or Burroughs, not so quiet). But in any case, there’s always that

presence which one has to find, which is not one’s own self, and yet is not so

far separated from oneself that one can’t live with it. And it is this voice that

is sheer hell to get. If you find that you wrote 150 pages and they were

wrong and you had to start again, and now you’re troubled again, don’t let it

get you down, it’s a way of overshooting the mark, shooting too close,

finally averaging out to some place where you begin to sense where the

target might be. And once you get it, the work tends to get much easier,

although in fact you may not know you’ve gotten it until you’ve been

working with it for a couple of months. In The Armies of the Night I didn’t

know that I’d really gotten on to something with a good voice until I’d been

working that way for two or three weeks. For the first two or three weeks I

just kept having this nagging, irritating feeling in my gut that I was making a

big mistake, so the trouble with it is always of course that you can’t count on

your own feelings too much, there’re too many levels of oneself at work, and

the level that’s most articulate and most critical at any given instant isn’t



Dr. RoLert Linjncr
9-D, Latrol>c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, Alarylantl
Phone, Saratoga 7-0690

larch 14, 1955

Dear Norman,

It's been so long since I heard from you that I've begun to_ wonder
why. I called you when I was in New York last week — almost continuous­
ly (as Bdna must have told you) — and since returning to Baltimore a
number of times, including last night. It did occur to me that you.
may have gone on the ski trip you talked of taking — and maybe that' s
why there've been no notes from the journal, no letters, and no calls.

It occurs to me that there may be a change of climate in our relation­
ship. I don't feel one on my part — but perhaps, after your last visit,
you do. According to the notes, once you expressed your peeve, you
purged yourself of ill feelings. I can only hope that this is so. For
my part, I think that if there is any difficulty between us, it is put
there by your insistence on projecting some of your doubts about the
"new" self you are discovering on me. I wish I knew how to get you beyond
this — how to convince you of my total acceptance. But, at the same
time, Forman, I feel your pressure to, somehow, close me off. Take that
matter of painting. You and Adele Insist I ’-.now nothing about it, and
I’m content to let you think that — both of you — if you wish. But
when I try to tell you, not what I know about it, but what I think of it,
you accuse me of lecturing on painting. ind yet I have stood by both
amused and a little a palled when Adele has pointed out a picture in a
book to you and said, "Don't you think I've been getting a few effects
like this?" — so I have seen and heard the evidence from both of you that
what I wanted to discuss with you then — the absence of ideas from non­
objective painting — you charge me with gratuitous and pompous "lectur­
ing". So also with Liptons. Do you want a one-way street, Chazar?
Look, I'll take — willingly, happily, — all you have to dish out; but
don't sulk when I show I've got a few stray bits of guts, too.

Ah, well — enough of that. If it's there, we'll both know
it — or sign off.

The last few weeks have been disturbing and distressing ones.
The death of a close friend set the tone for a whole series of disappoint­
ments. Although the book is doing alright, it is just about limping
'long, and will continue that way uni ss or until I can get Rinehart to
do more advertising. They've been content to see it move at about 600 to
1000 copies a week on what they call "word of mouth" and excellent reviews.

it wants, of course, is a goose. That goose would have been provided
by the Omnibus program — which fell through. Yes, my friend, I've been

»d but regally — with all the trinnnin s and I you to be
• 'ong the first to know about it. Seems th-1 when the final decision
had to be made, the medicos on the board of the Ford Foundation ruled that
it would be regarded as an unfriendly act by the medical profession if I,
a psychologist, talked about my work and my thinking to twenty-one million
people. The implication being that I'm a charlatan and a quack. So they
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it for so long, since the corrections have are picyune and only amount to

about five or six. You’ll find them incidentally on pages 49, two on page 65,

76, 82, and page 2 of the notes (note #71).

Reading it however gave me an opportunity to appreciate what you’re

doing. I want to tell you that I think it’s awfully good. I can’t remember

when anyone has ever treated me so clearly and has so naturally understood

what I’m up to. There’ve been times when I wondered whether people

became critics because they did not have the simple ability to read and

comprehend. I can tell you that yours is one of the very few examples I

know of a man taking my work and rendering it clear without simplifying it.

When you add to that the fact that the cosmology is obviously the most

ticklish, dense, incomprehensible and for most readers perverted part of my

thicket, I think you’ve accomplished something. Despite the fine things you

say about me, I see

a long and substantial career ahead for you as a literary critic. You have

abilities few possess.

Anyway Mike, my blessing. If there’s any way I can help along the way,

let me know. I will naturally be interested in seeing the entire work when it

done.

Have a good year.



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, MaryLintl
Plionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

February 3, 1955

Deer Norman,

I have been so tremendously excited about the
last two installments of the Journal that I can hardly
wait to talk with you about them. I want to urge you
very strongly to re-read REBEL uITHOUT A CAUSE — forget
the expository material and read only Harold 1s pro­
ductions. Moreover, I think it is imperative that you
follow up your insights on the sexual life of saints,
by getting hold of St. Theresa's books and whatever
other writings of this kind you can find. Huxley's
DEVILS OF LOUDON will also give you some important leads.

As usual I don't have time for a real letter,
but I have to tell you that I actually anticipated your
situation with Dissent — after reading the last issue
I determined not to renew my subscription for the exact
reasons you describe in the Journal. Which brings me
to Note ,v397, which, I think — if developed —- would
say the first significant words on the whole problem.

So far no word from my brother or about a
brief trip to New York next week. Will let you know as
soon as I can.

Love,

P.S. Just received a wire stating that Mannie, my
brother, will be here for the weekend. Uj

Mr. Norman Mailer
232 Fulton Street
Brooklyn -1, New York
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Cheers,

Norman

P.S. I was in Africa for the Ali-Foreman fight and found out the day I

arrived the fight was called off. What a bummer. I think the disappointment

bit so deep I caught a bug, because a week later I was invited on safari and

knew I had to get out of Africa or I was going to be really ill, so came home

on the next plane and proceeded to stay in bed for the next seven days with

an undulating fever. That’s one tough country. I’m beginning to think part of

Hemingway’s genius was to command his intestines in strange places.

74-11

To John V. Lindsay

[Yale Hill] O

October 9, 1974

Dear John,



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latroljc Apartments
Baltimore - 2, Marylnncl
Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690

o
January 27, 1955

Normano mio:

I tried to call you last night but you were out — or perhaps
(I can see you) reclining with your feet up in that wonderful chair while
that gadget of yours poured out the music. Wish I'd been with you.

What I wanted to tell you was that I’m glad about the Putnam
thing. I want to see the DEER PART behind you. As you so correctly saw —
long ago — it was a phase, a necessary step in your development. It now needs
to be solidified in print -(which is really the way an artist buries, suc­
cessively, each of his selves), then mourned (the critical and public re­
ception), finally forgotten by being absorbed. Now that this is well on
its way, you're free to grow a new self.

Which leads to the Journal.

Norman, buck-o-boy — I can’t tell you how excited I am about
it. I wait from day to day to get the next installment, and find myself
almost totally absorbed in following its development. Some of the ideas
I hate — most I love — but all of them fascinate me. Occasionally, read­
ing it, I find myself leaping ahead in my mind — or arguing fiercely as
if you were present. 0ur next meeting should detonate an explosion that
will probably tear up 53rd Street and route out some of the whores in the
St. Regis.

As for me, I’m kind of in a fallow period now, intellectually;
but emotionally I'm sizzling on some griddle of curious design. Things I
can't write about have been happening to me, and the shape of that griddle
is burning hieroglyphs on my soul.

The success of the book — or what looks like a success -- and
the fuss my lectures have been kicking up all over the place, have made me
excited and tense — But the yin of this yang is a new level of conscious­
ness — almost a new birth, with a fermentation being prepared in another
recess of my mind. I'm getting ideas again, hermano — and, as you pre­
dicted, dangerous ideas.

How perceptive you are ’ What genius (I mean it) lies in your in­
tuition of my growth (?) from psychopathy to sainthood, badness to goodness,
dishonesty to truth! The whole story, which I must now resolve to tell you
some day, will confirm you down to the very mispellings of the words you
used. I'm going to try to call you again tonight, comrade — because I'm
tired of writing letters these days and because I need the more direct con­
tact. Also, I have to come up to New York for a few hours next week to talk
to the moguls who are planning to do an Omnibus dramatization of the J.P.
Couth — which means a few hours we can tear up together. Meanwhile, pal
go, £o, GO... ’
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Dear Kay,

If I were entering a defense for Richard Nixon in some eternal court, I

would argue that any man who has to read about himself in the Washington

Post over a number of years will become convinced that a reporter is an

animal with a crooked mouth. Believe it or not, I was not that bad at the

Women’s Democratic Club. Even funny. And the remarks your good girl

quoted were, bless them, all of them, in irony. (Mine. But your reader

wouldn’t know.) /- I

■Could you bring back Poison Quinn? At least she put her own sweet spit
a i&j

on the shiv before she stuck it in. And further my regards to Ben who must

believe the world is served every time an outside style is curbed.

Yours in no vast happiness,

Norman Mailer

73-25

To George Plimpton

^YaiFHHTr

November 20, 1973



- 2.

to learn that in the two or three letters I've had from Ted Amussen
since you were here, he never fails to express his "numbness" and
general despair over what's happened. I get the feeling that he is
truly disturbed and regards the v/hole affair as a great fiasco and
deep personal blow. This despite the under-side of his character
which you and Johnnie so well delineated.

Don't fail to write soon and let me know what's going on
and what your plans are. All of us here send love to all of you.

Robert Lindner

lur. Norman Mailer
320 East 55 Street
New York, New York
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DearGeorge’ r

In truth I read Paper Lion and youbook about gol^but lied a little to

Buzz, I suppose because I didn’t wish to get into a discussion of the two

books with someone else before I’d talked to you. Actually I like Paper Lion

a little less and the golfing book, whose title to my obvious embarrassment I

cannot now remember, a little more than the general consensus, but did not

think my critical reactions were of such enormous value that they should be

immediately imparted to you, and so I thought I’d wait until sometime we

were sitting over a drink and I could talk about the two. Now that the subject

is on us, however, let me just say that I did enjoy Paper Lion, it’s just that no

book could have carried in the weight of advance touting it had been given

and so a little disappointment was built in. On the other hand the golfing

book showed me all sorts of things about golf I’d never considered before

and I enjoyed it. Now the new one I have to approach with interest, for

believe me dear George, I am one of the fifty million people who played

Lion at one time or another in their life. I’ll drop you a note about it.

Cheers,

Norman
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7-0690

Dr. Robert LinJncr
9-D, Lntrol>c Aportmcnts
Baltimore -
Plionc, Snr.itog;

December 7, 1954

Dear Horman,

The fact, that you left a number of things around the house is
good evidence that you want to come back, so I hope you will make arrange­
ments soon to return. ,.e neet to sit dorm and talk a little bit more
about Lipton's. It may be that a part of my reaction toward it is
determined by preconceptions and prejudices — these leading to concern
when any of its celebrants are so close to me. In any event, I hope you
will find me always open to conviction. And in any any event, I do want
to discuss the ideas you talk about.

We've had a lot of excitement here because of the piece in this
week's Time, and the coincident publication of "The Jet-Fropelled Couch".
All sorts of amazing tilings have happened as a result of the Time piece,
not the least of which is an i mediate decision by Ted to bring out the
lectures as a small book by spring. Before I do the final draft I am
terribly anxious to have you go over the manuscript with me — or by
yourself — so that I can take care of the rough spots you mentioned. I'd
be enoi’mously grateful for this and also for some assistance in completing
the homosexuality piece.

I also want you to do me a more immediate favor, and that is to
write to Rinehart immediately after you see and read your copy of TEE FIFTY-
I.IINUTE HOUR. If you can give them some statement to be used for advertising,
I'd be in your debt. In addition to you, I have asked that a copy be sent
to Bill Styron, from whom I would like the same thing — but only if he
feels the book deserves his praise. Moreover, if you can think of anyone
to whom complimentary copies should be sent, that is to say anyone who
can assist in promotion, I would also appreciate this.

I am full of appreciation today as you see---- but nonetheless,
the inner man is still somewhat apprehensive about everything. What I
need is a few hours with you over a couple of drinks. Many issues have
been raised about my ideas in various editorials all over the country and
in columns such as those nor; being run by Max Lerner in the I Jew York Post.
I'd like to talk out and re-evaluate some of the ideas before heading into
the final draft of the essays — and you're it.

When you find out about Christmas, please let me know, and also
what your plans are going to be for the celebration of the New Year. Since
I have to see Ted and a few other people, I intend to come to New York with­
in the next few weeks, but will let you know further about this in my next.

I haven't said anything about THE DEERPARK in thia note simply
because I am awaiting word from you. Nevertheless, my concern with the"
matter is very deep, and I think of it constantly. You will be interested

- 1 -
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pricked—to the first paragraph where you speak of me inviting over 3,000

people to the 50th birthday party, and only 600 showing up. “It had become

fashionable not to.”

Now, we can agree the evening was a bummer and that I have rarely

behaved with less eclat and rarely buggered a big and important business

better. But the one little joy I took out of the occasion you have now

removed. Six hundred people was a hell of a score to get out of 3,000 letters. .

Good God, Richard, you out to know after all those years of Partway what ? 

kind of results you get back from a mailing. So this is just to tell you that

while I love your apologies for me (although I sometimes wish you had to

apologize just a little less) I as always enjoyed your style, but write this to

warn you. Dear pal, if you are going to become the greatest critic that

America has, then you as myself are in the doldrums, so let us both get up

and out of the boondocks, boy.

Incidentally I am returning to that big novel. I hope it will be able to do

more than pose a dilemma or two. We’ll have to see. Will Mailer finally

commit himself? Will the world end?

Love,

Norman



- Pagina dos -

know what to make of it — or how to think of it. Everyone says
it's "striking, vivid, attention-getting". — ;.’.e? 1 think it
looks like something that's been cooking too long.

How's my Peruvian Yenta? If I thought you knew where to do it
I'd ask you. to kiss her for me.

All of us enjoy good health. 1,'iaybe that's why I feel so
bad.

Adios, marica,
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74-1

To Richard Lee Fulgham

'[Yale.Hill-1;-^

■^Stockbridge,-Massachusetts}-^

February 5, 1974

Dear R. L.,

As usual I can’t begin to give you a fair reply to your letter with all it has

of yourself in it, but answer in a hurry to tell you that I did read the

paragraph you marked for me and indeed don’t argue with it, for in my

notion that there’s a double set of super-egos, egos and ids in all of us I am

of course thinking of these two separate personalities as being shaped by

different areas of experience so that it would be valid indeed to speak of one

as the personality of the sun, the other of the moon. In fact, now comes the

truth, I thought at one time of doing a book on this and then decided it could

become the sort of

venture which would take up the rest of my life and might <

end up just being a schema rather than a work with its own /

life.



Dr. RoLeri Linjner
9-D, LatroL c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, l^laryl and
Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690 September 15, 1954

Herraano mio,

Now, at last, I take my pen in hand (I’d take my secretary,
but she’s otherwise engaged) to write you. >ihy I haven’t done so
before — there are many reasons, but most of it has been sheer
laziness. Anyhow, I don't like to write letters to you, Chico —-
I'd rather speak direct — m^n talk. Letters embarrass me. And
who knows? They're even saying Freud and Fleiss had a mad affair 1

We returned to Baltimore last week, worn out from violent
vacationing. Now I’m back at work, slaving over a hot couch and
chasing a buck here and there. Actually, I’ve hardly dug in, and
don't expect to — really — until next week, when I return from a quick
trip to New York. I have to go there to meet and talk with the people
who are arranging a lecture tour for me in California beginning
November 1st. You did not know this, Ginso, so I'm telling you now.
On November 1st, we go best for about two weeks. Anyhow, previous
to seeing these birds about the arrangements and details, I have to
talk with Ivan. Always (you know) with an eye to the main chance, I'd
like to see if there's a possibility to have the articles (lectures)
commissioned by someone, or gather them into a fast small book. So
when I get back (from N.Y.), I'll have to hustle to put the stuff down
on paper.

So much to tell you — and so much I want to know about you,
Cholo. I think the state of our souls needs examination and discussion
over a quart of whiskey. Hurry back. Pal.

Which brings me to what you are doing. I like the fact that
you are having etwases, that you are thinking about two novels, that
your liver is lively, your gonads sizzling, and your asshole is tight —
But, amigo querido, this flirtation of yours with the gage — this
I do not like. Not because it may mean early doom or residence in
some yiddish purgatory — that would be okay since then we'd share
hellroom together — but because the winding of the self should take
place from the inside. A theory I'll discuss with you one night soon.

By the way, I don't know if you know yet about the love affair
between the Rembars and the Lindners. It's a fact, anyhow. On
Friday, when I get to New York, I'll be calling Cy — and getting what
news he has of you. Perhaps he'll tell me then about the Naked deal.
And when you get rich, Chazar, I'll take the Jaguar on the left.

Christ I I miss you.

The jacket came from Rinehart for the 50 minute job. I don't

-1-
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As for your own work, yes, keep working, yes, get published if you can.

But don’t work to get published at the cost of all else because the talent you

have can get fucked with badly if you fuck around with it. If you want to do

the book on the war hero, do it. But if you detest the very notion of it and are

doing it only to see something in hard covers, don’t take it up. At least, such

would be my advice. And for the rest, clean yourself out. If you want to

become a writer recognize that you are taking something off your chances to

go very far every time you go on a binge where you bum yourself out

because some of what you waste will even be replaced by better stuff, but a

large proportion of it is just going to go down the drain. It doesn’t seem to

matter as much so long as you’re generating new stuff in yourself. One goes

through the psychic state inside of feeling that one is consuming parts of

oneself and becoming enriched, but the moment you pass that kind of youth,
(Z,

the moment you get.significant bit older so that what comes back is smaller, 
[\

speaking in the economy of these things, than what goes out, you will

discover to your horror how much you wasted in those earlier years, how

much less development you have than you c.

ought to have. And that will get in the way of the works you’ll be wanting to

do when you’re 40, 50, 60 and 70, which might be the time when you might

have been at your maximum, if you had a high maximum. So follow this as a



Mr. Norman Mailer - 2. -

Peconic, Long Island, New York
Peconic 4-6554

The house you
share it for a while

have sounds wonderful. Nish we could
— perhaps one day we will.

As you see — news is sparse from this end — at least
the kind of news I can write about. Meanwhile, write when you
can, using the above address until right after September 1st.

To both of you from all here, much love,

Your
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bad uncle’s news. Never duck an experience if you feel your fundamental

motivation is fear, but on the other hand never take something on because

you’re greedy and you want to get more of the kind of insight you got the

night before with the same drugs. Once a philosopher, twice a pervert—

Voltaire, you know.

Cheers,

Norman

74-3

[Siockbridge,

February 25, 1974

Dear Harper Barnes,

Let me try to answer your questions in order.

1. If you take a look at my chapter on the Voice in Advertisements for

Myselfl believe, if my memory is correct, that there’s a postscript to the
i j, (/ u
Advertisement (it’s called (he Fourth Advertisement for Myself) which gives 

my opinion of the Voice then, which was in 1958, 1959.1 wouldn’t say that

it’s changed a great deal since then. I like the Voice. I approve of it. I confess



Dr. Dol;crt Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apartments
Baltimore - 2, Alary! nnd
Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

July 20, 1954

Normancito:

Don’t tell me we're not sympatico! I had hardly finished
a letter to you when yours arrived. We were overjoyed to hear from.
you, but are now distressed to learn about your health., Have you
considered returning for treatment? or can you get what you need
where you are? Please, man, take care — it’s important for every­
one that you remain well — or at least well enough to get done
what’s yours to do, including having a good time.

As for me, mysteriously, I have had little or no further
trouble, lip-wise or hive-y. Whether the blasted tiling has run
its course, or my psyche has undergone sone occult kind of re­
organization, I don’t know. In any case, I’m eating almost every­
thing (although I remain leery of - and avoid - tomatoes, berries
and cheese) without ill effect. Physically, then, I’m in pretty
good shape. Except for heart trouble, cancer, leukemia, and
tuberculosis I have fewer complaints these days then I had when I
last wrote. Hentally, I continue dull. Although I’ve read a lot —
and a lot of good stuff, too — it's not been adding up to anything
much. An occasional idea, yes — but nothing that sticks.
Nevertheless — and I think only you can understand this — I feel
yeasty. Stuff is moiling and brewing deep down. Occasionally, with
what reminds me of a bubble’s burst in a cauldron of some thick
liquid, an etwas (sentence, thought, vagrant phrase) rises to the
surface, breaks, then settles — So maybe there's a thing happening
that will start me soon on the book.

Your news about DEER PARK is warming and exciting both.
When I got the catalogue two weeks ago, I observed there was no
announcement of your book, I worried about what had happened.
Your letter calms — apparently all has ended well. As for the
orgy scene, I agree its elimination is artistically necessary and
that the book will profit from the deletion.

Parenthetically, the "Jet-Propelled Couch" will be in
Harper's in abbi-eviation in December and January. Ivan concluded
the arrangements last week. Xie think they've done a fine editorial
job and its appearance there will help THE FIETY-MINUTE HOUR.

Xie leave for Long Island on July 31st. Please copy this
address and phone number and put it where you'll be reminded of
me (us) constantly. May I suggest Adele's beautiful butt?

% Low House
Indian Neck Lane

- 1 -
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subject. In a face-to-face interview I never go on under such circumstances. I

point out to the interviewer that he’s put me in a situation of pushing a

Cadillac uphill and I’m not going to do it. A good interview comes out of a

continuing dialogue where the interviewer is putting in at least half as much

wit and enterprise and surprise as the man or woman being interviewed.

If you wish, you can send me the questions again—I’m afraid I cast

away the last batch—but the only way I conceive of answering that

interview is by pointing out how inappropriate I think each and every one of

those questions is. In other words, if one of the questions asked me is “What

fee
do I look for in sex?” I’d^inclined to point out the essential idiocy of a

mind that assumes sex is a fieldVere you go looking. So forth. If you want to
A

take another turn around the path with me on this basis, I’ll look at the

questions again. But I must tell you in advance that I think what I would

give you has to be the last thing you would want for the style and tone of

your magazine and the moral of your readers.

Sincerely,

Norman

P.S. I may look at those questions again and say no twice as hard. I do want

that understood. Also I may feel just 10 or 15 or 20 out of the 60 are going to

be good to reply to.
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should certainly like to get another opinion. So please send the
typescript over to me...*1

Apparently the Lerner preface whetted old pip-pip victor’s
appetite again, and we are going to comply with his request for
another look-see. In responding to Ivan about this I took the
occasion to point out that everything about the stories is true and
factual, but that, of course, they have been "fictionalized" to give
the necessary dramatic tension. I rather expect that V.G. will
decide to buy — but if he doesn’t Iva- assures me that almost any­
one else in England will.

So far as the business with Harner's is concerned, apparently
thay have not yet completed their mind-making up, and I anticipate
that it will be another couple of weeks before we hear from them.

Some further small bit of news is that r:e went last night to
hear Freddie heisgal play at a local beer joint, to which I will have
to take you when you cone down again. Before deciding to do this,
Freddie came to my office for an off-the-cuff opinion on whether or
not his practice would suffer — or his reputation as a lawyer be
hurt — but doing this I neglected to point out to Freddie that little
damage to his legal reputation would be possible under the most extreme
circumstances. However, I did feel he had somewhat of a point. I
related the story of the man who complained he had been a tailor 40
years, and no one ever called him schnoider on the streets, yet,
for .in'-11 one little "bein'1, the whole world thereafter- called him

"cocksucker". Fred got the point.

Soon after you receive this letter I expect that you will be
off for Mexico, and I confess to envying --ou greatly tris time of
leisure. 'e, I will be sweating out a living over a hot couch for
another 6 or 7 weeks — and probably nursing my hives — until the
first of August. If you are going to write at all please do so at
this address until August 1st, after which we can be reached at:
4 Mrs. Frances Adams, Indian Neck Lane, Peconic, Long Island, New
York. Phone: Peconic 6554.

I hope you get a chance to write, however, briefly, before
you take off, and meanwhile send ou the love of all of us.
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75-10

To William F. Buckley, Jr.

Dear Bill:

Yours to frame or flip away.

Cheers,

Norman

[Yale Hill.] - 

{Stockbridge,-Massachusetts]

May 13, 1975

Here to auction off an hour with that intellectual inchling, that pride of

conservatism erumpant (if not always ideologically erugate) I am happy to

say that the successful bidder will receive a full hour of conversation and

attention from Sharon, Connecticut’s own buckeen, William F. Buckley,

right in his New York home among his lares and penates. There the top cash

will meet him, good William, et uxor—her first name Patsy (and more

beautiful than Germaine Greer)—particular high bidder to be moreover put 
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body by the mouth of me, for a period of weeks, reasoning thusly:
that unfriendly spirits have in me lodged and made ms to be of a
sensitivity profound, and a responsiveness, to an irritant which, in
time, through a famous method known abroad as "progressive elimination"
may be apprehended and indited.

In resignation then, I surrender to the saints and the pro­
fessor of the skins.

Given this date, hyght above, by the hand of the signatee
below. Nihil obstat. Imprimatur. Hertz!

Dear Horman:

I have separated the abo ze report on the state of my
physical body from the rest of this, chiefly to confound our bio-
graphers — whose existences I do not ever for a moment doubt. If
they can dig the styles involved and their sources (I date such
biographers about a hundred years hence, a few decades after an
Orwellian debacle during which all traces of previous cultures will
have vanished ((except our works, of course)) and the language will
have degenerated into a series of melodious grunts ((( exepet in
the case of a handful of scientists who will by then have uncovered
a Rosetta stone enabling such masterworks as NAKED and PRESCRIPTION
to be read))) — if they can, I say, they’ll deserve the right to
write about us.

To continue. Apart from all these horrors there is little
to report from the Baltimore front. The thing that may amuse you is
that Ivan enclosed a letter from Gollancz in which the dear old boy
reports that he turned down the stories in THE EIFTY-i.ilNUTE HOUR
originally because he "came to the conclusion that there was some­
thing wrong with the book. I can't clearly explain my feeling: I
think I night perhaps put it, in a Jewish phrase which Lindner will
understand, that it was not quite kosher. Or, to put it in another
way, I had the feeling that the investigations had been ’done up’
a bit - that there wore points at which the science merged into
fiction." "But"the dear old boy continues, "I may have been quite
wrong - in any event the thing was of fascinating interest - and I 
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in close company with a gaggle of the editor’s cohorts from National

Review, a larvate latrant group of larrikins

who inhabit a midden through which good left conservatives like myself are

obliged to walk in their moggins—which if I may permit myself an

apostrophe can be described as a footless stocking. Needless to say,

^midden,’\f we are to translate, is the stuff through which one is trying to

walk in that footless stocking while the editors of National Review are

failing to bite the bullet and forsake all squalid pegomancy for pedomancy.

It could be argued that there is nothing like the less peccant forms of the

pedomantic to clear your head. At any rate, we must breathe deep, avoid the

ganch and the garlion, and prepare to bid up our wallets for the right to be

received by that scollardical exponent of holophrasis, that natural

practitioner of misosophy and misocainia, that sedulous seeksorrow of the

CIA, now rendered semi-ustilate I fear by the likes of Spiro Agnew, but

nonetheless phenomenally well worth bidding up if you have a taste for

tongue-tallying with America’s own sempiternal columnist, that upper

Yahoo from Yaye, Mr. William F. Buckley and his gang of trillibubs.

Norman Mailer



Dr. RoLcrt Lindner
9-1), Latrol>c Apartments
Baltimore - 2, Alary! and
Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

32 iiacajiun 4159

Brother of Mine:

It is to be hoped greatly that this my letter finds you and
your liver happily well. 0 iiormano mio, we are indeed hermanos now,
I haveing, but minutes past come from the consultation of the
professor of skii s, wherefrom emerged I with the list of a diet
excluding all the pleasures and delights of the gut -- including
the press of the grape and the vine's fruit.

The affair began with the lip of mine, as I have informed
you by an earlier post, and am itching of the skin in various places,
and, sadly, the manifestation of that upon the skin said by all to
be of the nature of "hives". Following the initial seizure of me
by these portents and symptoms, there passed some days, when in
this fashion once more I was taken.

There was I, then, on the day of Saturn of the last week,
in resoose following my labors, at rest (I repeat) in the house of me,
sampling slowly of a brew much in repute and admired by the natives
of this region, compounded of substances to the number of two,
hyght "gin" et "vermouth", in a formula of mathematic relations
"six-to-one". Of a sudden there overcame me, your brother, in the
region of the mouth of nine, especially the underpart, a curious
perception of heat and'vibration, after which. there did appear a
swell, or fulness, thereof, which, to my distress, persisted through
the Ion,/ night. Accompanying this occult untowardness, even more^un-
believable, a furor of the insides of me cane to pass, with nauseation
and mild vertigo attending. Thereafter misery compa.lioned me until
bedding hour, the which was on that occasion delayed far into
birthtime of the day subsequent by wasteful converse and further
draughts of the self-same empoisoned brew, at intervals of a certainty
prescribed, I know not how, yet assuredly by the (incomprehensible)
rituals of the region, and upon the invitation, graciously rendered,
of natives, oddly comparisoned (I tell you for your instruction) and
outdecked with fabrics suited to the sultry climate of that night,
assembled in a conclave composed of various tribes to fashion a thing
called (by these the natives) a "party", the which was not in any
place to be seen, although my search for it occupied, when the lip
of mine allowed, the whole of the night. Sleep arrived, then, and
upon the morrow, such is the bounty of the saints, a properly pro­
portioned visage was returned to me in the glass.

Of a minor degree, since, has this distress pursued me, your
brother, until this moment of writing. I have, as written, attended
tie professor of skins following matins of this day. He, th? professor
advised, first, a purging of the bowel, and thereafter also, the
regime of the monk, happily confined to that which passes into the
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74-52

To Norman Rosten

December 4, 1974

Norman, I guess I still think enough of you to tell you —

the truth. I just don’t have the heart to start stirring the works for your new

book. That long dull dreadful business with Marilyn left a bad taste. This

will probably come like a thunderclap to you, but it did seem to me at

the time as if, granting the couple of occasions I’d had agreeable things to

say about your book, that I might be allowed to take a quote from something

you had already published, and pay you what by any conventional standard

is a large permission, without having to do the stations of the cross five

times over it. I can recognize why you felt—

some understandable pique that Marilyn, who was after all so much your

material for so, many years, was being taken -

over by me. But for Christ’s sakes, Rosten, you’d had your ten years to write

something about her and never did, it was only when everybody else got into 



much too brief; I hope you'll expand when you write. .That irks me
is this: that the reaction of Stan is likely to be the reaction of
any publisher I can think of (did you say this or an I bein'? bright?),
and at least at Rinehart’s you have a friend at court. It has
probably taken courage for Ted to stand up for you as he did. But
what’s to be done? Will Stan give the book what it should have if
he continues to feel the way he does? Does it really matter? And
then I'd like to ask you about your own feelings regarding the two
scenes that seem to be the big thorns for Stan. I recall when I read
the orgy scene, I told you it left me with a feeling of dissatisfaction
I thought your own doubts about it were showing at that time, and I
remember saying that I thought you should either do it or forget it.
How I t’link it would be a serious artistic error (and a compromise
that might harm you) to drop the scene; but I do believe it has to
be really written, in detail, full orchestra. (Cf course, I don't
know if you've done more with it since I saw the manuscript in January)
As for the Tippis scene, when we talked about it last time you con­
vinced me it was essential stat. I remain convinced — the scene is
tight and intrinsic (if not, perhaps, entirely necessary) to the
portrait of T. But on this I'd bet a house Stan can be convinced.

It is, finally, distressing to think that we'll be out of
personal contact for the next few months. All of us will, of course,
be thinking of both of you every day. Believe me, it will be the
one blot on our own vacation. Je'll be leaving for Low House on
July 31st — just previous to that, when I get your Mexico address,
1811 send you the address. I'll hope, too, that you might realize
on the off-chance and join us there late in August. At least let me
consider this improbability a possibility.

Much love for both of you from all of us,



the act that you suddenly felt cheated and got off yo^ass and made yourself

a little money. I find it distasteful to even get into these details, but came to

recognize gloomily in the course of the rotten year which followed the

publication of Marilyn that you really did not feel toward me the emotion of

what I consider a friend. So let’s let a couple of years go by to cool things

off. Unless, as I say, you feel an overwhelming desire to come up here and

box. That we could always do. In the meantime—work, suffer, curse the

stinginess of the fates.

Your old blurb^bapper,

Norman

P.S. If you want to know the truth of what really got me pissed off, it was

that you finally had so little that was new to say about Marilyn after that

marvelous piece you wrote that was already in print. If you’re going to be

stingy about all your material in order tog) write something that really was

exciting, fine. But the book you did was just a rip-off on what had been

originally a lovely and luminous essay. What the hell did all that stinginess

get you in the end? You didn’t even make the money you could have if

you’d written a better book. And you know and I know you kissed Miller’s 

ass.
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think you've used the drinking for bad reasons — it wasn't
emergent, that is growing out of a personal or party situation;
but with you, the personal or party situations cane from the drinking.
Do you understand what I mean? To hell with it. ..'e'll talk soon.

as I told you over the phone, I'm in a kind of limbo these
days. I don't feel like doing anything, and I lend myself only
reluctantly to my work, finding very little pleasure in it and
pushing every day away or behind me. I think I get this way about
this time each year — a kind of immense intellectual and (what?)
spiritual fatigue seems to engulf me. I get jaded and bored very
easily, have a minimal attention span, jump from one small enthusiasm
to another, and largely hold secret converse with myself. I think
what hanpens is a consequence of not having a framework or pattern
for my ideas. When I am doing a book — or even writing an article —
the ideas that occur to me during the time are employed somehow (and
also everything I read). In this post-book, pre-book period they
are necessarily unattached: they occur, I react — and then they
dissipate. I guess this laqvns^me with a feeling of worthlessness:
I'm somehow, then, loosehana^ctesengage. I know the solution is to
begin a new project, even if only in thought; but right now I just
don't feel like it. Perhaps when the unattachment increases to a
point of real discomfort — or when these blasted psychosomatic things
really get my goat — I'll do the necessary.

,,'e've been seeing no one of any interest. Yesterday we drove
out to Edgy Berman's farm, and Phoebe (they both send remembrances)
showed us a wonderful piece of property near them. It has a small
waterfall and a narrow stream running through it. I've been wondering
about it as an ideal spot for a long cherished dream of mine — a
small weekend house. We think it may be possible to widen the pool
to a real swimming place and dam up the stream at the further end.
Then we could build a house above the water, stock the pool with bass
or trout. Maybe this is the place we can write the Mailer and
Lindner books from in a couple years — with tine out for swimming
or skating or fishing! In any event, I'm more excited about this than
I've been about anything recently — and maybe it will go through.

About the FIFTY-MINUTE HOUR, I guess I've written it off now.
Lerner's preface, as I said, is terrific. He's done exactly what I
hoped — described the book as writing in a new literary genre, and
emphasized the intrinsic excitement of the stories. Ted and Dudley
feel there is a chance of having a selling success — for a change —
and I’m sure that if Ivan brings off the Harper thing, we'll got off
to a good start. The "concerning" part — at least until reviews come
in — is over. But it isn't over for me (curiously, do you think?)
about your book. I find I get more exorcised about DEER PARK than abou
ray own book. Your report about the conference with Stan and Ted was
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75-26

To Peter Bogdanovich

[•Yale-Hill]

[Stockbridge-,-Massachusetts]-

February 18, 1975

Dear Peter,

Let’s get together when you’re in New York. Apart from a hundred other
v v AI m J Da i&y dll |U-\ /X,

things we’ll have to talk about, and number one is Daisy, in honor of the '
A.

aesthetic enigmas, I’d also like to propose an idea of mine. It involves

adapting a nineteenth-century book that no one has gone near which I think

would make an incredible movie. I don’t know if it’s at all your cup of tea,

however. It might even be the kind of movie you hate, for it has considerable

violence, sex, and large doses of the occult. On the other hand, it has

costumes from several periods and they are not necessarily the easiest

periods to recapture. So you could conceivably be intrigued. If this

categorization does not repel you instantly, then I’ll send you the name of

the book and we can talk about it more.

Cheers,

Norman



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-1), Latroljc Apartments
Baltimore - 2, .Maryland
Plionc, Saratoga 7-0690

June 7, 1954

Dear Nonnan,

It was great talking with you the other night. 1 hope you
understood ’./hat I meant when I said I’d been having trouble writing.
It is simply that my letters have been composed under the shadow of
our private talks when you were here — and I couldn't , for some
reason, keep out the pompous and pedantic tone. Recognising this, I’ve
now made the decision not to write about those matters — to save
them, that is, for personal meetings. This has removed the blocks,
and now I'm able to continue our correspondence.

For some strange reason I’ve been feeling lousy these last
weeks. Ey gut has been kicking up — a most unusual thing — and
I’ve twice had a swelling on my lips. The guys I've talked to have
called this "angioneurotic edema", a conditio;' due to a specific
allergy or sensitivity to somet’iing (a food or?), plus a condition
of tension. You're supposed to take anti-histamines for this kind
of thing — but the last time I did they made me feel worse. Today
my lower lip looks like I've just been made an honorary Ubangi. i.,y
private opinion is that t is business may be related to my conflict
over smoking. For some time I did great — but within the past few
days I've slipped, and although I stay under 10 butts a day it still
is the wrong tiling. But if it isn't the cigarette tiling, it must
be a food — and I'm damned if I can figure this out. In any case,
it can't be something a few hours of analysis won't clear up. Mean­
while, as usual when there's somethin.1' physically wrong with me, my
chronic feeling is one of anger, anger at this frailty in myself.

I think you, too, react to illness or physical wealmess with
anger, don't you? Which brings me to your liver. I've made inquiries,
based on the very little data you gave me, and I've learned that your
condition is not to be taken too seriously. Apparently, you've been
making excessive demands on a biologically slightly inadequate organ,
and there is hardly any question but that a period of relaxed pressure
on this organ will restore its propel’ function. Until I learned this,
I did worry somewhat. Now I'm even glad of it, glad because the
drinking (so you've said) has been eliminated.

You know, Norman, I haven't been completely truthful with
you (or Adele) about the drinking. I've honestly been concerned with
it, mainly because I've noticed that rather than relaxing you, it
see.is to create more and more tension, and tension of a specific kind.
By this I mean that it draws you away from people, breaks communication
a Little bit. This happens, of course, with every drinker, but you
seem to get there a little more rapidly than most others. Also I

- 1 -
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[Stockbridge, Massachusetts]

February 27, 1975

Dear Ines von Schoenfeldt,

I was thinking of Dreiser’s famous novel An American Tragedy when I

chose my title. That is one reason it is called An American Dream rather than

The American Dream. I never try too hard to explain my titles to myself, for

I think a good title is obliged to exist at a more primitive level than clear

exposition can provide, but perhaps the movement from the word “Tragedy”

to the word “Dream” symbolized for me some profound shift in American

life—the movement, let us say, from the deterministic view of man as a

creature who wrestled against and was finally overcome by superior forces,

to the more mid-twentieth century notion of our technological age that we

are all suspended between life, death, drugs, and the dream. This is, of

course, only one explanation; with a title so general as An American Dream,

I would not wish to cut off some of the others. There’s obviously a play on

the notion of The American Dream,'a phrase much used in the life of literary

Americans to satirize the old Calvinist notion that those who work hard are 

the chosen of God and generally find themselves rewarded. In any case,
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wrote the screenplay, which anyone who makes the picture has to use.
If ..anger or anyone else wants to buy the rights from „'arner, I'm
sure they'll sell. For my part, I think an arrangement about the
screenplay can be made through the Ober office.

I wonder, Morman, if Brand would want to suggest REBEL
to i.’.r. ..anger? Im approach from that side would light a fire
under the whole matter. I'd personally like to see the picture
made, since it is a valid study of the subject and the only
truthful representation of prison life I've come across. By the
way, apart from all of this I hope Brand and I can get together.
He sounds interesting and the kind of guy I'd like to know.

You'll be glad to know that I've done an intensive
editorial job on the four stories of my book and followed your
good suggestions as closely as I could. Jeanne (who sends her
love, natch) is busy re-typing the manuscript in final draft, while
I'm finishing the remaining story. I hope to be out in about two
weeks, including the preface. Last week I talked with Ted by
phone and discovered he had no changes to suggest, so I'm readying
final copy. It will be a relief to get the book out so that I
can get on to the next job.

Gome soon, Korman. I'll be in New York within the next
three weeks and certainly expect to see you and meet your friends.
But you should arrange for an early and long visit here. We want
you. Meanwhile, our love,
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perhaps this determinedly incomplete presentation may be of some small use

to you.

Sincerely,

Norman Mailer

75-57

To Basil Mailer

. [Yale Hilf]—

[StoekbridgerMassachusetis.]—>

March 25, 1975

Dear Basil,

I see it’s better than three months since the pleasure of reading your

letter, and I’m startled at the greed of time. It has such a big appetite and I

begin to suspect these days I may have less and less to offer it. What an

awful sensation to be the Eaten rather than the Eater. At any rate, this is

birthday weekend in the house and nothing like that to turn the squire’s sad

thoughts to age and eternity. Four of my seven children have birthdays

within eleven days of each other, so we’ve decided to coin a new institution,

the birthday weekend. It’s not the worst occasion, but does serve to remind



Dr. Ro!>crt Lindner
9-D, Liitrol>c Apartments
Baltimorc - 2,
Plionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

February 23, 1954

Dear Norman,

Just receiving your letter was a great relief. I
feared that I had spoken out of turn with Ted, and your slight
delay in answering my note made me somewhat concerned.

About your book — Norman, it is so good, and has
such potential, that I have to urge you not to compromise on
it. I've given it a lot of thought, and I really think just
a "new coat of paint" 'is not sufficient — at least not for you.
To fail to give it the intensive attention it requires in this
final draft would be to commit a really grave literary sin, but
more than this, a crime against yourself. So please keep
pushing.

Johnnie told me about your talk with her on the topic
'wither Mailer', and so your remarks about putting in six or so
months of work in a woman's prison didn't surprise me. During
the last few days I've given the matter a lot of thought — and
I think something can ba arranged when you're ready. ’Whether it
can be done here, near or in Baltimore, will have to be explored
further. I don't know, because the local situation is kind of
snafued and riddled with a curious brand of politics. For our
sakes, we'd like to have you around if it could possibly be
arranged. But on the other hand, the opportunity may not exist
here, and if it doesn't, there is an alternative that may be quite
satisfactory. I'll go into the details with you when we get
together again. Meanwhile, I think you can rest assured that the
idea — so far as I can see — is excellent and possible of
realization.

About Neville Brand and the possibility of pushing the
REBEL screenplay — I'm delighted you talked with him and anxious
to meet him. After I received your letter I wrote to Kay Brown
at M.C.A. (they were the agents for the sale of the screenplay
that terminated in an inconclusive stalemate) and asked that all
outstanding copies of my script be turned over to my agent, Ivan
von Auw at Harold Ober Associates. Then I wrote to Ivan and asked
him to consider getting in touch with Mr. Hanger. Warner Brothers
you see, owns the motion picture rights and I (with Budd Fishel)

- 1 -
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would hurt friendship, but simply for lack of time. I took on the Miller book

thinking I could do it in five weeks; I’ve already spent fifteen. I sometimes

think I’m in the situation of that novelist of the thirties about whom they

used to make movies (Jimmy Stewart is invariably the face), who keeps

moaning that if he can only get back to his farm in Vermont he will write the
great American novel, only he’s stuck doing movie scripts. I am setferite the

A
great American novel but keep finding ways to tackle myself on the two-

yard line. I’ve sworn that after the Miller anthology is done I’ll work on the

novel through the fall and winter. I’d better, before its spirit begins to expire.

Let me know when you’ll be in town again after September 15 and I’ll

do my best to find work in town the same week. Of course we may provide

each other a few laughs in Los Angeles first. It looks like I’m going out to

do promotion for The Fight before September is done, and will give you a

ring then. I’m pleased you like the book. It’s minor, but more pleasure to

read for just that reason perhaps, and I’d just as soon make readers happy.

Such humility is bottomless.

Best to you, Peter. Say hello to Cybill.

As ever,

Norman



Mr. Norman Hailer 2.-

of presentation to justify your criticism.

My pique with you, Norman, comes from your easy
dismissal of the prescriptive part of the book. You burn me up
when you compare these pages with Liebman's Peace of tripe. I
think what you want from me here is the substitution of propositions
and proposals lifted from the body of what I am convinced is telf-
assed social theory and grafted onto or in to the personalities
of men and their social structures. I can't do this that you
seem to want of me because I’m convinced against these items ns
solutions — and to me they are the unpsychologic formulas my pre­
scriptive ingredients appear to you.

There's lots and lots more to say. I'll wait for a
further note from you or, lacking that, my neirt visit to New York.
I get there every month of so and will be coining up soon. You
can be sure I am eager to talk about all of this and more with you.
As you write, there are not many of us and the few we are should
be particularly hard and demanding on each other. If we are going
to make of ourselves any kind of instrument for tomorrow, the
refining process has to be done by us or else it will bo done to
us.

Best wishes,

Robert/Lindner

RLsjb

P.S. Send me a copy of Barbary Shore. You refer to it in your
letter, but I never read it. By the way, I’m doing a
book non of which the first section is devoted to a dis­
cussion of Marxism and the psychoanalysis I made of a

party member not long ago.

R.L.
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August 13, 1975

Dear Greg,

I’ve read your manuscript and have a number of things to tell you, but

can get you off tiptoe by rendering the basic reactions.

1) There’s no doubt in my mind you have a publishable book. 2) I think

you’re going to make a lot of money on it. 3) It has things in it about Ernest

Hemingway that no other book I’ve read comes near to showing. 4) You are

heading into a mess of trouble which may leave you more than agitated. 5)

You write very well in a way and abominably in another way. I’d like to talk

to you about this. If I were your editor, we’d be seeing a lot of each other for

a couple of months. Since I won’t be, you’ve got to have a good editor. I

expect and hope you have a far better sense of self-protection as a boxer than

you do as a writer. This book is going to get you crucified in ways you

haven’t even heard of yet, and that demands some thought. It’s always all

right to write a book and get hit provided one’s willing to take it, but to go

out blindly is to get massacred.



DR. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA 0690

November 24, 1952

Hr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Dear Norman (the way you close your letter permits this):

I was very glad to hear from you about your im­
pressions of Rx, but I wish you had written when — as you say --
you were more passionate about this book. As it stands now, I
can hardly make out your meaning. You raise hell with me in
one place for being too ambitious in this book, and in another
for not committing myself to absolute statements on the nature
of our society and my position on every social matter conceivable.
As to the latter, either you're a poor reader or I’m a lousy
writer — for I believe my attitudes on all of these matters are
absolutely clear and unequivocal. Certainly, they are very much
like yours — but in my case not (I think) founded on faith.

To answer your statement that I am writing of
things of which I have no knowledge — this I must deny. My
reading and study have been, I suspect, about the same or more
extensive than yours, and if you will inquire among mutual friends
(I’m sure we have many) you will learn of ray participation since
1932 in every progressive movement on the record short of the Party.
But, of course, this is an absurdity — your throwing one book at
me, and I shouting "I read it and this one, too". The point is
that I've honestly made a deep study of the matters I've written
about and my decision to reject Marxism (among other things) was deter­
mined by knowledge and whatever uses of reason I've been capable of.

You have made a major point when you object to the
way in which I handle the two chapters on theory of history. I am
not speaking of your dismissal of the worth of this theory because
of the brevity of treatment — we both know that length and validity
are not interdependent. That brevity, however, was determined by
the fact that I had to present the theory — to me it seems intrin ic
to my purpose in the book — but avoid turning my book into a
study of history. In the condensation, however, I made enough mistakes

- 1 -
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Setting Exercise ENG 501R

“Every story would be another story and unrecognizable if it took its
characters and plot and happened somewhere else.”

Eudora Welty, “Place in Fiction,” Eudora Welty, Eudora Welty: Stories,
Essays, and Memoir, edited by Richard Ford and Michael Kreyling (1998)

Setting is one of the most important aspects of a literary work. Defined as a
combination of time, place and circumstance, setting is highlighted or subdued
depending on the requirements of the work. It can even become a character of
sorts—for example, the Usher family mansion in Poe’s short story, “The House of
Usher,” which has a pivotal plot function. Or, setting can be an anonymous city
that creates a sinister mood, as in Trevanian’s Hot Night in the City, or Italo
Calvino’s Invisible Cities. The same is true for the power of natural settings: the
heath in Charlotte BrDnte’s Jane Eyre and Thomas Hardy’s Tess of the
D ’Urbervilles, the prairie in James Fenimore Cooper’s The Prairie, the bottom of
the ocean in Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues under the Sea and Mt. Anaka in
Norman Mailer’s The Naked and the Dead provide crucial backdrop for their
respective stories.

Setting, whether emphasized or unassuming, creates mood and acts
symbolically. Think of the scene in Lord of the Rings when Gandolf, Frodo, et al
enter the Caves of Moria; the riotous atmosphere surrounding the running of the
bulls in Hemingway’s The Sun also Rises; or the seedy pubs in Martin Amis’s
London Fields. Contrast these with the paneled rooms of country houses in Jane
Austen’s novels, or the paneled rooms in the urban mansions in the novels of Edith
Wharton and Henry James. Someone once noted that all of Dostoevsky’s novels
could take place in ten closed rooms, while Tolstoy’s required all of Russia and
half of Europe, Siberia to Paris. Different strokes for different folks.

Exercise: Take a walk through downtown Wilkes-Barre. Take notes on
what you see and then write a one-two page (350-700 words) on the look and feel
of the place, one that could be used in a screenplay, fiction or nonfiction piece.
Include anything that elicits your attention—architecture new and old, local
characters, the river and waterfront, the trees, tempo of activity, etc.
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FINDING OPAL 56

“Colette, you’re here.” She smiled, way too big. “Here, let me take your coat and bag and

we’ll give you a few minutes to collect your thoughts before we start the reading.”

My mother let herself be led away. No one offered to take my coat, but I slid out of it

anyway and slung it over my arm in the hopes that it would seem less obvious that I’d just

walked in and was left standing there alone. By then, the crowd started to come into focus for

me, and I realized I knew many of the people who surrounded me - from school, from Sloane,

and even a few who worked with my father at the university. None of them seemed to notice me

now, and instead watched my mother being ushered back behind the coffee counter, where she

accepted a glass of wine and immediately started laughing with the cardigan lady as if they were

long-lost friends.

I slipped through the crowd, nodding and smiling at those I knew, until I made it to the

stacks. Even this part of the store was crowded. Some people already clutched a copy of my

mother’s book. I turned to the shelves and tried to read the spines. I felt jumpy, as if I was the

one who’d have to stand in front of so many people and read something I’d written myself. It

was like last year at the fourth-quarter arts show, when I had to give a speech to the class and

present some of my winning pieces. I’d been so scared and spent the entire day dreading it. Then

the time came and my presentation was over in a matter of minutes. When I sunk back into my

chair, heart still pounding, I realized with a mix of relief and horror that no one cared what I had

to say in the first place, and therefore being nervous at all had been nothing but a stupid waste of

energy.

Tonight, I reminded myself, I didn’t need to worry about all that. This was my mother’s

problem, and I didn’t have to do anything except sit in a hard chair, listen to her talk, and

hopefully not feel completely embarrassed.



P 7o
5717 Oaksihre Road

Baltimore 9, Ma ayland

August 31, 1962

Dear Morman,

I conveyed your message to Llarged and her Bob. larged
was delighted with it and Bob interested. Bob's parents
live in Westfield, New Jersey, so they will undoubtedly be
in the vacinity of New York at intervals.

I'n going to cone up, too. I'm glad to heal' you have a
'..IT: ::: 1 I / i; 1. "y v h:.r ■ -irino

children in N.Y. and I've been hoping for a long time to find
myself free enough to go with him sometimes when he visits them.

Purged and her husband vdll be taking PhDs in psychology
at the University of Pennsylvania. They have grants and fellow­
ships and expect to be there for about four years. I'm glad
mostly because it's what they want and partly because they are
closer to Baltimore than they might have been.

Dan and Rick are growing up, too. Dan will enter his second
year at Oberlin ner-rt month - destination unknown. Rick is driving
and working and soon to enter 11th grade.

I go to the University of Maryland in the summer and usually
take one course there during the school year. This keeps me
too busy to do many of the other things I'd enjoy, but it is fun.
You may recall that Bob wrote, in PRESCRIPTION FOR REBELLION, that
kids should learn, while young and probably at school, some of
the causes of their own.behavior and that of other people. I'm
trying to teach from that point of view and trying to measure
the effectiveness of different methods of teaching such things.
it's a nay of being closer to Bob.

I enjoyed much of your book of poems. Some of it I don't
understand as well as l.Iarged will. I sent her a copy yesterday.
I've waited a long time for the books. tie had to order them,
which surprised no.

Love to you, Norman. Love to you.
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Norman Mailer
c/o Random House, Inc.
201 E. 5oth Street
New York, N.Y. 10022

R.R. #1; Box 3110
Barre, Vt. 05641
Feb. 27, 1989

Dear Norman:
Enter a voice from 35 years in the past - deeper due to

manhood, and, actually, written, as you can see. (I'm not
sure I could read or write when I last saw you, presumably
in Baltimore around 1955.) I am Bob Lindner1c younger son.

I believe my mother and my sister, Marged, have been
in touch with you periodically over the years. I have read
much of your work, buL never felt I figured enough in your
past - being a small child and the least of the Lindners when
you and Pop were friends - to impose on you in later years.

This letter will be brief. I am writing to congratulate
you and thank you for speaking out on Slaman Rushdie's right
to think and write, and ours to read what we (Sish. The initial,
frightened reaction to Iran's murder contract by some governments
and much of the publishing industry was distressing, and
your defiance was a great contribution to turning that
around.

Enclosed is a copy of my small contribution. I am
the editorial page editor and editorial writer for a small
daily newspaper in Vermont, where my brother, Dan, and I
now live. I congratulated myself silently for being
extraordinarily insightful in writing this before the
civilized world began speaking out in similar terms; and
then, the day it was printed, I heard of your scheduled
public reading. Well, if I am more in the mainstream than
I had thought, I'm in good company there with you.

Around the time of your last visit to my father (I
notice now that today is the 34th anniversary of his death)
I became infatuated with Willy Mays, which explains the
name on the masthead of this editorial. However, to many
peope, my mother included, I remain Rick, as signed below
with my fond memories and sincere best wishes to you.

Rick Lindner



5717 Oakshiro Hoad
Baltimore 9, Nd.
April 21, I960

Dear Korman,

I’m still waiting for your visit and hope it will materialize next
month. I know how buoy you've been, and you must feel a certain
satisfaction over the reception of your last book and be busily en­
gaged in writing the next one, which you described so tantalisingly.
Can't wait until you finish it.

The reason I’m optimistic about seeing you in May is that we al
ardently hope you and Adel can cone down for the Prisons Awards
meeting in May. On ihursday, the 19th. I know you'll be contacted
regarding it but want to add my hope that you'll mani

There will be a party somewhere after the meeting. Fred can't
give it this year because Jean is about the most pregnant woman
I've ever seen. My own homo isn't large enough, of course, but
someone will certainly have the get-togather afterwards. Vie all
hope you'll be there, and that you’ll stay at oui- home over night
or over the week-end.

Barged enjoyed her visit with you enormously and gave glowing reports
' because children certainly

aren't the chief source of interest in her life. °he often loathes
(how do you spell it?) them.

he're looking for first-hand information, though. Do trj to make it'.

Love
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73 ?eny Street
Hew York Ih, N.Y.
May 12, I960

I're. Robert Lindner
5717 Oakohire Road
Baltir.oro 9, Maryland

Dear Johnnie,

At the moment, next week is running away with itself

and I don’t think I’ll he able to pry the tins loose to cone

down. I will make the effort though and if I can I’ll call

you Wednesday night. At the moment, it looks like AZLele will

not ho able to join re. On top of ail other complications,

the kida got the measles. I’m having ny secretary sign this

for mo so it will go cut rigjit «way.

Love.
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73 Perry Street
Hew York lit, :.'.Y.
April 29, I960

Mrs. Robert Lindner
9717 Oakahiru .load
Baltimore 9, Maryland

Dear Johnrd.'S,

I won’t know for another week or two whether wa can

make it to haltimore for the 19th. I’ve been worldng on a play

all winter at Too Actors’ Studio, and it’s possible we’ll be

having a production on tho 23rd and I’ll bo caught up in re­

hearsals. I ’d levo to gat io Baltimore again and so I ’ll tiy.

Anyway, I’ll write you again in r. jetik or two.

Love
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Mrs. Robed Lindner
5717 Oaksbirv Road, Baltimore 9, Maryland
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Mrs. Robert Lindner
5717 Oakshire Road, Baltimore 9, Maryland
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Mr. Horman Mailer
252 Fulton Street
Brooklyn -1, New Fork
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Dr. Robert luinclucr
007 L drone Duihlin^r

Baltimore - 2. I’lnrylaml

Plume, Saratoga 7-0690

p1
May 6, 1955

Dear Norman,

I’m leaving for Loo Angeles on Tuesday. I’ll be there

on to Palm Springs for a couple of days rest, returning
t - Baltimore on the 19th.

Meanwhile) I’ve been frantically active. But nothing
has panned out. The column fell through — I was told
that if I didn’t want to write the kind <>" thing they
originally requested (a ’’Tommy jerks off - what should I
do” business) they’re bowing out. So that’s it — and

\X, disappointed, I’n trying to feel it’s
fcr tho best.

At the sai..o time I’ve been active re-writing i' 1- cturcs.
When 1 return from L.A., I’ll be putting all
on the lectures, revising thezn for January p •

.. in L.A., call me Monday
night. I’m leaving early Tuesday.

I Mbs you like hell and hope you will arrani
here before you leave for tl.c Coast in June, rhe chances
of our getting a vacation tlds year arc all’. — in order
to pay for the new rouse and to ; et settled in it, I’ll
have to forego a summer rest. Hence the couple days in
lain Springs.

unite to mo !

lours,



J■

Dr. Robert Lintlncr
9-D, Latrobe Apartments

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

1 lione, Snminga I -0691)
March 29, 1955

Mr. Homan Mailer
252 Fulton Streot
Brooklyn -1, Hew York

Dear Homan:

Your manuscript is being moiled today and should raaoh you
before the ond of tho week.

I am very glad that you are planning a visit to Baltimore,
since I think that only face-to-face will we bo able to
straighten out tho difficulties between us. Unfortunately,
your visit hore will have to be delayed until after the
middle of Hay, since I am committed for every weekend be­
tween now and then and will very likely ba in California
botwoen the 11th and 17th of May.

I thiols one of our main troubles la that I haven’t been
completely honest with you. I have protended to sympathy
with the whole Lipton's deal that I really don't feel,
and I think this pretense has blocked basic comnunioation
and placed our relations in a false light. Maybe this
is what gives you the impression of "manipulating*.
Moro than anything I- want to be brothers and friends
with you, and I'vo missed you these past weeks. I think
I have had too little trust in your tolerance of my
radically different concept of this whole natter of
Lipton's, and that I conceded initially there and, Inter,
all over tho place until I became enneshed in my own
contradictions. I hope I have underrated you, and that
it's now possible to oat off clean dlchas.

Things hero are in conjphat of a mesa, and I don't have
an opportunity to write the long and more personal
letter I hope to get around to within a few days.

Meanwhile, lova,

Robert li&dnor

RL:jb
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An ambitious, calculating man.
Suave, smooth, adaptable - extremely
polite.

Takes advantage in shrewd ways.

Tries to impi’ess people that ho’s helpful
and kind - but ho is :i cold businessman.

Would bo a good lawyer.

ilas low vitality.

Average intelligence, but very clover at
.turning and changing ui th each situation.
Opportunistic.

Definitely not a man of principles.

Loves luxury..
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others, but gonorous, even indulgin'.
toward Mriaelf.

Highly egocentric.

Accomplishes an enormous output. imis
person is "made of iron."



M.

Intellectual type - sharp, logical
mind - critical, witty.
Can ba vary disagreeable and wounding..
Has a lot of intrigue and deceit.
instructive .mind - always tends toward
seeing the negative side of tilings and
people.

Has big sex problem, Terribly strong
inclinations toward homosexuality. dory
inhibited. Has a poor emotional life,
hence is depressed, touchy, restrained.
ihill of complexes.

Highly energetic - treiaamlous perseverance -
tough. A good observer. In his work
he is vory thorough, good at details,
highly systematic <nd hard-working.

Has little imagination - yet is full of
illusions (self-illusion). The conflict
of this last with the rest of him results
in fierce drive.

At the time of this writing, ho is terribly
depressed.

In spite of his calm exterior, he is very
exciteable inside, ihese two things
create a constant struggle - La tills state
he is apt to become very sharp, definitely
not a balanced person - the word ’psychotic’
often is suggested.

Is tight in money matters in regard to
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907 L-1 *>.->!> Building

Balliiuorr - 2, Maryland

Plionc, Sur.it:i -0690

January 13, 1956

Dear Norma^

Perhaps you will forgive my silence when you learn
that all the nightmares have finally had triplets
and have caught up with me. As of this writing, I am
a patient at Johns Hopkins Hospital, where they are
going o try to give me back my tight ass hole.
There is nothing ■lore to say, except love.

P.3. Last week I was a patient at the Doctor’s Hospital
in Mew York and Billy and Gy oame to see me at Johnnie's
urgent request, since she needed Billy. I aokod thorn
not to disturb you with all this worry, and that’s .My
you weren’t told. I would be very grateful to you if
you would call them and tell then what’s happened.•

RL:jb
Dictated but not read or signed.





FREDERICK J. HACKER, M.D
CHIEF OF STAFF

M. JOHN SCHUMACHER, M.D.
JOHN R. RLACK. M.D.

RICHARD P. ALEXANDER. M.D
H. J. DELCHAMPS, JR.. M.D.

BERNICE EIDUSON, M.A.

THE HACKER CLINIC
PSYCHIATRY

160 LASKY DRIVE
BEVERLY HILLS, CALIFORNIA
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MARCEL FRYM. J.D.

ESTHER GORDON COHEN, M.S.W
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situation, intellectually anil also emotionally. The memory of Bol
i i to me, and. . .

mjoyed i ■ .
ties c i tabli ' '

tlii ' ' . ’ ’ ’• ■' .' . .
fr.j/i Lio cruelty ox it.

In ui r to •lomonstr.i1 c this ? . i nt even ..lore dr licully , you . toiii-
1 to ; et ’k, enthusi

L . ' . . •
have the book -and the inscri,• lioiu

his eii i (Euroj
use of 'emphatic slr'-ss), I '..ill just reiterate also that it was wuu-

Pleaso do let me h- ar from you.

Uv irwA*« ,
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Dr. Robert Luulnrr
9-D, Latrobe AnnrGncnln

Baltimore - 2, AV.tyl.uitl

Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

Dear Norman,

I have been so tremendously excited about the

wait to talk with you about them. I want to urge you
very strongly to re-read iClBL biTnOU? GAUSE — forgot
the expository material and read onl; -i void ’ s* pro­
ductions. Moreover, I think it ia imp rativc that you

>llo • in
. ■

ill ai

■
cut I have to tell you that I ctually anticipated your
situation ■ ’ . ; ■

■
, Which hr

to note E397, which, I think — if developed — •.'ould
■ ’

So far no uord Prom hqt brother or about a
■

soon as I can.

Love,

i . .

232 Fulton Street
Brooklyn -1, Now York

to SdL
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Dr. Robert Lindner
9-1), Litrul.c Aimrlmenfe

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

Plionc, Saratoga 7 - 0590 January 27, 1955

Hormano mio*.

I tried to call you last night but you were out — or perhaps
(I can see you) reclining with your feet up in t-h't wonderful chair while
that gadget of yours poured out tho r.usic, irlah I’d boon with you.

what I wanted to tell you was that I’m glad about tho Putnam
thing. I want to see the DEER PART behind you. As you so correctly saw —
long ago — it was a phase, a necessary . our development. It now needs
to ba solidified in print -(which is really tho way an artist buries, suc­
cessively, each of his selves), then mourned (the critical end public re­
ception), finally forgotten by being abaorbed. Row that thia is well on
its way, you’re freo to grow a new self.

Which leads to the Journal.

Norman, buck-o-boy — I can’t tell you bow excited I am about
it. I wait from day to day to get the next installment, and find myself
almost totally absorbed in following its development. Some of the ideas
I hate — most I love — but all of them faacinj ' . .
iir, it, I find myself leaping ahead in my mind — or arguing fiercely as
if you wore present. 0ur next meeting should detonato an explosion that
will probably tear up 53rd Street and route out some of the whores in the
St. Regis.

As for me, I’m kind of in a fallow period now, intellectually;
rut emotionally I’ . sizzling on some griddle of curious design. Things I
can’t write about have been happening to me, and the shape of thrt griddle
is burning hieroglyphs on my soul.

The success of the book — or what looks like a success — and
the fuss my lectures have been kicking up all over tho place, hnvo made mo
excited and tense — But the yin of this yang is u new level of conscious­
ness — blmo t a new birth, with a fermentation being prepared in another
recess of my mind. I’m getting idoao again, hormano — and, ns you pre­
dicted, dangerous ideas.

How perceptive you are ! ./hat genius (I mean it) lies in your in­
tuition of my growth (?) from psychopathy to sainthood, badness, to goodness,
dishonesty to truth! The whole story, which I must now resolve to tell you
some day, val) confirm you down to the very mispellings of the words you
used. I’m going to try to coll you again tonight, comrade — because I’m
tired of writing letters these days and because I need tho more direct con­
tact. Also, I have to come up to ;?ew York for a few hours next week to talk
to the moguls who are planning to, do an Omnibus dramotization of the J.P.
Couth — which means a few hours we can tear up together. Meanwhile, pal,
go, go. GO...



PtF
■ ■ ■ ■ '
-------- p.yb

as etched in granite, ii/.p -rishoi’]. , ror.traanial,

-'‘.•••■ll;., pal, I’.a i -.-1 about .-• u — ---r ’.: -.-r *■ ' 'j t.~>
letters, I think I heve a reasonable cause -'Y' cone rn* ■ ei ’s .

■ -
’ gglng for a swift kick in

th? ass, von v.nnt me (soneone) tc stop you. 'ou would fool Justified
and fulfilled aid r’ -•tnoua if J _■ -»SiJed th? you ?■<! -. .-.it

-- if I told you ’f it.
t e sa:-e if 1 took these mouse dropcin s of yours arc covered . •/ ,h?ad

1 m not
I hope and think you have, you’ll pull out of this and take whetever

i , . ..
crook, a con-san, a a-., old naid, • '.•acho — and

1

i.'ico v.p, cocker.

Love,

down — if you want to, that is.
to cone

Cvington Sfjidio s
2>'. fulton Street

-- .



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe iXpnrlmcnta

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

I Iionc, Saratoga 7 - 0690

Larch 15, 19:>5

Korman:

Kithcr yen wrote those two notec -in a paranoid for. created by
the weed — or you’re deliberately provoking a break — which I, for
O2.c, don’t want.

It could only be sono kind of madness that would even 1st
cross your mind th? thought that I’d cop;- or have copied your JoumJ.

j
sea ’

the whole* works.

And about my talking about the Journal — 1 don’t know .<h-.t
you mean. Believe it or not, I haven’t eaid a woi^d about it to anyone,
except that once in a conversation With ../lie I said, in connectio
a matter ro were discussing (homosexuality, I think it was), th t you
hr.d some intriguing idora about it which I 'tcv about because you shored
me some notes you were making for a treatment of it in a book someday*

lever — i don ’ 1 • . • . *
’r Ing J

I have talked a lot about DELli lAEl — to 7cd, Ivan, laul,

that startled me, ’■'iy inn ting as t . wo . ■■rror.c so young and
Z3 essentially in crienced as you arc.

ibid now to tho matter of croos-fortilisatioii or inter—fecundation.
If you’re so goddam jealous of your ideas, keep them to youri elf. ’
not sp s ’d miss them, ,
them so far, As for ray ideas, you’re wolcoave to thorn — wheth ’
rain hermanos or not. I don’t regard thoughts as particul'.rly yreeicus
and certainly hove no necessity in me to hoard them*

As for your ideas, the truth about them is tbrt, at present,
they’re really no more than interesting — worth taiHug over, ccnsidcr-

, discussing. '
r’r ■ • . bive propositions!

. • • - - .
Sone of them stink — that is, they’re not worthy of develop .
of than are certainly not original — although you think they are. And
many of them are screwed up.

1
ptirpoBWlj — and have discussed onlj a few of them with you purposely --

' 5 1 '
;rlmnrily .-.ith etting them down, getting the?, cut of you, fo- Inter aikl
cslrarr consideration. I’m astounded th-t nt>v; y sserc to think of then



■ shocks, too —
t'i ’ above ■ -?s the v; rrt. I wanted this f In ; "or ? t it

. .

’ ■

. i\ iJorrv-jn ...ailer
320 ./'g1 55 . trest

Yox‘] } L’evi York
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p, 37
Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, LatroLo Apnrtmcnb:

B.ihtmorc - 2, jMnryl.iiul

Plume, Saratoga I - 0690

.lurch 14, 1955

■ .

■ , ■ ■ -
ly (as Edna must hove told you) — and since returning to Baltimore a

may have gone on the ski trip you talked of taking — and maybe that’s
why there*ve been no notes from the journal, no Letters, and no calls.

It occurs to me that there may be a change of ( tion<-
■ -

you do. According to the notes, xcc ...'U cxyroosod . ?ur ceev', rau

ro is any difficulty between us, it is put
there by your insistence on projecting some of your doubts about the

■
this — how to convince you of my total accei.tunoe. But, at the same
time, Korman, 1 fee?, your pressure to, somehoi } close • off. Take th-’t

•in cont< ’ , —
when I try to tell you, not whut I ’now *?bout it, out what I think of it,
you accuse me of lecturing on paint?.ir . And yet I have stood by both
amused end a little a palled when 4dele hs pointed out a picture in a

•
3ike this‘J’ — so I have aoen and heal'd the •
what I wanted to uiscuss with you thun — the absence of .ideas from non-

'J.::.'- — • ' ctUT-
inga. So also with Liptons. Do you want a one-way street, Chazar?

’ . - - you have to dish out; but
don’t sulk when I show I’ve got a few stray L'

Ah, wall — . lOUgh of that. If t’s there, wo’ll hot: ;nov?
it — or eiys off.

The last'few weeks have been disturbing and disi .
The cleat’■ of p close friend set the tone for a whole- series of disappoint­
ments. Although tne book is doing alright, it is just about limping
along, and will continue that way unless or until 1 c-u get -tin.hart to

pies a week on what t ay call "word of mouth" and excellent reviews.
.

11 through.
fucked but regally — with all the trimmings — and I want you to be

: . i
had to be made, the medicos on the board of the Tori Foundation ruled that
it would be regarded ud an unfriendly act by the medical yrn-bssion if 1,
n psychologist, talked about ?iy work and rjy thinking to twonty-one million
people.-. The* implication being that I’m a charlatan and a quae'*’. 00 they



Or. Rolicrt I.wJnor
907 L.ilrol*,- bnilJini

Baltimore - 2, MarvLitid

Phone, Sando-a 7-0690

Au. ust 10, 1955

Dear Normnn,

I have been hoping to hear from you about whether the
book is at last out of the way, and what your plans are.
'.till you please lot me know where you will be for the
next few weeks.

I write this hastily because we are in the midat of all
sorts of things connected with the moving on Monday.
The play, by the way, is off — the "author" turned in a
ghastly job and so another one of ay projects has fallen
on its rump.

I am most anxious to Ioann how thinys are with you and
hope you will find the time soon to drop me a note.

Love to both, of you iron all of ub;

!.!r. itorman Mailer
320 East 55 Street
Naw York, Mew fork
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to learn that In the two or three letters I’ve had fro i Ted A ussen
since you r.ore hero, he never fails to ozcpreoo his ’’numbnoao” and

• ■ Lr 1 • the feelii
truly disturbed nr.a regards the whole affair as a great fiasco and
deep personal blow. This despite the under-side of his c
which you and Johnnie no well delineated.

Don’t fail to write soon and lei me kno-? what’s going on
and what your plans are. All of us here send love to all of you*

lobart Lindner

320 hast 55 Jtreot
• few York, New York



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, LutxoLc Aparitiiciita

Baltimore - 2, MniylnnJ d'JCembei’ 7, 195-'
Plionc, Saratoga 7-0690

Dear Horman,

The fact that you left a number of things around the house is
rood evidence that you want to come back, so I hope you 'fill make arrange-

■ .
. may be that a part of my reaction toward it is

determined by preconceptions and prejudices — these leading to concern
when any of its celebrants are so close to me. In any event, I hope you
will find me always open to conviction. And in any any event, ]
to discuss the ideas you talk '-.bout.

: ■ ■ ■ • the piee
j] * the coinc id ’ Jouch”.

All sorts of amacing tilings hevS happened as a result of the Time piece,
not the least of which is an i-mediate decision 1, Ted to bring out the
lectures as a small boo’- by sprin-.  :forc , th: final dr: ft I
terribly :ur.ious to have you go over the manuscript with me — or by
./ourself — so that I con take care of the rough .spots ou mentioned. I’d
be enormously grateful for thia and also for pome assistance in completing
the homosexuality piece#

I also want you +.•) do me a more immediate i-vor, and th-t is to
-.ttICo to Rinehart immediately after y.m . rcrn .our copy os' 7-:. FlrTl-
SiiNUTE HOUR. If you can give them some statement to be used for advertising
I’d be in your debt. In addition to you,

Like 1 thing
aver, if you can think of anyone

to v/hom complimentary copies should be sent, that is to say anyone who
can assist in promotion, I would also appreciate this.

I p full of appreciation toda; as you see---- but nonetheless,
the inner man is still somewhat appro he usive about ivorythjiig, I
need is a few hours wit! you over a couple of drinks. 'any isnp. r It ve
been raised about my ideas in various editorials all over the country and
In columns such as those now being run by Jtec Lerner in the /■ .. '• J oi..

■ like to talk out and re-evaluate some of the ide
the final draft of the essays — and you’re it.

iThen you find out about Christmas, please let me know, and also
what your plana are going to be for the celebration of the New fear. Since
I have to see Ted and a few othnr people, I intend to conic to Hew York with
in the next few wee"

I haven’t said anything about DhELQ’AKK in this note simply
because I am awaiting word from you. Nevertheless, my concern with the
natter is very dee]-, and I think of it constantly. You will be interested

- 1 -



Dr. Robert Lantlncr
9-1), LatroLc Apartments

Baltimore - 2, MuryLuul

Finnic, Saratoga 7 - 0690
VtoVr , 195<

Dear ‘'orr.an,

I .j hurryin.; to .-j..:n;er -tu? letier so i yo . ill recelv? 1.
-cn ;*ou arrive in Arki . .

Look, pal, as ranch as I want to see you, and as eagerly as I have been
saalti/'■ -ir l.'y ■ cr x. , I sr* oiz?/ to Vive? to t-<21 o ■ ■ .-ay

La. ’ in to
•o yov.r h- ■ viol, -cd . c>l: : it i. .1 -.1; Vo ■ 1

a clrot '.fill end c>:tinuouu ntcw .it’ ;.ork, . ■' if cone do.. v .

I like to be alert and not distract .-cl — • . ly 1

cocj-aitted for five .1. cturs-.'. in Los hrjeles, of . r ich should run
to about an Lour an.! a half, and the; Vve V -.-vitt-jn boiYru the
W of Cetol -r, sin I .-o L j ' i V .1 hia '■ ! !.o s:. ■ . at
sor '. /.';otinc'b and than return just in th-ir to '.del: up ny bags and
aatch t'. c plane o.i 5aturda/, Cetol ■■ *C»th for L03 .-.njjele ..

■qy; averaged uLout nirntasu ’.o .You ;.oulh chink V.--' ..i.;rln ■
a feu of then I could r.’-.c sguo pro.'presG with ” writing, nut I

but uost of the tiuj I suffer nontul coiistioaLion and can hardly"
’ . ' ITS.

;•
cc • sia'-.'j nrran ;.?■ :0iii2 l) come do;a: -.non frr-

Lei’s plan now fotf you to coae down for a long veokend durin-?: the neek
1 ' ' '

- -

7.. nltney
1929 Caldwell StreeL
Con..; y, Arkansas



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-1), LatroLc ApurtmrntM

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

Phone, Saratoga I - 0690
September 22, 1954

Oh Kan —

.•hat a mi ci nk . J

A dllion pardons — tv.-o million.. ro no: I111
stick to Yiddish.

Of cour'se the picture is you — it even shows your chronic
. ■

California is definitely set up. '..e leave on October 30th,
■..ill ba in one week (throe public lectures, :..c se.riintirs and
lots of martinia — also one press interview, one cockball part.*-', and
whatever I can forage from the bleak and hungry countryside bordering
on the Bcverly-wilshire Hotel.). On the way back, we plan to spend
three or four days in La/ Vegas. (1. . ??end me, pronto, the famous

from my Hollywood labors.

Any chance, comrade, of you and the Queen of first Avenue
us ^or.etzhcre?

If I didn’t feel already shattered' by your reaction to that
by the way, and (uir? seriously, hai . -•.•h-r . i quite

endearing cannotation) I’d like to go to the mat with you — here and
now — on two small matters* first, the sol '-winding man; second,

...
with it (and everything liko it} is th .t it neglects the “.bird uir..?nai
of history. You, yourself, oh fighter of the hulls, gave me confirmation
of this in your enthusiasm for the Herling book, which documents ao
much of what I’ve written.

The piece on Heisman — I hope you’ve done the job th
boon begging so Ic.iy. lils fancy and, for th.- most part, half-ass ad
sociology should be ripped wide open. It has sour roots in Prussian
idealism, rationalistic psychology, and a latter-day h...naniL • with vague

Liotcrn, waver of the cape, how about oithor stopping by
T

■
God; i / tb'.-.-n and i.-oulo like to have our criticisms. .au.., oh
weiIder of the bright ui.l blood-burn!shed blade, a word of gracious

*-nfrom you to f



-

know what to make of it — or how to think of it. Everyone says
it’s ’’striking, vivid, attention-getting”. —-Me? I thi
looks like something t; t’s been cooking too long.

how’s my Peruvian Yenta? If I t’.ou -ht you knew where to do it,
I’d ask you to kiss her for me.

Ill of us enjoy good health.. L'ayho that’s why I feel so
bad.



Dr. Rokcrt Lindner
9-D, LalruLe Apartments

ihlillniure - 2, Murj-lunrl

Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690 September 15, 1954

Herman© mio,

. ... at last, I take my pen in hand (I’d take my sacre ;
a’s Lae ej , • [haven1

Lefort: — there are many reasons, but moat of it hau boon sheer
Anyhow, I don’t like to write letters tc you, Chi.

who knows? They’re even saying Fraud ar.-l Fleiss had a i.uid '■ "f

,/e returned to Baltimore last week, worn out from violent

chasing a buck here and there. Actually, I’ve hardly dug in, and
don’t expect to — really — until next week, when I return frozi a quick
trip to New York. I have to go there to <ieet and talk with the people
who are arranging a lecture tour for me in California beginning

• 1st. :

to sceii’-: those bin?... about the arraug»<.onts a-;d • > .-Lails, I haw; to
talk with Ivan. Always (you know) with an c
like to see if there’s a possibility to have the articles (lectures)
commissioned by someone, or gather them into a fast small book. So
when I get back (from ?.!.), 1’11 have to hustle to put ths stuff down
on paper.

So much to tell you — and so uuch I want to know about you,
Cholo. I think the state of our souls needs examination and discussion

ii’hich brings me to what you arc doing. I like the fact that
you are having etwasus, th-.t you are thinking about two novels, that
your liver is lively, your gonads sizzling, nru your asshole is tight —
But, amigo querido, this flirtation of yours with the gage — this
I do not like, Rot because Lt nay r.-.?a. early doom or residence in
some yiddish purgatory — that would be okay since then we’d share
hellroom together — but because the winding of the self should take
place from the inside. A theory I’ll discuss with you one ni ht soi

By the way, I don’t know if you knot- yet about the love affair
between the Rembars and tie Lindners. It’s a fact, anyhow. On

. Ohazar, I’ll take tho Jaguar on tho left.

Christ J I miss you.

Ihe jacket can? from Rinehart for the 50 minute job. I don’t



Mr. Horman Hailer - 2. -

Peconic, Long Island, Hew York
Peconic 4-6554

The house you have sounds wonderful. wish we could
share it for a while — perhaps one day we '.ri.ll.

As you see — news is sparse from this end — at least
the kind of news I can write about. Meanwhile, write when you
can, usin" tho above address until right after September 1st.

To both of you from all hare, much love,

lour



Dr. Robert IJnclncr
9-1), L.itrolie Apartninntn

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690

July 20, 1954

Normand to:

Don't tell roe we'ro not aympatico! I had hardly finished
a letter to you whon yours arrived, h'e were overjoyed to hear from
you, but are now distressed to learn about your health. Have you
considered returnin'; for treatnont 1 or can you get what you need
where you are? Please, man, take caro -- it's important for every­
one that you remain well — or at least well enr.'igh to get done
wtat's yours to do, including havin'! a good time.

As for me, mysteriously, I have had little or no further
trouble, lip-wise or hive-y. Whether the blasted thing has run
its course, or ray psyche has undergone some occult !d.r.d of re­
organization, I don't know. In any case, I'm eating almost every­
thing (although I remain leery of - and avoid - tomatoes, berries
and cheese) without ill offset. Physically, then, I'm in pretty
good shape. Except for heart trouble, cancer, leukemia, and
tuberculosis I have fewer complaints these days then I had when I
last wrote. Mentally, I continue dull. Although I’ve road a lot —
and a lot of good stuff, too — it's not boon adding up to anything
much. An occasional idee, yes — tut nothing that sticks.
Nevertheless — and I think only yon can understand this — I feel
yeasty. Stuff is moiling and brewing deep dorm. Occasionally, with
what reminds mo of a bubble's burst in u cauldron of sone thick
liquid, an etwau (sentence, thought, vagrant phrase) rises to the
surface, breaks, then settles — So maybe there's a tiling happening
that will otart me soon on the book.

lour news about DiiER PARK is warming and exciting both.
Hhen I got the catalogue two weeks ago, I observed there was no
announcement of your book, I worried about what had happened.
Your letter coins — apparently all has ended well. Ab for the
orgy scene, I agree its elimination is artistically neceseary and
that the book will profit from the deletion.

Parenthetically, the "Jot-Propelled Couch" will be in
Harper's in abbreviation in December and January, Ivan concluded
the arrangements last week, uc think they've done a fine r>d-itor-ini
job and its appearance there will help THE FHTY-1.1IEOTE HOUR.

Wo leave for Long Island on July 31st, Pleaso copy this
address and phone number and put it where you'll be reminded of
me (uc) constantly. Hay I suggest Adele's beautiful butt?

P Low House
Indian Neck Lane

- 1 -
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!C

much too briefs I hope you’ll expand when ca writi •
: that the react! It an is like" resat!

Lght?),
t at shart’ n a friend at court,

probably taken courage for Ted to stand up for you as he did.
•

he continue 3 to suel the way lr does? Doos it really natter? And
i I’d lik own feel! rd!

Cor Stan. I recall when I read
the orgy scene, I tol < you it left me with a fcclir. oC dissatisfaction.

ught y oubts about it . b t time,
in thought ■ ’ her 1 i it .

I t’ Ink it would b? a serious artistic error (jd c -?ow r-wise
that sayht harci you) to drop the scene; but 1 do heli?ve it has to
be r1;- .i’itten, in detail, full orc’. ■ sb■ ... (O ’ coiuwc, I n’L
..

As for ts.s Tippin scene, whon tal’rc-d about it last tl:;e --ou c wi~
. ’ otat« I re ' — t

inti ic ips, entirely necessary) to the
portrait of T. But on this I’d bet j .

“t 5 s, finally, distress! < '■■■ tbi.l: bh-st -..-'ll :.o oi.i.t os
p.rconul contact for t c : it fc. -.ortho. ..11 of us .if.', of course,
be t’.iinking of both of you. -:asolievo r.e, ib -..ill to t’ne
on- blot on our o.. ' vacatio... .>a’ll le Itsvin:' To..- Low louse on

. •
» address. I’ll hope,

on the off-c’ once and join us there l.-ste in Air isb.. At lis t let me



■' for bad reasons — it wasn't
,_  ■'_ •___ ’ - ’ tut of a ] :

. , •„ al or ■ ituati . ; cane from tl .
1 ■ ■ an? To 1 .

As I told you over the phone, I'm in a hint
*t feel ID

■ >rk, finding very little pleasure in it and
. I think I get thi

— al ' ‘ (what ?)
irlt ' If . ' ■ red very

■■ . • ' '

. Ing a book — or even ‘ dole —
..

n this -hook, ]
ere necessarily unattached; t'.._y occur, I re: at — a . then th:y

>ss t is luqycs.sc ri.th a Coolin ?
I'm somehow, then, loosohBrS^ccsengago. I
begin a new project, oven if only in thoutht; I just

' . - rh ■ ■'
... o rt — ol •. ‘ ■

r-< - .t goat — I'll do '.. necessary.

' . . . .
■waterfall a narrow stream runnii., through it. I've been ■wondering

it as an 1 leal spot for a long cherished dream of nd
L week . ini: it nay be

to a real switving place .and dan up the stream at the further end.
Then we could build a house above the water, stock the pool with bass

. ■ ■ ■ .
Lindner books from in a couple years — with tine out for swi

I . ..................................
1.. ■ ybe 11 through.

•- ■ , ' ■ .
■' :e, ■ . , ■ rrif . !. . '.

hoped — ■scribed the book ct writing in a new literar' .-onre, and
le intrinsic exol

feel there is a chance of having a selling success — for a change —
and I'm sure that if Ivan brings off the Ha 'll

■ .■ . "concerning" part — at least until revl
In — ii ver. 't . for me (curiously, dp you think?)
about your oook. I find I get more exorcised .ibout o:2J{ 1than about



PDF

Dr. Ro!>rrt LinJner
9-D, Latrobe. Apartments

Baltimore - 2, MaiyLml

Hone, Saratoga 7 - 0690
June 7, 1954

Dear Norman,

It rent talkin'; ;.ith yon tl.j other night. I hope you
understood that I meant when I said I'd been having trouble writing.

’ that my letters have boon composed under the shade
our private talks when you ■..•■‘re here —— and I couldn’t f foz* sz as
reason, keep out t’cc pompous and pedantic tone. l.ecognlsing this, I’ve

■

and no\ I’- ■.’ole to continue our correspondence.

{■‘or some ebrange reason I’ve teen feeling louoy these loot
weeks. .?■ jut hes been : Icking UP — a moct unusual thinr — and

.

. • . 1 worse.

irivste opinion is •■•-.-.t t i. irwlnx-? ::*.y co related to conflict

I * ve slipped, > - 10 but .'
. .

' ■ ..
■ analysis won’t clear up. Lfean-

here’s something pl
me o ‘, Lit

I think you, too, react to illness or physical weal
.. Ivor. I1 1

based on the very little data you gave me, and I’ve learned that your
iously. ent! rou’v

■
and there is hardly any question but that a period o., relaxed pressure

111 restore its

You ’uio.., .'or. i i, I haven’t been complete!; truthful with
you (or Adele) about the drinkin !

bee b I’ve noticed that rather than relaxing you, it
seems to create more and morj tension, Ion i£i<
By trie I mean that it draws you away from people, brea’-n conumn ication

’ . ’ ns, ■ • .
;:eebo get there a little more rapidly than moat others. Also I



~ ' ur.~

])r. Robert Lindner
9-1), L.itvuLc A]Mirliiicii(N

Baltimore - 2, l^lnryLintl

Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

pl?

March 20, 1954

Dear Horman,

We are all very anxious to ooo you on
Thursday, tad hope notiling interferes with your
plans to visit.

I have aven provided myself with a deck
of Tarot and am looking forward to being instructed
in the ancient art aa well as matching you drink
for drink after you get here.

The host way to come is to follow route
40 through Baltimore and do not leave it until,
at the other side of town (after it has again
become a dual highway) you coma to a light and
a sign at Inglesida Avenue. Here you make a
left-hand turn and stay on Ingleside (which changes
to Bloomsbury) until you can go no further. You
will then make a sharp right-hand turn onto
S. Rolling Road. Our house will be about 1/4 of
a ratio from tho place at which you turned, on
the right, # 409.

Yours,

Mr. Horman .Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York -3, New York



P/8
Dr. Robert Lindner
9-1), Latrobe Anortinenta

Baltimore - 2, j^Liryliinr!

PLone, Saratoga I - 0690

March 3, 1954

Dear Norman,

I am hastening to answer your letter sinco I
want you to get it before you leave on your trip. Unfortunately,
1 am going to be in New York next week to deliver the book —
which is at last finished, preface and all. The likelihood
of returning after the 16th and before the rassover weekend
in April — when all of us are coming to New York but will
be tied up with family — is very small. May I, therefore,
suggest this. After you return, why don't you and Adele
come down over any weekend you choose. There is an awful
lot to talk about and now that my book is out of the way I
think I can feel freer in mind to discuss a number of things
with you we never got a chance at last time.

:ls for staying with you ulian 1 cotan to New York,
you can be sure that the only consideration would be our
■.,ish not to interfere with your schedule. '.7-a .,111 certainly
do this as soon as feasible since I am anxious to meet your
friends.

Meanwhile, try to come down us soon as you get back
from your trip, which I hope is a pleasant vacation.

Mr. Horman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York -3, New York

KL:jb



.-.rote the screenplay, which anyone who makes the picture has to use.
If urnger or anyone else v/ants to buy the rights i'rmn .'i I’

LI sell. For my part, 1 think an arrangement about the
screenplay can ce made through the Ober olfice.

to Hr. . anger? An approach from that side would light a fire
under the whole matter. I’d personally
made, since it is a valid study of the subject and the only

ntati life I1 .. . .
way, sport from all of thia 1 hope Brand ano I can get together.

nd the kind of guy I’d like to know.

You’ll be glcd to knot thab I’ve done an intensive
editorial job on the four stoi’les of* hook and fallowed your
good suggestions as closely as I could. Jeanne (who sends her
. ....

’ finish!] ~ the renaining story. I hope co be out in about two
 ’ '■ 1

phono and discovered he h*jd no changes to suggest, so I’m readying
flual copy. It will be a relief to ret the book out so th&t I
caii got on to the next job.

Come soon, liorman. 1’11 be in hew York within the next
three weeks on certainly expect to see you and meet your friends.
But you should arrange for an early and long visit here, wo want
.. ~u. i'eanwhile, our love,



■■■MH
|O75'

Dr. Robert Lindner
9-1), LaitroLc Apartments

Baltimore - 2, Al.uylancl

Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

January 25, 1954

Dear Norman,

You left an awful lot of affection for you
around here when you went, which you’ll have to come
back to collect soon.

Your letter was swell and will bo helpful.
I’ve already rc-edited the murder piece according
to your suggestions and in spare time will go on.
Weanwhile, there’s one more story to be added to the
book, which I hope to get started on tomorrow.

Aa for your book, you already know what I
think — When you finish this draft I feel you’ll
have a major work ready for completion. Perhaps it
was not quite proper for mo to do so, but in talking
by telephone with Ted Amussen last Friday, I told him
ho?/ enthused I was about "Deer Park”. Since reading
it, moreover, ± have been thinking further and will
probably have a lot more to talk with you about it
when we meet again. By the way, I do want you to know
that both Johnnie and I were impressed by the way you
take both positive and negative criticism. It’s most
refreshing and rare to find someone whose back doesn’t
rise at the suggestion that his product may not be
perfect. Hold on to that, Norman.

1 hope you’ve enjoyed your trip to Canada. We .
were thinking of you during the big snow here last week.

Perhaps I’ll be seeing you soon. I intended
to come to N.Y. for a weekend this month, but now I’d
like to put it off until the next story is finished.
But I havo to go to Albany for a hearing on the new
medical practices bill, and also have a panel discussion
scheduled in N.Y. soon, what Ifd like, however, is just
to come up without having to run to meetings and appoint­
ments and have some fun.

Write soon, Norman, and meanwhile take the
affectionate regards of all of us here.

Yours



r. Robert Lindner
D, L.itrulic AjNirl.nc.itti

ilfimorc - 2, Maryland

tone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

Dear Norman,

Just receiving your letter was a great relief. I
feared that 1 had spoken out of turn with Ted, and your slight
delay in answering ny note made top somewhat concerned.

About your bonk — Norman, it is so good, and has
such potential, that I have to urge you not to compromise on
it. I've given it a lot of thought, and I really think Juel
a ‘'new coat of paint” is not sufficient — >t lea: ro'. for you.
To fail to give it the intensive attention it requires in this
final draft would be to commit a really greve literary sin, but

.• ' ■ . : ’. ■............... " ... ..
pushing.

Johnnie told me about your talk with her ...
'wither L’ailer', and so your remarks about puttinc in six or do

’ ’ .. ’pris
‘ ■ .

I think something can be arranged when you're ready, nhether it
or in Baltimore,

further. I don’t know, because the local situation is kind of
anafued and riddled •.•.1th a curious '•vud of policies. For our
sakes, we'd like to have you around if it co
arranged. But on the other hand, the opportunity may not exist
here, and if it doesn’t, there is an al ' . '

1 i . ils with you
together again. i.'ean’..hlle, I third: you cun res* assured that the
idea — so far as I can see — is excellent and possible of
realization.

About Neville rand and the possibility of pushing the
REBEL screenplay — I’m delighted you talked with him and aiu
to meet him. After I received your letter I wroti

M.C. • re the .
that terminated in an inconclusive stalemate) and asked that all
outstanding copies of my script be turned over to my agent, Ivan
von Auw at i.'arold Ober Associates, Then 1 wrote to Ivan and asked
him to consider getting in touch with Mr. Ranger. Warner Bx .
you aee, owns the motion picture rights and i



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Apnr(nicn<H

b.ilfiiiinrr - 2, .Mniylancl

Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690
January 2, 1954

Bear h'orraan,

Either weekend you suggest will be fine with us.
schedule io a rathor regular one. 1 sea patients every day

. -
ons,

this trip, I would suggest that you cozic down on Thursday
...... . g on

schedule for the next couple of weeks is a dinner at a friend’s
house hero in Baltimore? on the night of the ninth — and if

. her® then there wo Id certainly be no problem for you
to come along with us.

Please let me know either by letter or wire
jhooae to cone. I a*, looking forward to your visit

with e great amount of eagerness and hope to spend many hours
with yoi talking about. J ings th t T-ncer both of us.

Since you are dx'iving, 1 ./<?•. Id recommend that you come
directly to ray office which can be reached most easily. The

is a very simple one — you merely follow the
Turnpike to the Dalaware bridge, crops i' go south along
Route 40 until yo : hit Baltimore city. You th ?n follow the -.-ane

Cathedral Street, turn right onto Cathedral till Read,
. . ght on Rend for one block and on the corner ofCharlee and

Read you will see the Latrobe Buildin Lal hej >25
office. It should take you approximately 31 hours or 4 at the
outside from the beginning of the turnpike.

Anxious t u an iligh i I t
Merely say when.

..nrmly,

-

r. ..
41 Urst Avarua
................... ■ . , ..



Dr. Robert
9-D, I.nfrt»l>r AjMU'ltuentH

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

Pltone, Saratoga 7-0690
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should cert.. Inly like to gat another opinion. Jo please send the
tyj ’30?.’ t over to ..."

..
j ‘ ■ itc ■. "in, ..?. -oiti to coffirl'- uitt his rcc.?.:at f’l

. 1
out •' • ing about the stories is true and

. . - 1
1 ’ .

decide to buy — but if t locsn't Ivi. assurm ... 1 / almost --
one elco i.. Sagland till.

,
t :have .lot y s completed their .1;. iking up, ...■ „ ontioip.-.te
t' at it -..ill :.-j uuotl.'.i' couple of ..of before ,;o h. ._■ iron them.

So: i further . .. .1 bit of r.c:io thf •; .. mt lust rii..l.t to
. ..

you when yo ....
rreddio ca .. to ay ffioe f r an off-.' c.-cuff opinion on whether or

. ■ ’ . ■ ■ ■'
1 . ' :

id 1
—.. .... . ... ' ___  ii • o ■

Bs__ ’__ ■' ' ___ 11, t sailed hi
- j- .

off for ;....;aoo, and I confess to envying ou greatly I- 1c tir.e of

a ''tf: o. 7 ..-ok„ — and probably nuraln; hires — ’."'til tlr
ill plea

■ ' 1 ' ■ ' oa 1 be ; cached at:
■ . .. ■ , . ’ ■

1'ork. Phono: ir.conio 6554.

' ■ ■■■ •
> take off, .. . eo .'tie .i on the loro of all of vs.



 

body b-> tho flout: of »•., for a period of r.-.’sks, i-< .-/.sonln • thuslyi
that unfriendly spirits have in me lo !ged ar’. . ada me to be of a
sensitivity profound, and a i'esponsivencos, to an irritant which, in

be nded and indited.

In :.l ^nation then, I surronder to the saint:: and the pro­
fessor of the skins.

is date, hyght a
... ' ■1 . . . forts I

1 '

I iiave separated the •_'».e report on th stria of y
' rest

a — ' .. .
styles involved and their sources (I date such

biographers about a hundred years honco, a few decades after an
Orwellian debacle di:?in.; -..bich all traces of previous cultures will
in. .0 vanished ((except our works, of course)) ana t .• lr.n;;un;;c v.ill
have degenerated into a series of nelodious grunts ((( e: a
tl - case of a handful of scientists uno will by t:«cn have uncovered
a ilosetta stone enablin'; such uactardorka as KAKLD and HI2SCHIPTI0H
to Is read))) — if t: ■’ can, I ..... ?: y'll v i •. ■
write ab-.ut ue.

c inue. Apart from all
' ■ ' ' 1 y ■■ '

.. 1 tt r . loll . ' hid the < 1
reports that he turned down the stories Li : TX-MI
ori Ir.slly because k: "c-m; to i: jcacluslon tbit th?".: sov.e-

think I sight perhaps put it, in a Jewish phrase which Lindner will
■ . .....

, ’ 1 1 :
. bit - that there tore poir.ts at chic: ti? :e': coo into

? ■ 1
crony - in say event t: i t .my was of faucin-;tl>r; intorer.t - . • I



P-.io
Dr. Robert Lindner
9-1), LntroLc Apartments

B>Jtiniorc - 2, Maryland

Plionc, Saratoga 7 -0690

32 Macejiun 4159

Brother of .’.Line:

It is to bo hoped greatly that this ny letter finds you and
1.

■
irs, wherefrom emerged I with the list of a diet

. •
the press of the grape and the vine’s fruit.

The affair begun with the lip of nine, as I have infomed

2nd, sadly, the manifestation oi’ that. upon ths skin said by all t.o

tills fashion once more I was taken,

■ . . - . - he day •
in reGoose followin. . ;r Tubore, at r?ct (I repeat) j :■ house of n ,
sampling slowly 01 a tec.- r.uoh in 2 tail ulzlr-: 1 by she natives
of tl la region, compounded of substance^ to the numb .

■' • in a formula of mathematic relations

•., after - ich th re did appear a
swell, or fulness, thereof, which, to my distress, persisted through

ins a f, with . ■ . .
id mild verta ding. There Lser

bedding hour, the which was on that occasion delayed far into
birthtiuic-’ of th< 'lay anbseqvent by wasteful converse afurther
droughts of the oclf-sar.o empoisoned brew, at intervals cf a certainty

> how, y

dly •

cu'.l-d (by t’. -s-.. th natives) a “ ' t*t;, ", the which •. ,.j ,, :t in any
place to be seen, although my search for it occupied, when the lip
of .sins allowed, Y/holc of th-? nirht. Sleep -J.-..-i’/ed, tV-H, and
upon the morrow, such is the bounty of the saints, s properly pro-

'•

Of a minor degree, since, has t’ is distress pursued me, your
> until thi ’ ’ .

rifled, first, a purgi • ' .
r- ji ;e of the monk, happily confined to tliot which pa2 into tho



Dr. Robert LniJncr
9-0, Latrobe Apartments

Baltimore - 2, Maryland

Plione, Saratoga 7 - 0690 December 14, 1953

l!r. ;:or.T.an i’.ailer
41 First - Avenue

it York -3, New York

:

I am. as eager as vou
practically impossible to plan
foreseeable future.

to get together but find it
a trip to A.ew York within the

Gan you arrange to get down here for as lor. • as you
car. stay anytime at your convenience; <.e would be delighted to

ou f Jhri holidays, oi
r, indeed, ■ . I i ' bout.

Please t’ink about this and lot uc know. There is no rens .a why
; ->•. can't brx;-'j your wor!: -.ith you. 1 have •< very quiet and

■ • t om ■' -'■■■ be
disposal. I can’t offer you much of a social life, but there are
some things to do.

I am terribly eager to see your bool: and delighted th't
you are so close to the finish. I, too, ara in that paradoxically

ion with only one more chapter to go on my net? one.
TELs chapter is called nParnassus Prone'’ and 1 - a study of a
writer.

lour fascination with prison is not unexpected. There has
. • ■ • ■ ’ .

by V.ebb — which I saw in r-onuBcript some years ago the author
was an inmate — lacks the tragic substance and particularly the
expansive power tie tkerv' denundc. 1 blouIJ think that you alone,
of all the modern writers.! know, hejfr the necessar; empathic tempera­
ment and skill to do a book of this kind. If you decide to come
down here, 1 think i could arrange- tu take.- you into seine of th..
prisons I go to as consultant and also to let you participate with
me in interviewing both male and fow.ale prisoners. This is

bait, ■ i am increasing by sending you, under
separate cover, a copy of oTOiJE ..ALLJ.



Dr. Robert Lind i
9-D. Lutrul.r A|>-:> tmcnts

Baltimore - 2, M.iiyl.inil

Phone, Saratoga 7 - 0690

h-ek.s uLv to a comhinatfor of over,? ark, fatigue, and trie
general Senselessness of the entire worl: .-,1 tui :i*n. L.
the TZi.'j!. 'iirjz I i-.-p’Q hc-vn to •?.’ hat,

also to ib.-J’.ir; sbovt the rr'w.’ of Ji—•-

I an .having a let of trouble with my new book but
none cl’ it serious. I merely ha^e to discard a : -jetier
I rss c?>.k5 .-jtr.-l ir. ..rltln,:, lei T i half
written, and which contains the host work' I h-.vo ever i;; i.

. • - -

writin.; plans.

July, or — better still — that you
ling some ti

ith of August on Long Island. I think I told you gome-
:rit it. It ic accessible e.'.r ' •, .

'2qt as long as you would like to stay, ’..rite to soon and
let me know if you can definitely plan on this. Je arrive there
< the first ?f .'.•■JliLt until th*. r • f' •-<<
.'jiv or all of this time in between will find vdu wulc-ome.



Dr. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA 0690

e binary 5, 1953

41 First Avenue

Dear Horman: 

letter to ycu. The pro/r I Lrote about ir to
be held on the 12th of .'arch.

I will try lg see you before then.

Cordially, 

iiobart Lindner



~ : r ........

■■

you, I ca Lne
..oek — -jt the outside — and 'or many r-ss-.ms even thi^
short Li.:.- h'ts Dot teen available to f-; • the past lurin’,

. 1
I .

• ■’ :

• •

If I don’t •. image to call you •‘riday, f - f.-irteonti ,
.......................

rope tc b-iar fiv.n yo. .-,u

Enclosux □ (2)



DR. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA oaoo

Fobruar,. ..

41 First Avenue

Dear Nnr.~nnr

I
bo sure "'-.i returned from your skiing holiday. I nust admit
that I was also very envious •— until some years ago skiing
was ••yr favorite occupation*

■ . ' ’

be Jj.cussed or. ’’Autnox- ?.'.eots L'-e C-'itic” i j- . rce i, ml

Tie r I can’t h: more cofinite is .’.••• I i-*-. t. 1betui.
at Yale around that tine, and it may be th?t I will go directly
to I'cJ E'jver. after the television prerrar.

In the event that I don’t oee you soon I want to send
you the enclosed which ioy secretary, Jca.-me, copied for you

a favorite among psychoanr lyate, but I think he has been very
: • ’ 1

-
' ' ■:

for da Sadei they have pot allowed themselves to be dis-

sex aux-a tbst has traditionally ourruxnciod his rxrr.c.
-. . . . .

with you book, but it certainly sounds immen! ea Lting,
and I hope one day you’ll let me read it. I'y cv.t, work ’"s



Dr. Robert Lindner
9-D, Latrobe Anartni cats
Baltimore - 2, .Maryluncl
I’l.ane, Saratoga 7 - 0690

March 2, 1953

Mr. Korman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Deer Norman:

I have to bs in New York on ths night of March 12th
to defend Rx on the "Author Meets the Critic'1 television program.
1 hope to remain in the city for the rest of that weekend, and
will of course want to see you. Do you want to meet me, say,
for lunch on Friday, the 13th? We can meet anywhere — and
at any time you suggest. So far as I know, my wife and I will
be staying at the Hotel Vanderbilt on Park and 34th.

Please letme know if this suits you. I look forward
eagerly to seeing you at last.

RL:jb

Warmly,

Robert Lindner



Dr. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SANATOGA OSHO

December 29, 1952

Mr. Norman Jailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, New York

Dear Norman:

I was in Iler. York the weekend before Xmas and called you
twice in the hope we could get together for a meal or an evening —
but there was no answer, and then I got tied up in other obligations.
So we’ll have to put off our personal meeting.

Ahat I wanted to talk to you about was Barbary Shore, and
the new book I’m doing, Come Over, Red Rover. About the former, I
can only write that after the first 110 pages it became one of
the most exciting and valuable reading experiences I have had in
recent years. Once the pieces fell into place (and I think,
parenthetically, they could have done so sooner than they did) I found
myself caught up and entranced. I don’t know what the reviev/ers said
about this book — hut it is my feeling it makes your Naked and the Pend
look like the inept fumbling of an amateur. This is not to say
that I agree with your thinking, Norman, because I don’t — 1 find
your formulations and propositions too easy — I think you show a
serious lack of understanding (curiously not so much in N & D as here)
of human motivation — and I think your entire purview is distorted
to one side. Nevertheless, the whole composition is a masterly per­
formance and marks you, in my opinion, as one of the few novelists to
be taken seriously. It increases my 'desire to get to know you. There
is an exchange possible here that could, if we are wise, enrich both
of us.

Right now I am writing a book of psychoanalytic ’’tales”, each
preceded by an essay giving some of my thoughts and opinions on half-a-
dozen matters. The first story is that of my psychoanalysis, some years
ago, of a Party member, the second of a leader of one of the native
fascist parties on the West Coast when we went into the war, the third
of a murderer, etc. When we get together, we’ll talk about them.

Write when you get a chance. There is some likelihood that
I’ll be coming to New York again before the end of January. This
time I’ll arrange to let you know beforehand and we’ll make a definite
date.

My best to you,

RL:jb



Mr. Horman 'Sailer - 2.-

of presentation to justify your criticism.

Uy pique with you, Norman, cornea from your easy
diamissal of tho proscriptive part of the book. You burn me up
when you compare these pages with Liobnan’s Peaco of tripe. I
think what you want from me hero is the substitution of propositions
and proposals lifted from the body of what I am convinced is hilf-
assed social theory and grafted onto or in to the personalities
of men and thoir social structures. I can’t do this that you
E9GS to want of mo because I’m convinced against these items as
solutions — and to me they are the unpsychologic formulas my pre­
script ivo ingredients appear to you.

There'c lots and lots more to say. I’ll wait for a
further note from you or, lacking that, my next visit to New York.
I get there every month of so and will bo coning up soon. You
can bo sure I am eager to talk about all of this and more with you.
As you write, there are not many of us end the few we arc should
be particularly hard and demanding on each other. If wo are going
to make of ourselves any kind of instrument for tomorroxi, the
refining process has to be- done by us or else it will be done to
us.

Best wishes,

RLxjb

P.3. Send mo a copy of Barbary Shore. You refer to it in your
letter, but I never road it. By the way, I’m doing a
book now of which the first section is devoted to a dis­
cussion of Marxism and the psychoanalysis I made of a

party member not long ago.

R.L.



DR. ROBERT LINDNER
LATROBE APARTMENTS
BALTIMORE 2. MARYLAND
SARATOGA OGOO

November 24, 1952

Mr. Norman Mailer
41 First Avenue
New York City, How York

Dear Norman (the nay you close your letter permits this):

I was very glad to hear from you about your im­
pressions of Rx, but I wish you hsd writton when — as you say —
you were more passionate about this book. As it stands now, I
can hardly make out your meaning. You raise hell with me in
one place for being too ambitious in this book, and in another
for not committing myself to absolute statements on the nature
of our society and my position on every social matter conceivable.
As to the latter, cither you’ro a poor reader or I’m a lousy
writer — for I believe my attitudes on all of these matters are
absolutely clear and unequivocal. Certainly, they arc very much
like yours but in ray case not (I thin!;) founded on faith.

To answer your statement that I am writing of
tilings of which I heve no knowledge — this I must deny. My
reading and study have been, I suspect, about the some or more
extensive than yours, and if you will inquire among mutual friends
(I’m suro ne have many) you will learn of my participation since
1932 in every progressive movement on the record short of tho Party.
But, of course, this is an absurdity — your throwing one book at
me, and I shouting ”1 read it and this one, too”. The point is
that I've honestly made a deep study of the matters I’ve written
about and my decision to reject Marxism (among other things) was deter­
mined by knowledge and. whatever uses of reason I’ve been capable of.

You have made a major point when you object to the
nay in which I handle the two chapters on theory of history. I an
not spanking of your dismissal of the worth of this theory because
of the brevity of treatment — we both know that length and validity
are not interdependent. That brevity, however, was determined by
the fact that I had to present the theory — to me it seems intrinsic
to my purpose in the bool: — but avoid turning my book into a
study of history. In the condensation, however, I made enough mistakes

- 1 -
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French intellectual named Jean Malaquais, and I think I can say I learned

nine-tenths of my Marxism from him. I’ve told him about you and told him

of some of the things in your letters, and if you say yes, I’ll show your letters

to him. He is, needless to say, trustworthy, and I’m pretty confident that he

could not read your letters without wanting to respond because he’s lived

and thought about matters like revolution all his life, and probably hates the

idea of establishment and police as much as you do—I find myself a rank
conservative next to you two. Jean is no^bout 70, and not ^fantastically

intelligent as once he was—he has slowed down just a little, but, my God,

what’s left—at his best still better than anybody around. He’s in France now,

but will be back in about a month and by then if I hear from you about this,

and you say yes, I’ll show him the letters.

Where is Lompoc? You know, I get out to Los Angeles or San Francisco

about once a year and if I’m there for a couple of days and it’s feasible at

your end, I’d like to come by for a visit. Would there be a lot of red tape to

get me on your approved visitors list? As I say, it may not happen for quite a

while, and certainly won’t for the next few months, but it would be good to

meet and talk face to face.

Today I go off to Maine. Usually I take off the month of August and

spend it with my kids, all of mine, and Norris Church’s too, which makes



June 3,1955

Dear Bob,

That waa a good talk we had on the phone and I wish we could get
together soon. Everything is in a jam here. I’m working overtime on
The Deer Park, trying to do the impossible, alternate critical
detachment" with creative immediacy —very close to the psychopathic,
you know and somehow pull off a small miracle x/hich, between
us, I doubt if I will do, Still, the book will be a little better
and I’ll have learned something in the process,! hope.
You Bounded very tired on the phone and while I know your amazing
capacity to recuperate quickly, I hope that you will take your
simple bodily needs into account and take off a few days now and
again over the Sumner, whether your patients get p*O*’,ed or not*
I’ve been living for a good many months now pushed past the normal
output of my energy,and it can set up a vicious circle.
Let me hear from you when you get a chance* I know you’re very busy
and your correspondence must be heavy, but if you have an odd moment
drop a note*

Love,
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say?—spiritual concerns as well, and so is a better way to characterize Carol

Stevens’ former relationship with me and now Norris Church’s. Mr. Vibbert

writes well enough, but like most young journalists does not yet know that

you cannot trust what other journalists have written, you must depend, if you

are responsible, only on what you have seen and heard yourself.

Some years ago I coined a word, “factoid,” to describe a fact that has no

existence other than that it has appeared in print. To say that I have

described any woman in my life as a “mistress” is a factoid, but it is a fact

that two self-proclaimed defenders of women’s rights, Beverly Bentley and

Ruth Budd, were in an unseemly hurry to promulgate “mistress” as often as

they could. May they be stuck with it. I just don’t want the word attached to

my mouth.

Cheers,

Norman Mailer

79-16 \

To Michael McClure L \

rThom^S"Place\

Mt. Desert, Maine.



Dear Bob,

April 22, 1955

Just a not® to tell: you how good I think ours evening
in Philadelphia was* It was really very good ‘for me
and I want you to know what a friend I think you are.
I won*t say more now because I bn going blind ‘getting
The Deer park ready for the printer and I*m typing this
out in a hurry*
Right now it looks like I *11 be in California around the
1st of June, so schedules look cromtxt contradictory, eh
Bobbot Ldt me hear what your schedule is --as I remember
it was Hay 9th.

Love for the interim,
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nine kids, but eight of them will be with us this summer—I needed to do

arithmetic on that one. It’s a kind of a groove for I don’t live with most of

the kids for most of the year, just see them on weekends, etc. But this year

it’ll be a double groove because I’m getting toward the last few hundred

pages of first draft on Gilmore, and with luck, may even finish the crude

outlines of the first draft while I’m up there this August. Behind me is 1200

pages of manuscript. Shit, this is nothing. Gilmore wrote 1500 pages of

letters to Nicole in three and a half months.

Jack, my new address from August 1 to August 31 will be Mt. Desert

Post Office, Mt. Desert, Maine, 04660.

Cheers,

Norman

78-14

September 5, 1978

142 Columbia Heights A -

Brooklyn, New-York

Dear Mark Amory;



Jan, 20, 1955I
Dear Bob, v”

Some acre of tho journal. I think a few of the items you’ll find attractive.

Your reviews were excellent I heard, and I congratulate you warmly, old

' friend, Natural ly, I’ve seen nona of them, everybody somehow tailing it for granted

that I would see them in seme mysterious fashion in Mexico, but when 1 see you

in Baltimore, re'll be able to go over more of them. I hope the book does well,

BoWbo.
I’ve had a turn of luck with The Deer Park. GJ?JPutnam*s is taking it,

asking for no changes I do not consent to make, paying the full royalty (confidential)

and have agreed to a first printing of 25,000 copies.« But I’m such a pig and

unregenerate egotist that the news which greeted me upon return from Mexico left

ma flat. I was so geared for a fight that I really felt a little disappointed.
liihich I guess proves what a saint^sycopath I am at bottom. Interestingly, °y

was somehow left a little flat too. Anyway, the contract is to be signed in a p/

few days, and the book is tentatively set for August/ publication. 'Khat excited

jog much more was your message about Ivan. Does he really think it’s my best book'.

(I do.) Sanehow, what -with Ivan being so right and so quietly helpful in the

shadows, I came to wait more and more anxiously for what he would finally feel

whan he read it. I think nothing would have upset ma more than Ivan not liking it,

and sq I felt a real burst of joy when Adele gave me your message. iVhat a good

bastard you are to know the pleasure such news would give me.

Mexico was rough on me, but 1*11 tell you about that .when I see you. One

day I literally had to fight off weeping twice while I was with Sugy because of

the pain of leaving her. And the weight she carries in her heart and the w> Fdpm,

She fell asleep tlio night before I left, the last, time I would see her, and I think

she knew that it was far better to be unconscious when I left than to go throng

the pain of tho scene. I really think she loves me, and I want no one to love me

more than I da ^usy to. Unrequited love thing maybe.

Anyway, write soon, amigo, and I hope re get together soon. I am indeed

looking' forward to it very much.

love Norm
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I never got to know Ned [Lamed G. Bradford] well for he was a man of

extraordinary reserve, but in the ten years I was his author and he was my

editor, we had a routine that you could call a regimen, and that I came to

know very well.

Whenever I was in Boston, we would meet and go to lunch. It was

always at Locke Ober’s, and while we did not always eat the same food, we

invariably had the same drinks, Ned, his martini, and I, my Bloody Mary,

and we would talk for a couple of hours, and they were slow and enjoyable

conversations, and then I would go back to Provincetown or New York and

we would chat once in awhile on the phone until we met again.

Almost never did we discuss business. I came to realize over the years

that that was part of Ned’s personal magic. He had discovered, or maybe he

was bom with the knowledge that exquisite manners, when never breached,

take on the magic of the talisman. How I came to respect his reserve and,

finally his forbearance.

Ned had engaged in a large gamble with me. On my word that I wanted

to write a long and very ambitious novel, he had contracted a large and

serious arrangement, in those days, ten years ago, a relatively unheard of

arrangement for such a long book, and that agreement met with many delays

from my side. Other books came forth from me, some for Little Brown, a
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visionary ideas, which involve a vast change in the very fundament of

things, or the world is going to get profoundly worse. But that we can

discuss what some of those ideas might be I doubt. You’ve a Marxist-

Leninist vision, and I know enough to know those ideas die the hardest of

all. This last remark of mine will, of course, convince you of the strength

and correctness of your thought, but I confess to you that I prefer ideas

which are fragile and delicate, and have to survive each day and be recreated

each day under the post difficult of conditions.

In any case, you’ve been generous enough to give me unstintingly of

your thought and I’ve now given you an indication of mine.

To Pamela Bradford'.fhandwritten]

142- 6ohjmbia-Heights—<

May 17, 1979

npal,

Norman

79-2

Brooklyn, New-York —

Dear Pamela,
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shall we go over to Locke Ober’s for lunch, saying it with all the promise of

anticipation as if, truly, we had never gone near the place before. Homage,

dear Pamela, to Ned. I think he will live in the fine folds of memory.

Just a line to you I enjoyed the wk you did on Turkish prisons for the

Times and as always was impressed by a quality that is yours in writing. You

truly speak with candor. That may seem like nothing remarkable to you, but

few writers have it. It’s the equivalent in literature of that deep relaxation

about the self we so respect when we find it occasionally in separate people.

What it comes down to is I always get the feeling when I read you that I

know this is what a comment of a complex, thoughtful man is feeling as he 
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seems almost irrationally terrified by the thought of the book being

prosecuted. I cooperate with them to a point. I took out sentence after

sentence which might be construed as sexually gratuitous. I went far because

they were willing to leave the Teppis scene intact. But finally it came down

to cutting passages which involved the motivation of characters. And this 1

can’t do. It’s the heart of the book. The worst of it, is that gossip has made

the book seem so pornographic that by the time it goes to six more

publishers, somebody is going to have to believe it’s the best thing since

Remembrance of Things Past before he’s willing to publish it. Bob, it looks

like The Deer Park is in for a long haul. But of course I have the ace in the

sleeve of finally publishing it myself, no matter the cost. What the hell did 1

sell Naked for, if not to have such options? Anyway, I’ll give you no more

day by day communiques until a contract is signed. For, frankly, it’s like

being on an elevator. Yet, deep-down, a part of me is delighted. I must have

done something to get people that upset.

Reading Fifty Minute made me realize something again about you.

You’re such a manipulator of people. I suspect my notes have not been

answered because you’re worried about me, and you’re trying to think of the

thing to say which will move me in the direction which is best (by your

lights) for me. If it is true...oh, Bob! Just tell me what you think straight out. 
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goes through his experience. As I said, there aren’t that many people who 

can give you that, Gadge.

Cheers,

Norman

79-14

To David Mehegan, Editoriai"Pag6j Boston Globe ■ W

July 3, 1979

To the Editor;

Spencer Vibbert’s story about me in the New England Magazine, Boston

Sunday Globe, June 24, was generous, so I hesitate to complain on a point, 

but he did say I used “mistress” to describe my relation with Norris Church 

and Carol Stevens and that is not a word I employ. It was inaccurately put in 

my mouth by a wire service story, after Beverly Bentley from whom I am 

seeking a divorce, and Brooks Potter and Ruth Budd, her lawyers, chose to 

categorize both women in that fashion in court. It was an invidious choice of 

language, since a mistress puts up with one’s sexual proclivities and is paid 

for it, whereas a mate shares one’s literary, financial, paternal, and—dare I

Provincetown, Massachusetts
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Love,,

Nora

i "with Ifeopf* I mally believe they riant to do the hook, hut Blanche Knopf seems

almost irratifinally terrified by the thought of the book being prosecuted. I cooperate,

with them to a. point, I took^mhian^^ after sentencs^whiph might . ,■/

be construed assexually gratuitous, I went far because they were wailing to leave ' - :

the~Teppis scene intact. But finally it cane down to cutting passages ■which involved

the motivation of characters. And this I can’t do. It^s the heart of the book.

The worst of it# is that gossip has made the book seem so pornographic that by the

time it goes to six more publishers# somebody is going to have to believe it’s the

best thing since ^ennebrance of Things Past before he’s willing to publish it. Bob#
it looks like The Deer Park is in for a long haul. But of course I have the ace In - d - i

........ .. ... . ... . .< • ... . .. ■ ■ . .fe#

i the sleeve Of finally publishing it oyeelf, no matter the 'cost. VJhat did ths hell

\ did. I Sell Naked for# if not to have such optional Anyway, I’ll give you wssk

no more day by day communiques until a contract is signed. For, frankly, it*s ■

like being on an eletator, Yet, deep-down, a part of me is delighted. I must have

done something to get people that upset. . > ■ )
J . - .. ■ . .-. - . i

Heading Fifty^ianute made me realise something again about you. You’re such. J-
< ...... . ■ —— . .. ..ji

a manipulator of people. I suspect ry notes have not been answered because you’re

worried about ma, and you’re trying bo think of the thing to say which will move
roe in the direction which is best (by your lights) for me. . If it is true. . * ©h«.?' 1

Bob} Just tell me vdiat you think stnaight out^ Don’t manipulate me. My mother Is -

the great one of all time# and I have enoraous sensory apparatus toward that,

Bow’s about getting some mescalin, kid?
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couple for others, and Ned must have felt doubt from time to time, large

worry for all I know, and heavy concern whether that novel would ever be

forthcoming, yet he never showed his agitation to me. It was as if we had an

understanding. I would do the literary work as best I could, and he would

carry every other burden. It was a nineteenth century view of publishing for

it separated the author from all nagging thoughts and underlined the notion

that publishing was a gentleman’s occupation, perhaps the only commerce

that was, and one’s editor was one’s friend, better, one’s boatman, and took

one through the boils and shoals.

Now, Ned is gone, and I can begin to recognize that he carried many

burdens, doubtless, with his smile, and never let a lot of authors know how

much he brooded over them. It was his act of profession to keep his trials to

himself.

We will miss him, all of us, each in our separate way. To your large loss,

and to your family’s, I intrude my own to say that Ned was a prince in that

category of fellows who do not see themselves as princes, for to be a

gentleman is rank sufficient. Ned was a gentleman, among the last and the

best of that endangered species, and I will miss the keen intelligence of his

smile and the diffident glint with which he indicated that he was happy to

see you again, and by the way, he would soon remark, what do you think,
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Honday, Doc. 20, f$li

X>
Dear ob.

More notes from the journal. 1 don’t intend to ke® sending this stuff to

you, having respect for your time mong other things, but I do believe these notes

clarify a hell of a lot I said before. .On Note 56 you will find a blurb for yn

Th&Fjfty Minute Hour. The corrections come for an interesting reason. I wd

wrote the blurb before I nrad reread ths book in its published form* Reading it,

I liked it considerably better than the first time, particularly Charles, Mac,

and Anton—Kirk is about the same, but you know how enthusiastic I was about that.

I’d really be very excited about the book if it weren’t for two literary faults

of yours, one overcome by discipline| the other perhaps psychicly more serious. <•

The'first is just your style which at its worst gets down to pure carriball, Bob.

But this is just wasteful. You should make the effort yourself, but after I go

over the lectures, let us say. ^or if I give them a week, I think I can show you

what' I mean. editorial principle's are very close to Orwell’s, even though when

I write I’m guilty of many lapses myself, And this you can learn. Charley Devlin

once went through a book for me (Naked) and I learned an awful lot from him.

Perhaps you don’t like the blurb. If you don’t, I’m willing’to write something'.;

shorter, vaguer, and more canrolimsritary cause I wmild like tn help you seH tiooks, "

But I do have this conviction that the evaluative blurb'as op^sd'^/ttes^^BWa^y*’
new / ; y-.-.?;': _ ;b;;‘

blurb actually interests people more, - They’re glvsh five/cIaBslcb ^vwy wbi^e> :

and so a blurb which is not simply dithyrambic catdhes their aye more I f.hirik,

The other difficulty is something we must talk about; carefully. In short

what it comes down to is that your endings tend to be wandering and uneasy. “I

suspect, although I may be wrong, that it comes from being at the cross-rQads of

your ambition. On the one hand you want to be a great man$ on ths other you want

to be a celebrity here and how. Your contempt for the thinking of ceibrities keeps

you from really Serving the pablum which is requisite, but the tendency in all your

. thought which is to go out very far, very wide, with nothing but your speed and.
■ •' • . -■ ... - • 'W. -

your sincerity to protect you is something you probably hesitate before. So, the

equivocation which probably’expresses Itself in the ends and the endings.

by own affairs, alack, alay, As of today it looks like I can’t get together
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To Brenda Nicol

142-eolumbia-Heighrs

!/
BrookTyn—NewAAyrk

December 13, 1978

Dear Brenda,

I’ve been meaning to write ever since your letter came, but got caught up

in getting the book to a point where I could hand it over to the publisher.

And so I’ve just been steaming along with so many thoughts in my head to

friends I owe letters to, and didn’t put a stamp on an envelope in all this

time. Now I’m done, that is, done with one stage. The book, which came to

T;9’3’^pages of manuscript (double-spaced typing) went to the publisher last

Wednesday. It doesn’t mean it’s all done, there will now be a few months of

going over it, editing it, getting it shorter so it really works to best effect, a

19at of little technical things. But this is a large step: it’s nine-tenths done.

/ We can start talking about publication date, which ought to be in less than a

year, maybe even as early as September. And I just want to getwhew [get’"

-away]! It’s a chunk of work, and I think you and Johnny and Howard and

Toni, and certainly Vem, are going to enjoy it, and I hope you do and think

you will, and in fact, can hardly wait until you read it, although that’s still

months off.
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miserable in Russia and would be less miserable in Israel, then let them go

there. Yet you support a country like the Soviet Union which you call

“social imperial,” if I remember your phrase correctly. In any case, that

country which is a perversion of socialism you defend against another

country, Israel, which is another perversion of socialism or social

democracy. And what you’re leaving out of account is the horror behind it

all. Just as I don’t know what it is to be a convict, you the fuck don’t know

what it is to be a Jew. You don’t know what it is to have six million of your

people killed when there are only twelve million of them on earth. You don’t

know the profound and fundamental stunting of existence that got into the

blood cells of every Je’ after Hitler had done his work. It’s easy for you, it’s

contemptuous, you say “There’s Israel doing the lackey’s work for the US
T

against the bold, brave Arab nations”—who, as you know full well, have the

most hideous prisons in the history of civilized existence. Yet you have your

kneejerk reflexes, and one of them is up the Arabs down the Israelis And I

know that we can’t talk about those things, or a thousand others. I know that

I can’t tell you that I started as a Marxist and am now a religious

existentialist, and

might even share

have beliefs that are parallel to yours, because I think we
LJaZ-P 9 Kt i $ $. /Ap

a great role in the thoughts if the world does not get better,
4

dramatically better, and probably better through the agency of profound and

0|c
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i really enjoy <ed vain’ 'iasinrpioce, and think t'nr.t the grievous afflacuion of
the lower lip had its one coriroensution in those pages of incoLroarnble (shall vie
say Gregorian?) rhetoric. An way, old Lippy, Z hope this finds you in goal
health for I write in had health, To begin wit? I developed the cruellest case
of the piles driving dorrn here, especially. on those days through the kid*.lie. ost
and Texas where the temperature went above 100 and I did vy seven Iiundred riilss
without shopping. ’-nd -..hat a curious drive is tint. Up at midnight and drive
through the dawn (the best part) and then through the jinming and the het noon
and the burning afternoon until we stop at four or five and collapse on a bed.
Tiffin, in Ifexico where ue arrived two weeks ago (after a week at i'VT friend s in
Arkansas) I liad to desert that liver diet until we found aliouse, and of course
car® down with one of ry bitchy sore tliroats wliich has lasted a full week now
and won’t go away until I get more of this home cooking—boiled beef and proteins
etc.

dirt tte house we’ve found is real extraordinary, It’s an oil Spanish colonial
which is liras a fortress, indeed looks 111® a jail’ from outside, raid inside has
t e nosh beautiful, garden, an enormous living room, with a ceiling over twenty
foot high and old timbers exposed, and ell kinds of rooms and blleonies and
a fabulous dining room which looks like something out of a Dutch' painfiin",—
honey-colored woods, ’..±th green ceiling and nassive bub .cheerful, and wonderful
furnishings with Spanish antiques-—a fine line of furniture in its time, and one
great added chara which is all kinds of child’s surprises, so that you turn on
a faucet here, and there in the garden a little fountain' liegins to flow, and
orchids grow on the trees, and there’s a cobblestone patio in the back, and internal
windows in rooms which look down on other rooms, and a soj.arim whore you can sun
bwe-ass than which there is no greater ayifliodisiac-- it's cool, doc. And all for
IfJOO pesos a month or 3220, But f course we had to 1 ok and look to find this

JV \Tilings at Ibipeiiart turned out beautifully. Ted’ gr&e^the ^bi^I^to the other
young editors in the place and tliey all turned in enthusiastic reports and so
Stan would haw-' liad to buck Iris editorial depart:ent and instead retired into
sully silence, not even seeing ne the Iasi; day I was there. And Ted plans to
push the book in February—it’s new publication date. They accepted the bock
as it stood, and I in delight offered to take out the naye on the orgy at viHrii

. point Ted looks' at r© somberly, soberly, and said, "Inure wish you would, Ilornan.”
So it’s out. And frankly-I’n glad because it was bad writing as it stood, and
tlse orgy will l>e larger now since people will imagine it. Suh the big surprise
for '.'.e was Ted who stayed strong as a' rock all through it as I MW I wrote
to vou.

liight now I sit and read novels and study Spanish and think a little. I’n
V3iv tiro i and drained intellectually, exactly as ror. felt las;. June, but the
consolation is that a book may be on the horizon—at least I feel ideas coming
together and so n enthusiasn, and the vague glimmering of a thane, hut I’nnot^going to rush it nt all. t The prison wn-4- still. just how sssv is
it pob to et a job ns .gone sorb of. counselor or whatever in a v'en’s prison?" Is
it the kind of tiling vcm -can g?b just anpiyingS Also, did 1 write to rou
about ;3reak ’own 7he>a?as? i .-.nd vow’ - o quite
riglrb about his boirowinf' from. Stone balls only Iwish he’d borrowed wore. I
then rev! anob <,»!■ book by.i.rnbin, ’■hj'- ...:i-i Tliev K’H? A2d that thought was
first-rate. / --------- —-----------——-—~_7

Adele is painting, and Uusy stays with us overnight every now and again,
and I feel loro, and pain alwa-.-s in jay relation with her, for Susy is so' gai'inish
and delicate and odd and fey, and I can feel neurosis iienq building in her from
lay to day vet feel nab only incapable of halting it, but often think I' contribute

greatly to it. rysolf. kit at her test, ^uqy is a bright spot.
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The horse did bite me on the finger, but I was not feeding him vodka,

just petting him on the nose. Maybe it was my breath that enflamed the

animal, or maybe he was fond of Evelyn Waugh. I also thought I could point

to the inaccuracy that I did not cut my wife’s throat but realized on reflection

that throat-cutting is only a general term of description when used by Mr.

Waugh. Otherwise, his account is accurate and his description of me

’Honorable.”

adequate, and will doubtless enhance my status. I would, however, touch

base with Janet Kidd [Jean Campbell’s mother]—I think she’s fond of the
l/\

After the visit at Waugh’s house, which went on for quite a while, Jean

Campbell asked me what I thought of him and I said, “He was lots of fun.

He was much nicer to me than I expected.” It seems like there’s nothing to

compare to us American pornographers and gangsters for thorough-going

acumen!

Cheers,

Norman Mailer

78-16
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Dear Dob,
I ’m answering tliis immediately because l„m going away skiing from Darch $ to

about liiroh 16, and I’d like to got an ansinr from you before then. The first tn_ng
aWukvjtgpghvj3& is your mention of coining into Hen? York sometime in the next three
weeks’, and I write this to ask you if it’s possible to make it after the sixteenth
because Adele and I would love to give a part?/ far Johnny and you. and also have you
asrejm^guosts if you don’t rend our place. (I mention the place because as 1 may nave
w.ivrnH it’s situated in a slum, and the building itself is a tenement. In our
apartment it’s rather pleasant—although a little deficient on privacy since the rooms
are partially partitioned rather than separated by walls—but there are beds for you
and it’s really nice* However, a great many of our friends are kind of appalled By
the neighborhood, and it may be that Johnnie or you might be alsoSaSans faconsas
Don Beda says—Shat I’m trying to say is that honest and clean I’m not t rying to
discourage you from staying with us because I would love that, and on the other hand
am also trying to say that I will not be offended if you would prefer something a
little less extraordinary. But, anyway, staying with us or not as you choose, could
you make it for after the sixteenth.

The other thing I’d like an answer on is your warning that *a new coat of paint
is not sufficient*. I’ve been going over the prose of the book with a really fine
comb, and that makes a big cumulative difference. Also. I’ve added a few little bits.
But j talcs it that the criticism you have is more one of lacks in the Deer Park than
of excesses. So far as I can list them, the things you felt should be improved were,
(apart from the beginning on which I intend to do work) a larger role for Dorothea
and more resolution of her action) the presence of Pellito as the 'stereotype of evil’,
fixing the orgy, and improving Sergius’ character*

and tte last two chapters,
I agree with all those fcriticisms you have, but up to now with the exception of

orgy which has to be redone i(I read it over again today) I just don’t have any ideas
on how to improve, enrich, and just generally spark up the things we talked about in
the above paragraph. But wliat I also felt in your letter is that there are many other
criticisms which you felt and did not have time to express when we running to the train.
And if they are definite in your mind, Job, I would appreciate your telling them to
me no matter how discouraging I may find them* It may be that I need a little shock
to generate my Imagination, but whether that be so or not. and even possible or not,
I have the feeling on the book that while on the whole it's very good there is something
missing in it which keeps it from having real stature. This could crane of course from
the boredom and patience and depression of going over the tiling sentence by sentence,
but I did sense a somewhat similar feeling in your last letter, and if you feel explicit
about it, I’ll apreoiate what you have to say no matter how severe,

Neville Brand is out of town now, but he ought to back sometime in the month, and
ire plan to get together. I’ll be only too happy to sic him on to Rebel. Vfaat I feel
may be worth considering is to have him read the screen-play. He’s extremely intelligent.
for an actor as I’ve said, knows a lot about prisons as a layman, knows a lot about
analysis, liaving" been analysed these many years, and so if he liked your script as. I*m
certain he would, he would be anxious to get banger to do it, possibly with the idea
of him playing the part. (Although he’s very big and brawny, perhaps too much so.)
I saw Riot In Cell Block 11 the other day, and it is really good, ^ob, amasingly good.
One cannot call it great because there is finally not enough penetration into character,
but I had the feeling it was one of the most honest movies ever made* almost' completely
without sentimentality, and its emotional Impact I found enormous. Cake sure to see "
it from the beginning for it’s a picture which builds_all the way. If you want Neville
to read the screenplay, should I tell him to call up J-van Von Auw, or for that matter
I can do it myself. But let mo know. ? /

I have an article oomlng out in the noxb Dissent which ought to get things cooking
a b?b on the magazine. Did you get a copy of the first issue? If Clara Efron didn’t
get hers, tell her it was because the first issue is exhausted, but that she'll get
a copy of the ne-d, one. to yQU Johnnie, Norm



months and buying myself a little time. I don’t know what you read in the

papers, but I get half of half a million for this boo^$250,000, which sounds

like a monumental sum until you measure it against the peculiar prison of

my own making, which is that I’m the sole support of fourteen people—

speak of the establishment! I don’t feel sorry for myself at this situation, for

it’s entirely of my own making and I was warned often enough en route as I

kept getting married and divorced. But the current pinch of it by now is that

to stay even and to live the way I live, which is simple when you think that I

have to earn just that sum, a quarter of a million dollars each year. So it

makes for fast writing. I get paid large amounts for books, but have to write

them quickly or I won’t stay even with my nut. As I said, I thought I’d be

able to do the book on Gilmore in six months and gain a half year for

myself. But as it’s turned out, I’ve been on it for two years from start to

finish if I say my last to it by this January. At present, the money I’m

borrowing, for I’ve gone into debt to try to do it right, comes to an end

September 30th. I tell you all this to explain that I go at this book like a

Stakhanovite, writing all the time, many weeks every day of the week, and

not minding it, but feeling the progressive woe at the number of matters I

can’t explore properly. It’s possible this book will be as large in theme as

any of all but one or two of the books I’ll ever do, or the books I’ve done,



Letters that appeared in the Letters Book:

NM-RL November 18, 1952
NM-RL April 15, 1953
NM-RL February 16, 1954
NM-RL June 12, 1954
NM-RL November 29,1954, p„ 182
NM-RL December 31,1954, p. 186
NM-RL April 25, 1955
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