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Selected Journals of the Fifties 
 
 
August 16, 1952 
 
Now we are faced with the future. In the last few years there was little 
question of what to do next. To there were choices, the balance of weight 
was always obviously loaded on one side of the choice. Action proceeded 
from an action and to do an action. Now we are faced with several choices 
and we are faced with confusion, and we are confused. Again, it is the I-
want-to-do-everything personality that makes for difficulty. But I feel a 
series of paintings coming up that I must paint, and soon. Day after 
tomorrow. I must begin. Monday I will sell a deal of our Art books and get 
the money needed for the paint, canvas, etc. The paintings are well formed 
in my head. Ten days worth should see the completion of many. But 
intense work – 12, 14 hrs per day – but 8 hrs sleep this time. The body 
needs it. But the paintings must come out. Over a year since I’ve thought a 
good deal about these pictures. This will be the first time that I will have 
done oils on specifically similar themes. Series of drawings I have done, but 
never oils. Always I have approached each oil as a separate adventure, a 
new sight, a new thought. Now I see a thought that can be seen many 
ways. This new vision leads me to understand many painters whose 
content with one style, or subject I never understood before – Seurat, 
Mondrian, Vermeer, Chardin, Tangy, Picasso, etc etc. It is not obsession, 
but strong and ceaseless probing vision of a thing. This is valid and this is 
important. This is the work of scholars. But the “real” scholars do not give 
us pleasure of the senses too.  
These new pictures will I think be very beautiful. 
………………………………………………………………………………………
……………………………………………………………… 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 Nella sezione Articoli di questo numero è presente Julian Beck. Gli inizi, articolo di Cristina 
Valenti, consultabile al seguente link 

http://www.actingarchives.it/
https://www.actingarchives.it/review/ultimo-numero/299-julian-beck-1925-2025-essere-un-rivoluzionario-quando-la-rivoluzione-ha-fallito.html
https://www.actingarchives.it/review/ultimo-numero/301-julian-beck-gli-inizi-journals-1952-1957.html


Julian Beck, Selected Journals of the Fifties 

 

 

169 

September 1, 1952 
 
  The days pass with a great quality of care and leisure. We have 
become nocturnal, getting to sleep at 5 or 6 in the morning, waking 
between 12 and 3 in the afternoon. After the theatre year of haste and rush 
and pursuit, I hunger for sleep and slow paces. I have needs to read, and 
am reading. I have not yet gotten to the paintings that I have ready to paint 
(lack of $ for the proper “art” supplies detains me a little) but I have been 
making preparatory drawings – as many as 28 drawings in one day. They 
are different and exciting to me. They are experimental in nature, and, I 
think, made of keen insight. Their most essential feature is their simplicity 
(how strange that the word “city” should be contained in simplicity) their 
plainness – and plainness in painting is by itself far more experimental than 
in any other art – No, that’s not true: plainness, directness is experimental 
still in any of the arts. Any extreme is still experimental. The extremes have 
not yet been approached and they are far more interesting than we dare 
imagine. 
 I am amazed at my concern with writing. It is years since I have 
done so much writing, begun and finished (or almost finished) so many 
poems. It is as if the theatre had “riddled” me so with verbal experience to 
be retold verbally, that the medium of painting is too confining for the need 
to relate, study, confess, interpret, dissect, reveal, work into art. 
 The artist consciously wishes to make all experience and action art. 
If the moment is not perfected, he must immortalize it by remembering it – 
consciously or otherwise - and recreate it for all time. All time must be for 
all time. 
 Been working on the scenario for the film, the film Judith will act in 
and which we shall make. I want it to be terribly beautiful – like those 
superb creations of Cocteau and those strong creations of Eisenstein. I 
cannot resist the pretentiousness. I hope to see it executed surely and finely 
and humbly. Ah, humble it will be by force – and in a way, choice – of 
circumstance. No MGM, no Fox, no J. Arthur Rank backing it. It concerns 
loves, the most fascinating theme. Love with history as the first mirror. A 
good combination, I think.  
 Judith studies Japanese. I walk to the store or ride in the subway 
thinking in German as best I can, for I want to know it and learn from it. 
Garry, our beautiful son, we are seeing more often and we are very proud 
of him in the conventional but irresistible way. He is a very darling. 
………………………………………………………………………………………
………………………………………………………………… 
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September 15, 1952 
 
This evening I have destroyed many of my paintings and drawings – over 
50 of them. I feel clean and a little startled. This is the first time in my life 
that I have ever been able to destroy my own work. Acting as my own 
historian, I have clung to these things even knowing that they badly 
represented me. Even knowing that they were not good objects in the 
world. Better that they are torn and gone, that the world is not cluttered 
with their cockeyed and poor presence. It is not difficult to know what to 
destroy – it’s perfectly clear. If there is the least question, I put the item 
aside. I think now that I shall be able to destroy more that I’m not now able 
to destroy and that in the future I shall be able to destroy what is not good. 
Pointless to let bad creations clutter. Feel better. Consummates years of 
approaching this action. 
  
I am painting very hard these days – furiously and with interesting results. 
Need more paint. Need more time. Still can’t adjust to a lifetime’s lack of 
time. 
………………………………………………………………………………………
………………………………………………………………. 
 
 
September 28, 1952 
 
………………………………………………………………………………………
………………………………………………………………… 
My painting now is striving for something, but is far from resolved. The 
artist is always eager to surpass himself. Each succeeding work must 
surpass the last. What a strange need to have to live with and yet it seems 
not uncommon. Indeed, many of the people I know have mentioned this to 
me as a personal problem. And so, I am not content with my current work 
and know that it does not surpass the work of say two years or a year and a 
half ago. The only restful thought is my secure feeling that I will soon come 
to something that will satisfy me. 
 
There are so many things that I want to paint, that is, so many beautiful 
things that I would like to make, to show. My painting is a devotion to 
bringing beautiful things that will lesson the eye of the spectator to seeing 
some of the beautiful things that exist on and in every square inch of the 
earth with its objects. 
  
Today there is news that Santayana has died. John Dewey’s obituaries 
appeared not long ago. And Shaw. These wise old men who hung on so 
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long are dead. They always seemed to me very alive, and their deaths are 
shocking. Shocking to know that time passes, that death comes, that eras 
pass. Of these men, Judith points out, one can say with some joy: they lived 
long and surely came near to expressing a large measure of their potential, 
realized much of their potentialities. 
 Eras pass. The 1940’s saw the deaths of three of the most superb 
painters and exciting innovators in painting of the century – Klee, 
Mondrian, Kandinsky. The three most modern painters. And Kandinsky 
and Mondrian were not young when they died. The single life is so quick 
and the life of the world so slow. But I wept when Kandinsky died and 
Judith and I visited with awe and giant respect the studio of Mondrian, 
opened to the public for a short while following his death, the masterful 
‘Victory Boogie-Woogie’ displayed there, unfinished and still a great 
achievement. And Joyce and Stein are dead. 
 Being a revolutionary, I idolized the revolutionary days of the last 
three decades of this century. Being a man, I am discontent and unhappy 
with my own age. I have picked these last three decades as the past era 
during which I would most like to have lived. But scrutinizing, being more 
accurate, more true to my thoughts, I am glad that I am in this age. You see 
I know how that were I a generation older I would not have seen the real 
success of revolution. This I can look forward to. It is better to be living in 
any present than in any age passed. That is why it is better to be alive now: 
even tho had I lived in the past, I would not have known that the success 
was not imminent! 
………………………………………………………………………………………
…………………………………………………………….. 
 
 
October 6, 1952 
 
Have gotten thru a series of experimental paintings, attempts at perfected 
decorative. They have all been white canvasses with colour areas. Placed 
side by side, they all have a deadliness that is almost horrifying, a staticness 
of colours anchored and chained in space.  Taken singly, either alone or 
with more motionful, colour grounded pictures, they have more oomph. 
Decorativeness alone is not enough, in fact it strangles (Gleizes or 
Delaunay). 
Canvasses may be essentially decorative, but must have an additional 
dynamism, a push of life (Matisse). Well, they are out of my system, and 
are interesting, and this afternoon I did a new canvas “The duchess of 
Malfi” all venetian sunset and drama stealthy and jewelled, that satisfies 
me… 
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February 19, 1953 
 
………………………………………………………………………………………
……………………………………………………………….. 
Out of repose can come the interesting reverie thoughts. Judith maintains 
that thoughts come when least expected: in conversation, while washing 
dishes, while dressing the baby, riding in the subway, etc. I maintain that 
they come from reverie. “In order to be a genius, you have to sit around a 
lot of the time doing nothing”, says Gertrude Stein. I like to agree with her, 
thoughts come in reverie I maintain. But I know that thoughts come in 
reverie and in action (i. e. when least expected). My experience – which 
with original thinking I definitely limited – shows me that thoughts come 
under both conditions. But I like to support the reverie theory because I like 
reveries and think it ought to be popularized. 
………………………………………………………………………………………
……………………………………………………………… 
 
 
March 3, 1953 
 
………………………………………………………………………………………
……………………………………………………………… 
C. Day Lewis says that every great [literary] work should be translated 
every 50 years at least. So that it will speak to each age in the language 
which most clearly connotes the language of the original to each age – no 
matter how ancient the original is. Each age conceives of 5th century 
Athens for instance, the same way, but with a different set of symbols and 
associations. That is, Burne Jones best drew Attica for the late 19th century; 
Picasso draws it best for us today. A person looking in 1890 at a Burne 
Jones felt in his minds’ eyes and ears, etc. the same things I feel today 
looking at a Picasso Greek drawing.  
Different things in different ages suggest the same thing to the audience of 
both ages. 
Only the original does not need revision, speaks to all time best of its time. 
………………………………………………………………………………………
………………………………………………………………… 
 
 
March 20, 1953 
1:30 pm. On subway. 
 
Every event has its influence. No matter how small, no matter how large, 
each experience in life has its effect. Every sunset, every meal, every 
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moment of anger, every word has its influence over subsequent life. Every 
work of art with which we come in contact – no matter how passively we 
may receive it – has its consequence. No one can see a Vermeer nor read 
Shelley nor know Joyce without something of their wisdom and beauty 
entering the mind and body and causing expression of wisdom for life, 
aspiration towards the beautiful in the beholder. Non one can see a Greek 
vase without an element of purity and order and serenity making its sweet 
mark in the world of the beholder. This is the glory of art. This is what 
make Degas as valid as a prophet as Plato or Kant or Krishnamurti. This 
contribution of wisdom, perception, beauty or the quality of arousing 
awareness, this is the glory of art. That it will please the senses, yes; but 
actively it is a social worker, a doctor, a meliorism. All art is thereby a 
teacher. No matter how quietly, how subconsciously absorbed. It is there 
and it always always is good. 
 
Saroyan’s “Talking to You” and “A Special Announcement” especially 
please me, are fine works. Saroyan gives. 
  
P.S. Most of what this entry says à propos aesthetics derives from my own 
thinking circa 1944 which I later (1947?) found stated more neatly in DeWitt 
Parker, Dewey and Kant. In 1947 I did considerable reading in aesthetic 
philosophy. The most important thing that I can really say about aesthetics 
is that it does, o definitely, exist. 
 
 
May 6, 1953  
 
 Ten years. Unbelievable. Ten years since I left Yale. To work, to 
achieve, to do, to make, to study, to know, to have at it, to have it, to 
become. It all seemed so simple then. I was not yet eighteen and it seemed 
that in two years time I should have read “in preparation” and that then I 
would be able to write.  Achievement at a young age. It seemed so likely. 
Never, never did I imagine the long hard struggle. Never, never did I 
foresee the difficulties, the difficulties that I myself would place in my own 
path. I would flow into it. I wad daring. Daringly I had resigned from Yale. 
I opposed my family and the intuition of friends. I was on my own. I would 
teach myself. I rode to New York in that car with my mother and father 
thru the Connecticut landscape, breathing hard and tight, eager, panicked, 
terrified, full of ambition and great energy, and desire, desire everywhere. 
My parents, grim, broken-earthed, filled with incredibility. Why should I 
do such a thing? He must be sick. What, my son sick? Impossible! But no, 
no, he must be sick; we have not done such a good job, we have not done 
such good job. We will help him. But how? He is so formidable, so 
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unapproachable. And I knew they were thinking this and I said myself: I 
will prove to them that I am right, I will prove to them that they have not 
done such a bad job, I will prove to them that they may be proud of me, not 
ashamed. I will fulfill them by being the high things they want me to be, I 
shall make them happy, repay them with happiness for all the pain and 
misery I have caused them and cause them and do not know how not to 
cause if I am to achieve my end, to achieve me, myself. 
 Change. But has there been so much change? The psychoanalysis 
surely wrought the greatest changes. It and the ideologies of Bill Symmons 
brought to approbation of health and goodness. The psychological change. 
And yet I have begun to swing back, back to my position sexually in 1943. 
A position I can barely tolerate thinking of without loathing and without 
weeping for I know it implies the vagrant pattern of self-destruction. O my 
gnarled soul, my gnarled desires, my gnarled gnarled libido, craving its 
own annihilation. It is there inside and out. But I fight. 
 Change. From a writer to a painter. That is letting my painting take 
the lead, my writing removes to only a fragmentary section of my creative 
situation. And now, perhaps back again, the writing looms as if it would 
take a more important place again. 
 Judith, dr. Arkin and Bill Simmons, these three have been the most 
dominant influences these last ten years. (And none of them like any of the 
others…) 
 Ten years later. Moral change, moral development. Now this is 
really important. This is the most important thing that has happened to my 
growth. I have come to belief, to understanding. I have come to hold good 
things good. I have begun to be able to recognize good and evil. This is a 
star. 
 My writing has improved. My painting has improved. Both have 
improved each time, each year, when I thought I had found the highest 
level. I have year by year surpassed myself. This should make me happy. It 
does, but it also astonishes me. My theatre has improved. I keep learning. I 
am, perhaps, an eternal student. Perhaps I shall be nothing more than a 
student. 
 If only I could realize that this can be a good…., to lose my sense of 
importance of achievement “in the world”. But so constituted am I that I 
count achievements quantitatively. I cannot get away from this in myself. 
 What do I see in these last ten years: a few poems (fair ones); a few 
small playlets; a good amount of good drawings; a few good paintings; a 
dozen plays produced and designed (and none of them what I would want 
them to have been). Now almost 28 years old. Time goes very quickly but 
28 years is still a long time, these last ten years have gone very quickly and 
yet ten years is a long time. 
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July 31, 1953 
 
Late tonight unexpected visitors. Ray Johnson and Isabell. 
For 2 and ½ hours we talk, nothing happening. And I wonder why they are 
here. No real communication. We raconte, semi-funny adventures. Lots of 
forced laughter, no meeting. As they are on the verge of leaving, Ray 
begins to admire the paintings of mine that adorn the apartment. Then I 
realize why he is here. He himself does not know it: it is to see my 
paintings. He is eager to see many so I show many; oils, a portfolio of 
drawings, my stage designs. They are impressed. There are gasps and 
adjectival compliments. 
 But it is thru their eyes that I am able to see. Not because they were 
not overwhelmed by each piece: but I am able to see it seems the faults and 
credits of my own work. 
 I see the super prettiness, the slickness, the heavy-handed pastiness, 
the over trying, the too much effort, the search for effects, the over-reliance 
on plastic effects, the limiting verticalism – so dominant in so many of the 
oils – a quality I have severely criticized Clifford Still for having. 
 And I realize that the only way I can work myself thru these 
problems is thru work; that tho my productivity seems large to them, it is 
small for me. I am not at ease with oil painting, have not yet found myself. 
Work which equals experience. To work my way thru my faults, my 
imitations, my tightness, my discomfort, my “striving”, my forcing, till I 
come to my pith. 
 Everything that applies to my painting applies also to my writing. 
 I am an infant. I have not yet created anything. 
 My work looks false to me, almost fake. It is not yet arrived. Nor am 
I. And after working so hard it is hard to accept this truth. 
 My work rings fake because it is false because it is not me because I 
have never given myself the time to become myself.  
 
 
September 24, 1953 
 
Tuesday afternoon, my day-off (o loathesome term, loathesome that it 
should be, that I should be caught) went to the Stable Gallery. A two-man 
show: Bob Rauschenberg and Cy Twombly. Both are extremists and both 
very good. John Cage is there, championing Rauschenberg. So is 
Rauschenberg, a very pleasant young man. We talk, and I begin to realize 
things: 
I paint so sporadically that I am outside of the world of painting-
awareness. I am not contemporary. I imitate. I am always about a year 
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behind. I look at my paintings and find them very beautiful, but I also see 
why the doors are closed to me. Tuning my eyes and ears to today’s tempo, 
I resolve to paint in this tempo. I will empty myself in this tempo, 
recording not alone myself and my sight of beauty and life, but life as it is 
seeing now. Now. Then, after, tune back to what I want to see and what I 
want people to want to see and to what I want be seen. I will paint again 
from my inner eye. But from this series of paintings that I verge on will 
come the public success that will give care and respect to the viewing of my 
other work. And I want care and respect. As I am, as I am, I do not know 
how to care and respect my own work and my own self unless given the 
OK signal by my brothers. 
 
 
July 10, 1955 [in the typescript 1956] 
 
 Provincetown – Eleven years later. Time passes faster than I can 
comprehend. In the last month so much has happened and so little. And in 
the last eleven years. So much and so little. I can only deduce that I am on 
some sort of treadmill. So much seems to be happening and yet here I am 
back in Provincetown. 
 I was nineteen in 1944. The War years Provincetown was but hardly 
visited (Oh, I am anxious now to get creative work, to write, to paint, to 
build a theatre), only a fraction of the vacationers that crowd it now. Bill 
Simmons and I had our studio at 73 and 1/2 Commerce St. Our atelier. To 
it came so many friends. We had a gay summer. Paul Goodman, Tennessee 
Williams, Jackson Pollack, Harold Norse, Hans Hofmann, Charles Henry 
Ford, Ward Bennett, Kennedy Blanchard, Joe Hazan, Bill Canasta (who 
later thrust his head out of the window of a racing subway train), these I 
met for the first time here. Now it seems that almost all of my acquaintance 
stems from these meetings. There were others here, too, whom I had 
known before: Valeska Gert and Howard Putzel (who would have been 
N.Y.’s finest Gallery Dealer had he lived). I was nineteen and no one 
doubted that it would not be long before my then rising comet burst over 
the world of art and accomplishment. I was so bright and so talented. “I 
thought you to be the greatest in everything, in guilt and in glory. You’re 
but a puny”. 
 I am thirty. Life does not add up as one calculates. One can foresee 
failure but one never credits such as a prophecy. Who could dwell on it? 
And must I now? Must I now envisage my failing light, and live by it? Or 
can I simply say to myself: you count too quickly. You are too eager and 
envisage easy glory. 
 Now when I see young men of promise I understand the jealousy 
others must have felt towards me. Now I see how young I was. Now I see 
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how puny my work was. Will I see in ten years the puniness of what I do 
now? I do not want stop to evaluate. I want to hurry on and do the thing. 
Even knowing that my fear of cerebral reflection is part and parcel of my 
downfall. I wish to hurry on, afraid of the pain of reflection, that is, of 
finding out. 
 The day pass and so do I. 
 To assemble what I know and put it to use.   
 Yet I believe as I believed 11 years ago, that I do not yet have 
enough knowledge garnered to begin assembling. The pleasure of 
gathering the knowledge is intense. Using the knowledge is not yet 
pleasurable to me. 
 
 
July 11, 1955  [in the typescript 1956] 
 
 On the beach at Provincetown. 
No environment eases me more, calms me more, subdues me more than 
the beach. No grotto, no field of flowers, no coign of the woods can put me 
at rest as the beach does. My body relaxes. I breathe regularly without 
concern. I do not need to think. I have no anxieties. I am at rest from 
ambition. There is no sensation of exhaustion. No hurry. No compulsions. 
The beachscape pleases my eyes more than any other visual experience. I 
experience contentment here on the beach. Here and here only do I lose 
consciousness of age. Only that I feel young. And can feel myself growing 
younger.   
 The vast expanse of pale blue sky and pale bay water and pale sand. 
The green of the beach grass and the foreign appearance of people gather 
together as a landscape that suggests tranquillity as no other landscape 
does to my eyes. The quiet, the peace, the grace, the relief from commerce 
and industry, the sense of vacation, of living, of being alive, of distance 
from evil. The cleanliness of the sea of the sun of the bleached and washed 
sand. The virtuous healthiness of the sun, the heartiness of the bodies, the 
honest voluptuousness of the bathing suits, the bodies tanned, wet with 
water, clean, laughing, sprawling. And the sea.  
 I look out over it. No unmerciful dragon, no implacable bull is rising 
in great billows. No excited horses race along the beach. I see only the sea. 
 On June 15 Judith went to City Hall Park to protest the mock air 
raid drill, to protest even consideration the men could calmly accept the 
idea that a bomb could be dropped and that they could accept such a world 
and society and believe in it. She went to protest the very symbols of War 
and its fierce adversity to humanity. She joined a group of 27 others, most 
from the War Resisters League, the Catholic Worker and The Fellowship of 
Reconciliation. So, the police arrived and herded these people into a patrol 
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wagon and drove them off to jail. For it is a crime to interfere with the 
mechanisms of war. This is a free country and we believe in war. Especially 
if you interfere with a mechanism designed for your own protection. These 
pacifists refused to take shelter when the air raid siren blew. They must be 
nuts. They sat in the park. A fine time to make a protest. What were they 
protesting? This is a Civil Misdemeanor. We elect representatives (we 
don’t, but they do) to make laws for the protection of the citizenry. What 
has Civil Defense got to do with war? Ah, Friend, can you not understand 
that all things are connected? I wish to obviate untimely death. This I 
protest, in all its manifestations. 
 Off the Jail. 
 Into nightcourt. 
 Performance cancelled. 
 Judge Kaplan: Vagrancy; 60 days, 90 days, 30 days, 30 days in the 
Workhouse, $100 fine, $500 fine, Jail jail jail jail jail. 
 “Rocco Parilli and 28 Others” (During the protest Rocco Parilli, who 
had been chewing a cigar butt, went to the fountain in the park for a drink 
of water. “Go to a shelter.” “Waddya mean. Everybody sitting here. I no go 
to shelter.” So then the police took this bootblack first and his name finds 
its own glory by carrying the name of this case. Ah, destiny, you have such 
a sense of humor.) 
 The court officer calls out the names of the defendants. A name is 
mispronounced. Mispronounced a 2nd time. Laughter. “What are you 
laughing about? Don’t you know this is a courtroom? This is a serious 
function! What’s so funny?” 
 Judith volunteers an explanation:  
 “We haven’t been fed. We’re hungry and it tends to make us giddy, 
Sir.” 
 “You come over her. What’s your name?” 
 “Judith” 
 “Judith what?” 
 “Judith Beck.” 
 “Where do you live?” 
 “789 West End Avenue.” 
 “How long have you lived there?” (By this question the bench 
determines the stability of character of the defendant.) 
 Judith who simply cannot figure out the answer to such questions, 
who does not burden herself with that kind of information, turned to me, 
sitting among the 250 spectators who crowded the courtroom. Six years, 
say I. 
 “Six years.” 
 “I ASKED YOU, NOT HIM,” the apoplectic magistrate shrieks back.  
 “Please don’t shout at me.” 
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 “Have you ever been in a mental institution?” 
 “No, have you?” is the quiet reply. 
“Send this woman to Bellevue for observation!” 
Boom. The lid blew off. An excited murmur ran thru the courtroom. 
“NO,” I cried, rising and approaching the bench. “You have no right to do 
this. You have no authority to do this. Stop. I protest. This is an 
infringement of justice. I demand that you rescind this order.” By this time 
there was turmoil. Four men picked me up (above their heads) and carried 
me from the room. Two carried Judith in the opposite direction. “You are 
committing one of the most intelligent and beautiful women in the world.” 
What else was said by others I do not know. I only know that others were 
yelling, booing, hissing, moving about. Whoopee! Carried out to the 
corridor; one of my escorts says, “Bounce him on his ass.” The floor was a 
marble. “Bounce him on his head.” “Don’t you dare!,” I command in 
powerful voice. So I am merely shoved against the wall. Now it begins. 
Now the panic. Now 2 days -- but I did not know it would only be 2 days 
of madness. Phone calls, phone calls, phone calls. The newspapers all 
carried varied dramatic accounts. Friends phoned and poured into the 
apartment. And for 2 days I ran myself ragged finally succeeding in 
rescuing my poor Malinki from the horrors of Bellevue and incarceration. 
Nina and Ruth were wonderfully helpful. And during the course of events, 
I had the honor of meeting Dorothy Day, a woman to define all women. 
The terror that accompanies the thought of imprisonment is incredible. 
Waves of terror. All activity stopped. I was not concerned with the 
revolution nor ideas nor stands nor virtue nor love nor hate nor eating nor 
drinking. I was concerned only with obtaining Judith’s release. The intense 
devotion and love and attachment that I felt while she was imprisoned 
impressed me. I would move proverbial heaven and earth to have her 
again in my arms. A dreadful visit to the “Correction” ward and Bellevue: 
10 minute conversation with my Judith, separated by heavy bars and mesh 
so thick we could barely see one another. Then, reassured, both of us, we 
were parted. The devilish devices of man, the cruelty and absurdity of 
which he is capable, the monstrousness of our ways of life, of our 
institutions, our values and objectives. “I thought you to be great in 
everything, in guilt and in glory. You’re but a puny.” From office to office I 
went, from Dr. to Dr., phone calls, interviews, interviews. We can’t release 
her in less than 10 days I am told. “She’ll never get out sooner than that.” 
This prediction, repeated over and over to me (and to Judith, I was later to 
find out) increased the agony of my state. But I fought and fought all the 
time knowing that if my anxiety were this intense, Judith’s must be the 
equal of mine times one thousand. 
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Something within us repels at the mere concept of imprisonment. That is 
why we chirp so much about freedom. Neither Judith nor I could tolerate 
this instance. Get out, get her out was the sole preoccupation -- and she… 
Friday afternoon at 3:00, June 17 she was released after the successful 
efforts and pressures of lawyers and doctors. The $500 bail was supplied by 
Alan Hovhaness. It seems something of an honor to have one of the finest 
musicians of our time perform such a kindness. 
Now there were trials and arraignments to face. We secured a high class 
high powered lawyer (Morris Ploscowe) who demands a high fee ($500). A 
costly adventure. Make a protest, yes. But neither of us are prepared to 
devote ourselves so to the cause that we would now indulge in risking a 
prison term. As a matter of fact, had I seriously considered that a single 
performance of “Phedre” might be cancelled, I would never have advised 
Judith to go to the demonstration. 2 performances cancelled.  
Now complications ensue. The 28 divide into groups of opinion. Some 
would  (sleep) 
 
 
July 12 1955  [in the typescript 1956] 
 
On the beach. 
 Did I forget the smell of the sea and the breezes? We walk thru the 
dunes. Strangely romantic and exotic. They remind one of another land one 
has never visited. They emphasize one’s natural feeling of solitariness, of 
loneliness. They would be intolerable alone. With a companion I can bare 
to explore them. Even the limited color; the pale blue sky, pale sand, pale 
grasses, and shadows. An occasional white gull (Joyce) and the circular 
marks in the sand made by the wind around each clump of grass, 
exaggerating it into an island. The sea around and everything becomes an 
island. 
 As if Provincetown were engrammatic, Nina show signs of flipping 
again. She is Nine, goddess of Nineveh, who merged into Ishtar. 
 I enjoy being in a bathing suit. 
 Tide coming in 
 Sailboat 
 Sightseeing boat. 
 Charcoal on the beach. Some have had a party here. Beercans 
nearby.  
 This afternoon I went home again. Knocked on the door and visited 
the studio Bill and I shared here these many years ago. The dining table 
still the lemon yellow we painted it. A little neater, still as beautiful if less 
rustic than it was when I was nineteen and feel in love with the studio, 
painting, and Cape Cod. 
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 Ah yes. The pacifist demonstration case has become complex. Some, 
with Bayard Rustin, would turn it into a test case contesting the state 
constitution and an article of the Civil Defense Act. Does the State, during a 
mock air raid drill, have the right to make a real arrest? Apparently, there is 
no provision for this in the Act. And may the case be tried before a 
magistrate, a court of special session (3 judges) or what. The issues seem 
cloudy.  
 Dorothy Day and Ammon Hennacy and Jackson MacLow and 

Judith and 4 Catholic Workers would plead guilty. What else is their 

concern. They did what they did as an open affront, deliberately breaking 

the law. Shall they now say they did not break the law? Why then did they 

do what they did. If one can do what they did, in innocence, then why did 

they do it. It need not have been done. They did what they did to point out 

the error in the law, in the thinking of the state. It was Dorothy Day who 

first proposed this as a stand. 

 
October 19, 1956 
 
 Judith’s mother died this afternoon. 
 
 
October 22, 1956 
 
 Funeral, burial, yesterday. Still, no words. 
 
 
November 4, 1956 
 
 I am constantly amazed by the natural phenomenon. Just now, the 
sky, the growing trees and the falling leaves; the mild sweet autumn 
zephers, the sun, the earth moving, turning and proceeding, eyesight, 
consciousness, the soundness of the world. The land looks flat, of course it 
looks flat -- and it is astonishing to look at far buildings (I can see the 
skyline of the apartment buildings that line Riverside Drive) or the great 
George Washington Bridge. They seem so steady and stable that I am 
astonished to think that this earth is turning around; I don’t understand. I 
face it all marvelling like a child (the children really don’t marvel; they 
accept and assume tho they want explanations); it all seems unbelievable, 
unreal, impossible, absurd as a dream. 
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 No words all these two weeks. I thought of writing but everything I 
thought of writing seemed inadequate and wrong, piteously inadequate to 
the importance, nay, the magnitude and impression, the awe, the majesty, 
the terror, the awfulness of Death. 
 Even now as I approach the paragraphs I must write, I approach 
with hesitation, with deep feelings, painful feelings of inadequacy. 
 
 No. Not now. Not yet. 
 
 
November 15, 1956  
 
  The pen is poised but the pen is paralyzed. The pen is poised but 
the pen is paralyzed. The stars have non struck thunder nor the cymbals of 
the sun clashed nor the night cracked like a block of obsidian. Sorrow, only, 
something touching, mystifying, yet ordinary, for death is so ordinary. Yet 
am I this month bound in its spell. The act so moving that the spectator, I 
the spectator am enthralled. I am a spectator and I am under the spell and 
tho I am at home I am always in my seat watching the play. No matter 
where I am, this most final play will not let me leave. 
 Sometimes with my finger I inscribe a heart in the palm of my hand 
or a diamond on my thigh. Then this sweet design torments me and for 
days I try to erase it, rub it, and when the torment is extreme I wash it, but 
it remains, the brand, the sear, glaring until it is displaced, washed by some 
vapor back into the night whence it comes. It goes at some moment of 
distraction. I am never aware of its going nor what the agent. And so with 
this image of death. This attraction, this magnet, this magnetic field, this 
field of death, this spellbinding spectacle. 
 I am compelled always to write in this journal as Ariane was 
compelled to open the forbidden door in Bluebeard’s Castle. 
 
 
November 21, 1956 
 
 The image recedes. Were I stronger, I could go on. But I must return 
and re-enact. Each day, indeed, I return and I re-enact. The walk up the 
stairs, my rebuke to J. about being late  -- and was I not jealous that the 
cause of her lateness was Lester, home from work that day because  
too drunk the night before; had he not diverted her and had she not 
conceded and therefore was she not late. I reenact even my irritation, the 
walk up the stairs, the turn into the corridor and the anxiety, that sinking 
feeling in the stomach that accompanied each daily visit as we approached 
the room -- was it not less that day because of our tiff about the time and 
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then the image: long shot, medium shot, close up. But it is not a film; it is a 
fact. Like a bird, “its little head awry”, half propped up, open mouth, one 
eye two-thirds closed -- is it a coma? -- no it looks different, I begin faintly 
to tremble, the skin looks dry, no trace of moisture on it and it is fading 
from flesh color towards yellow, naples-yellow, it is beginning to look like 
wax, and when I hold her wrist to test the pulse, it is not necessary for the 
wrist is cold. “Won’t you step outside until the Doctor…” The faint 
trembling. “Oh, my dear, oh my dear, my dear,” says the Doctor. “No; no 
autopsy. You see, it is against Jewish Law to touch a body, absolutely not. 
We will have the, we will take care of everything, thank you, thank you for 
all you have done.” 
 I suppose we were stunned. As I think back that seems best to 
describe the sensation I then felt. Later I cried, cried hard, bawled like a 
child uncontrollably. And the wonder of it is that I still do not know why, 
for somehow all the conscious sentimental reasons don’t add up to such 
tears. That tis, I, I cannot find a “rational” reason. I was not that attached. 
The last year had too much bitterness, personal acrimony, only the mother 
of my wife, countless Anglo-Saxon reasons in favour of restraint. 
 How extraordinary that every day so many people make funerary 
arrangements. It seems such an unusual thing.  
 Enough. 
 According to customs and laws laboriously explained to me during 
the crepuscule hours of a late summer day, she was buried. The ritual 
Tarah was performed: the washing of the body  
and the dressing, by women, five of them, each one caring for certain parts 
- head, trunk, limbs, extremities, hair and nails. The coffin is of pine and 
shaped. A good dr. Carlebach, ein Berliner, is the Rabbi who officiates, very 
beautifully. He has white hair and a fine white beard and I like him 
immensely. At the cemetery Ismar (Judith’s cousin by marriage) and I 
cover the coffin with earth. No eulogy, no flowers, no music. In this ritual 
bareness I find a certain comfort. How right it seems compared with 
manners of modern funerals that try to obviate death and make of it 
something pretty and painless and succeed in removing the dignity from 
the event by dressing it up. For five days Judith inhibited her tears, but 
then the dam broke and then she felt the loss and the tears flowed and she 
wept as a child must weep for a mother who has died. 
 Then the dismantling of Judith’s mother’s home. Papers and papers 
and photographs and dishes and clothes and memories and surprises. “Her 
whole life is geared to self-deception,” said J. of her mother when she was 
in the hospital. 
 Now five weeks have passed and I wonder when I will be at peace 
with the image of her body slumped in sleep, in death, in the hospital bed 
and the grotesque imaginings of her corpse in its box in its grave under 
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earth in the cemetery in Oradel, New Jersey, beside her husband, decaying, 
decaying. 
 I had hoped that by writing this entry I would be released. Not yet. 
Tomorrow perhaps. 
 Many details are omitted, not only in this Journal. 
 What I must learn is that some things really are more important 
than others. 
 I would like to write more now but I am tired and bored with the 
mechanics of the writing. I am impatient to go on with other things. 
Writing about a gap in time is hard, especially of course when the time has 
been replete with impressive events. Better the discipline of writing with 
regularity, than the comfort of “as you will”. 
 For everything, from everything, I suffer.  
 
 
November 23, 1956 
 
 The knot was tied this afternoon by the simplest event. On the 
street, in Harlem, a dead rat. It was the first thing dead I had seen since I 
saw Judith’s mother. There is no equation between a mother and a rat, 
between any person and any other animal, even mammal. But this tied the 
knot. The image became one with many images and I proceded from a 
mood of vague protest, a vague mood of vague protest against everything, 
against everything, a mood that had dominion over my psyche to a mood 
of commonplace acceptance. And the dream which was a reality, reality as 
great as reality can be, the dream evaporated into memory; and now I can 
remember the dream but I am not dreaming it nor in the dream. 
 
 Very well that this should happen on the afternoon Judith enters the 
hospital to undergo an operation, plastic surgery, to have her nose shaped 
to the taste level of the actress nose. And when she comes out of the 
hospital, she will gain weight and be beautiful and then at least that 
element will be alleviated that has impeded her success and she shall 
present an admirable profile to her leading man and the eyes of the 
spectators. 
 Apostrophe to the nose I have loved: large and ungainly, 
unbecoming, poor in protocol, Venus might have disdained you (tho she 
never really did), unpersuasive, sweet and dear, dramatic, bold, not so 
rapturous as Cyrano’s, but large enough to be an obstacle, cultured, proud, 
swollen with ancestral pride, nose that I have loved, nose that I have loved, 
the night has come. Into the paths of ignominy did you lead my mistress 
fair, soon you will be cut to the approved of size and towards the paths of 
glory shall you point. 
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 Dr. Maxwell Maltz, pre-eminent in the field of this order of surgery 
will do the honors. 
   The operation is not easy for the patient, I am told, it is painful, may 
Judith now be brave. 
 And may it bring good luck! 
 
 
November 24, 1956 
 
 When I was a little boy -- not more than six -- I read a comic strip 
which I remember still. It all take place in “Blondie” and she was going to 
have her face changed. Everybody was very excited and then her face was 
all covered with bandages for four whole weeks. Each Sunday I looked 
eagerly for Blondie to see what she would look like but they kept up the 
suspense. Finally the bandages were removed and there was Blondie -- the 
same as ever, not a feature changed. 
 Here, this morning, now is Judith beside me, home, and not a 
feature changed! The difficulty seems to have been the deceptivity of the 
great and confidential dr. Maltz. Tho Judith had expressed intensely and in 
lengthy detail her fear of pain and the operation and especially her fear of 
panic and tho, in reply, the Dr. had assured her that she would be under 
the influence of heavy sedatives and would be given an anaesthetic if she 
asked for it, no such things happened. Lightly sedated she was wheeled 
into the operation room and when she quietly requested additional 
sedation or anaesthesia the Dr., who had said, “Mrs. Beck, trust me, I do 
not fence with my patients; there will be no problems at all.”, was at a loss 
what to do, asked, “Do you want me to operate or don’t you?” “Of course I 
want you to operate but you promised that I would receive sufficient 
sedation not to know where I am.” “I can’t give any more sedation.” “Then 
can I have the anesthesia?” “No, I can’t give you anesthesia. Take her 
upstairs.” That was that. Now we shall shop for another surgeon, with 
more integrity. One, perhaps, who has not performed 20.000 operations, 
but who does not promise what he does not intend, who does not rely on 
his authority to subjugate all exigencies. As Lester says, he will have to 
perform another 20.000 before he meets another Malina. But then, too, I 
have gone to the Dentist on occasion and three shots of novacaine have had 
no effect and on other occasions one shot has had a huge effect. Well, as 
Garry would say, it’s all a big bother and a disappointment, and while this 
morning we are both irritated and distressed, it will be amended, very 
likely the dear nose will be changed -- or not -- and the knot will be tied. 
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 “I am always happy,” says Emerson, “…whenever I meet a person 
who perceives the transcendant superiority of Shakespeare above all other 
writers.” 
 
 Garry has a Parakeet to which he is totally devoted and attentive. 
“It’s good for softening a boy,” says my mother. 
 
 
Novembre 30, 1956 
2:00 am 
 
In a few minutes I shall close my eyes and go to sleep in a world 
tormented. Turmoil and unhappiness and immanent war. For over a month 
extreme international tension. It is not my place to comment on the issues. 
Only holier-than-thou, can I withdraw, sneer, and say, once you salute a 
flag, such situations must be accepted, you can expect anything, a Suez 
crisis, an Hungarian Revolution and all the accompanying horror, and 
atrocity, all this you must accept, no blame, once you salute a flag.  
 
 Only frustration and bitterness come of our attempts to find a 
theatre. 
 
 At Dollie Chareau’s this evening, Jonathan Williams reads poems of 
Charles Olson, Robert Duncan, Irving Layton, Robert Creely, and his own. 
They are avant-garde, none truly good, but the tenor appeals to me and I 
wish they were better and I regret the retirement of verbal experiment from 
the literary scenes in general. Richard Lippold, Earle Brown, Cy Twombly, 
Remy Charlip, Ray Johnson, Soren Agenoux, Claude, Alan among others 
are present. 
 
 I freeze when I get to the canvas. My sight soars and wanders into 
strange realms but when I get to the act itself I hold back, freeze with fear, 
do not dare, I only copy the daring of others, and my work limps into the 
apathy of something born of fear. 
 
 When I am exhilarated  I do not write here. When I am depressed I 
do. 
 
 I see everything thru a grey veil and sometimes I forget that the veil 
is there and I imagine that that is how things really are. 
 But it is a poor world. In the face of everything the most admirable 
thing is the courage of the people who face it all, all the people. 
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 I still cannot learn to get enough sleep. I still extenuate the day, 
reluctant to give it up. Either I am a child who does not want to go to bed, 
an adult who enjoys life -- as it were, a compulsive, an ambitious marathon 
participant in all illusion, a man possessed by the furies, divine or hellish, 
or a fool.  
 
 Am torn between wanting to paint what is lyrically beautiful like 
Matisse and great like Michael the Arch Angel or Tintoretto or Giotto and 
what is devastatingly perceptive like little Paul Klee. 
 
 Something is the matter with me: I don’ like Mozart. 
 There is nothing, nothing, wrong with Mozart or his music. 
 
 
December 1, 1956 
1:30 am 
 
Why then should I complain? 
It is late at night. I recline in bed writing my journal and outside I can hear 
the garbage collectors at work. Why then should I complain?  
I complain of everything. But it is not so much pain but discontent or, if 
there is any, the pain that is born of discontent.  
I complain of being hurried, of lack of time, of money, of inability to do all 
the work I want, I wail against fortune, but I am not afflicted, not in pain. 
I remember when Judith and I walked thru the miserable streets of Mexico 
amidst poverty unrequited, we said, and if everyone here were suddenly 
dwelling amidst the ease and splendour of the Avenida Juarez? Is there not 
still anguish and agony in store of them, is there not neuroses and sickness 
and death and grief. Bur there is a difference. When there is comfort, there 
is a choice, one can chose what the pain -- or discontent -- is to be. 
Joseph Campbell and Jean Erdman to dinner tomorrow. 
 
 
December 2, 1956 
 
 The problem is, my problem is, that I never learned to concentrate. I 
watch Garry with my mother, see my mother at work and I see how the 
pattern was formed. 
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December 5, 1956 
 
 Tomorrow morning Dr. Murrey Beyer will alter Judith’s nose. 
Historic event. 
 
 
December 6, 1956 
 
 Great historic event half an hour away. Dr. Will permit me to be 
present during operation, at Judith’s request and his suggestion. I always 
wanted to be a surgeon (tho I am now getting less and less to believe in 
cutting as a curative). I am curious, if a touch nervous and rely on my 
experience dissecting small animals in my youth as background for 
stamina and proof of stamina to be a witness. How big we make all small 
events, for events are relative to each being; to the world a war, to the 
family a quarrel, to a city the purchase of a million dollars in bricks, to a 
boy a quarter’s worth of nails to build a clubhouse in the woods. 
 Thoreau’s list of expenditures for setting up at Walden Pond. 
 Judith under sedation, sleeping. Waiting. 
 Futile attempt after futile attempt to procure a theatre. Now 
discouragement and fear of failure set in. That should mean that the time is 
near that Fortune should repair. 
 This room in the Dr.’s own suite is 5 x 8, contains a bed a clothes 
cabinet, night-table, 2 chairs. It is painted a yellow-green, muted with 
white. The furniture is a deep chrome green. On the wall hangs a picture in 
wood-inlay of a lake in the Alps, a few sunlit hours reflected in the lake. 
 I write to pass the time. 
 Reading “The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius”, I am not amused. 
 (Ah, here is a tepid subject to concentrate on, but I feel my mind 
retreating, not wanting to grapple with thoughts and words.) 
 How very much more relaxed the situation is here than in the 
sloppy hospital where Maltz was to have performed his magic. 
 There is something slightly droll about plastic surgery. And 
especially droll is the way in which the middle class think it so wonderful 
and send numbers of its young girls to its practitioners, who perform as 
many as 2, 3, 4 operations a day thruout the year. I should like to know -- in 
the exact words -- what Puck, dear Robin Goodfellow, would say to these 
occasions.  
 Dear Marcus, how you would disdain the diversion I have 
permitted myself. Buts perhaps, consider, it is disdain of mine. This is 
surprising, for I am usually strongly under the influence of any book I read 
while I read it. I seldom differ. I go along with what I am reading and give 
each author my admiration and approval and conviction till I have 
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finished. Occasionally minor frictions. But 50 pages of Aurelius and I 
already see the flaw. Nots even the elegance of his language prevails over 
my dissatisfaction. Perhaps it is Paul’s “Faustina” that has taught me the 
error. All the phases of man -- his actions and his feelings --cannot be fitted 
into one single mold of attitude. All circumstance cannot be approached 
with one demeanor. This is what the emperor would do. Squeeze 
everything into a single corset. Yet what a paradox it is: a corset of 
detachment. The error then in this formula for tranquillity, this prescription 
for incessant peace, is its exclusiveness -- in a fashion -- its blindness. 
Abashed by feeling (and there are some who claim that feeling is first, I 
remember), Marcus would obviate all feeling, beautifully, exquisitely, with 
wisdom and justice and peace, Marcus would find reasons to put aside, 
even denounce, the adversaries of his own feelings, but he should have 
known that you can’t hide smoke and fire and you cannot decide that 
“according to nature” is a phrase that has any real meaning as far as 
supporting any special idea. For the very phrase admits of everything -- 
and nothing. Does not Paul say, too, indeed point out, that this beautiful 
system that excludes feeling in its attempt to be at one with the world and 
to eliminate evil, removed the foundation of feeling on which we humans 
stand and brought about the downfall of Rome. One stands not only by 
Will but by virtue of muscles and bones and nerves. 100 pages to go.  
 Still waiting. More than half an hour has passed. 
 The telephone rings. How many inventions and devices clutter our 
civilization. All the conveniences that save no time. It is illogical to say that 
the telephone saves no time -- it is so superb an instrument -- and the 
wireless, the airplane, the automobile, the great modern drugs. Perhaps it is 
because they do not produce panacea that I question their value. Having 
the telephone, one wonders how men lived without it. In a way my very 
life depends on it, but is not that because I have arranged it so? It is no evil 
but only in so far as we expect so much of it, of them, that they lead us to 
delusion, the delusion that we have arrived at the pinnacle of glorious life. 
  
My distaste for the State progresses daily towards horror of the State. 
 
 
December 6, 1956 
3:30 pm 
 
 The operation is over and apparently a success. Judith’s intense 
anxieties about her tendency to panic were nicely treated, Adequate 
sedation and a Doctor with a careful and sensitive manner assuaged the 
fears and she endured the entire procedure as perfectly as a 14 years old 
boy wanting to be “a good soldier”. Apparently, too, the pain was almost 
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non existent, discomfiture being the most unpleasant aspect and even that 
was minimal. But this is not the part about which I am qualified to write. I 
was an observer and I do know that it took an hour and forty-five minutes, 
that the Doctor and his Assistant (Ursula) worked constantly, that there 
was no cutting of the skin, that he molded the nose like a sculptor and that 
our Judith stands a chance of looking like Vivien Leigh or Peggy Ashcroft 
or even a small dark Ellen Terry or even, or even, like a 20th Century 
Rachel -- and this should make her very happy and give her the confidence 
and hope, yes, the hope, she so badly needs. 
 After it was over, I was gripped by a sense of something grotesque. 
The private operating room in the man’s own suite in an apartment 
building on Central Park West was somehow mysterious and recalled 
images of innumerable movies in which mad scientists performed 
experiments and illegal and devilish operations away from the surveyance 
of law and order. Two young ladies with bobbed noses were brought in 
when the operation was complete and gushed, “Gorgeous, oh isn’t that just 
gorgeous, honest he’s a genius, a genius!” And in the Waiting Room 
afterwards, an elderly lady with white hair tinted blonde: “Your wife just 
had her nose done? Mmmmm. Isn’t that grand! I had mine done in 
California but he butchered me just butchered me. Look at it! Have you 
ever seen such a thing? But I’ve had my face lifted twice. You’d never think 
I was 66, would you?” And before I had time to answer (Madam, many 
days over 66), she prattled ceaselessly on, “No, I didn’t think you would, 
terrific, isn’t it? Have to do it because I’m in the profession.” What 
profession? I wondered.) “Business is business. Your wife is in business? I 
just had my eyes done. They say that is the most difficult of all the 
operations. So delicate, you know. To look at me you’d never never know 
it…” 
 
 Now I have just come from being interviewed, as it were, by a 
bright young man who manages The Cherry Lane. Evidently in a moment 
of madness I had dreamed that we would be able to rent the place. He 
tossed astronomical figures into my lap about costs and expenses and in 
conclusion added that he, Mr. Noel Bewn, must approve the group, script 
and cast before a play will be accepted. “Pirandello,” he replied, “is Death, 
Box-Office Death. No, we couldn’t have it.” “I’m afraid,” I replied, “that the 
Living Theatre, the only Anarchist Theatre in the world, could never dream 
of submitting to such terms”. 
 We continue looking for a theatre. 
 It is interesting to be living during an inflation. Everybody keeps on 
living and nobody seems to remember that whatever goes up must come 
down. 
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 But inflation does not make me sick. The Bright Young Man tells me 
of Entente between Cherry Lane, De Lys, and Circle In The Square and of 
prices and policies which make me aware that the “Off-Broadway” Theatre 
is getting to be as professional, rather, as purely commercial as the Theatre 
of Broadway itself and soon it will only be a 2nd Rate Broadway. Were I a 
journalist, I should say it ought to be exposed.  
 So outraged was I when I left that I could have been seen spitting or 
heard putting a curse on that Theatre (under his present management; I 
hurry to add, lest the eternal Furies throw that dread curse back on me). 
 
 
February 7, 1957 
 
 Last night to Eugene O’Neill’s “Long Day’s Journey Into Night” 
brilliantly performed. It is not a play but it is a great experience in the 
theatre. 
 New York City, capital of the world, no wonder I am overwhelmed 
here. With my multiple tastes, my manifold interests, all with centres here 
that promise satisfactions. I am simultaneously delighted and dismayed -- 
am incapable during these crowded days to record my relationship to this 
glittering sphere. 
 
 
February 13, 1957  
 
Now it comes. Real dismay and confusion -- or is it unreal -- that is, is it 
founded in my mood, my psyche or it is forced by exterior events. 
 I become powerless, edgy, disconected and impotent. I cannot work 
and I cannot not work. I turn towards the pleasures of the love affairs but it 
does not satisfy and I am unable to respond. My body betrays my real 
anxiety. I crave and then hang suspended. Then all of a sudden, the dam is 
opened and I am flooded with despair and then 20 minutes later the flood 
dries up and I am eager again. Wet and dry, wet and dry, I wish it were 
over. I summon my powers to aid me, but there is no aid. It is elusive, the 
cause, elusive, the remedy. 
 The Diary of the Theatre records with some accuracy the tiresome 
and difficult and perplexing events of recent days. Now we must find 
$9.000. There is one pressure. Oh, how uncomfortable I am. There is so 
much money in New York these days, and we do not know how to reach 
any of it. 
 Drown, drown in the sexual pleasure. 
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 Other years I would drown in painting or writing -- but today that 
does not serve. I must escape altogether. During the physical hours, I have 
no name, or if I do, it is not Julian. 
 
 
February 13 
Evening 
 
What is happening. Things can converge or not converge. Now they 
converge. Take the next step. Take the next step. How else can one walk?  
I am a macrocosm. Everything is in me, am in everything. As the world is 
complex so am I complex; as the world is confused so I, as the world astray 
or clear, at moments a clear sphere and turning simply (is that turning ever 
simple?) so am I. 
They look at you when you are unhappy as if there were something wrong 
with you -- when only something is wrong. 
I do not have the theatre I want. And the uncertainty makes me lose my 
centre. 
All this for a little theatre, a little little theatre. How small it’s all. But it is 
my centre. What frightens me is the realization that it, itself, has become 
me. 
Help. 
For Valentine’s Day Judith has given me “The Tao of Painting”, published 
by Bollingen. It looks utterly wonderful and with great anticipation I look 
forward to reading the first book I shall ever have read on painting. 
 
 
February 14, 1957 
St. Valentine’s Day 
 
 The winter storm abates, mysteriously the confusion quiets and its 
rings of dismay slow down, the passion finds its level and is under control -
- each moment is no longer shaped and coloured by the sexual images, the 
images are in place, I need no longer imprint all objects and all actions with 
distended and lustful paraphernalia. A shoe becomes a shoe, a room a 
room, and people seem to have other qualities and recommendations than 
genitalia. I can think again about the act of painting. I have thought of 
painting during the last week, but the art itself seemed impossible while 
the confusion had dominion, the act itself seemed a distraction and a 
burden. 
 And the laborer in China, swimmer in Samoa, the peon in Spain, 
how does he think as he gets thru the day.  
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 If we get the $9.000, we shall get the $9.000 and we shall be happy. If 
we do not, we do not, we shall be disappointed but we shall get thru the 
day. 
 
 
February 22, 1957  
Holiday. Washington’s Birthday 
 
 The Subway Journalists. Judith, Julian and Garry en route to visit 
the Federal Hall. A Washington’s day outing. J and J flank Garry, J and J 
writing. 
 This entry is for the record. 
 The Theatre situation fluctuates every day. Now you see it now you 
don’t. Now we see it. Now we may have MacDougal St. Then the work will 
begin. That run-down garage would make a divine Theatre. I pray for it. I 
pray? Yes. I pray. 
 How can this little theatre be the most important thing in the world? 
The answer is, that it is, or I wouldn’t be doing it. 
 We talk, just now, of doing “Little Eyolf” with Garry as the child. 
Other plays, other dreams. 
 For the record. We give dinner parties. They are games. To win 
friends and influence people. They are quite formal, a bit pompous, but 
very successful. 
 In January (the 26th) the guest list: J, J, Lester, Alan Hovhaness, 
Phyllis Hovhaness, Mrs. H.’s daughter, Oscar Williams, Enid Williams, 
Erick Hawkins, Lucille Dlugoszewski, Irene Rice Pereira. 
On Feb 9: J, J, Lester, Eric Bentley, Joanie Bentley, Julie Bovasso, George 
Ortman, Frank Hale, John Boyt, Anais Nin, Ian Hugo, Alan Hovhaness.  
 On Feb. 16: J, J, Lester, Anthony Bower, Maya Deren, Teiji Ito. 
 Later. But Fraunces Tavern was open, not the Sub-Treasury Bldg. 
Many mementoes, but little that I found interesting.  
 I begin a large painting. The Casino I think I shall call it. But the 
composition is still indefinite. 68” high and 10 feet long, it is my most 
ambitious work to date. Compositionally I can’t get it to move.  
 Giddy Faith Rose meets problems in getting her gallery set up and 
doesn’t know now whether she’ll open this spring or not.  
Uncertainly again. I have found that to have a show is to have a spur. 
Actually, I’d hoped for 2 shows this year. One from her and from X. But I 
can’t have the 2nd until I’ve had the first. 
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February 23, 1957 
 
The large painting. When I first planned Icarus I planned it as The 
Judgment of Paris but then when I realized that the canvas, I had ordered 
was too small for that subject, I turned it vertically and decided on the 
Icarus theme. For the past four months I have been planning the Judgment 
but mentally I was unable to bring a satisfying composition into view. So, 
the subject matter changed -- and with it the composition -- again and again 
until after much inner argument I settled on a theme that would be called 
The Casino: a scene of a crowd, gala, phoney, full of style, glitter and decay. 
But when this afternoon I sat before the large 10 ft. canvas which I had 
stretched, The Casino simply did not fit and like an image floating to the 
surface from the deep came the Judgement of Paris back: the choice of 
sensuality above the other splendors, the gaudy proposition, the 
destruction of a world and another and still another and all the splendor in 
the background. The implications of the Judgment are greater than the 
moment of that hillside when the shepherd gave into temptation but the 
moment itself is close to me, now especially -- I too would choose 
Aphrodite. And the painting will be gorgeous. Paris, by the way, was not 
wrong; that is, he would have been just as wrong if he’d chosen Hera or 
Athena, and so would I.  
 
 
February 24, 1957 
 
 It seems I write on route only. To the Hayden Planetarium with 
Garry and his friend Peter who lives upstairs. I resent Peter because he is 
not too bright and burdens with silliness and dumb questions our visits 
(we’ve been with him before). But he is a sweet child, very mannerly, well 
behaved respectful. 
 I would like to write a libretto for John Cage. Been thinking about it 
quite often for the last six or eight weeks or so. Of course, John knows 
nothing of my writing, as in fact no one does. But the urge for publication is 
beginning again and this time I think I’ll succeed. If John comes to dinner 
this coming Sat eve, I may propose the idea to him, show him the 1952 
Songs and The Isle of The Dead. Actually, doing such a libretto has been in 
my mind for years. 
 
 
February 24, 1957 
 
 At night -- 
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 Renata Tebaldi. At the Grace Rainy Rogers Auditorium of the 
Metropolitan Museum. 
 We seem destined to hear Tebaldi, for 2 weeks ago at 6 in the 
evening we suddenly were given tickets for Tebaldi in Bohème and this 
afternoon the same thing happened and we were at her concert at night. 
 She is a great artist, consummate, a superb voice, always on pitch, 
that flows from tone to tone, pure belcanto style, richness of expression, 
enormous thrilling power, and, added, those plastic qualities that ornament 
and complete the singing artist: and ability to act, to dramatize, to 
characterize. The ability to play to an audience -- like a star -- that comes 
with success and success develops it. 
 The initial impetus for a great artist, a great performing artist, is not 
the fame, not the power, not the desire or need to create, not the will to 
express oneself, but the desire to please. All great performing artists wish 
primarily to please. 
 She wore an emerald gown, long white gloves, a diamond brooch 
and earrings (all large) and stood against an ebony piano. She is tall, 
statuesque, very beautiful. The applause, at both the concert and the 
Bohème performance was fantastic. I myself had never before witnessed 
such an ovation at the Metropolitan. After you have heard her sing you 
cannot begrudge her triumphant receptions. She deserves them. I adore 
her. 
 
 
March 2, 1957 
 
 Obstacle after obstacle. How all occasions do inform against me to 
defeat my high bright purpose. O obstacles, o blight. Law and money rise 
and fall before my path like sea monsters in the course of great Aeneas. 
Will I, like him, ever reach my Latium? 
 I live in an unbearable state of hope and anxiety, despair and the 
suspense, the dire, dreadful suspense of more hope. 
 The Theatre uncertain now till March 14 when the Bd. of Estimate 
will hand down a decision on the zoning proposition. But if it were not for 
that it would be the hesitations or Fritz or the stalling of the sellers. If only I 
could balance my sense and my emotional relation to these things. Like a 
child I want this Theatre badly ad a child wants something special. No, 
untrue. Like an adult who wants something badly, so badly that his whole 
life seems to depend on it. This is not true in terms of a whole life, but in 
terms of this year, this month, this day, it is. And if it weren’t so, I’d be 
doing something else. Let me gratefully be granted the ability not to see the 
whole but to live fully thru the anxieties that make the moments of life so 
memorable, such pleasures, so rich even in disappointment and despair. 
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 Do I exploit the journal -- abuse it  -- as a medium for unloading my 
depressions and exhilarations? Yes, I do. When a thing disturbs me, I 
unload my irritation and desperations here. It has a cathartic value, a 
therapeutic value, if you will. Alas, it is a need.  
 And yet I steal time for it: indeed, I steal time for everything I do. 
 Interview:  
Q: Mr. Beck, how do you manage to find time to paint, write, direct, design 
and act in plays, and to be so active socially at the same time? 
 A:  By having no program and no exterior organization. I do not 
write quickly, as a matter of fact, quite laboriously, nor am I a swift painter; 
I do things because I feel a need to get them done; and I do them whenever 
that need is felt. I get a lot of things done by not caring about a schedule. 
Perhaps by living all the time. Gertrude Stein once said that in order to be a 
genius you have to sit around a lot of the time doing nothing. And this is 
true or one would quickly be exhausted. The well would go dry, would 
never be replenished. How do I do so many things? There is no formula. 
One just does. A rolling stone gathers a great deal of moss. This is the truth, 
the mysterious truth, that no one knows. Rolling stones gather no moss and 
stationary stones do. Rolling people gather; but stationary people do not  --  
if you sit still you soon pick all the flowers around you. Unless you are the 
Buddha. But to be the Buddha you have to wander a great deal first, 
gathering and wasting (sitting around doing nothing). 
 What does all that amount to? I see it, it is clear. Some sit, some 
move. Some have organization (Kant for instance), some none. Some do, 
some don’t, some do a lot, some a little, some none. 
 Seeing people bores me, tortures me, nowadays. Mostly because I 
am tired of explaining the state of our theatre. Embarrassed, yes. Afraid of 
boring people with the same tiresome story and promises of “newt week 
we’ll know”. Must go to see Helen Frankenthaler’s show at John Myers 
Gallery and the prospect is killing. Last night at a party given by Fritz and 
Laura Perls I thought I’d explode. In any case, Harold Rosenberg and Peter 
Grippe, who were there are such vacuous gas bags, I suppose that they 
would kill anybody. 
 A year now since our trio has been active. I am astonished not only 
that it has persisted so long, but that the end is not yet in view. Without it I 
would collapse right now. Perhaps I’s be plunging myself into painting and 
writing as was my former way. But it is -- besides its own vast pleasures -- 
glorious compensation for the disappointments and frustrations that 
overwhelm me --or which I cultivate. 
 Do I play at suffering or it is real. It is probably a little of both. 
 Faith Rose, of course has dwindled to nothing. She will not open 
this spring. Maybe, maybe in the fall. Now I should not complain but try to 
get a show elsewhere. But I don’t feel ready to go to a strange dealer 
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because I don’t have enough new work of which I am confident. I do feel 
confident tho that if I work for another 4 or 5 weeks that the finished work 
will give me that confidence and that I will find a dealer. I must. If I don’t 
go out and try to find one, I will have nothing, least of all the right to 
complain. The paintings are good, damn good, as good, if not better, than 
any work being done in N. Y. now. I mean it. The paintings are superb. All 
I need to do is paint them. 
 Later. Back from Helen Frankenthaler’s show. The paintings are in 
the school of our day. 
Thru singleness of purpose, she receives her smattered applause, while I 
hear none and dare eat my heart out, full of jealous rages and -- in the end -
- half-baked thoughts. 
 Conversation with John Myers and a new copy of Semi-Colon, a 
magazine I like, with some passages from Letters from Japan by Jimmy 
Merrill which I read on the bus on the way home. How well he writes, 
sharply perceiving and remarking in the habits and appearances of the 
foreign land. The attitude is jaded and superior, that is snobbish; he is 
calling spades spades. Yet somehow in his astuteness he is musing wisdom. 
For all the smartness and even elegance of style, for all the intelligence and 
brightness -- and brightness of style -- there is no meaning. What it says at 
all. True, but I know that it does not mean a thing. 
 
 
March 3, 1957  
 
Meyer Kupferman calls to ask Judith and me to direct and design a double-
bill of operas he has composed. The libretti are by Alistair Reid -- librettist 
of “Grifolkin”. We’d be paid, $300 - $400 each. I accept. Of course I accept. 
The Lord moves in mysterious ways his wonders to perform. He’d been to 
our Theatre to see “Spook Sonata” and “Tonight We Improvise” and he 
admired them both enormously. About 5 years ago we’d seen the 
production of his “In A Garden” with Gertrude Stein’s text and found it 
pleasant and right, and musically quite quite good. We’d know he was 
setting Stein’s “Dr. Faustus Lights the Lights” and when some passages 
from it were performed over the radio about 2 years ago, I wrote him a 
flattering note with the idea in the back of my head that one day the opera 
would be produced and that we ought to stage it. About 4 weeks ago we 
attended a concert at Town Hall at which a piece for 2 celli was performed. 
I followed this with a note congratulating him -- I did not really care for the 
piece (it was nice enough) --  I wrote him with the same idea in mind, that 
if an opera of his were done, we’d like to stage it. You never know. 
Sometimes these things really happen and this time it has, it has. 
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I have forgotten the names of the operas -- he did tell me -- one is a 
comedy, one a tragedy. He is not certain about the producer nor the date or 
place of production; but evidently our names would be used to convince 
whoever would be financially concerned that a good production were at 
hand, in the hands of an able director and designer. He will call us again, 
he says, when things are more definite; we will get together, he will play 
the score for us, read the “book” and “have a bull-session”. 
Judith and I are very pleased. 
As the hours passed my anxiety increases à propos the theatre and the 
other arts. I made out a budget for a production of Cocteau’s “Orpheus” at 
Julie’s Tempo. My fever increased. Judith returned from the television 
studio where she’d played an extra this morning and I told her of my idea. 
When Kupferman called she said: This is a good day - call Julie. I did, but I 
did not reach her. I called again and again, but she was not home. Ten 
minutes after I put down the phone the last time, it rang; it was Julie; 
would we like to have the Tempo! We got both very excited; we both 
agreed; we both praised each other and maintained that the only sensible 
thing we -- both of us -- could do would be to work together. Her theatre 
will be free on March 25. I propose Orpheus with her as Eurydice as a 
perfect summer show. And she will be there tomorrow evening to discuss 
it all.  
What is impressive is what is obvious: that we were both thinking of the 
same thing at the same time, that we were both -- all three of us -- feeling 
the same despair, the same jealousy  (largely inflamed by the N Y Times 
Sunday Theatre Section), the same desire to work. The elements of ESP, of 
stars, of fate, of simultaneity -- these elements have no peers, I feel; and I -- 
we -- are very hopeful, very excited, very pleased.  
The pall has lifted, the agony has found its balm, the darkest hour is that 
before dawn -- not noon, I know -- but now that I am excited, manic, I am 
certain of that noon as if a chart were given. 
Afterthoughts: Julie is hard to work with. We have our own ideas and our 
own strong wills. If I don’ t know by now that all such relationships 
dissolve in violence and recrimination, I should retire from life. But while 
this lasts -- and I shall do all I can to preserve harmony and make for 
success -- I think it will be good, beneficial for all. When it explodes, it 
explodes. Let it not be soon. Somewhere, sometime, some archetypal Old-
Man told me to be sober in the moments of greatest intoxication. Old 
father, old artificer, stand me now and ever in good stead. 
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March 15, 1957 
 
 It is remarkable that we survive at all under the tension and 
uncertainty of the current situation. Now we do not know where we are 
nor quite what will happen next. We hope that an arrangement can be 
made on the Sullivan St. property that will enable us to rent it under 
feasible conditions.  
 Now Fritz Perls has withdrawn from the picture and we are almost 
on our own -- indeed there is still Paul Williams -- and this is both good 
and bad. I told Julie that I needed to be The King in my own Theatre and 
this is true; it is not something I made up for her ears -- tho I think I 
thought at the time. Perhaps we shall get Sullivan St. and I shall be king. 
 I am as concerned about this theatre -- our theatre -- as though it 
were a living person whose life hung in a balance; as tho it were the dearest 
of children. I relate to it as if it were as precious as life. 
 While we wait for word -- I must phone in seven minutes to 
determine whether or not we can meet today with Bass and Rogers to 
discuss the matter and settle the fine pints -- while we wait -- and we have 
been waiting since late Wednesday afternoon -- I find it almost impossible 
to work except on trivia, little things that demand no concentration.   
 Am edgy these days and short-tempered. Many of Lester’s character 
traits which I could tolerate in stabler times vex me now severely. I snap at 
him and he sulks and this vexes me still more. If only he would not 
capitalize on his pretence of being a tough dope. 
As I prepare to direct the play, I think of the current vogue among actors 
always to find a motivation for every action and every line. But this is so 
absurd. In life we do not know the motivations for our acts; we simply do 
them. This is why the great actor must be an artist who creates intuitively. I 
can imagine now the following situation while I am directing a play. The 
actor says, why am I doing this, what is my motivation? And my answer 
must be: I do not know, you do not know, the author does not know, and 
the character you are playing does not know. You do it because the author 
says you do or because I say you do; there are no reasons; you do not know 
why you do everything you do in life and if we wish this to seem real, we 
must do it because it is to be done. That’s the way life is. 
 
 
March 17, 1957 
 
 Friday, we conferred with Henry Bass about the Sullivan St. 
property and the forecast now is extremely favorable. There are yet some 
terms to be settled, but generally everything appears to be in line for a 
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reasonable solution and a rapid settlement. The lease should be signed 
within the next 8 to ten days; we should take possession on April 1rst, 
 This project I look forward to with utmost enthusiasm. I dread the 
slip twixt cup and lip that seems so often to hex the conclusions of our 
happiest prospects and plans. Indeed, the I Ching is ominous. I could bear 
failure, the Abysmal, at that theatre, in a year, but this week I could hardly 
bear it. 
 I look forward to the five months of preparation with joy. I feel -- 
forgive a wretched image (but it is what I feel) -- the sticky sap of creativity, 
of energy, rising, thawing and rising. Preparation for the Theatre, painting, 
writing. To be a published poet! 
 My temperament changes; I relax, smile, cease carping at Lester and 
Garry. 
 The one thing about the change of theatre events that disturbs me at 
all, is that Dr. Williams will surely be disappointed when he receives my 
letter tomorrow telling hm of the postponement. His enthusiasm.  
 
 
March 18, 1957 
 
 It is almost five in the afternoon. All day I looked for a half hour or 
more to be able to record a little, but tiny tasks interfered, the days go so 
quickly, nothing has happened. The lease is not signed and we hang still 
suspended, until tomorrow brings its slightly more definite word until the 
deed is sealed and the likelihoods become facts. 
 Dr. Williams’ enthusiasm runs high about the production of his 
play. Indeed, he is a gentleman of great enthusiasms; he has never been 
stingy with praise or encouragement, especially to the young -- his letter to 
us about “Dr. Faustus Lights The Lights” sustained us thru many crisis of 
despair -- but is happy anxiety to have a play of his produced has always 
been great. When we first wrote him, I believe it was in 1947, that we 
wanted to do “Many Loves”, he replied with the excitement and 
exuberance of an 18 yr. old whose 1rst script had been accepted by The 
Theatre Guild. His enthusiasm and sympathy continued at that time thru a 
number of letters. He sent us his new play which came about that time, “A 
Dream Of Love”, but we liked it much less than the 1rst play. We visited 
him at that time -- perhaps it was 1948. It was warm weather season. “You 
can tell the home”, he said over the phone, “… because it is a fresh coat of 
yellow paint.” The house was much a prototype of The American House. 
By prototype I mean average and unspecial. It was in no ways quaint, not 
particularly pretty, but comfortable in appearance, inside and out. 
Furnished, too, in the bourgeois tradition. A few American paintings or 
watercolours by the semi-realist -- semi-abstract people who were 
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American Art. Perhaps there was a Stuart Davis or a Georgia O’Keefe on 
the walls. 
 A plain man with a dry, high voice, but still altogether pleasant to 
listen to, pleasant in tone and accent. There was no element in his 
personality, as we spoke to him, that implied the writer --   at least as I 
know and imagine writers. His talk was often amusing and often boring. I 
remember his apologizing almost for being a doctor. “Well, there have been 
others who have been Doctors and Writers, Chekov didn’t do so badly…” I 
remember his pride of the well-water he offered us (we could have had 
beer if we’d wanted) -- it was especially clear and sweet. His wife, Flossie, 
was there and he condescended to her constantly, not paying too much 
attention to what she had to say and seeming relieved when she left the 
room (this may have been my own projection). His son arrived in the 
course of the evening and drank beer from the bottle. His father told us he 
was working in a store in Brooklyn, a department store, and that he liked it 
very much. I felt myself more in the presence of a genial intelligent courtly 
doctor than in the presence of a man who had revivified the English 
Language. 
 He told stories. Particularly one about his intern days which 
inspired one of the main episodes and characters in “Many Loves”. A big 
hefty construction worker who was employed in the construction of 
Pennsylvania Station was in an accident and brought to the French 
Hospital. When the man, the laborer, was undressed, it was found that he 
was wearing lace underwear of the finest make. He was put in a ward but 
later the hospital received orders that he be placed in a private room. He 
had but one visitor, a very distinguished looking gentleman with white 
curls, tall, handsome, who arrived daily in a limousine. This man was the 
brother of the then Governor of New York State. It is the man that Dr. 
Williams envisaged when he thought of Peter, the Producer, in “Many 
Loves”. 
 His gentleness, his affability. At the time I found it difficult to 
understand how it was possible to be both doctor and poet. Today I not 
only no longer regard him as suspect, as one who was somehow cheating 
or betraying Art, or only half an artist, but I regard him in holy light; he has 
combined two of the noblest professions and succeeded admirably at both 
in one life. A consummation devoutly to be wished. 
 Today he has stopped his practice, passed it on to his other son, the 
elder. A stroke of a few years ago has seriously disabled him. His tongue 
has become thick, he stammers and stutters, and whines over the telephone 
like an old old man. Apparently, he still types his letters tho his signature is 
awkward now and shaky -- tho it follows the pattern of the once bold 
signature of the earlier letters. Austin Thomas, his friend who is working 
on the revision of the play with him (who indeed is largely responsible for 
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the ideas for the revisions) tells us that the stroke so disabled Dr. Williams 
that he was, even is, unable to read; not that he has lost the use of his sight, 
that he cannot see, but that the letters no longer make sense to him as 
words. Evidently, he had to be taught to read all over again. 
 Mr. Thomas, the widower of Elissa Landi, the actress, seems 
devoted to Williams. Williams himself is obviously too indisposed to watch 
over the production; he has appointed Thomas to act in his place. Thomas 
is a good person, bright, full of inventive ideas, but a bit naïve in his 
knowledge of the little theatre set up. He can’t quite believe that it doesn’t 
function like the larger theatre only just a bit smaller in size. 
 Later. Thomas jut called and we had a long chatty conversation. He 
still hasn’t quite got the idea of Off-Bway. The Phoenix Theatre which seats 
some 1.300 or more people seems to him to be Off-Bway. We talk and I 
boast a little about Tennessee Williams being a chum; I feel a need to 
impress him because I want his support; I want to do that play, and we 
haven’t yet signed the contract. 
 I feel almost guilty about having to change the date of the opening; I 
feel guilty on the grounds that Dr. W. must be disappointed to have it put 
off. And then we do want to do the play while he’s alive to see it. Thomas 
says that even Dr. W. jokes about how much time he has left.  
 Alan Hovhaness calls and says that the piece that was played by 
Stokowski in Houston was an enormous success (I don’t know which piece 
it was), that there was a huge ovation and that Stokowsky sent a telegram 
afterwards to Olive Daniel here in N. Y. saying that Hovhaness is not only 
the greatest composer in America today but in the world. Alan is modest 
and shy about reporting this, but how can he help it? He has worked, he 
has worked and now that the day is coming when he can be proud of his 
work and know that it is known that it has greatness in it, he should be able 
to accept the satisfaction that accompanies knowing the fact. It is not vanity 
to be proud of what is said of one when what you have done is what he has 
done; it is proper. It is nice to be admired and liked. To want gratification 
for one’s work is a noble thing; indeed not if it is the only thing one wants; 
but the gratification is a balm to one’s life and work. Dear Alan. He is 
disappointed that we are going tomorrow evening to the opening of “The 
Duchess of Malfi” and not to hear his “Easter Cantata” -- which we’ve 
already heard several times -- sung by the Dessoff Choir at Carnegie Hall.  
 Garry is fascinated now by astronomy; we go to the Planetarium; he 
saves his money to buy a telescope, and spends his own money on books 
on astronomy; we go up to the roof at night to find the constellations. I read 
him to sleep this evening from one of the books. It is not the universe that 
astounds me but the instruments that men have made in the middle of it to 
observe it, that there are men and that the instruments are made. 
 



Julian Beck, Selected Journals of the Fifties 

 

 

203 

 
March 20, 1957 
 
 In a few hours the sun will enter the vernal equinox; but it does not 
look it: a grey day flecked with snow; and I am almost without hope now.  
 If I but knew what it is in me that provokes or invokes a situation in 
which I can suffer this much, a situation so subject to change: now the 
possibility of obtaining the Theatre building seems slight. 
 Last night we attended the opening of Jack Landau’s production of 
“The Duchess of Malfi”. Alright, alright; but how my mind vaults; we are 
thankful for the good theatre but we want, all audiences want, great 
theatre, the mood; or worse, are they both a little of each and will I never 
therefore know that I am a mediocrity? 
 
 
March 21, 1957 
 
 I am living in a nightmare in which the geography changes each 
moment and therefore I do not know where I am; I am living in a 
nightmare in which the people about me change every moment and in 
which I change, and am blue, I am chimere, I am a woman, I am blind, I am 
Thomas Edison, I am a Journalist, I am a beggar, I am green, I am 
Elizabethan, I am Portuguese. Yes, even the language I speak varies and 
therefore I do not know who I am. 
 I have involved my hopes and aspirations so much with the Theatre 
that it is almost as if it has become me. I have lost my identity. 
 I could cut it off. In her anguish and despair Judith would scuttle 
the whole thing. What is this Living Theatre? Yet the prospect of dissolving 
it -- and it is not unlikely -- leaves me without vision, without a vector. 
How ignoble to tie oneself so closely to an idea, a material idea, that one 
ceases to be. Soon the name Julian Beck will be forgotten. I shall be called 
Mr. Living - Theatre. Were I not on the verge of tears I would weep. 
 Hold me up. I feel myself sinking. Sinking in spirit and into 
oblivion. I am becoming nothing. What kind of journal is this, the journal of 
a madman, a person dying of madness and its diversions? Painter, writer, 
director, producer, journalist, designer, humanitarian, page, lover, father, 
visionary, dilletante.  
 No. Dilletante dilletante dilletante. No, I do not believe it. I have 
heard that word before. But I have a higher purpose. 
 I feel useless, untalented; and I feel this because I feel unwanted. To 
be rebuffed so often – No one wants my goods. 
 This is disgusting. 
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 In this book I will not find the direction and clarity I want. No that 
is not true. See, it comes. 
 The air will clear, the clear light return. I shall find my way. It’s as if 
I have stumbled into a thicket and cannot find my way out. I become 
hysterical as if spending the night here would kill me, kill me. But, as 
always, one finds the path before dark; and if one didn’t, a night in the 
fields, tho uncomfortable is not a sword or a gun or a poison; morning 
comes; the road is always there. 
 Wait. 
 In a state of unrest, pause. Be calm. Look at the sun, look at the stars, 
find your bearings, figure out the decision, then move. 
 Perhaps even a stranger or friend will come for you. 
 
 
March 22, 1957 
 
Would one know from the last entry that the likelihood of obtaining a 
theatre is dim? Was it mentioned? The fluctuations are incredible. Do I 
image that things are going well and then that they’re not or is it fact? I no 
longer know. 
“Orpheus Descending”. We attend a preview. It is Tennessee’s finest play. 
Real writing. The complex symbology of “Camino Real” in the framework 
of one of the more specific plays, such as “Streetcar”. Beautifully acted, 
beautifully produced. 
 


