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      ‘Don’t think that this is a letter. It is only a small eruption of a disease called friendship.’ 
(Jean Renoir to Janine Bazin,
         12/6/74)
      

      
      ‘Letters, I think, unless they are brilliant, can be a bit of a bore. And mine are not brilliant. Amusing, perhaps, light,
         and loving but they aint Intellectual!’ 
(Dirk Bogarde to Dilys Powell, 25/3/89)
      

      
      ‘Good correspondence, like music, does nice things for the spirit, as you obviously discovered long ago.’ 
(Robert L. Palmer
         to Dirk Bogarde, 23/5/91)
      

      
      ‘Letters are, after all, fragments of autobiography.’ 
(Richard Mangan, Introduction to Gielgud’s Letters, Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 2004)
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      INTRODUCTION

      
         ‘It is an astonishing thing to me to find that I am really not a bit 
happy unless I am writing. Even a letter will do.’ –
            Dirk Bogarde 
to Norah Smallwood
         

      
      In the last of his passports Derek Van den Bogaerde, otherwise Dirk Bogarde, described himself simply as ‘Actor’. Which is
         odd, because from the late 1970s his success in a second, parallel, profession – that of Writer – gave him just as much pride
         and fulfilment, if not more. Novelist, poet, essayist, reporter, editor, scriptwriter, critic, autobiographer – in his time
         Dirk was all of these, and a diarist too. In 1986 he put his own early journals, along with much else, to the torch. However,
         for the best part of his forty-year companionship with Anthony Forwood the latter kept for them both a Diary, which began
         as little more than a patchy record of visitors and appointments, but became a daily rumination. On the few occasions when
         misfortune befell Tony in the form of hospitalisation, or digital damage in a gardening accident, Dirk would take over. The
         evident commitment and relish with which he did so was all the more remarkable considering that he would have already spent
         much of the day crouched at his desk, releasing through one of successive hard-pressed typewriters a torrent of words.
      

      
      Some who write for publication – nowadays especially – are not necessarily driven by an inexplicable interior force. Dirk
         was. It would be safe to say that he satisfied more than most the definition of the ‘born writer’. This much-used, and often
         misused, expression applies in truth only to those continuously in the grip of a compulsion. Those such as the 2007 Nobel
         Laureate, Doris Lessing, for whom writing is ‘a bloody neurosis’; and John Updike and the late Anthony Burgess, whose affliction
         has been diagnosed by their fellow-novelist Martin Amis as ‘pressure on the cortex, facility in the best sense’. No one would
         ever have described Dirk’s written work, least of all in the original, as that of the conscious belletrist. However, with
         the simplicity of his language, his directness, his vigour, his skill at making ‘a connection’ – as he did so effectively
         in the Cinema – he more than compensated for what one might call politely his lapses in literary convention. In every one
         of the forms where he put words on paper he displayed the priceless gift of the compelling conversationalist. With no effort he made
         his reader – whether of a 250-page novel, a twenty-seven-line poem or a five-line scribbled note – his confidant.
      

      
      Perhaps the most convincing symptom of the need to write, rather than merely to record, to reply, or to fulfil a commission, is found in the unsolicited, unprompted letter.
         Dirk was a prolific correspondent – not only in the astonishing quantity of notepaper and card that he consigned over the
         years to postboxes in various countries, but also in the length at which he wrote. Misspelt, eccentrically punctuated and
         paragraphed, his letters became essays. Yes, his hand was all over the place and often indecipherable: he admitted as much,
         often enough. But that was not the main reason why he typed even many of his postcards. More urgent was the need to cram the
         maximum number of words on to every available surface because he had so much to say. It was not uncommon for one of his letters
         to fill three sides of A4 paper, the typing single-spaced, the margins and paragraphing almost non-existent; and even then
         a fourth side might be invaded by that unruly script, offering a piece of unfinished or overlooked business as a P.S. There
         is a real likelihood, too, that such an epistle would be rattled off on a day when progress was being made with a novel or
         a new volume of autobiography. Sometimes when that progress was stumbling, and the wastepaper basket beginning to fill with
         crumpled drafts, he would pause and hammer out an 800-word letter in the same way that other writers might drift to the kitchen,
         make a cup of coffee and listen absent-mindedly to the news from the outside world or from the hearth. Dirk, by contrast,
         had to ‘talk’. When he wrote, the shyness which beset him in public – and in overcoming which he could sometimes appear almost
         unrecognisable to those who knew him privately – lay dormant. In the safety and sanctuary of any room that he commandeered
         as an office, and above all in the studio he made from a former olive store at his farmhouse in Provence, he felt ultimately
         free to speak as he wished. ‘I have done quite enough talking,’ he says as he reaches the foot of a tightly packed second
         page; but you can sense the reluctance to stop. And fortunately the other parties to these conversations recognised the quality
         of what he had to say, and the way he said it, to the extent that they kept his side of the exchange. It is thanks first to
         the foresight and then to the generosity of some of those confidants that his circle of ‘listeners’ can now be widened.
      

      
      Few examples survive from Dirk’s early life, but scraps from the young teenager’s wretched exile in Glasgow indicated the
         strength of his prose, the vividness of his description and the fertility of his imagination. Some of his letters home were
         illustrated, flamboyantly so: to his sister Elizabeth (‘Lu’, ‘LuLu’) he sent pictorial puzzles for her to solve, and, at one
         point, a fairy tale painted on playing-card-sized pieces of art paper and posted episodically like a magazine serial. During
         his Army training in various parts of Britain he kept in contact by mail with a girlfriend, Nerine Cox – indeed he did so,
         on and off, for the rest of his life. When he joined the Allied Forces liberating Europe in 1944 he began the first of his
         several copious, extra-familial correspondences. This was with Jack (‘Tony’) Jones, the dashing Naval officer who had captured Dirk’s heart the previous year and who, I believe, was his only serious love until the relationship
         with Tony Forwood took hold after the war. It is evident from various asides that Dirk’s letters to Jack from Europe, India
         and Java were not only many in number but also explicit in their affection. Years later, Dirk sought his assurance that none
         survived and was told that all those before 1954 had been destroyed. The significance of the date is unclear, except for the
         fact that the Home Secretary had begun to crack down hard with prosecutions for breaches of the laws on homosexuality, especially
         by the prominent. It was the year of the Montagu/Wildeblood/Pitt-Rivers trial and of Alan Turing’s suicide. It was also the
         year in which Dirk became the most popular British screen actor, thanks to Doctor in the House. Then again, Dirk had by that time been living with Forwood – as he most often referred to him among friends and strangers
         alike; or ‘Tote’ among their closest familiars – for six years; and it is my further belief that Dirk was ‘monogamous’. So
         it is highly unlikely that there was much communication between him and Jack. Certainly, by 1949 they had gone their separate
         ways, and seldom, if ever, met again. The desultory correspondence which resumed when Dirk became a published author – a development
         that gave the extremely well-read Jones equal measures of satisfaction and amusement – is of little merit; it emits the unmistakable
         sound of Dirk’s teeth being gritted and ground while he responds as cordially as possible to someone who represented a period
         in his life which he both wanted and, because of his subsequent, almost immediate, celebrity, needed to bury. In the modest,
         but significant, archive left by Dirk there is no trace of Jack Jones’s existence; even a postcard liberated by the latter
         during his exploits in the D-Day landings, and pinned to the wall of Dirk’s studio, was safely unsigned.
      

      
      The bulk of Dirk’s wartime letters home does not survive. As with the childhood correspondence, the few exceptions were drawn
         upon heavily for Dirk Bogarde: The Authorised Biography and are not repeated here. Likewise, two long, self-analytical letters which he wrote from Java to Dorothy Fells, an Army
         wife who contributed to the 23rd Indian Division newspaper, have already been quoted in extenso. His own commitment to The Fighting Cock, which he edited for a few months in 1946, probably reduced his mail from that theatre; apart from snapshots, some ‘captioned’
         on the reverse, there is nothing in his family’s papers. There is, too, a dearth of material from the immediate post-war years.
         This is explained, in part anyway, by the fact that Dirk’s working life took him over. It must be borne in mind that within
         a year of his demobilisation he was in front of the cameras for Esther Waters as its leading player – a status, ‘above the title’, which he would maintain in the industry for four decades. Under his
         obligations to the Rank Organisation he was preparing for, and making, three or more films a year. Such correspondence as
         he was producing emerged mainly via loyal secretaries – principally Val Geeves and, later, Peggy Croft. Inevitably, this filter,
         while helpful to formal presentation, led to a dulling of impact. However good he was at giving dictation, the result could
         never be as effective as if he had struck the keys himself.
      

      
      For all the above reasons, therefore, this selection is confined to the second half of Dirk’s adult life. The years from 1969 to the mid-1990s yielded a crop of great, at times astonishing, abundance – much
         of it, unlike that from the earlier period, preserved.
      

      
      The main cause of Dirk’s increased productivity was simple. The opportunities for satisfying film work in England had been
         drying up, and on 1 March 1969 he and Tony set off for the Continent, where they would remain until 1987. In that time he
         made just nine films, two of them for television. For those eighteen years they were without a secretary, and even afterwards
         Dirk would employ one only on rare occasions, and briefly, to see him through a crisis. There was another persuasive factor.
         In those days the telephone in both Italy and France was primitive, unreliable and expensive. The call, either for business
         or for social purposes, was no longer quite the simple matter it had once been. However, armed with his typewriter and unbound
         by any of the strictures imposed by secretarial help, he was free to ‘talk’ whenever, and at whatever length, he wished. Quite
         apart from the cost and telephonic hazard of trying to converse with subscribers in Britain, he had by this time an obligation
         across the Atlantic which, were he to have pursued the traffic by any means other than mail, would have reduced him to near-penury.
      

      
      In the spring of 1967 he had received a letter, franked in America, from a total stranger, Dorothy Gordon. A friend of hers
         had sent a copy of a magazine containing a photograph of Dirk at his house, Adam’s Farm, on the Kent and Sussex border. Mrs
         Gordon had lived there before the war, and was curious to know how it had fared in the intervening thirty years. This was
         no fan letter; to those – except in cases where he guessed that the sender stalked the wilder shores of dottiness – he would
         reply with a crisp but polite note, or a signed photograph if one was requested. No, this was something way out of the ordinary,
         from a highly intelligent woman, a librarian at Yale University, who cared not a fig for Dirk’s fame. With his reply, from
         the house in which they had a common interest, a ‘conversation’ began which lasted, at a fierce intensity, for three years,
         then dwindled somewhat during a further two, until Dorothy Gordon’s death from cancer in 1972. Dirk had guessed almost from
         the beginning that she was mortally ill. He wrote to keep her intellectually stimulated. She, in turn, recognised that his
         flair on the written page needed to be disciplined sufficiently to move him towards being considered for publication as either
         a memoirist or a novelist. The result, in her case, was much solace at a desperate time; in Dirk’s, five years later, it was
         A Postillion Struck by Lightning, the first of his fifteen books. ‘FORCE memory!’ she had exhorted him. And he did.
      

      
      Their correspondence, the origins and progress of which Dirk described in An Orderly Man, is believed to have amounted to somewhere between 600 and a thousand pieces. Sometimes Dirk’s cards would be held up by
         industrial trouble and would arrive together in a flock, to be dubbed by their recipient ‘starlings’. The letters, in their
         airmail envelopes, were known as ‘bluejays’. In quantity they humbled those between the American author Helene Hanff and the
         London bookseller Frank Doel. The latter correspondence was published in 84 Charing Cross Road (André Deutsch, 1971); Dirk’s, in 1989 by Chatto & Windus, as A Particular Friendship, with Dorothy Gordon disguised as ‘Mrs X’. But there were differences between the two books. For a start, the Hanff–Doel exchanges
         were a dialogue; Dirk printed only his own letters, greatly edited and revised, and often with the help of the Diary, so some
         of the words in his monologues are, in fact, Tony’s. Second, Hanff and Doel were in contact for almost twenty years, until
         the latter’s death in December 1968. Third, Hanff and Doel wrote to each other with greater brevity. More telling than the
         differences, however, was the factor common to both of these transatlantic relationships, in which the distance seemed to
         heighten the affection. Hanff and Doel never met. Neither did Dirk and Dorothy Gordon. In fact they spoke only once, when
         Dirk telephoned her from a hotel room in New York. It was a disappointment, compromising one element of their hitherto cement-hard
         bond: mystery. Nevertheless, a quarter of a century after the last ‘starling’ fluttered into Dorothy Gordon’s letter-box on
         the morning of her death, Dirk remembered their remarkable relationship as ‘a kind of love affair without the carnality –
         strange but true’.
      

      
      Although his letters and cards were returned to him after Dorothy Gordon’s death, they, and hers, were consigned to the bonfire
         before Dirk left Provence. She makes little impression in the pages that follow, except as someone to whom Dirk refers with
         due appreciation. This book, therefore, is largely concerned with his other ‘particular friendships’, at least one of which
         was, in its way, as passionate. Norah Smallwood, who ran Chatto, opened the door to Dirk’s new life as an author. She saw
         him, by chance, on a weekend television chat show, and said to her senior colleagues when they met on the Monday morning that
         ‘if he writes as well as he talks, he might have a book in him’. Her shrewd judgement and her encouragement swiftly earned
         her the right to the title of Dirk’s second ‘Needlewoman’. ‘I WANT to write,’ he told her a few days after the publication
         of A Postillion Struck by Lightning. ‘I WANT. I WANT. And it’s all your fault.’
      

      
      Who else, apart from Dirk’s family, qualifies for that ‘particular’ billing? Some of his friends in the film business feature
         heavily in these pages, among them Bee Gilbert, who was not-quite-married to Ian Holm; Ann Skinner, who met Dirk while handling
         the continuity for Darling; the actor David Frankham; the director Bertrand Tavernier; the critic Dilys Powell; and, primarily, Joseph Losey, with whom
         Dirk worked five times, and his wife Patricia. Losey is as much a subject of Dirk’s letters as he is a recipient, and often
         he seems to be the object of disparagement – but there is no disguising the mutual respect and the affection that informed
         their productive, radical and exciting professional association. Theirs was, in its masculine way, another love affair. Luchino
         (‘The Emperor’) Visconti and Alain Resnais, two dominant figures from Dirk’s European period in the 1970s, are less well represented
         than they deserve because there were few written exchanges with the former and those with the latter have not been traced.
         However, there is compensation from unexpected quarters – for example, Hélène Bordes, a French academic who sought Dirk’s
         permission to write a paper on his first three volumes of autobiography. Norah Smallwood had died two weeks before, and he
         was despondent about the future of his own writing. The fortuitous timing of Mme Bordes’s approach led not only to her being christened ‘The Plank’ but also, again, to a kind of love. They met eventually, just once, and happily. Then there
         was the writer Kathleen Tynan, who hit it off immediately with Dirk and Tony while assigned to cover the filming of Justine. And, perhaps most significant, there is Penelope Mortimer. Another successful writer, of novels and screenplays, she made
         contact with Dirk in the hope of producing a script that might bring him together with Bette Davis. This tantalising prospect
         never came even close to realisation, but a remarkable, interrupted, correspondence developed in which Dirk was at his most
         confessional.
      

      
      There are other, less easily explicable ‘friendships’. Two of those which I have been able to identify were with women in
         the north of England who have nothing whatever to do with either the film business or publishing. When she was ill the family
         of Susan Owens wrote in the hope that a message from Dirk would cheer her up; the subsequent twenty years’ worth of his cards
         and letters filled two straining lever-arch files. Tina Tollitt was a schoolgirl who picked up a copy of The Films of Dirk Bogarde, by Margaret Hinxman and Susan d’Arcy, and found that ‘something clicked’, but ‘not in a heartthrob sort of way’. She wrote
         to Dirk and so began a charming, occasional exchange, unfortunately now lost, in which he took on the role of a Dorothy Gordon
         or a Norah Smallwood. He was, in effect, Tina Tollitt’s ‘Needleman’, urging her to write and advising her on whom to read.
      

      
      As is apparent, most of the enduring contacts were with women, some of whom were high-achieving professionals, while others
         lived quieter, more obscure, lives. Some were equipped with a razor-sharp intellect, education at the highest level and the
         experience of the well travelled; others, with a more gentle wisdom. What they all had in common were, first, a neediness
         – it was said most astutely of Dirk that ‘he needed to be needed’; and, second, a complete lack of dissimulation, or what
         he would call bullshit. In their different ways they all spoke the same language as he did – direct, unfussy, blunt and, in
         several cases, very funny.
      

      
      Proof of this can, fortunately, be found in the case of Penelope Mortimer, to whom Dirk once wrote with reference to the celebrated
         correspondence between Bernard Shaw and Mrs Patrick Campbell: ‘We may not be the GBS and Mrs P of the seventies, but it might
         be simply lovely to try!’ It was she who hit the nail most smartly on the head when she told him: ‘I know you’re a great believer
         in long distance and remote devotion.’ To my delight I found I could hear both sides of their conversation, because Dirk kept
         her letters; and when his were returned to him he chose, uniquely, to add them to his manuscripts at the University of Boston.
         Perhaps in doing so he was giving a nod towards, if not exactly an invitation for, a volume such as this. He was far too aware
         of the literary value in his social writings not to predict that A Particular Friendship would one day need to be, not superseded, but succeeded; and with a much wider reach of source material.
      

      
      Literary value is one thing; literacy value quite another. Poor Dirk. As mentioned at the outset, his letters are an orthographical,
         grammatical and syntactical nightmare. In a 1974 letter to Penelope Mortimer, he writes of a recent visit from Losey: ‘He
         said that he still liked me even though I used the worst grammer [sic] and wrote the worst spelling he had ever seen or heard.’ It was ever thus. The 1931 Michaelmas term report from University College School
         on the ten-year-old Derek Van den Bogaerde pronounced his performance in English ‘Terribly inaccurate’; by the Lent term in
         1934 matters had not improved: ‘Promise – in the way of oral work – is always so much better than performance of written work.’
         Half a century after those adjudications he wrote to Norah Smallwood: ‘I should have been educated, really. I might have done
         awfully well …’. Because he was so conscious of his failings, and so often apologised for them, his letters are rendered here
         as he wrote them. Those dots, or ellipses, speckle the text like measles. They were his preferred punctuation; for him it
         was far too much of a chore to work out whether a full-stop, a colon, a semi-colon, a comma or a dash was the most appropriate.
         He also had a tendency to use an initial capital in mid-sentence, sometimes for emphasis; these too are preserved. For practical
         reasons his paragraphing, which varied with the years, has been somewhat formalised, as have the dates on which he wrote,
         except in those cases where he seems to be making a point of them. It is a pity, really, that practicalities also prevent
         reproduction in facsimile, à la Henry Root. As Ann Skinner observed: ‘I think the look of Dirk’s letters is very interesting because they do consist of a stream of thought (rather than consciousness).’
      

      
      Hanging participles, dangling nominatives, split infinitives and other provokers of Fowler’s frowns, were grist to Dirk’s
         mill. The correct use of the apostrophe was as alien to him as Sanskrit; so dont, cant (for cannot), are’nt, were’nt, could’nt
         and should’nt proliferate. As for his spelling … (those dots are catching) … during the transcription process I could have sworn I heard sounds of anguish from the inner workings of sundry
         computers, where the checking programme has been worn to a frazzle: athmosphere, definatly, careing, embarress, hideious,
         excercise, immensley, infinate, shareing, valient, seldome, randome, whome, and many others recur throughout. They have been
         left alone, as have some misspelled names, such as Deitrich, which require no further identification or explanation, and appear
         as they should in the Index. In one or two cases, a word has become so mangled – primitavte – that it is given correctly.
         ‘I’m typing terribly badly this afternoon,’ he groaned in mid-letter to Penelope Mortimer. ‘I am thinking too fast .. and
         thus all the letters on the machine get stuck together or go back to front ilek hist. Sorry.’
      

      
      That his spelling, as opposed to his typing, should have been so bad is odd. Here was a man of wide knowledge and fierce intelligence,
         who made his mark in a profession where the script carries biblical weight. Dirk knew not only how to read scripts with attention
         to every nuance, but also how to amend them and, in one case, write an entire film. By that time he was ten years into a second,
         parallel, career where the drafts for his own books were corrected and returned to him from England by his dedicated typist,
         Sally Betts, before a proof stage, and sometimes bound proof copies, for his further attention. Surely he would have noted
         the basic alterations and stored them away in that receptive brain? Surely from his reading – which became very wide indeed,
         both in the classics and in modern biography, history and fiction – enough would have been absorbed to inform his own deployment
         of words? Surely he could simply have reached for the dictionary on the shelf a few inches away? No; to John Charlton, the patient and
         meticulous editor who worked at Norah Smallwood’s right hand, Dirk admitted: ‘I just “bash” along I fear, and things get left
         behind rather.’ Added to which was a famous impatience; a desire to press on, to finish or to embark on something new; and,
         most probably, a touch of the dyslexia that runs in the family. All contributed to a carelessness for the detail which counts
         for little, if nothing, in speech. If we accept that to read Dirk’s letters is to hear him talk, we should perhaps then ask
         ourselves how often we correct our utterances? In any case, to be exposed to his descriptive passages about the sun setting
         on his terrace in the hills above the Riviera; his startlingly original use of simile and metaphor; and, alas!, the odd droplet
         from his acid tongue about his fellow man – all tend to elicit forgiveness of his offences against strict usage.
      

      
      In the Prologue to A Particular Friendship, composed in 1989, he confesses that while reading the edited letters to ‘Mrs X’ someone (a senior executive at Penguin Books)
         said that for the first time in his life he felt he must vote socialist. ‘My arrogance and politics’, wrote Dirk, ‘apparently “got to him”, although I am as political as a garden
         gnome.’ Nevertheless Dirk decided not to make alterations of that kind because, after two decades of living abroad, he now
         saw himself as one who ‘has had a lot of opinions altered and his life-style greatly changed. I hope for the better.’ Such
         opinions ran counter to a literal interpretation of ‘political correctness’. Those who monitor its present, much wider, meaning
         will probably experience the heebie-jeebies if they happen upon one or two observations in this volume. The very frankness
         which makes Dirk’s writing so compelling might, like that of Philip Larkin and others before him, be his undoing. Even allowing
         for the passage of time – and, more important, the privacy of the medium – we can only wince at some of his asides about the
         blacks, the Asians and the Jews. Yet although he could make a crude generalisation, Dirk was neither truly a racist nor an
         anti-Semite. Despite his frequent use of the words ‘detest’ and ‘loathe’, and his unwillingness to step into a lift with the
         Japanese because of what he had seen and heard in the Far East during the war, he was not full of hate. Yes, he could be waspish,
         cutting, bilious, sometimes cruel. Yes, he was impatient with trivia, and fools were not suffered gladly. Yes, he could be
         hasty to judge: we see, for example, how dramatically his opinion of one of our foremost actresses changed from scorn to admiration
         once they had worked together. Yes, he could offend. But he was no bigot. On the contrary, he was an admirer of the ‘great
         Tolerant’, Voltaire. He had seen too much extreme prejudice to espouse it himself.
      

      
      One further understanding is asked of the reader. At a very rough guess two million of Dirk’s written words were considered
         for this selection. About half a million were transcribed, and, after extensive cutting, some 250,000 remain. An early decision
         was required about whether to allow the longer letters to run, or to pick nuggets. I chose the former, partly because many
         of the ‘highlights’ were used in Dirk Bogarde: The Authorised Biography; more important, because there is an advantage as well as an allure in being able to follow, to listen to, Dirk’s train of
         thought as he flits from one subject to another. Inevitably this course had implications for the number of items which could
         reasonably be included, and in order to prevent an already long book from becoming one of those which are impossible to pick
         up rather than to put down, most of the letters from which I quoted at length in the Life are omitted. That volume, published
         in 2004, was criticised in some quarters as being too heavy to read in bed; but fortunately a paperback edition followed.
         Much, if not all, of the essential background to the correspondence presented here is given in the biography – for example,
         a detailed account of the controversy surrounding Dirk’s portrayal of ‘Boy’ Browning in Richard Attenborough’s film of A Bridge Too Far, and, at a less momentous but more grotesque level, the eye-witness testimony from the late Willis Hall of a hideous lunch
         chez Dirk and Tony at Drummer’s Yard which he attended with Keith Waterhouse. To avoid duplication, therefore, explanatory
         linking passages have been kept to a minimum. Which means that – at the risk of my seeming to indulge in shameless auto-publicity
         – the context of these letters will be most easily understood if a copy of the earlier book is within reach.
      

      
      Finally, the purpose of this volume is to complete a quartet, initiated by Dirk’s Estate, and comprising otherwise the Arena television documentary, ‘The Private Dirk Bogarde’, first broadcast by the BBC on Boxing Day 2001; the authorised Life; and
         the official website, www.dirkbogarde.co.uk, which was launched on what would have been his eighty-sixth birthday in March
         2007. It is not some opportunistic indulgence, but an attempt to give the last word to a formidable communicator; one who
         would receive envelopes addressed to ‘Dirk Bogarde Esq, Legendary British Actor, Chelsea, London, England’, ‘Mr Dirk Bogarde,
         An apartment overlooking trees, A Short Walk from Harrods, London SW1’ and ‘Sir Dirk Bogarde, Author, (who lives) A Short
         Walk from Harrods’. Any response would be courteous, but would bring this epistolary equivalent of the cold-call to an abrupt
         end, and has no place in a distillation devoted almost entirely to the conversations he wished to sustain. Dirk apologised
         for the fact that the one he preserved as A Particular Friendship was ‘edited by myself rather crudely, and unfinished as a book’, adding that collections of letters ‘can be tiresome, and
         monotonous’. I bore those adjectives in mind while preparing this fuller and much further-reaching selection, and hope that
         its readers will agree with John Byrne, the archivist who catalogued Dilys Powell’s papers. He concluded: ‘My impression is
         that Dirk Bogarde was incapable of writing an indifferent letter.’ Or, indeed, of being dull in conversation. Here, if you
         like, is a final chance to eavesdrop.
      

      
      John Coldstream 
West Sussex 2008

   
      
      DRAMATIS PERSONAE

      
      Non-family recipients of Dirk’s more significant correspondence, as featured to a greater or a lesser extent in this volume:

      
      Eileen Atkins – Dirk’s co-star in the BBC production of The Vision (1988), and morale-booster-in-chief when he was at his lowest ebb during Tony Forwood’s final illness and in the aftermath
         of the latter’s death.
      

      
      Hélène Bordes – Former Maître de Conférences at Limoges University, whose study of Dirk’s early autobiographies helped to free him from
         a ‘block’ at a crucial time in his writing career.
      

      
      George Cukor (1899–1983) – Hollywood giant, who rescued two of Dirk’s films, Song Without End and Justine, after mishaps befell their original directors.
      

      
      Roald Dahl (1916–90) – Author and at one time near-neighbour, whose response to the stroke suffered by his wife was depicted powerfully
         in The Patricia Neal Story (1981), starring Dirk and Glenda Jackson.
      

      
      Molly Daubeny – Widow of Sir Peter, the impresario who brought Power Without Glory into the West End in 1947.
      

      
      Alain and Christine de Pauw – Belgian couple who in October 1986 bought from Dirk his beloved Le Haut Clermont, near Grasse.
      

      
      Mary Dodd (née Forwood) – Cousin to Tony Forwood, occasional companion to Dirk and Tony on holidays in the 1950s, and dedicatee of
         Jericho (1992).
      

      
      Rainer Werner Fassbinder (1945–82) – Prolific German director for whom in Despair (1978) Dirk gave what he felt was his finest performance, but whose editing damaged the film.
      

      
      Daphne Fielding (1904–97) – Former wife of the 6th Marquess of Bath (Henry Thynne); met Dirk in July 1956 when her second husband, Xan Fielding,
         was technical adviser on Ill Met by Moonlight. Dedicated her second volume of memoirs, The Nearest Way Home (Eyre & Spottiswoode, 1970), to Dirk.
      

      
      David Frankham – Former BBC Radio employee, who interviewed Dirk in the early 1950s; since then he has lived and worked as an actor in the United States.
      

      
      Bee Gilbert – Photographer, screenwriter and producer, who met Dirk and Tony on location for The Fixer (1969) when she was living with Ian (later Sir Ian) Holm. He is one of the few colleagues who has written at any length about Dirk (Acting My Life, Bantam Press, 2004).
      

      
      Dorothy Gordon (1902–72) – Librarian at Yale University and the ‘Mrs X’ of Dirk’s A Particular Friendship.

      
      Laurence Harbottle – Solicitor to Dirk from the early 1950s until the latter’s death.
      

      
      Olga Horstig-Primuz (1912–2004) – Paris-based agent, who managed some of Dirk’s work in France, notably Providence. They met in late 1954, when her client Brigitte Bardot was cast in Doctor at Sea.

      
      Patricia (Pat) Kavanagh – Literary agent who handled all Dirk’s books and journalism from 1983. Her husband Julian Barnes exchanged views with Dirk on matters horticultural and culinary.
      

      
      Dominique Lambilliotte – Former editor at the Parisian publishing house Editions Fernand Nathan; with her Dirk established the last of his ‘particular
         friendships’.
      

      
      Joseph Losey (1909–84) – Director who worked with Dirk five times: The Sleeping Tiger (1954), The Servant (1963), King and Country (1964), Modesty Blaise (1966) and Accident (1967). His fourth wife, Patricia Tolusso (née Mohan), corresponded with Dirk in her own right.
      

      
      Brian McFarlane – Honorary Associate Professor (in film and literature) at Monash University, Melbourne, who interviewed Dirk for Sixty Voices (British Film Institute, 1992), an ‘oral history’ of the British cinema.
      

      
      Jill Melford – Actress, who met Dirk and Tony in 1962 while on holiday in the South of France with her husband, John Standing, who appeared
         in Hot Enough for June (1964). By helping Dirk after his return from France, she earned the soubriquet ‘Swiss Army Knife’.
      

      
      Penelope Mortimer (1918–99) – Novelist, screenwriter and memoirist, who approached Dirk in 1971 about a possible, unrealised, project with
         Bette Davis. Their intermittent correspondence over the next two decades found Dirk at his most self-revelatory.
      

      
      John Osborne (1929–94) – Playwright, whose lethal autobiographies won favour with Dirk. The two never worked together, but began a somewhat
         eccentric correspondence in the 1990s. Osborne’s fifth wife, Helen (née Dawson; 1939– 2004), also wrote to Dirk.
      

      
      Susan Owens – Cheshire housewife, with whom Dirk corresponded for twenty years.
      

      
      Dilys Powell (1901–95) – Film critic of The Sunday Times from 1939 to 1976. Her contribution to a 1956 BBC radio profile of Dirk led to an occasional correspondence and a strong relationship rare between actor and critic – especially one involving this actor.
      

      
      Nerine Selwood (née Cox) (1921–2003) – Friend, and almost exact contemporary, from Dirk’s teenage years in East Sussex. Her father, Lionel
         Cox, founded the Newick Amateur Dramatic Society, in whose hall Dirk made his theatrical debut in 1938.
      

      
      Ann Skinner – In charge of Continuity on Darling (1965), Modesty Blaise (1966) and
      

      
      Sebastian (1968). One of the few film-unit members with whom Dirk pursued a lasting friendship.
      

      
      Norah Smallwood (1909–84) – Managing Director of Chatto & Windus, whose chance exposure to an edition of The Russell Harty Show in 1974 led to Dirk’s second career, as a writer.
      

      
      Tom Stoppard – Playwright, adapter of Nabokov’s Despair for Fassbinder’s film, and creator of the text for Dirk as narrator at Glyndebourne Festival Opera’s 1993 concert performances
         of Die Lustige Witwe (The Merry Widow).

      
      Bertrand Tavernier – Director of Dirk’s final film, Daddy Nostalgie (These Foolish Things), shot in the South of France in 1989.
      

      
      Kathleen Tynan (1937–95) – Writer, married to the critic, essayist and dramaturg Kenneth Tynan. She met Dirk and Tony in October 1968 while
         working with the photographer Patrick Lichfield on location for Justine.

      
      Luchino Visconti (1906–76) – Director of La caduta degli dei (The Damned) (1970) and Morte a Venezia (Death in Venice) (1971). For Dirk he was ‘The Emperor’, while Losey was ‘The King’ and Tavernier ‘The Genius’.
      

      
      Members of Dirk’s family who appear variously as featured players, in walk-on roles, or in passing mentions:

      
      Ulric and Margaret (née Niven) Van den Bogaerde – parents
      

      
      Elizabeth Goodings (née Van den Bogaerde) – sister
      

      
      Gareth and Lucilla (née Dilke) Van den Bogaerde – brother and sister-in-law
      

      
      Mark and Judy (née Roberts) Goodings – nephew and niece-by-marriage
      

      
      Brock and Kim (née Barker) Van den Bogaerde – nephew and niece-by-marriage
      

      
      Rupert Van den Bogaerde – nephew
      

      
      Ulric Van den Bogaerde – nephew
      

      
      Alice Van den Bogaerde – niece
      

      
      Forrest McClellan – cousin, nephew to Margaret
      

   
      
      NICKNAMES

      
      The Atts – Richard and Sheila Attenborough
      

      
      Boaty – Alice Lee Boatwright

      
      Coz; Fat Friend – Tony Forwood

      
      Fatso – Richard Burton et al.

      
      Frankenstein – John Frankenheimer

      
      (Mrs) Glum – Eileen Atkins

      
      The Hippo Pool – Dirk’s ‘swimming-pool’ at Clermont

      
      HRH; Millionair – Ian Holm

      
      Lady; Ladie – Successive domestic helps in both France and London

      
      Lally – Ellen Holt (née Searle)

      
      Lordie – Patrick Lichfield

      
      Lu; (Auntie) LuLu; Tide – Elizabeth Goodings (née Van den Bogaerde)

      
      Maud(e) – Jill Melford

      
      Mrs X – Dorothy Gordon

      
      Oscar’s – The Cadogan Hotel, Chelsea

      
      Plank (1); Planche; Mme de la Planche – Hélène Bordes

      
      Plank (2) – Nicholas Shakespeare

      
      Schles – John Schlesinger

      
      Sno, Snowball, Snowflake – Bee Gilbert

      
      Ully – Ulric Van den Bogaerde (Dirk’s father)

   
      
      SELECTED REFERENCES

      
      BOOKS BY DIRK BOGARDE

      
      A Postillion Struck by Lightning (Chatto & Windus, 1977; Phoenix paperback, 2006)
      

      
      Snakes and Ladders (Chatto & Windus, 1978; Phoenix paperback, 2006)
      

      
      A Gentle Occupation* (Chatto & Windus, 1980)
      

      
      Voices in the Garden* (Chatto & Windus, 1981)
      

      
      An Orderly Man (Chatto & Windus, 1983)
      

      
      West of Sunset *(Allen Lane, 1984)
      

      
      Backcloth (Viking, 1986)
      

      
      A Particular Friendship (Viking, 1989)
      

      
      Jericho* (Viking, 1992)
      

      
      Great Meadow (Viking, 1992)
      

      
      A Short Walk from Harrods (Viking, 1993)
      

      
      A Period of Adjustment* (Viking, 1994)
      

      
      Cleared for Take-Off (Viking, 1995)
      

      
      Closing Ranks* (Viking, 1997)
      

      
      For the Time Being: Collected Journalism (Viking, 1998)
      

      
      *Novels

      
      BOOKS ON DIRK BOGARDE

      
      Dirk Bogarde: The Authorised Biography by John Coldstream (Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 2004; Phoenix paperback, 2005)
      

      
      Dirk Bogarde: Rank Outsider by Sheridan Morley (Bloomsbury, 1996; updated paperback, 1999)
      

      
      Dirk Bogarde: The Complete Career Illustrated by Robert Tanitch (Ebury Press, 1988)
      

      
      The Films of Dirk Bogarde by Margaret Hinxman and Susan d’Arcy (Literary Services & Production, 1974)
      

      
      OFFICIAL WEBSITE OF THE DIRK BOGARDE ESTATE

      
      www.dirkbogarde.co.uk

   
      
      CHRONOLOGY

      
      
      
      
         
         
         
         
            
            	
1920
            
            
            	7 January – Marriage of Ulric Van den Bogaerde and Margaret Niven
            
         

         
         
            
            	1921
            
            	28 March – Born Derek Niven Van den Bogaerde, in West Hampstead
            
         

         
         
            
            	1924
            
            	2 April – Elizabeth Van den Bogaerde (sister) born
            
         

         
         
            
            	1931–4
            
            	Attends University College School, Hampstead
            
         

         
         
            
            	1931–3
	Family rents cottage for holidays at Lullington, East Sussex
            
         

         
         
            
            	1933
            
            	19 July – Gareth Van den Bogaerde (brother) born
            
         

         
         
            	1934–7
            
            	Attends Allan Glen’s School, Glasgow
            
         

         
         
            	1938–9
            
            	Attends Chelsea School of Art
            
         

         
         
            	1938
            
            	Makes stage debut in Alf ’s Button for Newick Amateur Dramatic Society
            
            
         

         
         
            	1939
            
            	Auditions for Old Vic School; makes screen debut as extra in Come On George!

            
         

         
         
            
            	1940
            
            	Makes London stage debut in When We Are Married at Q Theatre; West End debut in Cornelius (Westminster Theatre) June–Dec: member of repertory company at The Playhouse, Amersham Meets Anthony Forwood (b. 3 October
               1915)
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1941
            
            	 Diversion No. 2 (Wyndham’s Theatre) Enlisted into Royal Corps of Signals as Signalman 2371461
            



            
            	1943
            
            	Commissioned as 2nd Lieutenant into Queen’s Royal Regiment
            
         

         
         
            	1944
            
            	Appointed Intelligence Officer, 21 Army Group (Army Photographic Interpretation Section); seconded to 39 Wing, Royal Canadian
               Air Force for liberation of Europe
            
            
         

         
         
            	1945
            
            	Appointed Temporary Captain; exhibits paintings and drawings at the Batsford Gallery; posted to India with RAF; posted to
               Java
            
            
         

         
         
            	1946
            
            	Edits forces newspaper, The Fighting Cock; demobilised
            
            
         

         
         
            	1947
            
            	Makes television debut in Rope; plays Cliff in Power Without Glory at New Lindsey Theatre and in West End (Fortune Theatre); signs contract with Rank Organisation; first speaking role in Dancing with Crime; makes screen debut ‘above the title’ in Esther Waters (released 1948); rents 44 Chester Row, Belgravia
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	
1948
            
            
            	Makes Quartet (‘The Alien Corn’), Once a Jolly Swagman and Dear Mr Prohack 
For Better, For Worse (Q Theatre)
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1949
            
            	Makes Boys in Brown, The Blue Lamp and So Long at the Fair 
Foxhole in the Parlor (New Lindsey Theatre) and Sleep on My Shoulder (Q) 
Buys Bendrose House, Amersham, from Forwood family
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1950
            
            	 The Shaughraun (Bedford Theatre) and Point of Departure (Duke of York’s) 
Makes The Woman in Question and Blackmailed

            
         

         
         
            
            	1951
            
            	Makes Hunted and Penny Princess

            
         

         
         
            
            	1952
            
            	 The Vortex (Lyric Hammersmith) 
Makes The Gentle Gunman, Appointment in London and Desperate Moment

            
         

         
         
            
            	1953
            
            	Makes They Who Dare and Doctor in the House

            
         

         
         
            
            	1954
            
            	Buys Beel House, Amersham 
Makes The Sleeping Tiger, For Better, For Worse, The Sea Shall Not Have Them and Simba; (26 March) Doctor in the House released
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1955
            
            	Makes Doctor at Sea and Cast a Dark Shadow 
Returns to the stage in Summertime (Apollo)
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1956
            
            	Makes The Spanish Gardener, Ill Met by Moonlight and Doctor at Large

            
         

         
         
            
            	1957
            
            	Makes Campbell’s Kingdom and A Tale of Two Cities

            
         

         
         
            
            	1958
            
            	Makes The Wind Cannot Read and The Doctor’s Dilemma 
Final stage appearance, in Jezebel (Oxford Playhouse and Theatre Royal Brighton)
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1959
            
            	Makes Libel, Song Without End and The Angel Wore Red (La sposa bella)
            
            
         

         
         
            	1960
            
            	Makes The Singer Not the Song; Lyrics for Lovers (LP) released 
Buys Drummer’s Yard, near Beaconsfield
            
         

         
         
            
            	1961
            
            	Makes Victim (playing Melville Farr) and HMS Defiant; leaves Rank
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1962
            
            	Variety Club film actor of the year for 1961 
Makes The Password Is Courage, We Joined the Navy (cameo), I Could Go On Singing and The Mind Benders 
Buys Nore Farm, near Godalming
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1963
            
            	Makes The Servant, Doctor in Distress and Hot Enough for June

            
         

         
         
            
            	1964
            
            	Variety Club Award for The Servant 
Makes King and Country, The High Bright Sun and Darling

            
         

         
         
            
            	1965
            
            	Makes Modesty Blaise

            
         

         
         
            
            	1966
            
            	Buys Adam’s Farm, near Crowborough 
British Film Academy Award for Darling 
Makes Accident and Our Mother’s House

            
         

         
         
            
            	1967
            
            	Makes Sebastian and The Fixer

            
         

         
         
            
            	1968
            
            	Makes Oh! What a Lovely War (cameo), The Damned (La caduta degli dei ) and Justine

            
         

         
         
            
            	
1969
            
            
            	1 March – Leaves the UK for Italy; leases Villa Berti, Labaro, near Rome
            



            	1970
            
            	Buys Le Haut Clermont, Châteauneuf de Grasse Makes Death in Venice (Morte a Venezia)
            
            
         

         
         
            	1971
            
            	Fiftieth birthday
            
         

         
         
            	1972
            
            	Makes The Serpent

            
         

         
         
            
            	1973
            
            	Makes The Night Porter (Il portiere di notte)

            
         

         
         
            
            	1975
            
            	Makes Permission to Kill

            
         

         
         
            
            	1976
            
            	Makes Providence and A Bridge Too Far

            
         

         
         
            
            	1977
            
            	24 March A Postillion Struck by Lightning published 
Makes Despair

            
         

         
         
            
            	1978
            
            	
Snakes and Ladders published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1980
            
            	 A Gentle Occupation published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1981
            
            	Makes The Patricia Neal Story 
Voices in the Garden published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1982
            
            	Appointed Chevalier dans l’Ordre des Arts et des Lettres
            
         

         
         
            	1983
            
            	 An Orderly Man published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1984
            
            	 West of Sunset published 
President of Cannes Film Festival jury
            
            
         

         
         
            	1985
            
            	Hon. D.Litt., University of St Andrews
            
         

         
         
            	1986
            
            	Makes May We Borrow Your Husband? (also debut as scriptwriter) 
Backcloth published 
Sells Le Haut Clermont
            
            
         

         
         
            	1987
            
            	Returns to UK; rents 15 Moore Street, Chelsea 
Makes The Vision (BBC TV) 
Awarded BFI Fellowship 
Buys Queen Anne House, Dukes Lane, Kensington
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1988
            
            	18 May – Anthony Forwood dies 
Honoured by BAFTA 
Moves to 2 Cadogan Gardens, Chelsea
            
         

         
         
            	1989
            
            	 A Particular Friendship published 
Returns to Provence to make Daddy Nostalgie (These Foolish Things)

            
         

         
         
            	1990
            
            	Promoted to Commandeur dans l’Ordre des Arts et des Lettres
            
         

         
         
            	1992
            
            	Knighthood conferred 
Jericho and Great Meadow published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1993
            
            	Hon. D.Litt., University of Sussex 
A Short Walk from Harrods published
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1994
            
            	 A Period of Adjustment published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1995
            
            	 Cleared for Take-Off published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1996
            
            	Has stroke following operation
            
         

         
         
            	1997
            
            	 Closing Ranks published
            
            
         

         
         
            	1998
            
            	 For the Time Being published
            
            
         

         
         
            
            	1999
            
            	8 May – Dies suddenly but peacefully at home in Chelsea
            
         

         
         
         
      

   
      
      EDITOR’S NOTE

      
      As explained in the Introduction, these letters are reproduced faithfully and at length, apart from cuts made for reasons
         of repetition, unfathomable sense, acute sensibility and actionable defamation. In the main, Dirk’s abuses of syntax and punctuation,
         and his misspelling – as opposed to patent mistyping – are preserved. One or two ruffles, such as stray full-stops within
         bracketed asides and the inconsistent use of inverted commas, have been ironed out. Proper names which he has given wrongly
         are usually corrected either in the footnotes or in the Index. None the less, the reader’s indulgence throughout is craved.
      

   
      
      I

      
      THE CONTINENTAL YEARS

      
      In 1961, after fourteen years with the Rank Organisation, Dirk had severed his contractual ties and begun a brief period of
            challenging and artistically satisfying work, notably with Joseph Losey. By the late 1960s, however, such opportunities were
            scarce. A call from Luchino Visconti for Dirk to co-star in The Damned helped to convince him that his destiny lay in Europe. So, on 1 March 1969, he and Tony left England for the Continent and
            an uncertain future. Ten days later they moved into a rented house in the village of Labaro on the outskirts of Rome. They
            were joined by the Spanish couple who had looked after them latterly in Sussex, Eduardo and Antonia Boluda. From now on, Dirk
            had no secretarial help.

      
      The following is the only letter from Dirk to Dorothy Gordon that is known to have survived. It was typed on his favourite
            machine, an Adler. A comparison with the version on pages 170–73 of A Particular Friendship indicates how substantially he edited and revised the ‘Mrs X’ correspondence for publication.

      
      
         
         
            
            	To Dorothy Gordon
            
            	
Villa Berti 
18 March 1969

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      You will have to excuse the paper and all the rest .... I am not nearly sorted out enough to write a letter at all!

      
      Everything is very Italian .... not enough blankets: two pitiful table lamps, a few tin knives and forks and some ashtrays
         stolen at various times from different Roman resturants .... the matresses covered in pee stains (it was leased for a year
         to an American family in the Embassy with six children .. maybe that accounts for the muck left behind).
      

      
      However, it is about twelve kilometers from Rome .. on a hill with lovely views over the city dump and the neighbouring villages
         which are now really suburbs of Rome .... but the mountains are there still .... and the Pines smell devine, the Mimosa is
         tossing great golden rain over the violets … real Parm[a]s, with a scent in the rain like nothing on earth .... there is a
         pool … and I sleep in a small fourposter with Bloomingdales stamped on the back! The Widow who owns the place loved America so much that she bought all her wall paper and curtain stuff from Maceys or Korvett … and
         the Colonial Furniture from Bloomingdales .... only the matresses alas, come from Rome. Wire frames with a thin straw sack.
      

      
      [image: image]

      
      Eduardo and Antonia arrived pale and tired from Valencia on Friday, and we all hastened home .... the dog I have adopted from
         a local peasant, has a broken leg, naturally, and copious worms, naturally … I’d fed him well before leaving for the airport
         … and the result of my lavishness was apparent in the air the moment the door was opened … and even more apparent underfoot!
         A good omen? I was scurrying about with shovels and earth and retching all over the garden for an hour … he is still with
         us, needless to say, but under strict supervision … and later I’ll take him into Rome and have the leg re-set and the worms
         abated … meanwhile he sits with me constantly .. with great brown eyes .. and a golden coat .. a cross between a Whippet
         and a hound .... God knows what. Named Labbo .... after the village!
      

      
      After great heart searching, Candy1 will not arrive in Italy. My sister and her family of kids have tumbled in love .. and no one seems sure enough for me that she would
         survive the journey in a crate at her age .. 9 … what is the possible pleasure of killing her off for my benifit? If she
         is happy and well where she is, and she is, and if she is deeply loved and spoiled, which she is, then it is kinder to her
         to remain in England … also .. if she did come out here and for some reason or another I had to go back to England, she could not … without six months in quarentine.
      

      
      So … our minds are all made up and there she stays .... Antonia blanched a little … but has finally understood that it is kinder
         and wiser. And after all she has Labbo … and he does bark … Antonia is terrified, terrified, of the Mafia. As far as she is concerned they lurk under every cypress … in every
         oleander … on every balcony … and they wait solely to get HER! .... maybe they do …I’m not that brave myself.
      

      
      What idiots we are .. not a word of Italian and running a not too small house. The Supermarket is fun … I have never been
         able to visit one freely before … now I take my list in one hand and a trolly in the other and wander among the rest of the
         perplexed ‘housewives’ studying prices and the freshness of the artichokes .... astonishing piles of things are bundled into
         the car … detergents … Tide … Candles … cutting board … brush for hearth … four colored cups … dog biscuits … carrots and black
         olives … six toilet rolls .... cheese and four dozen eggs … Martell … and a feather duster.
      

      
      Really crazy, but fun .. except that I am living, for the first time in my life almost, on a limited capital with absolutely
         no income .... as a British citizen I am not allowed any foreign posessions of any sort .. and anything earned here goes
         straight to the Bank of E. Bugger it. It was only because the Italian Government ‘froze’ half my salary here that we are sitting
         up on the hill in Villa Berti … and god knows how long that will last .... Candles burn … Toilet rolls roll … eggs become ommletts
         … only the four colored cups MAY survive.
      

      
      Adler is very battered about, poor love … he’s been all over and looks a bit worn and weary … but he is happy at last to be
         on a desk again … I had to rent the damn thing .. the desk: and side tables and arm chairs, and chests of drawers … what on
         earth do the Italians do with their knickers and shirts and things I wonder.
      

      
      The people at Adams, I hear from my gardener who still works there for them, are very happy, very ambitious and very rich
         … the gardens are going to look like Botanical ones from what I can gather … and the whole house is being re decorated by
         one of the swankest firms in London … he had nearly all my furniture photographed and COPIED! Can you imagine anything so
         Bizzar .. Fred, the gardener, says that except for minor details the whole place is almost exactly as it was .... it must
         have cost him thousands, silly sod. However the house is being loved again, thats the main thing … and after all one only
         leases happiness … one cant buy or keep it for ever … thats not allowed, I have found out ..... and my three or four years
         at Adams were marvellous … and strangely enough the death of Ricci1 rather started a little curtain to fall. Enough was enough .... as I told you, it would have been sad to have had Adams haunted
         … and had I stayed there there is no question [but] that it would have been.
      

      
      The sun this morning is high and the sky blue … Antonia is on her knees in the hall washing tiles … Eduardo is doing the windows
         and our Gardener, Tonino, a sort of gnome like fellow who plants celery, peas and lettuce with the abandon of a drunken God
         … Tonino is tying up some of the vines which tumbled in the torrential rain of last week.… I have moved on to another page
         and this will make the letter heavy … I must try and get some airmail paper in Rome … how does one ask for it I wonder? How
         does one ask for Worm Powder too?
      

      
      What a lot of problems to face .. and to follow … now Antonia has moved in here and is washing literally round my feet …
         I think she will be dead in a week at the way she[’s] working .... oh dear!
      

      
      The Widow Berti has arrived in a mink and sunglasses and rinsed hair and is doing the inventory with a pale faced madonna
         holding a note book and pencil … I cant check myself, as everything is in rapid Italian … suppose a jug has a crack on the
         lip … do they say so … or will I be charged when I leave? If there is a cigarette burn on the oak table in the hall is it
         mine or the late Mr Ryans? What to do … what to do … I think what to do is not to be a bloody fool at my age and trip off
         into the unknown as if I were a boyscout or someone intent on tracing the source of the Blue Nile .... which is what I feel
         like I am doing. No: that is horrid american grammer: which is what I Feel I am doing …
      

      
      Tomorrow is a National Holiday we discovered from the postman … so now to the village to get more bread, great round lumps
         with glorious crusts, pommadoros1 … cheese and vino.…
      

      
      Among the bits and pieces left behind by the Ryans is a great pile of books … all of them dated about 1935 when Maureen Ryan
         signed her scrawley name on every flyleaf .. among a bewilderingly catholic aray of books I have found a few to read myself!
      

      
      ‘Little Women’ … ‘How To Landscape Your Home’ by Malkin … ‘The American Twins of 1812’ by Lucy Fitch Perkins ..... ‘Adventures
         With A Lamp’ by Ruth Louise Partridge. Bet you aint got that set in your little library with the stone and ivy!!
      

      
      My favourite one really is simply called ‘You Must Relax’ … in its third edition by Machonichie ..... but I did find Leahmans2 ‘The Weather In The Streets’ which I have long adored, and something called ‘Fall Of Valour’ which was an unlikely choice
         for this library but interesting … also some Dickens and Trollop and a few modern novels which will be fine in the sun under
         the olives by the pool .... what I should be doing is reading my Italian grammer … or even the dictionary. But I dont think
         that I’ll ever lick it … it is a fearfully ‘Grammery’ language .... I find English really almost as much as I can bear to learn .... But now I must get on with the rest
         of the jobs … and this must be your ‘ration’ for a little while … I really am so terribly tired: it seems so silly … but I
         really have been on the hop since Budapest1 … and think how many things have happened to us both since then.
      

      
      Is’nt it madenning … I have’nt one single photograph of Adams .. inside or out .. I suppose it is just as well … what is
         over is the past. and Nostalgia is a dangerous thing really.…
      

      
      My love to you … excuse the mistake and corrections .. and the nasty paper … and don’t get too grumpy with me … I do my best!
      

      
      Love D.

      
      To Joseph Losey

      
      [image: image]

      
      I had just written you a letter, and went down into the village to buy some bread and a pot to put geraniums in, when I passed
         the postman in his little 500. We stopped and he gave me your letter of the 19th .. and saved himself a journey up the hill.
      

      
      We have just about settled down .. the dust is settled anyway … and the villa, which is not a St Simieon .. or whatever the place is called that Hearst had in Calif
         … is really a bit pretty … it is well built … on a hill among olives and pines and mimosa … overlooking all the slums of Rome
         and the rubbish tips of Labaro and Porta Prima2 … but somehow living actually IN the place is better than those awful no-living places on the Appia Antica … we are actually
         residents of the Commune da Roma, and we are finding it rather nice, thank you very much.
      

      
      The blinding fact that none of us, Antonia and Eduardo or Tote or me (natch, me) can say more than ‘Good Morning’ or ‘Thank
         you’ or sometimes if put to it ‘How much does this bolt of muslin cost?’ does tend somewhat to delay matters … but whatever
         else the Italian is, he is, anyway in the working class areas, or in the villages, amused, concerned, and patient as long
         as one is not a Yankee … whome for some reason they dont seem to care for … I suppose they have had a belt of Frankenheimer
         once.
      

      
      We have so far managed to register with the police, cope with the Central Heating (Jokey at best, scalding at worst) buy all
         our grub in supermarkets and deal with our gardener Antonino, who is as bent and sturdy as an Olive tree, as enduring and
         as incomprehensible .... but he is planting beans and garlic and lettuce and peas and radish and chick peas and Dhalias and
         pruning the vines … and tells me that we must ‘Tread’ the grapes in October … we can actually make our own wine from our own
         vines … or am I being a little too A-Tree-Grows-In-Brooklynish?
      

      
      Most days, if we dont go to the supermarket which is cheating because all the names and prices are written up for you ....
         we go to the stalls in Porta Prima and stagger back with wondrous bunches of artichokes, of parsley, of Broccoli … and the
         first of the broad beans .. small as the nail of your little finger and as tender as a virgin nipple! [ … ] Hmmmmm.
      

      
      Anyway, as you might be gathering, so far, so far, no regrets .. as long as the lolly holds out.….

      
      The first night we moved in, T. and I, absolutely alone except for the Rolls and the Simca … we felt a bit bereft! There was
         nothing much in the house … it is a leasing villa, so apart from a bed in each bedroom, and a couple of chairs and a settee
         in the drawing-room, and a few ashtrays stolen from a resturant near Lake Garda … there really was nothing much else ....
         and then a dog with a broken leg and worms came to visit .. and a cat with half a tail … and with them some sort of life entered
         the closed-up feeling .... we lit a timid fire, lighted a candel and eat Libbys Bullybeef with a hunk of bread and a flask
         of Antinori .... and slept trembling together in a nasty little bed from Bloomingdales!! With one blanket! Furnished house
         in the Italian manner you gather ..... However next morning, in torrenting rain, we surveyed our new villa and found it not
         unpromising … we rented some furniture .. tables, chest of drawers, and a couple more chairs .. and for three days we washed
         floors, shoved beds about, humped chests and matresses, washed cupboards, and finally when Eduardo and Antonia arrived from
         Valencia we were on our way to being a household … and then they pitched in, and now the brasses flash .. the floors gleam,
         the kitchen cooks and the sun has come out to bless us … and Tonino is filling the pool … and they have cut off the water
         for two days without telling us ..... and we are going to have a veal stew for supper.
      

      
      And I’m liking it all very much so far.

      
      I am sad about ‘Go Between’1.… I spent a lot of time with Julie2 and did what I could to persuade her to do it … she longs to work with you, and she liked the script .. and she KNOWS that
         she SHOULD do it, but it’s that sodding Warren3 .... and unless you offered him the part of Tom and let him play it bare assed, I cannot think that he’ll let her do it …
         as you say. Mia4 I would think was utterly wrong .. too nurotic and angular and wild-beast-under-the-parlour-table stuff ..... Willie has’nt
         much of a part really … one of the few faults I find with the script are that the parts are so terribly stripped down ... it’s
         rather like painting mahogany wood white and fitting steel wheels to it all .... it’s redolent of ‘Accident’ … ‘heat haze,
         she smiles, sweat runs, he looks, she smiles, heat haze’ ........ it was a little too un-rich for me .... I wanted a little
         more fruit in the pie … and a little custard … I did’nt give a tinkers Gob about anyone … and when it was over I felt that
         a gentle wind had riffled past me .... that a whisper had been whispered … that nothing very much had happened at all ….. except they cut the trees down at the end .... naturally I’m talking nonsense, you know that … but it does, I feel sure,
         need to be a little more developed (I know Harold5 DOESENT develope, dear) to make some of the parts really tempting … however, thats me. And I [am] not much of a judge, except
         I do get worried a bit that Pinter may soon become an adjective.

      and thats that. I’m allowed to talk to you like this because
         I love you almost as much as Patricia .. and know that I can get away with it as long as no one else hears what I say!
      

      
      I am sad that she, incidentally, is still bedded … but that is to be expected I fear … I had eight or ten weeks6 … I forget which .. and then an awful long ‘recovery’ crawling about drinking tonic water and bitters and pretending I was
         enjoying it .... give her my deepest love .. or give her this letter to read if you cant be bothered … and tell her she’ll always
         find a bed, of sorts, at Villa Berti .... but no Candy; she is going to stay with my sister ... it’s kinder and less of a wrench
         for her … that flight is a bit hellish at her age and in freight, in a smallish crate .... so the wormy dog is mine now, and
         a complete life is wiped out except for the clothes in the suitcase and a couple of photographs up on the wall.
      

      
      I long to hear about Paris. Did you have power cuts? Or did you incite the Left Wing to burn down the Chateaux? You are so
         difficult. Like Resnais [ … ] By the way there is some sort of a film7 out last month here, about Galleleo (cant spell it but I can spell CUSACK … whome to my horror plays the gentleman ..) When did that happen? And where were you. I expect
         that you knew all the time .... but I got a shock driving through Popolo and seeing the poster.
      

      
      Secret C.1 is on here … not a bad poster … rather better than the flick actually … but I did’nt see any reviews … how was it in Paris.
         I bet they liked it.
      

      
      I do wish that you could come out for a bit here. Sit under the mimosa and watch the flies buzzing on the rubbish dumps and
         sip a very good Vodka and Pommedora Juice … strangely enough you are someone that I find I constantly miss … and as we really
         have’nt been THAT close all THAT number of years it is strange ..... but I am a loving soul, and there you are.…
      

      
      As soon as your old troglodyte-wife-with-a-yellow-face is getting a little stronger, bundle her up, like in May or June …
         before the heat, and bring her to us .... we would love it beyond endurance, and get tins and tins of beans and pickled onions
         for you.
      

      
      And write to me more fully next time .. dont sign off with a ghastly line like ‘I Have No Idea What Next.’ ...... I felt
         quite weepy, and had another beer and came up here to write to you, tear up the first letter, and get this sent off to cheer
         u.
      

      
      Love and deep affection to you both [ … ]

      
      What a Soppy letter –

      
      Love Dirk –

      
      Dirk had sent a postcard to Losey, blaming for a delay in writing (a) the sun, (b) the ‘dulling’ wine, (c) the daily chores
            and (d) ‘running a rest home for our English Chums, which is fun, expensive, exhausting, & quite lovely when they go!’

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Joseph Losey
            
            	
Villa Berti 
12 August 1969

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Oh! My dearest boy!

      
      What a miserable letter from you today dated the fifth. I really do feel that I should swiftly fly to your side and hit you
         between the eyes. So much self pity! You really are a sod.
      

      
      My card was really not dismal … or I dont remember that it was … I have been and still am, touch wood, supremely happy here.
         I mind not working, of course, but that is by the way.… I wont do what I wont do … and the crap that they have sent me in
         the last few months defies description .... re-makes of ‘Accident’ or of ‘Knife In The Water’ or very often, a terribly ‘Nazi-Hates-Yanks??-Hates-The-World’ kind of crap .....
         so I just sit and POUR beer down my throat at lunch … wine after, and swim and sleep and willingly write to you or anyone who
         writes to me, and enjoy it all! Hugely! I garden a lot … not your idea of joy, I know, but useful therepy … and I read a great
         deal .... and get pissed again in the velvet evenings and shop and market and wander about feeling happy and smug and on holiday
         ...... and really, thats about it! Lots of chums have come to stay … from Bumble1 on the one hand to David Baily and Penelope Tree on the other .... we are a cheap holiday, you must remember, with fifty
         quid and nowhere to go for our chums .... and we are only about fourty minutes from Fregene and the sea … and twenty from
         Piazza del Popolo … and Bologonaise .... if you cant manage Antonias cooking, which is super now that we are all in the Med.
         together!
      

      
      Actually I buy myself large tins of ITALIAN baked beans in the supermarket and eat them from the tin .... constantly. I can
         also manage to get, if I am really very persistant, PICKLED ONIONS. The Farting can be heard at the Catholic church in Prima
         Porta.
      

      
      Jean Smith2 came to stay a week before the Edgartown Rumpus, and I bet that was her last happy holiday .... Gareth has been out … Simone
         and the Trintignants (Yves was still stuck in Paris)3 .... Visconti comes to swim … and, I dont know … it’s all a bit nice really. We shall probably leave, with two cats and the
         dog and Antonia and Eduardo, for Jamacia in December for a few months … unless something smashing happens film wise … which
         I doubt. Visconti has a super idea which I wont tell you, because it’ud make you mad, and we could never get the lolly in
         England [ … ]
      

      
      ‘Justine’ has opened in N.Y. with odd notices … the Studio has obviously panicked and cut hours of it, and it is the one thing
         the critics complain about! More time, rather than less … Anouk is alright I gather, I’m ‘overwhelming’ (When have I not been)
         [Michael] York survives .. (well: time will tell) … Anna Karina is ‘Charming’ .... the film is very distinguished, and the
         notices for Cukor are super, thank God .... but the picture has been destroyed by the Zanuck-Berman set up ...... The N.Y.
         Times is superly good.… I await the rest with bated breath … although 270,000 dollars still makes me feel warm, it aint the
         same as ‘King And Country’ for tuppence and three weeks … however you have learned that little truth, I’ll bet.
      

      
      ‘Gotterdammerung’ [The Damned], the Visconti thing, is staggering … it is far too long … by about almost half an hour … but where to cut! The picture
         is tilted towards the boy1 … but then he did that with Delon2 … one understands … but the sheer spectacle … the detail … the splendour of the high opera acting … is unforgettable. It is
         not something that an American Audience in the Bahamas will readily cope with … Brian Forbes might well be ill, after all
         he was running ‘Chaillot’3 (Pronounced; SHY-O O T.) According to the handouts … at the same place, and I am sure they will all love that. But, Goodness! The camera work … the playing … the whole horror and beastliness of Germany in ’33 is before you.… I
         would think you have seen the various spreads on the film in ‘The Sunday Times’ thing: and in Stern and various European papers
         … it IS obscene, if cruelty is obscene, it is perverted, if fucking your mother is perversion, it IS unrelenting in its castigation
         of the People in Berlin and the Krupps and Thyssssins in general … (I have to use too many letters to explain my dislike)
         and it wont make a sodding penny. Unless Warners cut it, and play it all for the Queer element, the incest and the tarts …
         not to mention the hero dressed as Marlene singing ‘Ein richtiger Manne’.
      

      
      Thats not me dear.

      
      I really think that the most successful thing I have done in ten years or more is a one minute bit in ‘Oh! What a Lovely War’4 … which gets applauded every time. Now why? What was wrong with three hours in ‘Accident’ or two in ‘The Servant’ ..... are’nt people funny.
      

      
      I have written a long recollection of Asquith5 .... I was asked to, and was unable to refuse because I did know him well .. and was tremendously grateful, apart from other
         considerations, to him … and suddenly I remembered ‘Go Between’ .... When do you start? In spring, I hope. How is Mr [Robert]
         Shaw? Unhappy I hope. But doubt. The first time I ever met him was on a film of Asquiths, oddly enough, ‘Libel’ .. he had
         three lines as a Press Photographer … rather too many I thought at the time. But he was awfully worried about the tilt of
         his hat … and if his mackintosh was too short, or long, I forget which, it was a fearful bore anyway … and we nearly recast.
         Is’nt life odd again ..... and there goes the professional Welshman, Mr Baker Burton (!) – Freudian slip – [Stanley] Baker
         for Burton – both as tiresome as each other – being so tactless that I rather think he’s lost his Knighthood .... tactless
         just before the Investiture thing6 … in ‘Life’ Magazine ..... ‘I am a patriotic Welshman and I care about our language … they cannot foist a foreign prince on
         our country.’
      

      
      It’s all cock anyway, but have you ever heard such rubbish? ‘OUR’ country .. when has he ever done more for it than cheer a Rugby Game or send a donation to Aberfan .... what Taxes has that little fellow
         with his Mammy-Wife ever paid, I’d like to know …
      

      
      I better stop … the white wine has released far too much.

      
      I hope you and Lady Patricia realise that this letter is written in a temperature of untold degrees, and only written for
         your amusement ..... probably better than the script you are shooting … but dont take it heavily and seriously .... You cant,
         can you, with my awful spelling.
      

      
      Now what else. Rossella [Falk] is coming to supper this evening … we will give her fishcakes and beans. This, she thinks,
         is English Dinner … and tells her friends … Did I tell you we sat through THREE HOURS of ‘Hedda Gabbler’ with Miss Falk playing
         Hedda? A long bumsearing evening, but she really was’nt bad … a pretentious production, and I only understood one word the
         whole night .. ‘Certo.’
      

      
      Which does’nt get you far.

      
      Not with Ibsen in Italian, it does’nt.

      
      It would be lovely if you could come to us for your holiday … on the other hand it is possible that we could get to you in
         Sardeginia .... if I can leave the staff and house for some time .... but we dont have a lot of spare cash … lira but not
         francs … so the Colombe [d’Or] is dicey .... we were going up to stay with Simone [Signoret], but really .... I have a pool
         here, and my bar bills are far less expensive .... anyway: lets see. Keep me informed of your lobster-like movements and we’ll
         do all we can to meet you .... but not until after September 18th. We are, as they say, booked ‘solide’ with expatriats until
         about then .... and just remember what I said … I can get baked beans here … fresh from the tin. (Chilled they’ll give you
         a hard.) And if we try we can wrastle up some onions … Antonia cooks like a dream on charcoal … and the wine spills down from
         the vine … actually you could both come and do a little pressing! We start to gather about mid September ...... gather the
         grapes I mean .... so, anyway [ … ] keep us informed.
      

      
      Dont be too sad and depressed … this might be the best film you ever did .... and if it aint stop whining and think of the lolly!
         I hear that you have bought ‘next door’ in Chelsea! Goodness … what expansion … and here I am wondering if I can get a small
         Monastary in Tuscany … I can too, but they are huge. Want to come and see?
      

      
      My devoted love to you both … T. sends his, I know, but he is the new possesor of a super BMW 2800, white and black and terribly
         sexy and far too fucking fast for elderly fellows like me – and he’s washing it –
      

      
      I love you … and miss you … but thats your fault!

      
      Warmest wishes to you both and much happiness.

      
      Dirk

      
      I have reached the end of this letter without any idea WHATSOEVER of your address. You dont put one and Patricia sends nervous postcards from airports with ‘Tuesday’ written on them. Would Tuesday,
         South Spain, reach you. I doubt it … I’ll have to dial Robin.1 What fun. Actually we CAN dial direct to London … but so can everyone else ..... so one never gets through. D –
      

      
      
         
         
         
         
            
            	
To Joseph Losey 
(Postcard)

            
            	
Villa Berti 
16 October 1969

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Your letter made me feel sad! I’m fine! I have a film with Visconti in March. One with Resnais in June – & we are off to Tuscany
         to look at a house tomorrow. Life is’nt all that bad, Joe. It can, actually, be fun if you try! My love to you both – as ever. D.
      

      
      Luchino Visconti had asked Dirk to play Gustav von Aschenbach in Death in Venice. While waiting for production to start, Dirk had found, and begun the procedure to buy, Le Haut Clermont, a former farmhouse
            at Châteauneuf de Grasse.

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Ann Skinner
            
            	
Villa Berti 
15 January 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Dearest Beloved AS.

      
      What a smashing letter from N.Y. And it only took four days to get here! Quite a record considering that I am still getting
         Christmas Cards dated December 18th from places like Haywards Heath and Cowfold!
      

      
      I am so happy that you liked ‘Gotterdammerung’ … (I cant bring myself to use the American title.) .... the blood and sweat and tears
         were terrible … and even though the old sod cut me to buggery in order to give the Boy more screen time … I am proud as proud
         that I am in it.
      

      
      Is’nt it super too … that both ‘Lovely War’ and ‘Damned’ are on the N.Y. critics list of ten best! I mean thats a pretty good
         acheivement even if the customers dont call. Which in the case of the Visconti I am delighted to tell you that they do. Or
         are. And even in Italy we have started to make our Profits! And now all the battles rage because I have a modest 15% ....
         which I shall never ever see … but I am bloody well going to fight for it somehow.
      

      
      Returning to Viscontiville .... we were not dubbed, except in Italian, but Ingrid [Thulin] re dubbed herself and one other
         actor … Helmut Griem, dubbed himself.… I must confess that the accents did’nt really bother me that much … Visconti used German and English actors because
         he says, and I think he is right, that the Italians are only good singing in opera ..... as you recall from his other films,
         he tries not to use Italians if he can help it! [ … ] fortunatly I persuaded V. to import English actors from London .. and
         not use the Yanks here in Rome who do all the dubbing on every picture and sound exactly as if they were in the American Express
         Office.
      

      
      Now I am sitting in a damp heap of wet, Rome, rain .. waiting to start work with V. on ‘Death In Venice’ … which he has asked
         me to play. I feel a little sick at the idea, with nerves and terror, but long and long to do it .... we start shooting in
         mid March at the Lido in Venice … and then exteriors there. After that I hope, only hope, to be able to move into my new house
         in Grasse what I’v bought myself at a VAST cost!1 It is a small bergerie … (with not enough space.) .. built in 1642 … almost untoutched .. restored by a brilliant young
         painter who presently lives there with six small kids and a Maoist wife! It stands on the slope of a hill among twelve acres
         of giant olives .. and looks right down the plain to the bay of La Napoule. It is sheerest beauty .. and it is half an hour
         from Nice Airport … and thirty minutes from Cannes … and ten from Grasse. No swimming pool! I have to go up next week and
         sign the documents … and then it is mine … but I cant get the fellow out for three months from signiture … on account of his
         smelly little children and Easter … or something .... by which time I’ll be up to me cod piece in Venice .... anyway; I must
         be calm. And you are welcome anytime you care provided that you dont mind sleeping in an olive tree … we wont have a guest
         room for a year!
      

      
      In order to do all this I have had to become a Non Resident of GB. A beastly feeling .... but essential .... and after all
         it really does’nt mean so much … just that I can only stay for 100 days a year for the first four years .... but it does make
         you feel a tichy bit wobbley at first.
      

      
      In the Autum I hope to do a rather super film with Damiani2 … one of the greatest local Directors .... it’s terribly funny and sad.… a sort of ‘Zorba’ with me being a sort of [Alan]
         Bates … but much better! The other gentleman is a tremendous star in Europe … a wild bull of a man called Jean Pierre Volonte3 .... and everyone is very frightened of him … including me .... he has to chuck me in a harbour. And I cant swim. I hope he grows
         to love me. I’ll try to make him.
      

      
      Then … if all that works out I am going into another Visconti! Proust no less! Yippeee! It’s almost as regular as Box and
         Thomas!4 And a fucking sight more fun. Mind you the only thing that is FIRM is D in V. and the house in Grasse .. and that is that. I am not at the moment
         complaining. Do you remember the miseries of ‘Sebastian’ and how I said never again for sheer lolly? And went and gave a smashing
         perf. in ‘Justine’ which no one went to see and which I loathed. So now it’s for what money they can afford to pay me and
         what I can afford to live on and who is the director and what is the part … nothing else matters. I do wish I could work with
         Schles.1 but I dont think he terribly cares for my work .... and I long to work with T. Harvey … and nearly did once … and hope the chance will come again.2 Super that he is settling down in N.Y ..... not so long ago he was a timid and charming little director, floating about in
         the sea in Venice … and I congratulated him on his ‘little’ film .... and he said wistfully .... ‘well … I dont think anything
         will happen for me here … but I am just going to wait, and hope the lolly holds out, until the last day.’ And we all know what
         happened then!3 Is’nt life funny?
      

      
      Remember Lords and the hoses and the first Cont Sheets? .. and Arnoldie4 being devine as ever .... he writes occasionally … I have asked him to come and do D in V [ … ]
      

      
      I must write some more, dull, letters … I mean letters to dull people .... and then go and finish my reading in St Peters …
         doing a rather super two hour documentary for NBC5 with R. Richardson, E. Evans, O Wells and me … reading letters of Bonnie Prince Charlie (I am) and a HUGE chunk of Childe
         Harolde[.] Which unnerves me … 4am in St Peters is an odd hour … but your voice does’nt half sound lovely! All my love and
         from Tote .... Dirk – XXX
      

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Joseph and Patricia Losey
            
            	
Villa Berti 
15 February 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Well … actually we are still here at this Villa, which becomes increasingly miserable as the year goes on … a year ago yesterday
         I left England.6 What a lot happens in such a very comparitavly small time … small, anyway, as one gets older. I loved your two funny-grumpy-slush-and
         students letters! I do think you were DOTTY to go and try and teach the heathens.7 Almost as useless as Aid To Biafra … however I suppose it got you out of the way of the Hickery-Dickery taking place in your house in Chelsea … let
         us hope that you also managed to get some of them on your side in the Students Hall, Man .. like it was for real, man, like
         you could get them to dig you and PINTER at the same time.
      

      
      We have been sort of commuting, Wagon Lits Style, to and from La Colombe for the last three months .... I have bought my house
         near Grasse [ … ] Simone was a bit undecided about the idea that I would become a immigrant, which I have had to do now, and
         buy anything which she would approve … however we did the whole deal by ourselves … (it cost me a fortune … nearly 100,000
         quid) and when I took her over on Thursday all she could say was ‘Ah! C’est vrai! C’est vrai! C’est beau ..’ or Belle … I
         cant remember the gender. I never, for that matter, have.
      

      
      Anyway I am ravished by it … we have a good deal to do .... throwing three large rooms on the ground floor into one … building
         another bathroom … and another kitchen and flat for A. and E. .... we shall not be able to move in untilI have finished with
         Visconti sometime, fingers crossed, in late June .... but the house is paid for, signed and sealed, and I have total posession
         in six weeks … when the builders will move in with the architect.
      

      
      Death In Venice starts April 1st outside the Hotel des Bains on the Lido. Visconti is scouring Stockholm, Warsaw, and Budapest
         for his Tadjio1 .... he has left instructions to have the WHOLE of St Marks re-dressed as it was in 1911 .... we are shooting in Panavision
         which has added millions to the slender budget … I have 18 changes … and we shoot also in the Tyrol and in Munich … because
         the TRUE story of DIV was that Mann, an old friend of Viscontis, was travelling on a train from Venice to Munich in 1910 …
         and in the compartment was a strange being in full slap … desperatly unhappy, his died, dyed, hair streaky .. his false
         eyelashes coming off in his tears. They spoke .... It was Gustave Mahler .. and he had just fallen in hopeless love with a
         child of thirteen in Venice ..... and so from there it went. So, although we are not telling anyone, I am in fact playing Mahler … and look rather like him with the putty nose-job and the rimless Lennon-glasses .... long
         hair … oh! dear I am a sight at the moment … So I rather fear that what my father calls a ‘slender little tale’ will end up
         with fifteen weeks shooting and then some, and so the house must wait … because this comes very much first … although how I
         am going to manage on the piddling little salary I dont know … we are back to OUR days of the Servant again … no lolly and
         everything needed.
      

      
      ‘The Damned’ has been a sort of run-away success here and in the States, and in little old Belgium where it took 800,000 dollars!
         It opens tomorrow in Paris at the Opera, which is right and fitting because that is what it is and how it was concieved, as an opera .. Your chum Roude2 sneaked in and saw it here in Rome and wrote a beastly notice … calling it very Grotesque and silly. (I gather he is Canadien or something) .. may account for
         things … also he saw it in Italian and cant speak it … so what WAS he about .... but, to be fair, I think the vast majority
         of the British Press will think so too .... they wont get it, I’m afraid.
      

      
      Except Maggie Hinxman who spent three days here last week doing an indepth thing on me, get that, for the Telegraph … she
         adored it … and got it’s points … but she did warn that a lot of her colleagues did’nt. We’ll see .... if we ever get a release
         there.
      

      
      [ … ] I hope that we can get into the house in July .. and settle there for a bit until a picture I want to make, very much,
         with Damiani starts … in October … a bit like ‘Zorba’ but MUCH better and without that terrible [Anthony] Quinn. Damiani wrote
         it as well … so thats a bit of a help. If there is’nt a civil war here before then, and there is every chance that there will
         be next summer .... that should keep me busy for a while … anyway until Prousts’ ‘Rememberance Of Things Past’ which V. is signed
         to do in the late spring of ’71 … but now that I have spent me savings I have to get to work … but not doing ‘Doctors’ again!
      

      
      Angela and Robin [Fox] came down to the Colombe with us .. and A. and E. and the dog [ … ] and one day at lunch on the terrace,
         the sun blazing, the mimosa great golden plumes, the almond blossom drifting in the soft wind .. and the doves scattering
         in an arc of blue sky, Antonia said ‘I think this is as near as I will ever get to Heaven.’ which was rather nice [ … ]
      

      
      In Italy, like everywhere else, films are at a terribly low ebb … Laurentis1 is closed and reopens as a Japanese Transistor and telly factory! Paradox … Cinecitta is the only one left that is making
         anything .... and that only has one on the floor right now. But I dont think the really Good stuff will fade away … so long
         as everyone takes fair cuts and shares … your Greedy Guts Chums fairly did for us all, I fear … and the folly of their ways
         washes on to us all … One simply does’nt find greed attractive, without talent at any rate .... still, they were not the only
         ones .. the Zanucks and the rest all helped hard to kill. So now we all have to hang on by our back teeth and start from
         scratch again … a new wind is blowing … one does’nt want to be a dead leaf in a bad winter! Rather a green bud … even at my
         age.
      

      
      [ … ] I’ll take a house in Venice for the duration of the film .... if I can afford to … no Gritty Palaces now! Oh! dear! Oh!
         dear! Where are Box and Thomas and the RICH days? Well; they are making a new Doctor film with someone called Simon Dee .... wow!
      

      
      We, that is you and I, have a week of Losey Bogarde films at the little Everyman2 … how a week I dont know, but I suppose they’ll put ‘Blaise’ on in two halves .... Oddish notices for ‘Birthday Party’3 today … not tremendous … except for Dandy Nicholls and Sydney Tafler … (Rightly, I should think) and other than the new Arthur Shaeffer play,1 not Peter, his brother, which opened on Thursday to the raves of all the world, there is nothing much to tell you ..... the Schaeffer play is called ‘Sluth’ … and I was asked to do it with Keith Baxter
         ..... Quale (Ugh) plays it now.
      

      
      Raining and blowing a gale here … but the violets are out, the blossom is frothing … lunch on the terrace … and four eggs
         from the chickens this afternoon … Tony is downstairs reading a catalogue of French Cookers and I am about to drop into the
         Cognac and Soda …
      

      
      [ … ] Devoted love as ever …

      
      Dirk

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Joseph Losey
            
            	
Villa Berti 
6 March 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      [In red ink] WARNING!

      
      This is supposed to be a funny letter – if you dont think so, ask Josh.
      

      
      Dearest Josieposie.…

      
      Of course you WOULD be distressed by the ‘Telegraph’ bit2 … I knew, the very second I read it .... ‘Watch it! Loseys going to be pissed off about this one.’ Well; I loved it … and approved it, and was terribly pleased to get the coverage .... things on which you did not comment .. like us both trying to work
         for English Films and make them go … seem to have passed over your huge head .... the fact that I did NOT say you were pissed
         out of your mind, and disgusting, the night I walked off the set … and took ALL the blame; you choose to ignore … correctly,
         I suppose .... If one thinks one is God one must behave as God … but I just honestly and calmely, do think that we have done
         all that we can together. I dont, honestly, see how we could work together again ..... we have said all there is to say as
         actor-director ...... and you decided, a while ago, to take another path my dear .. the one with the lolly and the lushness …. I have kept to my rather wobbley one; it has been a bit of a wrench … but, after all, I had the lush one before Our Time,
         with Rank, I suppose .... so now it is refreshing to be free .... and to choose. It is frightning like shit .... but it is honour regained.
      

      
      And remember about D in V .... I know that you have long wanted to make it. You told me until I was blue in the face ....
         but you never asked me to do it .... or offered me the chance, or remotely thought that I even could! Visconti, in May last year, did .... I was
         amazed and thrilled to my marrow .... he gave no excuses or reasons, except to say, in a rather grudging way, that I was ‘like
         a dead pheasant … hanging by the neck, and almost ready to drop.’ the reference being, I hope, that I was RIPE. And also,
         that I do look like Mahler, and that I was ‘one of the most perfect actors in the world today on the screen.’
      

      
      You have never even said that I was more than passably good. To me anyway … And from your interviews and books and all those
         itsy-bitseys you hand out to ‘Isis’ and papers of that ilk … I was lucky to have you. Instead of the other way around, sweetie!!
      

      
      You ARE a naughty fellow … you know, full well that you are deeply loved by me … and that you always will be. No matter what.
         But you are a solitary .... there is no helping you .... you eat love like candy and vomit it straight up again: like a dog.
      

      
      It does’nt matter a scrap as long as your ‘lovers’ are patient, and have a sense, however wild, of humour .... but when you
         say that you are going to California to ‘help Burton’ get his Oscar, as if it were some noble deed ..... something in which
         you felt you should share .... so ‘that my usefulness is not entirely gone.’ Jeasus! What are you doing for the Welsh bastard?
         How can you help him get an Oscar for an indifferent performance that has already, sickeningly, been purchased by Hal Wallis?1 Why lend yourself to that stuff?
      

      
      And something else, Loseyposie … the Old Master … to whome you grudgingly accord the phrase ‘very good’ .... did not do ‘L’Etranger’2 for Greediness … he did’nt want to do the fucking thing at all .... (well, originally) but Mdm Camus put paid to that, and also the loyalty
         of his cheif actor … who pissed off at the last moment to another studio and left him with the alternative of a great and
         loving friend Mastrianni .... who knew that he was wrong .. and HATED the film … but offered to do it a few days before shooting to help Old Master out.
      

      
      No one, least of all Visconti, wants to be reminded of that film … and you know yourself how tiresome writers widows can be.
         Or perhaps you dont?
      

      
      The Mahler story is as old as God. I did’nt mean it to be a revalation to you .. I was just sharing an idea which I personally
         think exciting, simply, I suppose, because I love the Music and know well the story of the man .... however; does’nt matter.
      

      
      Anyway … this is just to put you in the picture about a number of things. You whimper too often, you old sod … and you cant
         expect to pick up lumps of Cartier, and all the rest of the crap, with rotten scripts .. and wheather you like it or not they both were simply AWFUL!
         And dated. So come back to Europe and make a little bit of lovliness for tuppence. And screw the watches and the approbation
         of the Yacht Set. They really do say ‘You are only as good as your last picture.’ Perhaps you’ll be lovely after ‘Landscape’.1

      
      And perhaps Shaw is JUST what you deserve. As far as I remember he only does two things really well .. shout above rain and
         wind and stand with his legs apart.
      

      
      Now. To stop attacking you. We quit this horrid house, a year has been enough, and move to Venice on Wednesday … or to St
         Paul .... dont know which yet … we dont start to shoot at the Hotel des Bains until April 6th .... so I’ll hang around until
         they need me. I went up to Venice last week and rented the Volpi house on the Guidecca .. an acre of garden, and a simple
         house with silence all around .... so we might be there in a week or so.
      

      
      We shoot in Venice all the time .... dreading the start of the Season; naturally Visconti wants the whole of the Piazza dressed
         as it was in 1911 ..... plus the vastly expensive boat .... we’ll see. There are VAST complications ..... not the least of whome
         is one José Ferrar2 who bought the rights years ago; and we all thought he was dead.
      

      
      Not a bit of it … he is in Key Largo alive and well … and spitting shit and hate. And refuses to sign a Quit notice.

      
      So. I may just have to go back to Box and Thomas and be in one of their Doctor Films as a ‘Guest’. That’ll take me down a
         peg or two .... wont it?
      

      
      Wet and cold here … and really hateful.… I have had two months dentistry done in six days and am reeling from novacane and
         the bill .... why does it always happen in a lump I wonder? Misfortune, I mean.
      

      
      [ … ] I have just read through the last two pages, and it seems as if I were hitting the shit out of you. Well: I am in a way … but you know that I am the person who loves you most in all the world, save for Patreeecia .... and I have the
         right, privatly, to say to you what I feel. And it says something that I have bothered to write you all this .... when I have
         a lot of other things to do, like have a drink … walk the dog, and write to James Clark about a BBC Documentary they want
         to make on me doing Mahler.
      

      
      See how rotten I can be?

      
      Incidentally I did ‘This is Your Life’ for Wendy Craig last week ..... I thought I had to after all the filthy things you have said about her in print. So I did a lovely sick-making chat to her about how SUPER
         she was in ‘El Servo’ .... and I must say I was pissing myself at the thought of your poleaxed face, had you heard!
      

      
      [ … ] Tote is off having a wheel changed on the new BMW … which goes much too fast … but does do Rome-Venice in [image: image] hours flat .... and I mean flat.
      

      
      I think that I told you that I took Simone and Yves up to the new house and that they loved it .... which was a relief ....
         I cant wait for April 6th … when I finally get posession, and start shooting on DIV! What timing! Oy! Yoi! Do I ever do it
         well.
      

      
      It is raining like hell … and I really must write a couple more bits .... by the way [ … ] there is an odd little script with
         which I almost fell in love [ … ] you might hate it … it is called ‘Thunder On The Left’ … was written by Christopher Morley
         about twenty five years ago,1 and has been excellently lifted and re-set in England in ’39. By … dont faint, because I nearly did, Victor Lindon, or Lyndon2 ..... for Willie, Vanessa,3 self, Christie, and three or four other smashing parts … it might be too much the same as ‘Go Between’ .... but it is interesting
         to read [ … ] And you dont need to play me .... Stanley [Baker] would do it quite lovely. With a little bit of help from his
         friends.
      

      
      I’m being a bastard I know. But I do love you … and Patreecia and her torn ligaments … if you ever want to speak to me again
         am care of R. Fox.
      

      
      I have never been quite so in limbo before!
      

      
      Dirk –

      
      On 1 April, in preparation for Death in Venice, Dirk and Tony moved into Ca’ Leone on the Giudecca. They made a brief visit to Rome for Dirk’s costume fittings and makeup
            tests.

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Joseph Losey
            
            	
Hotel Hassler, Rome 
18 April 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Sad that my ‘paranoid’ letter caused you such anger – it WAS supposed to be funny (I even printed it red). However – accept, if you care to, my apologies – it is difficult for me to
         offer more.
      

      
      My ‘exile’, as you quaintly call it, was not emotional, but very good business – I am enormously glad to be out of England,
         and I have a glorious house and ten acres of land and as soon as I can get there to live I shall be happier.
      

      
      [ … ] Dont bother keeping this letter, or my dear American nit-wit, the last for ‘whatever posterity’ there might be – I can write ruder things – and funnier! – off to Venice again tomorrow for 3 months
         I hope (rented the Volpi house – super, if sodden) – love to Patricia & apologies for upsetting the bucolic peace of ‘Pink
         Sands’ – !
      

      
      Dirk

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Dilys Powell
            
            	
Ca’ Leone 
Giudecca 140 
Venezia 
May 13th. at 3.05pm –

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      This is Boast Paper ..... but your letter, this morning, has tempted me to write back to you .... as I can neither spell or
         punctuate, or use this sodding little machine you are in for a ‘bumpy read’ … This is the most enchanting little house. Built
         by one of the Volpies for a mistress in about seventeen something, in an acre of garden facing out to sea … it’s on the Other side of the Guidecca .... looking towards an infinity of little islands .. and then the tip of the beastly old Lido.
      

      
      The mistresses all prospered here, I gather, and the last one is the father of the present Count .. a sly looking little
         bastard, judging by a pastel, sadly Stiltoned by damp, which hangs in the saloon. They dont ‘let’ it … but lovely Visconti
         said I was ok and they repainted the kitchen … pulled up the weeds, and let me in at a million Lire a month .... considering
         that I am hardly being paid a million lira a year for the film, I think they were molto generous. Odd people. Volpi made a specific rule that there would be ‘not photography in the house or the garden.’
      

      
      I wonder why we are ALL classed as Burtons … it is a bore sometimes. By the way … incase you panic … this letter is not an
         invitation to a long course in letter exchange. As I oncex (I hate this blasted machine.) told you in a postcard .. ours is
         NOT that sort of friendship … we dont HAVE to write … it is just that sometimes it is pleasant and lovely to ‘touch’ you.
         As you are able, unknowingly, every week to touch me.
      

      
      After our shy luncheon, which you pleaded not to have, but to which you wonderfully ‘gave in’, with your funny plastic umbrella and Claudette Colbert just across the room.…
         I am deeply aware of not ‘pressing’ things … but it is a titchy bit tough when one actually loves a person, to always keep
         distance .... especially when one has to be a very great deal ‘decontracté’ … of which I am well aware.
      

      
      Anyway, the hell with all that.… I have made the point, I hope, clear … Visconti is doing something magical .... we have absolutely
         NO money at all .... Warners are ‘behind’ us, but would have preferd ‘a little girl’, instead of a little boy .... this was
         their own suggestion. They thought it would be more ‘youth oriented’ .. (for Gods sake dont tell anyone.) .. but there it
         is in a nutshell. Now they are bemused, and wonder how to sell a movie about ‘This old fag who digs kiddies.’
      

      
      One has, always, to catch ones breath and clench ones fists, and be nice to them ..... the Yanks I mean … but in ALL degrees
         they are dreadful. And I use the English word ..... one is full of DREAD for them & they are full of dread too – … from Cambodia
         to Kent1 .. to the idiotic values, or non values, which they attach to Mann and ‘DIV’.
      

      
      But in any case we have completely stripped the [Hôtel] des Bains and redone it for 1911 … it is ravishing. To make you blub,
         a bit. Great cartwheel hats, ablaze with ribbon and stuffed birds … persian carpets … brass bowls full of Hydrangias .. (Wrong
         spelling again) tables and basket work chairs … lamps with frilly shades .. palms .... waiters with white gloves .... ‘smokings’
         ... hobble skirts … children with lampshades for hats … The Merry Widow from the Orchestra … the clack of heels on parquet
        .. Nannies, and boys in sailor suits; drinks to be drunk through straws .... suddenly a daring Tango creeping in to the [repertoire]
         … laughter, and idle chatter … the dining room full of white chairs and gilded mirrors … (The original white chairs which
         we found on the local rubbish tip … all two hundred of them.) temps perdue … time recaptured. And odd. Shivers up ones spine when one sinks into a stuffed leather armchair and reads the ‘Times’ of June 11th, 1911 … to see pictures
         of the review at Spithead .. (what a huge Navy we had.) .. and on the opposite page a sad picture of the Prince of Wales
         with his Welsh Gear. What an odd, odd, feeling it is ..... almost … no, not almost, clearly a case of Priestly2 ...... I have been here before .... and in this room … this odd mahogany room with mirrors and art neauveau lamps.
      

      
      And then a blackbird starts singing in the trees outside and the first ultamarine blush of the dawn, about to come, is heralded.

      
      And ‘Viejlia’3 still scrapes on from the Orchestra .. to be followed, as the first blush of dawn hits the billowing curtains, and streaks
         across the floor, by the ‘Blue Danube’.
      

      
      I HAVE gone on a bit ..... but we are working at night at the moment, as you gather … and somehow night adds a timlessness
         to it all … and the women look SO beautiful. So elegant … mincing along on their heels … fans clacking … skirts a shimmer …
         hats brimming … what we have lost. Oh! Dearie me .... not comfortable, I agree, but that has never been a reason for correct behaviour, for elegance … for beauty
         even ..... but how much nicer it was then … just before the sky went dark, and ‘the lamps went out.’
      

      
      This machine is so foul … and my spelling so awful .... that I shall seal the letter with a kiss and clear off to bed for an
         hour or two before I have to trail across to the Lido to be turned into (I hope) a fiftytwo year old Jewish Genius with a
         ‘hang up’ (As Warners call it) on kids. Male.
      

      
      Seriously … I am off to be Aschenbach* .... based as you know on poor, sad, Mahler, who Mann met in a train from Vienna weeping in the compartment, and with a squint
         wig and running mascara ........ and from the stumbled story came DIV.
      

      
      We have gone back to Mahler .... and it is tough.

      
      Now the ribbon has run out – mercifully for you! – excuse, if you can, the utter lack of spelling – and never, ever – use an Olivetti ‘made in Spain’ – they really dont work –
      

      
      My love to you – for ever – as ever —

      
      D.B.

      
      * Actually; Visconti has had me made up as Mann – whome he knew well – So it’s a pretty drearey evening – I look like Lloyd George!
      

      
      After completing his work on the film, Dirk and Tony moved into Le Haut Clermont on 5 August. They were joined by the loyal
            Boludas.

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Luchino Visconti
            
            	
Clermont 
19 September 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      My dear Luchino:

      
      I was tremendously happy to have your note, and the letter which you so kindly enclosed, but distressed to hear that you are
         STILL haveing battles with Warners.
      

      
      What on earth do they want? I suppose we spent too much and now the film is finished they refuse to help with extra expenses
         … well: DONT give in to them easily, they have a marvellous picture and a bargain anyway.
      

      
      I really do loath them … even Mr Katz1 who is quite nice and who I met here in the Colombe d’Or a few weeks ago .... but he said that he thought the picture was
         a ‘Masterpiece’ but that we had spent too much .... I told him that I thought that was perfectly reasonable for a ‘Masterpiece’.
      

      
      My house is almost a home now! It has taken a long time to get settled in .... Poverino2 HATES it because there is no pee-pee to smell, only rabbits and foxes and thyme and laurel ..... one can never please truly common people. He would be much happier back in Prima Porta.
      

      
      Much of my furniture was badly smashed during the journey from London .. and almost all my Meissen china .... however the
         pictures were safe, and look very fine on the white walls.
      

      
      So far we are happy .... and things are going calmly. My Parents are staying with me for two weeks ..... which is rather ghastly
         … and the servants have to go back to Spain next week where the poor girl has to have a (we hope) slight little operation .... so I
         shall be washing the floors myself and cooking … which I hate.
      

      
      It seems incredible to me that the film is over only by a few weeks … I am very nostalgic for it and for Gustav … and always
         for you, and I will never be able to thank you enough, ever, for your marvellous kindness in offering me the Part, and then
         in helping me to do it … I hope that I have done what you wanted. I can only tell you that I did my best from my heart not
         only for myself and Mann .... but for you as indeed I always will.
      

      
      I know that you do not care to read long letters in English … so I’ll finish off. I will come to you in Rome when you need
         me; I MAY start a film here in France at the end of October … but I want to be very sure of the thing first after ‘Death’.
      

      
      Fellini had very indifferent notices1 in London, as you may know, they called him a ‘Conjouror with nothing up his sleeve and too many bad tricks ..’ but most
         of all they were appalled by the terrible dubbing and the voices ..... so do be careful with those dreadful Americans in Death
         .... remember what you once told me .. ‘We have all the guns on us!’.
      

      
      My love and respect to you and my warmest affection always in all ways …

      
      With love

      
      Dirk

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Patricia Losey
            
            	 Clermont 
September 25th. Friday.

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Darling –

      
      It was super to have your long letter … and superer, if that is a word, to know that you have fallen in love (sic) with the
         country.2 However; I feel that a couple of weeks in Febuary there would finally spell the end for Joe! Lonliness is corrupting in the
         real country unless you HAVE to go about the place doing things to keep warm, fed and occupied!
      

      
      I know. I tried it for a long time … however it does teach one tolerance, I found … and peace of mind to a certain extent.

      
      God knows that is what is needed all round these days.
      

      
      We have rid ourselves of my parents after a L O N G two week visit. He was devine as ever pottering about painting, and smelling
         the air, and trying to ‘capture’ Cezannes’ light on paper. But she sat in a heap, with tired legs, rather hating the whole
         thing and most of all me. As usual! I feel it so wretched that she is utterly incapable of enjoying a thing. Except the bar
         of the Colombe and a good flask of wine. And we all know what that leads to.
      

      
      However off they went from Cannes on Monday and on Tuesday the Staff flew off to Valencia. Antonia had found a lump in her
         breast, poor darling, so ..... and we now sit in our bergerie on the hill ‘doing’ for ourselves. I loath it .... and very much
         hope that all goes well with Antonia for her sake as well as my selfish own. Floors to scrub, beds to make, food to prepare,
         eat and wash up .... windows and shutters to lock and open, and the fucking incinerator to relight every morning! However;
         here we are in a beautiful place, where I have always wanted to be, and that should jolly well be enough. And, in truth, it
         is [ … ] We are a bit primitave here … only one loo so queues form in the morning like on airoplanes! The highest single cost
         here at Clermont is the Liquor! As you can imagine there is quite a lot of glug-glugging and it is lovely because the actual
         bottles are cheaper than with you .... and the wine is absurdly cheap … and the beer from Strasbourg cheap and potent. Meat
         is a real sod, and we cannot really afford to have it more than once a week and then in a sort of stew .. which does’nt bother
         me because I dont care for it all that much .... but the local fish, vegetables and things are super and abundant.
      

      
      A pause while we trailed the dustbins down to the end of the lane … Friday is the day …
      

      
      The Film with Visconti was amazing .. frightning and the most exhausting I have ever done in my life … to walk the knife
         edge between a sort of Peter O’-Tool-Chips performance with Granny-Glasses and an elderly ‘twitch’ … and a performance which
         would suggest a pre-senile man of fifty-one walking to his death, because his legs would not very well carry him to the edge
         of the tomb without reluctance … and because he actually could not see without his glasses ...... this was a very different
         thing. I hope that we have done it, otherwise, as Visconti says, ‘We are morto … perqui1 all the guns are at us with this’.
      

      
      I had a letter from him this morning to say that he was just starting to ‘cut’ .... he has been sitting in Ischia in the Palace
         refusing to see anyone from Warners because he feels, rightly I think, that they are all cheats [ … ] I rather think, but
         dont know, that we went over budget by a bit .... we were slated at 1,500,000 and I think we almost made it to two … and anything
         after 1,500,000 was supposed to be covered by V. Personally ..... which I am sure he has refused. It is a bargain picture
         whatever way they try to cut it … and trust the bloody Yids to know that! Excepting Danny A.1 there really are’nt any in the Movies that I would trust round a corner.
      

      
      However … there it is. The film is made .. the agonies … including paying off Jose Ferrer 100,000 dollars to clear off (he
         had half the rights we discovered the day we were to start shooting!) and the worry about the boy2 shooting up feet in days .. and staying up until seven every morning doing the ‘Frug’ or something frightful with the kids
         on the Lido and arriving for shooting with hoops of black under each eye … our ‘pure’ unblemished ‘Canava Marble’ falling
         to dust before our eyes; stuffed with Pot and pea nuts and chewing gum ...... what with all these agonies we made it. And it
         is done. Enough.
      

      
      The boy, like Joe’s Leo,3 was sensational … 15 years old playing 14 .. Swedish .. absolutely extraordinary. We worked together as if he had been in
         the business as long as I .. which is 36 years this June … and he was as utterly professional as Sarah Miles4 is not … I mention no other names … naturally.
      

      
      But the strain was teriffic .... we finished shooting in a plum orchard in Bolzano at noon on August the 2nd .... and drove
         a packed car … (Totes new, super white Maserati) plus dog to Cremona … then to Nice .. and moved in the furniture and Staff
         the day after. Exceptionally tiresome .. especially as the heat was up in the ninties and we had not even seen the house
         really ready for us before then. It is really rather fine. We have done a hell of a lot to it; opened up walls and floors
         and closed doors and windows and generally transformed a stable, workroom and kitchen into a fifty foot room with a great
         terrace and windows out over the whole of the Provence countryside to the sea at La Napoule … We really do rather adore it,
         and keep hoping that God, or the fates, will allow us a little time to stay here .... apart from the always present hazard
         of age and health there should be no real reason why not.… I dont have to work again for twenty years, which will take care
         of me anyway! And I am not all that eager to do so .... Joe and Visconti are terrible spoilers for one .... no one else quite
         hits the same mark.
      

      
      The Resnais script … due to start in January … is extraordinary … a Marienbad about de Sade. Original. Confusing. Brilliant
         and un commercial. We just will have to wait and see if anyone will give us the lolly. I dont mind working for nothing so
         long as the Katzes and the Hymes and the Shinklehubbers cut their salaries! But they bloody well dont! There they all are
         at the Colombe … fat and bulging and spending our profits .. Ugh!
      

      
      [ … ] Otherwise we sit and write and read and garden and play music and shop and eat and wander about hanging pictures and
         dusting books ..... and generally settling in for a Stay.
      

      
      [ … ] The sun is beginning to dip over the big mountain to my left … I have fed the dog … mended a fuse and am now about to
         wander down to watch the workmen finish off my fencing … ten square acres of it … RATHER expensive … but now the chasseurs
         cant just wander in and blast everything that moves to feathers and pulp!
      

      
      My devoted love to you as ever and to Joe … pass him the news you think he’d listen to, and tell him I’m delighted he’s on
         the booze again .. he was a bit of a drag on Tonic and bitters, and I dont suppose a smoke did much difference to him!
      

      
      I’m off for my ‘jar’ [ … ] I love you and miss you both.

      
      Dirk.
      

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Joseph Losey
            
            	
Clermont 
30 November 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Joseph –

      
      A hurried note to say how smashing it was to hear you on Saturday. A lovely bit of a surprise while I was planting out a lady
         called Nelly Moser … who I hope will smother the south wall with a ‘palet of brilliant colours and enchanting blooms.’ As
         the lable says … by June.
      

      
      I await with great intrest for the Mosley script1 … you are not too often pleased with the writing in scripts generally … so your obvious enthusiasm for this is splendid.
         I forgot to ask you, and probably should’nt, where the backing was coming from, because if it is from Columbia you wont get
         me I fear! They loath my guts for some reason which I have never found out. Except that I did call Frankavitch2 a ‘fat white slug’ to his face, and in public, which obviously cant have helped!
      

      
      I gather today that Death In Venice opens in Febuary in London … God knows after that I’ll really have to retire .... but
         if they liked ‘Scrooge’, as they all seemed to do yesterday, … they may like us!
      

      
      Dont be too upset about ‘Figures’ … you had a typically marvellous personal press … and the Match reaction is marvellous as
         you know … and it is a hell of a time to open a picture … a month from Christmas … have they played it in a good house? Or
         one of those barns? Anyway .. it has only added luster to your already burnished crown … so why worry about the lolly, especially as you seem to have no problems in that direction for the
         next couple of movies.
      

      
      My typing is getting simply dreadful … I keep on missing out bits and pieces … and I feel that the real reason is that I am
         keeping one eager eye on the clock to see when I can go down and get myself a bottle of Kronenberg.
      

      
      Anyway this is just a note to say thank you for the call … and I’ll speak to you as soon as I get my hands on the script.

      
      devotions to Patricia …

      
      And you. Dirk

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	To Luchino Visconti
            
            	
Clermont 
4 December 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      My dear Luchino –

      
      First of all please forgive me for typing this letter, and also for writing it in English.

      
      Your long letter has just reached me today and filled me with sadness to know that you are so unhappy.1

      
      I cannot comment on the piece in ‘Vogue’, because I have not read it … but I can, and do, apologize for any distress that
         a friend of mine, Mrs Tynan, should have caused you. It is important to try and reply to your ‘points’ individually.
      

      

	I have NEVER EVER said that I was ‘miscast’ in ‘The Damned’, as a matter of fact I dont think that I was! However it is
            perfectly true that other people DO think so, and have written it in the Press in America and in England, so I suppose that
            Mrs Tynan is entitled to quote them, if that is what she has done.
         


	I tell the story of our first meeting, in the Hassler, and it is intended to be a compliment to your magnetism and charme.
            I always say that I had no intention of playing Freidrich2 because I knew that it was a poor part, but that after about five minutes of your concentrated charm I was quite unable to
            say ‘no’ … and knew that I wanted to work with you above all things. This is true and I shall continue to say so.



	I am often asked what I learned from you, and I always reply that this is a very difficult question. As an actor, perhaps
            nothing; possibly because I am too old to learn. But about the Cinema, and as a man, I think that I have learned very much
            from you .... but it would be very hard to express just exactly what it is. Later perhaps I will know. This is what I tell
            people.
         


	Your direction of me as Freidrich. I dont know what has been written and possibly it is my fault for trying to explain
            something difficult, not very well. It is my attempt to explain the method of ‘Shorthand’ communication between Director and
            Actor. You used to say very little to me but I knew, or thought that I knew, what you wanted from me. Certainly at times you
            did use musical terms such as ‘a little too much Lohengrin’ or something equally amusing, and this would always indicate to me
            that I should give a little less or a little more. It is a very personal thing between an Actor and his Director; difficult
            to explain properly to people who do not exactly understand, but I am often asked this about you, about Losey, Cukor and Clayton.
         


	I cannot believe that Mrs Tynan has deliberately written unkindly. I know well her total admiration, and indeed affection, for you.
            It is possible that I may have given her a wrong impression by talking too much about you, as one does about someone of whom
            one is deeply fond, and whom one admires as much as I do you. It is equally possible that her article may have suffered from
            bad editing (as so often happens) so that things have been condensed and appear out of their true context. Possibly she has
            tried to show some of your fallibilities to make you appear more of a human being than a Giant, and possibly she has miscalculated
            the effect … but … I really cannot say until I have read the thing, and I do not yet know how to get a copy of ‘Vogue’.
         




      
      That is that as far as I can explain.

      
      Incidentally I do not ever remember recieving a letter from you about the many other things which I have said about you in the worlds Press … and on
         Film. These remarks have prompted letters from people like Losey and Clayton and Schlesinger saying (in an amused way) it
         would have been marvellous if I had ever said that about them! I think that if you had read some of these items you would
         have been not too distressed. You must realise my deep feeling for you, my implicit trust in you and my enormous respect for
         your energies and brilliance. It is so easy to read only the trivial things and be hurt … as hurt indeed as I have been by your remark that, au fond, I ‘am like
         all other actors’ in my shallowness.
      

      
      I have said to the Press constantly that if I succeed in ‘Death’ it will be entirely due to you … and if I fail it will be
         equally so, for I gave myself to you entirely to do as you chose. I cannot think of a higher compliment.
      

      
      When I have read this wretched article in ‘Vogue’ I may be able to make some further comment; for the moment I can only apologise
         for having had you distressed by someone I trusted and to whome you have shown such great kindness.
      

      
      With affection

      
      Dirk

      
      
         
         
         
         
         
            
            	
To Bee Gilbert and Ian Holm

            
            	
Clermont 
9 December 1970

            
         

         
         
         
      

      
      Dearest, beloved, Sno and Ian …

      
      You ARE super chums. I mean about not being pissed off with us because we did’nt see you during the horrid five days we were
         in your Burg. It was really pretty foul; first Tote had a cyst problem, and so that meant Doctors and etc .. and us not being
         able to tell people exactly what we were up to on account of not wanting to worry anyone; also his Pa is dying-sort-of and
         is in a nasty little nursing home [ … ] and we had to trail to and from there and deal out cheer and keep the Matron charmed
         so that she does’nt pinch all Totes Pa’s lolly … she is a sort of Irish Bodkin-Adams-Type1 … with the full Dancing Eyes and Irish Sparkle and a firm determination to grab her elderly patients’ money for a colour
         Telly set .... anyway … then I had to spend two ghastly days, freezing, in the Furniture depositary in Victoria getting rid of all the stuff I have left
         from the Move. [ … ] In between I had to fit in the Lecture at the NFT,2 which was sold out and great fun and very irreverant .... I showd clips from all my worst Movies and worst perfs … and it made us all laugh very much indeed … I did’nt realise that I go back such a long way! There I was looking
         like a half cooked featus at one point, and at another like a very poovey person in black leather making eyes at John Mills
         … this last part brought down the house … and I feared libel .... but as I only opened my eyes wide and looked at the audience
         with surprise and shock … and never said a word, I think I’ll escape. Perhaps not with Frankenstein3 … I was a bit forthright about him and his Tense Set Lark and they thought that was all a bit larky too … apparently they
         had all seen the documentary on Grand Prix … I have not … but it made for a super happy, funny two and a half hours! Naturally
         I was whacked afterwards … and we went back to the Connaught with an illassorted bunch of Audience … the Tynans … he dressd
         in some plastic Python with shoe buckles large enough to frame a Valesquez … and she preggers but sweet [ … E]veryone drank
         a great deal and some of them talked about me, so that was lovely. And really after that, we were so hating London, the cold,
         the bad tempers the garbage the prices and everything else, that as soon as Tote was thankfully put in the clear, and the
         old Pa was sorted out … we grabbed the first flight to Paris and caught the Blue Train home without telling anyone ..... it
         was a lousy thing to do but we really wanted to get back as soon as possible because the Staff dont speak Frog and we were
         leaving them for the first time in a strange country. Anyway all was lovliness the next morning when we got off the train
         in Cannes Station in blinding sun … went straight to the Market and bought lunch and drove through the golden countryside to the house.
      

      
      Anyway here we are … breakfast on the terrace every morning – in sweaters!… and a log fire at night … It’s superly warm about
         mid day and then the temperature dips a bit as the sun sets and one feels a nip and starts the fire and the record player
         and the brandy bottle and settles down with the daily (London) papers which arrive every evening at five.
      

      
      We have just bought another fucking dog. A Boxer bitch with ricketts, called Daisy. She is supposed to be a wife and companion
         for our Roman Bastard, Labbo, but so far he has shown no great intrest, and one fears, like all Italian men, that faced with
         the Lady he’d rather have a feller. However we have only been en menage for four days; it’s a bit early yet.
      

      
      I SO agree with Ian about the Bread bit and loosing ones Pride. I did it for ages … and then broke away for a while to earn
         Self Pride for no Bread and felt poorer, but richer … if you know what I mean … and then came a time when I just had to get
         bread for Taxes and all, as you both well know, and that was dreadful … part of the misery of the ‘Fixer’ thing was that.
         I earned possibly 1,000 dollars a WORD in that load of crapperoo, and it paid an awful lot of taxes and so on, but made me
         feel physically ill to do. I dont think that it really works. Once one is out of the Wood, so to speak, and can steady oneself
         financially, even a little, Back To The Quality is the motto. Self respect, for a man, after a certain age is terribly important in Actors.
      

      
      Does one want to be a Burton? An O’Tool? Or a Lesley Phillips!! Besides … the parts that dont pay well are usually the most
         interesting I find. I got pennies, literally, for ‘Death In Venice’ … we had to pay our own expenses even … but what a chance
         to act for the Cinema! It was worth paying to be in it … even if it is an unholy flop .... So, dear Ian, most respected Sir,
         and adored friend … play your hunch and piss off out of the Ratty-Land.1 It does no good to ones soul … unless one happens to be K. Moore … and soulless.
      

      
      I have just been asked to do a couple of movies … and me really trying to retire and pull out gradually … one is with Losey
         and is marvellous, obscure, and wild … and no lolly as usual … which is as it should be … the other is for America .... at
         least American financed .... and is a stunning support part a la Bibikov2 .... but all QUITE different … and the lolly will keep me here for fifty years almost! I dont really want to do either ....
         they both happen in early spring JUST when all the things one has done to the garden here start to show … and who wants to
         be in Shepperton during April and May, when one could be here in the idle sun, tending the vines and seeing that the sheep
         dont eat the wild tulips and hyacinths on the hill? … anyway, fate may intervean .. I cant spell a bloody word these days
         … intervene. Better.
      

      
      Sno; I do hope you pass your ‘A’ Levels … you ARE clever. If I had to try now I’d end up in a home for retarded children in
         Lowestoft, or somewhere … thank the Lord they were’nt invented in my time.
      

      
      Daisy has just wobbled up stairs to my room, here, and is scratching herself all over. Love or a rash?

      
      When we were in Rome a few weeks ago, doing some dubbing for the Film, I met a Doctor […] who told me some worrying news about
         a mutual chum of ours. No names, no pack-drill. He was with us in Budapest and Ian cleaned up the sick. If things are true,
         he apparently did the window leap one evening … but not with the full intention of killing himself … apparently if you REALLY
         want to do that you dont jump feet first: but head first. Anyway … I don’t know if it is true or not .. and one has not liked
         to ask before this. He was so funny and charming in California … I thought that things were going to be better for him. If
         it’s true it’s rotten. If not do forget it.
      

      
      Jolly indescreet of the Doctor anyway. And he told the story in a lift full of Americans who goggled all the way up to the
         seventh floor.
      

      
      Daisy has just been sick on my bed.

      
      I have just finished Nancy Mitfords ‘Fredrick’1 … smashing if one can wade through the battles, which are as boring as they must have been frightful … and am about to start
         on the Speer2 book … thats a great chunk of winter evening reading .. snug in bed while the mistral tugs at the shutters and dogs howl
         in the village … Breckenbridge3 was a nasty little book, I thought … and it shocked me a bit too … I believe the film is unbelievable in it’s horror … and
         Mr Vidals comments would make Hell burn out. However he made a lot of Bread from that little item, I can tell you. I dont
         know why I suddenly remembered, in the middle of that line, about Bates having twins? Is it true? Rather super for him, if
         he is happy and can afford the sods .... did you manage to see ‘Hamlet’?4 Or will you?
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