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			Los Angeles, give me some of you!

				—JOHN FANTE, Ask the Dust

				There it is. Take it.

				—“CHIEF” WILLIAM MULHOLLAND, dedicating the Los Angeles Aqueduct

				Real good documentation, this Californiana crap.

				—THOMAS PYNCHON, The Crying of Lot 49

			

		

	
		
		
			
			PREFACE

			This book is a collective self-portrait of Los Angeles when it thought nobody was looking. Joyous, creative, life-giving. Violent, stupid, inhospitable to strangers. Cerebral, melancholy. Funny.

			What makes L.A. what it is, anyway? What’s true of Los Angeles that isn’t true of anywhere else? In real estate parlance, look at the comparables. We’re a movie town, but so is Mumbai. The weather’s nice, but you can’t buy a decent windowscraper in Honolulu, either. Yes, we’re “so spread out,” but have you tried hoofing it across London?

			We’re the Italy of America—no wait, we’re the capital of the Third World—hang on, now we’re the Ellis Island of the West. What next? Yesterday’s hyperbole is tomorrow’s ephemera. If, in some perverse urban version of orienteering, you blindfolded and dropped me in random cities with just a canteen and a compass, would I even recognize L.A. if I landed in it?

			It might take a while. To my blinkered, biased eye, no other town scumbles together the best and worst of every other city in the world as profligately as L.A. does. It’s Heidelberg next door to Youngstown, hard by Positano. After all, what do Mumbai and Honolulu have in common? Other than L.A.’s resemblance to them, I can’t think what. Los Angeles is, for better and worse, the Los Angeles of Los Angeles.

			This exceptionalism transcends the old postcard cliché of someone picking an orange and throwing a snowball on the same day. My favorite parlor trick is to ask a transplant what they miss most about where they’re from, and then try to come up with a Southern California approximation. It can be done, however dubiously. Nobody need ever feel homesick here—although, over the following pages, plenty of diarists and correspondents have managed it somehow.

			
			Partly this homesickness stems from the natural propensity of visitors here to travel in packs. Too few of them know the natives, or the gone-natives, who could point them toward consolation. The other excuse for homesickness is that a lot of people enjoy it. When I’m out of town, I cherish the occasional pang as much as the next guy. Homesickness reassures us that we’re right to live where we do instead of wherever we’ve temporarily shanghaied ourselves to. Where’s my morning Times, my Dodgers broadcast, my jacarandas in June, a decent burrito? Only a return ticket away.

			

			

			A reader’s first reaction to Dear Los Angeles might be, what’s with the hiccuping, date-by-date structure? Why not just march out all the entries in straightforward chronology, like Bartlett’s Familiar Quotations does? Who ever heard of a book that inches forward each day, only to ratchet back overnight, just as far or farther? Is this a daybook or the myth of Sisyphus?

			The ungrateful answer is, it wasn’t my idea. Teresa Carpenter’s delightful New York Diaries provided the template. Oh, how I fought this. First I tried the traditional Bartlett’s approach, from 1542 up to the present, until I realized that we’d be at page 150 before getting to statehood—i.e., to any diarist that a lay reader had actually heard of. Chucking that, I had the bright idea of starting with the fulcrum year of 1935 and zigzagging back and forth in time from there, but the thing read more like a double-crostic than a book. At one point the manuscript even morphed into a coffee table–ready history of the city, complete with elaborate self-amused photo captions that still smirk at me from the depths of my hard drive. (I do miss that shot of Jack Nicholson arriving at the Dorothy Chandler Pavilion, hot off Chinatown and with, yes, the Department of Water and Power Building looming up behind him.)

			
			And then it hit me. I could start with January 1 and just work forward one day at a time, complementary trying to juxtapose a few passages for each date. One step forward, two centuries back—the perennial, quixotic spectacle of L.A. forever finding fresh mistakes to make. In that moment, the whole deck of the book started shuffling into place.

			I was so excited, it took days for me to realize I’d replicated Teresa’s schema all but exactly. I hope she hit upon it more efficiently than I did.

			

			

			The biggest difference between Dear Los Angeles and New York Diaries is the addition of epistolary writing alongside the diary excerpts. Two reasons for this, the first one easy: I just kept finding such terrific L.A. letters, published or unpublished, from people who, in most cases, didn’t keep diaries, that I couldn’t bear leaving them out.

			The other reason is that Manhattan circa 1609 has an unsporting century-and-a-half head start over Los Angeles in the diary-keeping department. Even allowing for that handicap, New York’s ever-endearing self-absorption gives it an unfair advantage. Historically, more New Yorkers’ diaries get published, for reasons both justifiable and not. I also suspect that more New Yorkers per capita keep a diary. Something has to pass the time there.

			Trash-talking aside, I realized that another form of offhand writing had to pick up the slack. Once I incorporated letters (plus a few irresistible scraps of columnizing, tweets, blogs, and the odd oration)—essentially, any kind of L.A. writing with a date on it and no real posterity intended—my feared undersupply of material became a horn of plenty.

			Apart from how it’s organized, and how letters crashed the diary party, a last unavoidable question to address here is what got in and what didn’t. You could spend a lifetime in libraries and archives and barely scratch the surface of what’s available. The only constraints are publisher patience and authorial liquidity. Within these parameters, my criteria for including an entry were basically 1) relevance to L.A., and 2) indefensible, undefinable editorial prerogative.

			
			Mostly I liked these entries because they told me something about my city. For reasons hard to quantify, they played off each other in quirky, quarky, covalent ways. Some underscored how far we’ve come, others how far we still have to go. Ultimately, the entries had a hard time getting in if they didn’t make me laugh, or tick me off, or choke me up.

			A shamefaced word here about those who didn’t make the cut often enough, i.e., poor people, minorities, women, and all the other Angelenos who’ve lived some fascinating but tantalizingly unrecorded lives. Historic reasons may exist for their relative oblivion. So, probably, do careless, myopic ones on my part. Those forgotten might or might not have cared that this book stints them, but I do, and I apologize for it.

			That’s why I’m not done yet. Every day, dumpster-loads of family diaries and letters wind up in landfills. Descendants cherry-pick the antiques for estate sales and, regretfully or not, consign the rest to oblivion. Executors of Los Angeles, I implore you: Have pity on the social historians (and beachcombing pseudo-historians) of the future. Half-assed temporary preservation is easier than ever. Haul out your bubbe’s Saratoga trunk. Open up your abuelita’s closet. Read some of those yellowed notebook pages, those bundled love letters, even some of that “Sent Mail.” Then snap pictures of at least a good example or two. If you don’t have anywhere else to donate them, email them to me at kipend@gmail.com. I’m working to launch an initiative that’ll give your history a home. If you’ve shelled out for Dear L.A., it’s the least I can do.

			

			

			You won’t be alone, either. To quote a lyric that Stephen Stills dashed off after the riot on the Sunset Strip, there’s something happening here. There always was, but it’s not just our secret anymore. Some megacities have started to look upon Los Angeles not as the cautionary bogeyman of old, but as a possible way forward. Resourceful, inventive homegrown scholars, peer-reviewed and otherwise, continue to emerge. Next to their labors, mine look less like research and more like vampirism. Developmentally, the city may finally be entering the mirror stage, starting to recognize its own reflection. Other mirrors, too, may now be called for—the funhouse variety, I hope, not excluded. This is Los Angeles. There’s always an alternate route.

			
			Now’s the time to shut up and let hundreds of my neighbors get a word in—quick and dead alike, the habitués and the just passing through. L.A. is a mountain lion we only glimpse in shutter-quick flashes. A strong diary entry or letter makes as good a tripwire as any.

			Way back when, for a lark, Angelenos used to plant “Now Entering Los Angeles City Limits” signs in faraway places and pose next to them for pictures. L.A. is so big, the joke went, that you could trek to the Himalayas and still never escape. L.A. had no limits.

			But the joke cracks both ways. A driver only sees an “Entering Los Angeles” sign on the way into town, never the way out. Looked at this way, L.A. is the place Angelenos are forever approaching but can never quite get to. Like the city’s most salient, salable feature, you can’t look directly at it. On the right day, though, over the shoulder of a frank letter-writer or diarist, you can feel its radiance.

			DAVID KIPEN, Los Angeles, Cal.

		

	
		
		
			
			JANUARY 1

			 

			
				1853

				I have not yet seen a gold mine! Few emigrants can say this. Nearly all rush to the mines on their first coming, as if there were no other pursuit worthy of attention. From this mania, however, they are fast recovering. Thus hope is reviving for this part of the country. A great revolution is silently going on.

				JUDGE BENJAMIN HAYES

			

			
				1923

				On January the first, 1923, this mighty temple was opened. Since the break of day, surging multitudes had been gathering, filling the streets in every direction, waiting for the doors to open. At 2 o’clock in the afternoon, a scaffolding had been hastily erected in front of the Temple and draped with a great American flag. Loving hands, atremble with eagerness and the excitement of the moment, lifted me to the top of the scaffolding, from which the outside dedication service was held, and from which we read the story of the ancient Temple of Jerusalem.

				SISTER AIMEE SEMPLE MCPHERSON

			

			
				1934

				Had awful flood in La Crescenta and Montrose. Many killed and injured and many homes washed away. Rained all Day. Stayed home & Quilted.

				G. MCGRAMA

			

			
				
				1941

				I must really try to keep this journal more regularly. It will be invaluable to me if I do. Because this year is going to be one of the most decisive periods of the 20th century—and even the doings and thoughts of the most remote and obscure people will reflect the image of its events.

				That’s a hell of a paragraph to start off with. Why are we all so pompous on New Year’s Day? Come off it—you’re not Hitler or Churchill. Nobody called on you to make a statement. As a matter of fact, what did you actually do?

				Last night you…went on to the temple, where the Swami, wrapped in a blanket, read aloud from the sayings of Ramakrishna, the Vedas and the Bible, until a quarter past midnight. Then you came home and couldn’t sleep, so you reread most of Wells’s First Men in the Moon.

				CHRISTOPHER ISHERWOOD

			

			
				1985

				Where is the life? Where are the people? Even though I know all of the answers, I am still not satisfied by the responses.

				A Korean family bought the Ekins house. Yesterday they began to cut down every tree growing in the backyard. Peggy would turn over in her grave. Debby would cry. I was anguished.

				What a city! Widen the streets! Tear down the past! Destroy the trees….

				I’m having trouble building up the energy and commitment I need to form a committee to save 50’s architecture.

				Oi.

				AARON PALEY

			

			
				
				JANUARY 2

				 

				1848

				I will now give an account of Col Fremonts proceedings out here as well as the difficulty he had with Col Mason….

				Col M said—Sir when I send for an officier whom I rank and command I expect him to obey me—Why did you not come Sir when I sent for you—I have a mind to put you under arrest Sir

				—Col F replied my business was closed with you Sir was my reason for not comeing

				—Col Mason immediately said—I want none of your insolence Sir

				—Col Fremont [said], that is a term applied to a menial Sir and I hope you will wave your rank and give me an opportunity to wipe it out

				—Col M answered within the hour Sir—at the same time telling him that double barrel shot guns must be the weapons

				—some delay however occurred in sending the challenge and Mason had time to think of what he was doing and he sent a letter to Fremont asking that it might be put off for a while.

				LIEUTENANT JOHN MCHENRY HOLLINGSWORTH

			

			
				1932

				Dinner in Santa Monica. Home in Rolls Royce. Jolly, futile, childish fun.

				DAWN POWELL

			

			
				
				JANUARY 3

				 

				1929

				The Santa Monica Mountains are not big, as mountains run, but they are very picturesque. That is proven by the Lasky Ranch. Driving past that ranch yesterday we saw motion-picture sets for a cliffdwellers’ settlement, a Belgian village, a western mining town and a water-front scene, each in what seemed its natural setting. And doubtless those hills and valleys, chocolate-drop peaks and corrugated canyons have been seen by motion-picture patrons all over the world. It made us think of the two ex-doughboys talking of the trees of France. “Did they have any eucalyptus up in the war zone?” one asked. “I never saw any,” said the other, “but I notice in all the big war pictures the roads are lined with ’em.”

				We have seen tropical jungles which could not compare with the hillsides of the Malibu range, which are covered with chemise brush tall as a man and so thick that you couldn’t even shoot a gun through it for more than fifty yards. Deer and coyotes can hardly penetrate except along broken paths…coveys of quail have to alight along the roadside in order to find open ground enough to spread out on, and continually whirr into the air before one’s approaching motor.

				LEE SHIPPEY

			

			
				1935

				The hills are all intensely green, and from my window I awake to look at snow-capped mountains. The air is very gentle and the sunlight is brilliant and warm….

				Mother says that I may buy a flute….Mother’s being on the newspaper makes it possible for her to get tickets for anything she wants to go to, so that I will be able to attend any concerts there are that I want to. I want to go to the Philharmonic whether I like the programs or not, because I think it is very necessary to hear as much music as I can.

				
				I am also enjoying the records Henry gave me. I have a phonograph, not a very good one, but it goes around.

				JOHN CAGE

			

			
				1979

				Bad December, including week in hospital just before Christmas for exhaustion. The usual tests; no new discoveries. Am now on oxygen all night, with portable machine for daytime use. Spent New Year’s Eve with K.H. and children at hotel in Death Valley, vast expanse of nothing that has less of anything than any tourist resort in the world—less water (indeed, no water at all), fewer flora and fauna (unless you count the coyote and the kangaroo rat), fewer hotels and buildings of interest (e.g. handful of very vestigial ghost towns and the unimpressive pseudo-Spanish mansion called Death Valley Scotty’s Castle), less of everything attractive to the civilised mind except heat, of which there is far too much (the average summer temperature is around 120 degrees F). We drive back through ghastly company towns run by chemical firms and by the US navy’s weapons research department. Death Valley is minimal tourism, a gigantic natural monument to the theory that less is more. Query: Why is it that all man-made objects in the States—especially cars, trains, aircraft and modern buildings—look like outsize toys?

				KENNETH TYNAN

			

			
				
				JANUARY 4

				 

				1928

				It is precisely a week ago that we suffered a fright with Miguelito. He was crossing the street nearby when he was hit by a car. Even though it was not serious, it wasn’t without consequences, for the car passed over him and dragged him a good stretch. It seems that perhaps he will come out of it with only slight bruises and contusions that have kept him in bed for a couple of days. He now gets around with a bit of a limp, somewhat like don Cuco.

				Lola did go through a terrible ordeal. Since I wasn’t there when it all happened, she went out to see what was going on and there she found only his shoes and was told that her boy had been carried away dead and had been taken to the hospital. And so she returned with his shoes in hand and with her heart in pieces. We immediately telephoned to find out which hospital they had taken him to so we could go see him when a man arrived with him very much alive.

				DOLORES VENEGAS, to her family

			

			
				1928

				I wish I could see you. It has been many years since we saw each other. We are very happy because dad has a store….[W]hen I was going to buy tortillas I was struck by a car that dragged me about 10 blocks. My dad is thinking how we can return and be together again with my aunt Anita and with all of you.

				JOSÉ MIGUEL VENEGAS, to his family

			

			
				
				1985

				I can’t make the city what I want it to be. And I can’t stop wishing it were something else. I cannot. Nor have I ever really accepted it.

				So, San Francisco again emerges as the compromise?

				But no, that’s not really where my thoughts are going….

				For now, I feel homeless. Not here inside my room, but almost everywhere else in the city. I feel like a tourist. Not a resident. But I have all of these déjà-vus.

				AARON PALEY

			

			
				JANUARY 5

				 

				1776

				The converted Indians of this mission…appear to be gentle, friendly and of good hearts. The men are of medium stature, the women being somewhat smaller, round-faced, flat-faced, and rather ugly. The costume of the men in heathendom is total nakedness, while the women wear a bit of deer skin with which they cover themselves, and likewise an occasional cloak of beaver or rabbit skin, although the fathers endeavor to clothe the converted Indians with something as best they can.

				The method which the fathers observe in the conversion is not to oblige anyone to become a Christian, admitting only those who voluntarily offer themselves, and this they do in the following manner: Since these Indians are accustomed to live in the fields and the hills like beasts, the fathers require that if they wish to be Christians they shall no longer go to the forest, but must live in the mission, and if they leave the Ranchería, as they call the little village of huts and houses of the Indians, they will go to seek them and will punish them. With this they begin to catechize the heathen who voluntarily come, teaching them to make the sign of the cross and other things necessary, and if they persevere in the catechism for two or three months and in the same frame of mind, when they are instructed they proceed to baptise them.

				
				If any Indian wishes to go to the mountain to see his relatives or to hunt acorns, they give him permission for a specified number of days. As a rule they do not fail to return, and sometimes they come bringing some heathen relative, who remains for the catechism, either through the example of the others or attracted by the pozole, which they like better than their herbs and the foods of the mountain; and so these Indians are usually caught by the mouth.

				FATHER PEDRO FONT

			

			
				1853

				Jan. 5: Gardening all these days. The flowers transplanted last month all flourishing; seeds sown last month coming up, pink, poppy, larkspur; peas and turnips sown middle of December coming up finely. On the 2d, Sunday, we walked to the hills and transplanted a few of the wild yellow violet. A large congregation at church, an unusual number of men, perhaps the effect of good resolutions at the beginning of the year….

				Mr. Barker spent six months at the Tejon trading with the Indians who…reside there. These, he says, were not engaged in the hostilities on the Four Creeks in 1850–1851. As a proof of their present friendship, I may state that some two weeks ago they took a band of horses from some Sonorians that had Stolen them and delivered them up to their owner here. They say that one of the Sonorians was [the notorious outlaw] Joaquin Murrieta.

				JUDGE BENJAMIN HAYES

			

			
				
				1860

				Tomas, an Indian, was sentenced to be executed on the 27th day of September last, but escaped from jail just prior to that day. He was subsequently re-taken, and on the 4th day of December I appointed the 31st of January for his execution. He had in cold blood killed his wife and daughter at the Tejon Reservation, to which place he belonged….

				On the morning of the day of execution, a strong feeling began to pervade the community in reference to this prisoner…expressing the opinion that his mind appeared to be not above idiocy, or that he was insane. An application being made to me, under our statute, I gave an order concurring in the summons by the Sheriff of a jury of twelve persons, to determine upon his supposed insanity. Accordingly by 2 p.m. the inquisition was concluded; and the jury found him to be sane—contrary to my expectation, and, as it seemed to me, to the expectation and wishes of a large number of the people who were in attendance.

				A feeling of awe appeared to rest upon society—of doubt and fear—lest this poor man after all should have been found guilty originally when insane, or executed in that state, even if his conviction was right. I confess I could not help now and then participating in this solemn feeling of all around me. The Los Angeles Star gave the following brief account of this execution:

				EXECUTION.—On Tuesday last, a miserable, imbecile looking creature, Tomas, an Indian, was executed in the jail yard, for the murder of his mother and wife.

				JUDGE BENJAMIN HAYES

			

			
				1942

				At around four, the doorbell rang. It was two neatly dressed Americans about thirty years of age. They said, “There is something we want to ask Aoki.”

				
				…I called Sachiko and told her, “Go get Father from Mr. Onodera’s place.”

				Sachiko said, “Okay.” And in her cheerful way as usual, she took off, walking like she was jumping sideways, so I hurriedly ran down the front stone steps and caught up with her and in rapid Japanese told her, “They are FBI. Father is going to be investigated, so keep that in mind.” She said, “What?” And the little girl’s face that was always shining white with health suddenly went pale and turned blue, and with tears in her eyes, she took off running!

				After a short while, my husband came home; and with my husband, we sat at a table facing the two Americans.

				The two Americans rose slightly and said, “This is who we are.” And they opened their coat and showed us their FBI badges and let loose their first arrow of questions.

				AOKI HISA

			

			
				1977

				Read a magazine quiz, compiled by experts on geriatric subjects, which purports to predict your life expectancy on the basis of your answers to questions about habits and general way of life. I answer with scrupulous accuracy and discover that I shall be dead in May.

				KENNETH TYNAN

			

			
				JANUARY 6

				 

				1931

				Here in Pasadena it is like Paradise. Always sunshine and clear air, gardens with palms and pepper trees and friendly people who smile at one and ask for autographs.

				ALBERT EINSTEIN

			

			
				
				JANUARY 7

				 

				1861

				It has now rained about seventy hours without cessation—for forty hours of that time, over twenty consecutive, it has rained like the hardest thundershower at home. No signs of clearing up yet—fire out by the rains, provisions getting rather scarce—one meal per day now. But our tent is dry—we have it well pitched, and in a dry place.

				I have been studying Spanish, writing up letters, notes, etc. I have written thirteen letters, or about eighty pages, during this rain, to be mailed when we can get to town, but it will be a number of days, for the streams will be impassable. Lucky we did not stay up in the canyon Friday night as they wanted us to, we could not have got down yet. I never saw such rains before.

				WILLIAM H. BREWER

			

			
				1932

				Impossible to keep track of time or anything out here—life slips pleasantly out of your control almost at once.

				DAWN POWELL

			

			
				2017

				People in LA are deathly afraid of gluten. I swear to god, you could rob a liquor store in this city with a bagel.

				RYAN REYNOLDS

			

			
				
				JANUARY 8

				 

				1827

				Last night there was a great fandango or dance among the Spanyards. They kept it up till nearly day light from the noise. The women here are very unchaste; all that I have seen and heard speak appear very vulgar in their conversation and manners. They think it an honnour to ask a white man to sleep with them; one came to my lodgings last night and asked me to make her a blanco Pickanina, which, being interpreted, is to get her a white child, and I must say that for the first time, I was ashamed, and did not gratify her or comply with her request, seeing her so forward.

				HARRISON ROGERS

			

			
				1964

				Came upon Los Angeles by bus at night….Ah the crazy hotels, crazy streets, sad signs of America—Jesus Saves!—Tom’s Tattoo—“The Electric Rembrandt”—Snooker Parlor—“Acres of Autos”—Hotel Small—Ice Rink—Greyhound—Los Angeles Street—TV in Rooms—EAT—Barber & Beauty Supply—Pawn Shop—“Shave Yourself”—

				…And lonely the hotel doors, gaping. And lonely the lobbies, lonely the beds!…Forever & ever…Lonely the lunchrooms, lonely the cars running in the streets! Lonely Los Angeles, lonely world!…

				Sure are a lot of defeated people in this here America….

				I go to midnight burlesque show—the Morosco—original standup comedian in baggy pants & strippers bumping & grinding to staccato drum rolls—in pink spotlight which also catches face of drummer drumming in orchestra pit just below stripper on apron of stage—he looking up at her to synchronize his drumbeats with the movement of her pelvis, boom boom, bump bump, now jerking spasmodically, her face detached from the whole scene, having nothing to do with her body, trying to get as far away from it as possible….

				
				The Girl with the 56-Inch Bust grinds her final bump into the curtain, her lost face finally hidden in it as in a huge brown bedsheet. I am alone in the balcony with the spotlight projectionist. Smoke rises from the seats below as in an Inferno. The house lights come on.

				LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI

			

			
				2008

				It’s Kaiser Permanente. It’s an HMO mundo we inhabit (digo, those of us even lucky enough to have health coverage), so I won’t know anything for up to ten days, can you believe it?

				SUSANA CHÁVEZ-SILVERMAN

			

			
				JANUARY 9

				 

				1890

				Rode on a burro, first time. Liked it.

				CHARLOTTE PERKINS GILMAN

			

			
				1917

				I am still firmly convinced that to change Tarzan, even though the change made a better story of it, would be to ruin it for the million or so people who have read the story.

				EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS, to his agent

			

			
				
				1957

				So much emphasis was laid on the foreign fate of our pictures that some of us left [the] meeting with an impression that was both erroneous and discouraging. The domestic results were either dismissed lightly or in some cases not even mentioned. It is all very well to make the point that musical pictures fare badly as a rule in foreign language countries, but the argument was pressed so far the other evening that I, for example, came away with the bewildered impression that The King and I was a failure. All I heard was that Burma, Pakistan, and Rangoon didn’t care for it.

				NUNNALLY JOHNSON

			

			
				JANUARY 10

				 

				1847

				Crossing the plain, we encamped, about two o’clock p.m., in the mouth of a cañada, through which we ascend over a difficult pass in a range of elevated hills between us and the plain of San Fernando, or Couenga [Cahuenga]. Some forty or fifty mounted Californians exhibited themselves on the summit of the pass during the afternoon. They were doubtless a portion of the same party that we met several days ago, just below San Buenaventura. A large number of cattle were collected in the plain and corralled, to be driven along to-morrow for subsistence. Distance 10 miles.

				EDWIN BRYANT

			

			
				
				1888

				The boy is growing and talks now remarkably well. He remarked the other day—when told to be careful or he would break his neck—“I don’t want to break my neck—I wouldn’t break it for any ’mount of money.”

				Mary had quite a sore throat—& the other night Ruth & I kept both babies all night. We had a circus—had to take both in bed—at the same time. The boy [the future General George S. Patton, Jr.] is fearful as a bed-fellow. I had just as soon sleep with a mule.

				GEORGE PATTON

			

			
				1939

				Re: “GONE WITH THE WIND”

				JUST a word about the beginning. To suggest the romance of the old South immediately I should suggest borrowing from the trailers. Under the turning pages of the book I’d like to see a two or three minute montage of the most beautiful pre-war shots imaginable and played over it I’d like to hear the Stephen Foster songs right off the bat. I’d like to see young men riding, Negros singing, long shots of a barbecue, shots of Tara and Twelve Oaks and carriages and gardens and happiness and gaiety.

				F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, to David O. Selznick

			

			
				JANUARY 11

				 

				1847

				I have been engaged all day arranging my Hospital. I have not heard any thing that is going on, everything seems quiet, the citizens of the place do not so far as I can discover manifest very friendly feelings—Nothing heard from Fremont, last night there was a devil of a row from the men, liquor the cause of it all—although every precaution had been taken. An Indian was found dead this morning—how killed I do not know.

				
				DR. JOHN S. GRIFFIN

			

			
				1847

				Emerging from the hills, the advance party to which I was attached met two Californians, bareheaded, riding in great haste. They stated that they were from the mission of San Fernando; that the Californian forces had met the American forces under the command of General Kearny and Commodore Stockton, and had been defeated after two days’ fighting; and that the Americans had yesterday marched into Los Angeles.

				EDWIN BRYANT

			

			
				1933

				I have just consumed a stack of wheats & a mug of mocha in this place [the Brown Derby restaurant]. The weather is very hot: yesterday went out in a motor boat from Balboa harbour. Have lectured three times & addressed several classes; have driven a Ford and got stuck in a snow drift. The trees are full of oranges.

				T. S. ELIOT

			

			
				1935

				Life has been hectic and the sky beautifully cloud-filled, sunlight and then beautiful shower-baths. Palm trees and acacias in bloom and all sorts of things I took for granted for too long. I feel bristling with spontaneity.

				JOHN CAGE

			

			
				
				JANUARY 12

				 

				1847

				This morning two Californian officers, accompanied by…Pico, who marched with us from San Luis Obispo, came to the mission to treat for peace. A consultation was held and terms were suggested, and, as I understand, partly agreed upon, but not concluded.

				EDWIN BRYANT

			

			
				1847

				In virtue of the aforesaid articles, equal rights and privileges are vouchsafed to every citizen of California, as are enjoyed by the citizens of the United States of North America.

				DOÑA BERNARDA RUIZ DE RODRIGUEZ,

				amending the Treaty of Cahuenga

			

			
				1968

				Power corrupts the corruptable [sic].

				OCTAVIA E. BUTLER

			

			
				JANUARY 13

				 

				1847

				We continued our march, and encamped near a deserted rancho at the foot of Couenga [Cahuenga] plain. Soon after we halted, the Californian peace-commissioners appeared, and the terms of peace and capitulation were finally agreed upon and signed by the respective parties….

				
				The next morning a brass howitzer was brought into camp, and delivered. What other arms were given up I cannot say, for I saw none. Nor can I speak as to the number of Californians who were in the field under the command of Andres Pico when the articles of capitulation were signed, for they were never in sight of us after we reached San Fernando. Distance 12 miles.

				EDWIN BRYANT

			

			
				1958

				The glory that was old Siam will soon vanish from the hills of West Los Angeles.

				Medieval castles will tumble and antique oriental temples will fall.

				Mansions and gardens will be ravaged like Atlantis.

				Whole communities will perish without a trace.

				Lakes and rivers will dry up and jungles will be swept away.

				The instruments of this doomsday will be neither war, famine, death nor pestilence.

				It will be wrought by the bulldozer and the ax.

				It will be the end of a make-believe world—the 176-acre, false-front world of film sets on the famed 20th-Century-Fox lot.

				Its doom was sounded last week by the studio’s announcement that this portion of the 284-acre lot will be razed and cleared to make way for a $400 million complex of steel and concrete towers to be known as Century City.

				JACK SMITH

			

			
				
				1993

				OK, so we were called into the [Menendez trial] courtroom one last time—it was standing room only—and the judge thanked us for our service and declared it a mistrial. It was all really kind of sad.

				HAZEL THORNTON

			

			
				JANUARY 14

				 

				1847

				Drenched with rain and plastered with mud, we entered the “City of the Angels,” and marched through its principal street to our temporary quarters. We found the town, as we expected, in the possession of the United States naval and military forces under the command of Commodore Stockton and General Kearny, who, after two engagements with six hundred mounted Californians on the 8th and 9th, had marched into the city on the 10th. The town was almost entirely deserted by its inhabitants.

				EDWIN BRYANT

			

			
				1949

				[Talent agent Herman] Citron arrived with Montgomery Clift, with whom we discussed the story, selling him the idea at last, or so we think. As he left Billy [Wilder] said, “He might be any pimply messenger boy on the lot” and so he might.

				CHARLES BRACKETT

			

			
				
				JANUARY 15

				 

				1770

				We set out with a guide from this village and traveled until we came to another small one in about a league and a half. From there we took another guide who led us in a northeasterly direction. A little farther on he turned east. We climbed a long and steep hill, from whose summit we made out the valley of Santa Catalina [San Fernando]. We descended to it, and, traveling to the southeast, arrived, late, at [Encino], where we camped on the 7th of August. The march covered six and a half leagues.

				FRAY JUAN CRESPI

			

			
				1971

				This morning the sheets are twisted and the pillows lie on the floor. Perhaps I shall get up and drive over the mountains to find myself sitting in a field of clover.

				LIZA WILLIAMS

			

			
				JANUARY 16

				 

				1770

				We now proceeded with a better knowledge of the country and, knowing where we were going, we discussed the direction we had to follow with greater certainty; besides this, the mountains furnished us points and determined places which served as landmarks to ascertain our position.

				MIGUEL COSTANSÓ

			

			
				
				1954

				[The British actress] Gracie Fields seems to feel about Los Angeles very much as I do: that it has become a grotesque and impossible place for a human being to live in.

				RAYMOND CHANDLER, to his publisher

			

			
				1982

				E. and I went into town. (such a funny perspective being in the Valley—anyways—today was the first time I went “over the hill”)….

				I think this time in L.A. I can finally get past all of the shit from my past and just accept L.A. for what it is.

				You can’t expect any more from this town. And there are advantages. In short, I finally do fully understand the reasoning and motivation behind moving to L.A….

				I have good ideas (take a gas station and rehab it into a café/gallery. Who knows?).

				AARON PALEY

			

			
				JANUARY 17

				 

				1769

				We set out from the place in the morning, and as soon as we entered the plain we saw a bare chain of mountains covered with snow, which we descried on entering the valley of Santa Clara; from the hills we also saw the Porciúncula River. We crossed the plain in a southeasterly direction, arrived at the river, and forded it, observing on its sands rubbish, fallen trees, and pools on either side, for a few days previously there had been a great flood which had caused it to leave its bed.

				
				FRAY JUAN CRESPI

			

			
				1876

				At daylight we stopped in San Fernando cañon for breakfast, and of all the meals in California, for meanness, that was the champion. The mutton—they don’t eat much else—was so tough that it was beyond the powers of human grinders to masticate it. I gave it up.

				D. L. PHILLIPS

			

			
				1882

				I hear the San Juan paper is out—but my Atlantic has not arrived—& if you will believe it, I can’t buy one in this place….

				Whoever will come & and live a year on this coast, can make a book of romance which will live: It is a tropic of color and song. It is real pain to have to skim over it flying, as I do. —

				HELEN HUNT JACKSON, to her editor

			

			
				1960

				I am, of course, the Robert Rich who wrote the original story and screenplay of a simple—if not simple-minded—little film called The Brave One, for which young Rich was awarded an Oscar. He hasn’t got it yet, and neither have I. However, it’s just as well, for although those statues look like gold, I’m told they’re nothing but pot-metal inside….

				[T]he only woman I ever married is still at my side. She brings in extra money as a photographer, so we eat well and love each other rather more than we did on that day twenty-two years ago when each confronted the other, with justifiable suspicion.

				DALTON TRUMBO, to an editor

			

			
				
				JANUARY 18

				 

				1847

				We left the Puebla this morning….Our hearts were heavy and forebodings of misfortune not wanting….

				It is nothing but my sense of duty as an officer that compels me to take the trip—A great majority of the men have as good as no shoes—some none at all—already they begin to complain of sore feet—a falling house it is said, will be deserted by the rats—so with us—Some of the servants refused to accompany the officers—upon whom they had been in attendance. Commodore Stockton said that he did not consider that peace was made with these people until they complyed with the terms of their treaty—that they had rendered up their arms. This they have not done—nor do they evince any disposition so far as I have heard—of doing so. They do not carry themselves as a people conquered or even overpowered—On the contrary they boast of having compelled us to make terms, and there is not an American who had been resident in the country but expects another revolution.

				DR. JOHN S. GRIFFIN

			

			
				1935

				There was a little open space the other day: I was walking and thinking of you in Ojai, and open space of country, and suddenly I knew what wildness was. I hissed and grunted and found myself expanding with a big heart ’til for a moment I was out of my mind and only tremendously alive.

				I did not know you were wildly intoxicating. And now I have only very present memories. Life has been short, has only begun. And I can see in the corner your eyes, never turned away. And your hair is some kind of a promise, I don’t know of what, perhaps that it will reach your shoulders and that I may bury myself in it.

				
				Perhaps I am satisfied that you, who I know are a fragment, you are entirely another’s. And yet, these days you are always with me.

				It is late and I am tired and I love you and want to be with you.

				I am sure there is something unexplainably and mysteriously sacred about the Valley, something including evil.

				JOHN CAGE, to Pauline Schindler

			

			
				1939

				We are getting more and more murals in our public buildings. Now if we can just increase the proportion of morals to keep up with the murals everything will be grand.

				LEE SHIPPEY

			

			
				JANUARY 19

				 

				1856

				And it further appearing by satisfactory proof to the judge here, that all of the said persons of color are entitled to their freedom, and are free and cannot be held in slavery or involuntary servitude, it is therefore argued that they are entitled to their freedom and are free forever….

				Given under my hand as judge of the First Judicial District Court of the State of California, on the 19th day of January, A.D. 1856, at the City of Los Angeles.

				JUDGE BENJAMIN HAYES

			

			
				
				1858

				I walked through a beautiful garden & vineyard this afternoon. In the garden orange & lemon trees hung full of fruit. Fine cabbage, peas in bloom & many other vegetables. Pinks & flowers were to be seen on every side. The day warm and pleasant. Fig trees. This man can truly say that he can sit under his own vine & fig tree.

				JAMES GILLESPIE HAMILTON

			

			
				1971

				Your review filled me with joy, as your earlier letter did. I have been able to encourage other writers, but never until now have the tables been turned so blessedly on me. To you I can confess that I left the academic world to write popular fiction in the hope of coming back by underground tunnels and devious ways into the light again, dripping with darkness. You encourage me to think that there was some strange merit in this romantic plan.

				ROSS MACDONALD, to Eudora Welty

			

			
				JANUARY 20

				 

				1868

				My Dear Mary: —By my drinking to excess, and gambling also, I have involved myself to the amount of about three thousand dollars which I have borrowed from time to time from friends and acquaintances [under] the promise to return the same the following day, which I have often failed to do. To such [an extent] have I gone in this way that I am now ashamed to meet my fellow man on the street; besides that, I have deeply wronged you as a husband, by spending my money instead of maintaining you as it becomes a husband to do. Though you have [never] complained of my miserable conduct, you nevertheless have suffered too much. I therefore, to save you from farther disgrace and trouble, being that I cannot maintain you respectably, I shall end this state of thing this very morning….

				
				If I write these few lines, it is to set you [right] before this wicked world, to keep slander from blaming you in [any] manner whatever. Now, my dear beloved, I hope that you will pardon me….It is time to part, God bless you, and may you be happy yet, your husband Damien Marchesseault.

				MAYOR DAMIEN MARCHESSEAULT, in his suicide note

			

			
				1880

				Respected Mr. & Mrs. Cohn,

				On this day of so much joy for you and your family, allow us to join our humble congratulations and sincere wishes to those of your many friends on the occasion of the marriage of your dear child and [the] good young man whom providence has destined for her. May the God of Abraham, of Isaac and Jacob bless their union and be with them.

				May she be amiable to her husband as Rachel, wise as Rebecca, long lived and fruitful as Sarah. May both, to your joy, see their children’s children unto the third and fourth generation, filled with all the blessings which we invoke upon them, as well as upon you.

				BISHOP FRANCIS MORA

			

			
				1938

				Oh, Joe, can’t producers be wrong? I’m a good writer—honest.

				F. SCOTT FITZGERALD, to a director

			

			
				
				1940

				It is as if you tipped the United States up so all the commonplace people slid down here into Southern California.

				FRANK LLOYD WRIGHT

			

			
				2018

				“Girls just wanna have fun-damental human rights,” “I’ve seen better cabinets at Ikea,” “We are girlcotting this presidency,” and “Donald Trump uses [reviled Microsoft Word font] Comic Sans” were a few of my favorite posters at the women’s march in downtown LA. Everyone was fired up, empowered, and sick of Donald Trump’s s**t. The rally was full of positive energy and support for women of all races, religions, sexualities, classes, and origins. The speakers discussed political and social rights, and there was live music! After, my friend and I walked through downtown to buy plants. I bought a little air plant in a glass container. As an environmental science major, I should really be better at not killing plants, but honestly I always forget to water them. My little air plant, that I named Sheldon, only needs to be watered once every two weeks though, so I should be able to keep the little guy alive for awhile. Plus, everytime I water him I’ll remember the women’s march. This country definitely isn’t perfect, but there are a lot of great people here that I trust to keep the country growing.

				JULIA CAMPBELL

			

			
				
				JANUARY 21

				 

				1861

				That portion of our party which went to the Lighthouse had the good fortune to see the shot from a boat…and the chase, first up, then down the coast. In their excitement, they thought the run was four miles. Capt. C, who was the lucky shot, says not more than three-fourths of a mile, when the flurry ended in death; he brought in the whale that same night. Often, however, it sinks and does not rise….

				Both these companies employ chiefly Indian hands, at $15 per month. The work is measurably light, and the Indians well content with this pay, better than they can get at any other kind of employment.

				Capt. Packard considers that he has done well, but thinks the large number of ships that will come here next season on hearing of the success of his venture will seriously interfere with the proceeds of those who operate on land and will soon destroy the whales.

				JUDGE BENJAMIN HAYES

			

			
				1939

				It rained glorious rain all day.

				RAY BRADBURY

			

			
				1957

				I woke a little late and reread Orson’s rewrite of Touch of Evil. It now lacks only good dialogue to make it a really meritable script. The makeup test was a great success. Bud Westmore made me look so acceptably Mexican they’re cutting the covering lines about my not being. Orson thinks a moustache is in order; if I start today I can just make it. We also had a Mexican tailor begin work on a suit, which will help.

				
				CHARLTON HESTON

			

			
				1982

				We saw a meteor falling to Earth.

				It was close to the surface. A few hundred yards—no more. A bright wide vertical swath of white light.

				I stood on top of the mountain at Beverly Glen. I could see the snow on the San Gabriel mountains, the mountains of Simi Valley, Catalina Island and Palos Verdes. It was a stunning spectacle—as high as possible—the city stretching around me—reaching upwards.

				AARON PALEY

			

			
				2006

				I had a book talk and signing Thursday evening at the Los Feliz library, so I departed lovely Mar Vista early to beat the crush. To be more precise, I pulled out of the Starbucks at Barrington and National, fortified with caffeine for the Santa Monica Freeway, right about 4:30. Ten minutes into the trip, my editor at Los Angeles Magazine called. She had just left Wilshire and Ogden, headed for Altadena via surface streets. We chatted about gossip, did some serious work and compared traffic notes. Mine was flowing smooth and easy, so I decided to keep it simple and barrel straight up Vermont. With luck I’d get an hour at Fred 62 to collect my thoughts.

				Her drive was a grind, hammered by buses and short lights. We had time to discuss a story and dissect the day’s headlines. I’m not sure when we realized what might be coming. In retrospect, perhaps we should have given it the reverence you afford a perfect game in baseball and let the feat go unmentioned until it was official. But we didn’t. She began to call off the street names. Catalina slipped past. “Can you see El Pollo Loco?”

				
				I could. As I rolled north on Vermont, she idled three cars back from the red light on eastbound Olympic. “Oh look,” she reported. “There’s a bicycle behind you.”

				Two Angelenos passing in the sprawl, our paths intersecting in time and space and the ether of cell phone technology.

				KEVIN RODERICK

			

			
				JANUARY 22

				 

				1885

				I am gaining very slowly and walking, and I’m still on crutches, and I fear likely to be so for months. But if one must be helpless I know of no place in the world where one can bear it better than in Southern California. The hills are already green, as velvet, the barley many inches high, and some volunteer patches in full head, larks and linnets singing all along the roads, and all sorts of flowers in full bloom in the gardens; nevertheless it is cool enough to make a fire welcome, indeed needful, at night and in the morning; the perfection of weather.

				I hope you have read my story Ramona and become converted by it (if you needed conversion) on the Indian question. I have, in this book, flung my last weapon! If this does not tell, I know nothing more to do. In my Century of Dishonor I tried to attack people’s consciences directly, and they would not listen. Now I have sugared my pill, and it remains to be seen if it will go down.

				HELEN HUNT JACKSON, to her editor

			

			
				
				1989

				Dear former President Reagan,

				Welcome back to Los Angeles, to be sure from a design and development point of view, a very different Los Angeles from the one in which you and Nancy once lived.

				In your waning days as president, one of your more popular lines was to ask people whether they were better off now than they were 8 years ago. No doubt a select portion of L.A.’s population is, judging from the over-subscription of the pricey-per-plate testimonials honoring you; the sizes and costs of the custom-designed houses rising here like souffles.

				SAM HALL KAPLAN

			

			
				JANUARY 23

				 

				1930

				Of all the Christbitten places and businesses in the two hemispheres this one is the last curly kink on the pig’s tail. And that’s without prejudice to D. W. Griffith. I like him and think he’s good. But, Jesus, the movies!

				STEPHEN VINCENT BENÉT

			

			
				1936

				I do not look forward to their [my children’s] future with pleasure, not even with confidence. I see only war and taxes.

				HAMLIN GARLAND

			

			
				
				1987

				While driving through Beverly Hills with Julie today, saw an RTD bus pulled over next to some park. The driver was outside practicing his golf swing with a club. Only in Beverly Hills. Also walked by Andy Rooney shooting a piece in Westwood. Weird Thursday morning.

				CAROLYN KELLOGG

			

			
				JANUARY 24

				 

				1826

				Some of the men are kept employed [breaking] wild horses. Daniel Ferguson, one of our men, when leaving the mission on the 18th hid himself, and we could not find him; the corporal who commands at the mission promised to find him, and send him on to us. But I expect we shall not see him again. The weather continues fine.

				HARRISON ROGERS

			

			
				1940

				While I was seated and drinking a boy brought a piece of paper on which was written: “Mr. Dreiser—would you honor me by having a drink with me—John Stemtuck” or some such name. My near reading sight is not much without eye glasses and they weren’t handy. Anyhow, without thinking more about it (I took it to be from a total stranger—someone not known to me in any way) I decided, if you please, to go over and be as pleasant as possible and get it over with.

				
				How it came off, what you thought (and now I am wondering) I can only guess. Somewhere along the way I must have stuck the note in my pocket and forgotten it. And I know now (perhaps 6 weeks later) that you did not trouble to enlighten me. And right you were. But what a boor you must have taken me to be!

				And today, 6 weeks later, I’m regretting it all so much. I’m so truly sorry for myself. For today I upset my ink well and spilled ink on a crumpled piece of paper lying on my desk. How it got there I don’t know. Anyhow I picked it up to throw it into the waste basket….

				And then—Christ—what a dunce! The one man I’ve been truly wanting to meet since I read Of Mice and Men, not to mention your beautiful and powerful Grapes of Wrath. And there I sat and then walked away without saying anything!—trashy formalities. My God!

				Well, anyhow, here I am. And that is my story. And tears won’t collect and bottle spilled milk. But maybe they’ll dissolve the righteous and yet mistaken opinion you’re holding concerning me. I hope so. For, although you’ve met me, you’re still the one man I want to meet—and talk to—and will—your gracious and far-reaching charity permitting—

				THEODORE DREISER, to John Steinbeck

			

			
				2009

				Mis dreams. Bubbling up, también—con el tarry viscosity and regularity de ese glug glug glug que se escucha at the La Brea Tar Pits—from the primeval swamp sine qua non: el subconsciente. My dream/journal. Working on, working out tantas cosas.

				SUSANA CHÁVEZ-SILVERMAN

			

			
				
				JANUARY 25

				 

				1962

				2457 Folsom St.

				Boyle Heights

				I wish I had time to tell you some of my latest dreams….I hope you dig this, man!!! I am going to try this on my own….by the time I get to Hanford I may be forced to take a hard look at the situation and decide to latch on to the dear old paycheck for all its worth and continue here in the little office and really enjoy it. What I need is an accomplice to go along with me.

				CESAR CHAVEZ, to his mentor

			

			
				2004

				Whenever I come to L.A. I feel as though I have left my real world and stepped into a parallel universe. It is familiar the way a movie is but the lawns are greener, the colors of the bougainvillea more intense, the sun glinting off windshields seems brighter and people wear clothes I’ve only seen on TV.

				Last night we attended a Hollywood party for cast and crew to celebrate the five Golden Globe nominations Lost in Translation received. I learned about the party at the last minute….

				At midnight there was a stir as Bill Murray and his wife arrived directly from a European flight. Bill is in Wes Anderson’s film The Life Aquatic, shooting in Rome. When I greeted Bill I’d forgotten how tall he is, how far he had to bend down to kiss me on the cheek, and I stumbled backwards. It was the first time I’d seen him with grey hair and a beard. He introduced me to his wife. I’d heard he was very devoted to his family. I asked her about her children. She said, “We have six boys. Two boys seventeen and nineteen from Bill’s previous, ah, earlier marriage and four ages two to ten.” Her eyes grew dark and I thought I saw pain in them as she took a big gulp of wine. I imagined how difficult it could be, home with four school-aged children while your charismatic actor husband is being catered to on a movie location in Rome.

				
				As the evening wound down and we walked out through the big carved door I was glad to be alone with just Francis.

				ELEANOR COPPOLA

			

			
				JANUARY 26

				 

				1847

				This morning the Indians were busy in burying their dead.

				HENRY STANDAGE

			

			
				1932

				My Constance Bennett scenario wasn’t passed by the Constance Bennett section of R.K.O. They had about twenty stories to choose from and they chose another. As a matter of fact, I am learning a tremendous lot of what is required in motion pictures, not only the angles but the interests that the public want, and when I get back I’ll be able to give British Lion a real rip-snorter….

				At twelve o’clock to-day I presented myself at the Biltmore Hotel to address the Los Angeles Advertising Club. There were about two hundred people present—one of the biggest gatherings they have had since Will Rogers addressed them, and Will is a star turn.

				
				I talked upon “Crime and the Law,” and my speech was broadcast. I discovered this after I had got down there, and it was a little disconcerting.

				EDGAR WALLACE

			

			
				JANUARY 27

				 

				1940

				We didn’t reply to those last letters of yours and Ruth’s out of a combination of growing desperation and the mañana fever that grips one after being out here a few weeks; though strictly speaking there is no such thing out here as a few weeks, it’s just one lifeless eternity.

				S. J. PERELMAN

			

			
				1977

				Life is cloudless here in every sense.

				KENNETH TYNAN

			

			
				JANUARY 28

				 

				1940

				This part of California seems to me completely loathsome, but I like San Francisco.

				ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT

			

			
				
				1947

				I have been led by strange ways indeed, and in my youth could never have dreamed that I would spend my latter days as an American on this palm-grown coast. But at bottom destiny has always been well-disposed to me, and I cannot but marvel at the way the individual always triumphs over the general, wins through against circumstances. I live here and do my work as I used to in Munich’s Herzogpark, and my “de-Germanization,” to use Nietzsche’s word, has not progressed very far after all. On the contrary, I find that in these happier foreign parts I have become all the more conscious of my Germanism. Especially during the past two and a half years I have been occupied with a novel [Doktor Faustus]—or whatever the thing should be called—which I hope to complete within a few days and which is something so utterly German that I have the greatest fears concerning its translatability.

				THOMAS MANN

			

			
				1982

				Saw L. at [the Los Angeles County Museum of Art] today. It was very pleasant. He was very helpful. Offered to introduce me to everyone I should meet.

				Went across the street to [the Craft and Folk Art Museum] and Edith Wyle was as friendly as a cat. Gave me a personal tour of the annex (I can’t believe all the beautiful women in that office—)

				AARON PALEY

			

			
				
				JANUARY 29

				 

				1882

				We arrived in Los Angeles at eight this morning and went immediately to the Pico House, which is on the Plaza, or town square, in the lower part of the town. We were hungry and enjoyed a delicious breakfast of fried chicken, eggs, chocolate, strawberries, oranges and griddle cakes. For supper tonight we had hot tamales, made by Mexican women, of beef, corn meal and red peppers, stuffed into a corn husk and then boiled….

				The nights of Los Angeles are always cool and one can sleep under blankets the year round. Few persons are troubled with sleepless nights, or wake in the morning feeling more tired than they retired the evening before, which we all know is a common occurrence in the East….

				Blizzards or sand storms are rare; the only one of importance took place April 2, 1872, and almost obscured the sun’s light. The number of perfect cloudless days averages about two hundred in the year. During the summer the city is favored with a sea breeze in the afternoon, which is very pleasant and relieves the intense heat of the sun. Foliage remains green until several months after the last rain; in fact, the sun does not seem to have the same power that it does east of the Rockies. Sunstrokes are unknown, and there have been but two cases of rabid dogs reported in the whole State of California.

				Through East Los Angeles there flows what we in the East would call a brook, but here it is designated as Los Angeles River.

				L. VERNON BRIGGS

			

			
				
				1928

				Writing is next to impossible—what with the purling of fountains, the drawling of mockingbirds, the roaring of surf, the blazing of movie stars, the barking of dogs, the midnight shakings of geraniums, the cruising of warships, etc., etc….

				The peculiar mixtures of piety and utter abandon in this welter of cults, ages, occupations, etc., out here make it a good deal like Bedlam. Retired schoolmarms from Iowa, Kansas and all the corn-and-wheat belt along with millions of hobbling Methuselahs, alfalfa-fringed and querulous, side by side with crowds of ambitious but none-too-successful strumpets of moviedom, quite good to look at….

				Our house, a large U with patio and fountain, rambles all over the place, and is almost vertical to the observatory on Mt. Wilson. Plenty of roses, camellias, oleanders, acacias, etc., as well as a good wine-cellar. I’ve just been interrupted by the butler bringing in a makeshift for champagne, composed of carbonated apple-juice with a sling of gin; so all attempts at epistolary consecutivety are hereby and henceforth abandoned!

				HART CRANE

			

			
				JANUARY 30

				 

				1848

				I was on guard—It was Sunday and crouds of persons were walking on the heights, the day was beautiful, our band was present playing some beautiful airs I had a visit from a number of ladies among whom was the fair Isadora—I invited them in to the guard room and shewed them all the attention I could

				LIEUTENANT JOHN MCHENRY HOLLINGSWORTH

			

			
				
				1936

				Rollo the Whale is having a picnic off Laguna Beach these days.

				Maybe Rollo isn’t his name, but it ought to be. He is a jolly, friendly mountain of blubber, coming just as close inshore as he can to play.

				He was late arriving this year—he’ll turn around and go north again next month—but he’s having a grand time while he’s here.

				Rollo can be seen every day off the rocks of Three Arches. He comes to the top and spouts a huge column of water in the air, flips his tail, threshes around in the sea, dives, reappears and spouts some more.

				It is like a fountain with St. Vitus dance….

				ED AINSWORTH

			

			
				JANUARY 31

				 

				1867

				Up pretty early & baked grub and afterwards we all posted off to town. Passed a few low flat-roofed whitewashed & solitary looking Mexican houses on the right & left. Passed over the Los Angeles river on a narrow foot bridge & followed a very winding street up into the central part of the town. On the right & left were large gardens filled with grape vines, lime trees, oranges & many curious trees that were strange to me. Most of the buildings on this st (Aliso) were Spanish. Even at the business center were a large number of the limed one story, flat-roofed buildings. Most of the merchants were Germans, Jews & Mexicans or Spaniards. Passed up to the P.O. first thing. All letters as they were received were posted in a small book. Didn’t find my name. Bill got two.

				WILLIAM HENRY JACKSON

			

			
				
				1937

				Since the 9th of November I have been sitting in the most terrible construction mess, with winter storms during which I have to go up on the roof at 4 in the morning to direct the water into another channel so that my gallery does not flood. There’s not been such a cold winter like this in 23 years, therefore construction had to be stopped, and that with open doors and walls and windows. I sit with all my earthly belongings in the picture storage room. At the same time there’s the lack of trained workmen and everything gets done wrong, so that I, who pay every penny, have to supervise everything, because if one is going to create something, it must happen with intelligence and for that even the gods search here in vain. If I had kept a diary of my contractor’s stupidity, no one would believe it. I have no problem dealing with the workers. Then there are my other commitments and playing girl Friday. Am I still alive? Yes. I will survive and my thanks will be the enthusiasm of my friends.

				GALKA SCHEYER

			

		

	
		
		
			
			FEBRUARY 1

			 

			
				1928

				The notable hour of the day was sunset on the Palos Verdes Hills: not a gorgeous sunset,—but exquisite in rose and grey of water, clouds and hills. I realized how much one misses living in an ugly, squat, city like Glendale, surrounded by box-like abominations in brick,—or worse, stucco and cardboard pretensions.

				EDWARD WESTON

			

			
				1945

				Our second preview, which seemed to play better to a sparser and graver audience, but had rather a high percentage of bad cards. We have a stunning picture [Sunset Boulevard] which it’s going to be hard to get people to see.

				CHARLES BRACKETT

			

			
				FEBRUARY 2

				 

				1942

				My husband and I went to the Alien Registration Office. There were four policemen on guard. It is only a little after opening hour of eight, but there are many people there. There are Germans and Italians, but Japanese make up the majority.

				AOKI HISA

			

			
				
				1962

				I had dinner last night with the Attorney-General of the United States, Robert Kennedy, and I asked him what his department was going to do about Civil Rights and some other issues. He is very intelligent, and besides all that, he’s got a terrific sense of humor….he was the guest of honor and when they asked him who he wanted to meet, he wanted to meet me. So, I went to the dinner and I sat next to him, and he isn’t a bad dancer either.

				MARILYN MONROE, to her stepson

			

			
				1962

				Marilyn would have been a terrible problem, though I am crazy about her. The studio is beginning to view her as Marat must have regarded the lethally-poised Charlotte Corday. Of course, Marilyn can’t help her behavior. She is always in terror. Not so different from you and me, only much prettier!

				DOROTHY PARKER

			

			
				1968

				Sent off the letter about the novel contest. Spent the day at Brookside [Park]….Love it enjoy it write it in bursts.

				OCTAVIA E. BUTLER

			

			
				
				FEBRUARY 3

				 

				1861

				The nights have been too cold for me to write without bringing on my rheumatism, and my days have been entirely occupied, much of the time with fatiguing travel or field work. Today is lovely again. I am writing this sitting under a tree, minus coat, vest, and hat, thermometer at 80° in shade, and sky as clear as August.

				WILLIAM H. BREWER

			

			
				1911

				As regards collaboration, it’s not a case of my meeting the wrong kind of person. The point is, I’m the wrong kind of person. It’s nobody’s fault but mine—this inability to collaborate….

				I am on such shaky legs just now, that with interest on mortgages overdue, taxes unpaid, and heavy month’s bills coming in from everywhere, I was compelled to flee here to Los Angeles so as to stall off payment for a while. I haven’t paid my ranch foreman’s salary for three months. I managed to raise the wages for the first of February for the laborers, and they’re the only ones that I’ve paid….

				And there’s the
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