
First version:

I don't need 300 words. Mihiko Kakutani for the last ten years has 

been reviewing my books two weeks ahead of everyone else and simply 

detests the language I stand on.



Second version

I don't need 300 words. Less than a hundred will do. It's Michiko Kakutani.

Any reviewer has the right to dislike a writer's book and deplore all his work 

on a regular basis. Clifton Fadiman, for example, couldn't bear William

Faulkner. What I hold against Kakutani is not her reviews but her rushing 

into print two weeks ahead of every other reviewer. Her opinion is her right, 

but her timing is egregiously unfair. Kind of gross, when you get down to it.

I once called her "slovenly." I am pleased to find a word that can accompany 

it.

[NB: this is 98 words.]
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Michiko Kakutani has reviewed every one of my books over the last decade. In

order, they were Oswald's Tale, Portrait of Picasso as a Young Man, The Gospel

According to the Son, The Time of Our Time, and The Spooky Art. All the reviews were

bad, but three out of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of all received

came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext. Four of her five pieces came out in

the daily Times a week to two weeks ahead of publication. Kakutani was there first with

the worst. It is an old stunt If you truly detest a book, get your review out early. But

four times out of five! Kakutani was abusing her privilege.

Of all her reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

Nonetheless, I choose it now for three good reasons. The first, of course, is that she came

out early. The second is that she chose to memorialize my lifework.

The words are hers; the italics are mine: "There was a very solid World War n

novel (The Naked and the Dead), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies of the

Night, Of a Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana (The Executioner's Song),

two huge oddball novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the other about the CIA

(Harlot's Ghost) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works about everything from

Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey Oswald."
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Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

her position, able to persevere in her lust to get out there first. (It does take three good

reviews to overcome a bad one when the bad one is a potential reader's first encounter

with the title.)

What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky

Art. "All too often," she declared, "dates for statements are not supplied." She was in a

whole and complete error. The source notes came to ten closely printed pages which

covered everything in the text from complete essays to no more than two lines from an old

interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic of some stature. To impugn

the care he took with the source notes was worse than sloppy. Michiko was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give Norman Mailer a

positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she does not welcome

transgressions against her critical dominance. Ifl write these words with any

expectations, it is that she will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book. At

the relatively wise age of 81, however, I no longer place much hope in long shots. It is

enough reward to clip the lady's claws. Doubtless, they will grow again. The real

recourse is to leave her to literary history. I do recall that Clifton Fadiman couldn't

tolerate the work of William Faulkner. Let me propose that something of the same is

repeating itself now in a minor vein.
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Over the last ten years, Michiko Kakutani has reviewed for the Times every one of

my books published in that period. In order, they were Oswald's Tale, Portrait of

Picasso as a Young Man, The Gospel According to the Son, The Time of Our Time, and

The Spooky Art. Three of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of all

received came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext. Four of those five

reviews came out a week to two weeks ahead of publication. Michiko was almost always

there first with the worst. It is an old stunt. One of the basic tricks in book criticism, if

you truly detest a book, is to get it out early. Still, four times out of five! Kakutani was

abusing her privilege.

Of all her bad reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

Nonetheless, I choose it now for a couple of good reasons. In the course of cutting it

down, she summarizes one's lifework with a most determined deconstruction.

"There was a very solid [italics mine] World War II novel (The Naked and the

Dead), some ground-breaking [italics mine] journalism (The Armies of the Night, Of a

Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana [italics mine] (The Executioner's

Song), two huge oddball [italics mine] novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the

other about the CIA (Harlot's Ghost) and a steady but -wasting trickle of minor works

[yes, italics mine] about everything from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey

Oswald."

Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

her status, able to downgrade the reception of each of my new books by persevering in her

lust to get out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if the

bad one is a potential reader's first acquaintance with the work.)
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What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky Art.

She accused him of sloppiness: "all too often, dates for statements are not supplied." She

was in complete error. The source notes came to ten closely printed pages which covered

everything in the text, from whole essays to points as local as two lines from an old

interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic of some stature. To violate

the care he took with the source notes was slovenly. Michiko was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times professional reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give

Norman Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she

does not welcome transgressions against her critical dominance. If I write these words

with any hope, it is that she will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book.

At the relatively wise age of 81,1 do not, however, place any large emotional investment

in fond hopes. The best reason for writing this piece is in already. It was to have the

pleasure of clipping the claws of the cat. After that, devil take the hindmost.
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Over the last ten years, Michiko Kakutani has reviewed every one of my books

published in that period. In order, they were Oswald's Tale, Portrait of Picasso as a

Young Man, The Gospel According to the Son, The Time of Our Time, and The Spooky

Art. All were bad, but three of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of

all received came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext. Four of those five

reviews came out in the daily Times a week to two weeks ahead of publication. Michiko

was there first with the worst. It is an old stunt. One of the basic tricks in book criticism,

if you truly detest a book, is to get it out early. Still, four times out of five! Kakutani

was abusing her privilege.

Of all her bad reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

Nonetheless, I choose it now for three good reasons. The first, of course, is that she came

out early. The second is that she chose to summarize my lifework in her most determined

manner.

I quote the lady directly, but the italics are mine: "There was a very solid World

War II novel (The Naked and the Dead), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies

of the Night, Of a Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana (The Executioner's
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Song), two huge oddball novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the other about the

CIA (Harlot's Ghost) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works about everything

from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey Oswald."

Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

her position, able to downgrade the reception of each of my new books by persevering in

her lust to get out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if

the bad one is a potential reader's first encounter with the title.)

What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky

Art: ".. .all too often," she declared, "dates for statements are not supplied." She was in

error. It was a whole and complete error. The source notes came to ten closely printed

pages which covered everything in the text, everything from complete essays to no more

than two lines from an old interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic

of some stature. To violate the care he took with the source notes was worse than sloppy. ------

Michiko was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times professional reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give

Norman Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she

does not welcome transgressions against her critical dominance. If I write these words

with any hope, it is that she will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book.

At the relatively wise age of 81,1 do not/heweverflike to place too-much in long shots CZX
A

and fond hopes. The best reason for writing this piece is in already. It was to have the (&- 

pleasure of clipping the lady's claws. Let no one suppose they will not grow again. The 
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only recourse is to leave her to history. I do remember that Clifton Fadiman couldn't

tolerate the work of William Faulkner. Allow me to suppose that the scene is repeating

itself now in a minor vein.
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Young Man, The Gospel According to th? Son, The Time of Our Tim*?, and The Spooky

Ari, Ail ^ere HTd/butthreepr those five could make the clain- that the ugliest review of

all received came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext. Four of th#ee five
^wie^came out in the daily Times a week to two weeks ahead of publication^Srfichi

was there first with the worst. It is an old Stunt. One-efthe ba*ic tricks in boeleeritosm,

time.1 out of five! Kakutani
'Jf vou truly detest a boo!

was abusing her privilege.

Of all herg^reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

Nonetheless, ( choose it now for three good reasons. The first, of course, is that she came
eZ/-zs_2

out early. The second is that shechose to swmmariaednyhfcwokjgjjcr most determine^

Ud^dhjeofiy, bpt ^(itafics ar.e mine: "There was a very solid World

War II novel (The Naked_an.d_the£fiad), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies

fil ilie_Nigl).L OfaFireot) U)e Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana JThe Executioner's
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SQlMj), two huge oddhall novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Eve lings'), the other about the
- dUs

CIA (HaslRtsJ^bpst) and a steady but warring trickle of minor works about everything

from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey Oswald."

Now, Michiko Kakutanijs obviously entitled to her opin on. She is even, given

lA. her lust to get out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one,

the bad one is a potential reader’s first encounter with the title.)

her position, able to

What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky

Art V- All too often," she declared, "dates for statements are not supplied " She was in

a whole and complete error. The source notes came to ten closely printed

pages which covered everything in the tex^evarythiri^ from complete essays to no more

Michiko

than two lines from an old interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic

of some stature. To violate the care he took with the source notes was worse than sloppy.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times ^jecs^^reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give

Norman Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she 

was to have the

they will not grow again The

does not welcome transgressions against her critical dominance. If! write these words

with any hepe/it is thatshe will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book.

At the relatively wiseagcof81) I-rio nat^ks lace j^^hdflg^shotZT5

pteflMjrP-Of dprprrrp the lady's clawsfx J3S
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-Bttly recourse is to leave her Minatory. I do wmembtt that CHfton Fadiman couldn't

tolerate the work of William Faulkner. Allow gw-tousuppose that the scene-k-w-peaAn^

fTtself now in 8 mlriorvein.
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1. Your query re Mike: thh was checked, double-checked, and triple checked with Mike

before the original letter went to the Times luminaries. I can email him again, but it may

delay us a day.

2. First-naming her isn't professional. Obviously, this has to be written from the moral

high ground. Ms. Kakutani, Michiko Kakutani, and Kakutani are all acceptable ways to

refer to a professional. "Michiko" is not. I don't recall if she sprinkles her bad reviews

with references to you as simply "Norman," but even if she does, you have to be better

than she.

3. "the lady" isn't needed.

4. "To violate the care... ' Awkward wording. Maybe "To impugn his reputation with a

blatant error of fact was worse than sloppy, etc."

5. First name again

6. "professional" not needed, is it? Do they ever recruit amateurs to do reviews'?

7. rhythm?

8. awkward. Maybe: The best reason for writing this piece has already been fulfilled.

namely, the pleasure of clipping the lady's claws."
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Over the last ten years, Michiko Kakutani has

to two weeks ahead of publication. Michiko was

there first with the worn. It is an old Stunt. One of the basic tricks in book criticism, if

you truly detest a book, is to get it out early. Still, four times out of live! Kakutani was

abusing her privilege.

Nonetheless, I choose it now for axouplesaf good reason^ Iwthe com sc of cut iiug~it>

[yes, italics mine] about everything from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to I ,ec Harvey

Oswald."

bad one is a potential reader's first acquaintance with the ■work?)

"There was a very soiid World War TT novel (The Naked and the

Dead), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies of the Night. Ofa

Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana .(The Executioner's

Song), two huge oddballnovels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the

other about the CIA (Harlot's Ghost) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works

Of all her bad reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

-to the Son,.Thc Time of Our Time, and

IbeSppoky Art. T!#r^ttiiO3eTlve^^ that the ugliest review of all

received came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext. Four of those five
IM 

reviews came oul

my books published in that period. In order, they were Oswald's Talo, Portrait of

Picasso asjiyoung.ManJht

Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

herfcrtus, fideTodowngrade the reception of each of my new books by persevering in her ,!

lust to get out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if the ) &'

7 z>
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<&Lwhat she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky Art
<_ v x aXLJ it

^©-aeettsetiTnrrnifi^tn^iesffir-^itoooften,&tosTSrstatements arenoTsuppiied." She

was in wmplatecrrorr^rsouraF^teTcamctQtCTclOTely printedpageTwhich covered

everything in the text, ffwn-whokfessays to pointMaHeeaftrfu^ an old

interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academia of some stature To violate

the cars he took with the source notes wajl slaw^./1®cliH<owass]ovcnly

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times professional reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give

Norman Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the handstand I expect she

does not welcome transgressions against her critical dominance. If I write these words

with any hope, it is that she vrill, in future, respect the publication date of my next book
l< 4^ 4*

At the relatively wise age of 111, I do not, however, pheeT^y-faEgepmotional mvestmem

m /ondnopes~The best reason for writing this piece is in already. It was to have die 

pleasure ofclipping the/Claws;
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Young Man, The Gospel According to the Son. The Time of Our Time, and The Spooky

Art. All <verT5a37but threefoTthose five could make the claim that the ugliest review of

\z\er
all received came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext. Four of these five

^reviews came out in the daily Times a week to two weeks ahead of publication. Mchiko-

was there first with the worst. It is an old stunt. One-efthe basic li icks in book ci'itiewn,

was abusing her privilege.

Of all her^flireviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

_________ _______________
<t-Wt«^J^diteefiyr^it ^talicsar.e mine: "There was a very solid World

Nonetheless, T choose it now for three good reasons. The first, of course, is that she came

out early. The second is that she chose to summarize ri^rfi^orkj^jeMHes^deteHflin^

War n novel (The_Naked_and the£ead), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies

Qf .th^fighi^faFireon theMoop), a brilliant piece of Americana JTheExecutioner^
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Song), two huge oddball novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the other about the

CIA (Harlot’s Ghost) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works about everything

from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey Oswald."

the bad one is a potential reader's first encounter with the title.)

What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky

Art: V Ah too often," she declared, "dates for statements are not supplied." She was in

Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

her position, able to downgrade^h^r^ptwffofca^sfimymexvd^.iktjAy^efscvcringmf’

(A her lust to get out there first, (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if (j.

Srroh It_tyi3 a whole and complete error. The source notes came to ten closely printed

pages which covered everything in the tex^Zeverythw^ from complete essays to no more

than two lines from an old interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic

Michiko rtvas slovenly.

1iv\o
of some stature. To violate (he care he took with the source notes was worse than sloppy. Z; _

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times ^agSessional reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give

Norman Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. T expect she

does not welcome transgressions against her critical dominance. If 1 write these words

pleasure-ofcli

with any hepe/it is that she will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book.

At the relatively wise age of 8 It Uomet^wevat^eT^lace^mHch/mlgng shots,

If- -/c it ‘
a^d-fondJiopes-^Thfr4jost-rewfTrtnrwriting this pieceisiH^Rady^4t4vas4e-lwe^1re <^.

the lady's clawt^ fc^no-one-supp^flheyTvill ngtgrow again. The^
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listory. I do

tolerate the work of William Faulkner. Allowjne4ousuppese4haUh£^xne4s-Fepeatffig=

itself now in

/'ezaJ lrt/1
-only recourse is to leave her ttfl
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^he-aeetrserHwnr are not supplied." She

was in notes came to ten closely printed pages which covered

everything in the text, frem-wholefessays to pointMisdocalSjlwi lines from an old

interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic of some stature. To violate

the care he took with the source notes iko was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times professional reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give

Norman Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she

does not welcome transgressions against her critical dominance. If 1 write these words

with any hope, it is that she will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book. .

At the relatively wise age of 81,1 do not, however, placeT^ydargefernotional investment

in /ondTtopis. The best reason for writing this piece is in already. It was to pave the

pleasure of clipping the^claw.^^a -̂------ ■--------------
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Michiko Kakutani has reviewed every one of my books over the last decade. In

order, they were Oswald's Tale, Portrait of Picasso as a Yoons Man. The_Gosp.el

Accordinato the Son, The Time of Our Time, and The Spooky Art. All the reviews were

bad, but three out of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of all received
came from Kakutani. There was also a willful subtext.'^mu^^rfive pieces came out in

the daily Times a week to two weeks ahead of publication. Kakutani was there first with

the worst. It is an old stun^ If you truly detest a book, get your review out early. But

Jew(times out of five! Kakutani was abusing her privilege.

Of all her reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous.

Nonetheless, I choose it now for three-goad Reasons. The first, of course, is that she came

out early. The second is that she chose to memorialize my lifework.

The words are hers; the italics are mine: "There was a very solid World War n

novel (Thg.Naked.and the Dead), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies of the

Night, Of a Fire, on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana (The Executioner's Song).

two huge oddball novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the other about the CIA

(HfljJ.ots Qhpst) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works about everything from

Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey Oswald."
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Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

her position, able to persevere in her hist to get out there first (It does take three goo

reviews to overcome a/6ad one when the-baa one isa potential reader's first encounter 
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with the title.)

What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky

Art. "All too often," she declared, "dates for statements are not supplied." She was in a

whole and complete error. The source notes came to ten closely printed pages which

covered everything in the text from complete essays to no more than two lines from an old

interview. The editor, Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic of some stature. To impugn 

the care he took with the source notes was worse than sloppy. Michiko was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give Norman Mailer a

positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she does not welcome

transgressions against her critical dominance. If I write these words with any

expectations, it is that she will, in future, respect the publication date of my next book. At

the relatively wise age of 81, however, I no longer place much hope in long shots. It is

enough reward to clip the lady's claws. Doubtless, they will grow again. The real

recourse is to leave her to literary history. I do recall that Clifton Fadiman couldn't

tolsue the work of William Faulkner. Let me propose ttat something of the seme is

repeating itself now in a minor vein.



FROM :nM

FROM :JMUORDCRRFT

FAX NO. :508487213b

FAX NO. :17186243792

j,.,.- ‘ • »9 r Pl

Jur. 20H4 1 . -5f I P2

Michiko Kakutani has reviewed every one of my books over the last decade In 

order, they were Oswald's Tale. Portrait of Pirasw_as a Yqubr MaikJ.be Gaspp

According.to the Son, The Time of Our TIme. and The Spooky Art. All the reviews wert

bad, but three out of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of all receiver:

came from Kakutani. There was also a willful pieces came out in

the daily Times a week to two weeks ahead of publication. Kakutani was there first with

the worst, ft is an old stunt If you truly detest a book, get your review out early But

cfttuQimes out of five! Kakutani was abusing her privilege.

Of all her reviews, The Spooky Art was perhaps the least poisonous

Nonetheless, I choose it now for d^gesdteasons. The first, of course, is that she came 

out early. The second is that she chose to memorialize my lifework.

The words are here, the italics are mine: "There was a very solid World War 11 

novel (ThC-JMed and the Dead), some ground-breaking journalism (The Armies of the

Night-Qf a Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana (The Executioner's Song)

two huge oddball novels, one about Egypt (A I Evenings), the other about the Cl A

(UffirlofS-GlftlSt) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works about everything from

Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey Oswald.”

MaikJ.be
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Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given

reader's first encounter

her position, able to persevere in her lust to get out there first. (It does take

review/ to overcome a/frod one when the- 

with the titie.)

What she was not entitled to, however, was to backhand the editor of The Spooky

Art. "All too often," she declared, "dates for statements are not supplied." She was in a

whole and complete error, The source notes came to ten closely printed pages which

covered everything in the text from complete essays to no more than two lines from an o d

interview. The editor. Dr. J. Michael Lennon, is an academic of some stature. To impugn 

the care he took with the source notes was worse than sloppy. Michiko was slovenly

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko

Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any

other of the daily Times reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give Norman Mailer a

positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she does not welcomi 

transgressions against her critical dominance. If I write these words with anv 

expectations, it is that she will, in fUture, respect the publication date of my nexi book Ai

the relatively wise age of 81, however, I no longer place much hope in long shots It is

enough reward to clip the lady’s claws. Doubtless, they will grow again The real

recourse is to leave her to literary history. I do recall that Clifton Fadiman couldn’t

tolerate the work of William Faulkner, Let me propose that something of the same is

repeating itself now in a minor vein.
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Norman,

I inadvertantly led you astray.

Remember you asked me if the pub dates were checked? I told you Mike had checked

and re-checked your original letter to the people at the Times (which he did) but I

**could** ask him again if you insisted. You said, no, don't bother.

Now Dwight Gamer of the NYT Magazine has also checked and says MK's reviews for

Spooky Art, GATT, and Picasso were unquestionably out early However, TOOT had a

pub date of 5 May 1998 and MK ran her review 8 May 1998. ON Oswald, pub date was

25 April 1995 and MK's review appeared on 25 April 1995. So, she was unquestionably

out early THREE of five times ("which is outrageous," says Dwight Garner.) He would

appreciate your making the fix. He needs it by Wed noon latest—Mon or Tues would be

appreciated.

Also, since everyone knows the writers contributing to this piece, he's skipping the canned

bios and wants a one-sentence tag on current/forthcoming work, like "Norman Mailer is
Ci. /TOuJ'VZ I'VC' /o

currently working on. . ." Also needs that by Wed noon latest.

Piece is going to run in 18 July issue.
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1. Your query re Mike: this was checked, double-checked, and triple checked with Mike

before the original letter went to the Times luminaries. I can email him again, but it may

delay us a day.

2. First-naming her isn't professional. Obviously, this has to be written from the moral

high ground. Ms. Kakutani, Michiko Kakutani, and Kakutani are all acceptable ways to

refer to a professional. "Michiko" is not. I don't recall if she sprinkles her bad reviews

with references to you as simply "Norman," but even if she does, you have to be better

than she.

3. "the lady" isn't needed.

4. "To violate the care. . ." Awkward wording. Maybe "To impugn his reputation with a

blatant error of fact was worse than sloppy, etc."

5. First name again.

6. "professional" not needed, is it? Do they ever recruit amateurs to do reviews?

7. rhythm?

8. awkward. Maybe: The best reason for writing this piece has already been fulfilled,

namely, the pleasure of clipping the lady's claws."
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1, Your query re Mike: this was checked, double-checked, and triple checked with Mike

before the original letter went to the Times luminaries. I can email him again, but it may

delay us a day.

2. First-naming her isn't professional. Obviously, this has to be written from the moral

high ground. Ms. Kakutani, Michiko Kakutani, and Kakutani are all acceptable ways to

refer to a professional. "Michiko" is not. I don't recall if she sprinkles her bad reviews

with references to you as simply "Norman," but even if she does, you have to be better

than she.

3. "the lady" isn't needed.

4. "To violate the care.. ." Awkward wording. Maybe "To impugn his reputation with a

blatant error of fact was worse than sloppy, etc."

5. First name again.

6. "professional" not needed, is it? Do they ever recruit amateurs to do reviews?

7. rhythm?

8. awkward. Maybe: The best reason for writing this piece has already been fulfilled,

namely, the pleasure of clipping the lady's claws."
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criticism^ tcygeflt out
was

"There was a very solid [italics mine] World War II novel (The Naked and the
Dead), some ground-breaking [italics mine] journalism (The Armies of the Night, Of a
Fire pp the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana [italics mine] (The Executioner's
Song)., two huge oddball [italics mine] novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the
other about the CIA (Htuiot's Cheat) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works
[yes, italics mine] about everything from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvev
Oswald."

Now, Michiko Kakutsni is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given
her status, able to downgrade the reception of each of my new books by persevering in her
lust to got out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if the
bad one is a potential reader's first acquaintance with the work.)

May, 2004 5 Pl

Over the last ten yeara, Michiko Kakutani has reviewed for the Times ever y one of
my books published in that period. In order, they were Oswalds Tale. Portrait of
Picasso as a Young Man, The Gospel According to the Son, The l ime of Our Time, and
The Spooky Art AttTtve-wt>f»-gwm-bnd reviewo (The Spooky Art perhaps-thHeast--?
iiiiifuQrbutffiree of those five could make the ^kost rcv'ew °f all received
came from Kakutani. jEEati^terlined-w3p«wfereTm^^^gB®2 a willful subtext
v^4tet^iir ^fth^se^ ^viey/^,ca^gj>ut a week to two weeks ahead of publication,
Michiko wsrab it is an old stunt. One of the bagic Kicks in book

of five! Kakutani

Indeedr^endJuwRwMetoRrwicd-d^n^ueim
f^pute^eugh-fer-the-ladyrJm the course—O--T- —,—j- ......... .......... ............ .................o______ /she summarizes cw<?'.S..
glifework^sfottuws^ ta-’

alter
Street

MA 026S7
71G-QS8-O®2

hnwordcraft^compMMrve.cum

Norm

March 2003

Julie Salamon
The New York Times
229 West 43JStreel
NewYorkNY 10036
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J. Michael Lennon
Professor of English, Wilke;
67 South Pioneer
Shavertown, PAT87O8
570-6§6*5449 (home)
■570^408-4522 (worLL-—

Lennon, an acadernicofwmt
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CC^ Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko
Kakutani be assigned to mjc in the flrturc. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any
other of thWora^wi^y reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give Norman
Mailer a posjtiye review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand I expect shc-hawm.
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From: "Dr. J. Michael Lennon" <konon@wilkSedu>
ffo: <lettera@nytimes,
pent: Wedn ~^January 2.2,2003 3:55 PM
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Norman Mailer
627 Commercial Street

Provincetown MA 02657
718-858-0892

email: jtnwordcraft@compuKrvc.com

24 March 2003

Julie Salamon
The New York Tinies
229 West 43 Street
New York NY 10036

Dear Julie Salamon: 

Over the last ten years, Michiko Kakutani has reviewed for the Tirnes every one of
my books published in that period. In order, they were Oswald's Talg, Portrait of
Picasso as a Young Man, The Gospel According to the Son. The Time of Our Tjmg, and
The Spooky Art. All five were given bad reviews (The Spooky Art perhaps the least
awful), but three of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of all received
came from Kakutani. What underlined the procedure and could give it a willful subtext
was that four of those five reviews came out a week to two weeks ahead of publication.
Michiko was first with the worst. It is an old stunt. One of the basic tricks in book
criticism is to get it out early if you truly detest a book. Still, four out of five! Kakutani
was abusing her privilege.

Indeed, even this much determined deconstruction of my later writing seemed not
quite enough for the lady. In the course of reviewing The Spooky Art, she summarizes
me lifework as follows:

"There was a very solid [italics mine] World War II novel (The Naked and the
Dead), some ground-breaking [italics mine] journalism (The Armies of the Night, Of a
Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana [italics mine] (The Executioner's
Song), two huge oddball [italics mine] novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the
other about the CIA (Harlot's Ghost) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works
[yes, italics mine] about everything from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey
Oswald."

Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given
her status, able to downgrade the reception of each of my new books by persevering in her
lust to get out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if the
bad one is a potential reader's first acquaintance with the work.) ,

mailto:jtnwordcraft@compuKrvc.com
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What she may not be entitled to, however, is to attack my editor for Th.e.Speoky
Art on grounds that are without basis.

Let me put on record Dr. J. Michael Lennon's letter to the Times (January 22,
2003). When he received no answer to the first, he sent a second, also without reply.

From: "Dr. J. Michael Lennon" <lennon@wilkes.edu>
To: <letters@nytimes.com>
Sent: Wednesday, January 22, 2003 3:55 PM

To the Editor:
In her review of Norman Mailer’s The Spooky Art: Some Thoughts on Writing
(The Arts, Jan. 22), Michiko Kakutani claims that "all too often dates for statements are
not supplied." She is in complete error. I am the editor of the collection and the source
notes come to ten closely printed pages. Mr. Mailer felt it was important for interested
readers to see the provenance of all his comments, be they an essay or two lines from an
old interview. I fear that the sloppiness Kakutani imputes to Mailer fits her review more
closely than his text.

J. Michael Lennon
Professor of English, Wilkes University
67 South Pioneer Ave.
Shavertown, PA 18708
570-696-5449 (home)
570-408-4522 (work)

Conceivably, Kakutani didn't look all that closely at what she was writing about.
Tn any event, she came forth with this imputation of careless work on the part of Dr.
Lennon, an academic of some stature. Did she skip over the ten full printed pages of
source notes in the Appendix? Dr, Lennon uses the word sloppy to characterize this. I
would call it slovenly. She was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko
Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any
other of the professional daily reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give Norman
Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she has an
acute sense of ten-fold repayment for any transgressions against her critical dominance.
Rather, I choose to put this information on record in the hope that the Times will agree to
a quiet meeting with one or two of the people who have received this letter, plus Ms.

mailto:lennon@wilkes.edu
mailto:letters@nytimes.com


FROM :JMUORDCRAFT FAX NO. :17186243782 May. 07 2004 12:12PM P3

^.18-^5

Kakutani and myself. I must say I hope to receive a reply. I would rather keep all this in
camera than disseminate it to the teeming raptors of the internet- Did 1 say raptors? I
meant raptures, teeming raptures.

Yours sincerely,

Norman Mailer

NM/jm
cc: Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, Jr.

Howell Raines
Gerald M. Boyd
JohnM. Geddes
Soma Golden Behr
Tom Bodkin
Carolyn Lee
Michael Oreskes
Andrew Rosenthal
Allan M. Siegal
Craig R. Whitney
Dennis L. Stem
Michael G. Williams
Michiko Kakutani
Janet Maslin
Richard Eder



Norman Mailer
627 Commercial Street
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24 March 2003

Julie Salamon
The New York Times
229 West 43 Street
New York NY 10036

Dear Julie Salamon:

Over the last ten years, Michiko Kakutani has reviewed for the Times every one of
my books published in that period. In order, they were Oswald's Tale, Portrait of
Picasso as a Young Man, The Gospel According to the Son, The Time of Our Time, and
The Spooky Art. All five were given bad reviews (The Spooky Art perhaps the least
awful), but three of those five could make the claim that the ugliest review of all received
came from Kakutani. What underlined the procedure and could give it a willful subtext
was that four of those five reviews came out a week to two weeks ahead of publication.
Michiko was first with the worst. It is an old stunt. One of the basic tricks in book
criticism is to get it out early if you truly detest a book. Still, four out of five! Kakutani
was abusing her privilege.

Indeed, even this much determined deconstruction of my later writing seemed not
quite enough for the lady. In the course of reviewing The Spooky Art, she summarizes
me lifework as follows:

"There was a very solid [italics mine] World War II novel (The Naked and the
Dead), some ground-breaking [italics mine] journalism (The Armies of the Night, Of a
Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana [italics mine] (The Executioner's
Song), two huge oddball [italics mine] novels, one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the
other about the CIA (Harlot's Ghost) and a steady but wasting trickle of minor works
[yes, italics mine] about everything from Marilyn Monroe to graffiti to Lee Harvey
Oswald." i

Now, Michiko Kakutani is obviously entitled to her opinion. She is even, given
her status, able to downgrade the reception of each of my new books by persevering in her
lust to get out there first (it does take three good reviews to overcome a bad one, if the
bad one is a potential reader's first acquaintance with the work.) . |

mailto:jmwordcraft@compuserve.com
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What she may not be entitled to, however, is to attack my editor for The Spooky
Art on grounds that are without basis.

Let me put on record Dr. J. Michael Lennon's letter to the Times (January 22,
2003). When he received no answer to the first, he sent a second, also without reply.

From: "Dr. J. Michael Lennon" <lennon@wilkes.edu>
To: <letters@nytimes.com>
Sent: Wednesday, January 22, 2003 3:55 PM

To the Editor:
In her review of Norman Mailer's The Spooky Art: Some Thoughts on Writing
(The Arts, Jan. 22), Michiko Kakutani claims that "all too often dates for statements are
not supplied." She is in complete error. I am the editor of the collection and the source
notes come to ten closely printed pages. Mr. Mailer felt it was important for interested
readers to see the provenance of all his comments, be they an essay or two lines from an
old interview. I fear that the sloppiness Kakutani imputes to Mailer fits her review more
closely than his text.

J. Michael Lennon
Professor of English, Wilkes University
67 South Pioneer Ave.
Shavertown, PA 18708
570-696-5449 (home)
570-408-4522 (work)

Conceivably, Kakutani didn't look all that closely at what she was writing about.
In any event, she came forth with this imputation of careless work on the part of Dr.
Lennon, an academic of some stature. Did she skip over the ten full printed pages of
source notes in the Appendix? Dr, Lennon uses the word sloppy to characterize this. I
would call it slovenly. She was slovenly.

Mind you, this is in no way a request that some Times person other than Michiko
Kakutani be assigned to me in the future. If I were Janet Maslin, Richard Eder, or any
other of the professional daily reviewers, I would be a hair reluctant to give Norman
Mailer a positive review given Kakutani's control of the bandstand. I expect she has an
acute sense of ten-fold repayment for any transgressions against her critical dominance.
Rather, I choose to put this information on record in the hope that the Times will agree to
a quiet meeting with one or two of the people who have received this letter, plus Ms.

mailto:lennon@wilkes.edu
mailto:letters@nytimes.com
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Kakutani and myself. I must say I hope to receive a reply. I would rather keep all this in
camera than disseminate it to the teeming raptors of the internet. Did I say raptors? I
meant raptures, teeming raptures.

Yours sincerely,

Norman Mailer

NM/jm
cc: Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, Jr.

Howell Raines
Gerald M. Boyd
John M. Geddes
Soma Golden Behr
Tom Bodkin
Carolyn Lee
Michael Oreskes
Andrew Rosenthal
Allan M. Siegal
Craig R. Whitney
Dennis L. Stem
Michael G. Williams
Michiko Kakutani
Janet Maslin
Richard Eder



Norman Mailer
627 Commercial Street
Provincetown MA 02657
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email: jmwordcraft@compuserve.com

23 April 2003

Mr. Arthur Ochs Sulzberger, Jr.
The New York Times
229 West 43 Street
New York NY 10036

Dear Mr. Sulzberger:

Now that the war has quieted to a degree, I'd like to bring up the matter of a
meeting with Michiko Kakutani. ■ If she is willing, and it is agreeable to you, I would
suggest the afternoon of May 7 or any hour on May 8 since I will be in New York over
those two days.

In the interim, let me thank you for your quick reply to my letter of March 24.

Sincerely,

Norman Mailer (signed in his absence)

NM/jm

mailto:jmwordcraft@compuserve.com
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24 March 2003
Norman,

This is the relevant portion of the letter we sent to a dozen people at the NYT
after rigorous checking by Mike—who tracked down the reviews and
compared with pub dates. It's 4 out of 5 in the most recent decade.

Julie Salamon
The New York Times
229 West 43 Street
New York NY 10036

Dear Julie Salamon:

Over the last ten years, Michiko Kakutani has reviewed for the Times
every one of my books published in that period. In order, they were
Oswald's Tale, Portrait of Picasso as a Young Man, The Gospel According to
the Son, The Time of Our Time, and The Spooky Art. All five were given
bad reviews (The Spooky Art perhaps the least awful), but three of those five
could make the claim that the ugliest review of all received came from
Kakutani. What underlined the procedure and could give it a willful subtext
was that four of those five reviews came out a week to two weeks ahead of
publication. Michiko was first with the worst. It is an old stunt. One of the
basic tricks in book criticism is to get it out early if you truly detest a book.
Still, four out of five! Kakutani was abusing her privilege.

Indeed, even this much determined deconstruction of my later writing
seemed not quite enough for the lady. In the course of reviewing The Spooky
Art, she summarizes me lifework as follows;

"There was a very solid [italics mine] World War H novel (The Naked
and the Dead), some ground-breaking [italics mine] journalism (The Armies
of the Night, Of a Fire on the Moon), a brilliant piece of Americana [italics
mine] (The Executioner's Song), two huge oddball [italics mine] novels,
one about Egypt (Ancient Evenings), the other about the CIA (Harlot's Ghost)



Norman Mailer
627 Commercial Street

Provincetown MA 02657
718-858-0892

email: jmwordcraft@compuserve.com

A note to the recipients:

This letter to you and your colleagues is landing at the Times not a week after our

troops have moved into Iraq. Given such circumstances, I can hardly ask for quick

attention.

Still, in the days that follow, I hope some of you will take a close look at the

matter. The Times, with some justice, prides itself on its fairness, and this will prove, I

think, upon examination to be a small but definite canker eating away at fair journalistic

practice in book reviewing.

Norman Mailer

mailto:jmwordcraft@compuserve.com

