
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    Praise for

    

    Native Sons


    “James Baldwin had much to say. Sol Stein twice has made sure that he was heard.”


    —The Washington Post


    “Legendary writer/editor/publisher Stein gives readers a backstage pass to the production of Baldwin's landmark essay collection Notes of a Native Son. [The book] will be extremely valuable to literary scholars.”


    —Publishers Weekly


    “Baldwin's letters are extremely moving…. Stein's involving commentary is rich in fascinating literary history and sharp observations on racism, anti-Semitism, and their biracial friendship.”


    —Booklist


    “Deliciously intimate … These letters, capturing the men at a pivotal moment in their careers and friendship, remind us that a cultural landmark like Notes of a Native Son is also the product of a fallible, questing human being who misspelled words and worried about his relatives just like the rest of us.”


    —Kirkus Reviews


    “On behalf of the City of New York, I commend Sol Stein for providing readers with an opportunity to reflect on the legacy of the friendship and working rapport between two or our city's greatest authors. This tribute to the creative relationship between Stein and Baldwin celebrates the best of humanity, and illuminates the great productive potential of discourse between friends.”


    —MAYOR MICHAEL R. BLOOMBERG


    “[A] lovely book.”


    —The Globe and Mail


    “[Native Sons] is a concise memoir augmented by [Baldwin's and Stein's] correspondence and a story and play they wrote together. But it manages to re-create a time in New York when, however deep-seated the prevailing racial hostilities, a relationship between kindred spirits could flourish.”


    —The New York Times


    “This collection of annotated letters …affirms Baldwin's status as a literary force.”


    — Santa Fe New Mexican
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    For my sons, Kevin, Jeff, Leland, Robin, David,

    and Andrew, and my daughter, Liz, who grew up

    understanding Jimmy Baldwin's last words in

    Notes of a Native Son: “This world is white no

    longer, and it will never be white again.”


    —S.S.

  


  
    Our lives begin to end the day we become silent about things that matter.


    —Martin Luther King Jr.
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  NOTES OF A NATIVE AMERICAN


  The Story of a Friendship in Black and White


  Sol Stein

  

  



  
    One thing you always have to keep in mind is how little you can take for granted. When one talks about the sixties, for example, one tends to assume that everyone knows what you're talking about, but, in fact, many of them were hardly born yet when the sixties were going on. That means you have to re-think everything as if it happened in ancient Rome or Greece.


    —James Baldwin in Contact,

    a publication of the University of Massachusetts

    at Amherst, January–February 1984

  


  I am remembering five thousand people crowded into the Cathedral of St. John the Divine for James Baldwin's funeral, and I imagine my lifelong friend Jimmy and me watching that event, an elbow poking the other's rib for attention as in the old days when our lives intersected.


  I knew James Baldwin first in our early teenage years, when I was thirteen and he was fifteen. It all began in the tower of DeWitt Clinton High School in the north Bronx at a time when students anywhere in the five boroughs of New York City didn't need to be bused anywhere but could elect to go to a high school of their choice. Baldwin, known then and since as Jimmy, went the distance by subway, bus, and foot from Harlem in Manhattan to DeWitt Clinton at the far northern edge of New York City, an exceptional school where his last formal education took place. In this day of failed busing, it is hard to imagine that in 1939 a poor boy could travel many miles to a different borough to seize an education he could not get locally.


  When DeWitt Clinton first opened the doors at its present site in May of 1929, it claimed to be the largest secondary school for boys in the world. The three-story building and its athletic field and stadium occupied about twenty-six acres and had a single-session capacity of over five thousand students. A recently remodeled room just off its library displays a picture gallery of onetime Clinton students that includes such luminaries as Paddy Chayevsky, Countee Cullen, Burt Lancaster, Ralph Lauren, Jan Peerce, Richard Rodgers, A. M. Rosenthal, Daniel Schorr, Neil Simon, and Lionel Trilling. Clinton was a garden in which black and white teenagers could become fast friends, an environment that a few years later made possible Notes of a Native Son, which in 1999 was selected by a distinguished panel as one of “the 100 best nonfiction books of the century.”


  Our home away from home was in what we called the Magpie Tower, the place where DeWitt Clinton's award-winning literary magazine, The Magpie, was edited by students as young as thirteen and fourteen. Our core group, besides Baldwin and me, included Richard Avedon and Emile Capouya, working under the tutelage of a faculty member, Wilmer Stone. Avedon was then a poet and shy. When we were called upon to sell the issue of January 1941, Avedon and I would stand in front of each classroom, Avedon silent, his hands clasped in front of him, while I recited a poem of his from memory. America had not yet formally entered World War II, but London was burning. Avedon's poem that lingers still in my memory is about the loss of a childhood friend in the firebombing of London. What we all wrote then is today mostly embarrassing, but the learning process was astonishing.


  On Friday afternoons, after classes officially let out, the Magpie gang would assemble in the tower above the three floors of the school building to hear our faculty advisor read our stories aloud to us in the most boring monotone imaginable. We were eager to see our stories in print and were learning to take criticism in a most painful way that was also instructive, for we learned then what all writers must eventually learn, that the reader has to be moved by the words alone, without help from the histrionic talents of the author.


  Stone's private critiques of our work could be withering. Avedon told me a couple of years ago that on one occasion Stone asked him what kind of reading matter his parents had lying around the house. Avedon mentioned magazines like Good Housekeeping and McCall's. Stone told him, “That's what's wrong with your writing.” At that moment, Avedon said, he decided to give up writing and turned, brilliantly, to photography.


  More than forty years later, in the preface to the 1984 edition of Notes of a Native Son, Baldwin begins, “It was Sol Stein, high school buddy, editor, novelist, playwright, who first suggested this book. My reaction was not enthusiastic: as I remember, I told him that I was too young to publish my memoirs. I had never thought of these essays as a possible book…. Sol's suggestion had the startling and unkind effect of causing me to realize that time had passed. It was as though he had dashed cold water in my face. Sol persisted, however. …”


  I don't remember Baldwin's resistance to doing the book. I do remember the editorial process, helped by recently finding my line-by-line editorial notes and Baldwin's responses, which are included in the correspondence section of this book. Writers can be wary of editors they don't know well. By the time Baldwin and I had to deal with Notes of a Native Son, the overlay of a friendship of a dozen years made the process easier.


  A friendship that endures might reasonably be defined as a house in which disagreements are confined to an attic that can be opened for memoirs but never for continuation of a former argument. Baldwin and I came to our friendship with differences. He was black and I was white, he loved men and I loved women, he assumed his ancestors came to America in chains and I assumed my parents, who slipped over the border separately and illegally, came here because they had nowhere else to go. Despite the differences— we lived many miles apart—because of our friendship our families took a liking to each other. There are surviving photographs of Jimmy bouncing two of my pajama-clad children on his knee. I loved and admired Baldwin's mother, Berdis, and believed it was reciprocal even at our last warm meeting after Jimmy's death. Berdis visited with my family when Jimmy was abroad. I was welcome in Berdis's apartment on 131st Street in Harlem, but not by the policeman who stopped me outside and wanted to know what my white face was doing in that neighborhood.


  Berdis had a secret that to my knowledge and Jimmy's say-so was never divulged: the identity of Jimmy's father. The now legendary stepfather Jimmy wrote about was the preacher who married Berdis, presumably legitimized her son, and gave her eight more children. My mother, Zelda Zam, enjoyed Jimmy's brightness, his dancing hands. Like Berdis Baldwin, she had her secret. According to family legend, in the old country, hiding in the cellar during a pogrom, through a crack in the door my mother saw her first fiancé killed by one of Petlyura's Cossacks. In America she had another secret I discovered as a child during the Great Depression. In the old country, my mother at a young age was the head of secondary evening schools in Kiev, the largest city in the Ukraine. To make a living in America she sold Compton's Encyclopedia door-to-door, and one day, when the Depression bottomed, I opened the heavy sample case she took to work every day and found the knee pads she wore when cleaning other people's floors. Baldwin's mother, Berdis, may also have done the same.


  Jimmy Baldwin and I, both Depression-era kids, responded differently to food. At my mother's table, Jimmy would eat like a bird, one small piece at a time, taking two hours over a simple meal, while I devoured all of it in the first few minutes. One might suppose that Jimmy was stretching out the pleasure of food, while I was gulping it down before it vanished. One of my few memories of Depression eating was the time my mother and father planted the single orange my father had brought home on the table and said, “You eat. We'll watch.”


  Though both of my parents came from Russia, I had trouble identifying with my mother's motherland, just as Jimmy later had trouble identifying with Africa. I remember Baldwin's rising hope in Nobody Knows My Name: “Africa was now on the stage of history. This could not but have an extraordinary effect on [the morale of blacks], for it meant that they were not merely the descendants of slaves in a white, Protestant, and puritan country: they were also related to kings and princes in an ancestral home-land, far away.” Africa let Baldwin down. The dark continent produced corrupt kings and corrupt princes who robbed their people and kept them poor. Tribalism unleashed the wholesale butchery of millions, while in America, which Baldwin acknowledged as his only homeland, a black American, Colin Powell, had ascended to a position of power a few hearts away from the presidency of his country, though inner cities remained inert cities, fatherless and poor. Everything changes slowly, and human nature not at all.


  Growing up, I wanted so badly to be thought of as an American and not as a sometimes despised Jew. Baldwin could instantly be seen as black by anyone. To the onlooker, I had no visible marks that at once characterized me as Jewish. Blond from birth, soon enough I was six feet tall. Observers knew me to be Jewish only after they knew my name, which left time beforehand for strangers to make anti-Semitic remarks in my presence, assuming me to be one of them. It is quicker to be typed as black, as different, as not belonging. The sting of later recognition of a Jew who doesn't look particularly Jewish can be startling.


  When I was seven, in the sweltering New York summer kids could get into the swimming pool of Evander Childs High School by lining up to pay four cents for admission. One day the older boy behind me on line had a metal Star of David attached to the handlebars of his bicycle. I asked him if he was Jewish. He reared back. He didn't know the insignia he had found and affixed to his bicycle was a Jewish star. He asked if I was Jewish. I nodded, at which point he raised his fist and exclaimed, “You killed Jesus Christ!” It was the first such exposure for me. I will mention one more. Early in my two years as a soldier during the last part of World War II and after, before going overseas I was stationed briefly at a post near the University of Illinois in Champaign. I no longer remember how I came to date the homecoming queen of the university, but we quickly became friends. During my time away from base, I read poetry to her. We saw each other several times before June Saylor, somewhat embarrassed, said her parents wanted to know where my parents came from. Full of youthful romance, dismayed and hurt, I fudged, but not enough to make me acceptable to June's parents, however acceptable I might have been to her. It occurred to me that if I'd been black, we'd never have dated, and the sting of ethnic rejection would not have belatedly smashed what may have been the beginning of a courtship.


  For better, not for worse, Baldwin and I were here, native Americans, charged up, yearning to make it as Americans while trying to shake up America to make it a more congenial nest for the likes of us. Before each of us was a lover of specific people, we were lovers of language, which if delivered well can have even more immediate power than print. Franklin Roosevelt read Sam Rosenman's words with a mesmerizing authority that helped lift the sagging spirits of Americans in a bad time. Churchill's rhetoric, drafted by himself, defied Hitler and defeat. Martin Luther King Jr., in his preacher's delivery, announced his dream. Much has been made of Baldwin's having been a teenage preacher, an influence that is evident in his incantatory prose and his ability to address readers as if they were his congregation. Not enough has been made of his early mastery of the writer's main task, putting to paper what other people only think.


  Laymen speak of a writer's style. Writers and editors speak of a writer's voice, a distinguishing way with words that is recognizable and consistent. As an editor, I was attracted to Baldwin's writing because of his voice and his writerly intelligence, his use of visual particularity to make us see the places and people he was writing about. Once his reader was lured into the experience, Baldwin would let loose insights that were startling in their candor. At the behest of the publisher, I wrote a prefatory note for Notes of a Native Son, in which I said, “In the jargon of writers, 'pieces' is the word used to describe articles, essays, and the uncategorizable writings that constitute the writer's baggage while he is traveling between major works. Yet of Lord Acton, for instance, such 'pieces' are all we have; fortunately, they inform each other as well as us and constitute a whole. That is also the virtue of James Baldwin's pieces, a frightening virtue in one so young.” When I saw the prefatory note in galley proof, I ordered it removed on the grounds that Baldwin's work didn't need my introduction. One can't escape error that easily, for I recently found the Library Journal review of Notes of a Native Son, made from a bound galley of the book, and there was notice of the introduction that no longer existed in the book itself.


  Toward the end of his life, Baldwin said Notes of a Native Son was of crucial importance in his struggle to define himself in relation to his society. “I was trying to decipher my own situation, to spring my trap, and it seemed to me the only way I could address it was not take the tone of the victim. As long as I saw myself as a victim, complaining about my wretched state as a black man in a white man's country, it was hopeless. Everybody knows who the victim is as long as he's howling. So I shifted the point of view to 'we.' Who is the 'we'? I'm talking about we, the American people.”


  In the world of publishing and bookselling, it was believed that books of essays did not sell. Part of the problem was that putting a binding around random essays made for a random reading experience. A book demanded cohesiveness. The reader had to feel he was on a discernible path from the first page to the last, which meant a lot of attention had to be paid to the order of the essays. In addition, the first and last essays had to be chosen carefully, for the mission of the first was to get the reader to read on, and the mission of the last was to leave the reader with a strong impression of the book.


  If memory serves me, the autobiographical and justly famous first chapter of Notes had its origin in Knopf's publicity department asking Baldwin to fill in a lengthy questionnaire in connection with the publication of his first novel, Go Tell It on the Mountain. Baldwin was uncomfortable with any questionnaire, much less one about his life. He turned the questionnaire over onto its blank sides and in pen wrote, “I was born in Harlem thirty-one years ago. I began plotting novels at about the time I learned to read.” That became the first essay in Notes of a Native Son.


  For the last chapter we settled on “Stranger in the Village,” which has lost none of its power in the half century since its publication. The village was in Switzerland, high up, detached from the world, “mountains towering on all four sides, ice and snow as far as the eye can reach. A white wilderness.” The inhabitants had never seen a typewriter or a Negro. Everyone knew Baldwin came from America, but they didn't believe it because they'd long ago learned that black men came from Africa. Baldwin was seen as a living wonder and not as a human being. The children who shouted at him, “Neger! ”—German for “black”—had no way of knowing how that word echoed. On a second visit, while some of the children made overtures of friendship, those who had been taught that the devil is a black man screamed in fear as Baldwin approached. In that essay Baldwin purposely creates unease in the reader, just as the experience he is relating created unease in him. In doing that Baldwin differentiated himself from writers who produce essays to get something off their chests. Baldwin, especially in his early work, concentrated on evoking emotion in the reader, the novelist's aim and the essayist's forte. Baldwin's imagination devises a mirror. When the Swiss villagers are astonished at his color, Baldwin thinks of white men arriving for the first time in an African village, and tries to imagine the astounded populace touching the white men's hair as the children in the Swiss village touched his. He imagines the Africans marveling at the color of the white man's skin as the Swiss villagers gape at his. It is Baldwin's ability to imagine such mirror images, his insight as a writer into the visions that people have of others and otherness, that enable readers who are not black to momentarily experience what a black man feels, and invites the black reader to grasp the origins of the white man's desperate clinging to a prejudice that drains both white and black of some of their humanity.


  Baldwin was early on a master of resonance. The Swiss village becomes the West to which Baldwin feels so strangely grafted. He says the most illiterate among the villagers is related in a way that he is not to Dante, Shakespeare, Michelangelo, Aeschylus, Da Vinci, Rembrandt, and Racine. The resonance of that sentence charms the reader to gloss over its falsity. Baldwin in his first book was already part of what we now so reluctantly call Western culture. And many of the Swiss villagers would have had a hard time even identifying Dante or Aeschylus. Baldwin's theme then was the relatedness of the ingredients in the American bouillabaisse, how interdependent we are. My role as an editor was to help realize his intentions, and in the case of Notes to make certain that Baldwin's occasional essays for magazines were not abandoned to wastebaskets but preserved as a book, as it has been now for half a century.


  Young and intolerant, I spoke against any essays that fell below a high standard. Baldwin wanted to include some pieces he had written for The New Leader that did not meet that standard. I was fighting on two fronts at the time because I was also editing Leslie Fiedler's first book of essays, An End to Innocence, and applied the same standards to Fiedler's very different voice.


  Friendly arguments with Baldwin ensued mainly when he was traveling somewhere in the world and I was trying to calm the publisher's demand for his money back because Baldwin was so late delivering expected material. Lateness was a conspicuous feature in Baldwin's life, and one had to get used to it. Finally, the book was ready, and I arranged to get reviews from Time and Newsweek. The Associated Press chose Notes as its Book of the Week, and I was eager to get this news to Baldwin. I ended one letter—probably sent to him in care of American Express somewhere—“I tried to pray for you, but God said he didn't know where to find you.” I added a P.S. saying my wife sends her love “because women are always forgiving.”


  Notes of a Native Son was published in 1955, seven years before I was to have my own imprint of Stein and Day. Publication of Notes came about as a result of the publishing evolution that brought trade paperbacks into prominence. The publisher of Notes was the Beacon Press in Boston, with which I had a strange contract. It designated me pretentiously as the “Originator and General Editor of Beacon Paperbacks.” The Director of the Press at the time was one of the remarkable publishers of the century, Melvin Arnold, who later became the president of Harper & Row. The license I received from Melvin Arnold to publish writing I admired in a new format, the book-size paperback, was a significant advantage to a new essayist like Baldwin. With Notes of a Native Son the young James Baldwin stepped into distinguished company on a small list that included André Malraux, Eric Bentley, Leslie Fiedler, Sidney Hook, George Orwell, Arthur Koestler, Simone Weil, and Bertram D. Wolfe, which likely reinforced Baldwin's debut as an essayist.


  It is commonly agreed that Baldwin's essays were more successful in their achievement than his fiction, and his first book of essays is certainly the most honored of his accomplishments. His fiction never again attained the level of his first novel, Go Tell It on the Mountain. In both his fiction and nonfiction, as time went on Baldwin allowed the preacher in him to overtake the writer. His most popular work at the time of its publication, The Fire Next Time, allowed the intrusion of hyperbole: “blacks simply don't wish to be beaten over the head by the whites every instant of our brief passage on this planet.” I heard this as the language of soap-box speech, and thought, Give me back Baldwin the writer.


  Baldwin eventually came to a similar conclusion. In 1970, in an interview with Ida Lewis, editor in chief of Essence magazine, she said, “You became the famous James Baldwin, writer and black spokesman.” To which Baldwin replied, “Yes, I played two roles. I never wanted to be a spokesman, but I suppose it's something that had to happen. But that is over now.” Lewis prodded him to be more specific. He replied, “Because of what I had become in the minds of the people, I ceased to belong to me. Once you are in the public limelight … you have to realize you've been paid for … to save myself I finally had to leave [America] for good.”


  Among the black American writers who had fled to Paris, he was the only one who had an important influence on the civil rights movement back home. He organized a protest march of black expatriates—writers, artists, musicians—to the American embassy. And finally he felt he had to return home to participate in the historic March on Washington. Baldwin had learned to be an effective public speaker, using as few carefully chosen words as he could, speaking them slowly, using silences to build tension. He played with the audience's emotions, drawing loud approval from strangers. Such resonance warms both the audience and the speaker but does not measure up to the excitement of fashioning thought into words with precision. Writing was Baldwin's mission and his joy. As a public speaker, he began to see what might be behind the scrim of his fear. His friend Malcolm X was killed, Martin Luther King Jr. was killed, his friend Medgar Evers was killed, John and Bobby Kennedy were killed, and Baldwin the public man was justly frightened to continue on public platforms. What he wanted most was seclusion with his typewriter, to be what he had wanted to be from the beginning, not a speech-maker but an honest man and a good writer.


  The fact that Baldwin's writings during his public career lack some of the power of his earliest work does not diminish his accomplishment. Neither Hemingway nor Fitzgerald got better with every book. Notes of a Native Son has not dated the way so many books of its period have. Its insights are relevant today when separatism sometimes threatens the image of America as harbor and sanctuary. Baldwin the ex-preacher taught best when he preached least.
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  Peterborough, New Hampshire, is the site of the MacDowell Colony, an oasis for creative people established by the widow of the composer Edward MacDowell early in the twentieth century. The Colony provides composers, painters, and writers with an opportunity to work in quiet comfort, away from the workaday world. In 1952 I'd had a playwriting fellowship at MacDowell to complete my first play. Arriving there, I was in for a surprise. There was one other playwright at MacDowell, Thornton Wilder, whose Our Town was then being shown somewhere in the world every day of every year. Wilder became the newcomer's mentor. He helped me to understand how a writer does research as a Peeping Tom. He took me to a country square dance in New Hampshire, where family members danced with each other. From an empty balcony, Wilder pointed out the sexual nuances within the families, the mother with the son, the father with the daughter, as they danced the evening away. Wilder said good plays entertain, bad ones instruct. He insisted that I see as many bad plays as I could. The New Dramatists organization provided that opportunity, enabling me to see some sixty plays free of charge in a two-year span. Wilder's lengthy handwritten notes on my play survived, as did the play, a verse drama that was staged the following year at the ANTA Theater in New York with a brilliant cast and won the Dramatists Alliance prize for “the best full-length play of 1953.” It was also performed in California, where it received seven out of seven favorable reviews. To my later regret I wasn't there to see it because I was tied to a daytime job, and with three young children I could not afford the big dent in my paycheck a trip to California would involve. It did, however, catch the attention of the Theater Guild, which later redounded to the advantage of Baldwin and me.


  I recommended the MacDowell Colony to Baldwin as a good place to work, though I couldn't guarantee Thornton Wilder would be there to mentor him. In 1954, Baldwin and I managed to be at MacDowell at the same time. There is a photograph of the assembled MacDowell artists that includes a youthful Baldwin and Stein taken the year that Notes of a Native Son was put together. One day, on separate missions, Baldwin and I headed into New York City, then a six-hour drive away. Halfway there we drove into a biblical-size deluge. The roads quickly flooded, and electric cables came crashing down onto the flooding roads. State troopers warned us it was dangerous to get out of the car. Baldwin and I talked about turning back, but the road back appeared as treacherous as the road forward, so forward we went. In minutes, we were up and over the crest of a hill. Beneath us the road had disappeared into a river overflowing its banks. As we rolled downhill toward the river with minimal traction, Baldwin sang out a lament, “This is going to be a sad day for American literature.”


  Seconds later we could discern two neatly parallel lines in the roiling water below us. I couldn't stop the car. We guessed what we were seeing had to be the cables that supported the narrow and invisible bridge, and so I steered as best I could to enter the water between those two lines. It was a good guess. The car was partly submerged but moving, and eventually we were across and onto land. We found the road, avoided the downed wires, and kept driving, with more than a dozen books each still to be written.


  Just a few years later, the play that I wrote at MacDowell, Napoleon, proved to be useful to Baldwin and me. In 1957 Baldwin and I, non-collaborators by temperament, wrote a television play together, Equal in Paris, which is being published in this book for the first time nearly half a century after it was written. How was it that two such independent strivers wrote a play together? Of course, we'd been good friends for more than fifteen years and, more important, had the experience of working together as author and editor of Notes of a Native Son. What each of us brought to the collaboration table was different. Though the underlying story was Baldwin's, written as a nonfiction essay in Notes, I'd had the greater experience in writing for the theater and television.


  The Theater Guild, then a force in the American theater, with an admiring report of my Napoleon in its files, assigned me to write a dramatization of a novel for the Guild's television showcase, the U.S. Steel Hour. They then commissioned me to write what became, under distinguished but other auspices, a Broadway play entitled A Shadow of My Enemy, which proved to be more than a bit ahead of its time. While this controversial play drew favorable reactions from the likes of Eric Bentley and Richard Rovere, it also drew pickets, which is not exactly an inducement to casual theatergoers. At the National Theater in Washington, opening night drew four justices of the Supreme Court, apparently an unprecedented event. Henry Fonda, who was starring in a two-person play called Two for the Seesaw at the Shubert Theater in Washington, used to visit our stars' dressing rooms and declare with certainty that we would be a success in New York and Seesaw would be a failure. His play ran for two years in New York, ours for a single week. On closing night, after the show I saw Roger Stevens, the lead producer, stride across the lobby straight at me. Considering the amount of money he must have lost on the play, I was ready to defend myself. Instead, Stevens, ever the gentleman, said, “Write another like this and I'll produce it.”
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  Baldwin and I wrote the play Equal in Paris because we had reason to believe that it might be produced by the Theater Guild. The protagonist of our play was a black man of twenty-five we called Billy Ade, to whom we would lend Baldwin's experience in Paris as in his essay of the same name. In that essay, Baldwin never alluded to his homosexuality. To meet what we thought of as the requirements of a story acceptable to television, we introduced a sentimental heterosexual love interest for the protagonist. Nevertheless, the heart of the play deals with what was perhaps the central issue of Baldwin's early experience as a tormented young man who wanted to be seen as an American and not as a Negro. Seething with rage at the way he and other blacks were beheld and treated in the States, and fearful of his sometimes violent reactions to prejudice, Baldwin had fled to France, where Richard Wright had gone before him and where, it was said, blacks were perceived differently. In Paris, for a period of eight days Baldwin was treated like a white Frenchman. He was accused of receiving a stolen bedsheet from a young white bohemian we named Square in the play. Both of them were arrested. Baldwin thought the arrest was a mistake, that they would momentarily be released from the tiny cell in which it was almost impossible to sit or lie down. They were held incommunicado. Baldwin was not allowed to phone the American embassy or a lawyer he'd met. Later, handcuffed, Baldwin was transferred to an enclosed shed in which the human detritus of the Paris streets was detained, and in the center of which was a great hole that was the common toilet. Finally, he was taken to a prison twelve kilometers outside of Paris, where, absent a tradition of habeus corpus, he was still kept from contacting a lawyer to get him out. Finally, through a prisoner being let go, he was able to get word out to the lawyer he'd met. Released after eight days that included Christmas, Baldwin decided to head home to America, where, bad as it was for blacks at the time, its laws at least provided civil rights that were absent in France. Baldwin recorded that experience in his essay “Equal in Paris,” which we included in Notes of a Native Son.


  Our collaboration was probably enabled at least in part by our common interest in playwriting. We both received help from the then little-known New Dramatists Committee, which arranged for playwrights to see their work in progress performed by professional actors. We both benefited from parallel experiences with Elia Kazan when we were appointed production observers on plays Kazan was directing. Baldwin was to witness every stage of the production of Archibald MacLeish's J.B. and I every rehearsal of Tennessee Williams's Cat on a Hot Tin Roof.
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  The managing director of the Theater Guild at the time was William Fitelson, a feisty Napoleon of the theater, a prominent show business lawyer who devoted time and money to civil rights causes. He had not yet met Baldwin. Fitelson exerted his power in New York theatrical circles in eccentric ways. Once when my wife and I were the sole dinner guests at his Greenwich Village house, he asked if we'd care to hear some music. I expected him to turn on his hi-fi set. Instead, Fitelson went sprightly to his phone. Shortly, Burl Ives showed up at the door, guitar in hand, to sing for our small gathering. Fitelson was also known for summoning various New York intellectuals to be his guests at a Broadway show on a few hours' notice and expecting them obediently to show up, which they did both for the free tickets and so as not to displease Fitelson, who seemed to take pleasure in an entourage to whom he could serve theatrical summonses. I wondered how he might react to Baldwin, to whom appointments were indistinct invitations, and who almost always showed up late.


  Fitelson was also known for having his assistant, Anna May Franklin, accompany him, pad in hand, on the five- or six-block walk along Fifth Avenue from his law offices to the Theater Guild's offices on Fifty-third Street. As he dictated letters and memoranda, his loyal assistant tried to keep pace and scribble shorthand at the same time without bumping into people. Fitelson was a quirky mixture of compassion and arrogance. He gave money and time generously to oddball charities neglected by the mainstream. He had difficult relations with his children but took other people's children under his wing. One noon hour, he dropped into my office without advance warning and found me in a state. I don't recall what had thrown me into a funk, but Fitelson immediately phoned his secretary to cancel his appointments for the balance of the afternoon and took me to his club, where he submitted me to the steam room, the pool, and food, leaving me grateful for his grace and allowing me to reenter the world in a better state. Sometime later, the Theater Guild commissioned me to dramatize a novel for its U.S. Steel Hour. Meanwhile, Baldwin had had a play of his, The Amen Corner, produced at Howard University. Unbeknownst to Baldwin or me, these were all steps toward our collaboration on the play script, the only collaboration the high school buddies ever undertook except for Baldwin's collaboration with Richard Avedon in 1964 for a book entitled Nothing Personal, in which Baldwin's strong text and Avedon's equally strong pictures seem to have nothing to do with each other.


  The first thing Baldwin and I wrote was a twenty-seven-page story we called “Dark Runner” that reads like a story because neither Baldwin nor I had a proclivity toward the kind of bare-bones synopsizing common in the film and television industries. With encouragement from Fitelson, we then wrote the play and called it by the same name as the essay it was derived from, “Equal in Paris.” Having read the script, Fitelson summoned Baldwin and me to a lunch meeting to discuss the project. It seemed as if we had a clear chance of the final script being produced by the Theater Guild. Then Fitelson's assistant dropped the first bomb: None of the restaurants Fitelson frequented in Manhattan would allow a black man in.


  When a restaurant was finally found that would seat the three of us, Fitelson announced his good news. He was prepared to go forward with the television play we'd written—with one proviso. The central character, that young black we'd named Billy Ade, had to be changed to white.


  This, of course, made no sense. Changing the black man to white would undermine the main point of Equal in Paris, in which the young black protagonist is treated like any white Frenchman. We shelved the project in disgust.


  I have reservations about the play, as any writer would about work done half a century earlier. If my friend Baldwin were still alive and we worked on updating the script, the protagonist's gayness would not be fudged. Nor would there be some of the sentimentality that was superimposed on the story. Writing is rewriting, and with the luxury of time, habitual rewriters like Baldwin and myself would have our work cut out, improving the script with the craft we'd gathered in a lifetime of writing.


  In the original essay, there is no indication that Baldwin was gay. Early in his life he did have relations with both men and women. Perhaps I intuited his gayness from his extravagant and elegant arm movements until one day he declared, “I've got three strikes against me, I'm black, ugly, and gay.”


  Four decades after the script was written, while preparing my archives for Columbia University, I came across the original of the story we called “Dark Runner,” and finally the script of the play Equal in Paris. The grafted love story and the sentimental ending could today be dealt with swiftly if Baldwin were alive and the old friends could collaborate for a few hours more. Like the essay it is based on, the play reflects in dramatic form Bald-win's view that first brought him to public attention. The story and the play included in this volume have not been tampered with, because they dramatize an experience Baldwin had early in his life that may explain why, despite the hard road that race relations has traveled in America, the result of that evolution still sets an example for places in the world where relations between races remain primitive and deadly.


  Baldwin and I continued to share an interest in the theater, which never shared quite the same interest in us, though we both had plays produced on Broadway and elsewhere. Our friendship survived. The Theater Guild did not.


  In 1960, I was editor of The Mid-Century, a magazine sponsored by an upper-brow book club that no longer exists. The magazine's principal writers were W. H. Auden, Jacques Barzun, and Lionel Trilling. I edited their reviews of books, and they edited mine. When Baldwin's second book of essays, Nobody Knows My Name, was about to be published by the Dial Press, with some trepidation I volunteered to review it. Friends should not review each other's books but do. This review had an astonishing consequence. I wrote it under the title “I Know Your Name.” When it was in proof in June of 1961, I took it to Washington, D.C., where Baldwin was addressing a Freedom Riders rally in a church. Baldwin and I had agreed to meet for dinner afterward. After his speech, for the next two hours Baldwin autographed napkins and odd bits of paper for mothers carrying sleeping babies in their arms. I began to realize what it meant to be a public person, a balm for the ego and a drain on life's time. At our belated dinner, I showed Baldwin the galley with my review of Nobody Knows My Name with the stipulation that if it displeased him in any way I would cancel the review. We disagreed heartily about one passage in particular, I now forget which, but Baldwin, smiling, said, “Print it. I'll answer you.” His next book was The Fire Next Time, first published in The New Yorker. My copy of Nobody Knows My Name is inscribed “For Sol:—In honor of the splendidly disputed passage. Love, Jimmy.” Then he added, “God help us.” Our friendship never wavered despite our disagreements, nor did it elicit retribution when, unbeknownst to me, Baldwin undertook to comment on a novel of mine, The Childkeeper, in his book The Devil Finds Work.


  When Baldwin returned to the States from a period abroad he would drop by whatever office I was working in. In late 1961, Baldwin came by Mid-Century 's offices at a critical time in my life there. The absentee owner of The Mid-Century Book Society, Arnold Bernhard, funded the company to enjoy the companionship of cultured men such as Barzun, Trilling, and Auden. His cultural contacts established, Bernhard couldn't fathom why he had allowed himself to give away 49 percent of the company to the book club's editors and to me, and proposed a few changes that would leave him with 90 percent of the company instead of 51 percent. The only barrier he encountered was me, who had been reading a book called Expulsion or Oppression of Business Associates: “Squeeze-Outs ” in Small Enterprises. Trying to find an excuse for firing me, Bernhard moved a staff accountant into my office to be within earshot of any conversations I might have. My first visitor under these new circumstances was my old friend James Baldwin. After we greeted each other, Baldwin said loud enough for the accountant to hear, “Who is that mother and what the fuck is he doing eavesdropping on us?”


  The expression on the accountant's face at that moment was gratifying. Shortly after Baldwin's visit, a lawyer named Bertram Mayers sued Bernhard on my behalf, and quickly won a settlement that happily became the seed money for founding the publishing firm of Stein and Day, which I superintended for more than a quarter of a century. The young accountant—I can still hear Baldwin laughing at the snooper—took over running Mid-Century, grew a beard as a cultural appendage that might please the ladies, added newly tolerated sex books to the cultural mix, had The Mid-Century magazine's elegant appearance redesigned into a commercial format, and in short order brought the company to its knees.


  It cannot have escaped notice that the title of this essay is “Notes of a Native American.” I am advised by good authority that the largest population of American Indians is in the Los Angeles area, and they refer to themselves as Indians, not Native Americans, which is properly a description of everyone born here. I am a native American by virtue of having been born in Chicago, Illinois, and my friend Baldwin was a native American by virtue of having been born in New York. I don't refer to the Italians I grew up among as Italian-American, or my Irish friends as Irish-American, nor do I like to be designated a Jewish-American, which is most often used by people who don't like Jews. By the same reasoning, I am uncomfortable trying to think of Baldwin as an African-American. Both at the outset of his writing career and toward the end, he emphasized the fact that when he referred to “we” he meant Americans. That should not be as surprising as it seems to some. The overriding theme of the United States until the second half of the twentieth century was E pluribus unum, out of many one. The country was proud to be a melting pot of ethnicities. We were glad to witness the slow erosion of the ethnic prejudices that were part of the baggage brought to our shores by the waves of immigrants, who found some doors shut by the original European settlers who wanted freedom, as it turned out, mainly for themselves.
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  The last great public event in Baldwin's life that I was witness to was his sixtieth-birthday celebration at the University of Massachusetts at Amherst. I had a hugging reunion with his mother, Berdis, and his brother David, who'd become a friend three decades earlier, and with Jimmy, who introduced me around as his “high-school buddy.” I was saddened that among the celebrants there were too few white faces, for I'd thought that by that time a celebration of Baldwin's contribution to American letters would not be so segregated. At the dinner that evening, at one point the master of ceremonies announced the presence of several people seated at the tables. When he came to Sol Stein, identified as the editor and publisher of Notes of a Native Son, Maya Angelou, seated at a table front and center, stood up, turned in my direction, and started applauding, and soon the entire assembly joined in the applause, a reward far greater than any other in my memory since the years-long struggle to bring Notes to publication.


  In the Cathedral of St. John the Divine, the place of my formal good-bye to my friend of a lifetime, my wife and I were asked by David Baldwin, Jimmy's closest brother, to sit with the family, which we did until an usher came over and asked us to move to a different section, facing the rear of the cathedral, not quite the back of the bus. We were seated next to a white woman Baldwin had known in Paris. People who watched the funeral on television said our white faces were conspicuous in a sea of black. Our presence had somehow survived, and if Jimmy had been there to witness it, he would have laughed.


  THE CORRESPONDENCE


  Mainly Concerning the Editing and Publication of

  Notes of a Native Son


  Headnotes by Sol Stein

  

  



  At the time that I edited and arranged for the publication of Bald-win's Notes of a Native Son, I was not employed by any publishing house, nor had I ever been. In my innocence, when I read something that pleased me greatly, my impulse was to share it. Word of mouth to friends wasn't enough. I needed the means to reach readers I didn't know. And so in 1953 I flew without license into an occupation I knew little about. Without experience to steer me, I was open to an amateur's innovation.


  Paperbacks in the 1940s and early 1950s were rack-size pocket books sold mainly on newsstands and in drugstores. Transient entertainments far outnumbered books of lasting interest. However, in the '50s, a glimmer of hope for what I thought of as my kind of book shone in the halls of a commercial publishing house. Two editors with brows above the common level, Jason Epstein, then at Doubleday, and Nathan Glazer, later a distinguished professor at Harvard, were planning a series of pocketsized books of quality that would sell mainly in bookstores.


  I arranged a meeting with Glazer, whom I knew, and told him of some of the books I would like to see in what became Anchor Books. I led with a proposal to rescue a near corpse, Bertram D. Wolfe's Three Who Made a Revolution, which had been published unsuccessfully some years earlier by the Dial Press, sold about a thousand copies, and for all practical purposes died. I was anxious to see his remarkable book back in print because of my belief that if a work is good enough, failure to sell the first time around should energize the author or publisher to try a different route. Glazer said they couldn't do the Wolfe book in Anchor because it was so long it would have to appear in three pocket-size volumes, and they'd have to sell more than thirty-five thousand copies of each to break even. I was heartsick. Should an important book be entombed because of its length?


  Part of this introduction is adapted from “The Responsibilities of the Publisher” in my book How to Grow a Novel, St. Martin's Press, 1999.


  Within days I came up with a plan to republish serious books by photo-offsetting them from the original editions in roughly the same size as the original books, saving typesetting costs, and using paperback covers. This could change the economic feasibility of republishing good books. They could now be profitable at runs under ten thousand copies, which made it feasible to take a chance on a far larger number of deserving books. It occurred to me that worthy unpublished work might also benefit from that new format because with the hardcover and large-format paperback being approximately the same size, they could be published in hardcover and large-format paperback simultaneously, with the thought that the hardcover would produce reviews and library sales, and the paperback would appeal to students and others for whom paper covers were then the format of choice because of price and because many young people of that generation didn't want to accumulate property (when people were on the move, paperbacks could be left behind).


  By chance, as executive director of the American Committee for Cultural Freedom, I had supervised the writing of a topical book by two writers of different political affiliations. The book, McCarthy and the Communists, by James Rorty and Moshe Decter, was published by the Beacon Press of Boston and had a run of thirteen weeks on The New York Times best-seller list. Beacon seemed a good place to try out my new idea.


  I phoned Melvin Arnold, the director of the Beacon Press, an intellectual with a taste for controversy and experiment. In those days I kept an egg timer on my desk to monitor the length of my long-distance calls. Within three minutes, Mel Arnold said he'd fly down to New York to discuss my plan. Soon after, I was given a contract as “originator and general editor” of a new series of what were then called library-size paperbacks, a quaint name that didn't last long, and which, like their smaller cousins of quality, soon became known as trade paperbacks.


  Within months, I faced my first audience of salesmen with my initial list of four books. I showed the covers. The salesmen laughed. They pooh-poohed the whole idea. They said the book-size paperbacks looked like European books, not American books; paperbacks were pocket books, and how the hell did you get those larger paperbacks into a pocket? And since one of the books, Wolfe's Three Who Made a Revolution, had sold only a thousand copies in hardcover, clearly a failure, what was the point of doing it in paperback? That was the book of eight hundred pages that my friend at Anchor Books had said was not economically feasible. Plus it contained photographs. The price would have to be $2.95. Who ever heard of charging $2.95 for a paperback? (In 1999 the same book in paperback was $14.95.) At the top of the front cover, I had put a quote by Edmund Wilson, then the leading literary critic of the United States, who called Three Who Made a Revolution “the best book in its field in any language.” I chose that quote because Edmund Wilson had written a book on that same subject, and he was, in effect, saying that Wolfe's book was better than his own.


  The sales force was still not convinced. As I described the books onstage in front of the sales force, I waited for someone in the wings to use a hook to yank me off the platform like a vaudeville performer whose act had flopped. To his everlasting credit, Melvin Arnold gave me the green light for the series despite this cold reception from his salesmen. The first four books appeared in 1955. In the new format, Bertram Wolfe's book sold half a million copies in five years, and was adopted in Russian-studies courses in most American colleges and universities. Two of the early books were books of essays. The first was Leslie Fiedler's An End to Innocence and the other James Baldwin's Notes of a Native Son. Both books established their authors' reputations and are still available to readers half a century later.


  As a result of the success of the new kind of paperback at the Beacon Press, Melvin Arnold was invited to do the same for the firm then known as Harper & Row (today HarperCollins). He eventually became its president before he retired to a forest in Oregon, where, when last seen there by me, in his eighties, he was still lifting weights and the spirits of others. He used to send me one copy each of the new trade paperbacks, the offspring of my offspring, addressed “To Grandfather,” until my shelves begged off because their burden was too great.


  The letters that follow provide the reader with a backstage view of the process that introduced Notes of a Native Son to its place in the world. Baldwin's substantive letters begin on page 53.


  
    May 23, 1955


    During most of the correspondence between the Beacon Press in Boston and me when I was serving as editor of Notes of a Native Son, I was in New York and communicated with Melvin Arnold and others at the press by mail. When my presence was needed—for instance, at sales meetings—I would fly up for the day. To give the twenty-first-century reader a sense of that period, imagine this. I'd drive to LaGuardia Airport, park my car on a strip of grass, and walk less than a hundred yards to the plane headed for Boston. The trip took thirty-two minutes in the air. On return, I'd walk over to my car and drive off.


    Prices were a bit different, too.


    In the letter, Felix refers to Felix Morrow, Beacon's lead salesman. Ed Darling was Beacon's sales manager, but no one really managed Felix Morrow, who knew it all.
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    May 26, 1955


    This letter refers to eight essays. The final book contained eleven essays. It was a bit nervy for the neophyte editor to jump into the publisher's end of the business, for instance, appearance and pricing. The hardback of Notes of a Native Son was priced at $2.75. The paperback, published later, was $1.25.


    William Phillips was one of the founding editors of Partisan Review, probably the leading intellectual journal of its generation.

  


  
    May 26, 1955


    Mr. Melvin Arnold


    The Beacon Press


    Boston 8, Massachusetts


    Dear Mel:


    Haven't been able to reach you by phone today. Finished working over Jim Baldwin's NOTES OF A NATIVE SON late last night. Today and tomorrow Baldwin is working on certain minor revisions which we agreed on. I am happy to say that he was extraordinarily pleased with the arrangement of the pieces that I suggested. He was able to dig up for me a large photograph—an incredibly good one and better than the one Knopf used. Everyone who has seen it agrees that it would make a perfect jacket, better than the Schweitzer one, because with the title it tells the story. It would be hard for someone who sees this not to pick up the book and thumb through a few pages. This would be such a powerful jacket that I think we ought to do our utmost to have it made up before the sales conference. I'm still waiting for word on this from you.


    Baldwin has one of the toughest agents in town, Helen Strauss of the William Morris Agency. I will have a lot of back and forth with her on the contracts. I'd suggest that these be prepared as quickly as possible, both for the hard and soft-covered editions. The book itself will be shorter than Fiedler's—eight essays instead of thirteen. But Baldwin and I agree that it would be a mistake to add another essay—one that does not fit what is now a clear cut conceptual arrangement. On the hard-covered edition, I would suggest that we use a larger typeface than the Fiedler book and spread out the words a bit!! Perhaps we also ought to use a heavier stock paper. The Baldwin book ought probably to sell for $2.75 and possibly 95Â¢ in paper, if it can be managed from the production end.


    This is a suggestion for another new book to be entitled LITERATURE AND SOCIETY, to be edited with a special introduction by William Phillips and will be a compilation of pieces about Joyce, Proust, Tolstoy, Dostoevsky, etc. from PR and express its position: a social view of literature. As background for your consideration of this proposal, you should know that the first PR Reader had several printings and sold 8000 copies in hard covers, of which 1000 were sold by PR itself as part of a subscription program campaign. PR has also published three pamphlets which sold at $1 each and the sales have averaged 6000 for each pamphlet. Phillips is of the opinion that this book would be consciously seeking out a good college market for an auxiliary text on the best criticism available of the social implications of the greatest modern writers. How do you feel about this for the Arts, Letters, and Society series?


    Best,


    Sol Stein


    SS:bm

  


  
    July 26, 1955


    In the following letter, I am still trying to get the missing chapter for Notes of a Native Son from Baldwin. In the meantime I am suggesting a new Baldwin essay to be published in my Mid-Century series of one-dollar hardcover essays by well-known authors.
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    August 1, 1955


    The following pages are my editorial notes for the essay that became “Autobiographical Notes,” the first chapter of Notes. Had I been an experienced editor or diplomat at the time, I would have made these as suggestions instead of announcing the changes as faits accomplis subject to reinstatement if Baldwin disagreed.


    Of the suggestions, Baldwin accepted twenty and let three stand as is. As writer and editor, I've been on both sides of the editorial exchange. Once a powerful editor had eleven sections of a novel of mine set in italics even though italics in more than short bursts become difficult to read. I had to call on my onetime friendship with the head of that large publishing firm to get the type restored to normal. Baldwin and I, however, seemed to weather our editorial exchanges remarkably well.
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    August 23, 1955


    Delaying publication of Notes of a Native Son by a month to accommodate a first serial sale continued to generate tension. Of course, what mattered most at the time was the extra money that the Harper's sale would provide for Baldwin and the possibility that the preview of a very strong chapter in Harper's could swell the audience for the book. As to the play of mine that I had to cut twenty pages out of overnight, I don't remember which play it was or where the reading was held. (A reading is usually done by actors with scripts in their hands.) Theater is a communal enterprise. Baldwin and I both eventually made the transition to the less stressful occupation of writing books, though Jimmy's lust to see his work on stage outlived mine.
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    September 1, 1955


    The published version of Notes of a Native Son read fine half a century ago and still does. An index of Notes of a Native Son didn't make sense. These essays are meant to be read one word after the other, the way the author laid them on the page.


    The “Trilling galleys” refers to Lionel Trilling's short book called Freud and the Crisis of Our Culture. Just a very few years earlier, I'd been a student in the Ph.D. seminar that Trilling gave (with Jacques Barzun) at Columbia University. When we sat down to go over my editing, Trilling said to me, “This will be more comfortable for both of us if we think of it that I taught you how to edit me.”


    “Lionel,” I said, “the brain is an organ and the mind is the function of that organ, and you've got it ass backward throughout the book.”


    He taught me well. He also rewarded me two years later by writing a short article about me for the Playbill of a play of mine that was about to open on Broadway. Editing sometimes has ancillary rewards.
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    Undated


    This is the jacket copy I wrote for Notes of a Native Son. The handwritten note at the top of the first page would suggest that Baldwin and I were to meet to go over this copy, which makes sense since the language and content are intended for the same audience as the essays themselves. I have no memory of that meeting, but there exists an undated letter to me from Baldwin that would indicate that he suggested changes in my copy and then withdrew those changes. While we were not of one mind, we would seem to have been on the same track. I don't know what happened up at the Beacon Press afterward, but flap copy is the province of the publisher, and an entirely different and deplorable version was printed on the flaps of the hardcover book. In rereading the flaps in 2002, I could not remember worse copy in my long publishing experience. Fortunately, the most important reviewers never saw those flaps and presumably reviewed the book from bound galleys that had no jacket, and based their reviews on the content of the book and not on the flaps.


    I was wrong about the cup of coffee. It was a water glass, flung at the waitress who refused him service. It missed her and broke the mirror behind the bar.


    In Baldwin's response, “See what Mr. K. thinks” probably refers to Elia Kazan, to whom Baldwin may have sent a copy of his play The Amen Corner. Both Baldwin and I were friends of Kazan. I edited and published Kazan's America America, The Arrangement, and other successful books of his.


    “L.” refers to Lucien Happersberger, who was Baldwin's lover.
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    September 18, 1955


    This book is about a friendship, and it was as a friend that I received the manuscript of Baldwin's novel Giovanni's Room, and as a friend that I gave him my views. I couldn't contemplate continuing as Baldwin's formal editor and quasi-publisher. Beacon did not as a rule publish fiction, my relationship with the press changed when the management changed, and I was still seven years away from founding my own book publishing firm, Stein and Day, which is really the first time I was employed full time as a publisher of books.
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    Undated


    The radiogram, a form of international telegram, probably strikes young people like some ancient artifact, but in the decades before e-mail this is how people might communicate if you couldn't reach someone by expensive transatlantic phone. My two names were squeezed together as one because RCA charged by the word. I disavow the handwriting. The content was probably dictated. The radiogram was sent to Baldwin in care of American Express in Paris. It was a self-explanatory cry for Baldwin's promised introduction to Arnold Rose's The Negro in America, which was by then affecting the publication of a series of books. There was a point in early December when Beacon was asking for its advance money back, and I had to pass that message on to the agent for the book.
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    Undated


    This letter accompanied the typescript of the much-delayed first chapter of Notes of a Native Son, and probably dates from the summer of 1955, when Baldwin was having his play The Amen Corner produced at Howard University.
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    November 29, 1955


    Paula is Baldwin's sister, to whom Notes of a Native Son was dedicated. The introduction Baldwin was late in delivering was for Arnold Rose's book, The Negro in America. The publisher gave up hope of receiving Baldwin's introduction and had Arnold Rose write his own preface. The last sentence of my letter refers to Baldwin's refrain, “God help me.”

  


  [image: ]


  
    December 27, 1955


    It is a fact of life that in theater as well as books, the review in The New York Times can make or break a play or book. Here, Harvey Breit of the Times tries to reassure me. His reference to 1984 is the film based on Orwell's book. I had no memory of participation in that project, though correspondence from others confirms that I did. Orwell's Homage to Catalonia, which was published in the same series as Baldwin's Notes of a Native Son, was also selected as one of the “100 best nonfiction books of the century.”
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    January 9, 1956


    This letter is how I first learned that Baldwin had had a nervous breakdown. As usual, it was undated, but it was received on January 9, 1956.
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    Undated


    I suppose I wanted every possible reinforcement for my friend's first book of essays to succeed. For instance, the original paperback edition had a flyleaf listing the Beacon Contemporary Affairs Series and putting Baldwin into the company of prominent writers such as André Malraux, Eric Bentley, Sidney Hook, George Orwell, Arthur Koestler, Simone Weil, and Bertram D. Wolfe. It may have been a mistaken attempt at such reinforcement when I wrote a brief editor's prefatory note for the first hardcover edition of Notes of a Native Son. Perhaps I was haunted by the trade adage “Essays don't sell.” The key word is cohere.


    The prefatory note was set in type and included in the bound galleys because the Library Journal took note of it. However, before the book itself was on press, I asked Beacon to remove my prefatory note on the ground that who was I to approve of Baldwin's work except by my labors on its behalf.
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    February 27, 1956


    This carbon copy is a letter by me. I was trying to get Baldwin additional writing assignments. “Letter to My Younger Brother” was intended for a series of inexpensive hardbound individual essays. The earliest became classics—Lionel Trilling's Freud and the Crisis of Our Culture and Daniel Bell's Notes on Work.


    The original director of the Beacon Press was Melvin Arnold, with whom I had an excellent rapport and who published my series of trade paperbacks in the very early days of that format. As a result of the series, Melvin Arnold became first the director of the religious books department at Harper & Row and then its president.


    Baldwin was notoriously late in delivering material.
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    Undated


    These undated, unpublished notes for a new project are an important statement by Baldwin of his views.


    I had suggested to Baldwin that he might want to do an essay for the Mid-Century Series I was editing for Beacon. I recently found a copy of his notes for such a book, which he called “Letter to My Younger Brother.” David Baldwin was close to Jimmy throughout his life and was a friend of mine as well. During the late '50s or early '60s David and I worked together. We last touched hands over the roof of the car in which Berdis Baldwin sat as she waited to be driven from the funeral of her eldest son.
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    April 8, 1956


    This letter is a carbon copy of a letter I sent to Baldwin. The introduction referred to is the one that was commissioned but never received for Arnold Rose's The Negro in America.


    The “Witness” referred to was a best-selling book by Whittaker Chambers. The Theater Guild commissioned me to write a play based on it. I eventually wrote a play from the public record and called it A Shadow of My Enemy, which was produced on Broadway in 1957 thanks to Roger Stevens, Alfred de Liagre Jr., and Hume Cronyn, with Nick Mayo as producer. Lionel Trilling wrote an article about me for the Playbill of A Shadow of My Enemy.
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    November 9, 1956


    Baldwin sent this letter from Corsica. The novel he was working on was Another Country. Daniel Bell, the sociologist and later a distinguished professor at Harvard, was the author of Notes on Work, which I had edited and published at the Beacon Press. The new job was as Managing Editor at the Research Institute of America, and the new house was my first, located in Forest Hills, in the fourth-floor garret of which, some months later, Baldwin and I worked on the story and play in this book. The new baby's name, Leland Dana, was a subject that later amused us both. Letter to My Younger Brother was originally conceived as a letter to Baldwin's closest brother David. In a later letter in this book, I comment on Princes and Powers.
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    Undated


    Baldwin's sister Gloria was his secretary for years. She is now known as Gloria Baldwin Karefa-Smart and is the Executor of the James Baldwin Estate. The story he was writing, first published in Partisan Review, was “Sonny's Blues.” Note that at the age of thirty-two Baldwin says of his novel in progress, “Hope I live to see it,” and of the jazz story, “I thought it would be the death of me.” These common phrases about death, usually sloughed off, are characteristically about his work, which did not come easily.
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    December 10, 1956


    This letter is out of chronological order. It crossed in the mail with my letter of December 7, 1956, which belongs together with Baldwin's reply.
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    Undated


    The following letters, mine of December 7, 1956, and Baldwin's response that refers to his leaving Corsica for the holidays, suggest a date in early 1957 for his reply. Baldwin's letter first takes care of “business,” the play Equal in Paris, but quickly segues into themes that were part of our occasional differences. Prescient about America's present role in the world, he said, “America is the last stronghold of the Western idea of personal liberty. And I certainly think that this idea should dominate the world [Baldwin's emphasis]. But one of the ways in which it will do so, if it does, is through politics. And I have certainly very bitterly wished that we were better politicians than we are, and had more faith in our own ideals.”


    Baldwin's comments about W.E.B. Du Bois and civil liberties are in reply to my strangely split position at the time. In the early and mid-'50s, Baldwin and I were both involved with the American Committee for Cultural Freedom, which opposed denial of passports to any citizen. The Soviet Union enslaved a significant portion of its own citizens and was a twentieth-century slave state. I believed that Du Bois's praise of the Soviet Union was inappropriate for an opponent of slavery. Prior to this correspondence, the U.S. State Department had deprived Du Bois of his passport and his ability to travel abroad. I came to view the withholding as wrong, but there are rare circumstances in which a passport might need to be withheld, for instance, a convicted felon might use a passport to flee the country, as some have, or a fleeing terrorist suspect may have information that might help avoid further terrorist attacks. Such exceptions should be extremely rare and determined by a proper and quick judicial review, not by State Department or law enforcement officials. Passports should never be withheld, in my judgment, for opinions or views.


    Baldwin's reference in the penultimate paragraph is to my first wife and three of our children.
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    April 3, 1957


    “Equal in Paris” refers to the play that James Baldwin and I wrote together for the Theater Guild's U.S. Steel Hour. The story of this venture is included in the introductory essay.
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    March 2, 1958


    The clipping I sent Baldwin and referred to in my letter was from The New York Times and must have referred to Baldwin's “authority” and “power.” I did not preserve a copy of the clipping.
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    March 3, 1958


    After Notes of a Native Son was published I continued to provide Baldwin with editorial comments on manuscripts. Here he acknowledges such notes. In the last lines he is referring to my wife by her nickname and three of our sons, two of whom are pictured with Baldwin elsewhere in the book.
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    July 30, 1958 Postmarked France


    Baldwin was not quite thirty-four when he wrote this letter, feeling old in Paris. The novel he was working on was probably Another Country, which was published in 1962. I wasn't concerned about money.
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    August 9, 1958


    The second page of the letter that follows calls for a bit of background. I had worked at the Research Institute of America, superintending about ten publications directed to the chief executives of member firms. Out of a severe case of loyalty to my boss, Leo Cherne, who was better known as the longtime head of the International Rescue Committee and not known as the longtime member of the Foreign Intelligence Advisory Board, serving under six presidents of both parties, I felt I couldn't resign from the institute on short notice, though I had firm plans to start a new book club that would be launched in 1959 as the Mid-Century Book Society. I decided to shift to a job in advertising, a field I believed I could easily leave on short notice.


    My first duty at McCann-Erickson was to name a product. I did that in the first hour of the first day. I was told to put my result in my desk drawer for a week because they couldn't bill the client for just an hour's work. My last job at McCann was hastily writing a new book for a musical produced by McCann called Bad Day at 50 Rock that was already in rehearsal and scheduled to open at the Starlight Roof of the Waldorf shortly and then tour to Chicago and Los Angeles. The show had a problem. The set was built, the songs were fine, the actors seemed to be doing well; it was just that the book (the story) didn't work. Frank Armstrong, the producer, and Samuel (Biff) Liff, the director, were worried because McCann had already invited the head honchos of their best prospective clients to the black-tie opening. Someone alerted Armstrong to the fact that I'd had two plays produced. I was immediately set to writing a new book for the musical, funneling pages to the actors for memorization. I was the only one at the opening not in black tie because I had still been writing lines that afternoon. I viewed the play from behind a set of lights up in the balcony. The play was a hit. Afterward, my boss, overflowing with relief and congratulations, said I could write my own ticket at McCann. I reported sadly that I was coming to see him Monday morning to give notice because I was all set to launch the new book club, which took me a step closer to my long career as an editor and publisher.
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  ERASING HISTORY


  A Prefatory Word About the Story “Dark Runner”

  and the Television Play Equal in Paris

  

  



  The meaning of words change with time. In the story and play that follow, written in 1957, the protagonist is referred to as a “twenty-five-year-old boy,” language one would never use today. Our intention at the time was to describe a fictional character called Billy Ade, based on a traumatic event in Baldwin's life when he was twenty-five. It was first reported in Baldwin's essay, “Equal in Paris,” which appeared in Notes of a Native Son. Our intention was to have the character resemble Jimmy as he looked on the jacket of the original edition of Notes, dressed in a too-big sweater and with a white dicky collar setting off his then boyish face. Though we were far from innocent at twenty-five, we still thought of ourselves as boys, for indeed we were when we met, and some of that stuck. As reported elsewhere, at Baldwin's sixtieth birthday celebration, he introduced me around as his “high-school buddy” and in a new preface to the 1984 edition of Notes, he began, “It was Sol Stein, high-school buddy…,” giving primacy to how we still saw ourselves. The term “boy” applied to an adult had for us an innocent connotation, and it would be unlike either of us to erase history for the sake of political correctness. Both the story and the play that follow are as they were at the time we wrote them half a century ago.


  What in heaven's name were Baldwin and Stein thinking about when they collaborated on a play for the new and reductive medium of television, which was not receptive to the nuance and character that are welcome in fiction, nonfiction and, at times, in the legitimate theater?


  The answer is money. Neither Baldwin nor I had earned anything that could be called a living from our writings up to that time. To declare the actual amounts we'd each earned from books and theater would be embarrassing on the same page as our responsibilities. I had three young Steinlings, and Baldwin felt responsibility to help his widowed mother out with his eight younger siblings. Television money was real, and half of it was paid in advance. One might add an enticement that Baldwin and I never spoke about. Television, though reductive, had this huge audience out there, and so despite our prior more complex work we seized on the opportunity to do a script for the Theater Guild. It asked us to write a synopsis. Graham Greene, in the second volume of his autobiography, said, “For me it is impossible to write a film play without first writing a story. A film depends on more than plot; it depends on a certain measure of characterization, on mood and atmosphere, and these seem impossible to capture for the first time in the dull shorthand of a conventional treatment.” Like Greene, neither Baldwin nor I liked the idea of writing a synopsis so we wrote a story and called it a synopsis. The title we gave the story was “Dark Runner.” For the television play that appears in the appendix to this book, we used the same title as Baldwin's nonfiction essay “Equal in Paris,” from which both the story and the play are derived.


  Our comeuppance for the trip into the world of television came when, in the end, the Theater Guild wanted us to change the black protagonist to white, which, given the story, made no sense. I'd wager the grafted love story and the sentimental ending would be dealt with swiftly if the old friends could collaborate for a few hours more today when television is more receptive to a protagonist being both gay and black.


  S.S., December 2003


  “DARK RUNNER”


  by Sol Stein and James Baldwin

  

  



  At first, no title or credits.


  Just the camera discovering in the darkness of the screen a marvelous face, a tall, thin Negro boy of twenty-five with large large eyes. Billy Ade wears a sweater much too big, someone else's perhaps. A white dickey collar sets off his face, a sad black moon. The camera circles around him as if we were looking at a piece of sculpture, which, in a way, we are.


  In the background, a pulse of sound, perhaps the echo of a drum in a faraway jungle. Billy lights the butt of a cigarette which has been smoked before, and speaks:


  “This story starts in Africa maybe, three hundred years ago. Or maybe in Harlem, the hour I was born, slapped and screaming. Or it could have begun when my father, tall and black as an African tribal chieftain, started reading the King James Bible aloud to me.”


  The somber lights surrounding Billy flicker with the shadows of violence. His face conveys the fear of long ago.


  “My father told me God was a God of justice and vengeance, and I was frightened. He told me God was a God of mercy, and I was confused. In my father's face, King James fused with the King of the Jungle, and I didn't know who I was, or where I belonged, and so … ” The camera has now circled around to the rear of Billy. “I turned my back and started to run.”


  The drum-beat blends into the sound of a pair of hurrying feet, then the blast of a police whistle, as the camera follows the fast-moving feet, the title rolls across the screen: DARK RUNNER. As the credits come on, the running feet slow down, the distant drum blends with the sound of a single string plucked on a bass fiddle, the rhythm loosens, falls apart, become[s] the beat of jazz. As the last credits distort and fade, we find ourselves at a party, legs dancing, mouths laughing, whispering, the cleft of a bosom, lips at an ear, intimations of sexuality, drinking drunk, bursts of hysterical laughter, and through it all, that beat: jazz, Greenwich Village, New York.


  Cut to a black finger poking the doorbell. Then, inside the party-loud apartment, the camera follows the Negro maid out of the kitchen to the door. Billy Ade stands there, looking at once lost and proud, holding a bulky parcel. The maid supposes he is a delivery boy and asks, “That package for Mr. Ravedon?” She reaches for the package, which Billy, defensively, holds back. He says nothing. And the maid, embarrassed, quickly says: “Well, come on in.” He nods and enters, immediately greeted by the crowd of celebrants, those who know him and those who don't, handed a drink and enveloped by white faces chattering in frantic cordiality. He is the only Negro there.


  The hostess, a giddy, rich, white woman by the name of Watson[,] takes Billy in tow and steers him to the guest of honor, a well-dressed man of 40. “This is Maurice Portnoy,” she bubbles, “just the brightest lawyer in New York, and Billy here, Billy Ade, is just the brightest young writer in the country today, just won that Rockefeller or Ford or whatever-the-name-is fellowship. …” and she is off to greet another guest, leaving Maurice and Billy in a noise-surrounded cocoon of embarrassment.


  “Second brightest,” says Maurice. “Me too,” says Billy, and they both smile and shake hands. “What's the occasion?” asks Billy, waving at the celebrants. Maurice answers, “I'm off to Paris for a year, nice assignment from my firm, and I guess there wasn't any other excuse for a party this week, so here we are.”


  “Madhouse,” says Billy, shouting to make himself heard, aware that Maurice's eyes are on the parcel Billy is clutching. “Manuscript,” he explains. “Book. Novel. Not quite finished. Don't dare leave it home. I've got something like a hundred brothers and sisters around the house, most of them young enough to draw on anything they get their hands on.”


  “How do you get your work done?” asks Maurice.


  “A miracle,” answers Billy.


  “Why don't you come to Paris. Great place for writers, I hear.”


  “For lawyers?”


  “Writers!”


  “Don't have a firm to send me,” laughs Billy.


  “How about that fellowship?”


  But Mrs. Watson is upon them again, introducing a newcomer, and Maurice is barely able to get a card to Billy on which he scribbles a Paris address “in case you come.”


  Mrs. Watson introduces the newcomer standing helplessly beside her. As camouflage for his shyness, he wears a beard. He calls himself Square. He has left his wealthy parents in Princeton and fled with his clarinet to the Village.


  Billy, who is stranger-shy, tries, out of politeness, to say a word or two about jazz, and says it so well we immediately see Square's response as that of admiration. But Mrs. Watson is still twittering about, hostessy. To Billy she says, “I think it's wonderful you received that fellowship instead of somebody with … well, you know … all those advantages.”


  “Which advantages?” says Billy.


  “I guess she means me,” says Square, “my folks are rich like Mrs. Watson here,” and the boys laugh together, as Mrs. Watson flees to welcome other guests.


  One blue-jeaned guest is quite far gone in drink and browsing for trouble. His name is Dirk, a painter of sorts, one of whose mad pictures adorns Mrs. Watson's walls. He's having difficulty finding someone to bait until he lights on Square because of his beard. Billy is amused by Dirk's foolishness at first, but then becomes apprehensive as Dirk announces that he uses neither a brush nor a palette-knife for his violent paintings, but a switchblade knife, which he suddenly flourishes in the direction of Square's beard.


  Billy is forced to intervene by taking Dirk's knife out of his hands with calm deliberateness. He closes the blade. Others at the party are now watching them. Dirk, threatened by shame, snatches back his knife, flips the blade open, and with one violent movement hurls it into the carpeted floor, hushing the crowd into silence.


  “Mrs. Watson,” says Billy, “you have a guest with bad manners.”


  Exactly what Dirk calls Billy is drowned in the noise of comment, but everyone knows what was intended.


  Billy controls his rage only long enough to pluck the knife from the carpet, again closes it, and hands it to Mrs. Watson, who, with studied politeness, takes Dirk to the door, suggesting he call for the knife the next day when he is “feeling better” and [lets] his “marvelously passionate nature” [loose] on some of those “indescribably beautiful paintings.” At this there is general laughter, except from Billy and Square. Square alone sees how upset Billy is.


  “Don't pay any attention what he said,” says Square, “he's loaded.”


  “I've had a lot of practice not paying attention,” says Billy bitterly. “I'm getting the hell out of here.”


  Square follows him, saying he wants to leave the noise behind also, and suggests Billy join him in a night-cap at his place nearby. “I'm e-ternally grateful to you,” says Square in one of his obviously favorite phrases, as they go out.


  In the street, we follow them through the strange juxtapositions of Greenwich Village: the modern buildings for the wealthy, like the one they have just left, and around the corner, the aging tenements of the Italians, the artists, the derelicts, the young runaways, the poor, and the bohemians at every stage of sanity.


  We dissolve to Square's room, decrepit because he is fleeing a rich home, just as he wears a beard to cover his handsome face and odd clothes because his parents brought him up in Rogers Peet suits. It is in Square's room that these things become clear to us, and we see the beginning of a bond between two lonely people.


  Square suddenly decides to call his parents' home in Princeton, although Billy objects that it is too late to phone. Square insists, and from his end of the conversation we gather that he has indeed awakened his parents, disturbed them, has to assure them that it's not an emergency, that he is only inquiring if he may bring a friend home to dinner the following night. We are aware of his conspicuous failure to mention Billy's color. Square seems to enjoy the anticipation of the shock and discomfort awaiting his parents when he brings Billy home.


  The scene in the home of Square's parents is a mixture of comedy and pain. After the first shock, Square's parents try to make Billy “comfortable,” refer to the “liberal” college community around them, the seven or eight Negroes at Princeton this year, and so on, making it plain that they have never met a Negro on such a footing before in their lives. Square realizes that he has not only made his parents uncomfortable, but has created a terrible situation for Billy, also. We see the war of pride in the way Square's father, after dinner, offers both boys cigars, in the troubled expression Billy has as he waits to have his cigar lighted, and in the difficulty of Square's father as he lights his cigar. The discomfort is too much for all of them, and as soon as it is decently possible, the boys leave.


  We hear the tense, jazz background again as the boys walk the streets of Princeton, pass an all-night diner, and, at Square's suggestion, go in for a cup of coffee.


  The place is decorated in flamboyant bad taste, one wall a garish mirror. Square and Billy seat themselves. The fat counterman shuffles up to them.


  “Cup of coffee,” says Square.


  “Two,” says Billy.


  “Don't serve any…,” says the counterman, making it apparent that Billy is not welcome. The boys refuse to take the hint.


  “Any more what?” says Billy.


  “Any more tonight,” says the counterman.


  To make his point clear, the counterman brings over a single cup of coffee and puts it in front of Square.


  The fury of the jazz tempo mounts. Billy, hurt by his encounters with Dirk and then Square's parents, now faces the counterman in anger. Square attempts to calm Billy as the fat counterman tries to outstare Billy's hatred with his own. “Now get out of here,” he says, coming around the end of the counter. The jazz tempo races madly as Billy, with one furious motion, lifts Square's coffee cup and hurls it at the counterman. It misses, strikes the mirrored wall, which shatters as all the customers rise to their feet.


  “Run,” says Square.


  Billy is as frightened as everyone else at what he has done.


  Billy brushes past those who try to stop him as he makes his way to the street, clutching his manuscript. Square, breathless beside him, says: “What did you do that for?”


  “What did you take me in there for?” Billy shouts back.


  “You could have killed him!”


  “I wanted to!”


  The shouts of the counterman are answered by the blast of a police whistle a block distant.


  Again Square says: “Run!” Billy runs like hell, with Square pacing beside him. “Duck in there,” says Square as they pass an alleyway. Billy does so, and Square continues straight ahead, to decoy the policeman away.


  Cut to Billy, blocks away and still running. Suddenly out of the shadows steps a cop with a nightstick and Billy sees him too late to keep from running smack into him.


  “Where you running to, boy?” says the cop.


  “Home,” says Billy in fright.


  “Why so fast, boy?” says the cop, taking him by an arm.


  Billy tries to control his breathlessness. “Please let me go. If I don't catch that train, my mother'll give me hell. I'm supposed to be back in New York already.”


  “What's that you got under your arm?”


  “This? It's a book.”


  “That doesn't look like a book.” He drags Billy over closer to the street light. “You steal something, kid?”


  “No,” says Billy. “It's a book, honest. It's a manuscript.”


  “A what?”


  “A thing I'm writing.”


  “Don't you lie to me, boy!” The policeman takes the package from Billy, riffles suspiciously through the papers, finally bursts out laughing as he hands the package back to Billy and sends him on his way. This laughter rings in Billy's ears as we fade out.


  Fade in on a Harlem tenement, Billy mounting the stoop, then up six dreary, littered flights of stairs. He opens the door, and surveys his home in the darkness. The camera goes with him through the rooms, which seem to be filled to overflowing with sleeping children (Billy's younger brothers and sisters). We hear the sound of his mother's voice from the bedroom.


  “That you, Billy?”


  On her elbow, her words still cottony with sleep, she admonishes him for being so late, endangering his health, going to parties, and so on, until she realizes he is near tears, at which she becomes wide awake, comforting, asking, consoling in words that ring his private world but dare not enter.


  He tells her he nearly killed a man, that his anger has burst, that trying “not to pay attention” no longer works. It is as if all of his life pointed toward the flinging of that coffee cup. He has made up his mind, he tells her, he is going to take his fellowship money and get to Europe, anywhere, but away. His mother cautions that he cannot escape from himself, that he takes himself with him wherever he goes. Billy counters by saying, there are places where people will treat him “like everybody else.” His mother says he must learn to wrestle with it here, but says he should go if he feels he must.


  The youngest child, a little girl, gets out of bed for comfort and a glass of water, and Billy tenderly puts her back to bed, gives her the water, and sings her softly to sleep again. He looks up to see his mother watching him with the child in his arms, and he feels the weight of his fatherless home resting on him.


  “I have to go away, Mom,” he says.


  “I know,” she says quietly.


  We cut to his face, then hers, then his again, as their eyes fill with tears long prepared for. Fade out.


  We fade in from a high place, to the sound of a jazz trumpet. The music has changed its character from American to French. We are looking down from the Arch of Triumph onto the black speck of a boy standing far beneath it, his manuscript under his arm. Paris.


  We take Billy through a montage of days and weeks, cutting back and forth between work and loneliness. His hurried pecks at the typewriter, the wasted pages balled into the wastebasket in anger, the momentary smile when a paragraph succeeds. And between these images, the streets and sounds of Paris, Billy buying cigarettes, asking directions, which, when given, he clearly fails to understand. Or sitting at a café terrace, watching the immense friendliness of Paris, and yet not sharing in it because he has taken his shyness with him. Once, we see Billy, walking alone on a side street, pass a Senegalese soldier. After they pass, they stop and turn back and look at each other, the length of street between them, and then they move on to their separate loneliness.


  Billy in his room, writing to his mother, then working at the typewriter, working, working, and suddenly, again on the street, the world of New York comes crashing back to him, unbelievingly, but there he is: Square. They clap each other on the back, enthuse, and romp off to a jazz club, where Square, newly arrived in Paris, has found his place. He tells Billy he is playing there with a jazz group and having the time of his life. “I finally found a good use for my parents,” he says. “I took some of their money and came here.”


  At the club, it is apparent that Square has found people who accept him. Billy catches sight of one of the performers at the club, a dancer, a beautiful, young Negro girl. Billy asks Square who she is, but Square is intent on other things.


  “I'm staying at a place called the Hotel de Deux Arbres, two trees but not a tree in sight. A real hellhole. The owner's a thief and his wife's a nymphomaniac, and neither of them will leave me alone. Where are you living?”


  “At the Grand Hotel du Bac,” says Billy. “It's a joint.”


  “Good, good,” says Square, “they got a room for me?”


  Billy still has the dancer in his line of vision, but knows it is a lost cause. He takes Square to his hotel.


  Dissolve to the hallway of the Hotel du Bac, just outside Billy's room. “That's your room down the hall,” says Billy, “fourteen.”


  “E-ternally grateful,” responds Square, lugging his suitcases down the hall. Billy enters his own room. The bed is unmade, the linen rumpled. He drops down on the bed, closes his eyes, resting from Square's enthusiasm. A knock on the door, and before Billy can answer, it swings open. Square, quick[ly] becoming an e-ternal nuisance, exclaims his room is fabulous, sees Billy's crumpled bed, asks when they change the linen.


  “They never change it,” says Billy. “At least if they made the beds, I wouldn't have to look at it.”


  Square darts out, comes back with a clean, folded sheet … with his compliments. He whips off the sheet on Billy's bed and remakes it. Square's personality has blossomed in Paris, and he has taken to wisecracking, something new to him. “Thrown any coffee cups lately?” he asks. Billy, annoyed, pleads tiredness, and finally gets Square out of the room.


  Later, Billy is just finishing off a letter to his baby sister and goes off to mail it-and to see if there's any mail from home at the American Express. There, among the patrons, he catches a fleeting glimpse of the same young dancer he saw at Square's club. He tries, in his shy way, to introduce himself to her, something very difficult for him in any case, and she quickly and efficiently brushes him off.


  Back at his room, Billy is disconsolate, tells Square of the incident with the girl. Square has an idea. He'll order a table after the show at the jazz club that night, invite a number of guests, asks if there's anyone Billy would like to invite. Billy suggests Maurice Portnoy. Square says fine. Then gingerly, Billy suggests the dancer. With a wink, Square says he'll try.


  At the jazz club that evening, Billy finds a number of Square's new friends, French jazz musicians; Maurice, whom Billy is glad to see; and a tourist, an American Negro publisher, who, Billy suspects, was invited by Square to make Billy feel “more comfortable.” If so, he has succeeded only in putting Billy further on edge, especially because the publisher is obviously an ass, as his conversation soon establishes. When Square finishes his musical chores, he joins them at the table. The next act is the young Negro dancer, and Billy's excitement grows. Her dancing is youthful, good, and frankly sexual. We cut rapidly to face after face in the audience, then Billy's, transfixed.


  After the girl's number, she comes down to join them at their table. Billy's heart leaps when Square introduces her all around (“This is Siddy St. Clare”) and seats her next to Billy.


  She has a sweet smile she cannot hide, hard as she tries. Billy searches for a way to begin talking to her.


  “You must be an American,” he says.


  She laughs. “How in the world did you ever guess that! ”


  To cover his embarrassment, Billy says, “I saw you at American Express.”


  “Oh you were the one,” she says, and is again amused at Billy's expense. But she notices his discomfort and tries to assuage it.


  “I suppose you're an American, too?” she says.


  “I'm a Senegalese,” says Billy.


  “Oh I'll bet!”


  “My father's a headhunter.”


  “Oh I'll bet!”


  “You don't believe me?” says Billy, beginning to spark.


  “Senegalese have a lovely lilt in their voices. They speak beautifully. You sound like you're from New Jersey.”


  “You win,” says Billy, and she smiles in a way that lets Billy know that they are friends.


  Billy admires her dancing, and she asks him what he does. He tells her about the novel. “I started out writing poems, songs, unsaleable things. In a high school I got a letter from Mayor LaGuardia for winning a poetry prize and it went to my head. I haven't stopped writing since. How long have you been dancing?”


  “Always,” says Siddy. “I did handstands at three, a tap-dance in my first-grade musical, heard applause, and have been sunk ever since. My father, he says, ‘Crazy girl, what do you want to dance for, can't you walk like everybody else does?' ” We learn that she is from Atlanta, that it cost her father a terrible price to become a doctor there, raise her in an environment hostile to her race and in a Negro community even more hostile to her dancing, making fun of her until she fled to New York and then to Paris with a troupe. “Did your father let you be a writer?” she asks.


  “Heavens, no,” says Billy. “My father, he's dead now, he wanted me to become a preacher, a bellering, yellering, praise-the-Lord preacher. When I was fourteen I became a preacher. When I was seventeen I stopped. The world's been going to blazes ever since.”


  They both laugh. Billy continues, “The world is nothing less than a conspiracy against the cultivation of my talent. Especially since I don't make any money at it. Which is a pity.”


  “Maybe the novel'll be published,” says Siddy.


  He answers, “It'll be finished in a week.”


  “I hope it's a good week,” says Siddy.


  “It's bound to be. Now.”


  He tries to put his hand on hers, but she avoids it gracefully.


  “What do you really want to be?” he asks.


  “Just the world's greatest dancer. And you?”


  “An honest man. And a good writer.”


  The colored publisher has been trying to edge into the conversation, boorishly. He clashes with Billy, which merely establishes a greater rapport between him and the girl. Billy is angry. Seeing this, Square says, “Maybe they'd better cover up the mirror over there!” which infuriates Billy. He is anxious not to explain the meaning of the remark, especially in front of the girl. He tries to get her to take a walk with him, but she suggests it's late and they make a date for the next day.


  Their walk through Paris the next day is an event of discovery. The pretext: she is looking for a new pair of dancing shoes she saw somewhere along the Champs-Elysées. They pass the places previously seen in Billy's loneliness. They browse at a bookstore. They see a Renault in a showroom window and joke about taking it back home, driving around Atlanta with the top open, Billy wearing a turban, “a Sheik,” he says, “a chic Sheik,” and they warm together in their laughter.


  But soon she must run for her performance, and she breaks the news, with sadness, that the troupe she came over with leaves the next afternoon for Rome.


  Billy says he'll pick her up after the show that night. He does, brings flowers, but Siddy is surrounded by members of her troupe who have come to see her farewell performance at the jazz club, and they all go off to the hotel where the troupe and Siddy are staying, and there are just too many people around. They decide to meet the next morning and to spend the day together, from an early breakfast right through to train time.


  “You won't get your novel finished that way,” she says, and Billy responds by damning the novel and kissing her.


  To avoid the people in her troupe at the hotel, she says she'll pick him up at his place. And for the night, he turns over to her his most precious possession, the manuscript of his novel. We fade out on an image of Siddy in her room, reading the precious pages.


  All joy, Billy skips back to his hotel, anticipating the next day, which Siddy will spend with him.


  He knocks at Square's door, enters, is surprised to see two French policemen examining Square's identification papers. Billy and Square, both puzzled and a bit frightened, try to laugh things off with the policemen. But the police insist on seeing Billy's room, which, he argues, isn't very presentable. When the policemen enter Billy's room, one goes instantly to the bed, lifts the pillow, and at once Billy realizes what has happened. On the new bedsheet the words “Hotel des Deux Arbres” stand out large and clear-the hotel at which Square had been staying.


  Billy and Square are hauled off the police station, assuring themselves, though not very successfully, that nothing serious is involved. They are forbidden to contact their embassy or even a lawyer.


  They are in the hands of French custom. It turns out that the “man in authority” at the police station isn't there and the boys are locked up for the night in a cell. Billy is suddenly frantic, remembering his date with Siddy, who is coming to his hotel in the morning and who is leaving that afternoon for Rome. “I won't know where to find her,” he begs the police. “Please let me call somebody.” The policeman makes it clear he's to get no special treatment, even if he is an American. Here they are to be treated like any Frenchman. The door of the “chicken coop” slams shut.


  We fade in the following morning. Billy and Square, sleep still in their eyes, handcuffed, are taken out into the gray drizzle of a French morning and shoved into a black police car. Dissolve to the car pulling up in front of what looks like a decrepit fortress.


  “What is this?” asks Billy.


  “The prison,” he is told.


  “But we haven't even … but you can't take us here, we're not …” His protests are drowned in the rain.


  Cut to Siddy, also in the rain, manuscript in hand, arriving at the Hotel du Bac, her eyes still filled with sleep. She asks for Billy. The hotel owner says that Billy is gone. (He is ashamed to say that a guest has been taken off to jail.)


  “Where did he go?” she asks.


  “Who knows?” says the hotel owner, shrugging his shoulders. “Perhaps to America.”


  “No message.”


  Cut to a room of the prison where Square is being photographed and Billy is being fingerprinted. Billy's answers to the policeman's questions are sarcastic and bitter. He is photographed front view, side view. As the light flashes on his frightened face for the second picture, we cut to Siddy, still without breakfast, searching for Billy on this, her last day in Paris. She goes to the jazz club where they met, but it is closed, of course, at that hour of the morning.


  Cut back to Billy and Square being locked up in a cell which already has three occupants: a seedy Arab peanut vendor, a youngster of 16, and a hoodlum who sits picking at his decayed teeth with a metal toothpick.


  The jailer trundles in three garbage cans on wheels, the first with bread, the second coffee, the third a thick liquid, a kind of cousin to soup. There is some nervous by-play during the boys' first prison meal. In the middle of it, the two policemen come in for Billy and Square. As they lead the boys away, the other prisoners quickly pounce on the food Billy and Square have left behind.


  The boys are taken to the interrogation room, where a man-in-authority is now behind the desk. A girl at a typewriter records everything. The boys are confronted by their accuser, the owner of the Hotel des Deux Arbres. Square is named as the thief, Billy as the receiver of stolen goods. The boys, unfamiliar with French ways and law, resist signing the transcript of the interrogation which the girl has typed. Billy, anxious to get out in time to meet Siddy, asks: “If I sign will it get us out faster?” The man in authority says: “Everything is always faster when one cooperates.” Billy signs. Square signs. The boys are taken out a door as the camera rests on the seal over the door which proclaims “Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité.”


  Cut to Siddy, wandering the streets, echoing the loneliness of Billy's wanderings earlier, before he had met her. She is getting desperate. And everywhere she goes, Billy's manuscript is under her arm.


  Cut back to the jail, where Billy and Square are going through the ignominy of having their shoelaces and belts taken away from them. They continue their private quarrel in a scene which ends with their awkwardly trying to come to blows while keeping their laceless and beltless clothes in place.


  When the policeman takes them back into their cell, he angrily takes away the hoodlum's metal toothpick. As soon as the policeman leaves, however, the hoodlum scrambles to a crack in the wall where he had hidden another toothpick and shows it off to his fellow prisoners with enormous satisfaction.


  The Arab is delousing his jacket. The 16-year-old picks his nose as if that is where his future lies.


  The prisoners tease the newcomers about the “terrors” of French jails, tell a story about a man who was taken out of his cell, put on the wrong line, and guillotined in error.


  Square joins the others in laughter at this, enraging Billy. He whirls around to face Square's grinning face. “What are you laughing at, goat beard? I've been in the wrong line, I know what it feels like when nothing, you've done nothing and you're in the wrong line. Like now. That's what I ran away from and wham! I'm right back where I started, just because you're a punk who steals things for kicks.”


  Square is stung. The other prisoners egg them on.


  Square says, “You missed a date with a broad, one date, one broad, and you yell your head off. What would you be doing if you weren't in jail, smooching with the broad or writing that novel nobody wants to read???”


  Billy tries defending his novel, the manuscript he would never let go and which is now-where?-and Square barks back, “Your novel, your so-what novel! I never met such a self-centered, whining, self-pitying guy in all my life! Don't you ever think of anybody except yourself?”


  And Billy says, “Me? You see what I got all over me, this black? That's right, stare at it! I came here because I didn't want everybody to stare when they saw it. I didn't want people to look at me, I wanted them to forget me, and what do you do? You, you grow a beard so everybody'll notice you. They don't notice your clarinet-playing, but they'll notice you all right when you parade around looking like a goat!”


  And soon they are grappling, with the other prisoners watching them with relish, and Square saying, “… did you ever stop to think why I grew a beard, why I needed the camouflage, that maybe I needed it like you'd like to pick a color that wasn't black? I can't pat my misery on the back because I'm not white. When you ran away from home, what were you running from, guys like yourself who cry about their own warts and laugh at everybody else's?”


  The policemen return. They handcuff Billy, Square, and the 16-year-old, and take them to a police wagon, where each is shoved into a narrow cubicle just large enough for a man. So isolated, we hear Billy say to the unseen Square, “I'm sorry.” The whispered response: “It's okay, kid.” We see the exhaust of the wagon as it roars off.


  Cut to Siddy at her hotel, asking if there's a message from Billy. She is clearly at her wit's end. She sees a member of her troupe, learns they are all packing already.


  “Packing?” she says, “I haven't had breakfast yet.”


  Cut back to the police wagon arriving at its destination. The boys are taken before a judge in a ramshackle courtroom. The 16-year-old is thrust before the high bench first. The boy, defiant, spits on the floor, is given six months for stealing a sweater. He is forcibly taken away, hurling hatred with his eyes and voice.


  Billy and Square are brought before the stern judge.


  The Judge asks, “These two, they are together?”


  Policeman: “Yes, your honor. This one stole, this one received.”


  The Judge: “It says here they are Americans. Where is the interpreter?”


  “Interpreter?”


  “Idiots, there must be an interpreter for Americans. Take them back.”


  Billy says: “No! I don't need an interpreter. I live in Paris.”


  Judge: “This is your home?”


  Billy: “I am living here.”


  Judge: “And stealing here?”


  Billy: “I didn't steal.”


  Judge: “Boys should stay at home. The law says you must have an interpreter. Tomorrow is Christmas. You will be brought back after Christmas … with an interpreter. Take them away.”


  Cut to Siddy, who has returned to the Hotel du Bac. She asks if Billy has come back. The answer, of course, is no. Then she asks for Square, learns he, too, is gone. In a panic, she goes to American Express, to leave a message for Billy. We see her trying to write something, not knowing what to say, crossing things out, and holding back tears.


  Cut to the boys being taken back to their cell. The Arab is wrapping some things in a handkerchief, preparing to leave. His term is over. The hoodlum lies on the floor, his face badly bruised and swollen, his arm in a sling. He was caught with the other toothpick. Barely able to speak, he guides the Arab with his eyes, leading him to where still another metal pick is hidden.


  A policeman comes to take the Arab out. The hoodlum quickly clenches his fist to hide the pick. Billy pleads with the Arab to contact Maurice Port-noy for him on the outside. They have difficulty communicating, but Billy repeats Portnoy's number over and over.


  Cut to Siddy dialing the same number, getting Portnoy's secretary. He is out. She leaves a message that Billy is missing.


  Cut to the Arab leaving the cell. Square and Billy are convinced he hasn't understood them. There is a scene between the boys and the hoodlum. Billy talks of running away again. Square says, “Where will you go this time, Siberia?” The hoodlum laughs and says, “The Cameroons, where everyone is black.” Billy tells him to shut up, and Square tries to calm him down. The hoodlum says: “American boy, listen to me. My mother was poor and my father was somewhere else, and I ran away and I am here, am I not black? I went back when I was your age but my mother was gone and there was no back to go to, and so I am here. When a policeman sees me, I do nothing, I am in jail, am I not black? Go home, boy, go home!”


  Billy exclaims: “This isn't America.” And the hoodlum responds, “In America they have Negroes and thieves, and here we have Arabs and thieves, there is always someone and thieves, go home.” When the hoodlum and Square are through with Billy, he is saying, “Paris is a beautiful city. …” The hoodlum says, “Is that a reason to cry?” And Billy finishes, “Paris is a beautiful city but it is not my home.”


  Billy is surprised to hear he has a visitor. He is taken out of the cell. It is the lawyer, Maurice Portnoy, who didn't believe the Arab, but after getting the message from Siddy that Billy was missing, he decided to come anyway. Maurice and Billy hug each other. Maurice promises to put in a couple of calls, try to get Billy before a judge in two days. Billy says, “Maurice, it's been six days already, has my hair turned white?”


  Before leaving, Maurice slips Billy a pack of cigarettes, but as soon as he is gone, the jailer takes the cigarettes away.


  Two days later. Billy and Square are hurriedly putting their belts on and lacing their shoes. They are free, after eight days of being treated “just like any Frenchman.” They have been acquitted.


  Billy is given back his keys, his money, his fountain pen, his wallet. Then his passport is flung on the table before him. The camera comes in close to the passport and we can read the only words on its cover, “The United States of America.”


  Dissolve to Billy rushing like a madman through the traffic of Paris, his heart a cacophony of all the jazz themes of the film. He reaches Siddy's hotel, knowing she left with her troupe for Rome.


  He asks the desk clerk, “Is there a message from Miss St. Clare?”


  “No message.”


  “Did she leave a manuscript?”


  “No manuscript.”


  “No?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Is the troupe gone?”


  “Yes, it is gone seven days.”


  Billy goes to a phone, starts to dial Maurice's number, when he sees a reflection in the glass: Siddy walking into the hotel, carrying the manuscript under her arm, just as he used to. For a moment only, they hesitate before each other like strangers, then suddenly embrace.


  “Was it bad?” she asks. “Maurice just told me where you've been.”


  “Worse,” he says, “because I was sure you had gone. Why did you stay?”


  She blushes, and to avoid the obvious answer, holds up his manuscript in front of him. “Finish it soon,” she says. “It's a marvelous story.”


  He takes a clean sheet of paper and prints on it carefully, “For Siddy, who waited.” “That,” he says, “is the dedication page.”


  Dissolve to the jazz club, New Year's Eve. A very sad blues is being played, and we hear the bass again, as at the beginning. Maurice and Square and Siddy and Billy are seated at one table, as the proprietor comes over and shakes hands warmly with Square. “Ah, my American friend, I knew you wouldn't be away for long.”


  The proprietor then turns to Siddy.


  “Ah, my other American, you are back, too. Good.”


  He turns to Billy.


  “You are an American?”


  “Yes,” says Billy.


  “You are staying here?”


  “We've been here,” says Billy. He looks at Siddy.


  And Siddy says, “We're going home.”


  We see a close-up of their hands, held tightly together. Then, as the camera dollies quickly back and up, the festivities below become an anonymous swirl of gaiety and noise, over which we hear only the cool, clear tones of Square's clarinet.


  The End


  
    APPENDIX

    EQUAL IN PARIS


    by Sol Stein and James Baldwin

    

    



    Based on the nonfiction story of the same name in

    Notes of a Native Son by James Baldwin


    CHARACTERS

    (In Order of Appearance)


    BILLY ADE., A COLORED BOY OF 25


    SIDDY ST.CLARE., A COLORED GIRL IN HER LATE TEENS


    SQUARE., A YOUNG BOHEMIAN WITH A BEARD


    A WAITER


    FIRST POLICEMAN


    SECOND POLICEMAN


    THREE PRISONERS:AN ARAB PEANUT VENDOR A HOODLUM A BOY OF 16


    A JAILER


    THE PRISON PHOTOGRAPHER


    A TYPIST


    A HOTEL OWNER


    A JUDGE


    A PRIEST


    MAURICE PORTNOY, A lAWYER

  


  
    ACT ONE


    ON THE DARKENED FLOOR THE CAMERA FINDS A STRIPED PATTERN; THE SHADOW OF BARS ON A PRISON CELL. THE CAMERA LIFTS ITS HEAD AS IT WERE, TO DISCOVER, ALSO IN THE DARKNESS, A MARVELOUS FACE, A NEGRO BOY OF TWENTY-FIVE WITH LARGE LARGE EYES. HE WEARS A SWEATER MUCH TOO BIG; PERHAPS IT IS SOMEONE ELSE'S. A WHITE DICKEY COLLAR SETS OFF HIS FACE, A SAD BLACK MOON. THE CAMERA MOVES AROUND HIS HEAD IN A COMPLETE CIRCLE AS IF WE WERE LOOKING AT A PIECE OF SCULPTURE, WHICH, IN A WAY, WE ARE.


    AS THE CAMERA CIRCLES, WE HEAR THE ODDLY PUNCTUATED LILT OF HIS VOICE.


    BILLY'S VOICE: On the nineteenth of December, in 1949, when I had been living in Paris for a little over a year, I was arrested as a receiver of stolen goods and spent eight days in prison.


    BILLY LIGHTS THE BUTT OF A CIGARETTE WHICH HAS BEEN SMOKED BEFORE.


    The story began, like all terrible things begin, quietly.


    THE BACKGROUND LIGHTS. BILLY IS SEATED AT A SIDEWALK CAFE. ON THE TABLE IN FRONT OF HIM, HIS DRINK AND A PILE OF BOOKS, NINE OR TEN OF THEM. HE IS SMOKING THE STUB AND FILING HIS NAILS IN A DEFINITE RHYTHM, THEN STOPS. HE LIFTS THE TOP BOOK AWAY, AND THEN THE NEXT; REVEALING THE TOP OF A GIRL'S FACE, A COLORED GIRL OF NOT MORE THAN 19, SEATED AT THE NEXT TABLE. BILLY REMOVES ANOTHER BOOK AND WE SEE ALL OF THE GIRL'S FACE. SHE LOOKS AWAY.


    BILLY: Hi.


    NO RESPONSE.


    I said Hi.


    SHE NODS SHYLY. BILLY LIFTS AWAY ANOTHER BOOK OR TWO AND WE SEE THAT THE GIRL'S BELONGINGS INCLUDE A PORTABLE EASEL: CANVAS, A TIN CAN FULL OF BRUSHES … AND A SWEET SMILE SHE CANNOT HIDE, HARD AS SHE TRIES.


    BILLY: Hi. You must be an American.


    SIDDY: Oh yes.


    THEN HESITATINGLY.


    Are you?


    BILLY LAUGHS.


    BILLY: I'm a Senegalese.


    SIDDY: Oh I'll bet!


    BILLY: My father's a headhunter.


    SIDDY: Oh I'll bet!


    BILLY: You don't believe me?


    SIDDY: Senegalese have a lovely lilt in their voice. They speak beautifully. You sound like you're from New Jersey.


    BILLY: You win.


    WITH A WAVE OF HIS HAND HE TAKES IN HER EASEL AND ACCESSORIES.


    You paint?


    SIDDY: Well! How'd you guess?


    THEY LAUGH. HE POINTS TO THE CANVAS.


    BILLY: Can I see it?


    SIDDY: It's not much yet.


    BILLY:


    (IMITATING HER)


    Oh I'll bet!


    SHE LAUGHS.


    Please?


    SLOWLY, WORRIED ABOUT HIS REACTION; SIDDY TURNS THE CANVAS TOWARDS HIM.


    Hey, not bad.


    SIDDY: Mean it?


    BILLY: Do I look like the kind that lies?


    SHE LOOKS AT HIM SERIOUSLY.


    You're looking at the wrong side of my face. That's my lying side. Look at this side, it never lies.


    SHE LAUGHS AND THE EASEL STARTS TO SLIP. BILLY QUICKLY HELPS HER WITH IT, THEN SEIZES THE OPPORTUNITY TO MOVE HIS DRINK AND HIMSELF TO HER TABLE.


    SIDDY: Is that nice? You've practically picked me up.


    BILLY: Not really. My books are still over there. Technically, I'm still sitting there. Here I'm just visiting.


    SIDDY: Are you reading all those at the same time?


    BILLY: Yes indeed. Terribly disorganized. No powers of concentration. A real failure.


    SIDDY: As a reader?


    BILLY: As a writer, too. As everything.


    HE IS LOST IN SPACE, STARING AT HER.


    SIDDY: No powers of concentration.


    BILLY: I'm sorry. You've got a lovely face.


    SIDDY: Camouflage. For a wicked mind.


    BILLY: Oh I'll bet.


    THEY LAUGH AGAIN.


    SIDDY: You're a writer.


    BILLY: How'd you know?


    SIDDY: You look like you don't do anything, so I figured you're rich or a writer. You don't look rich.


    BILLY: I am, I am, a member of the propertied classes. I own …


    SIDDY: Yes?


    BILLY: A pen. See, it doesn't show but I've got it. And paper, scads of paper.


    SIDDY: Anything written on it?


    BILLY: Heaps, tons, a novel mostly, and mostly finished too. I give it a week, maybe less.


    SIDDY: How long have you been writing it?


    BILLY: On paper, seven years, but really always. Mostly thinking, like painting is mostly looking.


    SIDDY: How long have you been here?


    BILLY:


    (SLYLY)


    Are you trying to pick me up?


    (LAUGHING)


    Over a year.


    SIDDY: That's marvelous. I've been in Paris less than two months and I have to leave already. I wish it were a year. I love it. I'm going to Switzerland tomorrow. For a couple of weeks. Then … home on the Liberté.


    BILLY: Tomorrow?


    SIDDY: Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow, it comes much too fast. What do you write … besides the novel?


    BILLY: Poems, songs, unsaleable things. In high school I got a letter of congratulations from Mayor LaGuardia for winning a poetry prize and it went to my head. I haven't stopped writing since. How long have you been painting?


    SIDDY: Always. Finger paint, crayons, water colors, now this. Hasn't changed much, has it? My father says, “Crazy girl, what do you want to do that for, you got something against the way things look when you see them?” I like what I see.


    BILLY: I like what I see, too. You have nice eyes.


    SIDDY: Did your father let you be a writer?


    BILLY: Heavens, no, my father wanted me to become a preacher, a bellering, yellering, praise-the-Lord preacher. When I was fourteen I became a preacher. When I was seventeen I stopped. The world's been going to blazes ever since. The world is nothing less than a conspiracy against the cultivation of my talent. Especially since I don't make any money at it. Which is a pity. I love to eat and drink. I love to argue-with people who don't disagree with me too much. And I love to laugh-only the world's in a conspiracy against that too. And I can't make any money at it.


    THEY BOTH LAUGH.


    This novel might get published, though. It'll be finished in a week.


    SIDDY: I hope it's a good week.


    BILLY:


    (LOOKING AT HER)


    It's bound to be. Now.


    HE TRIES TO PUT HIS HAND ON HERS, BUT SHE AVOIDS IT GRACEFULLY.


    SIDDY: What do you want to be?


    BILLY: You mean when I grow up?


    SIDDY: Aren't you grown up?


    BILLY: I want to be an honest man … and a good writer, how's that sound? Look, can I bring my books over?


    SIDDY: It's a free country.


    BILLY GOES TO GET HIS BOOKS AND PRACTICALLY STUMBLES UPON SQUARE, A WHITE BOY WITH A BOHEMIAN ATTEMPT AT A BEARD.


    BILLY: Excuse me.


    SQUARE: My fault, old boy, my fault.


    HE SEES WHOM HE HAS BUMPED INTO.


    My God, Billy Ade, I thought you were in New York.


    BILLY: Square.


    THEY CLAP EACH OTHER ON THE BACK.


    I thought you were in New York.


    SQUARE: Well, you're here and I'm here, I guess New York is here. How've you been?


    BILLY: Let me introduce—


    SQUARE: Imagine, imagine, imagine, meeting you here. Small world.


    BILLY: I want to introduce—


    SQUARE: Sure, sure …


    HE GREETS SIDDY.


    BILLY: This is …


    SIDDY: Siddy St. Clare.


    SQUARE: Ma'am.


    SIDDY: Miss. How do you do?


    SQUARE: I do just dandy, stumbling across Billy Ade-imagine! Oh, it's good to see you. Long time, long time, mind if I join? Thanks. What a time. Got here a couple of weeks ago and don't know a soul in town …


    BILLY: You've grown a beard pretty fast.


    SQUARE: Oh this, that's a New York beard. Brought it with me. I'm holed up at a real stinker of a hotel near the Gare St. Lazare, murder. The owner's a thief and his wife's a nymphomaniac, neither of them will leave me alone. And you should see the chambermaids, two to a room, three to a room. Hell, there aren't any chambermaids, where you living?


    BILLY: At the Grand Hotel du Bac. It's a joint.


    SQUARE: You two together?


    SIDDY BLUSHES. BILLY IS ANNOYED.


    BILLY: I live at the Bac. We just met.


    SQUARE: Good, good, good. They got a room for me?


    SIDDY: You people old friends?


    BILLY: No, but we're putting on a good show. Always happens abroad, two Americans, wouldn't bother to visit if they lived down the block in New York, meet in Paris and fall into each other's arms. Right?


    SQUARE: Wrong. Listen, I've got to get out of that Bigelow Hotel. What a joint.


    BILLY: Mine's a joint, too.


    SQUARE: Never mind. They must have a room for me.


    BILLY: Like she says, it's a free country.


    SQUARE: Well let's go, what are we waiting for? Nice meeting you, Miss.


    BILLY:


    (TO SIDDY, AS IF APOLOGIZING)


    He plays the xylophone.


    SIDDY:


    (WITH A TOUCH OF IRONY)


    An artist!


    SQUARE: I play the harp, you know I play the harp.


    BILLY: The boy harpist, how could I forget.


    (TO SIDDY)


    Do you have to see Switzerland?


    SIDDY: I have to paint Switzerland.


    BILLY: When, what time tomorrow.


    SIDDY: Tomorrow?


    BILLY: Do you leave?


    SIDDY: Tomorrow evening.


    BILLY: Listen, can I meet you here tonight, at eight? Please?


    SIDDY: I suppose no harm.


    BILLY: No harm, honest. Make it seven?


    SQUARE: Come on!


    BILLY: Make it seven?


    SIDDY: All right.


    BILLY BLOWS HER A KISS, KEEPS LOOKING BACK AT HER AS SQUARE CARTS HIM OFF. DISSOLVE TO HALLWAY OF HOTEL DU BAC, JUST OUTSIDE BILLY'S ROOM.


    BILLY: That's yours down the hall. Fourteen.


    SQUARE: E-ternally grateful.


    SQUARE LUGS HIS SUITCASES DOWN THE HALL. BILLY ENTERS HIS OWN ROOM. THE BED IS UNMADE, THE LINEN RUMPLED. HE DROPS DOWN ON THE BED, CLOSES HIS EYES, RESTING FROM SQUARE'S ENTHUSIASM. A KNOCK ON THE DOOR, AND BEFORE BILLY CAN ANSWER IT SWINGS OPEN.


    SQUARE: Me. E-ternally grateful. Wonderful room. Fabulous.


    BILLY: Well keep it quiet or they'll raise the rates.


    SQUARE SEES THE CRUMPLED BED.


    SQUARE: When do they change linen?


    BILLY: They never change it. At least if they made the beds, I wouldn't have to look at it.


    SQUARE: Solved. Don't breathe. I'll be right back.


    SQUARE DARTS OUT. BILLY STARTS PUTTING HIS BOOKS AWAY, BUT SQUARE IS BACK IN THE ROOM ALMOST IMMEDIATELY, A CLEAN, FOLDED SHEET UNDER HIS ARM.


    SQUARE: E-ternally grateful. My compliments, to a fellow New Yorker.


    BILLY: Oh no!


    SQUARE: Oh yes!


    HE WHIPS OFF THE SHEET ON BILLY'S BED, BEGINS REMAKING IT.


    SQUARE: Come on, lend a hand.


    BILLY: Sure, sure, but I don't—


    SQUARE: Do, don't don't, do. Live it up, I say.


    THE BED IS MADE. SQUARE EXAMINES HIS HANDIWORK WITH GREAT PRIDE.


    SQUARE: How about chow?


    BILLY: I'm meeting the girl tonight.


    SQUARE: Well how about a drink? I'll buy the first round. I'll buy the second round if it's a cheap place.


    BILLY: Square, I got to do some writing now …


    SQUARE: Letters can wait.


    BILLY: This is a novel and it can't wait. I can't wait. Besides, I always work on schedule, four hours in the morning, two in the afternoon, Sundays included. Always work before I deserve a drink or dinner.


    SQUARE: Always?


    BILLY: Always.


    SQUARE: I can take a hint, Billy Boy. Knock when you're through.


    HE RAT-A-TATS ON THE DOOR.


    I'll treat to two rounds, remember. E-ternally grateful. Boy am I glad we bumped into each other, aren't you?


    BILLY STARTS TO SAY SOMETHING BUT SQUARE HAS ALREADY SLAMMED THE DOOR. THEN SQUARE POKES HIS HEAD BACK IN.


    I'll treat if it's a cheap place, right?


    BILLY: Right.


    SQUARE IS OUT AGAIN. BILLY LOOKS AT THE DOOR AS IF HE EXPECTS SQUARE TO BOUNCE BACK IN. SATISFIED THAT HE IS GONE, BILLY GOES TO HIS WORK TABLE AND AMIDST THE MOUNTAINS OF PAPER, STARTS TO WRITE. DISSOLVE ON BILLY ONCE OR TWICE TO INDICATE THE PASSAGE OF TIME. BILLY RUBS HIS EYES, WASHES HIS FACE WITH COLD WATER FROM A BOWL, DRIES HIS FACE, ADJUSTS HIS CLOTHES. AS BACKGROUND, WE HEAR THE SOFT, FAMILIAR, DARK-LIGHT STRAIN OF A FRENCH CHANTEUSE. A GLANCE AT HIS WATCH SHOWS BILLY IT'S NEARLY SEVEN. HE GOES DOWN THE HALL TO SQUARE'S ROOM, IS ABOUT TO KNOCK, HESITATES, LOOKS AT HIS WATCH AGAIN, DECIDES AGAINST KNOCKING, HEADS FOR THE STAIRS. THE BACKGROUND SONG DISSOLVES THE SCREEN IN SOUND. THE MUSIC STOPS, BECOMES ABSOLUTE SILENCE AS WE SEE SIDDY AT THE CAFE TABLE.


    BILLY'S VOICE: Hello. I hardly recognized you without the easel.


    WE DO NOT SEE HIM YET.


    SIDDY: Well hello Mr. Five-Minutes-Late.


    BILLY'S VOICE: I ducked Square.


    SIDDY: Who?


    WE SEE BILLY NOW AS HE SITS DOWN BESIDE HER.


    BILLY: The boy with the beard.


    SIDDY: Do you like him?


    BILLY: I hardly know him. I couldn't say no about the hotel. Some people are so-o-o sensitive.


    SHE LAUGHS.


    SIDDY: You hardly know him, what could he expect?


    BILLY: I hardly know you.


    SIDDY:


    (SLYLY)


    What do you expect?


    BILLY: I expect you're nervous.


    SIDDY: You were five minutes late.


    BILLY: I'll make up for it. A real special occasion. I brought a tie.


    HE TAKES A TIE FROM HIS JACKET POCKET, FROWNS AT IT, PUTS IT BACK IN THE POCKET.


    SIDDY:


    (LAUGHING)


    No respect.


    BILLY: Admiration. I'll go get a tux.


    SIDDY: There isn't time.


    BILLY: You have to leave tomorrow?


    HE PUTS HIS HAND ON HERS. CLOSE-UP. SHE STARTS TO PULL AWAY. HIS GRIP IS FIRM.


    SIDDY: Is that nice?


    BILLY: Very.


    SIDDY: Force?


    BILLY: I'm a very forceful guy. I've just pulled Switzerland off the map so you can't go.


    SIDDY: Well, I'll just get on the train and see.


    BILLY: I'll tear up all the tracks.


    SIDDY: I'll fly.


    BILLY: I'm flying now. Right now. Why'd you come to Paris? Really.


    SIDDY: Same reason you did. To get away.


    BILLY: You're going back.


    SIDDY: I don't think there's anything important you can run away from as long as you carry yourself with you.


    BILLY:


    (WITH FIERCE DETERMINATION)


    I'm not going back.


    A WAITER PUTS DRINKS DOWN IN FRONT OF THEM.


    SIDDY: Was it rough for you back home?


    HE NODS.


    And it isn't here?


    BILLY: Not easy, but you get treated the same as everybody else.


    SIDDY: Does everybody get treated nice here? I hadn't noticed.


    BILLY: Can't you stay a while longer, a few weeks maybe. Don't you want to see what Paris is really like?


    SIDDY: Ever been in a French hospital? I had three days of it. I know what Paris is really like … for the French.


    BILLY: I can't agree with a word you say. I never met a girl like you before, I think….


    SIDDY: I think we'd better try the wine.


    BILLY: I know the wine. It's you I'd like to know better.


    SIDDY: Better try the wine.


    RELUCTANTLY, HE TEASES HER, DECIDES TO INTERTWINE THEIR ARMS FOR THE FIRST SIP. AS THEIR ARMS LINK, BILLY GENTLY KISSES HER.


    SIDDY: Slow down, you're running.


    BILLY: You're leaving.


    THEN IT HAPPENS. ENTANGLED, HER GLASS UPSETS, SPILLS OVER HER DRESS.


    BILLY: Oh my! I'm sorry.


    SIDDY: Just look at me.


    SHE IS NEAR TEARS.


    I won't have time to get it cleaned before I leave.


    BILLY: Try cold water fast.


    SIDDY: All over this? I'll be soaking. Listen, I've got to run to the hotel. Don't mind the dress, I'll get it out.


    SHE GETS UP.


    BILLY: I'll come with you.


    SIDDY: You know that isn't possible.


    THEY STAND FACING EACH OTHER.


    BILLY: Everything is possible.


    SIDDY: I'll see you in New York.


    BILLY: I'm not going back.


    SIDDY: Everyone learns to go home.


    BILLY: Not there. Not me.


    SIDDY: I'll give you my address in New York.


    BILLY:


    (DESPERATELY)


    Meet me here. Later.


    SIDDY: I can't. I've promised dinner to a friend.


    BILLY:


    (HURT)


    A man friend?


    SIDDY:


    (LAUGHING)


    A woman friend. I like you.


    BILLY: Meet me here tomorrow, before the train.


    SIDDY: And spot another dress.


    BILLY: Please? At three?


    SIDDY: You won't get your novel finished at that rate.


    BILLY: Blast the novel!


    SIDDY: You don't mean that.


    BILLY: I mean this.


    GENTLY, HE TAKES HER IN HIS ARMS, AND GENTLY KISSES HER.


    SIDDY:


    (CLOSE-UP OF HER LIPS NEAR HIS EAR)


    Tomorrow at three.


    DISSOLVE ON BILLY'S JOYOUS FACE. BACK AT HIS HOTEL, HE IS GOING DOWN THE HALL TO SQUARE'S ROOM. HE KNOCKS ON THE DOOR. A MOMENT OF SILENCE.


    SQUARE'S VOICE: Who's that?


    BILLY: Ethel Waters. It's me, you dope. Sorry I'm late.


    BILLY PUSHES THE DOOR OPEN, REVEALING SQUARE AND TWO FRENCH POLICEMEN. THEY ARE EXAMINING SQUARE'S IDENTIFICATION PAPERS.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Hello.


    BILLY: Hello.


    THE SECOND POLICEMAN SHUTS THE DOOR BEHIND BILLY.


    BILLY: What's up? What gives?


    SQUARE: God knows, kid, they're looking for some kind of gangster, I guess. No gangsters here, right Billy Boy? I guess they've seen too many French detective movies, right? Ha, ha, ha.


    BILLY: Ha, ha, let's go to dinner. Big joke. This time I'm hungry.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: One moment.


    BILLY: I could use a drink.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Your identification papers. Please.


    BILLY: Sure, sure, what's up.


    POLICEMAN TAKES THE PAPERS, EXAMINES THEM.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Can we see your room?


    BILLY: Now?


    SECOND POLICEMAN: I think now.


    BILLY: It's not very presentable.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: I think we would like to see your room, yes?


    BILLY LOOKS AT SQUARE. SQUARE DROPS HIS SHOULDERS.


    BILLY: I guess okay. Why not?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Come.


    THEY GO DOWN THE HALL.


    You are not from Paris originally?


    BILLY: Originally I'm from New York.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: New York, they say, is a lovely city.


    BILLY: Paris is a lovely city.


    SQUARE: Sure, the weather's great. Fabulous.


    BILLY: You'd never know it was almost Christmas.


    THEY ENTER BILLY'S ROOM. THE FIRST POLICEMAN INSTANTLY GOES TO THE BED, LIFTS THE PILLOW, AND AT ONCE BILLY REALIZES WHAT HAS HAPPENED. ON THE NEW BEDSHEET THE WORDS “HOTEL BIGELOW” STAND OUT LARGE AND CLEAR.


    BILLY: Now wait a minute, before anyone blows his top, I can explain. It isn't …


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Yes?


    BILLY LOOKS AT SQUARE.


    BILLY: Nothing. Look, in America, guests in hotels often take soap and ashtrays and towels. It's a custom. You know the meaning of custom?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: A sheet is a custom?


    BILLY: Not exactly.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: I'm so sorry, but you'll have to come with us. Both of you.


    THE POLICEMEN REMOVE THE SHEET, FOLD THE EVIDENCE NEATLY, PREPARE TO GO.


    BILLY: But is this very serious?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: No, it's not serious.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: It is nothing at all.


    SQUARE: I guess we're going to catch hell. I bet we're going to get the biggest bawling out all in French.


    BILLY: Will this take very long? I don't like having dinner that late. How long will this take?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Who knows how long what will take?


    DISSOLVE TO ROOM IN POLICE STATION. THERE IS A DESK, BUT NO ONE BEHIND IT.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: The man in authority is not here.


    SQUARE: Well, we'll come back whenever you say.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Oh no, that is not what is possible.


    SQUARE: Hey, this isn't exactly what I'd call in the spirit of Lafayette. My friend here from New York is a very impatient man, and I'm an impatient man, and we'll just have ourselves a dinner someplace close and come back….


    HE IS WALKING TOWARDS THE DOOR WHEN THE FIRST POLICEMAN LAYS A HAND ON HIS SHOULDER, GENTLY. THE HAND IS REMOVED JUST AS SOON AS IT'S PUT ON.


    BILLY: Well. I guess we all wait.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: I'm afraid that is not what is possible. W_e can't wait. Please be as kind as to come with us.


    BILLY: What about our dinner?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: In time. Come.


    BILLY:


    (FRIGHTENED NOW)


    Where are we going?


    ONE POLICEMAN TAKES BILLY, THE OTHER SQUARE, BY THE ARM.


    BILLY: Hey, I said where are we going?


    CUT TO JAIL CORRIDOR.


    BILLY: Mister, I want to call my embassy.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Yes, yes. Later.


    SQUARE: What do you mean, later. Now.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: Shh, some of the prisoners are asleep.


    SQUARE: I don't give a- Look, I don't care if I wake the whole place up and down, see!


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Some of these men are not gentlemen. They would not be kind to you if you wake them up.


    THEY'RE STOPPED IN FRONT OF A CELL.


    BILLY: I want to call a lawyer.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Yes, yes. Later.


    BILLY: You can't keep us incommunicado.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: Perhaps the gentleman is not aware of the laws of France?


    THE POLICEMAN HAS OPENED THE DOOR OF THE CELL. THE CAMERA MOVES IN QUICKLY. THERE ARE THREE OCCUPANTS-A SEEDY ARAB PEANUT VENDOR, A YOUNG BOY OF SIXTEEN OR SO, AND A HOODLUM WHO SITS PICKING AT HIS DECAYED TEETH WITH A METAL TOOTHPICK. AS SOON AS HE SEES THE POLICEMAN, HE PUTS THE PICK AWAY. THE CAMERA TAKES IN THE STONE WALL BEHIND THEM, AROUND THEM, THE DIRTY FLOOR, STOPS AND STARES AT THE SINGLE BARE BULB IN THE CEILING. SUDDENLY THE 16-YEAR-OLD BOY RUSHES AT THE POLICEMAN, STARTS PUNCHING HIM WITH HIS FISTS. WITH A SINGLE WHACK, THE POLICEMAN SENDS THE BOY SPRAWLING.


    BOY: My father will kill you.


    SECOND POLICEMAN:


    (LAUGHING)


    You don't have a father.


    BOY: I'll kill you.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: Yes, yes, you'll kill everybody one day. Meanwhile you're here.


    WE ARE NOW IN THE CELL WITH BILLY AND SQUARE LOOKING OUT AT THE POLICEMEN.


    BILLY: When are you coming back for us?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Who knows!


    THE ARAB PEANUT VENDOR LAUGHS, IS STOPPED IN MID-LAUGH BY THE STARE OF THE POLICEMAN.


    BILLY: Look, please, everybody, try to understand. I've got the most important meeting of my life tomorrow.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: A meeting can wait.


    BILLY:


    (NEAR TEARS)


    She won't know. I won't know where to find her. Please, let me at least call somebody, please, please, please.


    SECOND POLICEMAN:


    (SOMEWHAT ANGRILY)


    What's so special about you? You wait like everybody else. You get treated like everybody else.


    A TOUCH OF TERROR COMES TO BILLY'S EYES.


    BILLY: But you can't do this. I'm an American.


    POLICEMAN: Bon. You are an American.


    HE SLAMS THE DOOR SHUT. FADE OUT.

  


  
    ACT TWO


    FADE IN ON THE NAKED LIGHT BULB (LIT) IN THE CEILING OF THE CELL. IT GOES OUT, SNAPPED OFF BY A MASTER SWITCH SOMEWHERE OUTSIDE. ALL FIVE OCCUPANTS ARE ASLEEP ON STRAW PALLETS ON THE FLOOR. THE ARAB, THE BOY, AND THE HOODLUM STIR. WE HEAR THE DISTANT SOUNDS OF PRISONERS AWAKING ELSEWHERE. BILLY AND SQUARE, USED TO THE GETTING-UP HOURS OF BOHEMIA, NOT PRISON, CONTINUE TO SLEEP. THE HOODLUM SEARCHES IN HIS SHIRT POCKET FOR THE METAL TOOTHPICK, PUTS IT IN HIS MOUTH; WALKS OVER TO WHERE BILLY IS SLEEPING AND NUDGES HIM WITH HIS FOOT.


    BILLY: Hey?


    HE OPENS HIS EYES. HE DOESN'T QUITE REMEMBER YET WHERE HE IS. THE HOODLUM POINTS TO THE CEILING LIGHT, NO LONGER LIT, TO THE BARRED WINDOW WHERE SOME EARLY MORNING LIGHT CAN BE SEEN DESPITE A DEPRESSING RAINFALL. THE ARAB SCRATCHES HIMSELF AWAKE. BILLY SHAKES SQUARE.


    BILLY: Come on, man.


    SQUARE:


    (YAWNS)


    BILLY: No, we're somewhere's else. Come on, we've got to find a way to get out of here. Get your corpse out of bed.


    SQUARE: Bed, you call this a bed?


    BILLY: What do you expect, sheets?


    SQUARE: What's eating you?


    BILLY: I had a wonderful night. I love it here. I can't think of anyplace else I'd rather be. I could break your neck. What made you steal a sheet for, idiot?


    SQUARE: I didn't steal it, I took it.


    BILLY: You gave the landlord a receipt.


    SQUARE: Listen, that landlord's a thief.


    BILLY: He's a thief. He took your sheet?


    SQUARE: I told you his wife wouldn't let me alone.


    BILLY: So you took the sheet. That makes real sense.


    SQUARE: Look, Billy Boy, that's spilt milk, see, now let's concentrate on getting out …


    BILLY: Like a bird, sure, sure, how? You're the bearded prophet, you tell me!


    SQUARE: Take it easy, kid. We'll get a lawyer.


    BILLY: You heard the cop. This is France. They'll let you see a lawyer when they're good and ready. And they're not ready.


    SQUARE: We'll call the embassy.


    BILLY: What are you going to use for a telephone, your beard?


    SQUARE: Lay off!


    BILLY: Why didn't you stay home in New York. Nobody bothered you there, did they? Listen, I've got a date with that sugar sweet girl, see, and if I miss that date I'll personally shrink your head to the size of a baseball and give it to the first souvenir hunter I meet, so help me. Shrinking heads is a hereditary talent and I can do it just fine, real fine. Square, you been in jail before?


    SQUARE:


    (SHAKES HIS HEAD)


    Uh uh. Were you?


    BILLY: The way some people back home look at me it's like I was.


    SQUARE: What do you mean by that?


    BILLY: Nothing, forget it.


    BILLY TURNS AWAY. SQUARE, NOW AT THE JUDAS HOLE, YELLS.


    SQUARE: Hey!


    THE ARAB LAUGHS. IN THE CORRIDOR WE SEE THE JAILER TRUNDLING ALONG THREE GARBAGE CANS ON WHEELS. FROM THE FIRST CAN A SORT OF BREAD, IN FIVE PIECES, IS PASSED THROUGH THE JUDAS. FROM THE SECOND CAN, COFFEE, A TINCAN FULL FOR EACH PRISONER. FROM THE THIRD A THICK LIQUID.


    SQUARE: What's this?


    THE ARAB: La soupe.


    SQUARE: Soup?! Look at this stuff, it must have started cooking before the revolution.


    BILLY: You're supposed to eat it. It's part of the punishment. I didn't do anything to get punished for. You eat mine.


    SQUARE: You'll be hungry.


    BILLY: I am hungry.


    THEY MAKE A STAB AT EATING THE MESS, DIPPING THE BREAD IN THE COFFEE, AND IMITATING THE OTHER PRISONERS, WHO HAVE BECOME ADEPT AT PICKING THE SOLID MATTER OUT OF THE “SOUP.” SUDDENLY A RATTLING, THE DOOR OPENS, AND THE TWO POLICEMEN APPEAR.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Good morning, I hope you have had a nice night, please come with us.


    SQUARE AND BILLY LOOK AT EACH OTHER WITH GREAT RELIEF. BEFORE THEY ARE OUT OF THE CELL, THE OTHER PRISONERS ARE DIVIDING UP BILLY'S AND SQUARE'S FOOD. CUT TO A ROOM ELSEWHERE IN THE PRISON. SQUARE IS HAVING HIS PICTURE TAKEN AND BILLY IS BEING FINGERPRINTED.


    FIRST POLICEMAN:


    (TO BILLY, WHILE FILLING OUT THE FORM)


    Your age?


    BILLY: When do we get out of here?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Your age?


    BILLY: I gotta get out of here before three o'clock. Understand? One, two, three!


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Silence. Answer the question.


    BILLY: What was the question?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Your age?


    BILLY: Twenty-five.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Your height?


    BILLY: Five nine.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Good, your weight?


    BILLY: 135. If I ate the food you serve here for a while, it'd be a lot less.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Color of your hair.


    BILLY: Purple.


    THE FIRST POLICEMAN LOOKS UP.


    All right, black. Black, black, black. What does it look like?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Why are you so bitter?


    BILLY: Why? Why? Look at the way we're treated!


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Everybody is treated the same.


    BILLY: Like this?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: If they steal.


    BILLY: I didn't steal!


    PHOTOGRAPHER: Next.


    HE SHUFFLES BILLY INTO PLACE AND THEY LOOK AT OTHER OVER THE TOP OF THE ANTIQUATED CAMERA WITH MUTUAL HATRED. A LIGHT FLASHES.


    PHOTOGRAPHER: Sideways!


    BILLY TURNS FOR A PROFILE VIEW. A LIGHT FLASHES.


    PHOTOGRAPHER: Finished.


    THE POLICEMAN HANDCUFFS BILLY AND SQUARE. DISSOLVE TO THE ROOM WHERE THEY FIRST ENTERED THE PRISON THE PREVIOUS EVENING. BEHIND THE DESK THERE IS NOW A MAN-IN-AUTHORITY. NEAR HIM, A GIRL AT A TYPEWRITER RECORDS EVERYTHING THAT IS SAID.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY:


    (TO THE POLICEMAN)


    These are the criminals?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Yes, sir.


    BILLY: What's that you said?!


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Quiet! Where is the accuser?


    THE SECOND POLICEMAN BRINGS FORWARD THE OWNER OF THE BIGELOW HOTEL.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Where is the evidence?


    THE HOTEL OWNER SHOWS THE FOLDED SHEET.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY:


    (TO SQUARE)


    Who stole it, you?


    THE HOTEL OWNER NODS HIS HEAD.


    SQUARE: I didn't steal anything, I borrowed it.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Did you have permission for borrowing?


    HOTEL OWNER: No, no!!


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Then you stole it.


    BILLY: Now wait a minute.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Did you steal it?


    BILLY: No.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Good, then the other stole it. This one …


    (POINTS TO BILLY)


    is the receleur.


    HOTEL OWNER: Receiver of stolen goods.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Who made the arrest.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: We did, sir.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Good. Finished.


    (TO TYPIST)


    You have everything?


    TYPIST: Yes, sir.


    SHE ZIPS THE PAPER OUT OF THE MACHINE AND HANDS IT TO HIM.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Both of you sign.


    BILLY: Go to blazes!


    SQUARE: Cut it out, Billy.


    BILLY: I want to see a lawyer.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Later. Sign.


    BILLY: I'm an American. I want to telephone my embassy. Now.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Later. Sign.


    SQUARE: What kind of trial is this? I never heard of such a thing.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: This is a procès-verbal. The trial will be later. Sign.


    BILLY: I'm not signing anything.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: I am a very patient man. I will wait ten seconds till you sign.


    BILLY: You can't do this!


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Young man, I do what I do. I do it ten hours a day and then I go home to my family. I have six children, all girls. I am a very patient man. Sign.


    BILLY: Is this fair?


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: I have six girls. Is that fair?


    BILLY: What about my rights? I'm an American.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: You are getting the same treatment every Frenchman gets.


    BILLY: Now that's real equal. Listen, I've got to get out of here before three o'clock.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Is it very important?


    BILLY: What do you think?


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: You have an appointment with the men to whom you sell the bedsheet?


    (TO TYPIST)


    He has more to tell.


    SHE INSERTS PAPER IN THE MACHINE.


    SQUARE: This is crazy.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Please be good boys and sign. Others are waiting.


    BILLY: If I sign will it get us out faster?


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Everything is always faster when one cooperates. Sign.


    BILLY: Give me that.


    OUTRAGED AND FURIOUS, HE SIGNS AND PASSES THE PAPER TO SQUARE. AS SOON AS SQUARE SIGNS, THE MAN THROWS THE PAPER IN A DESK DRAWER.


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Next.


    BILLY: Like that?


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: Comme ça. Next.


    BILLY: When do we get out?


    MAN IN AUTHORITY: You know that is not my affair. Next!


    SQUARE AND BILLY, STILL HANDCUFFED, ARE LED OUT BY THE POLICEMEN. AS THEY PASS THE HOTEL OWNER HE WINKS SLYLY, LAUGHS. AS THE BOYS PASS OUT THE DOOR, THE CAMERA HOLDS ON A SEAL ABOVE THE DOOR: “LIBERTÉ, EGALITÉ, FRATERNITÉ.”


    DISSOLVE TO THE ROOM WHERE THEIR PHOTOS WERE TAKEN.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: Your shoelaces.


    BILLY: Look, we're due to get a trial, right, and then out, right.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: One day you will come to trial.


    BILLY: One day!


    SECOND POLICEMAN: The time is not my affair. Your shoelaces.


    SQUARE: What do you want our shoelaces for?


    THE POLICEMAN GESTURES TO INDICATE THEY MIGHT HANG THEMSELVES.


    BILLY: What makes you think I'd want to hang myself? I didn't do anything.


    THE POLICEMAN SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS, POINTS TO THE SHOELACES. BILLY AND SQUARE REMOVE THEM. THE POLICEMAN DROPS THE LACES INTO A PAPER BAG ON WHICH HE WRITES A CODE NUMBER IN CRAYON.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: Belt.


    BILLY: How am I going to hold my pants up?


    SECOND POLICEMAN: With your hand.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Come, be quick.


    THEY REMOVE THEIR BELTS AND BILLY EXPERIENCES THE HUMILIATION OF TRYING TO KEEP HIS PANTS ON AS HE SHUFFLES ABOUT IN THE LACELESS SHOES. THE FIRST POLICEMAN LOOKS AT SQUARE'S WRISTS, THEN BILLY'S, SEES BILLY'S WATCH.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Watch.


    BILLY: How will I know what time it is?


    SECOND POLICEMAN: When the sun rises it is morning. When it sets it is evening. Your watch.


    BILLY IS SWEATING, SERIOUS. HIS VOICE TREMBLES. HE SPEAKS QUIETLY AS THE CAMERA STUDIES HIS FACE.


    BILLY: I've got a date at three o'clock.


    HE LOOKS AT EACH POLICEMAN IN TURN. BOTH SHRUG THEIR SHOULDERS.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: It is the law.


    BILLY:


    (QUIETLY)


    I have a date with a girl. She leaves for Switzerland today.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: I'm sorry she leaves for Switzerland.


    BILLY TURNS HIS QUIETNESS INTO A FURY AGAINST SQUARE.


    BILLY: You and your sheet!


    SQUARE: You took it!


    BILLY: How was I supposed to know it was stolen? How was I supposed to know you were a crook?


    THEY WOULD COME TO BLOWS IF IT WEREN'T FOR THE AWKWARDNESS OF TRYING TO KEEP THEIR LACELESS AND BELT-LESS CLOTHES IN PLACE. THE POLICEMEN HOLD THEM APART. BILLY BURSTS INTO TEARS.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Oh please do not cry.


    BILLY:


    (CRYING)


    I'm not crying!


    THE POLICEMAN OFFERS HIM A CLEAN HANDKERCHIEF. BILLY SPURNS IT, SNIFFS BACK HIS TEARS.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Finished? Good.


    BILLY: What time is it?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Two.


    BILLY: In an hour it will be three.


    FIRST POLICEMAN: In two hours it will be four, in four hours it will be six, that is the way time is.


    Come.


    AS BILLY SHUFFLES AWAY, HE STARTS TO STEP OUT OF A SHOE, GRABS FOR IT, AND STARTS TO LOSE HIS PANTS. HE IS TRAPPED IN HIS EMBARRASSMENT. THE POLICEMEN CANNOT KEEP THEMSELVES FROM LAUGHING. THE CAMERA FOCUSES ON AN EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THEIR LAUGHING FACES, MOUTHS, CUTTING BETWEEN THEM, THEN TO THE CELL … THE DOOR CLANGING SHUT BEHIND BILLY AND SQUARE. FOR THE FIRST TIME THEY NOTICE THAT THE OTHER PRISONERS ARE WITHOUT THEIR LACES AND BELTS ALSO. THE FIRST POLICEMAN'S FACE APPEARS AT THE JUDAS. ANGER. HE COMES BACK INTO THE CELL, GOES STRAIGHT TO THE HOODLUM AND TAKES THE METAL TOOTHPICK FROM HIM. THE HOODLUM MUTTERS AN OATH, BUT AS SOON AS THE POLICEMAN LEAVES, HE SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS, GOES OVER TO A CRACK IN THE WALL AND REMOVES ANOTHER METAL PICK HE HAD HIDDEN THERE, THEN CONTINUES CALMLY PICKING AT HIS TEETH. THE ARAB IS DE-LOUSING HIS JACKET. THE SIXTEEN YEAR OLD SITS PICKING HIS NOSE, AS IF THAT IS WHERE HIS FUTURE LIES.


    HOODLUM:


    (TO BILLY)


    I was saying, to steal from an American, among my friends, is considered a disgrace. Americans are naive.


    BILLY: Do you disgrace yourself often?


    THE HOODLUM LAUGHS UPROARIOUSLY.


    HOODLUM: You are very clever. On the black market you could do very well.


    BILLY: As well as you are doing?


    HOODLUM: Ho, ho, ho-much better.


    SQUARE: When do we eat? We were supposed to eat hours ago.


    HOODLUM: You depend too much on eating. Also an American fault.


    BILLY: When do we eat?


    HOODLUM: Sometimes earlier, sometimes later. French prisons are not so efficient.


    ARAB: Sometimes they forget.


    HOODLUM: Oh yes! Do you know, I lost a friend once, a petty thief so petty few of my friends would be seen talking to him, yet in prison one day he was taken out of his cell and he found himself on the wrong line and was guillotined, yes!


    THE ARAB AND THE SIXTEEN YEAR OLD JOIN THE HOODLUM IN HIS LAUGHTER. SUDDENLY SQUARE IS LAUGHING WITH THEM. BILLY WHIRLS AROUND TO FACE SQUARE'S GRINNING FACE.


    BILLY: What do you know? What are you laughing at, goat beard? I've been in the wrong line, I know what it feels like when nothing, you've done nothing and you're in the wrong line. Like now. That's what I ran away from and wham! I'm right back where I started, just because you're a punk who steals things for kicks.


    SQUARE: Cut it, you're breaking my heart, it's bleeding for you.


    CUT RAPIDLY FROM THE HOODLUM TO THE ARAB TO THE BOY, ALL WATCHING TO SEE WHAT WILL HAPPEN, RELISHING THE EXCITEMENT, EGGING THEM ON WITH THEIR GRUNTS.


    SQUARE: You missed a date with a broad. One date, one broad, and you yell your head off. What would you be doing if you weren't in jail, smooching with the broad or writing that novel nobody wants to read???


    BILLY: I write what I write because I want to write it and I don't give a blessed bit for who reads it or not. It'd be finished if you kept your hands off other people's things.


    SQUARE: Your novel, your so-what novel. I never met such a self-centered, whining, self-pitying guy in all my life! Don't you ever think of anybody except yourself?


    BILLY: Me? You see what I got all over me, this black? That's right, stare at it! I came here because I didn't want everybody to stare when they saw it. I didn't want people to look at me, I wanted them to forget me, and what do you do? You, you grow a beard so everybody'll notice you. They don't notice your harp-playing, but they'll notice you all right when you parade around looking like a goat!


    THIS HITS SQUARE WHERE HE LIVES.


    SQUARE:


    (BURNING WITH ANGER)


    You just watch, you just hold what you're saying, you watch or I'll—


    BILLY: I'm watching you. Look at me everybody, I've got a beard!


    THIS IS SOMETHING SQUARE CANNOT TAKE. HE RUSHES AT BILLY.


    SQUARE: You … !


    BILLY: I dare you say it!


    THEY GRAPPLE, FIGHTING TO THE SOUND OF RAUCOUS ENJOYMENT FROM THE OTHER PRISONERS.


    BOY: Hit him! Hit him!


    ARAB: Good, good!


    HOODLUM: When Americans kill each other, the whole world watches.


    WITH A SMASHING BLOW, BILLY SENDS SQUARE SPRAWLING ACROSS THE CELL. BILLY MOVES IN FAST, STRADDLES SQUARE, TWISTS HIS ARM. CLOSE-UP OF SQUARE'S FACE. BILLY'S FACE BREATHING HARD.


    SQUARE:


    (IN PAIN)


    Okay, let go.


    BILLY TWISTS HARDER.


    SQUARE: Okay, okay. Uncle.


    BILLY LETS GO OF SQUARE'S ARM, STANDS UP. SQUARE FIGHTS TO HOLD BACK TEARS. HE SPEAKS QUIETLY BETWEEN SNIFFLES.


    Why … did you ever stop to think why I grew a beard, that maybe it's camouflage, that maybe I needed it, like you'd like to pick a color that wasn't black?


    BILLY, STILL BREATHING HARD, STARES AT HIM.


    SQUARE: I didn't want to leave home, Paris scares the wits out of me. I can't pat my misery on the back because I'm not white. What's it to you if I want to play a harp? You write a novel, okay, okay, I want to play a harp, so what skin's it off your back? You don't like anybody calling you black, sure, but when you saw me, what you said was-the boy harpist. When you ran away from home, what were you running from, guys like yourself who cry about their own warts and laugh at everybody else's, is that it!?


    THE PRISONERS STARE AT BILLY IN HIS SHAME. SUDDENLY A CLANGING AT THE DOOR AND THE JAILER APPEARS.


    JAILER:


    (POINTING TO BILLY, SQUARE, AND THE 16 YEAR OLD)


    Vous préparez. Vous êtes extraits.


    BILLY:


    (IN PANIC)


    What does he mean?


    HOODLUM: Who knows? Maybe the guillotine.


    THE PRISONERS LAUGH. THE TWO POLICEMEN ENTER THE CELL.


    HOODLUM: It is a reward for fighting.


    HE DOUBLES UP IN LAUGHTER AT HIS OWN JOKE.


    FIRST POLICEMAN:


    (TO THE HOODLUM)


    Shut up!


    THE POLICEMEN HANDCUFF BILLY, SQUARE, AND THE BOY, AND THEN TAKE THEM AWAY. DISSOLVE TO A POLICE WAGON OUT-OF-DOORS IN A DRIVING RAIN. THEIR HANDCUFFS ARE TAKEN OFF AND THEY ARE SHOVED THROUGH THE OPEN DOORS OF THE WAGON. INSIDE, A NARROW AISLE AND ON EACH SIDE DOORS LEADING TO A NARROW CUBICLE JUST LARGE ENOUGH FOR A MAN. BILLY, SQUARE, AND THE BOY ARE PUT IN SEPARATE CUBICLES. THE DOORS SLAM SHUT.


    BILLY'S VOICE: I'm sorry, Square.


    SQUARE'S VOICE: It's okay, kid.


    CUT TO A CLOSE-UP OF THE WAGON'S EXHAUST AS THE ENGINE IS STARTED UP. CUT TO A CLOSE-UP OF BILLY'S FACE. CUT TO THE EXHAUST AGAIN, A BILLOW OF SMOKE WHICH DISSOLVES TO A RAMSHACKLE COURTROOM, A JUDGE ON A HIGH BENCH. THE BOY IS THRUST BEFORE THE BENCH FIRST. THE CAMERA DOLLIES BACK UNTIL IT IS BEHIND BILLY AND SQUARE. WE ONLY HEAR FAINTLY WHAT IS GOING ON UP FRONT. THE PROCEDURE TAKES ONLY SECONDS. A FEW SENTENCES ARE CLEAR ENOUGH TO BE HEARD.


    JUDGE: Stealing a sweater.


    CLOSE-UP, OF THE BOY, DEFIANT.


    JUDGE: I said stealing a sweater.


    THE BOY SPITS ON THE FLOOR.


    Six months.


    THE BOY IS FORCIBLY TAKEN AWAY, HURLING HATRED WITH HIS EYES AND VOICE, A STRING OF CURSES TIED AROUND THE ONLY WORLD HE KNOWS.


    JUDGE: These two, they are together?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Yes, your honor. This one stole, this one received.


    JUDGE: It says here they are Americans. Where is the interpreter?


    FIRST POLICEMAN: Interpreter?


    HE LOOKS AT THE SECOND POLICEMAN.


    SECOND POLICEMAN: Interpreter?


    JUDGE: Idiots, there must be an interpreter for Americans. Take them back.


    BILLY: No! I don't need an interpreter. I live in Paris.


    JUDGE: This is your home?


    BILLY: I am living here.


    JUDGE: And stealing here?


    BILLY: I didn't steal.


    JUDGE: Boys should stay at home. You are an American, yes?


    BILLY LOOKS AT SQUARE.


    BILLY: Yes.


    JUDGE: The law says you must have an interpreter. Tomorrow is Christmas. You will be brought back after Christmas … with an interpreter.


    BILLY: I don't want to be in jail on Christmas.


    JUDGE: The world, my son, you are old enough to know this, is not made up of institutions designed to fulfill one's wants. Take them away.


    SQUARE AND BILLY ARE HANDCUFFED TOGETHER AND TAKEN FROM THE ROOM, THE CAMERA FOCUSED ON BILLY'S BLACK HAND HANDCUFFED TO THE WHITE HAND OF SQUARE, BOUND TOGETHER. FADE OUT.

  


  
    ACT THREE


    BILLY AND SQUARE ARE BEING THRUST BACK INTO THEIR CELL. THE ARAB SITS WRAPPING SOME THINGS IN A KERCHIEF. THEY ARE SURPRISED TO SEE THE HOODLUM LYING ON THE FLOOR, HIS FACE BADLY BRUISED AND SWOLLEN, HIS ARM IN A SLING.


    SQUARE: What happened to him?


    THE ARAB SHAKES HIS HEAD SADLY.


    SQUARE: Did he fall?


    THE ARAB LAUGHS.


    THE HOODLUM MUMBLES. SQUARE AND BILLY DROP DOWN CLOSE TO HIM SO THEY CAN HEAR HIM SPEAK.


    HOODLUM: They found …


    THE ARAB LAUGHS.


    HOODLUM: They … found … the …


    BILLY: What happened?


    THE HOODLUM GESTURES AT HIS TEETH.


    The toothpick? They found the toothpick?


    THE HOODLUM NODS, DROPS HIS HEAD BACK EXHAUSTED FROM THE ORDEAL OF TRYING TO SPEAK.


    BILLY: Just for that?


    THE ARAB SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS. HE HAS FINISHED WRAPPING HIS THINGS IN THE KERCHIEF.


    ARAB: Au revoir.


    THE HOODLUM IS TRYING TO SAY SOMETHING. THEY BEND CLOSE.


    HOODLUM: His time … is up.


    THE ARAB SMILES.


    ARAB: I go.


    HE LEANS OVER THE HOODLUM.


    I do for you? Pour vous?


    THE HOODLUM NODS. HE TRIES TO INDICATE SOMETHING. FOR A MOMENT THE ARAB IS PUZZLED, THEN HE COMPREHENDS THE REQUEST, SMILES. GUIDED BY THE EYES OF THE HOODLUM, HE FINDS A CREVICE IN THE WALL WHERE A THIRD METAL TOOTHPICK HAS BEEN HIDDEN. HE GIVES IT TO THE HOODLUM, WHO TAKES IT GRATEFULLY WITH HIS GOOD HAND. WE HEAR THE JAILER COMING. THE HOODLUM CLENCHES HIS FIST TO HIDE THE PICK. THE ARAB PREPARES TO LEAVE.


    BILLY: Please, you must do something for me.


    THE ARAB LOOKS AT HIM.


    Please, this is very important. You're going outside.


    THE ARAB NODS.


    SQUARE: Really outside?


    BILLY: Let me handle this. I hope to God he can understand me.


    (TO THE ARAB)


    There is a man, un homme, the only one in Paris who can help me, a lawyer, avocat, an American. Port-noy is his name, Port-noy.


    HE TRIES SPELLING IT OUT IN FRENCH TO THE ARAB. THE ARAB NODS.


    ARAB: Port-noy.


    BILLY: Very good. His number, numéro, is Etoile, got that, Etoile 3466, 3-4-6-6. Got that? Tell him Billy Ade, that's me, c'est moi, is in jail. To help, compris?, to help me.


    THE JAILER HAS OPENED THE DOOR, BECKONS FOR THE ARAB.


    BILLY: Are you sure you understand? Port-noy. Lawyer, Etoile 3466. Me. Billy Ade. Jail. Please.


    THE ARAB SMILES, TOUCHES HIS FOREHEAD, LIPS, CHEST. BILLY, IN OVERWHELMING GRATITUDE, CLUMSILY DOES THE SAME. THE DOOR CLANGS SHUT.


    SQUARE: Will he do it?


    BILLY: Why should he, nobody does anything for him, do they?


    HOODLUM: They buy … his … peanuts.


    BILLY:


    (TO SQUARE)


    I worked for Portnoy when I first got here. Nice guy, I used to handle money for him all the time, he ought to know I wouldn't be fooling around with bedsheets.


    (SHAKING SQUARE)


    He would, wouldn't he?


    SQUARE: Relax, Billy Boy. I don't think that Ay-rab understood a word you said.


    THIS CAMERA HOLDS ON A CLOSE-UP OF BILLY'S LARGE FACE.


    SQUARE'S VOICE: Buck up, Billy Boy. What are you going to do when you get out?


    NO ANSWER.


    Are you going to finish up that novel?


    NO ANSWER.


    I mean what are you going to do when it's finished?


    BILLY: I'm going to run.


    SQUARE: What are you talking about?


    BILLY: Run like crazy?


    SQUARE: Where, man, where?


    BILLY: Away from this place.


    SQUARE: Come off it.


    BILLY: Shut up.


    SQUARE: Where will you go? Siberia?


    HOODLUM:


    (LAUGHING)


    The Cameroons, where everyone is black.


    BILLY: I said shut up!


    SQUARE: Easy, Billy Boy.


    BILLY: Don't put your hands on me.


    (NEAR TEARS)


    I've got to get out of here, I can't stand it!


    (SOBBING)


    I don't have anywhere to run.


    HOODLUM: American boy, listen to me. My mother was poor and my father was somewhere else, and I ran away and I am here, am I not black? I went back when I was your age but my mother was gone and there was no back to go to, and so I am here. When a policeman sees me, I do nothing, I am in jail, am I not black? Go home, boy, go home!


    BILLY: This isn't America!


    HOODLUM: In America they have Negroes and thieves, and here we have Arabs and thieves, there is always someone and thieves, go home!


    SQUARE: Billy Boy, beat it down, Paris is a great town and we'll be out of here free as a bird….


    HOODLUM: Go home!


    BILLY: Leave me alone!


    HE IS CROUCHED IN THE CORNER.


    HOODLUM: Why are you crying?


    BILLY: Paris …


    (HE SNIFFLES)


    … is a beautiful … city….


    HOODLUM: Is that a reason to cry?


    BILLY: Paris is a beautiful city but it is not my home.


    A FACE APPEARS AT THE JUDAS HOLE. THE DOOR OPENS. IT IS THE JAILER. HE POINTS TO BILLY, WHO SNIFFS BACK HIS TEARS.


    JAILER: You!


    SQUARE GETS SET TO GO WITH HIM.


    No! This one. You stay here.


    THE CAMERA HOLDS ON SQUARE'S FRIGHTENED FACE. DISSOLVE TO THE JAILER AND BILLY ENTERING A ROOM. MAURICE PORTNOY, THE LAWYER, GREETS BILLY.


    MAURICE: Billy Ade, I wouldn't believe my ears when I heard—


    BILLY:


    WIPING BACK HIS TEARS.


    Maurice! The Arab?


    MAURICE: I gave him a hundred francs, just in case what he said was true.


    BILLY HUGS MAURICE, HIS EYES BRIMMING.


    BILLY: Maurice, I was never so glad, never.


    MAURICE: Tell me what happened.


    AS THEY HUDDLE AND WHISPER, THE CAMERA STUDIES THE PASSIVE FACE OF THE JAILER, WHO IS PLAYING WITH HIS EAR.


    MAURICE: You've got nothing to worry about.


    BILLY: I can come with you?


    MAURICE: It's not easy, I'll put in a couple of quick calls, we'll have to get you before a judge, which would be, let's see, day after tomorrow, two more days, how's that?


    BILLY: Maurice, it's been six days already, has my hair turned white?


    MAURICE: I wish I had known sooner.


    HE SLIPS BILLY A PACK OF CIGARETTES WHILE EMBRACING HIM.


    BILLY: Thanks.


    MAURICE: Shhh. Good-bye.


    AS SOON AS MAURICE IS GONE, THE JAILER MOTIONS BILLY TO HAND OVER THE CIGARETTES. THE JAILER SMILES. AS HE LEADS BILLY OFF, WE HEAR…


    BILLY'S VOICE: A night and a day and a night and it was the day after tomorrow.


    SQUARE: We're free!


    BILLY AND SQUARE ARE PUTTING THEIR BELTS ON AND LACING THEIR SHOES HURRIEDLY.


    BILLY: As a bird!


    BILLY FINISHES FIRST. HE'S OFF.


    SQUARE: Man, where you rushing?


    BILLY:


    (ON THE FLY)


    I'll see you later.


    SQUARE: Wait a minute!


    BILLY: Can't. I've made up my mind.


    DISSOLVE FROM THE COURTROOM TO FIM CLIPS OF PARIS-THE CITY, THE RUSHING TRAFFIC, ONE OR TWO OF THE FAMILIAR LANDSCAPES, WHIRLING, TURNING, WE HEAR THE SOUND OF A HEART RACING AS BILLY RUNS, RUNS, RUNS TO THE CAFE WHERE HE HAD MET SIDDY EIGHT DAYS AGO. HE STOPS BEFORE THE EMPTY TABLES. THEN, AS HE STARES, FROM BEHIND HIM, A VOICE.


    SIDDY'S VOICE: Looking for someone?


    BILLY WHIRLS.


    BILLY: Siddy!


    SIDDY: Oh I couldn't leave, I couldn't leave. I knew something had happened, that you wouldn't just not come back, I knew you'd find your way back, but it took so long, so long.


    THEY ARE IN EACH OTHER'S ARMS.


    BILLY: Siddy, listen, I'm coming with you. I'm going to Switzerland.


    SIDDY: It's a free country.


    BILLY: You don't know the half of it!


    SIDDY: And after Switzerland, will you come back to New York, I'd love to do a portrait of you … in New York.


    BILLY: What will your father say?


    SIDDY: He'll say, “Crazy girl, what do you want to do that for?”


    THEY LAUGH.


    SIDDY: And I'll tell him, oh will I tell him!


    BILLY: Siddy, look at me.


    SIDDY: Yes?


    BILLY: I'm going back home.


    SIDDY: For me?


    BILLY: For me, too. Running away didn't solve anything.


    SIDDY: No.


    BILLY: It just helped me find you.


    SIDDY: Just?


    BILLY: And myself.


    BACKGROUND MUSIC AND TRAFFIC NOISES MOUNT TO A CLIMAX AS SIDDY AND BILLY, ARM IN ARM, WALK OFF INTO THE PARIS STREETS.
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    Sol Stein and James Baldwin (back row) at the MacDowell Colony in 1954, the years they put together Notes of a Native Son. Some of the other artists in residence were composer Irving Fine, who was chairman of the School of Creative Arts at Brandeis; painter Gregory Prestopino, whose work hangs in eighteen museums, including the Museum of Modern Art; composers Otto Luening, Louise Talma, and Vladimir Ussachevsky; Pulitzer Prize-winning poet Peter Viereck; and painter Milton Avery. Avery's work now hangs in the Metropolitan Museum of Art, the National Gallery of Art, and sixty-six other museums. The photograph on the back jacket of this book is from this group photograph. PHOTOGRAPH cOURTESY OF THE ESTATE OF BERNICE PERRY.
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    Two of the earliest known photos of James Baldwin, taken by Sol Stein, and photos of Stein taken by Baldwin with the same camera on the same day. Baldwin, is standing near the apartment house on West 177th Street in Manhattan, where the Stein family lived when Sol went into active service on March 1, 1945. Seen in the background is the George Washington bridge when it had just a single level. The apartment house was subsequently razed when a second level was added to the bridge. These snapshots were probably taken in late December 1946, when Sol Stein returned from Germany but had not yet been demobilized. PHOTOGRAPHS cOURTESY OF SOL STEIN.
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    Baldwin in the living room of Sol Stein's first house, located in Forest Hills, New York. PHOTOGRAPH COURTESY OF SOL STEIN.
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    Baldwin pinching the cheek of Kevin Stein, the oldest of Stein's six sons. It was probably taken a few years after the publication of Notes of a Native Son. Baldwin had a lot of practice with young children at home and with Stein's children as well. PHOTOGRAPH COURTESY OF SOL STEIN.
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    James Baldwin holding Leland Dana Stein, whose birth was noticed in one of Stein's letters and in Baldwin's response to Leland's name. PHOTOGRAPH cOURTESY OF SOL STEIN.
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    A remarkable photo of James Baldwin at the time of publication of his first book, Notes of a Native Son, published by the Beacon Press, Boston, and reprinted with permission. PHOTOGRAPH COURTESY OF THE BEACON PRESS AND PAULA HORN-KOTIS.
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    The jacket of the original edition of James Baldwin's second book of essays, Nobody Knows My Name. USED BY PERMISSION OF DOUBLEDAY, A DIVISION OF RANDOM HOUSE, INC.
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    Baldwin's handwritten inscription about “the splendidly disputed passage” refers to Sol Stein's review of Nobody Knows My Name in The Mid-Century, a monthly publication of a highbrow book club in which the reviews were written principally by W. H. Auden, Jacques Barzun, and Lionel Trilling. It is referred to in the introductory essay of this book. COURTESY OF SOL STEIN.
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    Baldwin's inscription in a first edition copy of Go Tell It on the Mountain, now in the Sol Stein archive at Columbia University. COURTESY OF THE RANDOM HOUSE COLLECTION, RARE BOOK AND MANUSCRIPT LIBRARY, COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY.
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    The original of this photograph was presented to Stein by the photographer, Joseph A. Maynard IV. Stein had just finished a long day at the Schomburg Center for Research in Black Culture on Malcolm X Boulevard in Manhattan, where a documentary called Prelude to a Movement: Black Paris and the Struggle for Freedom was being filmed and in which Stein spoke about Baldwin. After more than eight intensive hours of filming, Stein headed for the nearest subway station, which was empty except for one person who was reading a copy of Notes of a Native Son while waiting. Stein initiated a conversation with Maynard, a professional photographer, who turned out to have photographed Baldwin in 1976 in New York City. Some months later Maynard visited with Stein and presented him with the framed original of this photograph, which Stein liked especially because it shows Baldwin in repose, in contrast to most of the published photographs. COURTESY OF JOSEPH A. MAYNARD IV.
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Profatory Note

“pteces” 1s the word uset
P
asaye+jihe umatoror tssble writinrs

In the Jargon of write

%o desorive arttoles

htoh oonstisute the writer's bagzage while he 1s travelling
Setwean mfor works. Tot of Lord Actem, for inatazae, svch
Wpteses® are all we haves fortunately, they infors each other

et 10

s well as us and constitute & whol

tho virtue
of Janes Baldwin's memgz pleces, a frightesiar virtuo in cas
40 young. They acnere, and that 1s spology eacuph for bringlag
then togather, that and the fact that hen we consider the

oo ludtag shapter of this bodk, "Stranger in the Village,”

and try S0 think of & grester sssay wver Written by & meaber

of Mr. Balwin's race, we cannot nase it

\y; {14 v b

oy ik
Vil
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et 1) [

Dear 801 ¢
Back 1n =y sxin s back at 2y desk, w1
thought. 1'd btter say somthing to you Cirat.
But 167 only & nots, besause there's te
%o say. Firet, this time, no mut, T1I1 get the inteo
5t 45 y0u, 1€ mot with thin aventng's mail, than tn

son

the =il tn toe aoratne. This s not & seai-delieious
2 %0 sank, froa noms.

T hope T 4oaht nesd o say that T 41an't tntent
or expact that any of this wauld happen; I'a 1ike to atd
that 18 vaen't the aney that a2 1t: oF at 1
Tike b0 hink that. You, or whoever 1t was, say ba rimt
. 1 acts mmow.
An for e rost
1ndeed 1

aable, but oo

w1

vt

1 thought 1 v
but 5¢ tornad oot to be osly a braskdova.
About braakdoms, baby, there 1a nothing o sey, nothing

aex,

o0 san 41y while 1 happentag, nothing to be artd wan
S88 over. et aven, T hope 1t wiLl naver hasoen asatn
xtom, T'va dissoversd - nintkkgnt - oan b
ont walusbie thins.

501 - mtne 12 over, 1t

or n bre

o1 vant 10 21ve,
1'% working azatn, sd T'11 write you a resl latter soon.
»

30 sive ay dearest 1ove to Sumnte and to your

Love,

i
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Famit. Do Tateor veT) sarve a8 8 orioation to 15 Shesds

o pursiog n s sumor cold (1t the SHUres vent thrmgh Shds
a3t o) VILH ok it dra, 4 Praporss and Last s Sovisione for.
e raetine Somarrow s (1 has G0 0wt 30 5 fro ace 11, beros U soste
atarmrt) o T ey Sraatiats L3 esriot 18 wd, W Uhe ngies told
ok 3 protena | oov'a raag 4wt 0 €0 houd i Sigh Vsl © e IF T
T T for snosgn T sire 1 Vo 1w found n Clebes Lhak renirts tha
Sikeor o 1o 41t maks the b SFclos Y1+ 1in o7 40 5 i Fensine “Fiesse
ettty

T talk 20 7 o Uhe Shet, ard v 1 e v
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Pucs 21, 315t s Tasae, T roversod et tn Wit How fron ot
5 ot from st Tiin Frosiotem,  ¥om sioult oma botors
ook s raton, epeetally ot vor o

t1e 01 for usitng rotoee, x o don's ke uhat T sugee,
vty o e R e
X Fove Tat Srarca Fia rao it dion van oF el 70 o7
o 8 Tl [or . st e doe i cronal Sisey §
S e W P SO e i
e ot 1 ey Cotonye 1 g Wodintt 1ol yor 20 Pt
55T a5 7 maan AL 5o CAre v v Scaasey 20
R T s orratie (e oot vord, Ly the ), you Saemd that
e YT B b Yo s A bave st i st Flouse
e S Mt e T T e e

Tt e ot 4 gt 13 inko s ctorborsgh mail. T et S0 Wlk
o 5 s ks Shaptarecu e e ook 40 ok T Foskes e

= o owrse ym o 1 et ro b 0 g for
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Tion of the deun o the wkversiiy, v owver 3 sve, crvetirgnt
ik ren L uidars ot
(rorfosty ok oyt noee) s Lot Sthuemc Sulion (40
" Uhskoeton s o At savaLone) i stars,
5 bt bty Lotiaet, W Yo Saamar vt 17 1o Dosoem
1458 3 s Saran, o e 50 e stber ve (A e et
Sr el o o Pyt vtttk bore S OIS LS et
T Vo, o S, s

Ficn 1+ e 8, sunde "t et of Aagint e rorues * (0 scnth hancne

ssem seke o )
Torm 3 “tr 20 sanger e Tt b mey b o

Fige 1, 20 are.
P
Fieh 21 e 5, T bovs deved e piraos bere rothin 33 %, 0
straitiad el Ziimeks rom saani un sAchh ooy, ove 5 i
k5, i 3 et ) ST LR o et
T R R L e T T el
o Tiow 5, % ve dbtetas

3 fince from bo, st e m ot 45 " s 8o
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g R 5 rotaene O ae Lo 24 vare L 7o o ot
e T e b e, i vt T w8 shleirwation,
i 720 S o, 1o ik 4 e S Wi el o rose
s B e et i 1 s
oot 1, 2. b, P oo ekand of "h dtonct
e 1 SRR e VR e et e e
ot 125 7k ganie, T i r
e e, ot e o resie ik & st v of
soptre

ariad gsloky €0 resd *and 1 sty lots s sesha,
Tine of fox rageish paria "L S oy g 13 S
fueriis T dan 2, i o ek Tt pisons

i s ratrias oo ¢ foud ‘i Faom
f Dt srobion riiods” bostine surtiae 3o s Lk Hir Priceis St
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et et e o
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Kow to prose (s postts sonseit). 0u the 15th I leave the
esesich abiture. "Ch Septesber 2ud, ¥ arter a briet vasation,
T3t sibisiar of iebamErioln, e he; @ adrtici
agiots, hare T w1 be dotng sverythine but sdversising. - Thave
ST Mormatiy, ' 1ot of 1o tresepansing sionaj letrs tee hov
e Hhegore Bayerved. T oan be dstached about 1t because I Bave
b Siniracts I R pocket for February 1, vhen I expect o
e tars Blace Lo tay,  Less mow, BUT ohly half-time vork.
a1 Soperintend the saitoria sad or & corgloseration of
Roagers Sisseription (the Txiliing, Barcun, dwjen
37 Tha Theatre Lioeary, Haybill, Soshentc bodka (s
K peaiatl Hortd Feir proEres; the good’ ona), The Ausassador, 410
D aaFielaing Frebt, & et iahine Firm intehded togive | <117
hors the ediiors thiy vk, ¥hatever thelr arriltation, and
hense T sake Tat FiRanciAlly on books of quality. o cptions)
3 A Tinune veluntary arvangeseat ¥ith the sen vhose books Bre
deaToncs co 1aat.  T1 have n equaty tn the firs, full voto
v orer ninaenae, 4nd & FLTSt-rate SEATT of GrOM-up DEODLs

ushed desperately to you vIth the full seviston of “Antriatd
[ e RO
VoW o that Ziia doss oo her Gay oI, €34 the remat is, one
Hialor thought she was the Finest pereon in the glay. Sem 18 still

1 hore, oni fargh and ‘the Doy Pave coms up & BLE--bub Voth these
i eed o

£ you vans. to, cove February e could work out 8 Ouggerhelmplus
Cype of Lriamgesent, where yowtd et vhat you need & Santh Lo rite
B, R Tong Dok ¥hat you want Co--provided St can e talked out
ARG Fotved ouf I o way Uich will provide Tather than resurict

S senae of trasdon.’ Thacis what the: Job is Bupposed to do for

B e i G with e o oune o b ST o do th skne

4o a1 ove you and 1ok to your hosesosing, 8000

£.5. Tooking sack, 1 dtslike thidiel tor for the vay 15 says

T etk o8 tap Cofeiy, Hlease £11 in the interstices,
e S Teats. 2 thivi 1 depand on cur frionaship ore
e ey other.  Tou are the only friend with vbon I o6

hA0 RASL abet a1l threet hesit, head, wnd vILEinG.
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Fotervarouch
a1y 26, 1955

How Tork 19, 1. Y. .

Doar ¥4ss Wilsons -ro Jumes Baldvin - NOTES OF A WATIVE 50K

Tits A1) acimoiledge recelt of your lotter of Jaly 21, 1955
and. the eheck for $300 Tepressnting the return of noney atvareed by
o to M, Calein,

imsorist, prosised sore than 5 sorth ago, pirtienIsry in view
o tho sohadiled publisation dste of Cetover 26

Miss Strauss asy slso vant to know that. T an prepared to
give . “aldvin $500 for 4 single artislo-lecgth ecey 1o bo
Salled Lattor to sy Tounger Brother, viich 1 have disoussed
4n the past vith Y. “aldvin and uhieh he smmed irterested in
dotng. “Tids wald be neluted in & soriss of TdGeckury Sesays®
Wiich T an editing: the firet cortribetor is Lorel Trilling.

I¢ . Baldvin vould find 44 more conventont. to vork in the
Colony hers o in Fotertorouh (he vorked here last suser and
profuced his play 1n record tne), T think that eould be arrarged
i T believo'the Coadon Fross wolld be ANlir to pay for s
Zure A7 1t mant gotiing the rest of the mamserirt protty soons

teh 411 boot. wishes .

Stoserely,

Sl Stetn
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sugust 3, 1959
-

T 10 you weote.

o vece a presches once. Vienever I st dam tox write to
RS PSR 10 fimeatta of e vave

e 05 o tereepnat 1y o Sotemian-obeeian anti-bengal
Free'Tanod sharging thio your Eypeveiten on your sonscieace svery
" Hamh o

a) ey 7oy, holae-oming, Madisonavenier o -Borts,
(AT Aot adara o romicd =a oF Lin s Whan o un (o the. snail
Staniing aBel¢ agetnat adaptatiows in tho hope: (dread) of Findin:
4% "Umathan fom 8 Gniter 3 ho veiter. . The Eease is greenan. loney

2nd Ui are read, A vEiser fo wosesse wHs rites well, and the vhsle
KAS-anarvasiotie or Syiches st really descve stiher’of our
Bontures, nok when talXing ox writing i cath ather, anyvay. . Yerre
Dotk amhang, and the businase of 11te s independeios ROE ramng,
IR one heeds & srusnine somcionse 8o oo can. 1ove pecple worth
oving whan theyrce, SLvorse Srom their pask, andvo have. che Fute
LTEEEATONE [Uhioh ta vnere viLYine ana poLilide ave made).  The people
Tadutte vho a%e SaTely Gasd in history losmed to rum, Tor thelx
Independonce) to thets atudies.

ko s, Gt
me geal puilty sbout my vay are soctal cliches about people who
e R
more real than the Soturity and ncceptability ftls suvposeq to provide.
e e Ee T T
WD e R e
SO Bocding up vhat Tukee.ige L VARG, Le 5o & white nan, Ehioh
Ty e :

Raans 3lan 0% oF " sontext; HTn Seces to stan Jike valls areund
SRt o o orer e Lder o avue o fhamete o Sk

T D apmothennts 1ate saough for me 5o Teel dike Rurphy sooting
s Heelt outetes Tassere oFFice (no other sieiie amaiias imolied
Uhan the- fcaling of beins able o offend, hovever EUILtils, hoverer
PuTpasena).

Lat1s have that talk about Freedom when you et back.

hat got m off on this as such ag arything 1s youmention
of the Aigerians.  Yourd hate o e a Srenshmn nov. Tid hate

ek

et ons.
hedictions abost human behariors thatis when the inagtosti
Fork T, vhen ¥nat Busntt Rapoencc, haprens. o et te: talk about
e Thct Sack and you see e mt/u:mvmnuml
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Dear 1,
a1 snotrar o

TS GF o BATIYE 80K vy dusms ldvin

Miar to sour Sopter sty

Bty Toves the title. Suggest for sover VLI pare Mlewap phote
of Bltrin, STL T cot ose ant atrmil fireatly to somr artiat, or
sars e Motk papertesk and
I3 00 T AN (Ko - b Aoy “omar)e

. et puote ¢ s 15 sue that

burd sover voreion of 00 TR

Kave 2 vork fast, Bulévta i 1a tors fow dayss Samym Lok terifie,

“letan of & Kative bea” w1l ho the e leding Shaptor..never Dafers ublished.

hesked Talix on Hoa o8 Scskotabtm,oociya 1405 tareicia from hin sales

sotat o v

P ——
e ansembling Dlurde o Wl foe B Turltcg.

i yeu st 80 Bel4 Task arer verslos § sasths 12 ders Sobssristion
Pesuires 47 Or vl you prefer vimuitenens dema, On thin one, rrest

v oot onrly a1 8he €0 Togkeof-tiedonts 3k alsas B aagt to Shink 1a

ome o n Viowetp yostar (uce snd 581) for S1anlay §a Segro solleps Soskatoree,
-

Thenes forgtve tolograshosn:  Bariytag ‘o mie last mide

e
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stepptng Late overy aftosnoon, Vatebthe pepalation of thts mall
toun « wbich 3 sluo vatohing 2 - have a driak, come bome, oat,
Nork save Bore, 5o o bed. deautirully dull, beautirully exhassting.

No-ono evor scema to 360 na, for T'n too far avay for o samal vistt.
I dontt tave any shone. Dontt oven drirk vory rush, for T dbatt 1tk
aolttary dstnking. Go to Farls temerrov to piok wp ry Fatl, A I
Hope that T can range to ooy this up throuhout the memar. 1t T
0, X111 omo e WEtE & novel - Vhish, at this nomnt, 1s Goin
autto w1l

Getting on tho plans, oxpectally the way I dsd Le, took
411 the money T had, There as & Lttle xoney aued = bexe, on Which
tve bean divlagimore should be omeing through 1o & souple of wesks
A5t 111 md you your thisty doliazs. T'n sorsy o bave rade you
vate a0 Jong fox 1t

OF sourse, tho thing which shook togettor all of my

tndastetons into this destsion was, at ottos, personsl. OF course
£& Sovolvs Lucten, wbon T bave not 3ot ssen, snd £¢ avelves - uell,
Zor the 1acipe a bottor womd, ot ua sey =y Srvedon. Dat T cammot
fa2k about ths yot, T ¥Ed) talk o Tau about 1t when X gt back.
2ve ny love to Sunste and the 14ds, and oo 1n toxh

with v,






OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_044_r1.jpg
Desz 501

50573 to lave beea 80 prestratate, rany things
baprensd at onse. 4nd T had to rake a deotaton at cace. 3.
Hero T az, 1 an apartrent I the caustry whioh belongs to &
Srtend, worktog my a teng
oo notion of whore T an, and whers Tin 80 go fes beve. 1111

o - ca the novel - and alao

b back on o atout Labor Day.

I donts tragine that anything i1 be bappentng 1
the o1ty thls sumar whioh prticlaniy vecines 5y attention,
Bt 17 wrgent professioml ratéors same up, thesels Helen Straus,
o course, and iy aderess.Lere 13, as befors, eimply Aericsn
xprons, erts,

It1a oo to bo bere in 4 vay, 1a a semaviat aLcfavant
Vay than ovex bofore. I doatt sees to know ambody here armere
excapt. profassionally. The cemeration now to be found on the afe

torsaces rakes 7o £261 Tathor old- and, of courso, X'n here
tourtat this tima, whioh changes nany thi
for 411 that overyons says that Faris 1s eractly the swe, is
irply gein. owyone in vatting, Acthin has been dockdod
ogands, T meen, the problens faoing this counts - and the Prench
o tightor and barder than ever. The inter-rasial climte, & phrese

o sttustion hore,

T naver expectad to be usiag 1n relatton to Faris, 1s very upleasent

5 ot on the surfuse; 1n tho eyes, in tonss of voice, in the
say that Proscisen look at Algesians; amd the way the Alsorians

ook bask. T wouldnts Like b bo a Prescisan nov, ary nore than T

Voula 14ks 4o b0 a vidte man n the South,
Mol T stiek 5o sy house, to 5y typesitor, go out
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Mareh 2, 1958

Dear Authority and Power,

Should you not be reading the New York
Tines, the enclosed cl4p will bear out my
salutation. From today's paper...

Vhen are you returning? Have to set
syself some arbltray deadline on fintshing
ANTRDI'S HONEY--writing it, not spending it--
and why not the date when
avatlabl

Fitelson told me about the Kazan deal
2 =1 be helhing my Breath. T enimive (R113)
to 1tve off handouts from you,
Gespite the 1ine.

reader becomes
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Apria 3, 1957

1,0m wrisiog e 5o best, ss they sty Cot, the wond
thte aftermoon that our agents, After Wnat secms 1ike months
STt i Vranghing, have Some to terss, and Iive been

OE a8y aling notes for the dramatication of EQUAL TN TATIS.
XEAime 1o b produsers Just yesterday, both good prospects

L vorka oub Light.  Ona Just made 8 Fila (good reviews, bad
185 ¥T08"a Hegro in:therTead, w0 mybe 1111 vork in spits of
e ratiing or ‘Bi11 Fitelson an others aboutthe controveraisl
Semiroversial controversisd ides of BAUAL: (e bad filn 1a & new
Cohe e vasle Fous the mice intelligent fegro befriends s real
ER1E o7 s Viite mah, vho ien't vorth bafriending, nd dise
Setinding hims v be directed by & g ¥bo, st T heard, as

S Commimiat, vhioh Fite.

Piret off 1111 make an hour 7V shov out of it. The fee

would be about $3000, 1F 1tm lusky, snd ve split tnis 0750

it bt St sersamet e ot e e T/
JAG i Tayr of the adspior). The'real mometary issentive,

Y Youtmer o tha chance that the TV story might be bouent for
e civies. *piia Sovtbery is Interested in Getting bun Petrie
o%de one.ox more of the slew of rilus he expects to produse

Sroad::and why not this one, in Farie.

T nestected your long and bomnirul letter. fesd Lt sany
L Gor uie T hive the fesling. that when ve talk poltites
£570aia" 14 ik intae ven or Fiftesh degrees suay from Where
e oico'1s omine Froks 1etis save 1t for over beer. wnd Dubots,
$on,"Shom I s¥i11 Gee ae an sdvosate of and wpologist for slavery,
592" dhonthe. Hangarian Negrots are cn the other side of his douit
Ctincard. "Tra sorey..-polivics, agein.

meso have been troubled wonths. That alvatross I vear
on, the”inatde"s been squavking:  Absily, 1 hate the vork T o for
T tne et thie Moube Tive-bought had Datit s standand of
Sivine Shoer and around me T cantt sscape.

\hen_do you get home?_Before this script gots Vefore the
camerie T hover “Honrt T oanrt tell thew vhal the inaide of
a'French dail looks 1ike. Does it look 1ike &y air-conditioned
2eT1 Rt 'the Rescareh Tnstisube of Aserica? “hen I read BLOAL,

' hetl Tike ter Raow & lawyer T oan eail?

urita soon.

Dest,
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about Duots, onen of the questions his
sttuation ratses 1s the question of Just

Mhat & passrort 1s:ls 1t a privilege alloved

the gowermnent for som oitizens? - if so,
tits should be stated; or 1a 1t the right of
all citizens? Tn the latter case - which 1d
the sy T believo 1t ought to be - then there
15 s1aply no question but that the State Dep

1a wrong. But 1f a asspost L nov to be con-
atdorod o privilege, then this should bo made
quite clear. Fart of the confusion 1s caused
by the fact that no-one 1n authority, as far
48 1 know, bas faced up to this quostion, or
46a tmpltcations.

Shough for nov. T'm working hard,
111 o boms so0n. 1ve ry love to Sumnte,
Kovin, Joff, Leland Dana. (It mist bo a very
014 Hobrow mare ).

¥y mother and my stster, by the
ey, write st you've beon very nice ard belpil,
a5 T knew you would be. Thank you very mich.

A8 over,

o
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r 8ol

Any corrections I aay have atteasted in the blurd

oy you can

01 froo to 1gnors, alloving yaur copy to
stand s 4

vorry, I've

Aftor a gosd deal of frustl
061803 that the only way to avold senmine =isunderstandins
50 to be a8 precise as pos

i

tbie tn ay text.

hunted nien wA low throush Ovea's 1ibrery,
but 'Sverybody's Protest! ts all I
T'a 1n great domend at the Howerd Library. Ses what ¥r. K.

108 Ana, apparently,

wntn

TAIL send up 'Notes' 1in & couple of days.But sx
U1 5 11ttle lzsy with torror about =y ntrodustion to
such an ezosdlent book. Homever -

Ton't tho Cunard strike beautifully tiaed? If it

008 on much loager, L. 1s 1ikely to 1ose & lung and Asers:
1ikely t0 1ove a writer. ( Just as soon net have 1t comaon

Knovledge about L's ti1ne 10 e

berore ).
2ray tor ae.
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" T et ar mobiras for Ls eotisction af evears a4t 3
oot ot ihe “aeulrase oF his Booke

Frans fass Lnforns S Shat sha Tridiing sallors shosld resch 55 to-
rrow, CeVTL LmAdLAtaly Torvird 3 sot. to o avthar £ hastporty
303 17 411 sons il b $honld receira thm on Satumday. 1aT1L send
TR R i






OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_038_r1.jpg
o péint in being offented at thetr lack of
genarosity in wishing to inpose their fmage of
the vorld on the world; this is precisely what
Burope 14 to thew and, ns far as they are
consermed, this 1s almost the entire hdstory
of the Burcpean ofvilzation. Feople donot
ke %o bo ruld by strange:

they donot 11k
% be nade to fesl tnforior . It camiot b
dented that Burcpeans, for them, were strangers,
5GP can 1t be donted that Burecpe eonsidred

then inforion - inferlor beoause thay fell
elow the Buropean standard , besause they

416 not 71 tnto the Buropesn viston of

the world. The Surepean civiltzation over-

ran and dostroyed thetrs, Suroe's morals

and assthotios tnvaltdated thotr ovn. This

15 the way, or one of the ways n vhich
‘dontnation! wobks. There's mo potnt in

betrg sentimental sbout this, one vay or

ana 54111 loss potnt in blantrg

them; yarticularly as one's not bleming then

the othos

Zop the destro, which was aluays tress, but
LAY Lo th fast that this dosire cmm, as
£ now ssems, be transforned into sotion, one
oan only hope that they travel o

1 not Sast,
and 20 our best to seduce them Lnto balteving

4n such things as habeas corpus. ( Thoush 1t

cannot be sa1d that we, in our dealings with
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2

1

Wi

iy on ot e ircpean - 1 s
v

N

“UBo sre doterined to atstrust ua - to seak
-
Vit oan Ducts possidy say vhioh bas
“ot a1resdy besn datd by tho A

e

ctated Frosst
e

£act oan scarcely bo greater than the effect
of the photograrhs, 1n a1l the Suropean papers

a fow montha ago, of Negro ohildren arriving

at umllirgly dossgegated Southern schools.

Fo can only add his own politteal bellefs;

whieh thon bocon

howewer, nothing more ox
less than bis ovn political bellefs; which

oan be cballenged; what we have done 1s sanctify
them by what a1l the world fs only tooutiling

% accaptas martyrdom. If ve halieve in fresdon,

honey, wo got o take fresdon's risks. And,
anyvay, wby stop at kesping Dubols at home?
Wiy not suppross the photographs, tallor
the stortes - don't lavgh. Wbatever has
bappened t people can happen to people
agatn.

A8 fov the mecesstty of non-
Buropoans to remake the vorld 1 thets o
imago and to impose this tuage on the
World - T don't doubt that 1t will be over
Jour dead body, and mins, too. The world
whish they are making will not have any
1o that
thoy aze raking this world; and theve's

oom for ua. The potnt, hovevos
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Bitterly wished that we were better politictans
than wo axo, and bad more faith in our oun ddesla.
Witeh brings e to Dubots. Your
etaphor, the toen-aged Kid going out ana
raking scabdals overy Seturday night 20 that
the fantly o
stmyly doos not vork. DuBols &s not a teen-
agor, but a very old man, quite justly renowned
for hts rolo in Aerican Nogro history, a ole
be uas Flaying ageinst quite uninaginable odds
a long tine
agrostng with hin completely, and very disappoinked

ntually docided to keep him home,

fore the Fussian revolution.Dis-

by hia present bitter rresponsibility, T can
Jot 560 that this revolution st have ment
© hin somothing 1t could not, concetvably bave
meant © you or ;. Also, the world is not a
blook, polttics Ls not VD. It seans quite clear

to 3 that Dubols! own career, which 1s at

o
45 long as thts contury 12 cld, ia a very fine
Ploce of pro- American propaganda, and this
dospite anything be can possibly sey. The
fact 1a that bo has 1ived long enough to s
the s tustion of the Amer can Negxo improved
boyond arything he could possibly bave hoped
1n 2900, ho peprosents a minority report which

10 other nation 1n the world can matoh. Refusing
%0 give hin a rassport sorves no purpose whatova,
Tt simly plays into the bands of thoss Buropesns
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‘dcmination!? But domtnation s one of the

facts of 1ife, partiowlarly in the present

1t 13 porfestly cloar that L7 Anerica
42 not dontrant, Russta will b

1, personatly,
srefer £0 ase Anerice dontnant ( though T bave
Eroat Teservations about this as relates to the
dormstic 1ife of oup country, Bt this ts anothe
tcussion aMogothor and a bridge to be srossed
Mhon reached). Folttics L1 fnvolved with power,
Power raises questions of submission or demtnapion.

T don't 0o how thls can bo dented. In my sen-

tence, T ¢tdn't, amway, mean merely politissl
domination - Russia bas that 1n Hungary - but the
dentnation of the minds of men. ( England had

ida for many gonerations

. By dortnation, in
Sort, I d1d not mean bayonets, but the kind

of domtration wkich 1s achieved when the sama
L0 brcones Toad tn many lives. Think, for
oxample, Of the Chriatain doctrine; but remember,
00, that the hispory of the church 1a bloody.

T an not tmventing peradoxes, frisnd, only

of arortoa v
Hussia, Anerica 1s the last stronghold of
the v
T corteinly think thet this 1dea showld

observing thea. In the ca

orn 1doa of porsonal liverty. And

daminate the world. But one of the ways
B widoh 1t WAL do 50, 1f 1t doss, 1a
throush politics. And T have cortatnly very





OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_034_r1.jpg
which T'11 f1t W11l not extst until I sake it .
Yo kmow and T knov that the 'peace! of moat
Jeorle La nothing but torpor, end you aleo

Joow that there 13 go such thing as an 'extornal
enviromant and that's allls An enviroment is
also an imand reality, t's one of $he things
wbtoh rakes you, 1t ta

from you and 1t give
o you, facts which are suggested by the word
iteels, If X wore tryine to escape my environ-

ment, I vouldnit be covering the earth to do

g T s
PR S R
S e
e
SR T e
A e e

T et st

111 plok 46 up over & drink somstine. As for
the pio
that Amortca and Bussta w

you say T's 1nacourate 1n saying

battling for the
domiration of the world. ¥hat, then, I wender,
would be nccurate? Wbat slse have nations ever
battled fort and 1t'a no answer, You know, to
say that aations have battled, for examils,
Sor the right to bo loft slons, of the Hight
40 be free; small nations, vith no realistic
bope of extenatng thetr nfluence, are content
( perbaps ) vith these blessings; large nations
aver bave Boen. Do you object to the ¥ord





OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_033_r1.jpg
( oo Gonests ). 2at,
agreo that work s not a penalty, o camot,

sattor of fast, T

1n any oa;
You say $hat work 1a wbat you do uhan you
an - whon not earntng aliving, loving &

1 b constdersd as one

Jot, whon

funtly, dotng the things that some cirett -
T1m Lost. Spose vork 1g earatrg a living
ond e < aate ta misns, periayel= duving
S e L L
Seamiass ox’a v aiden iy nothLbg toe
can yonsshiy ocm thout 51 Wt thent

T dontt, myael, think that Tive sortously
consldured sk an painliy} thongh T 40
conshter 1t . only meane of understandiog
the vorla, and, 1 faot - ab the risk or
et o1 to guash your tonth- my ondy
meare o fosling st bone 1 the world. T
donts. ko bt Tthtnk a1 31ve vetstens
16, Vot T ot teying to/Prpant. Thin
about 16, And T tnstat n this & Jittle out
of aomaldsration for our Srioniablp 1 Shongh
L, yarasnally, an sure that You w11 ane day

safe and bappy as any friana of mine
could wish, this day will not be tomorrow and
Mork, ry friond, 1a =y only means of bringlw
thts day about. Flease get over the motion, Sol,
tat thore!

scmo place I'11 f1t when I1ve nado

some tresl peace! with myself : the place in
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Dear 51

I Jott Corston for the hollday

Which allovs me to find Corsica charaing once
again, en attitude which will, I hope, carry
mo through t411 May. Before T left this 1sland,
thogh, T 4id set a fire under my agent ro-
garsing your 'Equal In Faris! proposition,

and 1 suprosed that tho two of Jou had alresdy
gottton tagether sbout 1t. I simply repented
your proposttion, and added trat I had ald
Kinds of confidonce £n you, and that the sconer
something vas done about the deal, the better.
1 an writing her in the swme rail s this, end

A11 ropoat myself. I have alveady sudgosted
that she eall you. T will now suggest that
You wal) her.

T tantt urite you, thoush, beouu
Iive boen thinking over your ast long lekter to

Fa - the one 1n which you tell ma that 'work is
ot a ponalty! and take Lamie with som of the
things 1n Princes and Powers. As for the uriting

and the fact that they aze ot

T agros - at
T wonder about some eéher questions

Pirst things irat, hovover, and
gotting baok to that 'work s ot o pomlty!
nouun,. I have 1t on the highest Western authorfty
that thto vas exactly bor it antored the world.





OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_031_r1.jpg
w m

mm 1 nn
_m“_w“._
ﬂm m“mu
uMm“vmmmmm
MR
E i
m?u_muuu

.u...mmm.un

i

-..

u
it
HiE e

.mwm i

3

Low trom everyune,





OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_030_r1.jpg
Docasber 7, 19%

i

!

i 54

}ip

il

i it}

b

i b

_m_w:,n: R mm_ “
i :mmm _m:mz %





OEBPS/Images/Bald_9780307538826_epub_039_r1.jpg
them, bave beon & very good exarple. There
are two Western oivilizations, you know, the
one 1n which wo 1ive and the ons other people
rave boen 1iving outdtde of ).

ha for the eyntsiem of colored
peoples, I'm not albogether sure that I know
uhat you mesn. ( Though I can't Tesiot potntirg
out that non-Biropeans think that uropesns -
wateling the considerable gap botwoen thotr
professtons and thetr acts - are eynteal ).

xx Itn not sure, for sxunple, that ve're

4nx any position to understand the conoept
of 'fave’ - ampy, I cortatnly don't

understand 1¢. You ray mean the sane thing
you ean when you say that bypocrisy 1s &

dordrant Astan trait. ( Vhich 1s a rather

large stateant, T think, but lot 1t pasa ).
T suggest, though, that 1t ray have sometbing
0 do with the Kind of Fask they have been
Prosenting to white people for God knows
bow rany generatipns. 1 an sure that they
acon stopped trying to tell thetruth to a
hite man. Perbars now they can't. God help us
EiP

But T've satd too mich and not
onough and 1t's late. 1111 mall this in the
orntng. Good- night.

Morntng : apropos of the remarks
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©olis and spend time in NY on ker way back, or
Taa. But ste 11 probably let re know
and T2 Lot you know.

e

Anotber thing : ny sister, Gloria,
Who Fas lust had hor thind ohila, has beon
dosortod by her husband, who vefises to pay
anything toiard tho support of the shildren
and tnstats on a divorce. ( He's quit his

J0b e left the oity ). My mother writes

s about 1¢, and asks re 4f I know of o
lauyer. well, T dontt. But I told ber to
et 1n toush with you, T hope Jou dontt.
RAnd, T couldn't think of anyons esle
Whomiht have conorete siggostions ©
vortaps, & Mnd of

moral boost. In a vay, ft's Just as well

offer, as well a:

tint Olortata rid of tho man - be's
Bo-good 14¢t1e bt - but 1t's & hare
Roment. for bor. Tir dotng bat T oan fron
hore 1n the uay of roney antsurrort, it
A1 things logal are for then a kind of
throatentag mystory. Sound reassuring. (If

Maza dooan't oall you, plesse call hers Au-
32231 ).

T hate to burden you with
=y fartly but T con

or that they'ro
roully mich ntoer than I am.

The n ou novel shous oocastonal
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ooar 501
I thin Tivo uritton you this

Mofore perbaps a courle of years ago ¢ my

£o0a frions, Hary Patator, L conirg to NT -

18 10 1Y as yog xend this - am WL b

gotting tn toob with you. If 1 have

vritten you this bofore, mothdng case of

1t, bovause you baven't ot nets but you

411 this time, T think, for one thing

Yary nay be staging 1n Y. For another,

T oTa/yeu e Ean oy e e on

4o ot 1n Moo for & fou days to sy au

rovot ant 1n ry umal scatter-brained

faskfon T care wway without any of tho

addrosses T was styposed to give hor,
fnoludtng yours, Sisher ste'll try ©
got tn touch with you through the Anertcan
Gammittos, or sha'll vait to lar fron
Fo. But sho had to urite e first, I da't
Yo wbere ho'l be stayirg.

Anyvay, bo atos to hor. I dontt
Btk 1t w11 be bard to nleo to her, in fact ,
T should think 1t would be bard not to. A
I my lave told you, she's aiy. I think

ate'11 11ke Sumy. Also, I don't know if sl

0103 £0 g0 stralght to bor fardly in Himsesy
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Gortatnly, tut 1t also nirsoh thetrs. Lotter
411 bogtn whore b4 onds, and T hépe th
tave 1t fimlly written when T come homo-
31m Rore convinsed of its dnportance tran T
was bofore. ( I ragne 1'11 bo comtng hamo
avound Hardh; 1t doponds on the novel; will
20t you Jaow ).
e

thore’s too mich to say.
A1) sey 1t to you, in person, on ono of the
four 1iving levels of your ngw hous

In the neantine, keep in

touch.
Love §o you all,

R

e pubt2°
Tle Kousis,
Lonseen

s
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W11 ever core of me - 4f I don't do that. and
statod that vay, ¢ sounds foarnully abvious,
Sanad, somothire, om would say, whioh T

st alvas bave known. AL1 1 own say s

that 3475 astontshing how sany tines the

saso, banal cup comes round.

Oh , we. Heard, through
San Bel, abaut your rew fob, new house:
6n't hoas, mwover, sbout tho new baby.
ihsoh mist bave boon barm by now. Flease
10t n0 Koo bodhan et 1¢ 15, nare, and
bow Sunry e, Kiss her for me. Kiss the
thoo chtliren for na, too.

Lottor 70 Ky Yousger Srotter
a5 boon sufforing from =y Agnoranse con-
coming Afrioans; an gnoranco uhieh 1've
nox dostded thttltze, for 1 wil2 never
roaly undorstand any more of Africa than
tho tnatetits afforded m by some of tho
Africans T maot. Noro than tat, thotsh,
$t4 autfored from n cortaln, unmuspocted
condassonsion I'va got in me toverds Africans,
s can't bo cefonded, wnd T'11 protably rever
antirely overcons 1t. It vas a ehook. Just
you'a tave vy sgent ono
308 Frinass ana Povens, the verort T've fust

the same, T vt

2ona for Sndounter, on the Conference of Negae:
Afriuan ritors and Artists vhich was hold in
Faris in Sptesber. It mirrors my confusion,
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JAMES BALDWIN AND SOL STEIN

Native Sons

A Friendship That Cr
the Great Works of the Twentieth C
Notes of a Native Son

One World
Ballantine Books + New York
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g1 8, 2956

& planned

%

"The papervack edition tha

¥ith Glovamnts Roos, meantng novel,

the Comtttos and
‘ne, one ou1y,

Love from a11 of v,
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T a1 want €5 talk shout the forces which have been

xentng,
and stirring 1n the Sast and in Africe during the last two decad

ta tapact on the world of tha Pussian Savolution, and the
Sesntng - ot enly for Davidl = of te emd of
I nope thta o

torn taperiala;
tntnga w111 be
300ussed 1n the hardast ans hemeliest terss possible

e sound £ far-fotonel: the

he tnin

otton 10 & Kinf of wesding of the Tirst

tro, more 41771001t to sum up bacea

1 necessartly tavolves
speculation avout the future. Tt may be

sy, that
he citizanship 6F the Aseriean Nesro in the Test 1a taken
s 8 L4 soocmot: the strusslet before David will be less
the winning of his Slase n the Test then the reslization of
hat this place fs, and shat 1t sesna, snd wht 1t desends of
e 0

of the trines 3¢ v surely dessnd ta & n

Yory POABEAL avareness of his far-flune darcer brother, who

relationntp to the white ¥orla s not, shatever Bay, or David
227 Do tompted to belteve, snalogous to the Amsrican esro's
Felationship, But 1t Wil sleo denemd 8 baw and very painful
ronass of white sen, a0t hle relationsitp to tem : 1t L
o

a0t e o

1510 10 chosse stdes, since Davia 3

by nom,
vertags,
sy, antay om belter, trat,if rismely

understosd and 11ved throsgh, 1t can lead toan

whtte an laok. This position te unique sed it 1

e potnt o tre

e

8 mique 0 1ts ovn Wy a8 the yet-to-be-rescrded ackievesent

Iﬂuh B HM:.,

of the Negro 1n tre United Stater.
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o project, Latter 7o ¥y Younger Broter .

Author actastly hes a younser brothar, David, recently
retumet frea atlitars service in Fores, and Jazen. The cemtrolling

fome of thin easay - *hich ¥II1 not be tn tha fors of  latter -

10 Gstate by the need to atrira for this brotmer, despite the

Sptesvels be 1a cortatn to wituass - and ewure - fn his ovm

1ifottas, not enly & cortain standart of husan sud peracnal
atmity, bat a1e the incassant nesd for clasity.
e assay 1s tentatively divided into tires parts. The

£irat 16 an Informl am nterprataty
f the Nesro 1n this smatry; this, in order 3o ccaver to Davia
& sonse of Hisem history fn this coumtry, to give hia an avare-

lanca at tw wstory

mess o€ Bl ancostors, s of diatanc

ores, ax sense, i
hort, of hie own place in this loag line frm slavery to
1ericune ant ssbisous trastos,

The sesond part fa a slance st Davis's 11fe until the
Prosent somont - an avaluaticn, that 3, of tho last tenty
Jeare. This section 1a not predosimantly sectological ant
St e it e
comtort, Ratker, 1t 10 seant to be specific, to throv into
hten have happaned o

intenticn of sivine Davis wny sasy

ome xind of porspactive thore thin
hia,end ik o has seen. These things have orten not besn
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Dear S0l :

A note, to give you Mary
Painter's New York address, in case she's
not menaged tofeach yom. She's staying at
119 West 118th Street, NYC, ofo Teutsch.

I'm working very hard, but
am terribly behind on magazine comittments.
That's because I got dide-tresked by a long
stretoh on the novel, and then by a short
story. Have torn up the long stretch and
malled the short stopy, so ¥ suppose things
aremore or less back to normal.

I intend to write you a letter
before Xmas, and possibly actually widl;
but just in case, let me wish you and ours
@ merry Christmas and a Happy New Year, and
11, much, mich more than that.

Kiss Sunnte and the ohildren,
and God bless you all.

18 over,

o]
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1g5s of turning into one one of theso fine
daya. Tope I live to see 1. And fintshing,
at lastl a short story about Jazz which T
thought woula bo the death of mo - I've
beon strugsling with 1t for over a yoar.

I 3t411 dongt know 17 1t any good but

I know T can't do anything more with it.

T sk 16721 bo 1n PR presently, that

Sa, as scon ae T radd it On, woll.

It w11 be noo to sen tho
homastead sgain. It would bo oven tser
111 could feol trat 11 over food at
bemo thare. T'11 tell you this, thoueh,
15 ym den't fosl at hawo at home, you
nover roslly feel at bomo. Norhero. T
txy to ooy remambortng s thing Toter
Viareck told o, strply tat you contt
14ve whore you'rs hapry or, for that
Fattor, unbapsy ¢ you do your best
14v where you can wark.

See you scon. Take caro 6

you and yours. "

lu'u'z





