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Introduction

I’VE WRITTEN TWO BOOKS about Eve Babitz. (Well, one and a half, as Didion and Babitz is equally preoccupied with that other California girl writer.) I’ve obviously said too much already, have chewed the reading public’s ear off on the subject.

Which is why I’m going to get straight to the point, no fucking around: I regard Too L.A. as Eve’s second masterpiece—her first being, of course, Slow Days, Fast Company—and her most consequential work. It’s a West Coast, late twentieth-century Room of One’s Own, a feminist cri de coeur, as A Room of One’s Own is a feminist cri de coeur. It’s every bit as candid, every bit as lucid, every bit as brutal, every bit as delicate as Virginia Woolf’s celebrated manifesto. (By the way, if you want distilled feminist cri de coeur, skip ahead to Eve’s 1977 letter to Joseph Heller on pg. 337.)

The short story was Eve’s métier, but only because the short story was the short essay—Eve’s true métier—in disguise. (“Everything I wrote was memoir or essay or whatever you want to call it,” Eve told me. “It was one hundred percent nonfiction. I just changed the names. Why? So I wouldn’t get sued.”) And the short essay was Eve’s métier but only because the short essay was the personal letter—Eve’s true true métier—in disguise.

And she knew it.

From a letter she wrote to the novelist and filmmaker Sarah Kernochan, dated August 13, 1979:

I wrote this letter to Leo Lerman, that editor at Vogue who took me out to lunch at the Algonquin when I was in NY, and is a Gemini, and always wears purple, and is from one of those old German Jewish NY families, and is real funny. So I wrote him, [and I told him] how I’d moved to Venice/Santa Monica, and what it was like, and the skating, and the Rodeo Drive–type stores. And he published the thing as is, or as was—[it was] slightly edited—and paid me $500. And since it was the kind of writing I do best—letters—people are dropping dead all over the place over how wonderful I am.

People will, no doubt, be dropping dead all over again at that wonderfulness. The letters are everything you could want. They’re vivid, funny, responsive, full of fresh turns of thought and phrase. Are profound, as well, in an anarchic, inadvertent way because of the portrait they offer: of a woman artist in the 1960s and ’70s—the pummeling men gave her, the pummeling she gave men, the hunger for recognition, the fear of recognition, the high cost (monetary and nonmonetary) of living, the fight (lost, not even close) to be taken seriously—and of Los Angeles: the giddy music, art, and literary scenes that were happening during those years. The truth is, L.A. is, was, and always will be too L.A.; that’s the city’s curse, that’s the city’s blessing, and no one understood this truth better than Eve.

Mostly what the letters are, though, is a sheer joy. Eve took the greatest delight in sex and drugs, wild parties and dizzy enchantments; took just as much delight in writing about sex and drugs, wild parties and dizzy enchantments. Her observations on her life, her friends, her enemies, her own work, the work of others, even on the landscape she’s drifting through and bumming around in are frequently brilliant, invariably amusing. How not to marvel at the exuberance of this woman whose mind is totally free of cant, hypocrisy, inhibition.

And that is the deepest and truest pleasure of the letters: getting closer to the mind that wrote them.

That the letters exist at all is a small miracle. Not that small, actually.

By the time I met Eve in the spring of 2012, the Huntington’s disease that would kill her in 2021 had already laid waste to her brain. She lived in an apartment in West Hollywood that was filthy and chaotic beyond description. (To give you some sense: When the people from Jewish Family Services came in 2016 to clean it, they wore hazmat suits. And they were not, I assure you, overdressed.) I couldn’t imagine anything as fragile as papers surviving in that rathole of a hellhole.

And then I didn’t have to imagine.

Her sister, Mirandi, was clearing out her belongings—this after she died—and came upon, in the darkest depths of a back-room closet, a stack of cardboard boxes. The boxes, packed decades before by Eve and Mirandi’s mother, Mae, were sealed with duct tape, the duct tape unbroken. Mirandi broke the tape. What she found inside: photos, scrapbooks, manuscripts, and, most vitally, letters, scores and scores of them.

The first line of one written in 1972 to Eve’s friend, Carol Granison: “Today I’m going to mail the letter I write to you instead of sticking it into a file of unmailed letters I’ve started—they’re practically a diary.” I read it and realized instantly that that’s what the boxes were: the file of unmailed letters that was Eve’s practically-adiary. (Being charming was Eve’s code of honor, and that code did not allow for the admission of pain or anger or sorrow or unhappiness; and while she seemed open and forthcoming, she was, upon closer inspection, restrained and circumspect. The idea that she kept any kind of diary at all—unguarded pages!—was exciting, thrilling even.)

The journalist Janet Malcolm made an observation of characteristic shrewdness about the unmailed letter—the unsent letter, she called it:

The preservation of the unsent letter is its arresting feature. Neither the writing nor the not sending is remarkable (we often make drafts of letters and discard them), but the gesture of keeping the message we have no intention of sending is. By saving the letter, we are in some sense “sending” it after all. We are not relinquishing our idea... on the contrary, we are giving it an extra vote of confidence. We are, in effect, saying that our idea is too precious to be entrusted to the gaze of the actual addressee, who may not grasp its worth, so we “send” it to his equivalent in fantasy, on whom we can absolutely count for an understanding and appreciative reading.*

In other words, what Eve couldn’t say to family, friends, lovers, editors, publishers, L.A. itself—and there was a lot she couldn’t say—she is saying to posterity. And posterity in this instance, reader, is you and me.

May we prove ourselves worthy of the trust she’s placed in us.

LILI ANOLIK

____________

* My friend, the writer David Lipsky, has an alternative theory: “Unsent letters are unswung punches, they’re war faces or cry faces we make only in the mirror. Don’t you think?” Yes, maybe I do think.




An Editorial Note

TO STATE THE OBVIOUS: These are not my letters. These are Eve Babitz’s letters. But I’ve imposed myself on them. Had to, I felt.

First of all, there’s Eve’s spelling, which must be seen to be believed. I’ll admit, the badness of her spelling has, at moments, a certain rakish charm. For example, when she’s annoyed—and she’s frequently annoyed—with her friend and mentor (and bête noire) Joan Didion, she refers to Didion as “Mrs. Dunn.” This is an allusion to Didion’s oft-expressed preference for being addressed in private life as “Joan Dunne” or “Joan Didion Dunne.” Which is to say, this is a putdown of Didion, Eve sticking it to Didion for playing the little wifey; and Eve getting it wrong (“Mrs. D-U-N-N” rather than “Mrs. D-U-N-N-E”) is part of the putdown. In short, the misspelling is intentional and therefore worthy of preservation.

Mostly, though, the badness of Eve’s spelling is just bad. For example, in one letter, the name of music mogul David Geffen—a man she wasn’t ambivalent about, a man she liked—appears three times. All three times she gets “Geffen” wrong, each time wrong in a different way. In short, the misspelling is unintentional and therefore not worthy of preservation.

Second of all, there’s Eve’s punctuation, which is worse than bad. As my aghast little eye runs over her sentences, I often flash on that Dorothy Parker chestnut: “Maybe it is only I, but conditions are such these days, that if you use studiously correct grammar, people suspect you of homosexual tendencies.” Except that can’t be what’s going on with Eve and punctuation as she couldn’t care less if people suspected her of homosexual tendencies. I’d call up Mr. Major, Eve’s English teacher at Hollywood High, and give him a piece of my mind. Only calling up Mr. Major is no longer an option. (Mr. Major had cultivated a habit he ought to have abandoned: corresponding with men in prison, offering them a place to live post-release in exchange for sex. In early 2014, pen pal Scott Kratlian, who’d just served twenty-plus for first-degree manslaughter, moved in with him; then, ten days later, moved out, though not before wringing his neck. “Poor Mr. Major,” as Eve said.)

And, besides, Eve’s problem with punctuation goes deeper than Mr. Major. My best guess is that she found punctuation confining. A phrase she got a lot of use out of was “such-and-such cramps my style.” Blue jeans, deadlines, and college all cramped her style, so she had as little to do with blue jeans, deadlines, and college as possible. It must’ve been the same with periods, commas, and semicolons.

To standardize the punctuation and rectify the spelling in her letters seems to me the humane thing to do. After all, it’s my job to make them readable.

Where it gets a bit sticky: I’ve also edited her letters; not to make them readable, to make them better, and that maybe isn’t my job. Now, I haven’t altered or augmented them—of course I haven’t. But I have, on occasion, shortened them: struck redundancies and irrelevancies, reduced passages that got pointlessly, repetitively long. And my actions could be construed as meddling.

How I justify my editing/meddling: (1) by remembering a line from John Updike’s review of the Carlos Baker–edited collection, Ernest Hemingway: Selected Letters, 1917–1961: “By one of those disservices of which only reverence is capable, the letters are all reproduced uncut”; (2) by reiterating my belief that this book is, or at least has the potential to be, Eve’s second masterwork (I wasn’t kidding when I said in the introduction that it’s a West Coast, late twentieth-century Room of One’s Own), to be put on the shelf alongside Eve’s first masterwork, Slow Days, Fast Company, which was guided and shaped by the supremely adept Victoria Wilson of Knopf, who exercised much editorial ingenuity and care (in other words, who edited Eve with a non-light hand); and (3) by reminding myself of something Eve couldn’t have forgotten if she tried: It’s not that aesthetics are above ethics, it’s that aesthetics have their own ethics.

In brief, I felt that greatness was achievable, but only if it were helped along. And when you’re in the position to help greatness, you do not let yourself be squeamish or prissy or, in Updike’s word, reverent; you do not mind your manners or know your place or fear overstepping your bounds. No, you do what you must. You do what it takes.

L.A.
New York, 2026




An Eve Babitz Chronology







	1943

	Born in Los Angeles (May 13) to Sol Babitz and Lily Mae (known as Mae) Laviolette Babitz. Igor Stravinsky is named her godfather.




	1958

	Enters Hollywood High.




	1960

	Loses her virginity to composer Paul Glass, twenty-five and a friend of Sol’s.

Graduates, one semester early, from Hollywood High.




	1961

	Begins her first important love affair with the actor-director Brian Hutton.

Sol receives grants from the Fulbright Foundation and the Ford Foundation to travel to Europe and study Bach. Eve, along with her mother and her younger sister, Mirandi (born April 18, 1946), travel with him.




	1962

	Returns to L.A. without her family. Is half-heartedly attending Los Angeles Community College when a classmate, Myrna Reisman, takes her to Barney’s Beanery, where all the young artists hang out. Barney’s is her first scene. “I was nineteen and suddenly life was fun,” she said. That very night, she meets Walter Hopps, a cofounder of the Ferus Gallery and her other first important love affair.

Rejoins her family in Europe. In Nîmes, she learns of the death of idol Marilyn Monroe. (“MARILYN EST MORTE!” scream the newspaper headlines.) In Rome, she spots future Manson gang murder victim Sharon Tate at the Café de Paris.




	1963

	Begins working on her memoir/novel Travel Broadens.

Plays chess (naked) with the surrealist Marcel Duchamp (clothed), while the photographer Julian Wasser snaps away with his camera.




	1964

	Writes a mash note/fan note to Catch-22 novelist Joseph Heller asking him to help her get Travel Broadens published. Heller obliges, but Heller’s editor, Robert Gottlieb, turns down the book. Eve resolves to stop writing and focus her energies on becoming an artist.




	1965

	Is the girlfriend, briefly, of the artist Ed Ruscha.




	1966

	Is seeing John Densmore, Doors drummer, but manages to seduce Jim Morrison, Doors lead singer, on the sly.




	1966–1967

	Lives in New York for precisely one year. Works as a publicist at the underground paper the East Village Other; takes a lot of acid; goes to a gallery to check out Joseph Cornell (on the recommendation of Walter Hopps) and decides that collage is the medium for her.




	1967

	Tries out San Francisco for a few months in the spring before moving back to L.A. Sells a collage to the Monterey Pop Festival people (they’re making a festival book). Designs the album cover for Buffalo Springfield Again.

Meets Earl McGrath, a flaneur (among other things). Through McGrath she becomes a key player on the Franklin Avenue scene. (7406 Franklin Avenue is the house in Hollywood rented by the writer couple Joan Didion and John Gregory Dunne.) Other key Franklin Avenue players: Ahmet Ertegun, Harrison Ford, Michelle Phillips, Ann Marshall, Peter Pilafian, Ron Cooper. (Ertegun, Ford, Pilafian, and Cooper are all conquests of Eve’s.)




	1968

	Becomes a key player on the Troubadour scene, a breeding ground for the 1970s singer-songwriter movement. Continues to design album covers. Begins taking photographs of musicians—Gram Parsons, Jackson Browne, Don Henley, Glenn Frey, Steve Martin (best known as a comedian and writer, of course, but a whiz on the banjo), Linda Ronstadt. (Browne, Henley, Frey, and Martin are all conquests of Eve’s.)




	1969

	The followers of Charles Manson murder Sharon Tate, Jay Sebring, Wojciech Frykowski, Abigail Folger, and Steven Parent at the house Tate shares with her husband, the director Roman Polanski, at 10050 Cielo Drive. “Many people I know in Los Angeles believe that the Sixties ended abruptly on August 9, 1969, ended at the exact moment when word of the murders on Cielo Drive traveled like brushfire through the community,” Didion will later write.




	1970

	Rosalind Frank, the most beautiful girl in Eve’s class at Hollywood High, dies, either intentionally or accidentally, of an overdose.

The Byrds album (Untitled), for which Eve designed the cover, is released.




	1971

	The Didion-Dunnes move out of their house on Franklin Avenue in Hollywood, and into a house on the Pacific Coast Highway in Malibu, thus ending the Franklin Avenue scene.

Jim Morrison dies.

Eve becomes seriously involved with the writer Dan Wake-field, a close friend of Didion’s.

Writes a piece on Hollywood High and the death of Rosalind Frank called “The Sheik.” With Didion’s assistance, she sells “The Sheik” to Rolling Stone.




	1972

	“The Sheik” appears in Rolling Stone.

Eve starts a romance with Grover Lewis, an editor at Rolling Stone. Sells her first book to Seymour Lawrence on the recommendation of Didion, and Didion agrees to edit the book. Ends the romance with Lewis; starts a romance with Annie Leibovitz, a photographer at Rolling Stone.




	1973

	Falls in love with Ed Ruscha’s younger brother, Paul Ruscha, and enters a long-term relationship with him.

“Fires” Didion as her editor.




	1974

	Eve’s Hollywood is published, and is either ignored or disparaged by critics.

Erica Spellman of International Creative Management becomes Eve’s agent; Erica Spellman’s sister, Victoria Wilson of Knopf, becomes Eve’s editor.

Linda Ronstadt’s Heart Like a Wheel is released with Eve’s photograph of Ronstadt on the album’s inner sleeve.

Eve becomes a habitué of Ports, a restaurant in Hollywood. Ports is her new scene.




	1977

	Slow Days, Fast Company is published. Reviews are mixed. Eve continues to be underrated and misunderstood.

Her cocaine problem, never a problem, starts to become a problem.

Sol is dying from Huntington’s and Eve is convinced that Huntington’s will kill her too. Her behavior, over the next five years, becomes increasingly out of control. She’s officially entered her squalid-overboogie period.




	1979

	Sex and Rage, Eve’s novel about the Franklin Avenue scene, is published. The White Album, Didion’s collection about the Franklin Avenue scene, is also published. Sex and Rage is a flop; The White Album, a cultural touchstone.

Eve breaks up with Paul Ruscha; breaks up, too, with Erica Spellman and Victoria Wilson.

Moves to Santa Monica.




	1980

	Fiorucci: the Book is published.




	1981

	Paul Ruscha, frightened by how far gone Eve is with the coke, rats her out to Mae. Mae insists that she move home.




	1982

	Sol dies of complications related to Huntington’s, but Eve and Mirandi don’t know it. (Mae lies to Eve and Mirandi, tells them it was a brain tumor that killed their father.) L.A. Woman is published by Linden Press to truly abysmal reviews. Eve joins AA.




	1982–1991

	Eve more or less hibernates during these years, though she does manage to squeeze in an affair with the singer-songwriter Warren Zevon.




	1991

	Begins writing a series of L.A. nostalgia pieces for Esquire, including “Jim Morrison Is Dead and Living in Hollywood.”




	1993

	Gets back together with Erica Spellman and Victoria Wilson. Publishes Black Swans with Knopf.




	1997

	Accidentally sets her skirt on fire while leaving a family brunch in Pasadena. Very nearly burns herself alive.




	1999

	Publishes Two by Two: Tango, Two-Step, and the L.A. Night.




	2001

	Mae moves into an assisted living facility in San Pedro.

Eve moves into a condo on Gardner Street in West Hollywood, where she descends into Huntington’s madness, becoming a cross between Norma Desmond and Miss Havisham.




	2003

	Mae Babitz dies.




	2014

	A lengthy profile of Eve by Lili Anolik appears in the Hollywood issue of Vanity Fair. Reprints of her books soon follow. She becomes, in her dotage, a literary sensation.




	2021

	Eve dies. Six days later, Joan Didion does the same








Mean Tricks

1962–1966
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I THINK OF THESE as Eve’s apprentice years—apprentice artist years; apprentice wild-thing years.

The letters in this section start in the summer of 1962. Eve is nineteen, semi-freshly out of Hollywood High, an experience that defined her. “I went to Hollywood High,” she’d tell me whenever I asked her why she’d done something particularly spirited or bold—written a mash note masquerading as a fan note to America’s preeminent novelist Joseph Heller, say, or propositioned the lead singer of the new house band at the London Fog, Jim Morrison, before she’d even said hello to him—as if Hollywood High explained everything. Yet she hadn’t much cared for the place when she was there. (“I was never asked out on a date the whole time.”) And she kept her stay as brief as possible. (She hid out at the less demanding Marshall High for her first year, and then arranged her credits so that she could graduate a full semester early.) She’s ready now for fun, for men, for trouble. Only she’s going to have to pursue these interests in a city other than L.A.

Eve’s father, Sol, at one time the first violinist for the Twentieth Century–Fox Orchestra and for the Los Angeles Philharmonic, has been granted a Fulbright to study Bach. He’s moving to Europe. Eve, along with her mother and sister, are moving with him, Eve under protest. Though a dozen or so men removed from virginity, she’s in the throes of her first serious love affair. It’s with a married actor named Brian Hutton. The idea of being apart from Hutton is unbearable to her. To stay close, she sends him dirty letter after dirty letter. Which proves instructive. “After a while,” she said, “it really became rather a chore to think of new scenes and fantasies and maybe that’s where I learned how to write.”

In the spring of 1963, Eve returns to L.A. She’ll spend the rest of the year working on a novel, a “novel”—it’s entirely nonfiction—about her European adventures titled Travel Broadens. (“Daisy Miller, only from Hollywood” is how she’d later describe its protagonist.) After she finishes a draft, she’ll write Joseph Heller that fan note/mash note. Though not before posing nude with Marcel Duchamp to get back at another married lover, the cofounder of the Ferus Gallery and director of the Pasadena Art Museum, Water Hopps. (Hopps, you see, had the gall to invite his wife rather than her to the party he was throwing for Duchamp.) Heller will try to talk his editor, Robert Gottlieb, into publishing Travel Broadens. When his efforts fail, she’ll stop writing, concentrate on art.

And artists.

Eve will run wild at Barney’s Beanery, where the handsome-devil artists hang out. Eve will run wild on the Sunset Strip, where a different type of handsome-devil artist, the singer-songwriter type, hangs out. (Her seduction of a pre-fame Jim Morrison is so fast—“Uh, hi,” Jim drawled; “Take me home,” I replied—she surely set a world record.)

Yet for all the frantic good times she’s having, she’s disappointed—that Travel Broadens was turned down by Gottlieb, that she can’t get her art into a galley that counts (that is, Ferus). And so she decides to make a change.

On March 6, 1966, Eve, the ultimate L.A. girl, does the unthinkable: moves to New York City.

Eve Babitz to Deanne Mencher. 1962.

Dear Deanne,

I’m sorry I haven’t written to you in so long but I (1) had no time (2) had no money.

Anyway I’m in Firenze (Florence) and it’s beautiful and all but it’s such a small town kind of atmosphere that it just seems like all the beautiful things are in the midst of another unappreciative audience.

I’m bored as hell here, frankly, and I want to go to Rome but I have no money whatsoever.

My poor, poor mother is in the hospital here. She got kidney stones and she is constantly being shot full of morphine because the pain is so great. Also yesterday she had to be fed intravenously and she had a 105° fever. But today she is better. She’s been at the stupid hospital for 4 or 5 days now. Poor Daddy is worried to death and practices constantly. Besides it’s very hot here.

Everything is awful as you can see. I want so much to go to Rome (Bill’s city) that I’m almost eating my insides out. But I can’t can’t can’t. It’s horrible. Here I am, 3 miserable hours away by train, and I can’t go. I’m almost dying.

I haven’t heard from Brian either. I want to go back to him more than I want to go to Rome.

The Italians are really a shitty lot. I was dating this typical La Dolce Vita type—handsome, rich, fancy red Giulietta sports car. So where does the infant want to ball me?—a garage!!!

I have only been to the Uffizi. I haven’t seen Michelangelo’s David yet but it’s so damn hot and one must walk everywhere. I’m too tired to do it.

My roommate, Ruth, is great. She’s getting her PhD at Oxford on Dickens and she’s absolutely fabulous. She says things like “Oh, wow” with an Irish lilt.

All the kids at the hostel where I’m staying are going to schools like Harvard, Yale, Smith and Princeton. They are by far the biggest bores in the universe. Such non-interesting non-entities are incredible. Besides which they are selfless. The only good person here besides Ruth is the boy from the boat with the pot.

So anyway, Deanne, I’m beginning to think that Paris is the best city in Europe because at least there’s something to do there at night.

But I want to come home again—or at least get the hell out of Florence.

Please write me tons of gossip i. e. Dale, Sandra, Dale, Sandra, André etc.

Love,
Evie  

___________________

Deanne Mencher: an actress. “I was a very serious and talented actress,” said Mencher. “I’m short, though, and I’ve always had a weight issue, which limits your roles. But I was the star of the workshop circuit. So, I knew a lot of people, went out a lot. Eve was quite a bit younger than I was. Well, I’ve never paid much attention to age.”

Bill: Unidentified Person. (I don’t believe a footnote should have a footnote, but this footnote needs one. Until Eve (accidently) set herself on fire in 1997, she went out practically every night of her life. Consequently, she met people galore. And when she wrote about these people galore in letters, she often identified them by first name only. If the reference is glancing—as it is with Bill here—I have little chance of figuring out who he or she is. So, from this point forward, I’ll tag these mystery men/mystery women as “Unidentified Person.”)

Brian: Brian G. Hutton, an actor in 1962, but about to become a director. Hutton was Eve’s first great love.

Dale, Sandra, Dale, Sandra, André etc.: Dale and André are both Unidentified Persons. But Sandra is Sandra Kirchner, the most beautiful and charismatic of the Thunderbird Girls, a group of glamorous young actresses who tooled around the Sunset Strip in Thunderbird convertibles. When Eve was in high school, she tooled around with them. Kirschner, who went on dates with Frank Sinatra and Lenny Bruce, married, in 1961, Michael Blodgett, future star of Russ Meyer’s Beyond the Valley of the Dolls (1970).
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Eve Babitz to Brian G. Hutton. 1962.*

Dear Brian,

First & foremost: I didn’t get the money from you but I’m sure to soon because [American Express] is forwarding everything to Rome. Thank you for sending it though. I love you—send more (rather horrible aren’t I). Second, I don’t know when the hell I can get back. The closest chance looks like 6 months from now but even if I do come back, I’ll be the same dead weight I was before. [I’ll] go straight to secretary school or prostitution & knowing me it would be prostitution.

I’ll write you lewd fuck letters and do some pornographic drawings for you soon.


[image: A pencil sketch of a naked woman]


___________________

*The title of this book, reader, is, you’ll remember, Too L.A.: Letters Never Sent (But Some Were). Well, this letter is one of the But-Some-Weres. There are only a handful in this collection, but you'll know when you’re looking at one by the asterisk.

lewd fuck letters: lewd fuck letters were, in fact, written by Eve. Sent by Eve, too. Then sent back to Eve by Brian Hutton’s estate when he died in 2014. They’ve been deemed too lewd and too fucky for this book, however, so you’ll have to content yourself with the pornographic drawing.

Eve Babitz to Sheila Rainey. March 21, 1963.

Dear Sheila,

Hi. What’s happening?

I’m back in Gollywood and everything’s cool—I’m with my boyfriend and I have a job—of sorts—and my own flat, but no television or cat which is kind of depressing.

I took a plane or planes back to Los Angeles and they were hellish. I got here about 11 P. M. and there I was—in this hotel with no vacancy and all these hookers (whores) on Hollywood Blvd. It was a drag, but this little faggy looking guy came in and saved me, so the first night I spent home was with this guy who slept on the couch and me on the bed—I was exhausted after 37 hours of no sleep.

Then I got my old pad back and painted compulsively for 3 days—I painted the kitchen and living room white—which is OK, but then I went and painted the bathroom green, dark ugly green, and now I can hardly go in there without flinching, so I have to comb my hair + [do my] make up in the living room.

I’m so happy to be back in Hollywood once more where I am loved + respected beyond my merits, and [where] I have people to talk to instead of stalkers. And Brian is an angel. He is so cute + he’s gotten cuter—I think he gets younger instead of older.

I haven’t seen any of my, erum—my Hollywood-type friends yet—I plan to cool it for awhile.

About 5 people I know got busted (arrested) for marijuana, so I’ve really reformed. I don’t even drink hardly.

I saw Michael before I left Rome but you were still in Spain—for all I know you’re still there, but I’ll write this to you just in case you happen to be in Rome. What are you doing? I really hope you’ll write to me because I’m interested in finding out what you’re doing since I’m going to write a bestseller about you.

The landlady on 90 Crispi says you have the chiave and she wants it—I told her she was pazza and that you gave her the key already—of course I didn’t know what I was talking about.

Love,
Eve   

Say hello to your mother and Michael for me.

___________________

Sheila Rainey: the sister of Michael Rainey, who, in 1965, with his wife, Jane Ormsby-Gore—the inspiration, according to rock-and-roll legend, for the Rolling Stones’ tune “Lady Jane”—would open Hung on You, a London boutique that dressed every band from the Beatles to the Kinks.

chiave: translation: key (Italian).

pazza: translation: crazy (Italian).

Eve Babitz to Bob. Ca. 1963.

Dear Bob,

You sure are smart. Landsakes, you all is the smartest person I done run into in a dog’s age. Maybe it’s not you that’s smart. But your unconscious, baby, your unconscious is smart. I have never seen anything like your unconscious to make me learn about being a mensch. I can’t explain it to you in a letter because you, with your funny modesty, will deny it. I’ll tell you when [you] get back.

Try and ignore the Italians and Petrassi as well as you can and just look at the pretty parts. I wish I could help you, but I don’t think you want anyone to help you with this. You’re stubborn, I think. You’re really lucky and you don’t realize why. It’s because you have privacy. Privacy is one of my favorite things. Just think, you can wake up in the morning, and stare out the window at the most beautiful city in the world. And when mornings are lovely in Rome, they’re the loveliest. Cool, with soft cool breezes, and those delicate buildings that are the color of rough copper that’s been baked by the sun. And you have it all to yourself.

Waking up in the morning and looking out the window at Rome used to flip me out so much that I would sort of laugh hysterically to myself and say aloud, “Well, Babitz, you finally made it.” I would look until I got cold, then, if I wanted any coffee, I would have to go down 5 flights of stairs and cope with those people in the café. Those people in the café could bring me down for the whole day. The whole damn thing is Zen: the better it is on one side, the worse it is on the other.

There may be one place you would like as well as New York, though. London. Someday, when you go to London, you will see what I mean. The people are so polite and exotic. I think people in London are more exotic than Orientals. And there is so much happening in London. Of course the weather and the architecture are perhaps the ugliest in the civilized world. Oh, and the food. I forgot about the food. If you like food, bring your own.

I’ve taken up reading. There’s nothing else to do, sad but true. All the Fitzgerald that I hadn’t read and could get ahold of, I read. Look Homeward, Angel, the first Thomas Wolfe, I read. (I really couldn’t get involved seriously with that book.) Mark Twain, again. But the best thing I read was an article by that lady-like and proper Mary McCarthy. She absolutely dissected J. D. Salinger. It was beautiful. She rolled up her sleeves and, as she began to write, looked over her shoulder, winked, and said, “This is how it’s done, boys!” At the end of her critique, she wrote, “Yet below this self-loving barbershop harmony a chord of terror is struck from time to time, like a judgment. Seymour’s suicide suggests that Salinger guesses intermittently or fears intermittently that there may be something wrong somewhere. Why did he kill himself? Because he had married a phony, whom he worshipped for her ‘simplicity, her terrible honesty’? Or because he was so happy and the Fat Lady’s world was so wonderful?” Here! Here! I really do love that woman, she’s so nasty. You can be just as nasty and sarcastic when discussing Petrassi and gli Italiani.

Love always,
Eve               

___________________

Bob: Unidentified Person. Though I suspect Bob is a friend of Paul Glass’s. Paul Glass was a protégé of the composer Ingolf Dahl, and tight with Eve’s father, Sol. She’d relinquished her virginity to Glass just before graduating from Hollywood High.

Petrassi: Goffredo Petrassi, an Italian composer.

Mary McCarthy: the article, “J. D. Salinger’s Closed Circuit,” appeared in the October 1962 issue of Harper’s Magazine.

gli Italiani: translation: the Italians (Italian).

Eve Babitz to Leah Spinrad. October 29, 1963.

Dear Leah,

So, what’s happening? As you probably know, I have evolved into a writer. I can’t spell, but boy can I write.

My cat is getting over distemper. He’s been getting over it for so long that I just about have distemper. Poor little thing. I feel so sorry for him. He’s half Siamese, black, and his name is Baz, short for Sweet Basil, named after this guy Mir and I met in Cannes.

Have you heard about the new breakfast cereal for men called “Snatch”? They take one bite and want to eat the whole box.

Did you see Lawrence of Arabia yet? Or Tom Jones? You must see them. You will be eternally grateful to me for recommending them to you. Lawrence of Arabia is the best thing—it’s a perfect marriage of art and money. Peter O’Toole is the most beautiful composite of colors in the world. He’s got golden hair and rosy tan skin and eyes so blue that it looks like the sky is shining through two holes in his pretty head. And dark eyelashes. Besides, he keeps wandering around in this white silk robe which is pretty suggestive itself. There’s one part in the movie where he’s finally captured this town, Aqaba, and decides that, after 60 miserable days of tramping around on camelback to get to Aqaba, it would now be nice to take a jaunt to Cairo. Across the Sinai desert. So he grabs his two little faggot Arab servants and says, “I’m going to Cairo.” His Arab leader friend looks up from his plundering long enough to mention that no one can cross that bit of land. “Moses did,” Peter O’Toole says, and with a sweep of his white silk robe, hops on his camel and heads out of town. His Arab friend says, “But Moses had children!” “These are my children,” Lawrence says, denoting his two faggot Arab servants. And with that he’s off. Well, Sinai turns out to be something of a problem because he loses his compass and one of his servants and two camels (they started with three). Finally they reach a deserted British fortress, and on the other side is mounds of sand. And peeping over the mounds of sand is the top of a ship, which means they’ve reached the Suez Canal, their destination. On the other side of the canal, a British soldier passing by on a motorcycle stops and calls out, “Who are you? Who are you?” And beautiful Peter O’Toole just stands there with a rather strange expression on his face and doesn’t say one word. Deep in your heart you know he thinks he’s Moses.

Tom Jones is equally fabulous and utterly impossible to describe. If you can, try and be high when you see Lawrence for the first time (I’ve seen it four times and it’s 4 hours long so you can imagine how much I love it).

I have finally broken up with Brian after two and a half years. Can you imagine? It sure took me a long time to do that. But it finally got so that I got very annoyed at things he did and the thought of sleeping with him even grew repulsive. He must really have been pulling some bad shots to make me not want to sleep with him because he’s irresistible that way. I haven’t even seen him for a month—nobody, including Brian, can believe I’ve done it. Even mommy. Brian has called me three times since I did it and he ruins my peace of mind for 3 days afterward. But the whole thing was a loss, even if he was keeping me. And I don’t feel like I owe him any explanation. The night I broke up with him was during the heat wave. He came over, high on pot, and gave me some. I didn’t want any because I get paranoid, but I knew if I didn’t then he’d save it, and I didn’t want any in the house. So I got high and first he tells me how he balled Janice Page when she was 18, then he tells me how terrible I look for 15 minutes, and finally he asks me which movie I want to see, two horror movies or two C Italian ones (you know, Hercules and the 7 Dwarfs). His conduct in the movie made me nauseous—he was stuffing something in his mouth for 3 hours—and he practically kicked me out of the car when we got to my house. Then he has the nerve to want to see me again. Every time I think about it, I think about a wasted 2. 5 years. Shit!

So that’s what’s new with me. Write me when you get a chance.

Love,
Evie  

___________________

Leah Spinrad: Sol’s sister; Eve’s aunt.

Mir: “Mir” is short for “Miriam.” Miriam Babitz is Eve’s younger sister. She’ll change “Miriam” to “Mirandi” in the late sixties.

Janice Page: there is a Janis Paige, an actress/singer, but she was born in 1922, so it’s highly unlikely that Hutton, born in 1935, was balling her when she was eighteen. Hutton must be torturing Eve with some other Janice/Janis Page/Paige.

Eve Babitz to George. November 8, 1963. [Incomplete]

Dear George,

So, my dear, what’s happening? What are you doing?

I am back in the “happy hunting ground of religious weirdos,” as my English teacher at Hollywood High used to call this town. So many things have happened to me that it’s just marvelous. I’ve turned over a new leaf! Isn’t that fabulous? I’ve decided to cool it for a while. I mean, after all, when you’ve already screwed everyone in the whole town, what else is there to do but cool it?

One day my girlfriend Marva and I decided that promiscuity was not the answer. So we went down to Barney’s (the weird bar around here that is crawling with actors, artists, truck drivers, directors, poets, cinema experts, chippies, the youth from neighboring high-schools, furniture movers, art gallery owners, high fashion models, surfers, movie-stars’ kids, movie-stars, whores, alcoholics, dope-addicts and political science majors from UCLA) (oh, and it’s not any bigger than the Barretto). Anyway, Marva and I went down there and decided to put our plan into positive action. Now, going about being positively unpromiscuous is pretty hard to do, to put it mildly, especially in Barney’s. What we did was, we ran into these two artists that we know, Billy Al Bengston (Time magazine and Vogue and Life are always doing huge pieces on him and then putting him down because they say he’s a “pop” artist—he doesn’t care what they call him, he says all they do is “blow smoke up his ass, anyway”) and another one called Greg, who is also an artist around town. We took them over to my house and had an amusing conversation and then we kissed them lightly and said, “Ciao.” So what happens? The next day, Billy Al and Greg (they’re both from Oklahoma, incidentally) tell everyone in town what fantastic girls they met, that at last they’ve met girls that “didn’t want to ‘do it’ all the time,” and boy, are we fabulous. So for about two weeks, before we started getting promiscuous again, we were the most popular girls in the whole world. Ah, what ecstasy.


[image: A hand-drawn, very busy map of Los Angeles]


I got a job at this place called the Galton Institute where they do research and compile a bibliography on creative and cognitive processes in children. What I do is type. And steal supplies. So far I’ve stolen a stapler, paperclips, paper, typewriter ribbon, envelopes, rulers, erasers and bibliography cards. Christ, for $1. 50 an hour, what can they expect? They’ve got to hire thieves. I just finished reading a report they left lying around called “Overt Homosexual Tendencies in Women,” and, thank God, I don’t have any of the symptoms. I was almost afraid to read it. It’s like looking at a newsreel of Hiroshima, you know?

I’m writing a novel called Travel Broadens, and it’s all true, but it turned into a dirty comedy—not as good as Tom Jones, mind you, but good enough for a 20 year old, uneducated ne’er do well. The reason I started writing the thing in the first place was because people were always asking me what I did, and I’d always have to say “nothing” or lie. (I used to tell people at parties that I was an assistant buyer at the May Co., or that I was a dress designer, or a UN interpreter.) But then the damn thing got to be 120 pages long and I figured that I must be a writer or where did all that jazz come from? right? So I’m a writer. I want you to read it and tell me what you think because you’re the only person around that knows what’s happening, that is if you’re not dead or in a mental institution or anything.

___________________

George: Unidentified Person.

my English teacher at Hollywood High: Harry Major. Wrote Eve in the Eve’s Hollywood (1974) dedication: “And to Mr. Major, I’m sorry I turned out this way.”

Marva: Marva Hannon, Eve’s friend from Los Angeles City College.

Greg: Unidentified Person.

(they’re both from Oklahoma, incidentally): in fact, Billy Al Bengston is from Dodge City, Kansas.

Eve Babitz to Freddy Myrow. November 12, 1963. [Incomplete]

Dear Freddy,

How come you didn’t even call me to say goodbye? You probably did and I wasn’t home which is what I prefer to think. I had such a nice time at your house that night and I got very, very smashed and afterwards Marva and I didn’t feel like going home so we went to Chez Paulette and sat on everyone’s lap until Max, the owner, finally gave us a quarter to leave.

Everything’s so fabulous for me now I can’t believe it. There’s nothing like two boyfriends to do it for you every time. There are such fabulous boys around and they take you out on dates and to movies and I feel just like a teenager. (I’m recapturing my lost youth.) I get to get dressed up and I flirt outrageously and put people on and I do things like look soulfully out the window and man it’s just too hoozie for words. It’s great! I met this adorable Polish baron (impoverished, of course) who’s 23 and makes movies. His partner is the son of—now, don’t get too mad at me if I spell this wrong because I never did go [in] much for spelling—Auto Clembeuror. His name is Werner or something. Anyway he’s making a movie, a trilogy. It’ll probably be corny. But he’s got a smile that’s almost as attractive as yours, which is saying something, actually.

And the other boy is one I’ve reduced to a quivering mass of anxiety. That’s even better. Nothing like a quivering mass of anxiety around to do worlds for one’s ego—especially if he’s an artist around town. He’s adorable too.

If only all of this could last forever—not that it will, but I can. I’ll never make another mistake about people again, like I did with Brian. Married man, indeed! How can you adore a married person? Indeed! God, I feel so free.

I’m still working on my dirty novel, and I should get it done before I’m 21 or it’ll lose half its charm. If I could only get hold of a whole lot of Benzedrine then I’d be happy, and I’d be able to finish this thing.

All these nasty people I’m running into these days say I look older than my 20 years. Do you think I look like I’m say 23? It’s horrifying. I don’t think I look that much older. Maybe it’s just my stimulating mind (Mind?) that makes them reach that conclusion. 23 is so old for a girl to be bumping around, you know? I mean, what have I accomplished in my whole entire life except one dirty novel and 4 dirty short-stories?

___________________

Freddy Myrow: a composer and friend of Paul Glass’s. Before Eve found her own place in Rome, she stayed with Myrow.

Chez Paulette: a popular coffeehouse on the Sunset Strip.

Auto Clembeuror: Otto Klemperer, a German composer.

Werner or something: Werner Klemperer would go on to play Colonel Wilhelm Klink in the popular CBS sitcom Hogan’s Heroes (1965–71).

Eve Babitz to Mel Welles. November 19, 1963.

Dear Mel,

Suddenly, this morning, I woke up thinking about you. Are you sending me vibrations across the ocean? Is there anything I can do for you? Do you know that after all this time I finally figured out what you were talking about. It took me so long to try a few of the things you suggested. It took me so long to stop trying to destroy myself, and I still haven’t come to any conclusions, but at least I’m happier these days.

Maybe you’d be interested to know that I finally broke up with Brian Hutton. I don’t know if you are interested or if you despise me for not writing or if you are indifferent to me. I don’t think that you are indifferent or that you despise me. (If you need any reason to convince yourself to talk to me, remember you once said, “After you write fifty pages of your novel”—I was starting a novel at the time—“then I’ll talk to you.”) I’ve written a whole novel, it’s only 120 pages long but for me it’s a start. On the other hand, it’s got just tons of style, everyone says, and it’s about the most honest (I don’t cop out) thing I’ve ever read in that particular style. But then, you know that I never was one for lying very much.

Anyway, so I broke up with Brian about 2 months ago, and since that time everything has been much better with me, and I don’t feel that my existence is so pointless. Every Thursday night when he came over, it was like that was the whole reason for me being around—to brighten up his Thursday nights. Then there began a series of Thursdays, about 4 in a row, that were horrid and I didn’t brighten up anything for him because he refused to be amused, so I figured the whole thing was just too boring and broke up with him. Like two minutes after I broke up with him, the line formed on the right of dapper young men standing on their heads trying to please me. I didn’t ball anyone for a record-breaking time—and since my parents were back in town they got me a whole bunch of fabulous clothes and suddenly it was like being drunk on a merry-go-round. It was smashing. I was so popular, I couldn’t believe it even. Then out of the blue Brian would call me and I’d have to say I couldn’t see him, and it would depress me unutterably for about 3 hours. Finally, I told him not even to call me and it was like tearing my heart out, cause I really do like him, you know, even if I can’t bear him.

My book is called—and it’s supposed to be slightly and ever so Noel Coward–ly subtly, charmingly amusing—it’s called Travel Broadens. Do you think it’s too coy, Mel? Now that I think about you thinking it over I want to tear my face up cause it’s so red. It’s written in first person singular and all it is is a blow by blow description of how I saw what I saw. Me being a 19 year old, semi-hippy, marijuana smoking, pill taking, balling Sunset Strip cunt out to see the world. If it goes as I hope it will go, it will not only be a literary and intellectual phenomenon, but I will also be able to retire before I’m 23! I just can’t wait to retire before I’m 23. It’s written exactly like I talk if you can remember how that is. I do hope people like it. I did a whole huge chapter on you, but I’ll have to change your name and your physical description so you won’t sue me. It was my hardest chapter and I put it off till last. It’s mostly about the effect you had on me and the stories you told me. Do you think that’s O. K.?

You probably know Dick Sinatra. Of course you do. I met him and I thought I could like him, but I think he’s got too many scenes going for him or against him or something. Anyway that was ages ago. (The thought of Dick Sinatra [made] me think about him so much that I called him and invited him over for a drink. I wonder...)

My terrible sister whom I am direly jealous of and who I hate also came into town. I don’t know why I’m so afraid of her. I wasn’t really afraid of her only she brought this girlfriend with her from Paris who [was] an olive skinned, mint-green eyed Claudia Cardinale. Right? Not only that, but she was half Cherokee Indian, for God’s sake, and she was so dumb and stupid. The only thing she could do with any grace and charm was comb her hair and put on makeup. So I hated my sister.

What horrible things are going on with you and Mary, or shouldn’t I ask? First she’s in town and then she leaves and now the word’s out that she’s back again. What are you two up to or don’t you know. Is it bad for you? I’m very sorry if it is.

I keep thinking I see you on the street and passing in cars, and then I’m afraid that if it is you you won’t talk to me because I didn’t write, but don’t be a Jewish grandmother. You know I love you and I’m sorry.

Please be my friend again and write to me—but, if you don’t, I want to thank you for trying to help me even if my ears were too young to hear you.

I love you always, (sometimes always).

I’ll be your friend always, always.

___________________

Mel Welles: an actor, best known for playing Mr. Mushnik in the 1960 Roger Corman cult classic The Little Shop of Horrors.

so you won’t sue me: Welles is, evidently, an orgy guy. And he tried to get Eve into the orgy scene in Rome, but she resisted. She told me she hated orgies. I asked her how come since she was usually up for anything sex-wise. She said, “I thought orgies showed”—long pause—“a lack of respect.”

Dick Sinatra: Richard Sinatra, an actor. (No relation to Frank.)

Eve Babitz to Joseph Heller. April 14, 1964.

Dear Joseph Heller,

This is an overt fan-letter. I read Catch 22 last year and I’ve been feeling guilty about not writing to you ever since. Then I read an interview with you in The Realist and put it off for another spell. Anyhow, I adore you. I am in one of your situations at the moment, and this week-end it reached such Heller proportions that you won’t have to wait another week for my overt fan-letter.

A very terrible thing happened to me. I was born a girl. It would be O. K. if I were ugly or something or even startlingly unattractive, but as luck would have it, I’m gorgeous, occasionally. Here’s the thing. I wrote this fabulous book and I’m trying to get it published. So, I show it to people, and they say, “Gee, this is a fabulous book! Let’s hop into bed. I can get it published for you.” And that wouldn’t be so bad either only everyone is so old and ugly and untalented. It always winds up with me running out of an apartment, clutching my manuscript to my over-developed chest, screaming obscenities all the way home on the bus, usually in a wet bathing suit.

Oh, Joseph Heller, what do you think I should do? I’m only 20 years old and this has happened 8 times already and pretty soon I’m going to run out of people and agents. I’m poor besides.

Sincerely yours,
Eve Babitz        

Eve Babitz to Leah and Willliam Spinrad. May 27, 1964.

Dear Leah and Bill,

How are you? I’m dreadfully morose about not having written you in such a long time, specially since I miss you quite often.

Leah, remember when you sent us a copy of Catch 22 all the way to Germany? Well it changed my whole life, all because of you. What happened was that I read it and it really seemed to me the best book in the whole world and so I read it again. I decided that Heller must really be some kind of a god or something and was way better than Tolstoy or anyone else. Then I read an interview with him in the Realist magazine and he seemed even cooler. Meanwhile, I wrote this book, see, and I was showing it around to all these people, only all these people always wound up making passes at me, and since I didn’t respond right they decided not to help me. It seemed to me that I was going to run out of editors and west coast representatives at the rate I was going. So I wrote to Joseph Heller and explained my position. AND HE WROTE BACK! So I just about died when I reached into the mail-box and pulled out this envelope that had HELLER written on it. He told me that if he were young enough he’d probably make a pass at me too, but meanwhile he’d enjoy being used by me, so if I really had written a novel, I should send him the first 100 pages. He said that if [the book] was at all publishable, he’d show it to his publishers. That was a month ago that I sent the first 100 pages (which I wrote in one weekend—or, rather, rewrote), and I haven’t heard one single word about anything. I am now anxiety ridden. He hasn’t even sent me a post-card or anything saying he received it. Now I’m waiting.

I have the same boyfriend as before—Brian, after all these years (three years I’ve been going with him already)—and he is now directing a movie at Universal Studios and very bored. I also have a new boyfriend named Robert who I adore. Robert is just the cutest thing imaginable.

___________________

if he were young: there’s a tiny tear in this letter. A single word is missing. I had to guess what that word might be, and I guessed “young.

” I am now anxiety ridden: his response was already on its way to her:

May 26, 1964

Dear Eve:

I did receive the manuscript and did read it with much, much pleasure. I think it is eminently readable, but probably not publishable (there is a difference) but I thought we ought to try anyway. Good as it is, it will require a great amount of editing, more certainly than I could do for you by mail and more possibly than an editor would care to do... But since you have written it, and since I would like to see you grow old, fat, and prosperous at an early age, I will, if you have no objection, show the manuscript to my own editor at Simon & Schuster and, after he murmurs some unconvincing excuse, to someone I know at Dell-Delacorte, for I know they are looking desperately for books and go wild over dirty ones like yours.

Joseph Heller

a movie at Universal Studios: Wild Seed, 1965, starring Michael Parks and Celia Kaye.

Robert: Robert Marchese, a musician. Marchese would go on to become the manager of the famed folk club turned rock club, the Troubadour, a favorite hangout of Eve’s in the late sixties and early seventies.

Eve Babitz to Robert Gottlieb. June 16, 1964.
[Incomplete]

Dear Mr. Gottlieb,

I’m very grateful to you for your kind note on June 1st and I meant to [reply] only things got very confused [End of letter]

___________________

Robert Gottlieb: Heller’s editor at Simon & Schuster. Eve here is responding—trying to respond—to his rejection letter, which read:

Dear Miss Babitz,

Joe Heller suggested I look at your manuscript and I’ve read the 100 pages he had. My guess is that it’s not for us, but if you’d like to try me on the rest of it, I’d be glad to read it. So either send on the bulk of the manuscript or tell me what to do with these pages. There’s something there: it’s just that I don’t really believe it’s for us.

Yours sincerely,
Robert Gottlieb

[End of letter]: Eve will not attempt to publish again for seven years.

Eve Babitz to Miriam [Mirandi] Babitz. October 14, 1964.

Dear Mir,
Dear Miriam,

Mommy just rushed over to tell me that you don’t think that London’s so hot. In which case you should go to Paris, recuperate, and try London again. You know, you could make Paris your headquarters. Unless, of course, you are “bucked-up” by Tony Marx, that is. The funny thing is, just before I woke up this morning, I dreamed I got a phone call from Chris Mark, and he said that he was going to kill himself. I guess that’s what he did by being such a shit to you—killed himself.

By the time you get this letter, you will probably be all better and have things to do. Horst told me that the only way you could work in England is by going to school and working part time. Is there some kind of cop-out school you could go to... to learn English or something?

Peter O’Toole’s in Paris.

Mommy said that you told her Ringo’s in Scotland. What a drag. What about Billy Booker, or did he disappear too? Is there anything you can do without them? I’m sure you will have gotten in touch with Sandra by the time you get this. My poor Miriam-Piriam. And it’s raining and cold, you say? I’m positively gloating. I’m one giant gloat. Here I was, so depressed about you going and getting farther and farther away from us—but now I’m depressed because you’re not. Frena’s staring at me in disbelief on top of the radio overlooking the typewriter... I just got 450 fleas off of Frena in one blow.

You have no idea how happy you made Mommy by calling and telling her anything what-so-ever, even if it was sad. She’s so relieved. It was really a stroke of genius.

Don’t you think you’d like Paris better? If I were you, I’d go there, darling, and gather my resources. Or come back, which is even a better idea. Or, if you’re shy of coming back and walking into the Chez after that to-do about going and getting all those presents, why don’t you hide out in Mexico City, and I’ll meet you there once a week with supplies? I’ve decided not to go to Europe after all because, after giving it some concentrated thought and consideration, I’ve decided it’s not chic anymore. Nobody goes to Europe these days, they all go to Mexico or South America. So I’m going to save my money and go to Cuernavaca, which is the innest place in the world at the moment. Also, you know, Robin’d be overcome with ecstasy if you came back, poor thing.

Mommy, Daddy, and I have made a pact not to tell anyone you’re depressed, and even though, by this time, you’ve probably written everyone and told them that you don’t like it, we’ll still not say anything. I lost my contact lenses again and I’ve decided to give up and get some tortoise shell framed glasses. Fuck it! If only Maurice would get back [to] town.

Don’t be sad. You know you’ll be surrounded with friends in no time or your name isn’t Miriam Babitz.

I’m sure this letter is weird and tactless but I daren’t read it over.

Write to me,
Evie            

___________________

Tony Marx: a former boyfriend of Miriam’s/Mirandi’s. He is British, though she met him in L.A. at Chez Paulette.

Chris Mark: a Cambridge student and pot dealer. Also, a boyfriend of Miriam’s/Mirandi’s.

Horst: Horst Buchholz, a German-born actor and a friend of Brian Hutton’s. His best-known movies are John Sturges’s The Magnificent Seven (1960) and Billy Wilder’s One, Two, Three (1961).

Ringo: Ringo Starr. The very first thing Eve told me about her sister: “She fucked Ringo in a closet!”

Billy Booker: Unidentified Person.

Sandra: Sandra Smith. “A little British aristocrat and my best friend when mother, father, and I lived in Heidelberg, where father was studying Bach for his Fulbright,” said Miriam/Mirandi. “Sandy was a drunk, but she rode with the hounds, if you know what I mean.”

Frena: the Babitzes’ cat.

the Chez: Chez Paulette.

Robin: Robin, last name unknown, is an old boyfriend of Miriam’s/Mirandi’s.

Maurice: Maurice Seiderman, a Hollywood makeup artist. (It was Seiderman who aged Orson Welles, then twenty-five, into an old man for Citizen Kane [1941].) He is also an inventor—of a formula for soft contact lenses, among other things. Eve knows Seiderman because he was, for a brief period, married to Deanne Mencher.

Eve Babitz to Miriam [Mirandi] Babitz. October 14, 1964.

Dear Mear,

I realize that the letter I wrote just before this one is a mass of untied up fettuccini and that you won’t be able to make heads [or] tails out of [it]. (letter wise) (that is).

So, I thought I’d better write another one so as not to get in Dutch with Mommy, who told me not to write anything disconcerting. Only I can only think of disconcerting things, oddly enough.

I really wish I knew whether or not you were still disconcerted, or if you are en un bon mood. Today as Mommy was driving me part of the way to work she told me, “I wish we had one of those families that could make sense to each other.” I told her no families communicated but she wasn’t listening.

Mommy, as I may have mentioned in my previous communiqué, has made us all swear an oath of silence. So I wasn’t even allowed to tell Robert [Marchese]. And when I talked to him just now on the phone and told him you’d called, he said, “Is she comin back?” I said, indignantly, “No!” And he laughed knowingly and said, “I’ll bet she comes back soon.” He’s been predicting your return since two weeks before you went, even.

I really think that going to Paris is a terrific idea but, before you go, you should throw a bomb on Chris Mark and blow his “brain” out.

Aaron Chapman (Marie’s husband) is running for assembly-man in San Francisco on the Freedom Now Party. He had his picture in the Socialist Paper and everything—smiling pleasantly. I think I’m going to go to San Francisco for Thanksgiving and Mexico for Christmas when Ma and Pa go to New York.

Dr. Frieda B. Libaw has decided that I’m to make address cards for all the people in the bibliography. Isn’t that nice? I’m supposed to be doing it right now, only today’s one of those days when [she isn’t] in sight so I’m not carrying out her mission. I’m going to have a pelvic examination on October 22 at 11 A. M. !!!!!!!!! And then a rest-of-me physical at 11:30 A. M. on the same date!!!!! I’m horrified as usual and have trouble going to sleep at night thinking about it.

Frieda B. Libaw (Dr.) got me a faggot, did I tell you? She got me an adorable faggot ballet dancer avec chien (or “con perro,” as Stephanie says). I just remembered the word Stephanie used for describing Peggy—“overwhelming.”

Robert and I haven’t been to the Chez since you’ve gone. We’ve only been to Barney’s once, and we saw Horst there. [He’s] got to go to court on Thursday because he beat up 5 guys and 3 policemen. The reason he did that, he explained to me, was because he was trying to sleep, and the parking lot attendants from the Whiskey were making too much noise, so he beat them up. He has 3 scratches on his face from the row.

I’ve decided to get a camera and try and take a good picture of Robert because he photographs so lousy and he looks so cute. Anyone as cute as [Robert] should photograph better. But he always comes out looking like a wagon-master or a lounge lizard. His latest thing is that he calls me a schmoo (pronounced schmuuu) because I always rock back and forth. Do you remember what schmoos are? They’re those things in Dick Tracy that rock back and forth and that are plastic and filled with air. Robert and I have become so attached to each other these days that we can barely bear to be parted, even for one night.

The day I came back to work, Dr. Libaw got three cases of Tab and stuck [them] in the ice-box along with your poor, forlorn pickles that cry out for you in the night. Someone tore off your Ringo sticker. Mommy’s trying to teach me to drive your car, but I’ll never be able to park. How can anyone park??? I mean without crashing into the surrounding city-scape?

Robert’s already got his eye on your car [and] I told him no.
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