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  For Carol




  If there are two, ahem, interesting minds at work . . . it’s like two friends telling each other jokes—there’s a built-in incentive to do it . . . and of course if you’re a better writer than you are a talker, then there’s also a nice strong incentive to actually get it down on paper. I would say it’s the purest form of writing there is, like a letter to your best friend, because it’s writing to an audience of one, and that one is a reflection of yourself. I mean you do have to have that sort of regard for the other person.




  —Terry Southern, on collaborating with


  Mason Hoffenberg on Candy


  The Realist, May 1964




  “In Candy we set about to do something that had never been done before. Romantic sex. It’s usually made ugly, like ‘I stuck my finger in her bunghole.’ We made it a romantic treatment. Ultimately funny, but erotic.”




  —Terry Southern to The Realist




  “It’s as if you vomit in the gutter and everybody starts saying it’s the greatest new art form, so you go back to see it and, by God, you have to agree.”




  —Mason Hoffenberg to Playboy




  Paul Krassner: Does Candy Christian represent an actual contemporary prototype?




  Terry Southern: Yes, it’s one of the most common and disturbing phenomena going. You see a groovy chick, and she’s with some kind of nut, creep, or crackpot. “What the devil do you see in him?” you ask. “Oh, you don’t understand!” she says. And then, when really pressed, it comes down to “He needs me.” Beauty and the beast, simple as that, Paul.




  Author’s Note




  Throughout this book, many pieces of correspondence, both personal and legal, are quoted. These original documents contain idiosyncratic spellings and grammatical usage, as well as some typographical errors and misspellings. I have made no effort to correct or alter these documents, nor have I signaled any uncommon or erroneous words or phrases with the bracketed [sic]. Instead, I have presented all excerpted correspondence exactly as it appears in the original documents, except for some omitted passages, which are all signaled by ellipses, and underlined words or phrases, which appear in italics.




  The story of the publishing history of the novel Candy takes its setting in part in France of the 1950s and 1960s, and details a number of business dealings that occurred in that milieu. In some places where amounts are discussed in French francs in excerpted correspondence, I have provided the reader with a rough dollar equivalent in brackets, for clarification.




  Between 1950 and 1958, the exchange rate was more or less five hundred francs to the dollar. In 1958, President Charles de Gaulle devalued the franc, after which the exchange rate became five francs to the dollar. For years after the devaluation, however, many if not most of the French—including the central personalities of this narrative—continued to make their calculations in old francs. Therefore, when old francs are referred to, before and after 1958, I have used the exchange rate of five hundred francs to the dollar, which is fairly accurate. When new francs are specifically referred to, I have used the exchange rate of five francs to the dollar.




  Introduction




  When I was in grade school in 1967, one of my six-year-old classmates, Daisy Friedman (now a writer), turned to me and said, “Your father is a dirty old man!” I asked how she knew that, and she said, “He wrote a book called Candy—and it’s a dirty, dirty book!” Again, I asked how she knew all this, and she said, “Because my parents told me—they have it on their bookshelf.” Not knowing what a “dirty old man” was, I came away with the impression that whatever my father was, he was a great Upsetter. I would later learn that young, literate New Yorkers had no issue about having a copy of Candy in their libraries, but this was certainly not the case across the country—censorship and prudishness were in fact still alive and well, not only in the United States but abroad.




  I first got the idea for The Candy Men after reading a letter in Terry’s files from a British barrister advising how (even in 1968) the only way Candy could appear in England would be to undergo a “pornectomy”—eliminating about eighty instances of what was considered “indecency,” which the barrister had handily indexed in a kind of blueprint for the operation. The assessment featured page after page of cryptic references to offending words and passages to be excised or modified: Page 60 line 7 “COME” amend to “come to you” without capitals; Line 15 “jack-off” amend to “liberate”; Page 93 line 2 “exactly like an erection.” Delete.




  The legal advice appeared to me to be a kind of alchemical prescription for transforming the lively into the dead. I imagined the shoddy, disjunctive product such a procedure would have created—the spontaneous, irresistibly effervescent Candy Christian, her thoughts, feelings, and train wrecks of sexual experience becoming a clerical series of truncations and awkward politesse. She would be disfigured for eternity—or at least, ironically, for the British reading public—only because of the arbitrary mores and laws of the day, now long gone. By the 1980s, I understood that Terry’s friend Lenny Bruce had essentially died so that (at best) George Carlin and (at worst) Andrew Dice Clay could say “cocksucker” on HBO—and that the road to where we are now (i.e., anything goes) is paved not only with breakthrough books, but with broken lives.




  There were three men responsible for bringing the erotic fantasy Candy to fruition—and they could not have been more different.




  The first, Maurice Girodias, was Europe’s most infamous publisher and indefatigable survivalist. Girodias put out otherwise unpublishable works of (mostly) erotic literature in English when the English-speaking world needed them most: Lolita, Naked Lunch, Henry Miller’s The Tropics, the Marquis de Sade. As Girodias wrote of himself, “The connecting link is clear enough: anything that shocks because it comes before its time, anything that is liable to be banned by the censors because they cannot accept its honesty.” Girodias was also a seasoned gambler. “A day out of court is a day wasted,” he used to quip.




  Mason Hoffenberg, the second of the three, was one of the smartest, hippest, most undisciplined poets on the scene—whether it be Joe’s Dinette, the Riviera bar in the Village, or the Old Navy on the Left Bank of Paris. A “permanently kicking junkie” as William Burroughs once described him, Mason the writer never really got started—though Terry, his best friend, described him as a “Nobel Prize-type genius.”




  And Terry Southern, a writer with a destiny and a killer ear for dialogue. Terry’s mandate was to take things as far out as they could go—with absolute credibility. A prose stylist gone Hollywood—his Texan, Irish, and Native American roots made him Trickster and Taurus bull—oblivious to the rules of the Game.




  Growing up around Terry’s work in Canaan, Connecticut, and later helping him organize his papers, I was often struck by the fragile carbon-paper pages of correspondence preserved in one of the few manila files he labeled himself with such headers as “Grand Guy Hoffer,” “Candy Legal,” and “Gid.” The letters within these files were written on white onionskin, sometimes on blue one-piece aerograms—each typed manually and with great care for language and punctuation. They were light as air, as international mail was expensive, especially for writers. I noticed that a whole slew of these letters were addressed to Terry as “Master Maxwell Kent” and were sent from a joker who never signed his real name, using “Yolanda,” “Leslie,” “Jessica,” or any name other than his own: Mason Hoffenberg. Terry also kept carbon copies of many of the letters he had sent to Mason, some dating back to the mid-1950s. The letters were entertaining—about people, hipsters, junkies, chicks, who was “balling” whom, and what the latest “news” was. Some were written on a barge in the Hudson, others on West 11th Street, others in Switzerland. Mason’s were from Paris, Spain, and the Dordogne. I got the sense that Terry kept these letters as evidence of a life he had consciously lived—before fame blurred what life was all about.




  This story also tracks the transformation of Terry and Mason as artists, and what happens to their ideals when commerce begins to grip their lives and the culture around them. Terry used to write to Mason for the exuberance of engaging his friend in a kind of debauched pranksterism unwittingly ennobled by the Swiss, French, and Lower Manhattan mail services. As he wrote in 1956, “The question of whether or not to open the packet at risk of ruse is sure to confond* and annoy you, and to cause interesting imagery to form in your huge brain. I’ll be grooving on the speculation of it all, you see. . . .”




  They both drew out the best in each other. With Terry, Mason explored his craft and artistic approach without embarrassment—as he does in a letter from 1957, offering a glimpse into his unique “methodology”:




  

    I’ve gotten all set up to answer your recent letter and find that I’ve mislaid it. . . . I’ve just gone through all my papers—and I’ve got plenty—but it’s not with the clippings containing Chinese characters, not in the specimens, not in the aborted poems envelope, not in the noteworthy language phenomena specimens, or lists-of-groovy-words sheaf and not in the folder (thin) of poems in their “heavy” and definitive versions (where it couldn’t possibly have been forgotten—you know how insanely careful I am of what goes in there, and a letter of yours, no matter how welcome, cannot and does not pretend, for that matter, to meet the brutal standards I’ve set for myself for what gets in to that elite company).


  




  Similarly, Mason enabled Terry to tap into his feelings—even if expressed through a feigned earnestness, as in a letter from the spring of 1957, when Terry lauds Mason’s “warmth, goodness and affection”:




  

    It is of course your possession in such abundance of those very qualities which has so sustained the very real and high esteem it has over the years been my pleasure to feel for you. And, if, in your past difficulty [with drugs], my clumsy good-intentions were of help to you—let it stand in simple testimony to . . . the power of true-love.


  




  Shortly after Terry died in 1995, Leon Friedman, who was Maurice Girodias’s lawyer, sent me his entire Candy file. The letters, organized chronologically, provided snapshots of the growing misunderstandings, temper tantrums, paranoid fixations, jealousies, dreams, and utter despair that each of these men went through as they tried to regain control over their bestselling book lost in a miasma of cloudy copyright. Many of these documents had capital letters (A, B, C, etc.) written on them, vestiges of their use as evidence in the Candy trials. When I phoned him, Leon explained, somewhat apologetically, that he had been Girodias’s attorney during the fight over Candy. I sensed that he felt a little ashamed for having served “on the other side” but also wanted me to know that these papers he had given me were an important part of literary history—the keys not only to one of the grands scandales of publishing but to these incredibly enigmatic figures themselves.




  Candy was arguably the first (if not the only) “dirty book” to take hold of mainstream America (and its bestseller list) for so long. As a kind of literary confection, it was lighter than Lolita and never took itself too seriously. After all, the book had been under siege for five years in France, yet had been celebrated in Greenwich Village as fun contraband. Whereas My Secret Life and other underground, “anonymous” sex odysseys immersed the reader in the wholesale transgression of Victorian puritanism, Candy was swinging with the Now. It sold millions of copies in the United States, from its release in May 1964 through the summer of 1965 and beyond. Another reason the book infected so many so quickly was because it was so widely available across the country. Printing Candy was like printing money—the pirates had smelled the festering copyright problem like a pack of wolves, and sold millions without having to account to any authors or agents.




  The wild success of Candy can be attributed to America suddenly growing up after the relaxation of the “decency laws” that had kept such works as Lady Chatterley’s Lover, Howl, and Last Exit to Brooklyn from sullying America’s Doris Day-hallucination of cheerful, neutered perfection. The release and embrace of Candy in some ways symbolized America’s heralding of its own sexual transformation: out of the repressive Styx of (Eisenhower’s) sleepy Wisconsin and into the happening hipness of (Ginsberg’s) Village. Sex and humor were anathema to the Eisenhower era, and in “heavy combo,” as Terry would say, they were its knockout punch. On the front lines of thawing the ’50s ice was an army of adolescent readers—male and female—who were consuming the book urgently with one hand by night, and reading it aloud to the uninitiated by day.




  Some of these letters are hilarious—others incredibly revealing. I have organized them in an attempt to tell the story—indeed, the saga—of Candy: its writing, publication, banning, piracy, best-sellerdom, and silver screen debacle. It is one of the legendary tales of winners, losers, and suckers, in what Terry used to call “the writing game.”




  —N.S.




  




  * French for confound




  Part I




  BEYOND THE BEAT




  

    She dreamed that she and her father were together in a great wide field of wild flowers on a beautiful summery day. He was reciting poems of Mallarmé, but it was as if he himself had written them; and Candy was much younger, and she ran about the fields picking flowers, and though she would sometimes be at quite a distance from her father, she could hear every line he spoke. He spoke the lines perfectly, with exactly the right intonation and feeling for each word. Sometimes when he finished a poem, he would say: “That wasn’t a bad poem. Now here’s another—this is one I wrote for you, sweetheart; it came to me in a flash—in a terrible, beautiful flash just as I was releasing the sweet powerful seed from my testis that made you!”




    —Candy


  




  Chapter 1




  Paris: 1947–1953




  Terry Southern and Mason Hoffenberg met in Paris in 1948. Both had come on the GI Bill and were—ostensibly—studying at the Sorbonne. Exchanging glances at the Cafe Royal on St. Germain, they must have immediately recognized each other as kindred spirits. They were an odd pair. Mason’s Peter Lorre-like, hunched, bug-eyed demeanor (very New York) was in sharp contrast to Terry’s Presbyterian, Texas-bred, hawklike features and reserved manner. At times they were like a comedy team—entertaining each other and those around them.




  They shared a similar extreme distaste for the clichéd or hackneyed—the two of them could be very dismissive—and very funny.




  Hoffenberg had large blue eyes that protruded, which his future publisher Maurice Girodias described as “full of false promise.” As Girodias recalled:




  

    When people saw him, they would start laughing convulsively without knowing why. He became a master of the minimalist approach: it was enough to look at someone in a certain way, to stare at a girl . . . with a haggard grimace, to suggest a whole story.


  




  Mason’s delivery was Brooklynesque and nasal. While he spoke the raw truth as he saw it, often in harsh, uncompromising terms, Terry was a master of understatement, preferring to deflect the obvious via a surprising remix of cliches.




  “Old values are crumbling” was an expression that brought particular satisfaction and mirth to them both—indeed, they relished it, for they were on the front lines of late ’40s–’50s hipster iconoclasm, sending up and smashing down smugness wherever they found it. From their vantage points in Paris, and later Greenwich Village, they regarded the straight world as populated by Paleolithic squares, while the world of arts and letters offered an urgent creative antidote to a culture increasingly paranoid and conservative. Terry developed a pointed lexicon of nuance: a birdlike tilt of the head, a quick wince of the eyes, a click of the tongue against the roof of the mouth, lips frozen in a pained half-smile, smoke rising from a Gauloise—peppered with hash, no doubt. Mason’s style, on the other hand, was more straightforward and confrontational—a nonstop commentary of brilliantly relevant non sequiturs, delivered in a kind of hipster whine. On Pernodsoaked evenings, when they could afford it, Mason and Terry could both be seen leaning toward each other at a cafe table, heavy with Sartre’s “iron in the soul”—their attitude: bemused detachment, cutting insight, or outright stoned hilarity. As Terry recalled of those days in an interview with Mike Golden:




  

    From ’48 to ’52, the cafes were such great places to hang out—you could smoke hash at the tables if you were fairly discreet. There was the expatriate crowd, which was more or less comprised of interesting people, creatively inclined. So we would fall out there at one of the cafes, sip Pernod until dinner, then afterwards go to a jazz club. . . .




    That. . . was a golden era for Americans in Paris. All the great black musicians—Bird, Diz, Thelonius, Bud Powell, Miles, Kenny Clarke, etc., etc.—were first appreciated there, so it was a very swinging scene musically. Also, there is a large Arab quarter in Paris, and hashish was an acceptable (to the French authorities) part of the Arab culture—so the thing to do was to get stoned and listen to this fantastic music. That was the most important aspect of life in Paris in those days.


  




  Terry and Mason embraced the notion of the Absurd as championed by Camus, who wrote, in The Myth of Sisyphus, “The absurd is not in man nor in the world, but in their presence together.” Existentialism struck a deep chord in Terry, one which lasted throughout his life. “You do what you do,” he once said, “I don’t think intentions, opinions, expressions of attitude . . . count for anything at all.”




  Many in the Paris Review crowd regarded Southern, photographer (future filmmaker) and jazz enthusiast Aram “Al” Avakian, and Hoffenberg as ultra-cool vets on the expatriate scene. The Southern-Avakian-Hoffenberg preference for pot and hash over booze also put them in a class of their own. John Phillips Marquand, son of the well-known novelist and a writer himself, found them intimidating. Southern seemed a “silent, inscrutable presence” who was, as described by Terry Southern biographer Lee Hill, “often seen in an attitude of enigmatic conspiracy with Avakian,” who also frequented the Old Navy, a Left Bank hangout on the Boulevard St. Germain. At the Hotel Bar Américain in Pigalle one night, Southern told the more solvent Marquand it was bad form to buy a girl a drink: “You ruin it for the rest of us if you pay for her beer.” On another occasion, Marquand recalled how he returned to a cafe to retrieve some papers he had left under a chair. Terry was there, and said with mock sympathy, “Forget it, man—it wasn’t any good.” Later, they became best of friends.




  Their favorite hangouts, like the Cafe Flore in Paris and the White Horse Tavern in Greenwich Village, were once described by Terry as places “where the whole point was not to write a book but to talk one.” Actually getting published was often an afterthought:




  

    It was sort of an embarrassment like you had sold out or something. If it was corny enough and square enough and bourgeois enough to get accepted by some of these asshole editors, how could it be worth anything? . . . [The literary scene] was all about reading and turning people on to things you had read like Mallarmé, Malaparte, and Canetti. . . . And then showing people stuff you had written and then there were those things where people would read aloud, which seemed a little suspect and too social for me.


  




  As Henry Allen wrote of that era in the Washington Post:




  

    The essence of hip was being in on the joke, aware of the irony and facetiousness of even your compadres in hipness. . . . Hipness was a constant struggle over information and who controlled it: you, the government, the newspapers, the guy drinking coffee at the next table. If you put him on, you controlled it. Terry Southern [and Mason Hoffenberg] took this grim doctrine and made it funny, satirizing both hip and square in a style of spectacular grace, clarity and modulation through all the realities you could bite into like a napoleon, all the flaky layers.


  




  Put-on as reality check was a key foil to the “moldy figs” who threatened to dampen everything with their stodginess. And “sense derangement” neutralized all. Besides hashish (whiz), marijuana (boo, bush), and Pernod, there was the music, the girls, and the put-on. Pulling off a put-on provided a contact high, one which Terry strove to replicate in his writing. Mason did it live—in real time. Shock—and something more—was what they were after in both their writing and their repartee with each other. Terry recalled the “Laurel and Hardy” aspect of their relationship:




  

    Back in the late forties, when I was living in Paris on $75 a month from the GI Bill, Mason and I used to eat at this student restaurant, and it was really pretty bad—the kind of place where every now and then you get a piece of meat with the hair still on it. So it wasn’t a scene that was too easy to make, but there was this very cute chick who also ate there, and I used to try to sit where we could see her eating this crap, because I felt, well, if she can do it, so can I. I had this image of her being so delicate and fastidious that nothing could possibly touch her lips unless it was perfect. And so one day I mentioned it to Hoff, and he stopped eating, turned towards me and said:




    “Are you kidding? She’s probably been sucking cock all day!”


  




  They kidded each other constantly about getting laid, though both had very different ideas about the art of seduction. Terry played it cool and, when warmed up, was a consummate gentleman and teaser. Although Terry loved to kid around, and Mason played the role of agent provocateur and tough cynic, at heart they were both romantics. They became fluent in the French culture and the language. Terry’s patois was put to service to bed French girls who sometimes resembled his Candy Christian. In an interview with Lee Server in 1986, he describes his techniques for picking up American college girls in Paris:




  

    1) pay a French person to annoy her at a cafe, then go to her “rescue,” dispatching him with rapier thrusts of Parisian argot.




    2) hang around the American Express mail line until the girl with perfect American derriere and nips arrives, then get behind her in the mail line, concealing your appearance with a newspaper; and in that way learn her name (when she asks for her mail); then follow her to a hotel or to a cafe—and when opportune, approach her. . . . It can help if you are able to see where the letter she gets is from, then you can get some regional rapport at ID going (“Say, didn’t you used to be a cheerleader in Racine, Wisconsin?”).




    The third surefire way is to go to the Louvre and sit on a bench in front of a large El Greco, studying it. . . . Then, when the time is right . . . you make your move (“I know this is going to sound, well, sort of forward or silly even—but I couldn’t help noticing how much your hands are like those of the women in El Greco’s paintings.”). Never fails . . . Poon city!


  




  Despite Terry’s elaborate pickup fantasies, Mason was the one who managed to “score” in a serious way with the charming young Frenchwoman he would eventually marry, Couquite Matignon. When they met, Couquite was having an affair with Mel Sabre, who had written a novel about his time as a paratrooper during the war. Couquite recalls:




  

    Mason started having eyes only for me, and decided to seduce this girl Mel had. My guess is that he was more interested in irking Mel, whom he was making fun of constantly, than actually starting something serious. Anyway, in no time he succeeded. When I told Mel, in The Old Navy, of this development, I found myself lying in the saw-dust on the floor with a bloody nose and stars moving in front of my eyes: Mel had hit me with his huge paratrooper fist right in the middle of my face. Mason quite enjoyed his winning and picked up the debris.


  




  Couquite’s family was an interesting one. Her father was an oil prospector who died in a plane crash over Russia; her grandfather was Elie Faure, a writer and well-known art critic whose writing was favored by Henry Miller and Ezra Pound. Mason met Couquite at one of their favorite spots, the Royal, on the corner of rue de Rennes and boulevard St. Germain. Couquite recalls:




  

    Mason was a “bad boy,” and we had a lot of fun. Mason knew everybody Jack Kerouac wanted to come live with us, which I wouldn’t have minded—he was so handsome at the time—but when he suggested it, Mason kicked me hard under the table. Terry was so handsome and distinguished looking, always with tall, extremely elegant skinny girls. Doris Lessing [the novelist] was one of them and became my friend. Al Avakian, Johnny Welch [a light-skinned black Sorbonne student and jazz fan], Terry, they all lived in this little hotel in the 5th arrondissement—there was a stove in every room—to visit with your friends there—it was like going to a fabulous cafe.


  




  One of Terry’s friends, William Styron, was in another little hotel not far away, the Liberia, awaiting the publication of his first novel Lie Down in Darkness. He wrote in a memoir:




  

    I was living then in a room that Doc Humes had found for me. . . .* The hotel was on the little rue de la Grande Chaumière, famous for its painters’ ateliers; my room cost the equivalent of eight dollars a week or eight dollars and a half if you paid extra to get the henna-dyed Gorgon who ran the place to change the sheets weekly.


  




  Another of Terry and Mason’s pastimes was cultivating grand eccentrics, among them “Hadj” and “Zoon.” One hangout was the Café Soleil du Maroc on rue des Rosiers in the Jewish quarter, where lemon tea was served with pipes of hashish. The two Americans adept in the French argot became friendly with the café’s owner, a Moroccan named Hadj. As Couquite recalled:




  

    It was a time when Jews and Arabs lived peacefully together in the 4th arrondissement. Mr. Hadj, so-called because he had done the Mecca pilgrimage—or pretended so—was jointly selling grass and changing dollars at the black market with a huge profit for both the GI Bill boys and himself.


  




  Terry and Mason later dedicated Candy to Hadj, and also to Zoon—who, if you asked him for a light, would oblige “by focusing sunlight on your cigarette with a magnifying glass.” According to Terry:




  

    He was really Mr. Soun . . . a grand old man with a snow-white beard that came down to the middle of his chest. He was from Mongolia, and one of his IDs said he was eighty-nine. His story was that he had walked to France. He had no abode and slept on benches. He’d go into a trance and get several hours’ rest that way. He hung out on the boulevards and wore a loose-fitting cloak with big pockets full of books, booklets, and clippings. He’d come to the Soleil du Maroc, and when you mentioned something, he’d pull out the relevant document from his cloak. If he phoned you, he’d say: “Ici Zoon!”


  




  Mason and Terry grooved for years on characters like this in both the Village and Paris.




  And then, of course, there was the writing. Early on, Terry developed the habits for composition that remained with him for the rest of his life. “Let discipline be my touchstone,” he wrote in his journal of the early ’50s, and later, toward fulfilling his minimum “page a day,” he would say, “Get up, no matter what time, have coffee and go to the desk. Chain yourself to the chair.” In his writing, Terry relished Edgar Allen Poe’s technique of “taking things further.” Terry’s tales began combining a Beat sensibility with a refined narrative prose style. He seemed to attempt to “one up” the stylings of the top scribes of the ’30s and ’40s—Flannery O’Connor, Hemingway, Faulkner, O’Henry—while introducing contemporary themes: race, drug use, politics. He was trying to make beautiful prose do something new and relevant.




  Despite their cynicism about publishers, both Terry and Mason were eager to appear in print, and the burgeoning small presses springing up at the time offered possibilities. One of the first magazines to showcase new writers on the European scene in English was David Burnett’s New Story. Its cutting-edge aspirations attracted Terry and Mason, Mordechai Richler, James Baldwin, and others. Mason had published in Botteghe Obscura and Janus, a literary magazine edited by Daniel Maroc, a translator of Melville and Rilke, who published French and American writing.




  Another group, more well-heeled, emerged in 1953, revolving around George Plimpton. William Styron was also involved. Plimpton later noted that Terry was partly responsible for the birth of The Paris Review:




  

    In the early stages of publishing a Paris-based New Yorker imitation entitled The Paris News-Post, its editors, Peter Matthiessen and Harold L. Humes, were so impressed by the strength of a story [“The Accident”] that they decided to scrap the New Yorker imitation and start a literary magazine.


  




  Merlin, a more edgy literary magazine, was founded in 1952 by Alexander Trocchi, a Scottish poet with tremendous energy and wit. Shortly after the first issue, he was joined by Richard Seaver, a handsome, intense young man studying literature at the Sorbonne, who would soon marry the beautiful young Frenchwoman he met at the Paris Conservatory, Jeannette Medina, a budding violinist. Terry became especially friendly with this group, whom Beckett would later refer to as the Merlin “juveniles.” Aside from Terry and Mason, the Merlin group was the poorest of the expat lot. One future Merlin editor, Austryn Wainhouse, had toured Europe on a motor scooter before settling in Paris. Austryn spoke in a fluent but decidedly archaic eighteenth-century French and often wrote with a quill pen. Trocchi’s girlfriend Jane Lougee, a banker’s daughter from Maine, financed the magazine, at least in its early stages.




  Terry found he had much in common with the Merlinois: he favored pot and hash as did Trocchi—as opposed to the scotch and schnapps of the Paris Review set—and they, like he, never seemed to require sleep. Terry was particularly taken by Trocchi and Christopher Logue, a British poet who exuded a kind of regal debauched enchantment. The two men, highly educated and decadent, their Olympian good looks and charm transcending their dire straits, were in stark contrast to the junkies and weirdos of the Village, who often seemed a bit cagey and somewhat dangerous.




  It was Dick Seaver who gave Merlin its big break. In 1952 he was living on rue du Sabot—Street of the Wooden Shoe—just behind boulevard St. Germain and intersecting with rue Bernard-Palissy, home to the fledgling publisher Editions de Minuit. Passing that publisher’s window one day, Seaver noted that two of the titles displayed were novels in French by Samuel Beckett, Molloy and Malone meurt (Malone Dies). A Joyce fanatic, Seaver remembered that Beckett, himself a fervent Joycean, had written an article about Finnegan’s Wake in Eugene Jolas’s magazine Transition before the war. Intrigued, and curious about how this Irishman had moved from Joyce’s inner circle to novel writing in French, he entered Minuit (which had once been the local bordello), mounted the rickety stairs, and bought both volumes. He read Molloy overnight and was stunned. Ditto Malone Dies, which he read a day or two later. Bringing them to Trocchi et al., he said in essence that this was the kind of author Merlin must publish. He recalls that the rarely-uttered word genius was mentioned. In any case, Seaver wrote an essay on Beckett in the second issue of Merlin. Then the director of Minuit, Jerome Lindon, revealed that when Beckett was a member of the Resistance, he had written a novel in English called Watt, which had never been published. Seaver wrote to the author, asking to see it for a possible excerpt in Merlin. For weeks there was no reply.




  As Seaver recounts in the introduction to his anthology of Beckett’s work, I Can’t Go On, I’ll Go On, published by Grove Press in 1976:




  

    We had all but given up when one rainy afternoon, at the rue du Sabot banana-drying depot, a knock came at the door and a tall, gaunt figure in a raincoat handed in a manuscript in a black imitation-leather binding, and left almost without a word. That night, half a dozen of us—Trocchi; Jane Lougee, Merlin’s publisher; English poet Christopher Logue and South African Patrick Bowles; a Canadian writer, Charles Hatcher; and I—sat up half the night and read Watt aloud, taking turns till our voices gave out. If it took many more hours than it should have, it was because we kept pausing to wait for the laughter to subside.




    We never had a real editorial discussion about which section we would use in the issue: Beckett had seen to that. He had specified which section we could use. . . . I suspect Beckett was testing the artistic fiber of Merlin in so specifying, for, taken out of context, that passage might well have been considered boring or pedantic, waggish or wearily experimental-for-experimental’s-sake, by any literary review less dedicated to berating and attacking the Philistines without mercy.


  




  Subsequently, Seaver, Trocchi, and the other editors decided to publish the book in its entirety. But for Merlin to publish books legally in Paris, it needed to demonstrate to the French authorities that they had a French business manager. Through Austryn Wain-house they approached Maurice Girodias, who had just started a new publishing house, Olympia Press, and had a reputation for breaking ground where others feared to tread. Girodias was receptive, and he and Merlin agreed to publish Watt under a newly formed Olympia imprint, Collection Merlin.




  The marriage of Merlin and Olympia was fortuitous for the young Americans, as it was for Girodias, for his previous publishing house, Editions du Chêne, a relic from another era, had been ignominiously taken over by the giant publisher Hachette, leaving him angry and bruised. The appearance of these intense young people marked a new dawn, not only for Girodias, who was looking for new opportunities, but for a postwar world that was desperate for new expression.




  




  * Harold “Doc” Humes was one of the founders of the Paris Review, having already published the Paris-News Post.




  Chapter 2




  A Booklegger’ Son




  At the time the Merlinois approached Girodias, working out of his rue Jacob bookshop, he had already created quite a foment of his own. He had turned to the publishing model his father had established before the war with his Obelisk Press—bringing out books in French and English that pushed the boundaries of French “decency.”




  The direction of the Obelisk Press was set in the 1930s, when Girodias’s father, Jack Kahane, a classic English Edwardian dandy (his son would become a French version of the same), wrote and published in Paris a risqué novel, Daffodil. Like his earlier work, Laugh and Grow Rich (written in a sanatorium while recovering from tuberculosis), it had become highly successful after lending libraries had banned it and controversies arose. Kahane concluded that “spice between the covers invoked censorship, which triggered protest, which produced sales.” As Maurice Girodias later recalled, his father’s techniques for acquiring novels became an essential tool in his own bag of tricks:




  

    These were the novels published in England or in America that had been subjected to prosecution under the obscenity laws, and condemned. Each publisher not only had to pay a fine and court expenses, but also lost all the money he had already invested in the book. That [was] the point at which my father was usually able to get the publishing rights for very little money, and sometimes even to buy the printed sheets. . . .* Each one of those books, having been subjected to intense publicity during the court hearings in New York or London, would be sure to attract the English-speaking tourists when visiting Paris. The sales were therefore always easy.


  




  A literary man at heart, Kahane found no shortage of innovative authors who could fit the scandale bill, and published many under his Obelisk Press imprint, all of a respectably debauched nature: Henry Miller, Tropic of Cancer; Frank Harris, My Life and Loves (in two volumes); James Joyce, Kahane’s idol, Haveth Childers Everywhere; Bataille, Apollinaire, Sade, and later Lawrence Durrell, Chester Himes, and Anaïs Nin. It was these authors, and these legacies, along with an assortment of printing plates, artwork, and rights, that became Girodias’s literary inheritance when his father died on September 2, 1939, the day after war was declared.




  Maurice Girodias’s history and tenacity was the stuff of legend, bringing to mind Jean Gabin in Pepe le Moko or Bogart in Casablanca. His determination to start a publishing house during the German occupation—printing for both the Germans and the Resistance—was only the beginning of an audacious career. All his life he would be skirting the authorities while maintaining an elegant, often glamorous lifestyle.




  Girodias began working for his father as a teenager. One of his first paid assignments was to illustrate the cover of Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer in 1934. As a jack-of-all trades, he quickly became indispensable to the operation. “I worked like the devil, my duties including storage, packing, shipping, billing . . . talking to many strange people, running errands, secretarial work, and typing with two fingers. My father was as flabbergasted as I was myself by the efficiency I revealed, and he presented me to his callers as his general manager, with a restrained pride.” Girodias thus learned the ins-and-outs of publishing. “Our small scale made it easier to understand the workings of it,” he later recalled. “For example, the fact that we dealt with only about twenty retailers in different countries gave me a personalized image of the book dealer, more true to life than any I could have gathered.”




  Girodias also had the job of proofreading the racy Obelisk titles for his father, which included three more Miller titles: Black Spring, Max and the White Phagocytes, and Tropic of Capricorn. About sex, which was described in detail throughout most of the books, Girodias later wrote that he had “learned enough to become a professor of erotic technology,” though he remained a virgin well into his twenties. Even as a teenager, he was full of contradictions. He joined an ashram in Paris at the age of sixteen—after falling in love with one of the young girl disciples there—and for what seemed an eternity, lived a student’s life of quasi-Hindu asceticism and abstinence.




  After his father died, Girodias wrote, “I learned to present the image of a thoughtful, well-organized young man, equal parts idealist and realist, and wise beyond his years.” One of the first things he did was to go see a tailor, Sazarin, “who received millionaires in his quarters at Place Vendôme, and dressed them like billionaires.” Girodias’s sense of style was decidedly French and upscale:




  

    My hats, of ultralight nutria, made to order, of course, came from Gélot’s; my shirts were custom-made at Charvet’s. . . . As for shoes, I ordered them, for a small fortune, from M. Ghazérian, a conscientious bootmaker who worked alone in a small austere shop on the rue Richepanse. . . . Naturally, all this vestiary luxury was in perfect taste. Nothing ostentatious. On that point, my father had exercised the best possible influence on my sartorial education . . . one thing he once said to me was, “It’s better not to be too well dressed.”


  




  In 1938, Girodias inherited the publishing rights of a great lineage of literary properties, but he also gained many personal relationships that his father had cultivated over the years—not only with authors, but with powerful players in the publishing business. One such figure, who became a godfather to him, was Michel Bogouslawsky. “Bogous,” as he was known, worked with Hachette, which still controls a great deal of the book and newspaper distribution throughout France today. As Kahane’s silent partner, Bogous made sure Girodias got off to the right start. “Because of his role within the Hachette group,” Girodias later recalled, “Bogous had a sort of monopoly over the distribution of foreign books in France. He could not only block the sale of [other publishers’] books . . . but also help a rival line to come to life.”




  Immediately after the death of Kahane, Bogous gave Girodias the idea to wind down Obelisk and take up publishing inexpensive pocket editions, in English, of books that were selling well in London and New York. Advising Girodias as to what was to become of his father’s business (and himself), Bogous told him, “You will have an exclusive contract for distribution with Hachette, and you’ll receive an advance of fifty percent upon delivery, for each book.”




  As Girodias later reflected, “It was incredible! [Bogous] was constructing a business, financing it, and turning it over to me as a gift. He was treating me like an equal, like an experienced businessman.”




  During the occupation of France, Girodias developed talents for survival and control that few after the war could match. “My only capital was my blissful ignorance,” he later recalled. Half Jewish, he took his mother’s name (Girodias) to avoid suspicion by the Nazis and acquired a fake passport and ID. As he told Mike Golden, in an interview published in New York Writer in 1989, “I spent the entire four years of Occupation straight in the middle of the German operations.” He continued:




  

    I created . . . this French art book publishing house, Les Editions du Chêne which was very successful. . . . It was a bit of a miracle. Of course, the biggest miracle was that I went through the four years of occupation and nothing happened to me. So I know that I was lucky, I was a lucky man, I could do anything I wanted, I just had to decide.


  




  With the encouragement of Monsieur Bogous, Girodias decided to expand his operations and publish novels, fiction, and political books and discontinue the expensive art books. What he later called his “enlarged activities” after the war included publishing Henry Miller’s Sexus. He also brought out new editions of John Cleland’s eighteenth-century classic The Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure (Fanny Hill) and an English translation of Nikos Kazantzakis’s Alexis Zorba (Zorba the Greek). While these books raised a few eyebrows, it was The Bread of Corruption—a book attacking the government—that landed Girodias in the French courts, since a government minister sued him. As he recalled, “I published a pamphlet denouncing the economy. I had a huge court case where the government came in as a witness against me. . . . I won that lawsuit, which was very bad for my future. . . . I was marked.” Girodias was targeted again by the authorities when they banned his reissue of Miller’s The Tropic of Capricorn. Girodias biographer John de St. Jorre described this as a historic moment, the first time the French government had moved to ban a book since Flaubert’s Madame Bovary and Baudelaire’s Fleurs du Mal in the nineteenth century. Writers, intellectuals, and critics rose up in protest and the government abandoned the prosecution. But, as would be the case throughout his life, Girodias fell into financial troubles, and in 1942, Editions du Chêne was taken over by Hachette. The Olympia Press would rise from its ashes.




  And so, in the early 1950s, Girodias adjusted his father’s “literary bootlegger” tactics for the new breed of young hungry expatriate writers and the more judicially minded Parisian authority. One brilliant solution to the censorship problem was that he began to publish exclusively in English—thereby lessening his apparent “threat” to local standards of decency, and confounding the authorities with inscrutability. Girodias’s knowledge of how to out-maneuver the law was so intricate and potentially debilitating for his authors (in terms of their rights and royalties) that he never explained his business practices to any of them. As Girodias recalled about the expat group:




  

    These people had come to Paris in the belief that it was still Paris in the thirties. They had heard all the stories of the wonderful life in the thirties, but when they got here they didn’t find any trace of the city. The war had changed it completely. And there were absolutely no English or American writers except them. Those kids, you see, had never written anything, but they all had talent . . . they were all very interesting. They had gotten together because of a similar taste for literature. I mean, they were the first English-speaking people to discover Samuel Beckett.


  




  Muffle Wainhouse, then wife of Austryn Wainhouse, remembered Girodias taking them to dinner:




  

    One evening Maurice packed Alex Trocchi, Jane Lougee, Dick Seaver, Pat Bowles*, Christopher Logue, Austryn and me into his big Citroën and drove us to a restaurant. Here we all had our first escargots, then trout with Sancerre, boeuf bourguignon with Nuits St. Georges, cheese, poires belles Helene and finally cognac. (At that time we were eating for about $1.50 a day; Christopher Logue for less). Slighdy avuncular, Maurice was a wonderful host and storyteller. A convivial group; a merry evening. We also saw the possibilities of earning money. And Maurice must have seen the possibility of launching the Traveller’s Companion Series.


  




  Indeed Girodias was thinking along those lines. Gallimard had launched a successful detective imprint, The Black Series, so surely an erotic series was what the world was ready for. There was enough talent in the group to produce books for years. Girodias presented the idea to them, suggesting that one way the impoverished Merlinois could make money writing, and fund the magazine, would be to supply him with original erotic novels. The idea was enthusiastically received. Girodias recalled: “I usually printed five thousand copies of each book, and paid a flat fee for the manuscripts which, although modest, formed the substance of many an expatriate budget.”




  Muffle Wainhouse continues:




  

    Afterward, we talked of little else in our cafe gatherings: the excitement, the danger, was it prostitution or not? There were enough members from McCarthyite America to be paranoid, and the British, with their tourist visas, were worried. Code words were needed, lest we be overheard by FBI spies or by the French secret police. The group around the table would throw out ideas: How about “Gid” for Girodias and “DB” for dirty book? It’s hard to believe how clever we were. Or how young.


  




  Gregory Corso, a friend of Terry and Mason’s, wrote American Express with no illusions about the proposition Girodias was making—it was a kind of mutual obligation with trust (and trepedation) on both sides. Writing to his future publisher James Laughlin in 1960, Corso reports: “Girodias of Olympia Press here, gives me fifteen thousand francs [$30] a week on which to live, and in return I promised him a book. . . . Contract with Girodias is for one year, and so I am sure that by the end of that year, if I keep working like I am, he . . . will be kept by my faith.” While Trocchi and others (especially the poets) understood well that their work for Olympia was disposable—and would probably never be republished elsewhere—many novelists would come to resent (and litigate) the wholesale license Girodias took over their material.




  He paid in dribs and drabs, but the fee, between $300 and $500 per book in the mid-’50s was quite decent for what was essentially experimental writing. “Our backgrounds, and where we were coming from—we didn’t know how to handle him business-wise, but there was this tremendous resource available to Girodias of educated, funny, eager, English-speaking writers who would do anything to stay in Paris,” recalls Marilyn Meeske, one of the first women authors to write a book for Girodias. “It was a great arrangement.” As Girodias recollected:




  

    With most of the writers I worked that way [paying piecemeal] because that was the only way to get the pages, you see. To the end. The contract was that I was to protect their anonymity completely because they were taking big risks doing what they were doing. They would have been kicked out of the country immediately if they had been found out. So I was supposed to have been the author of all those books. A set of them. Twenty books a year. When I went to court, I had to claim that I made them. Very simple—and they would threaten me with three months in prison for every book.


  




  Despite his brushes with the law, Girodias seemed immune to prosecution:




  

    Twice I was caught, and I thought I’d had it, since I carried this total of so many sentences over my head. If I was in prison by the end of the day, then I was there for six years, you see. It was quite serious. But I managed to get out by the end of the day by the one telephone call allowed me. I had a very good lawyer in those days.


  




  Girodias made a great impression on Terry, as he recalled in an interview with Lee Server:




  

    He was able to entice impressionable young American expatriates . . . by convincing us we were writing quality Lit! Not only did the Hemingway types succumb to his wily persuasions, but . . . young American girl-authors as well!


  




  As Marilyn Meeske, one of those “girl-authors,” recalls:




  

    The anti-censorship aspect is a reason why we were doing all this. We were escaping from McCarthyism, a lack of First Amendments—a lack of exploration, lack of ideas in the States—it offered an opportunity to fool around with language and situations. You could also get him to publish things which were not about sex. . . .




    The main thing about this whole epoch is that we were not judgmental. The people who were, would let it come out in whimsy or wisecracks—like Mason.


  




  Iris Owens, whom Terry called “Gid’s great love,” was one of the most prolific Olympia women authors, penning, under the name Harriet Daimler, The Woman Thing, Innocence, Darling, The Organization, and, with Meeske, The Pleasure Thieves. As Terry wrote of Owens, “Aside from her Junoesque beauty, she had rapier wit and devastating logic. She was a pre-Sontag Sontag, and [Girodias] was determined to get the best of her.”




  “We were natural DB writers,” she told John de St. Jorre. “Sexual revolutionaries with a need to shock. There was a streak of anarchism in all of us.”




  Girodias quickly became “Uncle Gid” to many a writer searching for extra francs to sustain the basics of Parisian life—cigarettes, coffee, le cinema, and an occasional bistro meal. Terry captured Girodias’s “boss charm” and “what at first appeared to be an extraordinary generosity,” again in his article “Flashing on Gid”:




  

    He seemed to fancy himself one of the last of the grands seigneurs and tried to act like one. . . . He was a sort of arriviste extraordinaire. . . .




    Very early in our relationship, I detected in Girodias a marked disapproval of the style of dress of Alex [Trocchi] and myself—a style that might best have been described as modest, if not indeed occasionally threadbare.




    “In France,” he said, “literary men dress correctly. Look at Camus and Sartre. You won’t see them without a necktie or proper shirt.”




    “Beckett and Genet don’t wear ties,” I reminded him. “And neither does the great Hank Miller.”




    He half closed his eyes and wearily tilted his head. “My dear boy,” he lisped, “you have just named three of the most n’er-do-well non gratas in all Paris.” . . .




    On that very first day of our acquaintance . . . a friend of mine, H. L. “Doc” Humes, one of the founders of The Paris Review and a grand eccentric in his own right, pulled up alongside us, riding a Vespa. After a brief exchange he went on his way.




    “Moi, je n’aime pas le veto” said Gid in a tone of absolute disdain. “I would not wish to be seen on one. Your friend just now, is he a student?”




    “No,” I explained, “he’s a grand eccentric.”




    Gid shook his head gravely. “He will not be taken seriously if he rides a velo.”


  




  Despite Terry’s interest in Girodias, his own work took precedence, and he did not sign up for a DB until several years later. Mason began developing Faustino Perez, his DB alias, in 1955, when he first signed on with Girodias to write Until She Screams.




  




  * The raw pages of a book before it is bound.




  * A poet, writer, and editor of Merlin.




  Chapter 3




  Greenwich Village: 1952-1955




  Not unlike her sister province, the Left Bank of Paris, Greenwich Village fifty years ago was indeed a village—an insular hamlet of bohemian and artistic possibilities. From the late ’40s to the mid-’50s, Terry and Mason moved from there to Paris and back.




  Sometime in the early ’50s, in either Paris or the Village, Terry met and married a fashion model, Pud Gadiot. She was a slender, stunning, statuesque brunette from Georgia, who would become known for her dramatic Merry Widow ads in Vogue magazine, appearing in a black bustier, eyes concealed behind a feathered mask. Part of Terry’s appeal (she was the breadwinner) was his connection to Paris: she loved to travel and they lived for periods in both Paris and Ibiza. Terry returned to New York with her in ’54 and they moved into an apartment on West 11th Street in the Village. Pud’s rather glamorous career and perhaps high-maintenance lifestyle would seem to be antithetical to Terry’s milieu, and this may be the reason the marriage dissolved soon after.




  Mason spent much of 1953 in the Village. He signed up for the New School under the GI Bill and took a furnished room on MacDougal Street. Around this time, he met James Baldwin:




  

    I’m walking home from school to do my homework after the first night of classes, and I’m carrying my notebooks and all this bullshit, and I decide to stop into Minetta’s for a few drinks. There were only two bars in the Village, Minetta’s and the San Remo. So I’m drinking and talking to this spade cat and he says, “Why don’t you come and live with me? I’m bisexual, but that don’t apply to you.” And that was Jimmy Baldwin. So we lived together and it was just what I needed. A lot of people, a lot of women. There was a tremendous ferment going on in the Village, and Jimmy’s place was one of the centers of it. Paris was like that, too.


  




  During his New York sojourn, Mason corresponded with Couquite, and when he moved back to Paris in ’54 they began living together with her daughter Zeline in her mother’s Montparnasse apartment. They were married soon after. Iconoclastic as he was, Mason enjoyed the bourgeois accoutrements of his in-laws—the rambling top-floor apartment with balcon just off the rue de Rennes and the country place in the Dordogne where they spent summers.




  On one of his trips back to the States in 1952, Terry visited his parents in Dallas and received a letter from old “Zoon.” Writing in block capital letters concerning a “Persian miniature” painting from Tehran that Terry had undertaken to sell for him, he reminds Terry to “BRING SOME PEYOTE WITH YOU,” as well as an eclectic collection of books, including a translation of the Chinese classic The Monky Wife, Hatha-Yoga, and Engels’s Origins of Family and Private Property. The notion that Terry could have found any of these items in Dallas is amusing.




  Terry returned from Dallas to Paris by way of the Village, where he updated Mason regularly on goings-on there. Light blue onionskin pages were ideally suited for letters since they traveled light and the carbons produced a serviceable author copy—helpful in boosting morale in the absence of a book in progress.




  In those years, the two primary gathering places in the Village, in addition to Minetta’s, A Kettle of Fish, and the San Remo on MacDougal Street, were Joe’s Dinette at the corner of Fourth Street and Jones, and the Riviera on Seventh and West 10th. Fugazi’s farther down Sixth Avenue was another option.




  Joe’s Dinette attracted junkies, who often came there to score. The group included Stanley Gould, a smart, wiry, fast-talking quintessential New York junkie; Mel Sabre, a brashly handsome New York “can do” type; Chuck and Harriet Katz-Nelson, who were married and both into heroin; and the great piano player Joe Albany—to name a few. As Marilyn Meeske recalls:




  

    This was the first wave of artists and people doing drugs. There was a demarcation between people who smoked pot and people who did hard drugs. . . . The “in” group were people who were smoking grass everyday. . . . Getting high, looking at things—you had a kind of snobbism—where you didn’t talk to everyone—you ignored many people . . . it was a clique or a little gang. We sat at the Remo—that was our job and people came in and out and a few were part of our group, but they had to be funny, or have an insight—or be epigrammatic—it all had a certain beat.


  




  Mason and Terry swung with that beat. Lovers of jazz, surrealism, “sense derangement,” and wiggy people, they dug the improvisational nature of the scene. For Terry especially, who studied the way people talk, the cafés and bars were incubation centers for a vibrant, new kind of fiction. As Marilyn Meeske said of Joe’s:




  

    It was café society—and I think that’s what made the transition to Paris so natural. . . . It was the River Styx, and the ferry men were Stanley [Gould] and Mason. . . . You crossed that line into this alternate world. Joe’s was one of the first places—on West Fourth Street . . . where scenes like this were happening. Larry Rivers came by with his sax, and Auden would pad around in bedroom slippers coming from upstairs to get milk for his tea.


  




  Many of the downtown characters were given names, such as Jimmy “the Greek,” Dorothy “the Shoebox Girl” (because she kept her marijuana in a shoebox), and Jimmy O’Hara, whose real name was Earl Smith. Jimmy was a book thief who was one of the first persons on the scene to wear a leather jacket. He had done jail time for theft, which may be why he used an alias. He was also a close friend of Gregory Corso’s.




  Though Mason would soon become an addict, in the Village of the early- to mid-’5 Os, Mason and Terry were fascinated by, but ultimately wary of, the heroin scene, and saw the goings-on around.




  Joe’s Dinette as a kind of theater of the absurd. In a letter to Mason of February 4, 1954, Terry creates an elaborate prank (shades of Magic Christian) in which a heroin-shooting session goes awry when a homemade siren sounds and the floor opens up. He riffs:




  

    And everybody is plunged into a tremendous vat—of something incongruous, like honey, or cotton-candy (cotton-candy would be good because, by the nature of it, retrospective accounts would have interesting discrepancies as to what it actually was; for example, later at Fugazi’s, Chuck is telling Harriet (while Charlie Lear opposite is so cross he is black), “And, dig, baby, we fell into like a kind of pit, you know? Full of cotton-candy. But deep, you know what I mean?”




    

      Harriet (in disbelief): Ah!




      Chuck: Yeah, man, ask Charlie. Isn’t that right, man, it was cotton-candy?




      Charlie: What!




      Chuck: Cotton-candy, man, you know, that jive they sell at Coney Island, for kids. Cotton-candy.




      Charlie: Man, will you come down?




      Chuck: Yeah, man, that’s what it was. Cotton-candy. I tasted it.




      Charlie: Oh, man!


    




    . . . Later, at Joe’s Dinette, Stan [Gould] would tell Anton [Rosenberg, who owned a frame shop], “That’s the LAST time I get involved with Jimmy O’Hara, I can tell you that! For any reason, man, ANY reason!


  




  Terry continues his letter with an update on the Village scene, commenting on the bizarre murder of poet Max Bodenheim and his wife:




  

    Harold* was an odd person, even for the Waldorf, where he was often the focus of curiosity and attention, because he had, as Max himself noted shortly before his demise, “the eyes of a cobra. . . .”




    There is a bit of sad news which you may have already heard—the death of Jimmy the Greek*, about 3 weeks ago, in Baltimore, of pneumonia. He had started south because of the cold here. Dylan Thomas died here recently, in equally ironic straits—an overdose of M [morphine] or more precisely, a sizable dose of M when he was very lushed.


  




  Terry took great relish in recounting the myriad romantic triangles among the revolving cast of characters with whom Mason was intimately familiar—but far away from—in Paris.




  

    About 3 weeks before the Bodenheim slayings, Bob (“I’ll ball and suck you til you bleed”) Hanlon fell off a bar stool at the White Horse and fractured his skull. Bob is back on the scene now, however, and is more or less fully recovered. “My head is all right now,” Bob will say of an evening down at the Horse. He holds his head in both hands when he says it. “My head is all right now.” Standard hipster repartee to this is “Well, give me a little then! Haw!” No one puts down Bob quite so hard as do Chuck [Katz-Nelson] and Harriet. The simple fact of their getting involved at all is not unlike something out of Henry Green, and to my mind a gas and groove. Imagine then the situation of Bob, having heard about the “freeze” quality of C[cocaine], scoring for some horse through Chuck and Harriet, to rub on his cock, and their trying to get him to “shoot it!” Chuck was very cross, and Harriet was actually ill, the poor darling. Bob stood fast.


  




  As the hipsters and artists of the Village began experimenting with heroin, so did Mason, particularly during one visit to Paris, in which he befriended jazz trumpeter Chet Baker. Mason was now exploring the world of music and drugs on a different level than Terry—one that would bug Mason out for the rest of his life.




  




  * Harold Weinberg, a dishwasher at the Waldorf Cafeteria, killed poet Max Bodenheim.




  * A toothless junkie friend (and connection) of Mason’s who had been on the Village scene for years.




  Chapter 4




  Enter Candy Christian




  It was sometime between 1954 and 1955 that Terry wrote a story about an American girl from the Midwest, quite different from the hip chicks on the New York scene, named Candy Christian. Pert, bright-eyed, and in love with the whole world, she heals suffering through the act of “giving herself’ fully to whoever needs her most. The story as first conceived contains her encounter with a weirdo hunchback on Grove Street, which remains one of the novel’s most fully developed (and uproarious) episodes.




  

    Wasn’t it just too much, she thought joyfully, standing here in the rain, in Greenwich Village, talking to a hunchback—when she should have been at her job ten minutes ago! . . . She considered the explanation she would have to give, the attempt to make them understand, and she was so happy and proud of herself she could have wept.




    “That’s my tree, you know,” she said instead, smiling like a mischievous child, then laughing gaily at her own foolishness. “I pretend that it is,” she admitted, almost shyly. “The only tree on Grove Street! Oh, I do love it so!” She leaned forward and touched it gently, half closing her eyes, and then she gave the hunchback another tender smile.




    The shop on this corner of Grove was a man’s underwear shop, and the hunchback’s eyes devoured another crotch or two before he looked up. He was also smiling. He supposed she was a policewoman. “Rubatubdub!” he said, agitating his hump vigorously against the tree. Getting run in was part of his kick.


  




  Terry showed the story to many of his friends, for whom it became a source of great amusement. As Terry recalled later in Grand Street:




  

    Everyone who read the story, loved the girl—all the guys wanted to fuck her, and the girls wanted to be her . . . Alex Trocchi . . . wanted to publish it in Merlin for nil recompense. I told him no thanks. . . .




    “Well, in any case,” said Trocchi, “this spunky heroine of yours should have more adventures! I would like very much . . . like to see her involved with the Roman Catholic Church!”




    Mason . . . read it and said, “Why don’t you have her get involved with a Jewish shrink?”


  




  Candy Christian is from the Midwest, but she was inspired by girls like her in the Village and Paris. In the following letter, Terry, observing the Village scene in 1954, seemed to be developing the Candy character based on certain girls looking for their “freedom and independence”:




  

    Mazor Hoff!




    Dear Mace. Well, Mace, now that you have given up all pretense to art and letters, it is a little difficult to know what to say to you, what common ground we have to meet upon, so to speak. Dope and pussy, I suppose. Well, as you may have guessed, my thick bit sees plenty of action here in the Village. There are any number of attractive girls, wanting to assert their independence by coolly entering into the sexual-act with someone. Naturally, I get first nod, being somewhat more respectable than Stan [Gould] and the others—especially the spades—the spades get them last, their graduation, so to speak. Most of these girls are young Catholic-girls-in-revolt who want to enter into the sex-act for the freedom and independence of taboo it represents. Within that framework though, they move cautiously . . . down-the-ladder, one might say, towards . . . [Jimmy] O’Hara . . . Stan Gould, and the others, down to the very bottom which is Fats Edwards, monster spade-faggot. It is generally agreed that nothing is more independent, more finally symbolic-of-emancipation, and “farther from home,” so to speak, than one of these young girls taking Fat’s 17 inch cock in the ass and mouth. Naturally, I get plenty of Jewish puss as well. These young Jewish girls are warm and passionate, a fact I attribute to the role of food and father in the Jewish home, and to the strong welcome of security (in an anti-semitic world) which they imagine these momentary embraces to represent. Also the fact that I am a white protestant does excite them (I suppose they think they are fucking Christ) and makes them come like the dickens.


  




  Terry alerts Mason to two very dynamic women who were heading for Paris, Marilyn Meeske (who would later work for Girodias) and Eleanore “Non” Hickox:




  

    A couple of nifties are headed your way, Hoff. I won’t mention their names, because the very thought of them might make your wire-like bit shoot off wildly all over Zeline [Mason’s young stepdaughter] and the others. Anyway, they are two young hipstress from the Village. Initials, MM, and NH! I can give you this hint: you’ve had your teeny bit and head up to the proverbial cervix of each, trying to shoot-off there. These are two nifties, Hoff, and will be calling for organ thick and fast. To get the best out of one of them (by way of another hint) you’ll be wanting to don a beard and say, repeatedly during the act: “I’m your old dad! I’m your old dad!” and the child will spasm like a veritable machine-gun. As for the other, give her a cool look and a quick crack in the mouth. This will make her come out of pure respect. Then wipe away the blood with your pencil bit, and soothe her wonderously. The poor child can’t understand gentleness until after her vulva’s been chewed to a pulp.




    [Joe] Fineman took a crippling bust the other day and Mel [Sabre] is plenty cross as this gives Joe an edge in their running battle for King of the Junk scene. Mel and hot Dorothy swing Joe’s Dinette beginning at two pm each day waiting for the connection and making phone-calls. Mel has been busted eight times now, but nothing ever comes of it because one of his uncles is a highly placed magistrate. Mel has to weigh his eight hollow busts against Joe’s Lexington rap and is insecure about it. He feels, however, that he will ultimately exhaust his uncle’s patience. Mean-while, of course, he is his usual groove and gas self, coining new words, etc. . . .




    Bob Hanlon has an interesting dodge now, whereby he comes on as a John to a junkie chick, offering her a fix in exchange for puss, shoots off in the darling girl then sends her packing. “You little fool,” he says, “I’m Ace Crane of Narco! Clear out or you’ll be cold turkey in the Tombs!” These junkie chicks are so embarrassed at having been conned by a John that they don’t hip the others, so Bob continues to swing. About three in the morning you’ll see Bob in Jim Atkins flashing a BC* and saying: “It’s dynamite! Baby, how about some puss.”




    Well, I’ll be pointing for France, Hoff, if things break right. I can tell you, you needn’t bother coming back here. It’s the same old six and seven, here. Pussy and dope. It’ll be a groove to see you. Meanwhile, let’s keep in touch.




    T.


  




  Terry did return to France—and to nights spent hanging out with Mason. The two of them, paragons of existential cool, had a disdain for a kind of inauthenticity that was invading the writing life and literature in both Paris and New York and producing what Terry called “artistes manques.” As William Styron recalled:




  

    You could stroll from the hotel in less than two minutes to La Coupole or to the terrace of Le Dôme, Hemingway’s old hangout, which also reeked of pot or hash and featured many young American men sitting at tables with manuscripts while affecting the leonine look of Hemingway, right down to the moustache and hirsute chest. I even overheard one of those guys address his girl companion as “Daughter.” Terry and I would sit after lunch on the terrace, drinking coffee and smirking at these poseurs.


  




  Terry and Mason were interested in a new kind of fiction, a fiction that used stylistic juxtapositions, Hemingway’s clarity, and Faulkner’s precision, overlaid with the Beat irony and existential Now. They both knew that some of the people in their crowd were too outré to resist literary treatment. In the following letter, Mason, on a visit to the States, revives a book idea he and Terry had talked about, involving a “cultural tourist,” self-consciously determined to master the Hemingway mystique.




  Milford, Conn., Winter 1954




  

    Dear Terry,




    . . . I don’t know how strong this should be, but picture a guy, an American, picking up on Farewell to Arms, wanting to be the cynical connoisseur, to know his way around Paris, order drinks with funny names and be on intimate terms with whores and so on. Instead he is exposed to a barrage of tourist experiences—tries to catch the street names from a taxi at night—has to ask the names of the statues and can’t understand the answers, in short, a kind of a parody on Hemingway where the guy is trying to have his life look like that, collecting experiences that would look good in print but it never comes off and finally getting his just desserts in the bull stampede. Mel [Sabre] is the model, of course. I should think we could think up some pretty grotesque bits involving misunderstandings and wild fiascos of this kind, aside from what we might actually remember. Some of Joe Feinman’s trips might serve too. This line could all be subordinated to some conventional plot of course, and should be, I guess. The guy could have a wife and the part about fancying himself a Hemingway hero be something which has to take place within the confines of a colorless domestic setup. However the wife is lost in Paris, not to the guillotine but a masculine embodiment of it, at which point, actually on his own, and feeling very upset he cuts to Spain. At any rate, there could be this contrast thing running through it—the difference between the Hemingway habitué and what would be likely to happen to a tourist who makes a pilgrimage because of it.




    Fifty pages doesn’t sound impossible. We’re leaving the first of May, but I think we could get enough to show by then.


  




  Nothing came of their proposed collaboration, but later that winter, Terry, who also saw the dynamic, Ivy League junkie Mel Sabre as the perfect model for a contemporary comeuppance tale, wrote “The Night the Bird Blew for Doctor Warner.” It concerns a musicologist who is writing The History of Music: From Bach to Be-Bopy and his final chapter to research and complete is: “Jazz.” As a top-drawer academic, he consults a sycophantic group of colleagues. The story begins like this:




  

    “I’ll have to be a hipster” Dr. Warner said leaning toward them from out of billowing dark leather while behind this great chair, where study lamplight softened to haze on a thousand grains of dullest panel, there danced in points of twos the refracted amber of glassed cubed-ice in the hands of his two friends opposite—danced, it seemed, on an opaque screen which could measure the wildness of thought and the tedium of conversation.




    “A very hip hipster,” he continued genially, and withdrew himself slightly, for emphasis, “if not, indeed, something more”




    “Something more?” said professor Thomas, stressing his mock surprise with a sickly smile. He loathed strange jargon. “Don’t tell me there’s anything more, Ralph, than being a hipster!”




    Dr. Warner allowed his own gaze to grow sober and formulative, staring down at the drink in his hand.




    “Yes,” he said evenly, “you might say that a junky is something more than a hipster.”


  




  Terry had already fully developed this “cultural tourist” theme in 1952 in Paris when he wrote “Thriving on a Riff’ (later called “You’re Too Hip, Baby”). It revealed, with unflinching detail, the painful aspects of sycophantic white American stoners digging the primarily black (American) Paris jazz scene:




  

    Later, in the evening, when the place was jumping, Murray kept himself slightly apart from the rest of the crowd—the tourists, the students, the professional beats, and the French bonne famille—who all came to listen to the great new music. And always during the evening there would be at least one incident, like the famous tenorman’s casually bumming a cigarette from him, which would prove Murray’s intimacy with the group to those who observed. Old acquaintances from Yale, who happened in, found Murray changed; they detected in his attitude toward them, their plans, and their expressed or implied values a sort of bemused tolerance—as though he were in possession of a secret knowledge.
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