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TO: J. Michael Lennon

FROM: Veronica Windholz

DATE: August 12, 2002

RE: Mailer/The Spooky Art

Mike,

As promised, I'm sending you the manuscript pages on which there have
been revisions since late last week. Once you substitute them for the pages
that are presently in the Xerox copy of the setting manuscript I gave you
on Thursday, you'll have a complete, up-to-date copy of the manuscript
that's going to the compositor-unless Norman has any other changes in
mind.

Thanks also for the splended job you did on the endnotes. I am very
grateful to you for taking this on and seeing it through.

Best,
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notions. You may have to live with a dreary given as a discipline but you do not accept

■tWcondition as eternal, as the meaning of life. He could not permit that. Could not 

accept how Chekhov made so much of the essential inanition of the Russian middle 

class.
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But there, very much in the way, was Shakespeare, the first great movie writer

who ever existed-Lyes, existed long before movies were ever conceived. For

Shakespeare was not interested in making careful connections with his people.

Shakespeare was looking to get his most dynamic characters together under any remote

circumstances available, no matter how waeky-e/contrived/(King Lear can be the first 

example). He was looking for superb exchanges of dialogue and fantastic moment 

advertising campaigns that are stuffed with manipulation and little else. Filled with 

catchy ingredients for the sole purpose of leading people astray.

But why Tolstoy would compare Chekhov to Shakespeare is another question. I 

^gfaispeare aearohcG for vertiginous possibilities the English language. Tolstoy lived

for sobriety of moral judgment. So he considered Shakespeare a monster who paid no 

don't know that anyone is prepared to answer that one.

If there is a reason, I suspect it was for a different set of faults. Tolstoy

may have felt that Chekhov was a prelude to someone yet to arrive, someone like

attention to causality except when it was useful to him. His people did incredible things,

fell in love and/or murdered, usually with a minimum of preparation-j—HamletJ-and then 

had exceptional speeches that seared an audience's consciousness. To Tolstoy, this was

monstrous, and must have been equal to the way some of us look these days-oj^—" 

Beckett. Chekhov's people were simply not doing what they ought to be doing. What

had to irritate Tolstoy immensely was that-th^y'sat in their own spiritual excrement and

made vapUjwveet speeches and moaned a little and sighed and groaned and never got out

. "fhis
of their situation. To Tolstoy, that was a cardinal sin. One should not live with the

given when it is vapid and vaguely immoral. was one of Tolstoy's most basic
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VjVa

TOLSTOY

Somewhere around the turn of the century, we have Chekhov visiting Tolstoy. He

IS.

takes the train to the nearest statio^wrrange-s^aciij^a Polyana-u4-don't lenew if it waa^

rents two

horses and a sled and drives out through the snow to Yasnya Polyana. Tolstoy's pretty 

old by now, big, strong, severe, of course, and sits him right down and they talk. They

drink tea and they talk. Tolstoy says: "Chekhov, you are a very good writer. You are 

excellent. Some of your short stories are so good I would have been pleased to have

written them myself. But, Chekhov, I must tell you: You are a terrible playwright! You 

journal he wouj^ write: "I whipped the horses. To the moon I shouted, 'I am even worse 

than Shakespeare!'

It's a fine story butT^vondorod/why did Tolstoy dislike Shakespeare so? I 

expect the answer is that Tolstoy was always searching for subtle but precise moral 

are awful! You are even worse than Shakespeare!"
drives

Afterward, Chekhov -drawback to the railroad station through the snow. In his 

judgment. That required a detailed sense of any sequence of events which produced a
X

dramatic or tragic event. You had to know how to assess the blarney for that, you

needed to know exactly when and why things happened.
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reaction of the KGB had been that President Kennedy was probably assassinated by

American powers on high, and Oswald had been framed because the U.S. wanted to start

a war with Russia. Oswald was, indeed, the perfect-p^tsy/He had been in the Soviet Uw on

from 1959 to 1962^nd had gone over as a self-declared Communist. So the KGB spread

Russians who him in 1960, '6pmd '62 made wonderful witnesses to what

Oswald had been like. Nofnavh%» opened their mouths aM that li'ine^he was minted in 

Anyone.
the word to pooplft in Minsk who had known him: Don't say a word about Oswald. And

, discovered that thefor thirty years, no one had spoken. Schiller and I, there in '92;

their memory.

The point I'm working toward, however, is that Schiller would sometimes, for a 

lye IOA-4

i/vu a-W- iw

variety of reasons I mostly old reflerus of fear^have trouble obtaining an interview.

Then he would pull out all the stops. He would say to someon^who did not wish to meet 

with us, "You must be interviewed by Norman Mailer! He is our American Tolstoy!"

astonishingly, that worked/j/hen all else faile^that would get thenL As a good

Russian, one cannot refuse to speak to Tolstoy-L-even when he is a pale American
0

reflection.

One time, a very nice middle-class woman, a teacher, was being interviewed by 

us. But when two interrogators are doing an injerview/and each has a strong and 

impatient mind, then each gets infuriated with the other. The fool is taking the interview 

blows. While this woman was'there, we started arguing

in the wrong direction. We'd interrupt each other at critical moment^everyome tn

■ we_-
^were roaring at
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Example:

"The whole problem with the world is that fools and

fanatics are always certain of themselves, and wiser people so

full of doubts." “Bertrand Russell
P

This is because stupidity is not a liability but an asset

if all you care about is getting your own way. Before obstinate

fools, we are all weak.

"Rudeness is the weak man's imitation of strength."

-vEric Hoffer
H

Half-true, no more. Rudeness can lead to a fight one would d
~ P ~

be wise not to get into. So, for some, harsh discourtesy

p«*«e±^^who is weaker at the moment than themselves. Like many 

another foul art, it has gifted practitioners.
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r \5
reason for the fisherman to say, *4 won't out it. Hl hold on." Not enough of a character

had been created to answer such a question.

I think the same fault in considerably more elaborated form is present with

Beckett. He never enters a situation where any of his people might try to break out of

whatever trap they are in. They can be ensconced in garbage cans^ortalking to a tape

recorder, which, speaking of traps, is no mean example. But there is never an arduous

attempt to escape whatever trap they are in. Of course, one argues that Beckett dared

one else had ever attempted and so was reaffirming being. Daring is, after'something

all, a vital element in being. But we are not able to enjoy this daring nearly so much as
cxrc. 4® ■Fe&C S’

we have to dwolMt^the ongoing possibilities of more andmoranothingness.. He won't let

’—go of that and so the final impact of his plays is obsessive rather than haunting.

It could be argued that the essence of the corporate mentality is that it will not

tolerate nothingness. It is always pouring its choice of form into our minds. There is,

after all, no silence on television. To which I would reply that filling essentially empty

forms like commercials is a direct species of nothingness. Whenever you do not fill the

iP
aesthetic you set yourself, you are purveying just that. By now, many not most

\oaJl-eJL
television commercials, no matter how&Hed with clash and color, pay, nonetheless,

almost no attention to the item they are there to sell. The intent of the advertisers comes

down to the premise that if you entertain your audience, if you pay them, in effect, for the

interruption by getting them to laugh during the commercial, it's not inconceivable that a
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□vels that at-teasfreinvigorate our view of the/

You cannot have a great democracy without great writers. J-bcliewthaQf great
it> io-ophJ. k

novels disappear, as they are in danger of doing, and our storyftelling eulturo becom^y •

television^then I think we will be that much nearer to-fajoiam^ewign; ofeMiWfit tn?.,

jiiiaU lfitlr lirjit " :p thetmpie m amaining-eonaotivao-in a dewteoraey

subtlety of moral judgmentsA 1 u
vcrvas W-ez |-c4. C’-C-CAekeS

■novel!!, HOI JlE>l great-

I don't like to say to myself, “I want to get this idea across to readers.” Rather, I

try to arouse a state of consciousness in the reader that will accommodate the material I

society is that the cops get better and so do the crooks.

am presenting My hope is that my work will change their minds. Be it understood! I

don’t want to change everybody’s mind in one direction^that’s^propaj^nda. Rather

than move all my readers ten degrees to the left; I would be happier if I nudged some-^

JBMeftJwhile others were swinging to the right. My fundamental belief about a good

1 feel that the final purpose of art is to intensifyteven, if necessary, to exacerbate}.
|A N

the moral consciousness of people In particular, I think the novel at its best is the most

moral Of the art forms. Words are the gravamen of the Commandments, after all, and of

>lS-d H0/8I0 d 68E-1 -IDOJJ 9E:Fl ?OOZ-EI-«H
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and the historian, ar/making an attack on the possible nature of reality. Such attacks are

the fundamental element in good fiction whether the form chosen is history or the novel.

Yes, Borges is a conservativejjut I detest having to think of a writer by his

politics first. It’s like studying people by way of their anus. Borges has a magical ability

to turn plots inside out. A magician's magician. I sometimes think he does in five pages
"five. hnvyllrsA

what Pynchon does in 50^ By his literary deeds, Borges poses the difficulty of

comprehending reality. He shows us that every time we think our mind is approaching

reality, we have only been writing a scenario to comprehend it. The scenario is the
equivalent of a^hypothesis^wLc^seems correct until new evidence subverts it. In the

course of this subversion, however, we learn a good deal. The revised hypothesis,

ideally, should be superior. Reading Borges, you live in this highly diverting and not 

then develop new senses. Borges is not the least bit easy.

always agreeable business of seeing elaborate hypotheses destroyed by the one event that

is able to turn the^hj^pothesi/insidelout. Borges is always teaching us that it is not

enough to live with Aquinas' clictumj Trust the evidence of your senses. Rather, trust

them until they are dramatically revealed as inadequate, tricked or downright betrayed-L^

fl



211

ATTACKS ON REALITY

Readers often have a problem when an author mixes real and fictional characters.

I've never been bothered by that. As far as I'm concerned, it's all fiction. I can't conceive
<»$ SL. /

of a history that is not finally-a creative-and nefwholly factual narrative. Let's say for the
<a_

purpose of argument there are bGO^Iarge and small etails necessary for a particular

historian to capture a given moment in time^Napoleon's return from Elba, the death of

r
Robespierre, or John F. Kennedy on the night before he was assassinated-f-whatever is

chosen, the historian has to decide whiclifrf a large numbcr-of foots are most relevant.

He can't use them all. More important, he can't obtain them all. Let's say he chooses a
thouoan^piecL/of inforniat-ion^ii^ adhere in varying degree to various bodies of

assumption on what actually happened. These pieces of detai^are usually called facts.

Should the novelist come in, also ready to write about Kennedy's last night, he or

she is not nearly as good, doubtless, at research and comes up with only 4^ or-5^details

that seem vital. Nonetheless, I would argue that the historian and the novelist are both

engaged in writing fiction. The difference is that the historian uses more facts, although

they can never be numerous enough to enclose the reality. Moreover, the historian

usually writes in a style that's more pedestrian. But/there they are/both doing fiction.
> 1 i

. »» I . I I

One is sometimes sprightly; the other, often dull. The real point is that each, the novelist
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maintain decent relations-Ljf you can see yourself as some sort of general (of the

old/aristocratic and careless^chool) and picture the unconscious as your often unruly

cohort of troopsfthen^bviously, you wouldn't dare to keep those troops out in the rain

too long^certainly not at the commencement of any serious campaign. On the contrary,

you make a pact: "Work for me, fight for me, and I will honor and respect you."

To repeat, therefore: The rule is that if you say to yourself you are going to write

tomorrow, then it doesn't matter how badly you're hungover or how promising is a

sudden invitation in the morning to do something more enjoyable. No, you go in

dutifully, slavishly, and you work. This injunction is wholly anti-romantic in spirit. But

if you subject yourself to this impost upon yourself, this diktat to be dependable, then

after a period of time-^it can take weeks, or more~the unconscious, nursing its

disappointments, may begin to trust you again.

This is a burden on young writers who are not only ambitious but wild enough to

show up.

feel that their wildness is part of their talent. They hate to submit to the heavy hand (that

awful, severe, unbending demand for moderation)/and obey the rule that you have to

On the other hand, you can sometimes say to yourself, 'Tm not going to work

tomorrow," and the unconscious may even by now be close enough in accord not to flood

your mind with brilliant and all-too-perishable material. That is also important. Because
|i veLj

in the course of going out and having the dec^tday and night you're entitled to, you

don't want to keep having ideas about the book you're on. Indeed, if you are able on your

day,off to avoid the unpleasant condition of being swarmed with livel^thoughts about a
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in the morning with a hangover and cannot get to literary work, your unconscious after a

few such failures to appearwill withdraw from-yoi

equal to an unhappy marriage, and marriages depend, after all, upon trust. Unhappy

marriages depend immensely on what little mutual trust there is. ou have

upon it as this curious and semi-alienated presence in yourself with whom you have to

to establish decentrelations with your unconscious, and you might as well se^this
u ✓ Uvfvruo

procedure te-Wpossibly as complicated as any far-reaching reality-with someone outside

your skin. 'The unconscious presence within may have as many interests, aspects,

It is likely that OBe^unconscious is never all that much in love with wrt. The

battle between the ego and the unconscious is, I think, a real war. In many people it’s

Over the years, fve found one rule, -ftj^the only one I give on those occasions

simple rule. If you tell yourself you are going to write tomorrow, you are by that act also
c>

tellin&your unconscious to prepare the material^ You are, ineffec^ontracting to pick

such goods tomorrow. Count on me, you are saying tq^ofir unconscious^ I will be there

to write it The point is that you have to maintain trustworthy relations. If you wake up

principalities, chasms, terrors, underworlds, other-worlds, and ambitions as yourself.

Your unconscious may even have ambitions that are not your ow^fbr practical

purposes, it may be worth thinking of it as a separate creature. If you are ready to look

when I talk about writing, ll’ve probably given this piece-of advico twenty times'? it's tho
<_______ _________ ______ ________

.. onty-nilc erihllrnh fhat wnrkc for nearly everynnp ivhn <r trying tr>.dn n-novek -U4s-gr—
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temptation to go aHt head-on, is, of course, immense-^the event was traumatic to so
qi/ Servec,

many/ Unhappily, a large part of writing i^ this eliminatory process. The worst thing that

can be said about literary work is that it can reduce itself - here we gtxigain^ Call too

easily to therapy That) as I havuji'nlTtaled bofocQ^e.oppa&cd to the HobkatoBjacti uc*Pl—1

writin£/dea1ly, you are there to bring wealth to others: Wealth of experience, wealth of

observation, wealth of perception, the riches of a philosophical attitude that's to a degree

new, insights into psychology the reader hasn't had before-i-all these are on the selfless

side of writing. On the other hand, there is also the extraordinaiy interplay of ego, vanity

and nee^-Cthe desire, finally, to advance oneself as a writer. People don't become

authors solely to benefit humanity. They're in the same position as priests. Part of them

wants to be good to others; the other part wants, one way or the other, to have some sort

of acquaintance with power. Which is often hugely at odds with the first notion.

Generosity vies with acquisition^compassion is besieged with greed. Not surprising

then, if such tension pushes one toward accomplishing neither, but converting it all into

reduction of stress, therapy through the act of writing and writing until such logorrhea

exhausts th^contradictions to^y degree.

I’ve found that I can’t do serious writing without getting into a mild depression.

(Note! I am not speaking of a clinical depression.) An ongoing bad mood can be,
however, a vital part of the proces^ecause/tCbegin with, it’s perilous to fall in love

with what you’re doing. You lose your judgment. And for the simplest reasorC-the

t*
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our violation of the frustrated desire of the unconscious to be left alone on those

live so much of the day with nothingness. It is why ae many talented men and women
"To cV-tsui

do a good book or two, then stop. B^attse-ideafe-g-dftil^with nothingness

Writers who have been working for a long time usually do not have that exc^ingan inner

life any longer. They remain professional enough to take what is potentially exciting in
^ry-epT

their scape and put it on paper. But the inner lifelms^flatteHOihaut at may be-because

occasions when we nonetheless insist on working it. Perversely, our ambition ends by

contributing to the nothingness that besets us

Part of the art of being a novelist is to play that very delicate game of obtaining

experience without falsifying it by the act of observation. Generally speaking, it's easier

to take in such knowledge when you are part of an event that is much larger than
G7\ -pvc

yourself—like the fall of the Twin Towers. There must be 5G^young writers in New

York who had a day of experience that was incomparable—nothing remotely like that

had ever happened before in their lives. And it's likely some extraordinary work will

come out of it. Hopefully, not all about 9/11. A few may keep it as a ciystal. If you

never write about 9/11 but were in the vicinity that day, you couldjTnlirnetocome-------

<----- ^conceivably describe a battle in a medieval war and provide a real sense of such a lost r r
\._ C)<(- a- WkarzA

event. You could do a horror tale. Or write about the sudden death of a Beloved. [All
_s A

kinds of^ggfwitiflfe^an derive ultimately from 9/11. What won't always work is to

\ I - '
k write aboirf it directly. That kind of good writing can be exhausted quickly. And the



the push of the novelist to extract so much of his product from its scporat/resources.

very close, even familial, terms with^hesoul. If that is the case^can feel exploited by

Suppose the relation of the unconscious to the conscious is analogous to that of a

cultivated Greek slave in service to an overbearing Roman master. I think if we use that

requested on this occasion. The acute form of this is writer's block. In this-sensft

experience of writing. At a certain point we are going well for a page or two perhaps,

you do force it, and what happens, of course, is equal to blowb^ck^fhe unconscious has

done its jo^as it sccs-itfTt's damned if it's going to give you any more right now. If you

insist, flatness of affect will be your reward-^-nothingness Ithe dread antagonist of-being.

It's true, it's there. One of the most painful elements in the act of writing is that you do

even as many as four or five. On happy days, yen^writing as if it's foring given tn you-

z-
a gift. Yon don't even have tn hqve tn4 much to do vrith it You're only thereto

transcribe what's coming up. Then comes the moment when our ambition orders us to

keep going: "Yotfts. three pages away from the end of the chapte^se-deft-^stop now, not

with this marvelous streak.” Then^you can feel the sentences becoming less good and

you feel, no, one^goTto stop-^-dammit, dammit—now you'll IncXall of tomorrow
l\ loe, kct- b-jf- of sf<^f

morning getting to the end of this ^hapter, but, no, don't try to finish rf’now, you're going

to wreck it. That's what you learn over the years. Because in the early days of writing,

as a working analogy, we can assume that our unconscious is full of the trickiest kinds of

resistance. ^Tpan-omit n-sullennest, a fiatnaefi'trf

of dull, edgy resentment. Perhaps the unconscious is not ready to plumb into the material

eetU All the writer receives is a sense

MM I
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THE UNCONSCIOUS

In the course of fashioning a character, as you dig into what you have perceived

of his or her existence, there often-fcoon],) comes a point where you recognize that you

don't know enough about the person you are trying to create. At such times, I take it for

granted that my unconscious knows more than I do. As we go through life, we do, after

all, observe everyone, wittingly and unwittingly. Perhaps, out of the comer of your eye,

you glimpse someone in a restaurant who represents a particular inspiration or menace or

possibility, potentially a friend or foe—and the unconscious goes to work on that. It

needs very little evidence to put together a comprehensive portrait because, presumably,

the unconscious is working most of the time. To use an unhappy analogy, it's as if the

OK?

las already been stored away.portrait considering how much

On the other hand, the unconscious can often feel violated by what we demand,

by what, indeed, we manage to extract from it.- Perhaps a great deal of the material it is

now supplyingjwas originally filed away for its own purposes. Suppose the unconscious

has a root in the hereafter that our conscious mind does not. If so, it will have deeper

notions about death than we do. Let us then dare to surmise that the unconscious is on
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menhave at war?^ On the other hand, if we ask whether men and women can write

equally well about bravery, I would say yes. How are we to define bravery, after all?

Take a woman who is awfirlly timid-l-let's say she was terrorized through her childhood.
r

When she's an old lady and every bone in her body is aching, it may be an act of courage

for her to cross a busy street all by herself. She doesn't know if she can make it across

before the lights change, yet she has to do i^for her own honor, if you will. And she does

it. That may be more brave, given the relative situation, than the bold act of a soldier

who's been trained to be courageous, who is bonded to the soldiers he is with, who lives

with the idea that there's no disgrace in life worse than not being up to the military

occasion. You can't speak of true bravery in combat until a good soldier has exhausted

his code to that point where he feels, yes, I may lose-I may lose my heart, my dignity, my

honor, I'm scaredCshitless. ICat this poialQre still proceeds to push himself past the point

where he was about to break down, then his existential cituation-undcrlinc&Jhe^grdMir"

s'—•~ythat his behavior is courageous.

In a certain sense, we all know thisjjve know what constitutes brave action. So a
I*

woman can certainly write about brave soldiers, and brave female ro^^rcX

even though she's not the least bit brave, not at that level. Of course, she has to have an

immense talent I've often thought that Joyce Carol Oates, who is not necessarily one of

my favorite writers but nonetheless is a very talented woman, will often, on the basis of a

-tidbit of experience, write a 66^-page novel. I think she's an arch example of someone

who does almost all of it through talent. Very often her judgment^seem-unGound.-but—~

she-wdl tiyf'she tries. rd~say^els-a-brave^'ternn4habs®Rse^6ause^hois~pH8hing4ar^
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GENDER, NARCISSISM, MASTURBATION

If you believe in fiction, if you believe in the power of the novelist, then all

subjects are possible. Of course, certain choices present more obstructions than others.

It would be harder, as an example, for a male novelist to learn about the small irritations

of a woman's day? than to imagine what her sex would be like. A novelistic elements in

sex, after all, is the feeling of nearness to the Other. It's one of the compelling reasons

for sex precisely because such sentiments live almost entirely outside formal sacraments

and private codes. It may be indeed why pious people so often feel driven to break their

Another word on gender. Women certainly have every right to create men at

warlike capacity and determination and excess and inventiveness and hellishness that

own deepest sexual prohibitions. It's because the experience of meeting the Other is

is why I say it's easier-L-if you are going to write about someoru/c

the opposite gender—to limn them sexually, to portray them from that point of view,

than attempt to get into the intimate nitty-gritty of a

war, but I think it might be recognized that it's likely to be less comfortable for them.

War, after all, is essentially a male invention. How often have women sbewetf'the same

life.
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Angleton. Harlot feels Angleton not only has too much of a hegemony in the CIA/but is

also on the inside track with the Mossad. So Harlot decides to send over his subaltern.
Perhaps the young man will be able to submarine Angleton just a bit^That appealed to

me. And I thought: do I dare? Then realized: Can't be done. The research will take a

year. I'll probablj^have to go over to Israel. Never having been in Israel before, that'll be

another book, obviously, and I'll have to find out about the Mossad. My chart was no

help there. All I had was a blank area that said? "Truly major intelligence organization."

Learning about the Mossad would be even more difficult than picking up on the CIA. I

deliberated for a- good anjpestless week before I was ready to tell myself, Tcould wreck
bo,

this book ifl se^d Harry Hubbard to Israel. At best, PJflose much too much time."

Instead, I had him do something less bold. But that is the way we make such decisions.

Not only when we write our novels, but in life.
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The above, you might say, is a private chart of reality. We also keep world-sized

charts. A huge geographical and/or philosophical map. The West is in decline^hat's a

large hypothesis. Depending on the character of one's mind, one can have an immensely

complicated worldview or a narrower and most restricted ma^where all you can say is, "I

know this region well. Let the rest remain uncharted." Very few of us have a reasonably

filled-in vision of the world. We tend to develop only those areas we are interested in.

As a perfect example, how many Americans had Afghanistan anywhere on their

chartt until September 11*1? Now, we are picking up bits and tidfbits about Islam in a

•troublesome friend.

flurry. A superficial but lively work-in-progress is proceeding on one's charts.
iKMeeJ do

To dignify this notion, let me propose that v^-use these charts, whether good or

superficial, to serious purpose. For we are all navigating through life. That is one reason

why novels have tlus spei.i<r/quality that other forms of communication do not offer.
K 

writing—when you find yourself having dialogues with them or at the least thinking
M

about how they might react in certain situations that have nothing to do with your

novel-^then they do bear comparison to a

A specific example: At one point in the middle of Harlot's GhosL I thought it

would be interesting to send my protagonist^who was a young man in the CIA (and very

much under the tutelage of a very high CIA official called Harlot )-^to Israel. Why?

Because Harlot is in competition with the ffiray Eminence of the CIA, James Jesus

d -e-C-te i e> ri3&
And you, as the writer, have to monitor thes^sh©K^s. When your characters come alive

J*
for you, which is one of the more agreeable if undeniably eerie aspects of serious novel—
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meant-Xthere are just so many new thoughts you can have. There comes a time in your

life when you have no choice but to implement them. To quote from The Deer Park:

" 11 Ifor experience when it is not communicated to another must wither within and be

worse than lost." One owes the reader a fee when quoting oneself, but here the tariff

feels acceptable.

I can sit with an empty mind. I don't try to void my thoughts forcibly. If I do

think of something, thenj^afi right, I think of it. But a tired brain is happy to contemplate
p ,y.~.

■hl.g'trhardwurkiitjgaihleteaEES
—

nothing.
Co mi v- s.

On the other hand, our continuing existence as novelists oas-depend on lively

hypotheses. They fructify one's fiction. For example, it is likely that one of the covert

motives of jealousy is that it always offers a powerful hypothesis. The moment a

husband or wife does not trust the mate, his or her life may become painfulbut it is

undeniably interesting.. Let's say the husband comes in after work and by the way he

puts his hat and coat away, the wife can think, Xes, yes, he's feeling guilty. "^So she can

maintain the hypothesis; Yes, he's cheating on m^and she can keep it going^-at least

so long as the evidence does not absolutely confute the premise. Then something 

happens-J-perhaps she finds out that the woman she is convinced he is having an affair

with/has been teaching in China for the last half-year. All right, thereby ends this recewith/has been teaching in China for the last half-year. All right, thereby ends this recent

hypothesis. Now the wife has to find a new mistress out there or reassess her acumen.
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LIVING t[he world

Since good novelists have to be brave on the one hand/but prudent on the other,

timidity, sensitive and insensitive. In effect, we have to leam how to live in the world

with all its bumps and falls and occasionally startling rewards while protecting the core

of what once seemed a frightfully perishable sensitivity.

at my contemporaries in the way an athlete

remainaware-of those skills that are superior to theirs. Good athletes look at their peers

in that manner. After all, they have to face each other.

Of course, this is not true for authors. But we act as if it is. That's because/ if we

As one aspect a;

looks at rival athletes. You try to have a state of mind where you see everything they do

that's better than you can bring off/yet youYe able to retain the confidence that-you

develop the will, the stamina, the determination, and the insensitivity to take critical
_______ x
abuse. A good writer, therefore/io ftiwiiymerbH j'aTstrong, weak person, full ofbrave

we make up a delicate species. More sensitive than others in the beginning, we have to

are good enough, our games can have their conclusions a hundred years after we are 

gone.
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A young writer, if he is unknown, can be at a party and watch what everyone is

doing. If he has a marvelous ear for dialogue, he can wake up the next morning and

remember all that was said and how it was said. He is a bird on a branch. Sees like a 

bird and writes books that can be extraordinarily wel [[observed. But once you are

successful, especially if it happens quickly, it’s as if the bird is now an emu, and

wingless. It's big and grows haunches and fore)shoulders and a mane: Lo and behold, it

is a lion. And everyone is looking at the lion, including the birds. But it is a lion with

the heart of a bird and the mind of a bird. So there is a terrible period when the

metamorphosed emu is trying to live like a lion and has small gifts for it. Then the beast

begins to experimen^when it runs, it now sees other animals scamper. It takes a while-^-

often years-^-to get to appreciate your effect on others/and even longer to begin to
(A ‘

understand all over again what makes people tick. In the old days, you could understand

friends, enemies and strangers by induction; now, by deduction. Of course, you do have

more material on which to work your deductions.

When people suffer an identity crisis, they generally have to take all sorts of

curious steps to locate who they are. They succeed here, they fail there and the process 

gives them points of reference. So I began to have a public life even though I was
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One example I always give to a writing class: A very young writer sits on a park 

le stops, throws

bench with his girl. He'kisses her. He's seventeen. He's never had such a kiss before.

That-evening he writes^ ’ll love you^he saic^i love you^he said.

down his pen and says, "I’m a great writer!

¥ourTmrnedialc^242£nence-€an-be-tee-aHve-tcrbe-pttHlHeeily4BtCLjaagiia^

Sometimes/you have to wait.

• I think Capote’s book and mine are formally similar, but vastly different.

Obviously, I’ll be the first to state that if he hadn’t done In Cold Blood, it’s conceivable

that I wouldn’t have thought of taking on The Executioner’s Song. Nonetheless, it’s also

possible that something about The Executioner’s Song called for doing it in the way I

chose. In any event, its flavor is different from In Cold Blood. Truman retained his

the pure style-^-he simplified it-^-but it was still very much a book written by

Truman Capote. You felt it every step of the way. The difference is that he tweaked it

more, where I was determined to keep the factual narrative. I wanted my book to read

like a novel, and it does, but I didn’t want to sacrifice what literally happened in a scene

for what I would like to see happen. Of course, I could afford to feel that way. I had

advantages Truman didn’t. His killers were not the most interesting guys in the world, so

it took Truman’s exquisite skills to make his work a classic. I was in the more promising

position of dealing with a man who was quintessential^ American yet worthy of 

styl^not
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one wishes to walk away from, and they can be even worse in a book. (Unless one is

Dickens. Scrooge, Scrooge, Scrooge.)

Hemingway suffered from the honorable need to be the equal of his male 

characters is kept down to your own level, you do not take on large subjects. You need 

people more heroic than yourself, more enterprising, less timid, sexier, more romantic, 

characters, particularly since he used the first person so much. It's not easy^thenjp write
about a man who's stronger or braver than yoursej^recause it's te^close to Itself—

serving. All the same, you have to be able to do it. Because if every one of your 

more tragic. You’ve got to be able to create people greater than yourself and not be

ashamed of the damnable fact that the "I" who is being promoted is offering a false
V'tirnSelf

picture of yourse^to pll those readers who will predictably assume that the author is the

man they are now encountering in the first person.

If you ask about major weaknesses in a major writer, I would say that

Hemingway was not capable of writing a long complex sentence with good architecture
't'

in the syntax. But he turned that inability into his personal skill at writing short

declarative sentences or long run-on sentences connected by conjunctions. Faulkner, to

the contrary, was not capable of writing simply, but his over-rich, congested sentences

produced an extraordinary mood. In turn, Henry Miller could rarely tell a full story well.
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might kick up the traces/and feel young and happy again at being so mean, even feel a

spartf-dare I say Muriel Spark?--because they-are going to hurt so many people.
r b' a.

The point is that one is facing a true problem in writing about ye^ nearest and 

dearest. Either you produce a book that doesn't approach what really interests you/or, if 

you go to the root with all you've got, there is no way you won't injure your family.
HiikScAP

Hardly anyone is happy with the portrait of themselves ip a good novel.

Some of my characters do come from real people. One might emerge out of five

individuals, another from one person, greatly altered. Still another is imagined. No

matter by which route, there’s pleasure when a character becomes, in a sense, 

independent of yourself.

Graham Greene once said that there were certain characters who took care of 

themselves. He never had to bother about them in the writing. Others he had to go to 

great pains with. He would work very hard on them. Later, when he’d read a review and

J < )
it would mention one of his resistant characters as "wellfdrawn," he used to think, Well-/ 

dragged.
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I've always stayed away from such close material, never written directly about 

my parents or my sister. Those experiences are so basic that I encircle them with a

favorite word^I characterize these fundamental and primary experiences as crystals. The

crystals can be simple/ru extraordinarily developed. But provided you don't use them 

directly, you can sometimes send a ray of your imagination through the lattice work in 

one direction or another and find altogether different scenarios. If you've got a fellow in 

mind who's, let's say, a pretty tough kid, you can, if you don't write about him head-on, 

make the boy a bullfighter/or put him in Special Forces, even turn him into a bank 

paper, then at a given moment/you will have to face the fact that you are going to hurt

asiir ^ndJieailless^^au-have-te-be-fttH? 

&f.
(XVA >

-■relativeiy-cOtd, If he thinking of all the damage they are going to do, they

can't write the book--not if they're reasonably decent. Of course, a malicious person
r

Fvc used this example befotel When a surgeon operates on a young girl, he isn't 

saying, "I'm going to make an incision on this young lady's stomach that is not only going
-k> Some, deg rre.

to scar her but will affect her future sex life^for the next 3^ years." He just says, "Scalpel,

nurse," and does it. The reason is that the surgeon is focused on the act, not its

robber or an honest cop. So long as you don't use the core of your experience, you will

be in command of many possibilities. But if you are bound to get it all accurately on 

if engaged in something analogous.-Ac a noveirst,1

people who are close to you.

u.ii mtijmib,

They-arE'SBnsitiv
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nonetheless to do his best every step of the way. Not in command of every situation, but 

will do his best. And he does have his startling successes. And God does help him.

world class egomaniac. Does he now think he's Jesus Christ? What a pompous ass!

mixed up with the Gospels, and the reader would wonder, "Is this sentence from the New

Testament or has it been added?'' That's going to make for a disagreeable page^.

examining experience. All right, then. First person. Damn the torpedoes, first person.

Play the Ace.

And he’s always either absolutely right or absolutely wrong. With him, you have to 

through seven variations on the style. I had to find the balance between a^iblical rhythm

and a contemporary oneL^omething that would not inflict a ^iblical grip on you/yet

"keepthe echo. Before I was done, it all took a year from that night in that much-toocz

In the beginning, the style was too jfiblical. Moreover, I had to decide whether to

travel in first person or third. First person would have everyone saying: "There's Mailer, 

What a totally unpleasant human being!" I thought that's the bad side, but at least I can
7^

avoid the larger mistake of doing it in the third person. Because that would have to get 

It became interesting. If it was too Biblical in the beginning, I did have a-very

editor who is totally irreligious, Jason Epstein,. A rationalist if ever there was one.

CSe~was appalled that I was writing this book. We're friends, but he's one tough editor.

make a quick decision. Yes, the style was too ^iblical.

After which, it was relatively easy. The book was short enough for me to go

small hotel room on the He StLouis.
n /A
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reading. I hadn't looked at the New Testament for thirty or forty years, but I rememeere^

a man named Fulton Oursler wh/once did a book called The Greatest Story Ever Told.

He sold a million-plus copiesas I recall. Now, pertwmg the Gospels/I thought, well, this

may be the greatest story, but it is certainly told abominably. Sayings popped out of the
|Je.uo I estanne-nt

that were worthy of Shakespeare, but much in the double columns was badly,

insufficiently, and baldly described. An ungainly prose pronged with golden nuggets. I

thought, there have got to be a hundred novelists in the world who can do a better job.

I'm one of them.

The notion was intriguing. When I thought of all the hypocrites and corruptibles
and powerfseekers who had been living with the Gospel for centuries, using it for-theuf"

gum high ootnne purposes, ; standing foursquare on any gnomic chunk of text they could

use to abet their aims, I decided why not just tell the story? It is, in fact, a fascinating

one. The narrative keel is mind-boggling. We are dealing with a man who is obliged to

recognize through the evidence itself that he is the son of God. The difficulty of such a

book would be to write about a man considerably nicer than myself. That is

never easy. To fashion a character who is meaner than yourself—La piece of cake. But to 

do someone who is better? Jean Malaquais once remarked that you can write about any

-f'
character but onq^who, 1 "A novelist ■nimore talented than yourself.

I thought, this is analogous^ Jrnis-certHffily possessed a nobler natere-than-minel—C

Yes, the problems were interesting.

I decided he had to be more of a man than a god, an existential man, dominated
° ill

by the huge cloud that he is the son of God. He doesn't feel worthy, but he is ready
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hurrah. Most of the great novels achieve that tone. Just about all the great novels of the

1^ century.

reined nS
First person point of view, however, i^ a fine tool. You can get to places you

don't arrive at any other way. Of course, you can also injure your writing hand. As an

instrument, it’s double-edged. Hemingway had a marvelous sense of its limitations and

used it like no one else to create his style. He dramatized its first edict: Do not talk

about things wbreWcould prove embarrassing. They don't feel right in the telling, not

when the “I” stands at the head of the sentence. So there’s a tendency, most marked in
'Fzru'iou-S

Hemingway, to keep most of his revelations at arm’s length. As, for example, the last
X.

-few sentences of A Farewell to Arms.

We live in a time that is astonishingly more open, but the edict, aw/adjusted, still

remains. First person cannot be as free as the separation between author and protagonist

offered by the third person.

bad have

to write, ft^a verymteresting and exciting mode^of literary ben^, with large limitations 

It was not until I struggled with Advertisements for Myself that I began to

recognize how curious it was to ft-j'ln theTirst person. Now, many writers good and
r p Io i •vj'j'Koj' m©
'asking m jbe first pere^for centuries but I had to come to this  

remarkable conclusion on my own. The first person was not 
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she, for example, write about a woman who is more sensitive than herself? Probably not.

She could write about a woman who uses her sensitivity and sensibility more than 

herself, because she, the author, can then use all the frustrated times in her existence 

when the sensitivity and sensibility she possessed were not appropriate to a harsh 

occasion. Following question: Can a woman write about another woman more 

passionate than herself? Probably. Or a woman who's colder than herself? Without

doubt.

point-of-view third person where

experience, confidence, irony, and lordly detachment. When it can be done, however,

(demiturge.

more skill than you can with

others. This kind of penusive-an^Olympian third person, this Tolstoyan presence, needs

are’able to

In the third person, there's a different set of difficulties.
"the, u-f ^1. Gzise of >

In third person, you are God—well, of course, not God/
A h K. - -

One way or another, you are ready to see into everyone’s mind>~O^cour3e, it's itct

ew^are two-kind^oftfiird person^

you remain in one character’s mind^but are still seeing your protagonist from abovt^ymd-

therrthcre is^the classic vein of third person where you enter each and everyone's
is '   

consciousness^ Thafs hardr-Har^fo g^Fover the embai

enter som/certain character^minds with considerably

down to taste/or bring him up to your level. The real question's how tough is he? Do

you have the inner sanction to create a man who's braver and tougher than yourself? The

answer is yes. You can do that by exercising your critical imagination—it must not be
C

wishtfulfillment-^-on how you might act if you were that much more of a hero.
t'

I don't know, however, how to pose the question for an author who's female. Can 
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FIRST PERSON VERSUS THIRD PERSON

Third person and first person are at least as different as major and minor keys in

music. Before you decide which to employ, you do well to have a sense of the event and

of yourself

If you write in the first person, you gain much in terms of immediacy but lose

insight because you can't move into other people's heads. Not without twisting the form.

The Deer Park underlined the difficulty. At one point, the man who was telling
A

the story stated that he was shifting from first person to third. He was now old enough,

went his claim, to understand people he had not understood before. Because he now had

more of an idea of how they think, he would write about them in third person. I believe it

worked, but I would not swear to it.

In first person, the style has to be altogether tuned to the man who's telling the

story. (Only once did I have a woman as the narrator. And that was Marilyn Monroe in

Of Women and their Elegance.)

When your prime character is a man, the key choice is not how bright he is,

because however bright, he can't be smarter than you are. That's easy. You dumb him 



saints monsters, maniacs, mystics and rock performers are being written about these

days, however, by practitioners of journalism whose inner vision could be laid out by
v W‘U L /fir ujhulepiaftfcJ

ntliomlWiTim" (lilfcT •n'Kn<'-i hin constant to
\74 II

be fed into a computer. Our continuing inability to comprehend the world makes-ocrtatn-

to continue.

Ittl

Being a novelist, I want to know every world. I would never close myself off to a

subject unless it’s truly repulsive to me. While one can never take one’s imperviousness 

to corruption for granted, it is still important to have some idea of how the world works.

What ruins most writers of talent is that they don’t get enough experience, so their novels

tend to develop a certain paranoid perfection. That is almost never as good as the rough 

edge of reality. (Franz Kafka immaculately excepted!)

For example, how much of the history that’s made around us is conspiracy, how

much is simple fuckups? You have to know the world to get some idea of that. How

much does the Mafia control; how much do they luck info because of their reputation?

How much do Jews control the mentality of the media and Hollywood; how much are

they wrongly accused of?

It's not advisable for a novelist, once he is successful!, to live in an lipperclass
A

social milieu for too Ipng. Since it is a world of rigid rules, you cannot be yourself. 
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authors and the social activities of their friends. Writers tend to live with writers just as

automotive engineers congregate in the same country clubs of the same suburbs around

Detroit.

But even as we pay for the social insularity of Detroit engineers by having to look

at the repetitive hump of their design until finally what is most amazing about the

automobile is how little it has been improved, so literature suffers from its own endemic 

hollow: we are overfamiliar with the sensitivity of the sensitive and relatively ignorant of 

the cunning of the strong and the stupid, one—it may be fatal—step removed from good 

not have

and intimate perception of the inside procedures of the corporate, financial,

governmental, Mafia and working-class establishment. Investigative journalism has

taken us into the guts of the machine, only not really, not enou

much idea of the soul of any inside operatoiv/we do not, for instance, yet have a clue to

what makes a quarterback ready for a good day or a bad one. In addition, the best 

mind we use for assessment. No matter how much we read, we tend to know too little of 

how the world works. The men who do the real work offer us no real writing, and the 

writers who explore the minds of such men approach frqm an intellectual stance that 

investigative reporting of new journalism tends to rest on too narrow an ideological

base—the rational, ironic, fact-oriented world of the media liberaUso we have a

situation, call it a cultural malady, of the most basic sort^-a failure of sufficient real I

titenny information (that is, good literary information) to put into those centers of our 

distorts their vision. You would not necessarily want a saint to try to write about a 

computer engineer, but you certainly would not search for the reverse. All too many
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LITERARY ETIQUETTE, LITERARY DESIRES, LITERARY CORRUPTION

One of the crudest remarks in the language is: Those who can, do; those who

can't, teach, The parallel must be: Those who meet experience, leant to live; those who

don't, write.

The second remark has as much truth as the first—which is to say, some truth. Of
r

course, many a young man has put himself in danger in order to pick up material for his

writing, but as a matter to make one wistful, not (since the Second World Wa^has-waT^

one major American athlete, politician, engineer, trade^union official, surgeon, airline

pilot, chess master, call girl, sea captain, teacher, bureaucrat, mafioso, pimp, recidivist,

physicist, rabbi, clergyman or priest seemo-to-l^ve also emerged as a good novelist/

What with ghostwriters, collaborators, and editors hand-cranking the tongues of

the famous long enough to get their memoirs into tape recorders, it could be said that

some dim reflection can be found in literature of the long aisles and huge machines of

that social mill which is the world of endeavorlyes, just about as much as comes back to

us from a very old piece of film insufficiently exposed in the picture-taking. A ghost 

image with the faintest coating of silver crystals has been substituted for the original

lights and deep shadows of the object. So, for every good novel about a trade union that

has been written from the inside, we have ten thousand better novels to read about
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FIRST PERSON VERSUS THIRD PERSON

Third person and first person are at least as different as major and minor keys in

music. Before you decide which to employ, you do well to have a sense of the event and

Ifyou writ/fn the first person, you gain mjjch in tcrmyWimmediacy but lose

insight because you eaa move into other people’s heads. Not without twisting the form.

The Deer Park underlined the difficulty. At one point, the man who was telling
A

the story stated that he was shifting from first person to third. He was now old enough,

went his claim, to understand people he had not understood before. Because he now had

more of an idea of how they think, he would write about them in third person. I believe it

worked, but I would not swear to it.

In first person, the style has to be altogether tuned to the man who's telling the

story. (Only once did I have a woman as the narrator. And that was Marilyn Monroe in

Of Women and their Elegance.)

When your prime character is a man, the key choice is not how bright he is,

because however bright, he can’t be WBartap than you are. That's easy. You dumb him

9EO/SOO d SSE-1 -110 J J 8£=0l Z002-£l-<SH
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down to taste/or bring him up to your level The real question^how tough is he? Do

you have the inner sanction to create a man who's braver and tougher than yourself? The

answer is yes^ You can do that by exercising your critical imagination-TMt must not be
/ '^7U- Q*'C‘E' tawt-Wfe-T gu«sj '.

wishifulfillment^o^/fTOWydu mighfact ifyou were that much more of a hero.

I don't know, however, hej* to pose the question for an author who s female. Can

she, for example, write about a woman who is more sensitive than herself? Probably not.

She could write about a woman who uses her sensitivity and sensibility more than
herself, because sheUbe-etrthwfcan then use all the frustrated times in her existence

when the sensitivity and sensibility she possessed were not appropriate to a harsh

occasion. Following question: Can a woman write about another woman more

passionate than herself7 Probably. Or a woman who's colder than herself? Without

doubt.

I Speeds. 4* ,

fdetniturge.

consciousness^ That1; frafdr-Harcj^b g& over the embarrassmentohafyou are able to
dja. ] ' f
certain character^minds with considerably more skill than you can witn

others. This kind of pemoiveaftloiympian third person, this Tolstoyan presence, needs

In the third person, there's a different set of difficulties.
'the C-ftSe. oF

Inthird person, you are God~weil, of course, not Ge<^1

One way or another, you are ready to see into everyone's mimf? O^ujui'se, itGTi’u^*"'

^^e TTher^are twokindjptf1fijfa~p^on~^There-4apoint-of-view thiref person where

yZ VKuJina
you remain in one character's mind/but are still seeing your pro

j-yv_ / hwe -f£
thcn-Hthero ia4he classic vein of third persori/where you enter each and everyone's 

rbov&

experience, confidence, irony, and lordly detachment. When it can be done, however,

m-i 960/900 d 696-1 -110 J j 86:01
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described. An ungainly prose pronged with golden nuggets. I

thought, there have got to be a hundred novelists in the world who can do a better job.

I'm one of them.

one. The narrative keel is mind-boggling. We are dealing with a man who is obliged to

recognize through the evidence itself that he is the son of God. The difficulty of such a

book would be to write about a man considerably nicer than myself. That is

But to

Yes, the problems were interesting.

I decided he had to be more of a man than a god, an existential man, dominated

by the huge cloud that he is the son of God. He doesn’t feel worthy, but he is ready
"2>

yum, hifih-cwnne pi,irposes,fstanding foursquare on any gnomic chunk of text they could

use to abet their aims, I decided why not just tell the story? It is, in feet, a fascinating

never easy. To fashion a character who is meaner than yourscff-L;

do someone who is better? Jean Malaquais once remarked that you can write about any

character but on<^wlie,^Lu.',kui^'"A novelist wfaa-iamore talented than yourself."

I thought, this is analogous^ Jerut-rwtawly pn^esserl t nobler naturo tharrtninel-

The notion was intriguing. When I thought of all the hypocrites and corruptibles
and poweXeekers who had been living with the Gospel for centuries, using itfbr-theuf^

reading. I hadn't looked at the New Testament for thirty or forty years, but I remembered
5c(Ji ove/u a ha.IViBw Copies of1 J

a man named Fulton Oursler uWonce dj^STook called The Greatest Story Ever Told.
Uji+h Um ha.wi—-•

0 He sold a million phnrriopitiivir 1 r°riH. Now, pemsMtg theyGospels/Ttfiought, well, this
z be. _J

may be the greatest story, but it is certainMtoftTabominably. Sayings popped out of the
kle.tA)~re$ta»i*nt Poorly x

that were worthy of Shakespeare, but much in the double columns was -badly;.

15M 960/800 d 598-1 -IM J J IWOI Z002-SI-XEH
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>ut at least I can

yet

nonetheless to do his best every step of the way. Not in command of every situation, but

will do his best. And he does have his startling successes. And find does help-hW ’

—-~>4pJho-bggHuwngi the styl^waB^eo'^tfaltaal. Moreover, 1 had to decide whether to
r TLxt >

travel in first person or third First person would have everyone saying: ”Theijj<f Mtrrlw.

■werid-elaSApgomaniac. Does now think he's Jesus Christ? What a-pompoug-essb
WvAsA-e/j. aisle

What ci'teftwy unpleasant

avoid the larger mistake of doing it in the third person. Because that would heve-fe get
of r

mixed up with theGospels, and the reader would wonder, uIs this sentence from the New
-T'" ufln ohj^ S«-V>r rs-Uy

Testament or has it been addedT That'&^omg-te make for a disagreeable pogcsa-
owe. —J *

•examiisijig experience^AU right, then. First person. Damn the torpedoes, first person.

Play the Ace.
, a.n

It became interesting. If it was too^iblical in the beginning, I did have a-very

^jytough editor who is totally irreligious, Jason Epsteiij^Arahjnnglirt if there rrqj one.

J-ie was appalled that 1 was writing this book, We're friends, but he’s one tough editor.
V_fVio-;,T -bo rijklr 6r a-l^ogeHien_ j

And he's Awayg eithar aboolutoly-right-or-obcokrte^"wrong. WitiiQll^ifyou have to

make a quick decision Yes, the style was too ^iblical.
Vy ov4c

After which, it was relatively easy. The book was short enough for me to
ttaXg/seven variations on the style. I had to find the balance between a^iblicai rhythm

0- e- 1

and a contemporary oncL^omething that would not inflict a ^iblical grip on

Teepthc echo. Before I was done, it all took a year from that night in that much-toorz

small hotel room on tjie lie St. Louis.

26M 960/600 d 596-J -no J j IMI ZOOZ-ei-XEfl



J 64

A young writer, if he is unknown, can be at a party and watch what everyone is

doing. If he has a marvelous ear for dialogue, he can wake up the next morning and

remember all that was said and how it was said. He is a bird on a branch. Sees like a

bird and writes books that can be extraordinarily welftobserved. But once you are
• J. "f" c aixrtoA

successful, especially if it happens quickly, it’s as if the bird is now an emi£>an^-

■Avinglessi'^jfsbig and grows haunches and forejshouldcrs and a mane: Lo and behold, it

is a lion. And everyone is looking at the lion, including the birds. But it is a lion with

the heart of a bird and the mind of a bird. So there is a terrible period when the

more material on which to work your deductions.

metamorphosed emu is trying to live like a lion and has small gifts for it. Then the beast

begins to experimen^when it runs, it now sees other animals scamper. It takes a while-^-

often years-^-to get to appreciate your effect on others?and even longer to begin to

beanos A.go.,n0 Vs»y-<4e.
understand In the old days, you could

friends, enemies and strangers by induction; now, by deduction. Of course, you do have

3
When people suffer an identity crisis, they generally have to take all sorts of

curious steps to locate who they are. They succeed here, they fail there and the process

gives them points of reference. So I began to have a public life even though 1 was
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LIVING VhE WORLD

Since good novelists have to be brave on the one handjbut prudent on the other,

develop the will, the stamina, the determination, and the insensitivity to take critical

werow /Tstrong, weak person, fall ofbravcabuse. A good writer, therefore?*

timidity, sensitive and insensitive. In effect, we have to leant how to live in the world

with all its bumps and falls and occasionally startling rewards while protecting the core

of what once seemed a frightfully perishable sensitivity.

Ju-one-aspeiLe iFn$t^<atmy contemporaries in the way an athlete

looks at rival athletes. You try to have a state of mind where you see everything they do
Vjlvdr loot, ~|o re-moJin

that's better than you can bring off, yet youWabic td retain the confidence. that )iiir

„*«*^^ramowt aware of those skills that are superior to theirs. Good athletes look at their peers
A Carfhrst

in that manner. After all, they have to each other.

Of course, this is not true for authors. But we act as if it is. That's because/ if we

we make up a delicate species. More sensitive than others in the beginning, we have to

are good enough, our games can have their conclusions a hundred years after we are

gone.
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men have at war?

equally well about bravery, 1 would say yes. How are we to define bravery, after all?

Take a woman who is awfully timid-diet's say she was terrorized through her childhood.r
When she's an old lady and every bone in her body is aching, it may be an act of courage

, if we ask whether men and women can write

for her to cross a busy street all by herself. She doesn't know if she can make it across

before the lights change, yet she has to do ^for her own honor, if you will. And she does

it. That may be more brave, given the relative situation, than the bold act of a soldier

who's been trained to be courageous, who is bonded to the soldiers he is with, who lives

Hv
lis-poiai, he stilFproceeds to-pt^h himselfipa^the point.alhonor^Tm scared s

J«hero-be-was-aboul IU break rtow?| then his existential

<^*^.thathis behavior is courageous.

In a certain sense, we all know thislwe know what constitutes brave action. So a
fA

woman can certainly write about brave soldiers, laa^a-HwJe-aiadLhrave fenwJ^saidif«»X

with the idea that there's no disgrace in life worse than not being up to the military
Qr SuUv

occasion. You can’t speak of true bravery in combat untj^a good soldien has exfiausiea

his code to that point where he feels, yes, I may lose^-I may lose my heart, my dignity, my

even though she's not the least bit brave, not at that level. Of course, she has to have an

immense talent. I’ve often thought that Joyce Carol Oates, who is not necessarily one of

my favorite writers but nonetheless is a very talented woman, will often, on the basis of a
^ix-hur\flrcz(

4i»w bit of experience, write a 6^8-page novel. I think she's an arch example of someone

who does almost all of it through talent. Very often her judgments Jccnt-unGound/birt-

she-wrttt5y; she IHej-
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192

THE UNCONSCIOUS

£ear<di__J
In the course of fashioning a character, as you dkpnto wfet-yva have -perceiveu-

ltVV<vLi

his or her existence, there ofter^eesay comes a point where you recognize that you

don't know enough about the person you are trying to create. At such times, I take it for

granted that my unconscious knows more than I do. As we go through life, we do, after

all, observe everyone, wittingly and unwittingly. Perhaps, out of the comer of your eye,

you glimpse someone in a restaurant who represents a particular inspiration or menace or

possibility, potentially a friend or foe-^-and the unconscious goes to work on that. It

needs very little evidence to put together a comprehensive portrait because, presumably,
O-lreocLj ctsjhe. WVOS't* o'F'fT'ud l(%Lw>rO ...•

the unconscious ic working mo3t-ofeho4im«f'To use an unhappy analogy, it's as if the

unconscious is a powerful computer wbid/doesnKOflen need new materia) to fashion a / 
OK?

portrait considering how much ias already been stored away.

On the other hand, the unconscious can often feel violated by what we demand,

by what, indeed, we manage to extract from it,- Perhaps a great deal of the material it is

now supplying^was originally filed away for its own purposes. Suppose the unconscious

has a root in the hereafter that our conscious mind does not. If so, it will have deeper

notions about death than we do. Let us then dare to surmise that the unconscious is on
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Part of the art of being a novelist is to play that uw^delicate game of obtaining

live so much of the day with nogigigges

do a good book or

, 0TOur violation of the frustrated desire of the unconscious to be left alone on those
~As_Vfc>lX3 —>

occasions when we nonetheless insist on^working ^Perversely, our ambition ends by

I contributing to the nothingness that besets us^L,'tk«tf"

,• Writers who have been far « u-j Hmir an inner

lifg^any-toieon. They remain professional enough to take what is potentially exciting in Z>
•Concept \ I fl wj SiAjSc. skews_ ------------------------------------------ 1

I their scope and put it on paper But the inner jtefie^^IbttcnodSwik^That may beJ______ tAue- i
Bceauac I ’ i z/ 4*

It is why many talented men and women
To ois. tA. bwtijL—/ V K
then stop. Bteeause-deafeig-dajrfwith nothingness virimooyoH,-----——

experience without falsifying it by the act of observation. Generally speaking, it's easier

had ever happened before in their lives. And it's likely some extraordinary work will
of it s'

come out of it. Hopefully, not all about 9/11 A4tw may leeep it as-a cryrtall If you
Com c-e'wa

never write about 9/11. but were in the vicinity that day, you could/iiTtirnFtO come-~

write abeu/it directly. That kind ofgoek writing can be exhausted quickly, And the

^conceivably describe a battle in a medieval war and provide a real sense of such a lost
\„ C<~ o>- wgvzA

event. You could do a honor tale Or write about the sudden death of a beloved./All
X. jq*!!* _s A

kinds o florid writihs^an derive ultimately from 9/11 What won't always work is to

to take in such knowledge when you are part of an event that is much larger than
’-fl''" -pvc.

yourself-^-like the fall of the Twin Towers. There must be 50^young writers in New

York who had a day of experience that was incomparable—nothing remotely like that

fis-d VZO/llO d E8E-1
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■rkiicL, WLaltli^R

if perception, the riches of a philosophical attitude thatTto a degree observation,

of acquaintance with power. Which is often hugely at odds with the first notioa

easily to therapy, Thati an 1 huii/inliuted bofiuiMs opposed to the neblcjt object! ivpP

and need-Mhe desire, finally, to advance oneself as a writer. People don't become
r1

authors solely to benefit humanity. They're in the same position as priests. Part of them
S7<A-e_

wants to be good to others; the other past wants, one way or the other, to have some sort 

new, insights into psychology the reader hasn't had before-i-all these are on the selfless

side of writing. On the other hand, there is also lite cAliucuiliijaiy Ihltiiplay wiego, vanity, 

arivt- <1 •
temptation to head-on, is, of course, immense-Uhe event was traumatic to so

ql/ server
many/ Unhappily, a large part of writing i^ this eliminatoiy process. The worst thing that
can be said about literary work is that it can reduce itself here we ge agaiw/^all too

Generosity vies with acquisition-'compassion is besieged with greed. Not surprising 

then, if such tension pushes one toward accomplishing neither, but converting it all into
r/l one-

reduction of stress, therapy through the act of writing and writing until such logorrhea
wrvrei-V jc Soihe- *

exhausts th^coatedictimis-to^degfE^ n-. isThe-

I’ve found that I can’t do serious writing without getting into a mild depression.

(Note! I am not speaking of a clinical depression.) An ongoing bad mood can be,

however, a vital part of the procesj^>ecause/to begin with, it’s perilous to fall in love

with what you’re doing. You lose your judgment And for the simplest reason^-the

0
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ATTACKS ON REALITY

Readers often have a problem when an author mixes real and fictional characters.

Let's say for the

I’ve never been bothered by that As far as fm concerned, it’s all fiction. Lyui't uniuurve."

mdiiui uliufly •
i CL ~~RlouSa*^
\ purpose of argument there are W0^1arge and small etails necessary for a particular

v \ historian to capture a given moment in tim&^Napoleon's return from Elba^ the

\ Robespietr^por John R Kennedy on the night before he was aswsoinate^/whatever i

, j chosen, the historian has to decide whienffit-targe number-oMoofa are most relevant

4j. He can't use them all. More important, he can't obtain them all. Let’s say he chees^fa
In is I

■WHyinp degree tolvarious bodies of-thtnwan^piecogfof information vdtrel

assumptiof^on what actually happened. These pieces of dataware usually called facts.
H’WJ- c vc-.vls *£>''

Should the novelist come in, also ready to write about fttermedYs-las^sMg&Jne <or
4b>4w

she is not nearly as good, doubtless, at research and comes up with only 4^ or-5^details

that jeem vital. Nonetheless, I would argue that the historian and the novelist are both

engaged in writing fiction. The difference is that the historian uses more facts, although

they can never be numerous enough to enclose the reality. Moreover, the historian

usually writes in aptyle fhaf^more pedestriay. But/there they are/both doing fiction.

The real point is that each, the novelist
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reason for the fisherman to say, S won't out it, Hl hold on." Not enough of a character

had been created to answer such a question.

I think the same fault in considerably more elaborated form is present with

Beckett. He never enters a situation where any of his people might try to break out of

whatever trap they are in. They can be ensconced in garbage cans^ortalking to a tape

recorder, which, speaking of traps, is no mean example. But there is never an arduous
C

attempt to escape whatever trap they are in. Of course, one argue/ that Beckett dared
I K

•'sometFung no one else had ever attempted and so was reaffirming being. Daring is, after

all, a vital element in being. But we are not able to enjoy this daring nearly so much as

we hanc to dwollit^the ongoing possibilities of more 'nothingness, Mo-wonr't Jet
•T'

It could be argued that the essence of the corporate mentality is that it will not

tolerate nothingness. It is always pouring its choice of form into our minds. There is,

after all, no silence on television To which I would reply that filling essentially empty
at, A •

forms like commercials is a direct species of nothingness. Whenever you do not fill the
iF

aesthetic you set yourself, you are purveying just that. By now, many p|not most

television commercials, no matter how fitted with clash and color, pw, nonetheless
Wo / . .
atmest-ne'attention to the item they are there to sell. The intent of the advertisers comes

down to the premise that if you entertain your audience, if you pay them, in effect, for the

interruption by getting them to laugh during the commercial, it's not inconceivable that a

HS-d kZO/810 d E8E-1 -mo j j 9E:fl ZOOZ-El-^K



May-14-2002 12:40 From-
T-413 P 001 F-559



TO: J. Michael Lennon

FROM: Veronica Windholz

DATE: August 12, 2002

REt Mailer/The Spooky Art

Mike,

eS nromjsptl. I'm oending jr/»n — nmaaaript pufauu MU 15 111 til L11B1U 11UVU
gen revir.innn Uts lubt week, once you substitute them for the pages

that are presently in the Xerox copy of the setting manuscript I gave you
on Thursday, you'll have a complete, up-to-date copy of the manuscript
that's (rciine tn tho unloao Nuiniuu lias dliy Ullier CltangeS in
mind.

Thanks also for thp yplended job you did on the endnotes. I am very
grateful to you for taking this on and seeing it through.

Best,

III'I I .11.IM Hill II .III. I iau 1 11.111 1.mu. 1.1 iiiii
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LITERARY ETIQUETTE, LITERARY DESIRES, LITERARY CORRUPTION

One of the crudest remarks in the language is: Those who can, do: those who

cant, leanii. Trie jMrullHi mnsi tie1 i nose wno meet ejtponenw. icnm to live: tnosc wno

don't, write.

TJic. mci:<ih<1 rrnwirlr Jinn >? lyivch "1'ri CI the firF^-^blch ij to Ify, 5TOK tTVth. Of
n

ujtuse, mail} ayuuuy man lias put himself in duiijjet iu unfa lu pick up maleiial fut his

writing, but as a matter to make one wistful, not (since the Second World Warfhas-owj

one major American athlete, politician, engineer, trade^union official, surgeon, airline

pilot, chess master, call girl, sea captain, teacher, bureaucrat, mafioso, pimp, recidivist,
= •nojur

physicist, rabbi^clergymanor priest^coemo-tol^is'e also emerged as a geednovelis^

What with ghoatfwritcra, collaborator;, and editors hand cranking tho tongues of

the famous long enough to get their memoirs into tape recorders, it could be said that

suine dim leHeuliun can be found in lileialuic of lire lung aisles and huge machines of

that social mill which is the woiid of eiideuvuilyes, jusTuboul us IHuUirastOines back to
phol«sr2-ph .

in* Gum »j ili_u-yr_uiu^^i^Mw&£luLii'i K-nfni imdlji 11 n«c»>rl in fhr pirtnrr«f»1cin^ ( j fhmt

image withilurfainiL.st tioutinfrofsilvar crystals hM'beeifsubstitutod for the original

lights and deep shadows of the object. Go. for every good novel ubuul u liudu union that

has been written from the inside, we have ten thousand better novels to read about
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and intimate perception of the inside procedures of the corporate, financial,

governmental, Mafiaand working-class establishment Investigative journalism has 

taken us into the guts of the machine, only not really, not enough-/-we still do not have

much idea of the soul of any inside operatorXZwe do not, for instance, yet have a clue to 

what makes a quarterback ready for a good day or a bad one. In addition, the best 

investigative reporting of new journalism tends to rest on too narrow an ideological

information (that is, good literary information) to put into those centers of our 

mind we use for assessment No matter how much we read, we tend to know too little of 

how the world works. The men who do the real work offer us no real writing, and the 

writers who explore the minds of such men approach from an intellectual stance that 

base-^-the rational, ironic, fact-oriented world of the media liberate we have a

situation, call it a cultural malady, of the most basic sort^-a failure of sufficient;

distorts their vision. You would not necessarily want a saint to try to write about a 

computer engineer, but you certainly would not search for the reverse. All too many
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THE UNCONSCIOUS

Setarx-li 
In the course of fashioning a character, as you dicinto wSiil yuu Iwve peireiVLil

his or her existence, there eften-(6oga$1comes a point where you recognize that you

don't know enough about the person you are trying to create. At such times, I take it for

granted that my unconscious knows more than I do. As we go through life, we do, after

all, observe everyone, wittingly and unwittingly. Perhaps, out of the comer of your eye,

you glimpse someone in a restaurant who represents a particular inspiration or menace or

possibility, potentially a friend or foe-^-and the unconscious goes to work on that. It

needs very little evidence to put together a comprehensive portrait because, presumably,
V-yxi (Cvl’reooLj Most" o'F'tToftif I

thctmeeHseieus ;c working most-of thotim^’ To use ah unhappy analogy, it's as if the
■W/

unconscious is a powerful computer whiwdoes^Uften need new material to fashion a /

portrait considering how much Fas already been stored away.

On the other hand, the unconscious can often feel violated by what we demand,

by what, indeed, we manage to extract from it/ Perhaps a great deal of the material it is

now supplyingjwas originally filed away for its own purposes. Suppose the unconscious

has a root in the hereafter that our conscious mind does not. If so, it will have deeper

notions about death than we do. Let us then dare to surmise that the unconscious is on

960/120 d 690-1
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cultivated Greek slave in service to an overbearing Roman master.

, we can assume that our unconscious is full of the trickiest kinds of

the writer receives is a sense

of dull, edgy resentment. Perhaps the unconscious is not ready to plumb into the material

experience of writing. At a certain point we are going well for a page or two perhaps.

low, you're going

keep going: "Yotfte. three pages away from the end of the chapte^se-derAstop now, not
xi. i_. i vi. _

close, even familial, terms with^ie soul. 4f4hat is the caw^can feel exploited by

the push of the novelist to extract so much of his product from its jeparat/resources.

even as many as four or five. On happy days, yoH^-writing as if it's ^ing given fo ynr

a gift. You don't even have tn h-vr tod much to do with it. You're only fhep^to

transcribe what's coming up. Then comes the moment when our ambition orders us to 

Suppose the relation of the unconscious to the conscious is analogous to that of a

•if we use 

requeste&an.thit nrcuioti The acute form of this is writer’s block. In titio-ocnoo^-----

there is a touch of writer's block in almost every working day. It is part of the 

to wreck it. That's what you Jeam over thcygarE- Because in the early dayioFwriting,
promi fc>i»r,,<

as a working

resistance. ^Tcen-emit n^illannctr,

you do force it, and what happens, of course, is equal to blow^ck^fhe’ unconscious has

done its jo^afl-ibstesrit^t's damned if it's going to give you any more right now. If you

insist, flatness of affect will be your reward-A-nothingness ^tlie dread antagonist of-betng,

- ..,r jj' ■ r .
It's trocpit^theie. One of the most painful elements in the act of writing is rhnt

e-
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GENDER, NARCISSISM, MASTURBATION

If you believe in fiction, if you believe in the power of the novelist, then all

subjects are possible. Of course, certain choices present more obstructions than others.

It would be harder, as an example, for a male novelist to leant about the small irritations
of a woman's day/than to imagine what her sex would be like. A novelistic element/^n 

sex, after all, is the feeling of nearness to the Other. It's one of the compelling reasons 

for sex precisely because such sentiments live almost entirely outside formal sacraments

and private codes. It may be indeed why pious people so often feel driven to break their 

'of

own deepest sexual prohibitions. It’s because the experience of meeting the Other is
■'7s "Hwse. y

say it's easier-U-if you are going to write about senteewi

the opposite gender^-to limn them sexually, to portray them from that point of view,

than attempt to get into the jniwat/nitty-gritty of awomanfe/daily life. _.

Another word on gender. Women certainly have every right to create men at

war, but I think it might be recognized that it's likely to be less comfortable for them.

War, after all, is essentially a male invention How often have women shewedlhe same

warlike capaet'ty-and-detenninatiorMtfid-ewose-afld^nventiveness and hellishness that

28M 960/610 d 696-1
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men have at war?

equally well about bravery, I would say yes. How are we to define bravery, after all?

Take a woman who is awfully timid-1—let’s say she was terrorized through her childhood.
|A

When she's an old lady and every bone in her body is aching, it may be an act of courage

?| On the other hand, if we ask whether men and women can write

ollsA cLofvopT^^'-’

for her to cross a busy street all by herself. She doesn’t know if she can make it across

before the lights change, yet she has to do far her own honor, if yon will. And she does

it. That may be more brave, given the relative situation, than the bold act of a soldier

who’s been trained to be courageous, who is bonded to the soldiers he is with, who lives

with the idea that there’s no disgrace in life worse than not being up to the military

has exhaustedoccasion. You can’t speak of true bravery in combat

his code io that point where he feels, yes, I may loseU may lose my heart, my dignity, my

honogjJ'm scaredsS&E^sTT^aYthls^sai^ he stilfproceeds to-p^h himself-pantile point

-whew-he was about tirbltiak du wi|, then his existential r.ituaHetwndefiin^S'thc-vcrditif-*

—»frthat his behavior is courageous.

In a certain sense, we all know thisjjve know what constitutes brave action. So a
0

woman can certainly write about brave soldiers, bT1'? ™ol° rftltiinrn.C^

even though she’s not the least bit brave, not at that level. Of course, she has to have an

immense talent. I’ve often thought that Joyce Carol Oates, who is not necessarily one of

my favorite writers but nonetheless is a very talented woman, will often, on the basis of a
sovaII -£ix=Vi
-tin^bit of experience, write a 66^-pagc novel. I think she’s an arch example of someone 

who does almost ail of it through talent.. Very ■often her judgineHts-seeHi-urwound-bat-^

stw-wift-ttyj she tfte5—fti'say-sh
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also on the inside track with the Mossad. So Harlot decides to send over his subaltern.

to find out about the Mossad. My chart was noanother book,1

this book ii

-no J J

me. And I thought: do 1 dare? Then realized: Cant be done. The research will take a

year. HI prnbabl/have to go over to Israel. Never having been in Israel before, that'll be

help there. All I had was a blank area that said, "Truly major intelligence organization."

Learning about the Mossad would be even more difficult than picking up on the CIA. 1
clU o-F

deliberated for a good awyrestless week before I was ready to tell myself, Tcould wrecl

Angleton. Harlot feels Angleton not only has too much of a hegemony in the CIA; but is 

Perhaps the young man will be able to submarine Angleton just a bit That appealed to 

Hany Hubbard to Israel. At best, l^Tose much too much time."
HoveltsFic.

Instead, I had him do something less bold. But that is the way we make such decisions.
\I0r3 ©.J vr-e-cto *

Not only when wiite. oui uuiLls.Xnn in life.
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for you, which is one of the more agreeable if undeniably eerie aspects of serious novels

writing—when you find yourself having dialogues with them or at the least thinking
M

about how they might react in certain situations that have nothing to do with your
ai/sL._3

'troublesome friend.novel-L-then they' do bear comparison to a

A Specific example: At one point in the middle of Harlot's Ghost, I thought it

would be interesting to send my protagonist-'who was a young man in the CIA (and verv
r

much under the tutelage of a very high CIA official called Harlot)-^to Israel. Why?
ft

Because Harlot is in competition with the t^ray ^minence of the CIA, James Jesus 

The above, you might say, is a private chart of reality. We also keep world-sized

charts. A huge geographical and/or philosophical map. The West is in dcclinc^teS a

large hypothesis. Depending on the character of one's mind, one can have an immensely

complicated worldview or a narrower and most restricted mapwhere all you can say is, "I

know this region well. Let the rest remain uncharted." Very few of us have a reasonably

filled-in vision of the world. We tend to develop only those areas we are interested in.

As a perfect example, how many Americans had Afghanistan anywhere on their
( A-

chartf until September 11*1? Now, we are picking up bits and tidfbits about Islany^f

flurry 1 A superficial but lively work-in-progress is proceeding oo-esekiheria.

To dignify this notion, let me propose that v^use these charts, whether good or

superficial, to serious purpose. For we are all navigating through life That is one reason

why novels have tiffrspetWquality that other forms of communication do not offer.
- /

It's very hard to think of a-good protagonist who is not always moving between choices.

And you, as the writer, have to monitor these'shwwfi. When your characters come alive 
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meont-Xthere are just so many new thoughts you can have. There comes a time in your
<31'5

life when you have no choice but to implement them. To quote from The.Deer Park:

"■^f°r experience when it is not communicated to another must wither within and be

worse than lost" One owes the reader a fee when quoting oneself, but here the tariff

feels acceptable.

I can sit with an empty mind. I don't tryto »aid my thoughts fmubly If 1 do

think of something, thenJ'aB right, I think of it But a tired brain is happy to contemplate

nothing.

On lhe other hand, our continuing existence as novelists “o^depend on lively

hypotheses. They fructify one’s fiction. For example, it is likely that one of the covert 

motives of jealousy is that it always offers a powerful hypothesis. The moment a 

husband or wife docs not trust the mate, his or her life may become painftd^but it is

undeniably interesting.. Let's say the husband comes in after work and by the way he 

puts his hat and coat away, the wife can think, ’'Yes, yes, he's feeling guilty." So she can
— —•—-------

maintain the hypothesis^ Yes, he's-eheotwg-oftfliq^and-slic-L'JU keep it going i at least
V\^vJ f e

so long as tte evidence does not absolutely eeflfute the premise. Then something
Jr

jjMpjKPJ perhap^he finds out that the woman she is convinced he is having an affair
with^as been teaching in China for the last half-year. All nght, thereby ends this raced

hypothesis. Now the wife has to find a new mistress out there, or reassess her acumen.

-UIOJ J26IH 980/910 d 39M
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LIVING WORLD

Since good novelists have to be brave on the one hand/but prudent on the other,

we make up a delicate species. More sensitive than others in the beginning, we have to 

develop the will, the stamina, the determination, and the insensitivity to take critical
--------- \ j>/
abuse. A good writer, thereforc/iootw^'inarbH /a strong, weak person, full ofbrave

A.
timidity, sensitive and insensitive. In effect, we have to learn how to live in the world 

with all its bumps and fells and occasionally startling rewards while protecting the core

of what once seemed a frightfully perishable sensitivity.

looks at rival athletes. You try to have a state of mind where you see everything they do
-|q »»

that's better than you can bring off, yet youVcnblc to retain thceonfidenee-tlmt ywr-
X of/ytrw-’'

^-—’^MWHwraware of those skills that are superior to theirs. Good athletes look at their peers
4 Artiest

in that manner. After all, they have to each other.

Of course, this is not true for authors. But we act as if it is. That's because/ if we

are good enough, our games can have their conclusions a hundred years after we are

gone.

26H 960/fitO d 696-1
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A young writer, if he is unknown, can be at a party and watch what everyone is

doing. If he has a marvelous ear for dialogue, he can wake up the next morning and

remember all that was said and how it was said. He is a bird on a branch. Sees like a

bird and writes books that can be extraordinarily welftobserved. But once you are
■J?+' tZMAtuA * ®

successful, especially if it happens quickly, it’s as if the bird is now an emi^attjl-

-wingUs&.l\J?s~big and' grows haunches and forejshouldcrs and a mane: Lo and behold, it

is a lion. And everyone is looking at the lion, including the birds. But it is a lion with 

the heart of a bird and the mind of a bird. So there is a terrible period when the 

more material on which to work your deductions.

metamorphosed emu is trying to live like a lion and has small gifts for it. Then the beast

begins to experimen^when it runs, it now sees other animals scamper. It takes a while^-

often years -to get to appreciate your effect on others/and even longer to begin to

understand aM^ver-agam-what makes people tiepin the old days, you could undaretan^

friends, enemiesand strangers by induction; now, by deduction. Of course, you do have 

When people suffer an identity crisis, they generally have to take all sorts of

curious steps to locate who they are. They succeed here, they fail there and the process
'T'

gives them points of reference. So I began to have a public life even though 1 was 
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their scope and put it on paper. But the inner

contributing to the nothingness that besets us——

Part of the art of being a novelist is to play that wj^delicate game of obtaining 

pfour violation of the frustrated desire of the unconscious to be left alone on those
ve~»TG> .-j

occasions when we nonetheless insist on working ijTPerversely, our ambition ends by

Il Tor vipe—I
Writers who have been working for n Inng rima-nrirrly do not hays thot exc^tjmgan inner

\

Jifi^any longer They remain professional enough to take what is potentially exciting in
---------------

That may be-beeaw

live so much of the day with nothicgnew It is why many talented men and women
TP cUJ!, OK (X. ck'-Avj b»S<.

experience without falsifying it by the act of obsecration. Generally speaking, it's easier 

to take in such knowledge when you are part of an event that is much larger than
iz"i'Y "Rvc.

yourself—like the fell of the Twin Towers There must be 59^young writers in New

York who had a day of experience that was incomparable—nothing remotely like that 

kinds offcao.d'Witms^an derive ultimately from 9/11. What won't always work is to
J3'0 ot . , ' s""'

it directly. That kind otgooo writing can be exhausted quickly. And the

had ever happened before in their lives. And it's likely some extraordinary work will
o'F'tt- s-

comeoutofit. Hopefully, not all about 9/11. .".f, ii iij1 k"p it nj a mrycfeH If you

never write about 9/H, but were in the vicinity that day, you could^n time’tdrome -

Conceivably describe a battle in a medieval war and provide a real sense of such a lost r r
\ D<C <x wvarzA re'tl\y® .

event. You could do a horror tale. Or write about the sudden death of a bel6ved.?All 
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event was traumatic to so

easily to therapy T ted-baforo, is oppocad to the Bobieot-objeuli n uf
-

wriiiuCyidcally, you are there to bring wealth to others. Wealth of wsperieucu, wtallhapJ
C \t^^'

observation, wealtlrof perception, the riches of a philosophical attitude tbadfto a degree

new, insights into psychology the reader hasn't had beforeQll these are on the selfless

side of writing. On the other hand, there is also thc-eistrAenJhmiy lllldipiuy Otego, vanity^
and neerfCthe desire, finally, to advance oneself as a writer. People don't become 

temptation to go-ajjt head-on, is, of course, immei
q|/ Serves*

many/ Unhappily, a large part of writing^ this ellminatory process. The worst thing that
can be said about literary work is that it can reduce itself' hewwc ge-ogain^^all too 

of acquaintance with power. Which is often hugely at odds with the first notion.

authors solely to benefit humanity. They're in the same position as priests. Part of them
Sid--e-

wants to be good to others; the other pa-et wants, one way or the other, to have some sort 

Generosity vies with acquisition; compassion is besieged with greed. Not surprising 

then, if such tension pushes one toward accomplishing neither, but converting it all into
r/lore..

reduction of stress, therapy through the act of writing and writing until such Jogorrhea
®ne£$ urvrevV 4o frarfre- ah-, j

exhauststi^xantiadkiioas-te^Trsgree.'-Suu-K rr . The- Vvtri+r

I’ve found that I can’t do serious writing without getting into a mild depression.

(Note! I am not speaking of a clinical depression.) An ongoing bad mood can be,

however, a vital part of the procesj^iecause/to begin with, it’s perilous to fall in love

with what you’re doing. You lose your judgment, And for the simplest reasorP-the
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in the morning with a hangover and cannot get to literary work, your unconscious^after a

few such failures to appearjvill withdraw

principalities, chasms, terrors, underworlds, other-worlds, and ambitions as yourself.

Your unconscious may even have ambitions that are not your owpj^-fbr practical

purposes, it may be worth thinking of it as a separate creature. If you are ready to look
A.

upon it as ibi^curious and semi-alienated presence in yourself with whom you have to

'yru.r
It is likely that one^unconscious is never all that much in love with erat. The

ictween the ego and the unconscious is, I think, a-wel-wariTnrnany people it’s

equal to an unhappy marriage, and marriages depend, after all, upon trust. Unhappy

marriages depend immensely on what little mutual trust there is. So,/ repeat:- 7ou have

to establish decent.relations with your wnconMwyTand you might as wellse^this

procedure te-w possibly as ooy^lieoted as any tar-reaching rea^fyjwith someone outside
your skin^The unconscious presence within may have as many interests, aspects,

Over the years, Fvc found one rule. -WtHe only one I give on those occasions
when I talk about writing. ^Tvc probaWy-given.this piece of advico twenty tmes^it'etiio-

. n.nly-n^le^ttM^V^b^hal warksfi-ir nearly ^t-rynne wlin.itUqrtng in dno-nfW^, It
Le yrxr <i4<sk» J.’tc.fat'tihti''-

simple rule. If you tell yourself you are going to writartdmorrow,”you areoy that eet^o-

■teHinfryour unconscious to prepare the material! You are, in effect, contracting to pick up

such goo^ tomeffov^TCount on me, you are saying toyouruncbnociou^I will be there

to write-i/'lhe point is that you have to maintain trustworthy relations. If you wake up
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you make a pact: 'Work for me, fight for me, and I will honor and respect you.'

To repea therefore: The rule is that if you say to yourself you are going to write

tomorrow, then it doesn’t matter how badly you're hung over or how promising is a

sudden invitation in the morning to do something more enjoyable. No, you go in

dutifully, slavishly, and you work. This injunction is wholly anti-romantic in spirit. But

This is a burden on young writers who are not only ambitious but wild enough to

show up,

On the other hand, you can sometimes say to yourself, "fm not going to work

tomorrow," and the unconscious may even by now be close enough in accord not to flood

feel that their wildness is part of their talent. They hate to submit to the heavy hand (that

awful, severe, unbending demand for moderationj^and obey the rule that you have to

if you subject yourself to this impost upon yourself, this diktat to be dependable, then

after a period of fime-^-it can take weeks, or more—the unconscious, nursing its

disappointments, may begin to trust you again.

) .T dearie. Us-s
maintain decent rdationsMf see yourself as some sort of scnif^ general (of the

old/aristocratic and-eereless'school) and picture the unconscious as your often unruly

cohort of troopsLihen^bviously, you wouldn't dare to keep those troops out in the rain

too long^ccrtainly not at the commencement of any serious campaign. On the contrary,

your mind with brilliant and all-too-perishable material. That is also important. Because
It

in the course of going out and having the d««^day and night you're entitled to, you

don't want to keep having ideas about the book you're on. Indeed, if you are able on your

day off to avoid the unpleasant condition of being swarmed with livel^thoughts about a
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jpeh'th

work-in-progress when there is no pim-of paper under your handaad^

yuurfuigerJ^then you’ve arrived at one of the disciplines of a real writer.

pen-orponojliri.

’b It)

The rule in capsule. If you fail to show up in the morning after ye
-tuf-
ywuwwtf you would just before you went to sleep last night, then you will walk around

with ants in your brain. P a K

fa' v*v*
& p

4tf^-r Y&. t i-

u-fOix W 
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Let's say for the<nnlly>iMreaiwo and TJ8JT

historian to capture a given moment in time—-J

engaged in writing fiction. The difference is that the historian uses more facts, although 

they can never be numerous enough to enclose the reality. Moreover, the historian 

she is not nearly as good, doubtless, at research and comes up with only 4^ or-S^details

that $eem vital. Nonetheless, 1 would argue that the historian and the novelist are both 

assumptio^on what actually happened. These pieces of-detai^are usually called facts.

Should the novelist come in, also ready to write abo'm^ 

i Robespierr^pr.John-F, Konnody oo thomight before^w-MWwOCGacoinatei

j chosen, the historian has to decide which are most relevant.

them all. More important, he can't obtain them all. Let's say he ohoo-xy a

usually writes in ajstyle that^more pedestriay. Butjthere they are/both doing fiction.

.mmotimao opraghtlyj thfrotiw; often ■Hum The real point is that each, the novelist

a. '•Hyoix.SgtUL^' °
purpose of argument there are Mfi^Targeand small etails necessary for a particular

or
i's return from Elba, the
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TO: J. Michael Lennon

FROM: Veronica Windholz

DATE: August 12, 2002

RE: Mailer/77te Spooky Art

Mike,

As promised, I’m sending you the manuscript pages on which there have
been revisions since late last week. Once you substitute them for the pages
that are presently in the Xerox copy of the setting manuscript I gave you
on Thursday, you'll have a complete, up-to-date copy of the manuscript
that's going to the compositor-unless Norman has any other changes in
mind.

Thanks also for the splended job you did on the endnotes. I am very
grateful to you for taking this on and seeing it through.

Best,

VOfi-d 100 d 920-1 -UOJ^ 83UI 2C0J-£l-«H
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Dr. J Michael Lennon /__________________
From: "James Richard Fleming" /

To: <Lennon@Wilkes.edu> J f\ \
Sent: Wednesday, August 14, 2002 5:27 Pm I j .. I
Subject: Mailer class I ' I
Dr. Lennon: \ /

Tony Merzlak gave me the e-mail you sent him. Myapolegtes for not getting
back to you yesterday, but my intemet.connection was down last night.

One name has been omitted - George KalogenS, who was added to the panel
that afternoon, though he didn't issue any comments during our meeting. Do
you want the names of everybody who was actually there, for there were a few
other people who attended but weren't on the panel itself or participants
either ...
All the names are spelled correctly.
I'll be sure to send your regards to Peter Caputo (who enjoyed conversing

with you as well, he told me), who I'll probably speak to sometime later
this week.

My apologies for not being in touch with you or Mr. Mailer since March.
Shortly after out meeting I fractured my back in a fall - cracking four
vertebrates in my back. My recovery set me back a few months ... when I
received your e-mail yesterday I had come in to turn in my thesis, my last
project of my undergraduate career. Now I have to begin preparing for
graduate school, which I begin applying to later this year. Please convey
my respect and apologies to Mr. Mailer (he'd invited me to dinner in p-town
this summer, asking that I contact him by mail earlier in the summer) and
tell him I'll be writing him soon.

How have you been, Dr. Lennon?
I'm looking forward to reading The Spooky Art (a terrific title; I

couldn't help wondering if it was a possible rejected title for Harlot's
Ghost). It looks like some pieces from some of my favorite Mailer writings
and notions will be included in the book and a few pieces I'm not familiar
with.
Please let me know if you receive this e-mail. If there's anything else I

can do for you or Mr. Mailer, feel free to e-mail me, call me
(508-360-5658), or reach me through Tony.

I hope this finds you well.

My very best,
James Fleming 

"I've studied this, I tell you."
- Norman Mailer, Tough Guys Don't Dance
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