
PROPERTY OF

THE NORMAN MAILER WRITERS COLONY

PLEASE RETURN TO

The Norman Mailer Writers Colony
627 Commercial Street

Provincetown, MA 02657

(800) 835 7853

OWN
■~S

us $10
Canada $14
volume 18
annual issue
2004/05



The Second Annual Conference of the

The Norman Mailer Society
will be held in Provincetown on November 13, 2004

"There was that law
°f life so cruel and so
just which demanded
that one must grow or

pay more for remaining
the same."

The Deer Park (1955)
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Only members may attend the conference events
Annual dues are $20/person, $25/couple, $250 for life
membership. To join and to register for the conference
send your check, made out to The Norman Mailer Society
to David H. Light, Treasurer, 75 Jennings Lane, Windham
CT 06280. Email: dlight@snetnet '

Hie conference will present panel discussions on Mr. Mailer's
life and work highlighted by an evening reading for Society
members at the new Provincetown Theater. Other sessions
will be held at die Provincetown Inn (a block of rooms has
been reserved for Society members), the Fine Arts Works
Center and the Pilgrim Monument & Provincetown
Museum. Registration is $80 before October 1st ($100 after)
and includes continental breakfast, catered lunch (with
speaker), cocktail reception and admission to all panels
and Mr. Mailer's reading.

OU UlVn« WMX >lf,
www.wilkes.edu/humanities/jones.html

W UjRiTf

or send a SASE to:

LAINE CUNNINGHAM, after camping alone for
six months in the outback, began performing tradi­
tional Dreamtime tales and the music of the didgeri-
doo. She owns and operates a book editing service in
Asheboro, NC, and is working on her second novel.

James Jones First Novel Fellowship
c/o English Department

Wilkes University
Wilkes-Barre PA 8766

■ jjjg JAMES JONES
first novel FELLOWSHIP

The James Jones Literary
[“ ) Society announces its annual
/ $10,000 award for a first
I ’ / unpublished novel and $250

A \ runner-up honorarium.
I y Submission deadline is

March 1,2005. For eligibility
and guidelines visit:

He was terribly confused. He tried to sepa
rate the ringing in his head from hismenl
They ran away, he thought. He had seen
drive across the plateau that drained west or
the escarpment, had watched them un t
were out of sight. The tire tracks he haa
crossed floated in his mind. Only one set o
tracks, he realized. The truck had never letc
How could he have been so wrong?

As if to offer comfort, the elder caressed
Ian’s forehead. The man’s hair, shot with gra},
looked nutmeg. It was as if his great age ha
worn the shine off the strands and leached
away the pigment His eyes were luminous,
though, beyond the touch of time. Ian
thought of the dingoes that gazed into his
spotlight The dogs always waited, knowing he
would leave the kangaroo’s heart and liver and

kidneys for their feast.
Suddenly he understood. This man, with

his cockatoo feathers and precisely painted
designs, was a shaman. Ian had been lured into
the culvert just as he had been tricked into
speeding down the highway the week before.
He smiled and reached up.

“There now,” the man soothed, and flicked
his blade across Ian’s throat

Nine Letters from
NORMAN MAILER, 1963-1966

ppornicm Mailer has said more than once that An American Dream, his
fourth novel, may be his best. Controversial when it appeared, it is now
generally seen to contain his most richly evocative and lyrical prose. This
100,000-ivordnan-ativefollowstheactivitiesofafomner-congi-essmanand
ularbero,Stephe>tRichardsRojack,nowaprofessorofexistentialpsychol-
oS/ and public intellectual. He murders his aristocratic wife in chapter one
and thing gp up and down for the next 32 hours in this opera of a novel-
a libretto was written in 1969 by Charles Mari. At the conclusion of An
American Dream, the following note appears: “Provincetown, New
York, September 1963-October 1964. ” He wrote parts of the first, serial­
ized version (which first appeared Januaiy-Augftst 1964 in Esquire) in
Provincetown and completed the revised version (published by Dial Press
in March 1965) there as well. In the letters Mailer wrote to friends, family
and literary associates during the months of composition, and later as he
read the reviews, the intense effort required by his self-imposed challenge of
writing a novel to deadline in the manner of Dickens and Dostoyevsky is
almost palpable. But Mailer also comments on other events in his Ufa—his
marriage to Beverly Bentley, the births of his sons Michael and Stephen

and the publication of his 1963 volume of essays, The Presidential
Papers—us well as the national trauma of Kennedy’s assassination.
Dictated in moderate haste to his secretary, Anne Barry, the letters are
nevertheless rich in cultural insight and filled with Mailer’s marvelous
metaphors. The nine letters presented here are taken from a recently pub­
lished edition containing 73 of Mailer’s letters on An American Dream.
Norman Mailer’s Letters on An American Dream, 1963-1966 was
published earlier this year in a limited edition by Sligo Press (67 S. Pioneer
Ave., Shavertown, PA 18708). J. Michael Lennon, Mailer’s archivist, who
resides with his wifi Donna part-time in Provincetown, edited the volume,
the first selection of Mailer’s correspondence to a variety of correspondents

to appear in print. Lennon is also the editor of Mailer’s collection, The
Spooky Art: Some Thoughts on Writing, published by Random
House in 2003. He wishes to gratefully acknowledge the assistance of the
students in his Norman Mailer'seminar, spring 2003, Wilkes University,
Wilkes-Barre, PA. They are: Helene Caprari, Monica Cardenas, Justin
D’Angelo, Patricia Dibble, Katherine Green, Mark James, Marcia
McGann, Sabrina McLaughlin, Jessica Skutack and Gregory Specter.

TO: ANDRE DEUTSCH

.7 Books. Deutsch (1918 -2000) was the principal director
ed, Mailer’s British publisher from 1959-1966. Mailer
v (1930 -), his fourth wife, in December 1963. Alain
a French novelist known for theflat, objective descriptions
ok” Mailer refers to is the one he promised in Advertise-
9), a novel “fired to itsfuse by the rumor that once I point-
id said that within ten years I would try to hit the longest
the accelerated hurricane air of our American letters."
president of Putnam’s, Mailer’s American publisher for

1955-1967, but not, as the letter indicates, An American
ill unnamed at that time Charles “Cy” Rernbar (1915-

Hailer’s letter to And’C Deutsch is the first to lay out the plan of serial publication
of a novel in Esquin followed by hard cover publication by Dial Press and soft
cover publication by ~ ' .......
of Andre Deutsch 1
married Beverly B.
Robbe-Grillet (1922
of his novels. The “b.
mencs for Myself
ed to the farthestfen
ball ever to go up .
Walter Minton was
four of his books fir,
Dream, which was
2000) was Mailer's first cousin, longtime lauyer and sometime literary agent,
although it was Mailer’s new agent, Scott Meivdith (1925-1991), who helped bro­
ker the deal with Dial and Dell after Mailer himself sold the idea to Harold Hayes
(1926-1989), the editor of Esquire. Corp}, an imprint of Transworld Publishers
limited, published the soft cover British edition of Advertisements for Myself in
1963. Diana Athill (1917-) was an editor and director at Andre Deutsch.

^t. Andre Deutsch
^dre Deutsch Limited

05 Great Russell Street
^ndonWCl, England

Dear Andre,

142 Columbia Heights
Brooklyn, New York

October 15,1963

I ?*Rt>a long belated thank you for the cook books, which Beverley [Bent
2 received with glee and from which I expect to draw dividends over the

in c "^7 ty tbe waY> damn good books. I read parts o a e" 0
^Or Pleasure. They stack up very nicely against [Alain] Robbe-Gr^

■ Uch has happened since I saw you and doubdess you ve a "'in
c° *e grim conclusion over the summer that I was just not going
to do die big book well, considering my financial sttuation, because 

although the advance royalties were quite decent I still would have been able
to work only two weeks a month on die novel and the other two weeks
would have to be given over to getting my pen hired for the best going price,
or else giving lectures for fees. These secondary activities are always chancy
and they open the danger of using up more effort than is commensurate. So
I decided the only way out of my impasse was to dare a bold stroke. I con­
tracted to do a novel in eight installments for Esquire, talked Walter
[Minton] into releasing me for one book, and managed to sell this abso­
lutely unwritten work for an incredible sum to Dial and Dell. This is in the
strictest confidence, but they are paying me $125,000 against the hard cover
and paperback rights and so of course this solves my difficulties for a year
or two, or ideally three or four. Now all I have to do is write a first-rate novel
in eight months, and I can tell you this gives me pause. At any rate, I won’t
be working on the big novel for about a year (I think I’ll need four months
to recuperate from the next eight months) and that was why I told Cy [Rem-
bar] to tell you that I didn’t wish to draw royalty payments yet.

Now as far as this new book goes, I’m quite ready to work up a contract
with you right now if you so desire, but I think it might make more sense to
wait and see how the book turns out. If it’s a good book I might ask you for
a fairly good royalty for it. If it’s a bad one, I obviously could not. But if we
wait there at least would be no feeling of A) holding you up or B) giving
something away. And you can have my word and my hand across the sea on
it chat I will certainly give you first and complete crack at the book. In any
case I don’t feel there’s a vast rush on this—at least I’m in no hurry. So if
you’d like to wait and see what you’re buying, that will be fine with me. Inci­
dentally, to the best of my understanding all this happened very quickly, the
paperback rights have already been bought by a subsidiary of Dell who paid
a vast price—twenty-five grand, my friend, again in the strictest confidence.
What bothers me about this last is that I’ve been very pleased with Corgi for
tire job they have been doing, but die English paperback rights were tied
into this deal and I had reluctandy to go along with it, since Dial and Dell
were pay ng so much for the American rights. I’m going to write a letter to
Corgi today so drey won’t bounce too hard when they get the bad news.

And when I see you this January-I certainly hope you’ll be making
a trip this year-I’U tell you the story of how the ante got up so high.
It’s a rare account of the mating habits of that most curious bird-rhe

American publisher.
Say hello to Diana [Athill] and my best to you,

' Norman
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TO: MICKEY KNOX

Knox (1921-), one of Mailer's clos'stjmn^
in the summer of1949, which Knox reca si 6qs Knox acted
the Bad and The Dolce Vita (2004). In thelaW^K^ expen.

in the dramatic version o/The Deer Par an jn
mental films. Mailer met the poet Richard ft ilbur f Jidential
1948. The hook he refers to in the third paragrap“ . jn a
Papers (1963), the dust jacket of which depicted
Kennedy-style rockingchair. Joan was Mickey star f f
of MaileFs second wife, Adele Morales (1925-).
Donoghue was a professional boxer in the 1950s and early 1960s.Mailer
introduced him to his wifi Faye Mowery, a Provincetown native.

142 Columbia Heights
Brooklyn, New York
December 17,1963

Dear Mick,

The Kennedy thing hit very hard here. Women were crying in the
streets (mainly good-looking women), a lot of middle-aged Negroes
looked sad and ver}' worried, and then we all sat around in gloom an
watched the television set for the next seventy-two hours. Altogether
it was one of three events having something profoundly in common.
Pearl Harbor Day and the death of Roosevelt being the other two.
And the Ruby-Oswald stuff was just too much on top of it. I haven t
felt like writing a word about the whole thing, I’ve been too fucking
depressed every which way. The main loss I think was a cultural one.
Whether he wanted to or not Kennedy was gixdng a great boost to the
arts, not because Jackie Kennedy was inviting Richard Wilbur to the
White House, but somehow the lid was off, and now I fear it’s going
to be clamped on tight again.

As for Oswald and Ruby, I don’t know what was going on, but I
don’t have the confidence we’ll ever know. I’d like to believe that the
FBI had a sinister hand in all of this, but somehow I doubt it I
suspect the real story is that two lonely guys, all by themselves, put
more grit in the gears than anyone ever succeeded in doing before,
and it’s just a mess, a dull miserable mess.

The book of course falls by the side in all of this, one of the mil­
lion minor casualties. With Kennedy alive it was a good book, but
with him dead, it’s just a curiosity, and somehow irritating in tone. I
don’t even mind the loss of it in a funny way.

As for the movie piece, there’s been a startling lack of interest in it,
and no nibbles at all. I think if someone had five or ten million bucks,
it could make a great movie. But I suspect it’s not going to be bought

rWn- else I write is made into a movie and makes a u
SOTh*trouble with it is that ids not the sort of thing thac °f

m°ney- TL independent producer or on a small budget b

be d°ne L it would need epic treatment. to
somehow brings up your remark about “intellectual adv

r5 -d forgotten that you’d said it, but your mention of the £

hr it back to me, except that you mentioned it in an altogeth '
£nt using the phraSe appr0Vm,gly- 71,6 Chafacter ^und
S who said it was of course using the term spitefully.
^AsVor the debt, I guess you’re nght. I had ofcoutse not forgotten the
prepayment I exacted by giving you that CX research proj^

Somehow I had the impress.on there was another debt. I reafe
Xiong about it, that I’m dead wrong. So accept my apologies, 0,d
□XWhen you’re back, we amexchange wedding presents. Inciden.
X I saw Joan one night at the fights. She went with Roger and Faye
[Donoghue] and I held up the other end because Beverly was tired that
evening We were sort of friendly but a bit cool, and she was kind of
sweet got tired early, and went home early. She said something about
going back to Europe sooner than she onginally thought she would
Who knows, she might even be missing you. As for the wedding itself,
Roger was not excluding you. The only people present were Bev and me
(because I was the best man) and a girl named Fifi Bergman who was
bridesmaid for Faye. Ac the last moment Faye’s best friend and her
boyfriend arrived from Pittsburgh, but it isn’t as if fifteen or twenty
people arrived and you were passed by. Thar’s the truth, Mick. Roger’s
really fond of you. I’ve never heard him say a really bad word about you.
You’re right that Roger doesn’t have too much sympathy with my
ideas, bur then, what the hell, Roger was still taking his pitch from the
Joumal-American when I met him, and while I’ve had some influence on
him I expect I’d be surprised if I had had a really large influence because
we started from preconceptions which are too far apart.

The scene here is quiet Much hard work for me an d then more hard
work. I’m plugging away on the serial and now hav ntten through the
third installment. It’s a pretty good book so far bu: , ust hope and pray
I can keep it up, because the strain is tremendous s like being an old
pro and fighting an eight-round fight when you'' not in the best of
shape. Anyway, if I can bring it off, next year ough . ■ be more relaxed

I’m damn sorry you left when you did. It alw. : akes us a couple
of weeks to loosen up around each other and tl ime was a damn
shame because I think we’re really getting to tl >oint in our lives
where our respective ears are getting better and ■ can listen more
carefully to what each other has to say. The pass: g glimpses you’ve
given of Yugoslavia are fascinating and if you g- . a chance, let me
hear a little more of your impressions.

Love,
Norm

TO: FRANCIS IRBY GWALTNEY

Mailer served in the Army with "Fig'Gwaltney (1921-1985), a teacher,
novelist and native of Arkansas. During a visit there in March 1975 he
introduced Mailer to the woman who became his sixth wifi Barbara Nor­
ris Church Mailer (1949-). Stendhal (1788-1842), Marcel Proust (1871-
1922) andjamesjpyce (1882-1941) are writers much admired by Mailer.

Dear Fig,

142 Columbia Heights
Brooklyn, New York
December 20,1963

Now you’ve really got me curious to read the rejected novel Is Vour
only copy at Seeker and Warburg? Or could I get a chance co see it’ I
don’t want to moralize, but the difficult thing about writing well
when one is angry is that the truth of it tunes up one’s whole body 
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physically so you tend to lose the cool sense of each moment passing
into each new moment in your book. That sense of knowing when
you re right and when you’re getting off your balance. I know when
I m mad, I tend to accelerate not only in the physical speed with
which my hand writes down the words but I also telescope the pro
gression of the ideas and so something which makes sense interna!1)'

me is hysterical in its external manifestations. If it weren t for
iculty I think anger might be the best single emotion to write ou

° ’ or it firms ups one’s balls and bums out all the half-shitty h
y ties to people who we don’t really like or admire.
Im working sixty days ahead of publication (that’s my automat*

ne), I ve now finished the first three installments of the sen
ouri^X1S fine S0 far except 1 can>t describe a screw as J 10

ughly as I might like to, and I ain’t moving quite as fast as I shoo1

In the first three parts I don’t think I’ve gone a quaXT
lier write a course “d roo long dR vie]
fcZSTUundyOUhaVeonel^Ieftfor[Marie-HennBe/e
St / half leCtUre for M *oust> a half kccurej

J yce. But wntmg the serial is in itself fun. It makes me "

it>5 been eight years since I’ve set out to write a novel and finish it. I
5^ I would have taken forever to get somewhere if ft werenftXr *

* I have to make my decisions in great haste and stick by them ft"
&Xe [ike playing “n-second chess. You have to take the bold choft
3 ^d me.b£C3USe T P"4 °n geCtmg s°mething o“t

bold effects-the subder choices may prove too subde and fll to
P to life111 the Speed "X Wh’Ch y°U haVe “ * 1 don’t know how

<rhe book Will be, but it’s interesting writing a serial. I’ not so sure I’ll
iSen I’m done, I swear, never again. Since I, like you, used to be ven.

h of a second, third, or even fourth draft novelist, it occurs to me that
S of the possibility in this may have developed over the last twelve
"’nths when I was wntmg against a deadline once or twice a month and

formed the habit, for better or worse, of haring my first drafts become
S° basic body on which the final result was clothed.
[l'£Anri''ay, that much for shop. Bev is coming along nicely and should
haV£ the baby by the middle of March. She hasn’t put on any weight

prettv on, eX,cept around the middle, and we’re both looking
fatter I’ll H °U^ ? am on cbe plump side. If I get any
now v “ ° d SWnny gal like Ece>’co shake s°me life into me. But
n°w you teU me Ece/s getting plump too. God almighty.

u Presidential Papers, Hl send you off a copy tomorrow. I was
to ver h Sr T °n that I goofed on preparing a list of friends

t e 0° .and so practically no one I know has received a copy. Only
emies.T e publicity girl at Putnam blithely went ahead and sent out

p s to people I don t even speak to. That’s the literary life, dear friend.
en }>)ou 11 find the book very odd reading. Like everybody else, I

covered I cared alotmoreabout Kennedy than I thought I did, and so
is ea was direcdy depressing, and turned much of what I wrote. A lot

ot it seems offbalance now. Anyway, let me know what you think.

And love to Ecey, Yee Yee, and Frank, Jr.
Merry Christmas

Norm

TO: DIANA ATHILL

Mailer complains here of the way the British edition of his novel is described
in the Deutsch catalogue of forthcoming books.

597 Commercial Street
Provincetown, Massachusetts

July 5,1964

Dear Diana,

I think “evil wife” ovc:
half-evil wife” or som. •
“sane love” tri th Ch.
dream of love” might
fine. But I also think

American Dream is
to me that the virtue-
nered a book. Violen:
if there were not a
other. Now this has a
[Raymond] Chandler. ,o forth. But of course the manners they showed
there were essentially I rise ones. The reality is curious and somehow sub­
tler, and I was trying to ger toward chat reality in An American Dream. But
1 think it would be a serious mistake to abdicate from any claims this
novel can make in rhe dominion of manners, because it is precisely by 

On the negative side, I have only a few comments for the catalogue page.
mplifies too much. I think “tragic, tormented,
ing of that ilk might be more satisfactory. Also,
sounds hygienic. “To find some part of his

• note what we need. Outside of that, I think it’s
re giving away much too much by saying that
unlike “mannerly British fictions,” for it seems

.spect of An American Dream is that it is so man-
>ple always are mannerly, or chaos would result
trum of manners in their dealings with each

.tvs fascinated the British—[Dashiell] Hammett,

the play of manners that I’ve tried to tell the story. One could even go so
far perhaps as to argue that the novel is a study of the bizarre, incisive,
and very elaborate manners of some of the kinds of people who live in
the social worlds and under-worlds of New York. So I think we might
emphasize the book is in its way as mannered as a novel by Henryjames.
What creates the—it is to be hoped—fascinating confusion is that the
material is closer to a Mickey Spillane.

By the way, Diana, how do you all feel about the end of the book?
There’s been not a word about that from Andre [Deutsch] or from you.
Ifyou’re unhappy, now’s the time to talk, because I hope to put in about
five to ten thousand words and take out a litde of the old, all of this to
be accomplished by September 1. Since I’m also going to do the Repub­
lican Convention, there’ll be only a few weeks for this, probably from
August 10 to September 1. But in the month between, there would cer­
tainly be time to get your comments. Please believe me, I’m not so deli­
cate as to be afraid of negative comments. And this can go right down to
the individual sentences. It’s really a good idea to let me know now what­
ever bothers you and Andre. Of course, if the end is a vast disappoint­
ment to you... But then I hope not. I was so tired by the time I finished
I was willing to accept any external verdict that it was very good or very
bad. The good remarks I heard were that it was very good, but then
it was the agent and publisher who said that, and they’re not exactly
similar to the critics in their interest. At any rate, give us a reaction.

Best for now,
Norman

fOiEUCHIYAMINISHI

Mailer never met Yaminishi, his longtime Japanese translator.

597 Commercial Street
Provincetown, Massachusetts

July 7,1964

^Eiichi,

bXJust a note- By now> ideally> y°u’ve received die lasc three
third/mLents (six> seven> and eight)ofAn A’”erican Dream’and s° yT X
abon l C Che book “ a whole. Much of the news you have heard

li$|, ,. e novel is untrue or inaccurate. For instance, it will not e pu
it ha„ ln Oct°ber or November, but in January. Same for Eng an .
cou "Ot been so'd t0 tbe films. Warner Brothers took an opuon ut o
bOoi. may deeide not to buy it. That of course is all by the bye.
done X make a vast amount of money, it may not—but w at i

t0 provide me with sufficient income so that for t e next 

years I can concentrate on doing the best writing of which I’m capable
without fear or wonder how to meet my expenses.

Apart from the fact that this was a commercial book (that is, one of
che basic motives for its conception was the desire to make a great deal
of money) it is also my attempt to write as good a novel as possible under
the circumstances, and as I think you will see, the book, while conven­
tional in many aspects, is also unusual in its “psychic world,” and may in
this sense go further than any novel I know. Incidentally, I’m going to
spend a few weeks this summer making changes in the text. They will be
little changes, but numerous ones. For that reason, I would suggest you
do not start your translation until the middle of September when I can
give you the final copy, unless it should prove necessary to go to work
earlier. If that proves the case, we’ll have to figure a way to send you the
changes. That of course will mean more work for you and more work for
me. At any rate, dear Eiichi, my best to you for now, and hope that ah is
well with your fine family, so many good sons and daughters.

Warmly,
Norman

2004 PROVINCETOWN ARTS 111



TO: DIANA TRILLING
Trillmg(1905-1996) wasa ^ry critic ^'^D62^''^^cal

and man of letters, Lionel Trilling (1905-/ )■ nter/M November
Mamlism of Norman Mailer," which appeare m r' lhmlg,
1962, is perhaps the most inteliigptt examination f ,J9J9.J999)
Advertisements for Myself Mailer did meet Ins M
during his visit to England. Gilles de Rais (14 ' )I,e confessed
France duringthe Handled Years War. Accused ofsa m f

to torturing and killing oner 100 children and
(1879-1970) wrote a series of nereis of English social life in crisp,

142 Columbia Heights
Brooklyn, New York

March 25,1965

Dear Diana,

It’s perfect, but after all our talk about how reliable I am, I now pick

up the pen (what a metaphor this has become) to tell you at u e
go ahead and make plans for my appearance at Oxford even oug
may never get to England at all. (That will touch you, dar ng, to
genteel and fucking liberal) but you see, I’m having a disagreement at
the moment with my British publisher. I don t like die jacket, I on t
like the blurb, both of which of course they had to do themselves, and
I told them I won’t come to England unless we can agree on the kind
of publicity. Knowing Andre Deutsch, he will probably want me to go
on a round of television and radio appearances, and since I don t do
that in New York for a book, I don’t see any reason to do it in London.
So I have posed other possibilities to him, and now must wait to see if
he will agree. Odds are much better than even, however, that 111 be in
England, the main reason being that I want to go. So look, let’s set a
date, I leave it to you, any time after the 23rd, except perhaps publica­
tion day, which is something like the 26th or 27th—a phone call to
Andre Deutsch in London (Langham 2746-9) will establish the day,
and then let me know which day you’ve chosen. It will be yours.

Now what I’d like ideally is a dinner for eight at your house and then
perhaps a few more people in afterward. One can’t possibly get to talk

Love,

r nventy people at dinner by any method known r
” Xc nior Common Room, while appealing to the novels.0
and dlC Arable and exciting if it should come to pasSj p c lt> me,
and very SU1 than dlnner for eigbc stQj

s”'>'
house you jjnner. Isn’t that remotely possible’ I k 6 beet>
knX°requ“C you must get Iris Murdoch for dinner. I

Severed Head, and have always wanted to meet her sin^ her

”°The reception of An American Dream has been-believe it ifv
can more schizophrenic than anything of mine which preced

L, the very best and the very worst reviews I’ve ever re<-„
S ™ * or an plac.^

ffect that I was doing the most important wnting in the count "
See Faulkner. Stanley Edgar Hyman in The New leader said

dreadful novel. Philip Rahv detested it, so and so loved it. As you J
guess, I've enjoyed all this secretly very much, because no vice oX

„uld be greater than my desire to create a sensation and be fOrever
talked about. Sometimes I wonder, beloved, if I am the ghost of son.e
long-dead London beauty. Well, well, I expect the British will give me
good whipping with the thinnest stnngs of leather for the outrages
Pve committed in the name of literature. But when you feel in
mood, you must write me what you think of the book, even if you
don’t like it at all, although I suspect you might just like it, it’s
extraordinary novel in its funny fashion, extraordinary, that is, in what
it does with the art of the novel, whether for good or ill Ids as if Gilles
de Rais had captured the style of E.M. Forster and was running amok
with it. So far of course none of the critics have had even the remotest
notion that the real debating ground of An American Dream is precise­
ly on how it does and does not contribute to the grand art of the novel
but I get them so poisonous and upset they can’t think straight, and
that always tickles my devil, for there is no sight in all the world quite
so funny as an intellectual who is too agitated ■ - think. They are then
like elephants without a trunk, nothing but hi- - -opotami.

„ You’ve ProbablYseen mosc of these reviews yourself
X10 * * * *"/from the smaller papers will prove amusing I hop’

> <went off th-s weekto Provincetown to pick a ho£e We’Il
nnths I think, and ifyou re in Nantucket we’ll get a X U

rf^^know a man in Harwichport with a power boat.
'" t t°r "£ •„ two and a half hours door to door Or if S°
Xg us- We could pick you up in Hannchport. n“

a« where people go to work. Provmcetow is for sport
Vcho*6 Provincetown for work. At any rate, say hello to 2

X 

>ess of a prick. I The one-year-old is now somewhat
his to the civilizing influence of his father.

Best and all Jack,
Norman

agent to talk to Tnrb \vz'C & °^a snowball in hell, but I’m asking my
J amer about hating you on for a technical advisor.

^andMOOS MAILER

, ,„is Mailer was the brother of Mailer’s father, Isaac Barnett
If‘ ^■■Mailer (1891-1972). He and his wifi Moos lived in South Africa
^dtbe U.S. several times. The first stage version of The Deer Park, in

inU patented at Act IV, a theater on the comer of Carver and Brad-
/ provincetown in August 1966, with Beverly Bentley as Lulu

.^XnibaJs and Christians (1966), Mailer’s third miscellany, was
''fel-ilby Dial °" 29 A‘,Z"St 1966' BeverlyS,ve birth t0 Stefhen McLeod
ffk,rsec0nd son, on 10 March 1966. Basil is the son of Louis and Moos.

565 Commercial Street
Provincetown, Massachusetts

September 25,1966

jar Louis and Moos,

ihMn’twritten in ages. Please forgive me for not answeringyour fine let-
but this summer’s been unbelievable. I haven’t worked so hard in

■t 1 got going at a great rai on a new novel and then just about the
-nelnas half way through, < .ything in the scheme of things diverted
a over to an old adapratit of The Deer Park, which I rewrote and

Provinrem L °Ur t0 a two'hour play. We did it up here in
sucerh -> JVT1 ln 1 C lcacet Bcverfy helped to start (she is, by the way, a
the nls j " °e *S me~'m noc “sedt0 other talent in the family), and
me pla? turned out weU enough to be moved to New York. So we’re going
in J ' A °a , ,fF’Broadwaythis "™Kr and if all goes well, it might be excit-

’ n ee ave some hopes at any rate. As for the rest, all is well. Moth-
s recot ered completely from the operation, which proved, of course, not

f e necessaty—when will people finally realize that medicine exists first
tor the sake of doctors and their beastly hospitals. Cannibalsand Christians
came out and, to my surprise, received fairly good reviews. If Dad hasn’t
t ’en care of it, I m going to make certain a copy gets to you.

As for the boys, Michael is all box-office, prima donna, narcissistic, bril­
liant, spoiled, electric, frighteningly sexy, a complete self-starter, and Steve
all attention and reaction and soft smiles and chuckles and fun. They’re
going to make a great pair, knock on wood, as my mother would say.

As for the movie, An American Dream, don’t ask. An absolute disaster.
My only consolation is that I had nothing to do with the makings of it,
except for the tarty action of taking a large sum of money in sale from a
large movie studio, for which I had no respect.

Give my best to Basil. Beverly sends love.
Norman

Norman

TO: JOHN W. ALDRIDGE

John Aldridge (1922-) became friends with Mailer in 1951 shortly
after Aldridge’s Alter the Lost Generation: A Study of Writers of
Two Wars appeared earlier thatyear. It contains the first major appre­
ciation of Mailer's work; Mailer wrote an introduction to the 1985
reprint. Aldridge went on to write extensively about Mailer, including
reviews of most ofhis books. Elizabeth Hardwick (1916-) wrote a scold­
ing review that appeared in Partisan Review in the spring 1965 num­
ber. Richard Poirier (1925-) wrote a very warm review of the novel in
Commentary, June 1965. In 1972 he wrote Norman Mailer
perhaps the most perceptive study ofthefirst halfof Mailer’s career. William
Phillips (1907-2002) was the longtime editor of Partisan Review.

Dear Jack,

142 Columbia Heights
Brooklyn, New York

April 23,1965

I’ve held off sending you a batch of reviews, because there seemed n
order to most of it. Just New York, dependably, whenever a review was
done by someone who lived in New York, the review was bad There is
of course no vast mystery to this. The book was around in serial form
for eight months and every literary mind in New York had an
tunity to test his message on every other literary mind so the
tual establishment was all bad. Philip Rahv baSlizaU* k

Partisan Review, Stanley Edgar Hyman in The Neto Leader soTLl
ao 1L will go.
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Only Richard Poirier in Commentary will be go. -d, and that’s not out
until June. Also, grand surprise, National Review 1:. id a rave done byJoan
Didion, who writes very nicely. At any rate, I’m getting together a batch
of duplicates, and I’ll send them off with this letter to you. But could
you send them back after you’ve glanced through them, for I drink
then I’ll be mailing the same set on to my daughter in Mexico. Finally,
I decided to take out an ad in Partisan Review. Elizabeth Hardwick’s
review was so bad that I decided to oppose it with yours. Originally I
planned to use your entire review on two pages, but William Phillips
decided that was impossible because of the smallness of tire print An
so he cut a couple of hundred words out I just hope he did the job " e
I wasn’t here at the rime, I was in Alaska, giving-what else-a lecture-
And so was unable to see the copy before the deadline. He’s consci­
entious, however, and so it should be all right. Although I must say
cutting that piece of yours is not so easy. ■ e

The book received such violently opposed reviews
is weighted metaphor—it was as if the intellectual crust o

auon were suffering a seismographic fault. It was not just the'
ence of bad reviews> good on their own tenrP’

Ivn’rT k y they The Put-down was declarative rather than
York ’’C e"eight of the indictment seemed to be placed by most
York mtellectuaJs on the improbability of the plop which is ofJ

chosen preciselybeca^
th mn deSpised so long *at a novelistic magic had returned
Set ZS t0 haW d to Rahv and Co And so the g*

Like an un 11S,pU2zled’ itTitable, full of loud statement and a
an uncle dtspleased with a nephew and profoundly worried-

TO. WHIT BURNETT

:ng in the World” won Story7 * * magazine’s
published there by Burnett in November

Mailer’s story ,cThe Greatest
rational college contest and w.. r_____________

marking the beginning of Mailer’s literacy career. His undated letter
^fices a selection from An American Dream describing the murder of
^orab by Rojack that was published in Burnett’s 1970 anthology, This
Is My Best: In the Third Quarter of the Century. Mailer’s letter is

aPs bis most considered and perceptive comment on the novel.

“atWhit:

useftd to think of two kinds of novels—novels of man
'tien-1 In°dern explosive surrealistic novels in which the very notion o
■'4torKt r°nE manners, is bulldozed away in order to see what Strang
?<,1"'orkT Sband what buried treasure comes up in the ore. Out o my
^otv LPpose Why Are Wein Vietnam? would most satisfy e act
:KLTd An Ameri^o Dream might prove for some to be my mo

attack on the problem of writing a novel of manners. They

hard novels to do well. Now that we are approaching the end of the
seventh decade of the twentieth century they are becoming novels which
are almost impossible to do well. The old totemisric force of manners, the
old totemisric belief that breaching a manner inspired a curse has been all
but lost in the avalanche of social deterioration which characterizes our
era. Yet what can appear more attractive and sinister to us than a tea cere­
mony at the edge of a cliff. So I often think An American Dream is my best
book. I tried for more in this novel than any-where else and hence was liv­
ing for a while with themes not easily accessible to literary criticism, not
even to examination. The passage I choose notv is not obligatorily the best
thousand words in the work, but comes from the latter part of the first
chapter and therefore offers few discomforts of orientation to the reader,
and no demand on me for a synopsis of preceding events. Perhaps it may
also serve to illumine the fine nerve of dread back of every good manner.
Manner is the mandarin of mood, and in the shattering of every mood >s
an existential breath-does laughter or the murderous next ensue?

Yours,
Norman Mailer

7
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