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PREFACE

The first volume of this biography ended in 1962. Some reviewers were baffled. Why end halfway through Arthur Miller’s life? Was it not a way of evading difficult questions about his Down’s syndrome son, Daniel, born five years later? Did I not feel that his work for International PEN was worth exploring? Others thought it a sensible point to end. After all, were his major plays not now behind him? Was his relationship with Marilyn Monroe, which in the eyes of one or two was his principal claim to fame, not now at an end? The answer was more banal. The book was a third of a million words long. If I had tried to extend it to 2005 it would have stood at some risk of damaging those who tried to lift it.

In fact, the second half of Miller’s life was packed with interest, and a second volume already existed in draft. In 1962, a further eighteen plays lay ahead (including his third-longest-running – The Price – his fourth-longest running – After the Fall – and the Olivier-award-winning Broken Glass), as did five films, a novella and a cluster of short stories. Alongside these were collections of essays and the books he produced with his wife, the Magnum photographer Inge Morath.

As the House Un-American Activities Committee pointed out in 1956, Arthur Miller had been an inveterate signer of petitions and letters of protest, but with the 1960s he moved more directly into the political arena. The Vietnam War became a central concern – a crusade, even. He flew to Paris to negotiate with the North Vietnamese, attended one of the first teach-ins on the war, became a regular figure on the public platform at protest rallies. He campaigned for Senator Eugene McCarthy. In 1968 he went to the infamous National Democratic Convention in Chicago as a delegate and witnessed the fallibility of the democratic process. Beyond that, he became President of International PEN, in which role he would work for the release of imprisoned writers around the world, even as the CIA attempted to penetrate the organization, almost certainly having a hand in his election.

He fought against censorship, lobbied on behalf of writers. He met the leading political figures of the time, including Mikhail Gorbachev, Nelson Mandela and Fidel Castro. Awarded international prizes, he seized the opportunity to make contentious public statements. In Spain, he spoke of the evils of the Spanish Civil War. In accepting the Jerusalem Prize, he attacked aspects of Israeli policy. Invited to Washington to deliver the Jefferson Lecture, he mocked politicians, many of whom were in the audience.

If Arthur Miller was shaped by his times, then he equally set himself to shape them, frequently leaving his desk to take up the issues of the day. Until 1962 he had seldom been abroad. Now, married to Inge Morath, he became a world traveller and his work reflected this fact. He set plays in France, Czechoslovakia and South America. He published books with Inge as they explored Russia and China together. He directed plays in Europe and Asia. He also became one of the first American dramatists to engage with the Holocaust, an implacable fact which he saw as raising questions not only about the country that initiated, planned and enacted it (and he remained suspicious of a united Germany) but also about human nature. His notes are scattered with references to Cain and Abel, to the first murder as brother turned against brother, creating a template. An atheist, he remained fascinated with the evident need to create a God as moral sanction, even though religion lay at the heart of so many conflicts. This, in turn, took him back to his Jewish identity, always problematic and always there.

Broken marriages always offer their fascinations, less because truth emerges at the breaking point than because they expose emotions normally kept under cover or control. In Miller’s case there was another reason, as his story, for a while, became entangled with that of the most famous woman in America. Although his marriage to Marilyn Monroe lasted not much more than four years, and their relationship a decade, inevitably it draws the eye. What to make, then, of a happy marriage that lasted forty years?

There is a reason for the last chapter of Volume One ending with Inge Morath and the first chapter of this book beginning with her. I deliberately rewind the narrative to the beginning of that new story in his life. Inge was his lodestone. She was an independent person with a career of her own, but, unlike Marilyn, without a sense of dependency, a fact that she thought central to the success of their relationship. She transformed Miller, opening doors that had been closed, embodying as she did a European history that could not be wished away by American pragmatism. She was a partner in every sense. When she died, he was distraught. Intensely lonely, at the end of his life he found a young companion, a June and January romance that potentially leaves the outsider and the family alike uneasy, though for different reasons. She was, after all, young enough to be his granddaughter. There is no doubt, though, that he found consolation and companionship with her, and, when he fell ill, support, though in his last days he made his way back to his family and to the house in rural Connecticut he had left only a few weeks earlier when his deteriorating health made hospital a necessity. This was where he had been happy and where he had written all the plays, films and stories discussed here.

A major theme of this volume is the critical disdain with which he was increasingly treated in his own country. For some thirty years he suffered attacks from those who chose to see him as a relic of another age, some critics even returning to his plays of the 1940s and 50s to find there less classics of the American theatre than flawed efforts by a man whose reputation had outstripped his abilities. His plays of the 1970s, 80s and 90s had short runs, closing after a handful of performances. As a consequence Miller suffered from depressions, not clinical or lasting but a response to the virulence of the attacks.

Balancing this, however, was an international enthusiasm for his work that, far from slackening over the years, intensified. Awards proliferated. An unproduced work from the 1930s (The Golden Years) was rescued from oblivion and performed for radio, television and the stage. Other older plays were revived, including his first, failed, work, The Man Who Had All the Luck. His new works were embraced and celebrated. Alongside Samuel Beckett, he was seen as the most significant playwright of the twentieth century. In Germany, productions multiplied. In Eastern and Central Europe he seemed an accurate reader of the modern sensibility. In Israel he held the record for the longest-running play. In China he seemed to speak to their own situation.

Why should this be? Is it a matter of productions, fashion, taste, national predilections? Does theatre, perhaps, play a different role in different cultures? Miller had his own theories. He felt the lack, in his own country, of a theatre he could call his own, the kind of subsidized theatre that was the backbone of European drama. He had had high hopes for Lincoln Center but they had been quickly dispelled. In fact, for rather too long he clung to his belief that Broadway was the ultimate test, even as he denounced Broadway producers, the economics of the Great White Way and the peremptory power of the New York Times, cultural gatekeeper, in a position to determine whether a play ran or closed, whether an out-of-town production would move to New York or not. He was not alone in this. Edward Albee persevered too long in believing that Broadway was his natural home, eventually reconquering it by way of European, regional and Off Broadway theatres. Sam Shepard, by contrast, kept his distance.

In the end, perhaps, it is impossible to be sure. But by the end of his life Miller saw things begin to change. The film of The Crucible, starring his sonin-law to be Daniel Day-Lewis, was a significant success, the best film of any of his plays. Focus, the novel he had written when he despaired of making it as a playwright, now found its way to the screen. In its 1997–8 season the small Off Broadway Signature Theatre, under its director James Houghton,  devoted a year to his work, including both an early radio play and the premiere of Mr Peters’ Connections. There were major revivals of his earlier work (Brian Dennehy in Death of a Salesman, Liam Neeson in The Crucible). His final two plays (Resurrection Blues and Finishing the Picture) both opened in regional theatres.

Once Miller wrote, somewhat petulantly, to the editor of the New York Times, complaining that its second-string reviewer had been assigned to review his new play. When he died, the same paper assigned his obituary to a second-string reviewer along with a staff writer. While outlining his career, they suggested that his reputation would hang on a handful of plays, that he had not had a solid critical and commercial success in nearly forty years, that he was ‘probably the least subtle’ of America’s major playwrights and that his moral conclusions often ‘glare from his plays like neon signs in a diner window’.1 His successes outside America had evidently passed them by.

As I write this, it is sixty-six years since the failure of The Man Who Had All the Luck on Broadway. As the second decade of the twenty-first century begins, Miller’s plays are being staged everywhere from Broadway to theatres around the world. When they were first performed they had often seemed tied to the moment, responding to the pressures of the times. He, however, always insisted that he wrote metaphors rather than plays, and that is why they continue to live on the pulse, constantly reinvented, earthed in new realities. At a time of economic collapse and corporate corruption All My Sons, and The American Clock, seemed new-minted. But it is not a case of fortuitous echoes. The relevance of Arthur Miller’s plays derives from the fact that fathers continue to wish to live through their sons, that individuals are still invited to bow to arbitrary orthodoxies, that we all recognize and share the desire to leave some trace of our passing and are tempted to declare our own innocence even if it be at the price of declaring the guilt of others. In the last decades of Miller’s life his plays explored the nature of reality, the degree to which performance becomes a substitute for being, the extent to which what was once apparently so fixed has turned out to be arbitrary and evanescent.

In his last plays he looked back through his life, trying to make sense of it. A biography does no less, except that it is the nature of a life that it can never be contained within the covers of a book. If it could, it would not be worth writing about. In his review of a biography of August Strindberg Miller praised it for its refusal ‘to regard the writer’s novels, poems, essays and plays as “nothing but” some kind of barely disguised reportage of his life experiences … Everyone knew who his characters “really were”, but the gossip is gone and his art, in the end, is what endures.’2 At the same time he endorsed Ibsen’s claim that his true autobiography was to be found in his plays. It is inevitable, perhaps, to see the traces of Miller’s life in his work. In the end, though, he who in truth regarded all biography as a species of gossip, is immune. It is indeed the work that endures.


1

NEW BEGINNINGS


I feel strongly that Oliver Wendell Holmes was right. Not to share in the activity and passion of your time is to count as not having lived … St Augustine said … ‘Never fight evil as if it were something that arose totally outside of yourself.

Revd William Sloane Coffin1

The plays are my autobiography. I can’t write plays that don’t sum up where I am. I’m in all of them. I don’t know how else to go about writing.

Arthur Miller2



On a hot 1st of July in 1960 a thirty-seven-year-old Austrian woman set out from New York on her first trip across the United States. She was heading for Reno, Nevada, but followed a red crayon line drawn on her map by a friend that would take her on a southern route via Memphis and Albuquerque. With eighteen days to go before her assignment was due to begin she and her companion decided to take their time and see something of the country. They were both photographers. Her name was Ingeborg Morath (pronounced Mor-at), while her companion was her long-term lover, the fifty-one-year-old French photographer Henri Cartier-Bresson. She had worked as his assistant in the early 1950s before, in 1955, becoming a full member of the Magnum photographic agency. He had proposed marriage to her, despite himself being married. Inge declined. ‘Darling,’ she later told a friend, the writer Honor Moore, ‘some people are lovers and some people are husbands. Don’t marry anyone unless you want to live with them.’ She had had both, a passionate lover in Spain, who had also proposed marriage, and a less than passionate husband in England.

Cartier-Bresson had begun as a painter, a friend of the Surrealists, but had turned to photography in the early 1930s. He subsequently met and worked with a Hungarian photographer called André Friedmann, who changed his name to Robert Capa. Later the two of them, together with others, co-founded Magnum, the photographic agency (named after the bottle of champagne kept in their office). Also in the thirties Cartier-Bresson, a onetime enthusiast for the Communist Party, co-directed an anti-fascist film called Victoire de la vie, to raise funds for the Republican medical services in the Spanish Civil War. During the Second World War he spent three years in a prisoner-of-war camp, finally escaping and working for the underground, retrieving the Leica camera he had buried and photographing events in the last years of the war.

In Paris in the late 1940s, Inge had spent evenings with Capa and Cartier-Bresson when they met Sartre and Simone de Beauvoir. She found herself part of the intellectual world, going to galleries and the theatre, seeing a production of The Crucible by a man who was no more than a name to her and who lived on a distant continent. Then, as a photographer, she visited a country that had always fascinated her – Spain. The result was a book, Guerre à la Tristesse, published in 1955 (the English-language edition appeared the following year under the title Festival in Pamplona). She photographed the bullfighter Antonio Ordoñez, celebrated by Hemingway, as he prepared for a fight – intensely masculine but in his ornate clothes and with an attentive dresser, touched with the feminine, like many of the best actors from Olivier to Brando to Malkovich.

She went to Spain first in 1953, with Cartier-Bresson, and then in 1954 on her own. There she took a picture of Picasso’s sister and her family and in return was given a Picasso drawing that a decade later would hang in her new home in Roxbury, Connecticut. Susequently she would work in Iran, Mexico, South America and South Africa, but confessed that certain countries always exerted a particular fascination: Spain, Russia, China – all countries, she explained, whose influence extended beyond their borders, mother countries. And it was writers and artists, dancers, sculptors and actors, who eased her into these cultures.

From the end of the 1950s, she found herself working more often in the United States. The first photographs she took there have something of that awe which struck many European visitors. They feature not simply skyscrapers, but the different architectures juxtaposed seemingly randomly, Gothic church spires seen against angular office buildings. There is often a surreal quality to her images, the most striking example her picture of a llama, its head sticking out of the rear window of a car in Times Square. A photograph of a woman in a beauty parlour with a man, the fingers of one hand on her forehead and the other a blur, is called Perfect Eyebrow but is disturbingly reminiscent of Buñuel’s Un Chien Andalou in which a woman’s eyeball is slit with a cut-throat razor. In another picture women in fur-lined, figure-hugging costumes skate on the ice inside a bank on Madison Avenue.

Inge spoke of the advantage of having begun her career when she did, of inhabiting a less photographed world in which the image had not become as dominant as it later would. There were few photographic archives then, little sense that photographs belonged in books or on gallery walls. Their claim on attention was as a bringer of news, and the photo story dominated magazines which offered to put the world, suitably burnished on high gloss paper, in the hands of an awed and space-bound reader.

She was, she said, usually labelled a photojournalist. In many ways it is a misleading description, but one accepted by all members of Magnum. She recalled Cartier-Bresson’s explanation for this:


May I tell you the reason for this label? As well as the name of the inventor? It was Robert Capa. When I had my first show in the Museum of Modern Art in New York in 1948 he warned me: ‘Watch out what label they put on you. If you become known as a surrealist (surrealism is after all the concept of life that probably influenced me the most – much less so than surrealist painting) then you will be considered precious and confidential. Just go on doing what you want to do anyway but call yourself a photojournalist, which puts you into direct contact with everything that is going on in the world. So let it be, Henri.’



Cartier-Bresson and Inge travelled as photojournalists in 1960 on assignment to photograph a film then being shot in the Nevada desert. Having seen nothing beyond New York and Los Angeles, for Inge the journey was her first venture into the heart of America. Together they travelled to Gettysburg and Harper’s Ferry and on via the Blue Ridge Mountains to the small town of Asheville, North Carolina, where Thomas Wolfe had been born, an author whose work she knew and admired. Then it was on to Oak Ridge, and its Atomic Energy Museum, to Memphis and Little Rock, where American troops had had to defend the right of black children to attend a formerly all-white school. Inge noted: ‘The guide says it is called the city of roses and that there are a couple of things to see but in our minds this is the symbol of racial hatred … Do they dislike our cameras? Maybe they pay no attention, but their town is stamped and they too and one cannot like Little Rock anymore and just visit it and forget it.’3

For Inge the trip was her first experience of hamburgers. She had never before encountered drive-ins, motels, slot machines, Main Street America, in-room coffee machines, shoulder pads, the open road where cars


run like hurried beetles, stuffed with their passengers, men and women and children, with suitcases and paper bags, with beds and blankets. Sometimes a couple of naked feet stick out of a window to cool off, sometimes a tired arm stretches against the cool wind. There are the carelessly strung villages, the lonely trade posts announcing gasoline and Indian curios and coffee and hamburgers … The car makes its way past Española into the forests west of Taos [New Mexico] … There is a loneliness now in front of us, dust weaves a trail behind the car as we wind our way … Beyond Albuquerque, going west, signposts start to announce the last place to get gasoline before the desert starts, the last place to buy Indian headdresses and Squaw moccasins, the last place to see live snakes for free … The noises of men die slowly but as our car rolls over the continental division we know that the waters we will drink from now on will belong to rivers that in their turn belong to the Pacific and not anymore to our grey Atlantic and the noises of animals have taken over. The night is theirs.4



Inge wrote this just three years after Jack Kerouac’s On the Road appeared and it is a reminder that before she was a photographer she was a writer, and alongside the photographs she took on this journey she kept a journal that is a record of her induction into a country that would become her own. Sometimes she is in awe of what she sees, sometimes disapproving. Las Vegas, which ‘receives you, wearing stage make-up in full daylight and with the sophistication of a ham actor in an ambulant road show’, is a ‘perishable world’, which she characterizes as having ‘grown out of barbaric desires to gamble and gain and forget’.5

They arrived in Reno on the evening of 17 July into ‘a world so different from the loneliness of the trip, the world of a movie being started’.6 At this point Inge Morath’s journal ends. It would not be published until after her death, when it appeared with an afterword by her husband, Arthur Miller, who had first glimpsed her in the coffee shop of the Mapes Hotel, where most people involved in the film The Misfits were based. Having by now seen both Death of a Salesman and The Crucible she expected a solemn man. Instead she encountered him as he swam in a pool, telling what she described as ‘a very funny story, and very long’,7 a story that would later be published as Fame. Beyond that, he made little impact. ‘Arthur was always busy trying to get Marilyn to the set or from the set, so he was very remote. He came to dinner with a group of us – once. Otherwise he had to wait in the hotel. So I didn’t really get an impression of him as a person. Everybody was working quite hard. We were working from morning to night, for ten days or so.’ She was busy taking photographs, unfazed by the celebrity status of those she met, though Clark Gable did inscribe the back of her collar: ‘Clark Gable, Reno, Nevada, July 21st, 1960’.8 On his advice she later had it embroidered, for fear it would wash out.

Though she seems not to have noticed, it was in the heat of the Nevada desert that Arthur Miller’s second marriage, to Marilyn Monroe, was turning to ice. It was a film whose climax envisaged the possibility of an older man and a younger woman finding happiness together. The very title, however, had proved ironic as actors and crew watched the dissolution of a relationship that had always seemed unlikely and that would finally prove unsustainable. For the most part, though, this was lost on Inge Morath, whose present commission gave her the opportunity not only to see more of her adopted country but to meet and photograph some of America’s leading actors, including the most iconic, Marilyn Monroe. She photographed Miller but found it difficult to persuade them to pose together. The playwright-turned-screen-writer was amusing but she had no thoughts of a new relationship. Besides, Miller was married, if only just.

She already knew the film’s director, John Huston, from working on the set of Moulin Rouge in London and on The Unforgiven, filmed in Durango, New Mexico. It was on this shoot that she had rescued Audie Murphy, not only a movie star but the most decorated American of the Second World War. As she explained:


They went duck hunting. John Huston was there and José Ferrer. Huston was shooting duck so I went off on my own. I had a new telephoto lens and as I was looking through it I saw two heads in the water, way out, where there had been a boat. So I thought, somebody is in trouble. Someone was there so I gave them my camera and stripped down except for my bra, because I figured maybe someone could hold onto it. So I swam out and, indeed, Audie Murphy had fallen into the water wearing these western boots, so that he could hardly swim. The other guy had already been holding him for quite a while. By this time he was too tired to struggle very much. So we put him on my back, holding onto my bra strap, and the other man swam along beside. I would think twice about doing it again, though, because it was an awful long way to get back. All the others had just watched us. None of the big guys had come out to help us. They took us back in a Land Rover and someone from Time magazine got the story.9



By way of thanks Murphy gave Inge the watch he had worn during the war. Years later it stopped working and her then husband, Arthur Miller, gave it to a man who claimed he could mend it. He promptly disappeared.

Having finished her work, Inge returned to New York. Miller would follow some time later in a state of emotional disarray. It was November 1960. Clark Gable, with whom he had got on so well, now died of a heart attack. Here was one more reason for depression, though on 2 December the Magnum photographer Eve Arnold wrote to him saying that she had photographed Gable the week before his death and that he had told her he had loved the part and insisted that not a word should be changed.

The film was completed but a second marriage had ended in failure (his first, to Mary Slattery, finally concluding with his relationship to Marilyn), this one lasting only four and a half years. He and Marilyn were no longer speaking. He flew back alone, unsure what lay ahead. The Misfits had been the only piece of sustained writing he had done in seven years. He consulted his psychiatrist, Rudolph Loewenstein, and made a brief contact with Marilyn, retrieving photographs from her apartment and later meeting her at his mother’s funeral in March 1961.

The Misfits shoot had been a humiliation. Marilyn had treated him with open contempt and her affair with Yves Montand during the shooting of Let’s Make Love had been common knowledge. A relationship that was to have redeemed them both had ended in bitterness and recrimination. He took a certain pride in the film itself, though Bosley Crowther’s review in the New York Times had been dismissive. He found the characters shallow and inconsequential, as he did the film which, he asserted, ‘just doesn’t come off’.10 Time magazine described it as a dozen pictures all rolled into one and offered the opinion that ‘most of them, unfortunately, are terrible’. It was ‘an obtuse attempt to write sophisticated comedy, a woolly lament for the loss of innocence in American life and, above all, a glum, long, fatuously embarrassing psychoanalysis of Marilyn Monroe and what went wrong with their marriage’.11

Miller was conscious that the momentum of his career had stopped. In the brief eight years between 1947 and 1955 he had seen four of his plays produced, plays that would come to be seen as highpoints of American theatrical history. Since then he had lost his sense of direction and purpose, distracted by the demands of a wife he had hoped might liberate and support him, but also suffering from the aftermath of his involvement with the House Un-American Activities Committee. He was free now to return to his study, but was uncertain if he should do so. America was changing. A writer who had derived energy from resisting the mood of the times, questioning his country’s myths, he now felt he had little purchase on events or attitudes. Asked later why he had stopped writing for so many years, he said that he had become disillusioned with the theatre:


The production of A View from the Bridge clinched a growing feeling that the work I was doing was unimportant … I felt I was a kind of entertainer, succeeding in drawing a tear or a laugh, but it seemed to me that what was behind my plays remained a secret … I decided that either the audience was out of step or I was. There seemed to be no resolution – and yet there must have been one. I began to write more and more for myself.12



In truth, for much of the rest of his career he would suffer from momentary depressions, never amounting to a clinical condition but prompted by serious self-doubts as critical responses to his work eroded the confidence that had carried him through the 1940s and into the 50s. He would shake these off. Indeed, in some ways his periods of depression seem to have acted as a stimulus. But in the years that followed he would frequently abandon projects, losing his way or his self-belief, only to return to his desk the next day to start a new project, jot down his thoughts in a diary, engage with political issues. It is tempting to believe that the various causes he embraced were displacement activities, a reason to leave his desk and the difficult business of writing in what he felt was an increasingly hostile critical environment – except that he never did stop writing. Indeed, he was about to enter one of the most productive periods of his career, staging three plays in the four years between 1964 and 1968, even as he threw himself into opposition to the Vietnam War, became President of International PEN and travelled widely in Europe.

These last activities guaranteed a continued concern on the part of the FBI, which had not lost interest in him simply because he had survived his battle with the House Un-American Activities Committee, though as ever the content of the files it maintained hardly generates much confidence in its investigative capacities. In 1953, for example, HUAC had been desperate to establish the communist activities of those in the entertainment business. It had already summoned two of those involved in the production of Death of a Salesman (Elia Kazan and Lee J. Cobb), and Arthur Miller had been in their sights for many years. Then, Time magazine reported on a court case that cast an ironic light on the FBI’s attempt to prove that Miller had been a card-carrying member of the Communist Party.13 While it had been pursuing one Arthur Miller as a supposed subversive another Arthur Miller was a genuine spy.

It was suddenly revealed that in 1937 the Communist Party had planted spies in the New York Police Department. One of the most successful of their plants stayed in place for sixteen years, rising to the rank of lieutenant, and was on the verge of becoming captain when he was unmasked. In that time he had been so successful that when the department established Special Squad No. 1, designed to infiltrate the Party during the Second World War, four of its members were communist informants; as a result a number of the squad’s spies were unmasked. In 1944, twenty-eight detectives and police women had been Party members, supplying regular reports to Party HQ, one of them reportedly acting as a courier between the American Communist Party and Portugal. Finally the lieutenant was exposed and cited for trial, but then disappeared and was dismissed from the force in his absence. His name was Arthur Miller. So, as the FBI looked for evidence that a playwright called Arthur Miller had been a member of the Party and thus constituted a threat to America, another Arthur Miller was indeed a member and was busy subverting an investigatory unit. But then, while the playwright Miller was attending Communist Party meetings, he was also working in the Brooklyn Navy Yard, a high-security facility, repairing frontline warships, a fact that seems not to have troubled the Bureau.

In 1961, and in the wake of the spiritual debacle in Reno, retreat to his home in rural Connecticut seemed to have its attractions, retreat even from the business of writing. And when Miller did begin to write, the play he produced was not entirely new because he had been working on what was a blend of After the Fall and The Price for many years. It expressed his sense of false loyalties and lost certainties. The world had changed and so had he. As the central character in After the Fall laments, ‘I had a dinner-table and a wife, a child, and the world so wonderfully threatened by injustices I was born to correct! … Remember – when there were good people and bad people? And how easy it was to tell! The worst son of a bitch, if he loved Jews and hated Hitler, he was a buddy. Like some kind of paradise compared to this. Until I begin to look at it. God, when I think of what I believed I want to hide.’14

Speaking of her generation, Mary McCarthy once remarked that they were perforce believing socialists but also practising members of capitalist society. It was a contradiction that few negotiated with any grace. This was true of Miller. Old convictions were no longer sustainable, but nothing had replaced them beyond a general commitment to the idea of personal responsibility. Society, after all, which he had once seen as an expression of mutuality, had in his experience been transformed into a coercive force, deeply conservative and vindictive. There were, however, positive signs. A month after his return to Connecticut, John F. Kennedy was elected, a man seventeen months younger than himself; and in January Miller went to Washington, this time not summoned by a Congressional committee but to attend one of the many inauguration balls. His private life was also, and much to his surprise, about to be transformed.

In After the Fall the central character, Quentin, at one point confesses to his state of mind: ‘It all lost any point. Although I do wonder sometimes if I am simply trying to destroy myself … I have walked away from what passes as an important career … I still live in the hotel, see a few people, read a good deal, stare out of the window.’ In New York, Miller too lived in a hotel – the Chelsea – and had a similar sense of treading water. For all this, within two months of his return to New York he was involved with Inge. In a mere eight weeks he went from despair at the collapse of one relationship to the eager pursuit of another. He had met Inge again at the Magnum Agency, where he had gone to inspect photographs, and later hosted her in Connecticut when she and Cartier-Bresson went there to photograph him as part of a series on American intellectuals. He was not, it seems, a man who could be without female companionship for long. He needed emotional stability – something, of course, that had been lacking in his relationship with Marilyn.

At first, he and Inge were nervous about committing themselves. Both bore the scars of previous failed relationships, while Inge suspected she might be no more than a port in a storm for someone so recently divorced. He invited her to lunch and dinner. They were awkward occasions. Neither was any longer young. They felt an attraction but were at first both wary of commitments. Recently divorced, Quentin in After the Fall is unsure of his right to begin a new relationship: ‘I’m not sure, you see, if I want to lose her [Holga], and yet it’s outrageous to think of committing myself again … I have two divorces in my safe-deposit box. I tell you frankly, I’m a little afraid … of who and what I’m bringing to her … doubt ties my tongue when I think of promising anything again.’15 However, he also confesses that he cannot bear to be a separate person.

Inge said later, ‘We came to rely on each other and understand each other. Then we worked together on the movie version of A View from the Bridge. I started to photograph that so that we started to work together. Then he came after me to Paris’, on the way buying a Land Rover that would still be in his front drive forty-four years later, when he died. He was courting a woman he did not know whether he should marry. She was equally uncertain. In After the Fall Holga, the character modelled on her, remarks, ‘I am not helpless alone. I love my work. It’s simply that from the moment you spoke to me I felt somehow familiar, and it was never so before … It isn’t a question of getting married; I am not ashamed this way. But I must have something.’ In contrast to Quentin’s wife Louise, however, she tells him: ‘I am not a woman who must be reassured every minute, those women are stupid to me.’16 If Miller liked his privacy – something that had baffled and irritated his first two wives – then so did Inge: ‘He doesn’t like being disturbed when he’s working, but neither do I. He has a few bad habits like picking his teeth with a matchbox … But he’s so kind and relaxed…. He also has a very strong practical side. Up to now, I’ve always changed my own wheels. Now he does it.’17

For his part, Miller was torn. In After the Fall he captures the feeling. In reply to Holga’s insistence that he is not obliged to be with her Quentin replies, ‘Holga, I would go. But I know I’d be looking for you tomorrow.’18 For all their doubts about marrying again, Inge explained, ‘I guess we finally decided we had fallen in love and might as well.’19 There is a curious dying fall to the sentence and in the end it was perhaps her pregnancy that forced the issue. These were not days of casual abortions, nor of having children without the sanction of marriage. Besides, the fact of pregnancy focused their minds. The question of their future together was firmly on the table. With whatever doubts, they decided to give it a try – like her own parents, however, believing that their decision might yet prove revocable.

Miller’s relationship with Inge marked the beginning of a new phase in his life. The tensions of his marriage to Marilyn were behind him. Ahead lay a new child, unplanned but welcome. Ahead, too, lay an invitation to write for a new theatre, and if the first play he wrote for it looked backwards, that was because there were ghosts he needed to lay before moving on. For a man who had undergone Freudian analysis, the idea that the path to the future might lie through an exploration of the past was second nature. That play, After the Fall, would be an attempt to explore his own life but also that of the wider world. Like the sociologist C. Wright Mills, he remained convinced that ‘Neither the life of an individual nor the history of a society can be understood without understanding both’,20 and in a way Miller’s was what Mills called a ‘sociological imagination’. What was lacking in the sensibility of modern men and women, it seemed to him, as to Mills, was an awareness of ‘the intricate connexion between the patterns of their own lives and the course of world history … the interplay of man and society, of biography and history, of self and the world’.21

He rejected de Tocqueville’s definition of individualism as the ‘considered feeling which disposes each citizen to isolate himself from the mass of his fellows and withdraw into the circle of family and friends’ leaving ‘the greater society to look after itself’.22 It was not that his characters, for the most part, consciously enrol in the joint stock company of society but that they have internalized what they perceive as its values, even as they are motivated by personal necessities they can barely acknowledge. They contain the yes and no of their society. They call out their own names because they feel their identities under pressure, aware, if only vaguely, that there is a gap between their own self-image and the life they lead – a gap that Miller, in his early work, was inclined to see as generative of tragedy: ‘I think in the plays of mine that I felt were of tragic dimensions, the characters are obsessed with retrieving a lost identity, meaning that they were displaced by the social pressure, the social mask, and no longer could find themselves, or are on the verge of not being able to.’23 Of the protagonist of his first, failed, play, The Man Who Had All the Luck, he says, ‘He wants to know … where he leaves off [and] the world begins. He’s trying really to separate himself and to control his destiny.’24 At the same time there is a permeable membrane between the self and society which makes that tension unresolvable.

That sense of the tragic would now largely disappear from his work, though not the existential anxiety nor his exploration of the conditions under which the private and the public would interact. That would be evident in After the Fall, and The American Clock, in The Ride down Mount Morgan and Broken Glass. He would, however, now broaden his canvas, and not only in terms of a new epic form (The American Clock). To the Ohio of All My Sons, the Brooklyn of Death of a Salesman (where he confided it was set) and of A View from the Bridge, the Salem of The Crucible, he now added a European dimension, and it was Inge who opened the door to that wider world, to the opacities of the Holocaust and the surrealities of life in the totalitarian states of Central and Eastern Europe, as she lured him out of the America whose values he simultaneously embraced and challenged.

Writing in 1959, Mills had asked, ‘What fiction, what journalism, what artistic endeavour can compete with the historical reality and potential facts of our time? What dramatic vision of hell can compete with the events of twentieth-century war? What moral denunciations can measure up to the moral insensibility of men in the agonies of primary accumulation?’25 Writing in 1966, Philip Roth doubted literature’s capacity to capture American reality, quoting, approvingly, the critic Benjamin DeMott’s observation that there seemed to be a ‘universal descent into unreality’.26 What Miller thought to be lacking was precisely an account that could address the need of individuals to understand themselves within the wider context. Mills wrote as a sociologist making the case for sociology, but the need he registered was one that Miller understood and sought to address – not in the belief that we are pure products of social process but in the conviction that the self cannot be abstracted from society nor society understood outside the parameters of human behaviour. He was not offering himself as a sociologist. He did, though, see his function as a playwright as lying in the need to situate his characters in a world that was both an expression and a shaper of human desire.

History, for Miller, was not what it was for Descartes as described by Isaiah Berlin, a tissue of gossip and travellers’ tales. Nor was it some implacable fact. It was a consequence of willed decisions by people whose cruelties, betrayals aspirations were equally displayed in their private lives. A natural existentialist, Miller did not believe that responsibility ended where social action began, and that conviction led him into a darkness he now felt the need to address. Like so many others at this time he began to acknowledge the significance of the Holocaust, the shock of which had led to a two-decade-long silence. When he had briefly seen a group of survivors on his 1947 trip to Italy they had meant nothing to him. They were so much ‘burnt wood’. Now, and precisely because of his relationship with Inge, he sought to penetrate what otherwise could seem a mystery without solution. But he did so not as if the Holocaust were some event entirely separate from his American concerns, his exploration of the sensibility of individuals bewildered as to their own motives and actions, but as of a piece with them. He had always, of course, located his characters in history, acknowledged the distorting pressures of social values and political fiats. Now, he began to probe deeper, not least because he was willing to acknowledge his own complicity in the moral failings he dramatized.

None of this, of course, says anything about the quality of work he was to produce. Nor is it to suggest that his earlier plays lacked profundity, had any less engagement with history (he later wrote an essay called ‘The Crucible in History’) or leverage on present concerns. Indeed, his had always been an art that registered contemporary anxieties, a modern sense of alienation and moral equivocation for which he recognized historical parallels (as in his early radio play, Thunder from the Hills, which related Montezuma’s capitulation to Cortés to the European appeasement of the 1930s). It is simply to observe that in his work of the 1960s and after there was a broadening of his concerns and an intensified determination to track social and historic facts to their origins in a flawed human nature, if also a gradually growing doubt about the substantiality of identity and the history he wanted to inhabit and claim.

Miller now wrote in a very different environment from that in which he had scored his major successes. His most recent play, A View from the Bridge, had been staged in 1955 at a time of political reaction when, if dissent was suspect, so, too, was unsanctioned sexuality. The 1960s, it was already clear, were to be different. In 1962 Daniel Bell, another sociologist, published The End of Ideology, whose subtitle was On the Exhaustion of Political Ideas in the Fifties. Miller was instinctively hostile, though the fifties had marked his own defection from Marxism and, interestingly, Bell devotes space to an account of the Brooklyn waterfront and the murder of Pete Panto, which had inspired A View from the Bridge. In part, his suspicion of Bell may have been because, a one-time member of the Young People’s Socialist League, he had drifted to the right, and in part because he seemed to be suggesting a new age of conformity, the abandonment of a resistant spirit. Miller retained his passion, even if it had lost its ideological context.

In fact, he should have found Bell’s analysis disturbingly apt. Bell wrote: ‘In the West, among the intellectuals, the old passions are spent. The new generation, with no meaningful memory of these old debates, and no secure tradition to build upon, finds itself seeking new purposes within a framework of political society that has rejected, intellectually speaking, the old apocalyptic and chiliastic visions … At the same time, American culture has almost completely accepted the avant-garde.’ Ideology, he insisted, ‘is intellectually devitalized’ even as the ‘emotional energies – and needs – exist’.27

Miller was, indeed, confronted with an avant-garde for whom his commitments seemed, at first, an irrelevance, though as the decade advanced, so Vietnam and a revisionist version of Marxism gained traction on the arts. Bell recognized the emergence of a ‘new Left’ which evidenced passion and energy but, he complained, ‘little definition of the future’, projecting a utopia void of content and justifying, along with previous utopias, the moral primacy of that future over the present. Miller was to feel the same impatience with the new radicals and what seemed to him their disregard of history and, indeed, of present paradigms, except when their interests coincided with his own on the issue of Vietnam. In terms of his own plays, whatever his commitments, he had never been an ideological writer (except in his first college plays). They can, however, be read as in part a critique of prevailing political and cultural assumptions. In the plays he would write in the second half of his career he continued that critique and those explorations, but registered more profound tremors in the moral world; and later he questioned the status of the real, the extent to which lives are performed rather than lived. The desire for an authentic identity remained a primary subject (The Ride Down Mount Morgan, Broken Glass, Mr Peters’ Connections, Finishing the Picture), but this was seen now in the context of a deeply problematic reality (as in Two-Way Mirror). Increasingly, his characters seemed to lose confidence in their own substantiality.

Once, in the 1930s, he had embraced a chiliastic view, looking for an immediate transformation of society, a redemptive revolution of thought and action such as that advocated by Norman Thomas, six times socialist candidate for the presidency of the United States, whose cry was ‘Socialism in our time’. Now, he had moved to what Max Weber called an ethic of responsibility. This remained his position, but in the context of the Holocaust (as reflected in After the Fall, Incident at Vichy, Playing for Time and Broken Glass) he was prepared to grant its moral complexity. As the twentieth century ended and the twenty-first began, his perception would be that America and the world were winding down, in parallel with his own life. The progressive vision that had driven him through the 1930s, 40s and 50s, had seemingly foundered. One of his last stories, ‘The Turpentine Still’, published after his death, featured the ruins of a once idealistic venture – to install a turpentine still on a hill in Haiti, now presided over by a bent-backed, silver-haired old man. As the protagonist muses, ‘Now it will all slide into oblivion, all that life and all that caring, and all that hope, as incoherent as it was.’ Who, he asks himself, ‘could feel the quality of that hope anymore?’28 Socialism had foundered on ‘the Russians … The camps … And American prosperity.’29 What would be left, though, was the still itself, ‘like a kind of work of art that transcended the pettiness of its maker, even his egotism and foolishness’.30 This would be Miller’s last word on his career. His art would survive. For the moment, though, he took a breath and began the business of reconstructing his life after Marilyn, and his career as a playwright, following so many years of silence.

Something else had changed. When he had considered Aaron Copland as a possible composer for one of his plays, he was embracing a man who shared his values. Copland’s Fanfare for the Common Man had taken its title from a speech by Henry Wallace, whom Miller had supported when he ran for the presidency in 1948. Like Miller, Copland had attended the Waldorf Conference (the supposed peace conference effectively sponsored by the communists at which the CIA began its policy of intervening in the cultural life of the country) and suffered accordingly. He, too, was tracked by the FBI and had been refused renewal of his passport. The title of Miller’s first success, All My Sons, had been an expression of this social ethic. When he wrote an essay called ‘Tragedy and the Common Man’, then, like Copland he was asserting a social and not only an aesthetic value. The plays he had written before the break necessitated by his marriage to Marilyn – and which featured a salesman, a farmer and a dock worker as well as a suspect capitalist – were an assertion of a value. Now he found himself in a new world.

It was not that Miller abandoned his earlier stance when he returned to New York and embarked on this new phase of his life. Speaking at Yale University in 1998, he would affirm that in creating a character his aim remained the need to ‘create somebody who would be seen as a creature of society as well as a spirit all of his own, a self-generating person at the same time equally formed by social forces’. That, he asserted, ‘has been the only consistent thing from the beginning’.31 He remained equally convinced that ‘ultimately everything is political. Everything finally ends up being part of the way we govern ourselves … I want the play to reflect the fullness of life, so that ultimately whatever I am doing, I think has some resonance politically’, at the same time insisting: ‘I don’t write political plays.’32 What changed was his definition of the political, the breadth of his canvas, his concern to press beyond the social.

Where he remained consistent was in the value he gave to the past, his continuing fascination with memory: we are ‘ninety per cent memory, after all, from the language we carry with us to the actual images that we have, and these plays are refracting the past all the time, because I don’t really know how you understand anybody only from his present actions. We need the past to comprehend anything.’33 So he would reach back to the 1930s of his youth in After the Fall (also, to the 50s) and The American Clock, to wartime France in Incident at Vichy, Kristallnacht in Broken Glass, the Holocaust in Playing for Time, and to 1960 in his final play Finishing the Picture, as if there were issues there never entirely resolved. Yet the past he would now engage with would take him into deeper water than before, as he would also come to question the nature of memory and reality itself in such plays as The Archbishop’s Ceiling, Two-Way Mirror and Mr Peters’ Connections.

On his return from California, Miller had set himself to work, living now for part of the time in a sixth-floor apartment in the Chelsea Hotel at 23rd Street between 7th and 8th Avenues, then and later a hang-out for writers. He was broke and struggled financially for a number of years, paying alimony to Mary and taxes on his own and Marilyn’s income. It was at this moment that he deposited many of his papers at the Harry Ransom Center at the University of Texas, a tax write-off. On one of the pages of typescript can still be seen the imprint, in lipstick, of Marilyn’s lips, stored away now in the climate-controlled files of a research library.

The Chelsea Hotel opened in 1884 in what was then the heart of the theatre district. It became home to an astonishing number of writers, artists, actors, musicians and film directors, ranging from Mark Twain and William Sydney Porter (O. Henry) to William Burroughs, Jack Kerouac, Janis Joplin, Willem de Kooning, Jasper Johns and Stanley Kubrick.

Miller moved into what he described as ‘a lovely two-bedroom apartment with a big living room and a separate kitchen’, at Inge’s suggestion (she had been introduced to it by Mary McCarthy in the 1950s). He did so in part to escape the attentions of the press. He was assured by the owner that no one would know he was there. With a straight face, ‘he claimed total innocence a few weeks later when the news began popping up in papers here and abroad’.34 Curiously, Miller knew little of the Chelsea’s reputation though he had been there in the early fifties when Dylan Thomas was edging towards death. In October 1953 he even appeared with him in a symposium about poetry and film in which Miller suggested that the introduction of words into film was ‘an aesthetic impurity’ and Thomas recalled a visit to an avant-garde play with Miller: ‘The only avant garde play I saw was in a cellar, or a sewer, or somewhere. I happened to be with Mr Miller … We saw this play going on … I’m sure it was fine. And in the middle, he said, “Good God, this is avant garde.” He said, “In a moment, the hero’s going to take his clothes off ” … He did.’35

Thomas died in the nearby St Vincent’s Hospital, taken there from the Chelsea by ambulance. Others, including Nancy Spungen, Syd Vicious’s girlfriend, and Charles R. Jackson, author of The Lost Weekend, died in the hotel. But Miller and Inge quickly adjusted to its air of what he called ‘uncontrollable decay’, though in some ways it was an unlikely home for them since neither could be said to share the Chelsea’s bohemian air. In his time there he got to know Brendan Behan, who sometimes showed evidence of having recently vomited. He shared breakfast at a 7th Avenue automat with Arthur C. Clarke – he wrote 2001: A Space Odyssey in the Chelsea – who alerted him to the risk of global warming long before it became a subject of general concern, and he was there when Andy Warhol was shot as he entered the lobby, though by then the Millers had moved out, simply using the hotel for overnight stays.

His New York home between 1961 and 1967, the Chelsea was somewhere between shabby and seedy but it was quiet, and when they married Miller and Inge lived there in suite 614 with their new daughter, Rebecca. If there was always the faint, and sometimes not so faint, smell of marijuana (still evident today in a building which continues to be frequented by writers and artists), and the hotel detective was systematically stealing the guests’ property, there were also advantages, even if these did not extend to maids familiar with the mysteries of vacuum cleaners. There was a protective atmosphere (though one day someone shattered the front doors with gunfire). Virgil Thomson was on hand with what Miller characterized as ‘lethal martinis’, and a drunk George Kleinsinger, composer of ‘Tubby the Tuba’, would jog past him in the lobby. Larry Rivers’s paintings hung on the walls. He and Inge would move out when it was time for Rebecca to go to school. He explained, ‘The 60s were very rough in New York. The Chelsea especially had a lot of dope. It was not a good place to bring up a kid. They were lying in the halls. It was a terrible atmosphere and we decided to get out. We moved to Roxbury. I would use hotels when I came to New York, naturally the Chelsea. Then it got very difficult. You often couldn’t get a hotel. So we decided to buy an apartment on East 68th Street.’36

Back in May 1961, though, Miller turned his hand to fiction, in three weeks writing ‘The Prophecy’ a twenty-thousand-word story that seems partly to reflect his sense of disorientation. One of the characters is a left-wing Jewish writer who has suffered for his views and, like another couple in the story, is now divorcing. It is less that, though, which signals Miller’s state of mind than the writer’s observation that ‘I guess it’s that there is no longer any aim in life any more. Everything has become personal relations and nothing more.’37 For over four years Miller had been involved in a psychodrama of his own. The question was what any longer mattered to him, mattered enough, that is, for him to wish to write? Beyond that, would audiences be interested in what he had to say? A short story enabled him to sidestep the problem. As he later suggested in the introduction to a short-story collection, a story opened up a space between the writer and the ‘monster’ that was the audience to a play, ‘the terrible heat at the center of the stage’.38 It was an interesting choice of words. He wrote this, after all, after the violent reaction to After the Fall, the play with which he would re-enter the American theatre.

For the moment, though, as he would explain in his autobiography Timebends: A Life, he tried out another play, one that might register current anxieties while, as ever, reaching back into the past. He decided to write about the atom bomb. In Timebends he dates the play to 1960 but in fact this is uncertain as it bears no date and was later filed with another ‘bomb’ play dated 14 December 1969.

It begins with a scientist standing alongside an actor before striding towards a lectern. A conference is plainly going on throughout the building, with other lectures in other spaces, including one to which a Russian delegate hurries, having confused the rooms. The lecturer, a man named Vessel, recalls the morning’s lecture in which he had spoken of the need to visualize an object before making it, so that the object becomes a concrete version of a pre-existing vision or dream. He then breaks off to introduce an actor who, he explains, is also his patient. He has been institutionalized for three years with schizophrenia. The patient, named Krakauer, has an unlikely CV, having a Bachelor’s degree in psychology and a Master’s in history, with two years in law. He has a Purple Heart, a soldier’s medal and a seaman’s certificate. He has served two years for grand larceny and has acted in four movies as well as coming second in a race at Indianapolis and writing a book on medieval adaptations of Roman band instruments. He has also been a member of the Communist Party, while presently being a director of the Oil Importers Association.

The patient now steps forward and attests to the truth of Vessel’s statements because, he says, people agree to them since a thing becomes real only when more than one person believes it. As Vessel leaves the room to fetch an attendant from the mental hospital, Krakauer reveals a gun which he fires in the air as Donald, the attendant, enters, phlegmatically accepting what has happened – a character note, since he is someone who accepts the reality presented to him without question.

The lecturer now brings in another patient, a forty-year-old woman, Lilly, who has been hospitalized for twenty years and who always believes what people tell her. She animates only when people look at or speak to her. She is followed in by Dr Battle, a Nobel Prize-winning astrophysicist of twenty-three, who announces that space is curved. There is a drum roll and the play moves into verse. The conversation continues to the beat of music as Battle explains that what we see is not what is, that the light from the stars comes from the past just as Lilly’s past can now be verified by no one. So, too, a space opens up between people, a space of time which we long to close. There is no reality. For Krakauer, the real horror is that scientists command a reality which others cannot possess and that their reality requires no confirmation. It subsists in the fact of the bomb. By the same token, scientists give no credence to social visions of what the world might be, because it is not subject to confirmation.

At this point, aside from a momentary and disturbing shift of names, we are told that we will now examine the life of an individual. Krakauer takes off his jacket, tie and shirt and is left in a T-shirt and trousers, stepping back in time, he explains, to the day before history began. And that world is Miller’s own, for we are back when he was playing basketball with a friend, the day a young Miller had bought a bicycle for twelve dollars only to see it stolen. Like Miller, he is struggling with algebra, has a race with his brother, that brother falling, as Miller’s had done, to enable him to win. And so the play continues, with the story of Isidore Miller’s arrival in New York as a boy of six and all the details of the Miller family during the Depression, the closing of the banks and the collapse of a marriage, as the reality of their lives seems to dissolve.

The play never returns to the lecture theatre or to the original characters. It has become something else. Primarily what it has become is the outline for After the Fall, the play he now began to write, in which, despite his contemporary denials, he sought to explain himself to himself, to explore the nature of his relationship with Marilyn and, eventually, to justify beginning a new relationship when he had so manifestly failed in two previous ones. That new relationship was with Inge, who would emerge in the play as a redemptive figure, a woman who, in Europe, had seen the worst of human nature, who had herself experienced marital failure but who represented the possibility of new beginnings.

On 17 February 1962 Arthur Miller, then forty-six, married thirty-nine-year-old Ingeborg Morath. There is a photograph of the two of them in the snow of Roxbury, he in a sheepskin coat, she in a leopard-skin one. There is no doubting their happiness. She was already two months pregnant with Rebecca. Vital, talented, self-confident, Inge had swept into his life. Their relationship would prove the most important of both their lives, while the marriage they contracted with such caution and uncertainty would last for the rest of their lives. It was a marriage that changed both of them and that certainly altered the direction of Miller’s career. Part of his attraction from Inge’s point of view lay in the fact that ‘he also had a very European awareness. It wasn’t in his work at that moment. In his work it was totally American traumas. Mine was a European trauma. Also a European refinement. In a lot of things we were very different. But at the same time Arthur immediately had a very great awareness of all these problems, and that must have been from his being Jewish.’39

They now retreated to Roxbury, the rural idyll he had planned and rebuilt with Marilyn Monroe and with which he had originally tempted Inge. Here they set about planting six thousand evergreen trees on the hills around their Connecticut home, using nothing more than a trenching tool, Miller still thinking of creating a tree farm to produce timber. They also planted nine varieties of ornamental trees, for landscaping. Indeed, part of him wanted to withdraw from the public world and turn farmer. For her part, Inge slowly began to master a domestic world she had once despised, though in contrast to her first marriage there was never any question that this would define the limits of her possibilities. She became a fine cook, though at first cooking was something of a mystery to her. Years later, asked to supply a recipe for a writers’ cookbook, Miller replied:


When we married my wife could just about (nervously) boil an egg, so I did the cooking and as a result she very shortly learned how to cook and became one of the world’s best. So anyone who asks me for my recipes has got a very short reply coming. My repertoire veers toward broiling butterflied legs of lamb, after my wife has marinated them for a day or two (in what, God knows) and chicken after she has similarly massaged the halves in marinated stuff. My only talent is to sense when something’s done – and it is not merely when everybody’s drunk. I did once broil some chicken halves after tossing some salt and pepper, butter, paprika, and oregano on them. And we’re still married so I guess it turned out pretty good. Also fried eggs with a little garlic.40



Inge established a vegetable garden and grew apples (five kinds), pears, plums, cherries and quinces, along with varieties of soft fruit. She would serve homemade borscht, marinate wild rabbit, cook Spanish omelette from a recipe given to her by Picasso. She cooked her own French baguettes in tins made by her husband.41 As Miller would comment: ‘In due time she became the great mother, the mistress of a very busy house, and one morning, about a year after we married, she suddenly exclaimed “My God, we’ve been married all year!” Periodically this went on for forty years.’42

At this time they still maintained their apartment in the Chelsea Hotel, the converted farmhouse in Roxbury being a place of retreat, an equivalent of the cottage in Far Rockaway where the Miller family had spent summers in the 1920s. In time, though, their Connecticut home became the place where Miller would write all his plays. For a man who had lived in
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