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INTRODUCTION
by David Gill

PHILIP K. DICK still haunts us. A quarter century after his death, as our evermore wired and dystopian times look more and more like a Philip K. Dick novel, the story of Phil Dick’s life fascinates critics, fans, and followers almost as much as what he wrote. Perhaps this is because his long, strange trip is as enthralling as any of his novels. But this distinction, between Phil’s life and his fiction, has always been blurred. Avid fans see Phil Dick in each of his world-weary protagonists, grappling with the pain and uncertainty of the universe — very much the way Phil appears in this memoir.

During Phil’s recent literary ascension, which coincided with his inclusion in the prestigious Library of America series, critics took to publications like The New Yorker and Newsweek to dispassionately list the litany of bummers in his life: poverty, multiple failed marriages, drug abuse, battles with panic attacks, and agoraphobia. As a result of our media’s obsession with the alleged connection between artistic genius and madness, Phil Dick was introduced to mainstream America as a caricature: a disheveled prophet, a hack churning out boilerplate genre fiction, a speed-freak. None of these impressions of Phil, taken without awareness of the sensationalism that generated them, advances our understanding of his life and work. Today the myth of Philip K. Dick threatens to drown out what evidence remains of his turbulent life.

We can never fully understand Phil Dick. He, like Walt Whitman, contained multitudes. Instead, we have to content ourselves with studying Phil through a series of lenses. Like his novels that shift from character to character between the chapters, we must examine Phil’s life from the vantage point of the people who knew him. We may never be able to assemble a complete image, but the impressions that he left on the people that he loved, and that loved him, help in getting a sense of the man.

The extensive research Anne did for this book is impressive. The interviews she conducted have become an important source for all of Phil’s biographers, but perhaps more importantly, the small details from his daily life provide a more intimate picture than any of Phil’s other biographies. The fact that Phil chose the old, battered shoe as his avatar whenever the family played Monopoly gives us a sense of him. Even though I never met Phil, after reading Anne’s memoir, he feels familiar to me. Of course, this picture is incomplete, but Anne’s memoir captures, in vivid recollections, Phil at the top of his game as a writer. But her memoir also depicts a man whose creative drive and need to make a living is burning him out.

While Phil certainly had other prolific periods in his life, he produced some of his best work in rapid-fire brilliance during his years with Anne. Between 1959 and 1964 he wrote a dozen novels, including Confessions of a Crap Artist, The Man in the High Castle, Martian Time-Slip, Now Wait for Last Year, and The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldritch.

When Phil moved to Point Reyes Station in 1958 and met Anne, he was finishing up his novel Time Out of Joint, a book that can be read as either science fiction or psychological fiction, depending on whether you believe the protagonist is sane. In this way the book combines Phil’s disparate ambitions: to be a mainstream writer—spoken of in the same sentence as Faulkner and Hemingway—and to provide a stable income for his family by churning out science fiction.

In 1959 Lippincott published Time Out of Joint as a hardcover, Phil’s first, and billed it as a “novel of menace,” marketing it without any of the usual science fiction trappings. This small literary success prompted Phil to try his hand again at mainstream fiction and this resulted in Confessions of a Crap Artist and The Man Whose Teeth Were All Exactly Alike. While these novels were not successful in his lifetime, Dick’s reaction when his mainstream fiction remained unpublished for many years—including Confessions of a Crap Artist, which has since been recognized as one of his finer works—became a pivotal moment in his career.

Feeling like he was back at square one as a writer, Phil momentarily gave up on writing and helped Anne with her fledgling jewelry business, selling her pieces to stores in the Bay Area. When he inevitably returned to writing, he decided to again combine his two ambitions by incorporating highbrow literary elements into his science fiction. The resulting success, the Hugo Award winning The Man in the High Castle, set the stage for an unrivaled burst of creativity that lasted until he left Anne in 1964.

Phil’s writing became much more autobiographical during this period. Phil wrote in the introduction to his short story collection The Golden Man, that he wanted to “write about people I love, and put them into a fictional world spun out of my own mind.” And so Phil wove Anne into his fiction. Anne, a talented and forward-thinking artisan, became the model for some of Phil’s most heroic characters, the careful craftsman, the skilled artist, such as the jewelry maker in The Man in the High Castle and the ceramicist in The Three Stigmata of Palmer Eldrich, capable of producing an object that is not subject to the decay of the world; these objects serve as an antidote, in some ways, to the entropy so Ubikuitous in his writing. Artisans pop up again and again in Phil’s writing, but not until after he meets Anne in 1958.

Anne’s memoir makes it clear that Phil’s characters did not suffer alone; their plight was a reflection of their creator’s pain. I often find myself, upon finishing one of Phil’s books, wanting to hug him and thank him for dredging up so much, for giving so much of himself. Anne is to be commended for her willingness to take an unflinching and thoughtful look at her own life and her relationship with Phil, and for sharing her search for answers.

David Gill, a scholar who has studied the life and work of Philip K. Dick for over a decade, writes the Dick-centered Total Dick-Head blog (TOTALDICKHEAD.BLOGSPOT.COM) and teaches literature and composition at San Francisco State University.



PROLOGUE

OUR SMALL EPISCOPAL church was half-filled for the memorial service that I’d arranged at the suggestion of Paul Williams. Nancy, Phil’s fourth wife, came, and Joan Simpson, who could have been his sixth wife, and Tessa’s sister (Tessa was his fifth wife). Kleo, Phil’s second wife, said she wouldn’t come, then tried to get a ride at the last minute but didn’t make it after all.

At the end of the service when Fr. Schofield said, “Into thy hands we commend thy servant, Philip K. Dick,” I felt my heart twist. “No, no,” I thought, “I can’t let Phil go.” I began asking questions I had put aside years ago. Why did Phil leave? Why didn’t he come back? If I’d been different, would he have left? What were his relationships with other women like? Had any of them had the same kind of experience I’d had? Had he loved me, or had he been a colossal fake? After eighteen years, I began again pulling off the petals of that infinite daisy: He loves me…he loves me not….

I didn’t have any false pride to preserve anymore. I didn’t have to tiptoe around Phil’s touchiness, so I decided to find out. I started phoning, writing, and visiting all the people who had known Phil. I compiled so much information that I began to think of writing a book. I’d call it The Five Wives of Philip K. Dick. I gave up that idea when I couldn’t locate Phil’s first wife, Jeannette Marlin (Phil’s father, Edgar Dick, believed she was dead), and Tessa Busby Dick, his fifth wife, declined to be interviewed.

I spent the next two years interviewing wives, an extensive list of serious girlfriends, male friends, family members, psychiatrists, and lawyers. (Phil was always terrified that his ex-wives would get together and compare notes.) Other women friends of Phil’s—Joan Simpson, Kirsten Nelson, Kleo Mini, Nancy Hackett, Linda Levy, Mary Wilson, Betty Jo Rivers, “Sheila,” and “Cindy”— shared memories with me.

I had a lot of help from Phil. I researched when his works were written rather than when they were published and compiled a chronology. Then I read through the thirty-six science fiction novels and the 120 short stories in the sequence they were written. It was so fascinating to read Phil’s science fiction as a whole, an oeuvre (or “irve,” as my friend David Gill calls it) that I read through it twice, sometimes laughing out loud as Phil’s novels took me back to the events of our life in the early sixties. Those books were unbelievably revealing. In effect, Phil had made notes about our life together for me. His complete oeuvre was a surrealist autobiography. Reality and imagination flicker back and forth in his fiction as it did in his everyday life, Phil playing all the roles and predicting his own future.

Search for Philip K. Dick was the first biography of him to be completed. The manuscript revealed a side of Phil that some of his friends and followers couldn’t accept. Besides loving Phil, some of them had also been well primed by Phil to believe a version of his life in which I had no credibility (to put it mildly), even though at the same time he was telling them he was being watched by the KGB, the FBI, and the CIA. (Some of them believed that, too.) One of them, a dear young man, fiercely loyal to his late friend, threatened to sue me after he read my manuscript. A group of his young male followers supported his other biographers, all male, heartily. It’s interesting to me that the women who read my manuscript understood it immediately, but some men took a little longer.

I discovered many new aspects of Phil’s writing that I hadn’t perceived when, as his first reader during his Point Reyes period, I proofread his novels. My goodness, the anti-heroines of the Point Reyes novels, more or less based on me, were always murderesses, adulteresses, and sometimes schizophrenic. In the books written at the end of our marriage, they also became drug addicts. I don’t even take aspirin. Then there were the books with a theme of divorce and reconciliation, written while we were separating. I hadn’t read these until after Phil’s death. If I had read them in 1965, would our lives have turned out differently? We had to have bought the white Jaguar before Phil wrote We Can Build You, because that car was in the book. The ad in the Baywood Press that inspired us to buy a spinet piano was in that book also. We Can Build You told about our family’s trip to Disneyland and Phil’s fascination with the Lincoln robot there.

My children, now grown, were a great help in dating events: “That happened the year I was in third grade.” “That was the month I fell and chipped my tooth.” “That happened right after my birthday party, the one where the cake had yellow icing and seven white candles.”

When I learned about the later part of Phil’s life, I felt sad. I worried about chronicling it, even though Phil left similar information for biographers in his letters and other documents. At times, I felt that something must be terribly wrong with me that I had loved a person who was (to my way of thinking) involved in such a terrible life at one period. But he had also been my best friend as well as a good husband—he played the role beautifully for a while—and a good father to my children. He was lots of fun, too. And he was a writer. I was a lifelong reader. I love writers.

Besides his books, there was the immense amount of material that had been written about him. His life and writing existed on so many levels that I couldn’t possibly cover what one critic called “the vast reality of Philip K. Dick.” I have made no attempt to consider literary, political, sociological, or theological ideas. Phil’s voluminous letters are a huge research project in themselves. Besides thirty-six science fiction novels and 120 short stories, Phil left nine unpublished literary manuscripts and a one-million-word theological rumination, The Exegesis. When I was writing this book in 1984, at least seven other books were being written about Phil. He’s been compared to Kafka, Dickens, Borges, and Blake. Blake? I was astonished. I hadn’t followed Phil’s career after our divorce (in fact I had ignored it) and was unaware of his great success.

Writing this book was like living with Phil again. I never met anyone else like this kind, charming, brilliant, modest, responsive man, a life enhancer, a joy to be around—but there was something else, something dark. There was a real Phil, but which one was it? When I think I know, that’s just when I lose the image. Did Phil change identities the way some people change their clothes?

He was isolated by his genius. No one, except years later Gregg Rickman (Phil’s chosen biographer, who was literally—and literarily—persecuted for his theory) saw how hard Phil had tried and how much he had to struggle with. It is amazing that Phil was able to produce so much excellent, innovative writing with his inner problems, whatever they were. He used those problems to write his novels!

If Phil were alive he would have loved my project and encouraged me. He would have invented all sorts of theories to support my picture of his life. Then he would have invented other theories just as plausible. Bending a few facts here and there, he would have rewoven the past to present a reality that would make him look better and better and me worse and worse, but the pyrotechnics of his mind would have been so remarkable that I couldn’t have helped but admire them. My advice to anyone married to a person like Phil (but there couldn’t be another!) is if there is no other solution, write a book.
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PART I: 1958-64

As I wrote this book, I became so immersed in the past that when I took a walk in the field, I was in the eternal now of 1958, the black-faced sheep just over the rise by the eucalyptus trees, and Phil and our four small girls back in the house making fudge. As I worked, I dreamed vivid dreams, more real than everyday life. My memories carried me to that timeless place where feelings never change.




One
I MEET PHIL DICK


Then she appeared, gliding at him with her springing, padding walk, meanwhile drying her hands on a dishtowel…. [S]he wore tight pants and sandals, and her hair was uncombed. God, how pretty she looks, he thought. That marvelous alert walk of hers … ready to whip around in the opposite direction. Always conscious of the ground under her.

—Philip K. Dick, Confessions of a Crap Artist



THE DAY I met Philip K. Dick in late October 1958, my third daughter Tandy, not old enough for school yet, and I went downtown after lunch to shop at the Palace Market in Point Reyes Station. (Its motto: “Shop at the Palace, live like a king.” “And pay like an emperor,” Phil added later.) We ran into my friend Avis Hall while buying brownies at the Bluebird’s cake sale. She wanted to give me her condolences, but I didn’t want any more sympathy and changed the subject. We got to talking about this and that, and she told me that a writer and his wife had just moved into the white frame bungalow on the corner of Manana and Lorraine.

“What kind of a writer?” I asked, thinking that it was probably someone who wrote technical manuals. She didn’t know, but she said that the new couple had come from Berkeley.

When we got back home, I put Tandy down for a nap and worked in the vegetable garden while worrying about the future. Then I started worrying about the past and about Richard’s tragic death. No. I didn’t want to think about that. I began to feel depressed. I wrenched my thoughts around toward the new couple. “Maybe they’ll turn out to be interesting,” I thought and decided to call on them in the late afternoon. My oldest daughter Hatte could babysit with her sisters Jayne and Tandy.

At five o’clock, the cocktail hour, I called the children. “Hurry, girls, get your Mickey Mouse hats,” and switched on the TV. The Mouseketeers were already singing “M … I … C … K….” I put our blue merle collie, Drift, out on the patio and ran into the bedroom to slip on a three-quarter-length red dirndl skirt with white fringe around the bottom, handmade leather sandals, and handmade spiral brass earrings. I walked past the Monterey cypress trees in our driveway, jumped in my middle-aged Ford Country Squire station wagon, and drove down the hill, turning up Lorraine Street just before Forester’s Hall. As I parked near the new writer’s house at 73 Lorraine, the late-afternoon fog was blowing through the eucalyptus trees, and a blue heron flew over on the way to its inland nest. I tried to open the gate of the white picket fence but the latch was too stiff, so I hiked up my skirt and climbed over. Passing a bed of bearded iris and old-fashioned floribunda roses in the front yard, I ran up the porch steps and knocked on the front door.

At that time I was a thirty-year-old widow. My husband, poet Richard Rubenstein, had died suddenly only three weeks before. Three years earlier we had bought a somewhat California Bauhaus house in Point Reyes Station, California—unusual architecture for the rural area of West Marin. It was in a five-acre field, and a small flock of Suffolk sheep had come with the house. Old-timers told us that the house was sitting on an arm of the San Andreas fault, the longest and most dangerous earthquake fault in the world.

Point Reyes Station is a small agricultural town on the California coast, one hour’s drive north of the Golden Gate Bridge. It has one main street that in those days had only a few stores on it. A couple dozen houses were clustered around this “downtown” area, and on a nearby hill there were another few dozen houses. Beyond were very large ranches.

A half-mile west below a bluff is long, narrow Tomales Bay. To the east are large rolling hills, golden in late summer and fall, green in winter and spring, and always dotted with black and white cows. On a clear day I could see toward the west Inverness Ridge, covered with a forest of fir, oak, and bay trees. Its far side sloped down to the Pacific Ocean and miles of beaches. Point Reyes, twenty miles north, juts out into the Pacific Ocean and is the windiest and most western spot of the continental United States. It was named after los tres reyes by Spanish explorers when it was been first sighted on January 6, 1606, the day of epiphany.

Many of the people who lived then in West Marin, which includes Point Reyes Station, Inverness, Olema, Marshall, and Tomales, worked on dairy ranches. Another group worked for RCA ship-to-shore communications. College professors and old Bay Area families owned rustic summer cottages in Inverness.

My driver’s license read: “Blonde hair, blue eyes, 5’4”, 120 pounds, must wear glasses.” I dressed in a colorful and avant-garde way in those days. I had three beautiful daughters: two blue-eyed blondes, Hatte, eight, and Tandy, three; and Jayne, six, with bronze hair and hazel eyes. Jayne was in first grade, Hatte third, and Tandy was still at home. I was glad I had her company while I went through the motions of cooking, cleaning house, and gardening, wondering all the time what to do with our lives after the loss of their father and my husband, Richard Rubenstein.

At 73 Lorraine Street, a young woman with short, curly black hair and wearing jeans answered the door. “Hi,” I said, “I heard a writer and his wife moved here. Welcome to Point Reyes. My name is Anne Rubenstein. I live up the road. My late husband, Richard Rubenstein, was a writer too, a poet.”

Kleo Dick was pleased that I had come by to welcome her and her husband to our town. She introduced herself and invited me to “Come in and meet Phil.” As she led me through the house to the kitchen I noticed that there was hardly any furniture and what there was must have come from a sale at a Salvation Army store.

I still have in my mind a vivid picture of Phil standing with his hands in his back jean pockets, rocking on his heels, frowning slightly and staring at the floor. He was twenty-nine years old, just under six feet tall, and on the slender side. He had dark hair above a high forehead and intense gray-green eyes. An almost-handsome man, he wore an old brown leather jacket with knitted cuffs and knitted waist, a cheap plaid flannel shirt, stiff jeans, and clunky, brown Army boots. Nevertheless, he managed to look graceful and attractive—like someone wearing a disguise.

Kleo introduced him: “Meet Philip K. Dick.” He looked up at me as we came in, and I looked up into his eyes, and, as I was beginning to say, “How nice to meet you,” I had an odd experience unlike anything that had ever happened to me before. A voice from the depths of my mind said, “I already know this person. I’ve known him for eons.” But my practical conscious mind, astonished, answered itself, “Ridiculous, how can that be? You just met him.”

“What does the ‘K’ stand for?” I asked him.

“Kindred,” he answered.

“Aha!” said that voice.

I considered myself to be a logical person not given to silly mysticism and brushed this whole experience out of my mind. The three of us sat down at the kitchen table and immediately plunged into an animated conversation. Phil had a most pleasant manner and a beautiful voice. He almost fell backward in his tilted chair when he heard that my late husband and I had been connected with the little magazine Neurotica, and that we knew William Inge, James Jones, and other poets and writers whose names I dropped with great abandon. I told him that I had edited, published, and distributed four issues of two little poetry magazines, Inferno and Gryphon, and a small chapbook of Richard’s poems, Beer and Angels.

I told Kleo and Phil about Richard’s sudden death on Yom Kippur three weeks earlier at the Yale Psychiatric Institute. He had dropped dead while getting a drink of water from the water fountain. After a long investigation, it was discovered that he had been fatally allergic to the heavy tranquilizers given to him, drugs that were still so new that their side effects were not yet known. Also, some doctors don’t seem to know this, but many sensitive, creative, high-strung people react differently to pharmaceutical medicines. Maybe we’ve already killed many of them off.

But I didn’t want to go over that tragedy again. I changed the subject and asked Phil about his writing. He said he was a science fiction writer. Interesting. I had never met this type of writer before. As we talked, I realized that I had actually read one of his stories in The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction. He was quite pleased, although he seemed more interested in telling me about his literary novels, as yet unpublished. “I am only a minor science fiction writer,” he said.

Later, I found he had already written and published eighty-five short stories and five science fiction novels—Solar Lottery, The World Jones Made, The Man Who Japed, Eye in the Sky, The Cosmic Puppets—and he was finishing Time Out of Joint, but in those days science fiction was in a literary ghetto and Phil was embarrassed that he wrote it. He was struggling to be a “mainstream” success by writing literary novels, most of which wouldn’t be published until after his death.

I told Phil and Kleo that Richard, the girls, and I had moved to Point Reyes Station in 1955 to get away from the city. We wanted to own some land where we could raise plants and animals, and Richard wanted to devote his time to his poetry. He had never had a job; he was too nervous, and luckily his family had the wherewithal to support him.

Phil and Kleo told me that they had wanted to get back to the land and garden and raise animals too. To supplement their income, Kleo was commuting to Berkeley three days a week to work in the administrative offices of the University of California.

Phil described their house and the area in a letter to a friend: “… [W]e … bought a house in a small dairy-farming town up in North West Marin County called Point Reyes Station—it’s on State Route One. We have a plot of land 100 × 160, and we’re raising two ducks and one tomcat. The area is full of wildlife—deer, rabbits, almost three hundred species of wild birds—more than any other place in California. Including flocks of wild swan. Deer come right into our yard. All the men wear genuine Western hats and boots—they work on the nearby ranches.”

I checked my watch. “Oh, dear, I have to get back to the girls,” I said. “I wish we could go on talking. Can you come over tomorrow? I have some books you’d be interested in. You’ll like the sheep, and our collie dog, Drift.”

“Oh yes, we’d love to,” said Kleo.

As I left, Phil insisted on loaning me some books: Franz Kafka’s The Castle, Herman Hesse’s Siddartha, and James Joyce’s Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. On the drive home I thought happily that the new couple had exceeded my expectations. I had stopped feeling miserable and was looking forward to tomorrow.

The next afternoon I showed Phil and Kleo around my house. Richard and I had furnished it with a combination of antique and modern pieces, Eames chairs, a Noguchi lamp, an antique New England pine table, Navaho rugs—that sort of thing. A clay sculpture I was working on was on the dining room table. The children and I had been eating buffet style in the living room while I worked on it.

“I’ll bet this place costs a fortune to heat,” Phil said, looking at the forty-five feet of floor-to-ceiling windows that ran the length of the house’s southeast side. He thought that perhaps the welded steel fireplace in the center of the living area might help with the heating expense.

“It has resistance electrical wire in the floor,” I told him. “We bought this house for $16,000, nothing down, $101 a month, on a 4 1/2 percent GI loan.” We looked at the black-faced sheep in the field and at the large, rounded green hills across the valley. A flock of quail flew up. “There are dozens of meadowlarks around, and last night a fox walked by the corner of the living room.”

Phil and Kleo browsed in Richard’s collection of modern poetry. “Can I borrow this?” said Phil as he picked up a copy of Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer, which a friend of Richard’s had smuggled into the United States. It was illegal in the United States under the censorship laws of the time. Phil and Kleo stayed for dinner, and afterward we played games with the children. When the children went to bed, we talked and talked.

Phil said that he and Kleo had been invited by their neighbors, June and Jerry Kresy, to a “flying saucer group that met at ‘Claudia Hambro’s’ house in Inverness.” (Claudia Hambro was Phil’s fictional name for this real woman in Confessions of a Crap Artist.) I had already heard about this group. It first met to talk about philosophy, but soon these otherwise sensible people came to believe Claudia’s ideas about flying saucers. Claudia told them that soon the world was going to come to an end, but she was in touch with beings from outer space who were going to save a select number of people, among them, her group. When the last days came, her house would turn into a flying saucer. This would happen early next year on April 22, 1959.

Claudia told Phil that she perceived that he was from somewhere else. “In some way,” she told him, “you will help the poor lost people from Earth when the last days come.”

Phil wrote about Claudia in Confessions of a Crap Artist:


[She] was quite small, with a huge black pony tall of such heavy hair that I thought she must be a foreigner. Her face had a dark quality, like an Italian’s, but her nose had the bony prominence of an American Indian’s. She had quite a strong chin and large brown eyes that stared at me so hard and fixedly that I became nervous. After saying hello she said nothing at all but smiled. She had sharp teeth, like a savage’s, and that also made me uneasy. She wore a green shirt, like a man’s, out at the waist, and shorts, and gold sandals…. [I]n some respects [she] seemed breathtakingly beautiful, but at the same time I was aware that something was wrong with her proportions. Her head was slightly too large for her shoulders—although it may have been an illusion due to her heavy black hair—and her chest was somewhat concave, actually hollow, not like a woman’s chest at all. And her hips were too small in proportion to her shoulders and then, in order, her legs were too short for her hips, and her feet too small for her legs. So she resembled an inverted pyramid. Her voice had a rasping, husky quality, low-pitched. Like her eyes it had a strong and intense authority to it, and I found myself unable to break away from her gaze. Although she had never seen me before—laid eyes on me, as they say—she acted as if she had expected to see me, as if I was familiar to her.



Phil told me that after his first “flying saucer” meeting he was terrified that Claudia was going to come to his house and “get him” and he wouldn’t be able to keep from being involved with her and her group. When later she did come and knock on his door, he hid. Kleo and I laughed together at the thought of Phil hiding in his own house. The rest of the evening we talked about books and ideas. It was after midnight when the couple left. It had been a wonderful evening.

After that, they came over almost every day. We ate together and played soccer, baseball, and board games with the children. Sometimes Phil came over alone when Kleo was at work. I found him to be the best conversationalist I had ever met. I even stopped talking long enough to listen to him. We found we had endless ideas, attitudes, and interests in common. Both of us were shy, though we hid our shyness. Both of us were trusting to the point of gullibility and very romantic. Both of us had been expected to be big achievers by our parents. Both of us loved animals, books, and music, though Phil’s tastes ran to Baroque music and opera and I liked modern classical music, “moldy fig” jazz, and folk music.

Both of us had been cherished children. Phil’s mother, father, and grandmother had doted on him. I had been affectionately spoiled by my father, mother, our housekeeper, and my two much-older brothers. Both of our mothers were rather domineering. Phil’s mother had wanted him to be a writer, mine wanted me to be a college professor. Both of us had lost our fathers at an early age. Mine died. Phil’s mother divorced his. I told Phil about my two big brothers who had carried me around on their shoulders when I was small, about my brother who had died suddenly when he was only thirty-eight, about my father who had died suddenly when he was only forty-two. Phil told me about his twin sister who had died three weeks after his birth and how he felt guilty about this. He said that he carried his twin sister inside him.

When I read about twins later to learn more about Phil, I found out that it isn’t unusual for a surviving twin to feel that he or she carries the dead twin inside him or her.

“And she’s a lesbian,” he told me seriously.

I hardly had been able to take in this remark, much less respond, when he topped it. “When I was a teenager, I had ‘the impossible dream.’ I dreamt I slept with my mother.”

I was taken aback. Why would he tell me this?

“I won my Oedipus situation,” he continued. When Phil spoke, a pleasant lilt in his voice, it was easy to go along with whatever he said. In the past I had always had a retort for anything that anyone would say, but I have to admit that some of the things that Phil came up with were so far outside my mental framework that I was struck dumb.

When I talked, Phil paid flattering attention. His responses were quick, detailed, and imaginative. It seemed as if we could go anywhere in the universe as we talked. Phil was unselfconscious, funny, delightful. I never had met anyone I enjoyed so much. I told Phil about Richard—that he hadn’t been very happy in the luxurious environment he’d been brought up in. His father had made a fortune in the scrap-metal business, and after he died his mother had married another millionaire Jewish “junk dealer,” as Mr. Handelsman, her new husband, jokingly called himself. I told him that Mrs. Handelsman, despite her fashionable clothes and her diamonds, was warmhearted and kind.

I had met Richard, a stocky, handsome man with a wry sense of humor, when he waited on a table where I sat with my college friends. He was a partner in Little Bohemia, a unique bar located on the St. Louis waterfront, with painter Stanley Radulovich and his best friend, Jay Landesman. As he poured wine into our glasses, he recited bits of Baudelaire and Rimbaud’s poetry.

I told Phil about hand-setting type for Richard’s little poetry magazine, Inferno, while standing in puddles of water in the basement of a house on San Francisco’s Potrero Hill and printing it on an old anarchist press. I collated the pages, put on the cover, and sent the magazines on consignment to small bookstores all over the United States. Once in a while we would get a very small check back. I had become very tired of these, to me, fruitless labors. Richard’s continual depression made me depressed too. I had gone into that marriage a bouncy, energetic female just out of a happy college life. I wondered, “Is this what adult life is supposed to be like?”

In those days before women’s lib, women were told that marriage was their vocation. Most women, with only a few exceptions, didn’t pursue professions. At one time in college I had thought about being a doctor, but there were no role models. I married because I was expected to marry. Richard pursued me, he had interesting friends, he wrote poetry. I had never met anyone who wrote poetry before. In those days, poets and writers and painters were rare.

Richard had been diagnosed by psychiatrists as having an anxiety neurosis. No wonder—his mother had been sending him to psychiatrists since he was a young child. Recent discoveries suggest that his symptoms may have been due to an allergic condition. He was depressed and withdrawn at times, and when he drank, like many heavy drinkers, he had a personality change and didn’t behave well. In those days, women were held responsible for everything that went wrong with the family. I was supposed to make our marriage harmonious and happy, and I thought I was a failure.

It made Richard very anxious when he had to go to the barber. Men kept their hair short in those days and he felt he had to get his hair cut every six weeks. Every six weeks there would be an unpleasant incident in our household. Finally, Richard’s psychiatrist, Dr. A, insisted that Richard submit himself to in-patient therapy. There weren’t rehab and detox facilities everywhere in those days. Richard’s family came to California to accompany him to the Yale Psychiatric Institute. Two months later, on Yom Kippur, the day of atonement, the most holy day of the Jewish year, he dropped dead.

Phil was fascinated with everything he heard about Richard and based Charley Hume on him in Confessions of a Crap Artist, but he didn’t get him right at all. That character was also partly based on his friend, Mike Hnatt.

Richard’s family and some of his friends never spoke to me again after they read that book. Some people draw incorrect conclusions from fiction that is only partly related to the author’s life.

Phil told me his life story in great detail, presenting himself as a member of the working proletariat, a self-educated person dedicated to his work. After his father and mother had divorced, he hadn’t seen much of his father. His mother and he moved to Washington, D.C. for two years. After they moved back to Berkeley, he dropped out of the last year of high school and had a home tutor. He had a decade-long job with University Radio and later worked for Art Music, both record stores. He was enthralled when I called him a “Berkeley beatnik.” He thought this was an accolade.

One afternoon two weeks after we had met, Phil came over to visit me. Tandy was taking her afternoon nap and Hatte and Jayne were at school. We sat on each end of the couch talking. Suddenly, Phil grabbed my hand and said in a low, intense voice, “You represent everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

I was so surprised I almost fell off the couch. I sat there and stared at the floor like some Victorian maiden. I had absolutely no idea of what to say or do next. Phil drew me toward him and kissed me. After a moment’s hesitation and without conscious volition, I kissed him back. We kissed and talked and talked and kissed. Ah, a whole new topic, our mutual attraction. Each of us had endless words to say.

I told Phil about the experience I’d had when I first met him; it must have been love at first sight, a phenomenon that I hadn’t believed existed. I certainly never thought it would happen to me. I felt like one of those mythical heroines who has been awakened out of her enchanted slumber by a hero leaping over a ring of flames. Phil was enthralled when I told him this; he adored Wagner. The next time he came over, he brought the entire Ring and played excerpts from it. He said we would listen to the whole thing later on.

My emotions were in a turmoil. When he left I realized that this man I had fallen for was married, and I shouldn’t be feeling the way I was feeling. I made an appointment with Dr. A. I thought of him as a kindly uncle and trusted him implicitly.

I had gone to Dr. A the previous year. Richard had been his patient, but Dr. A told me in those prefeminist days that he believed in treating the wife when the husband had problems. I didn’t mind. It was fashionable to be psychoanalyzed—to have the imprint of the couch on one’s back. In fact, psychoanalysis was the popular religion of the times. Of course, Dr. A was a psychiatrist, not a psychoanalyst, and when I visited him I sat in a chair, but still—it was almost like psychoanalysis because Dr. A didn’t talk much and I did. While waiting out in Dr. A’s anteroom, I skimmed through the medical magazines on the coffee table, noticing that all the illustrations advertising the new heavy tranquilizers showed women—bitchy-looking or depressed-looking women.

“Why don’t they show any men?” I thought idly.

When I finally got in to see Dr. A, I asked him, “What shall I do? I’m in love with a married man.”

Dr. A advised me not to worry about Kleo. He said, “Kleo is Phil’s business, not yours. Don’t get involved with Phil’s relationship with Kleo.” I tried to take this advice, but my feelings of guilt didn’t go away.

Dr. A wanted to meet Phil. When I told Phil, he said, “Fine, I want to meet Dr. A.” Dr. A was quite taken by Phil. In fact, Dr. A fell completely under Phil’s spell and later was drawn into his delusional system and consequently was not helpful to him as a therapist.

I was caught up in a whirlwind relationship. Phil salved my conscience by telling me that Kleo refused to have children and that even the ultraconservative Roman Catholic Church granted annulments in that kind of marital situation. I had fallen madly in love, hook, line, and sinker. Even Phil’s telephone number seemed to have a mystical beauty. Phil lavishly praised my character, my looks, my ideas, and the way I raised my children: “You treat them as if they were adults.” He was continually affectionate. He did the dishes and mopped the floors.

“I always knew true love would be like this,” I told him.

We walked, hand in hand, on the beaches, in the forests and up and down the hills of the Point Reyes peninsula. I drove—Phil liked me to do the driving—to the old lime kilns, to the historic graveyard, to the oyster farm. One minus-tide day we drove out to Pierce Point and climbed down the cliffs to the abalone rocks. Later I learned that Phil was quite apprehensive but finally mustered up his courage and climbed down the dripping rope.

He describes this in Confessions of a Crap Artist:


Now Fay had come to some rocky projections. Past her he saw what appeared to be a sheer drop, and then the tops of rocks far below, and the surf. Crouching down, Fay descended step by step to a ledge, and there, among the piles of sand and rock that had slid down, she took hold of a rope attached to a metal stake driven into the rock.

“From now on,” she called back, “it’s by rope.”

“Good Christ,” he thought.

“The girls can do it,” she called.

“I’ll tell you honestly,” he said, halting with feet planted far apart, balancing himself with care, “I’m not sure I can.”

“I’ll carry everything down,” Fay said. “Throw the packs and the fishing poles down to me.”

With care, he lowered everything to her. Strapping the packs on her back, she disappeared, clinging to the rope. After a time she reappeared, this time far below, standing on the beach and gazing nearly straight up at him, a small figure among the rocks. “Okay,” she shouted, cupping her hands to her mouth.

Cursing with fright, he half-slid, half-stepped down the rock projections to the rope. He found the rope badly corroded, and that did not improve his morale. But for the first time he discovered that the cliff was not sheer; it had easy footholds, and the rope was merely for safety. Even without it, in an emergency, a person could get up and down. So taking firm hold of the rope he stepped down, foot by foot, to the beach. Fay, when he got there, had meanwhile gone off and was seeking a deep pool in which to fish; she did not even bother to watch him descend.



I had no idea that he had such a problem about climbing down that cliff.

The girls were a little confused by Phil’s presence but they couldn’t help but like him and soon got used to his being around. They knew something was going on though not quite what. Kleo seemed to have disappeared. Phil adored the children and often went with us to the beach. I was shocked that Phil had never learned to swim and was afraid of the water. I wanted him to take swimming lessons so he could get over this fear, but he wouldn’t. He said he only wanted to stand on the shore and watch. Phil took the children to dance class, cooked breakfast for them, and organized excursions to the zoo, a redwood forest, and an amusement park. The four of them invented a game, monster. The girls ran away shrieking with joy, while Monster Phil, dragging one stiff leg after him, a ghastly expression on his face, claws instead of hands poised in front of him, chased them around the house. All the neighborhood children came to play monster. After Phil got tired of being a monster, we’d play baseball, soccer, or volleyball out in the field. Sometimes Phil would hold one of the children on his knee while the others clustered around, and he would tell them a story he made up for the occasion.

Evenings, Phil built a fire in the welded-steel fireplace in the middle of the living room. After dinner we got out the card table and played Scrabble, Kimbo, or the Game of Life. Phil never took the path that went to college. I tried to teach Phil how to play charades, but he didn’t like it at all. I hated Monopoly. I kept landing on Phil’s hotel on Boardwalk, but Phil and the girls loved it. For his token Phil always chose the old shoe.

The whole town was shocked by our affair. Normally sensitive to what the neighbors thought, I hardly noticed. June Kresy was stunned. “I’ve never seen people behave like that,” she said.

But finally in early December, in spite of my strong feelings for Phil, I tried to break off the relationship. Regardless of what Dr. A had said, I felt it was wrong. Phil and I had gone on an excursion, without the girls this time, and were walking on a rocky beach in Sausalito. I remember how the round stones of the beach felt under my feet. I had trouble keeping my balance and put one hand on Phil’s shoulder as I faced him.

“Phil,” I said, “I can’t continue with our relationship. It isn’t serious enough for me and I feel very guilty about Kleo. I love you but our affair is a mistake. You’re a married man and that’s that.”

Phil took both my hands in his. He said in a tone of desperation, “Anne, please don’t abandon me.”

I realized in that moment that he needed me. After a pause I said, “All right—but we’ll have to get married,” and Phil agreed.

Dr. A was angry with me. He said harshly, “A nice Greek girl like Kleo may never marry again.”

I didn’t say anything. After all, Dr. A was a psychiatrist. But I thought it was strange that earlier he’d told me not to take any responsibility for Kleo and now he was telling me that I was seriously at fault. Well, it was too late now. I wasn’t going to give up Phil for anything.

Dr. A wanted to see Phil again. When Phil came back he was chuckling. “Dr. A said, ‘If Anne wants a husband she’ll go out and find the best one available, just like she buys a box of soap at the grocery store.’” I didn’t know how to respond to this, so I didn’t say anything. Phil would say things that were completely out of my range of experience or bring up matters involving his past—cans of worms that seemed better left unopened.

Phil asked Kleo for a divorce. She agreed and moved back to Berkeley. Avis Hall, who lived across the street, remembered Kleo driving away at “a hundred miles an hour.” Phil tells about her departure in Confessions of a Crap Artist.

Phil applied for a Mexican divorce as well as a California divorce so we could be married in Mexico that spring while waiting a year for the California divorce to be final, the divorce law at that time. However, the Mexican divorce would not be legal since Phil would not be legally divorced yet in California. I ignored these aspects of our legal or illegal relationship—foolishly—for although I was practical about everyday things, I wasn’t practical about major life decisions.

Before I’d met Phil, the girls and I had planned to go back to St. Louis at Christmas to visit Richard’s family. Phil encouraged me to make this trip. He wanted me to work out a financial arrangement with the Handelsmans for an income to supplement the $575 monthly amount I was getting from Richard’s Social Security and from rent from a building back east that the girls and I had inherited from Richard. But any effort to do this couldn’t possibly succeed. The Handelsmans had kept Richard on an allowance of $570 a month and wondered why we didn’t drive a Cadillac and why we didn’t outfit the three girls with new clothes every month. Meanwhile huge dress boxes of Mrs. Handelsman’s “old clothes,” thousands of dollars’ worth of European designer clothes, some never worn, would be sent to me periodically. I don’t think any of us had a realistic focus on money matters.

While my daughters and I were in St. Louis, Phil wrote me:


Dear Anne, That strange old lady who cleans up your house evidently descended on it as soon as you were out of the driveway—when I got back there to turn off lights and lock doors I found the front door locked and that big outdoor light off and the various small messes indoors cleaned up. Right in the middle of the dining table, in its paper bag, terribly visible in the cleaned-up ascetic room, was my pair of blue pajamas. A sort of chanting reminder that they who sin will be found out by the Others. However, that old woman has her own defects, since I found water running in the bathroom bowl and a spoon on the floor.



[On the way home from taking us to the airport he stopped by his mother’s house.]


I went upstairs to my family’s place and bummed a meal from them and told them why I was in town (i.e., that I had driven you and the children to the airport or spaceport, whatever it was). Thereupon my mother and I had a long discussion about breaking up a bad marriage (mine, and the one she had with my father)…. I wiped off the windshield carefully and set off. Actually the trip was easy. The rain had almost stopped, and the … Christmas shoppers had gone home to eat. But about halfway along the route, about at the intersection with U.S. 101, I really started getting the shakes. I know damn well that it had nothing to do with the drive as such, it was simply that I was beginning to get back onto the part of the route that we five had taken coming in, and I was subconsciously contrasting the driving in with this driving back…. Marin County seemed shut down. Deserted. As if nobody lived there, like those half-ruined wartime housing developments that are now crumbling away and covered with weeds. By the time I got near Woodacre I was beginning to wonder if I could go back to Point Reyes Station and spend the 13 days. Anyhow, I did get back and I intend to live through the 13 days, which proves that an ordinary human being can do almost anything if he puts his mind to it—which is your theory…. Here’s how you can represent me to your rustic but well-placed family and friends. “He’s well known in Russia and England … in fact, in Germany & Italy and France—also in South Africa and in Argentina (in translation of course) … and he’s just beginning to become known here in the U.S. Lippincott is bringing out a novel of his next spring.”



In a second letter he wrote:


You have no idea how much your phone call affected me. For an hour (more like two) afterward I was in a state of what I would in all honesty call bliss—unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. Actually the walls of the house seemed to melt away, and I felt as if I were seeing out into time and space for an unlimited distance. It was a physical sense, not a mere intellectual thought. A genuine state of existence new to me. Evidently my not having heard from you for a couple of days had had the effect of starting into motion a sense of separation from you—quite natural, but all I was conscious of was that I felt gloomy and lonely and at loose ends. As a reality you had begun to recede—not that my feelings toward you had changed, but that as an actual fact in my life you had in an obvious physical sense receded quite a distance. Then when you called, this distance was abolished, and the return of you as a physical reality caused a genuine transformation in me, as if I had stepped from one world to another…. There is a direct relationship between my hearing you, and the religious person, who, after the traditional isolation and fasting and meditation, “hears” the voice of “God.” The difference is that you exist, and I have some deep doubts about that fellow God.



As soon as the girls and I returned to Point Reyes, Phil moved in with us, bringing his possessions with him. All his clothes, cheap to begin with, were old and shapeless. Phil didn’t care about visual appearances or household objects at all. The only things he treasured were his Royal Electric typewriter, his Magnavox record player, his books and records, and his set of the Encyclopedia Britannica.

Among his favorite books were A Crock of Gold, by James Stevens, and Miss Lonely hearts, by Nathanael West. His library included complete files of Astounding Science Fiction, Amazing Science Fiction, and The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction magazines. He had a large collection of H. P. Lovecraft stories and novels, and other horror tales. He also had a collection of literary works, and at the time was especially interested in Camus, Kafka, Beckett, and Ionesco.

Hatte loved Phil’s collection of old comic books, especially Mandrake the Magician and his complete file of Mad Magazine. She went from reading fairy tales to reading Phil’s Cosmic Puppets and the other science fiction stories and novels in his collection.

Phil brought his two-drawer file cabinet, stuffed with papers. He’d kept a carbon copy of every letter he’d ever written.

“I suppose you’re saving all those letters for your future biographers,” I kidded him. He smiled his pleasant smile but didn’t reply.

I gathered all of Phil’s own novels and stories together, and in the evenings after the girls had been tucked in their beds, I sat in our bed reading them while eating an artichoke, dipping the leaves in hollandaise sauce and turning the pages. Phil kept coming in the bedroom to watch me read his books.

He said, “You remind me of Samuel Johnson; you drip hollandaise on your nightgown like Johnson spilled egg on his vest, and you have an acerbic wit like Johnson’s.” Then he added, “If you’re Johnson, I guess I’m Boswell.”

I smiled at him and went back to my book, thinking, “Everyone knows science fiction writers don’t write biographies.” As I read all his novels and stories during the next few days, I commented delightedly on each story and novel. I especially loved “Human Is” and told him, “‘Human Is’ is your best story.”

Our reading tastes were eclectic. Phil and I both owned copies of Winnie the Pooh and When We Were Young. Both of us knew the texts well enough to quote whole sections and poems, to the children’s delight. I tried to get Phil to read Murder in the Cathedral, but instead he dived into Richard’s three volumes of Sandburg’s Lincoln.

“I’m a Civil War buff,” he said. “The Centennial’s coming up and there’s going to be a lot of interest in the Civil War.” He thought he might write a novel based on that war. He also began reading intently the many volumes of Freudian psychology I had collected, as well as my Treasury of Jewish Folklore.

After he unpacked and shelved his books, he set up his personal apothecary in a closet next to the study. He had a large collection of pills and medicines and loved to prescribe for the girls’ runny noses or bandage their skinned knees. He showed Jayne all his medicines, told her what each one was for, and said, “Adults are sick almost all the time.” Phil couldn’t believe that my medicine cabinet didn’t even have aspirin in it. “It’s beyond belief,” he said, “that you can have a medicine cabinet with nothing in it.”

I had been brought up by my Christian Science mother, didn’t take any pills of any kind and seldom went to a doctor. “I never get sick so why should I?” I told him.

Phil took two Semoxydrine pills a day. “These were prescribed for me years ago,” he said. He didn’t tell me what for and I wasn’t interested enough to ask. He got an attack of tachycardia not long after he had moved in. He told me, “My heart can beat rapidly for days and I run the risk of dropping dead unless I take quinidine.” Then he added, “Quinidine is dangerous. I might drop dead from taking quinidine.” I felt he was overly nervous about these sorts of things. He looked fine to me.

Phil’s cat came with him, an ear-torn, dingy grey-and-white tom from some Berkeley alley. He adored cats and had always had one or two. He doted on “Tumpey.” If this cat didn’t show up for a meal, Phil would say mournfully, “Tumpey’s dead again.” I preferred beautiful pedigreed animals but Tumpey reminded me of the stray cats I had brought home as a child, and I tolerated him. Besides, Phil loved him.

We had hardly unpacked all of Phil’s belongings when it was time to celebrate the first birthday of the year, mine. Phil bought me a fossil hammer. I was enchanted. How could he have known that was exactly what I wanted? We drove to Drakes Beach and collected fossil whale bones embedded in the cliffs there.

Phil was just finishing Time Out of Joint, his first book to be published in hardcover. He gave my name to a minor character in the last part of the book. Sometimes he worked in the study at my house, sometimes he went over to his old house to write. He wrote until all hours, but finally I protested that his schedule didn’t fit in with family life. He immediately put himself on a nine-to-five schedule and came home every day for lunch. At lunchtime, we became so involved with our conversations that I usually burnt the first two melted cheese sandwiches that I was toasting in the broiler. We talked about Schopenhauer, Leibnitz, monads, and the nature of reality. Or Kant’s theories as applied by Durkheim to the culture of the Australian aborigines. Or Phil would hold forth on the Thirty Years’ War and Wallenstein—light topics like those.

Germanic culture had a great attraction for Phil. He told me he was one-quarter German and a “sturm und drang” romantic. He adored Wagner, Goethe, Schubert, and Bach. He loved Pope John and hated the Berkeley Coop, Edward Teller, Alan Watts, Alan Temko, and radio station KPFA, which he said was filled with communists. He hated old men passionately, especially old men drivers. He told me about the Gegenearth, the hypothetical hidden planet on the exact other side of the sun from Earth. It was impossible for us to ever see it. He gave lectures on countertenors, the castrati of the Middle Ages, and dwarves in jars.

One noon as we were eating lunch together, he said calmly, completely out of the context of our discussion, “I had a perfectly good wife that I traded in for you.”

All my life I had been very direct and outspoken and never at a loss for words before, but this man could come out with statements that I couldn’t figure out how to answer. He was so sweet and calm that I couldn’t possibly get mad at him.

In March, Phil went to court to get his interlocutory divorce decree. When he came back home, he was upset and a little angry. I was puzzled because up until then he’d told me continually about how happy he was regarding the change he had made in his life. The next day we took the children to the amusement park at Lake Merritt, Oakland. We bought tickets for the little train that ran through the park. The children and I got on one of the cars but there wasn’t enough room for Phil. The conductor put him in another car with a bunch of Cub Scouts.

He wrote about his thoughts at the end of Confessions of a Crap Artist:


Probably she will make me a good wife…. She will be loyal to me, and try to help me do what I want to do. Her passion toward controlling me will ultimately subside; all of this energy in her will fade. I will make substantial changes in her, too. We will alter each other. And someday it will be impossible to tell who has led who. And why.



At the end of March, we drove to Mexico to get married. When we got to Tijuana I persuaded Phil that we should continue to Ensenada; Tijuana was too ugly to get married in. Phil was apprehensive on the lonely, mountainous ride down the Baja Peninsula. We stayed in a motel on the beach at Ensenada—I remember the large, rough-beamed room, the beautiful handmade blue-tiled floor, and the delicious, fresh-caught sea bass we had in the motel restaurant that night.

I had wanted to wait until April 2 to be married, but Phil was anxious to get back to Point Reyes for Jayne’s birthday on April 8, so we hurriedly walked out on the streets of the town to find out what to do; we had no idea what the procedure for getting married was down there. Although I had taken five years of Spanish in college, I couldn’t communicate with anyone. We weren’t taught to converse in the forties, only to learn to grammar and how to read. Finally, we found an English-speaking marriage broker who would prepare the proper legal papers. The judge adjudicated in an ancient Spanish fort that looked like a small medieval castle with linoleum on the floor and chickens running here and there. Beautiful Mexican ladies with babies in their arms waited on the wooden benches placed around the walls to see the judge.

The marriage ceremony sounded beautiful in Spanish, and Philip K. Dick and I were married on April Fool’s Day, 1959.

We went shopping in the local bazaar for presents for the girls. As we drove north toward the California border, Phil said he had to tell me something terrible about himself. He was embarrassed about this matter and felt it would make me stop loving him. He was sure that it showed how inadequate and defective he was. It turned out that he had a hernia.

“Why don’t you get it fixed?” I said.

He said, “I’d have to go to the hospital and I couldn’t do that.”

This didn’t seem like a good decision to me but, after all, we were on our honeymoon, so I didn’t say anything.

In Ensenada we had bought a gallon of tequila (for thirty cents, I recall), and Phil decided that he wasn’t going to pay duty on it at the border. I was quite apprehensive when he hid it under our luggage. He looked right at the border guard, smiled, and said we had nothing to declare. Twenty miles into the United States we heard a siren. It was the U.S. Customs police. Phil turned pale. I thought he might faint. He thought they were after him for the tequila. However, they passed our car and went on. He was extremely relieved.

When we got back to Point Reyes, we had been gone only three days. The announcement of our marriage was in the local weekly newspaper, the Baywood Press, on April 16, along with such news items as “Lavinia Adams Motored Sunday to Novato” and “Giant Mushroom Found by Warren Merritt.” There were also mentions of the Ladies’ Garden Club Primrose Tea Flowered-Hat Contest, along with the usual drownings, people falling off the cliffs, etc.

On the drive back we had decided that the girls should call Phil “Daddy.” The children had no problems with this. When they spoke of Richard they called him their “first father.” They were happy with Phil. Besides reading to them and playing monster, he let them eat hot dogs in bed. I wanted Phil to adopt the girls, but he felt he would then have to be totally financially responsible for them and he didn’t have enough earning power. I was disappointed, but he pointed out to me that if he were to adopt the children he would be, to some extent, cutting them off from their paternal grandparents and he didn’t feel that this would be in the children’s best interest. After he explained this I could appreciate his position. After all, he was a good father and we had a great sense of family unity. These were the important things.

Now that we were married I felt comfortable introducing Phil to my friends. Once in a while I introduced him as “Richard.” “One husband is the same as another,” I kidded him. We went to dinner at the Okos. Adolph Oko was the local realtor. In 1948 he had been captain of an Israeli ship during the War of Liberation and ran the British blockade, taking seven thousand refugees from Bessarabia to Israel. Oko’s wife, Gladys, was a sweet, pretty, somewhat vague woman who drank a lot. Phil created a not-very-sympathetic picture of them as the Runcibles in The Man Whose Teeth Were All Exactly Alike, and in this book he recounted some of the terrible, sacrilegious “Easter jokes” that Captain Oko liked to tell.

Captain Oko was a friend of Admiral Nimitz and a moving spirit of the Drake Navigator’s Guild, which sought to prove that Sir Francis Drake had landed not in Tiburon, but on the shores of West Marin, where the “plate of brasse” had been found in the 1930s. Oko had reproductions of it made and gave us one to hang on our wall. (Years later the plate was proved to be a fake.) Phil wove all this lore into The Man Whose Teeth Were All Exactly Alike.

We became friends with our next-door neighbors, Pete and Joan Stevens, and they often came over for drinks and dinner.

In 1983 when I was working on this book, I contacted Joan by phone in a town in Arizona. Chris Stevens, one of her grown children who still lived in Point Reyes Station, told me that she didn’t have a phone but that she could be reached at the local bar Wednesday evenings. I did reach her and we had a great talk. She remembered Phil with great affection and nostalgia and was rereading all his books.

Pete and Joan no longer lived together at that time (although they did again later on); Pete lived somewhere in the Bay Area. I was lucky to run into him in front of the Palace Market meat counter when he was visiting in the area and to be able to talk with him briefly. Pete enjoyed hearing that he was the model for the inventor in several of Phil’s books and stories, among them The Zap Gun and The Man Whose Teeth Were All Exactly Alike.

Pete was a brilliant inventor and technician who worked for Walter Landor, a well-known San Francisco product designer. He commuted daily to a remodeled warehouse on the San Francisco waterfront. Phil and Pete became quite fond of each other.

I introduced Phil to Bob Allen, the slightly plump, five-foot, four-inch popular science teacher at the West Marin School. He took the two of us on a dig at Limantour Beach to excavate a fire lens, the remnants of hundreds of years of Indian campfires. We found obsidian arrowheads, bird points, pieces of an Indian pipe, and shards of Ming pottery that had been washed up from a shipwreck from Spanish Colonial times. Bob donated all our finds to a museum in Sausalito. Phil put Bob Allen and these events in The Man Whose Teeth Were All Exactly Alike. Bob was a prominent figure in Dr. Bloodmoney, also.

After Phil met Bill Thompson, the president of the Lions Club and the local butcher, he put him in The Man Whose Teeth Were All Exactly Alike as Jack E. Vepp. Dr. Plattes became Dr. Terance, and Joe Gomez, a local contractor, became John Flores. Flores was the name of an old Berkeley friend of Phil’s who had died some years ago, so perhaps both of them occupied this character. Phil often melded two or more people into one character.

Lois Mini, the bouncy red-headed gym teacher at the West Marin Elementary School, had known Phil in Berkeley. Her ex-husband was Norman Mini, a close friend of Phil’s. She became a good friend of mine, too.

Phil was extremely frugal, whereas I had holes in my pockets. Phil tried to teach me to be careful with money. He told me, “Save up errands and do them all at once to avoid wasting gas. Shop at more than one supermarket, buy loss leaders, and stock them up, but only if they are something you use a lot. Use discount stores for everything you need to buy. Never, never impulse buy.” I tried, I bought a pair of white shorts from Sears Roebuck instead of going to Peck and Peck. I had to buy some decent clothes for Phil; this was a necessity. I bought him a few good-quality casual clothes, the sort that Richard used to wear, and new underwear.

Phil was happy with his new wardrobe. Then he said, “I’d really like to grow a beard.”

“Great.” I told him. He kept thanking me because I’d allowed him to grow a beard. I couldn’t figure out why he felt he had to thank me. With the beard and the new clothes he looked quite distinguished.

Phil was the perfect husband. Almost too good to be true. If all my fantasies of a mate had been realized they wouldn’t have come to one one-hundredth of life with Phil. He was a wonderful companion, lover, and husband, as I told him frequently. He told me in detail how beautiful, intelligent, wise, and kind I was. We hugged, kissed, and held hands off and on all day long. The children teased us about how mushy we were. When we all went to the zoo together and saw two capuchin monkeys twined together on a branch, Hatte pointed at them and exclaimed, not unkindly, “Look. Mother and Phil.”

Phil was generous with his time and energy. He comforted the children when they had problems, but he didn’t spoil them. He was a good disciplinarian, too. He talked to the children and reasoned with them. He helped fold the laundry. There wasn’t anything he wouldn’t do. He never sat around while I was working. He was the most considerate as well as the most lovable person I ever met.

That’s what I thought back then.

In addition to all Phil’s other charms and virtues, it turned out that he knew how to make frozen daiquiris. He had a talent for martinis too, and made me two every evening. He, himself, drank only one glass of wine. On one of our excursions with the girls, we went to the town of Sonoma to visit the Buena Vista Winery. Phil fell in love with a zinfandel that Buena Vista Winery bottled, a wine made from a mysterious grape of unknown origin. In the evening when we returned, he opened one of the bottles and sat in the living room sipping wine. He said, “In vino veritas,” and then, “Whom the gods would destroy, they first make mad,” followed up by, “That’s the way the cookie crumbles,” and then he talked of “hubris.”

“What do you mean?” I asked him apprehensively. He laughed and laughed, and never did explain.

We had brought back duck eggs that Phil found under a bush in the Sonoma town square. We put them on a heating pad in the study in order to hatch them. Ten days later the eggs started to smell. We opened the windows to air the room out, theorizing that all the eggs couldn’t be bad, and turned on the radiant heat in that room in case it was too cold. Three weeks later the smell became really bad and we had to give up. We took the eggs outside and threw them against the apple tree in the front yard. The sky was instantly full of turkey vultures, twenty of them, circling above the apple tree. The electric bill for that month was $135, astronomical for those days.

We used to buy ducks to cook from an old codger who raised several different kinds of birds in a marshy area on the other side of the Bay. He charged 25 cents a pound, but we had to do the plucking ourselves. It was disconcerting to buy a bird from him. He would chop off its head on a stump which he used for a chopping block and the head would fall on the ground and quack a little. Phil, the animal lover, described himself as originally a farm person on those days and was totally unperturbed. After our duck egg hatching failure, we bought some live ducks from the old codger, a Rouen and a Muscovy. A little boy who had to move away gave us his pet duck, “Alice,” a wonderful white Pekin duck who was very intelligent and laid two hundred eggs with large yellow yolks every year. We bought a pair of guinea fowl, and they hatched their eggs somewhere off in the bushes without any attention from us. Soon we had twelve guinea fowl running around continually making loud, clacking sounds. The children and Phil trooped out to the former dog runs to feed all these fowl creatures twice a day.

We bought a half-dozen banty chickens in Petaluma, Phil had always wanted some. He loved to watch the colorful little roosters hopping around with their wings outspread herding the females. “They’re just like me,” he said.

Somehow we ended up with four roosters and no hens. All four roosters would perch on the fence outside of the study window where Phil was trying to write and crow for hours, much to his irritation. Soon we gave them away. We acquired a guinea pig as a pet for the girls. It looked to me as if it was always cowering in terror but it did let itself be petted.

Richard’s friendly, sixteen-year-old bay quarter horse was still out in our field. Phil acted like he was a little afraid of him although he wouldn’t admit it. He would drive the horse away with a broom when he went out to feed the ducks.

Phil wanted an owl for a pet. There were dozens of owls in the cypress trees surrounding our house. They hooted all night long. Once we saw a large owl taking a shower bath in the first rain of the year, turning, twisting, even raising his wings and washing his wing pits. At night when we heard the owls, sometimes we went outside and hooted back at them and they would always answer.

In mid-April, I brought in a newborn lamb who was too weak to get up and nurse. We warmed him, gave him some milk, and kept him in the bathroom overnight. Phil wrote about this in Confessions of a Crap Artist.

On April 22, Claudia Hambro and her two daughters went out on a hill to wait for the flying saucers to come and pick them up. Shortly after this the flying saucer group broke up. Claudia cut off both her long hair and that of her daughters and moved away.

As spring progressed and the irises and roses started blooming, Phil began to spend more time at his old house, gardening. I wanted our house to be his main concern, and we had our first quarrel. I am assertive. When I get angry, my voice gets louder and I talk fast. I thought this was just a little argument and was shocked when Phil went back to his old house to stay. I went over with the girls and we all sat on the front steps. Finally, Phil came out on the porch and said, “All right, all right,” and came back home with us.

After thinking about this incident, I came to the conclusion that it would be better for our marriage if Phil sold his other house. He agreed and put it on the market and it sold almost immediately. When he received payment for it he said, “I know I should give Kleo half of this money, but I’m not going to.” It disturbed me to hear him say this, but his relationship with Kleo was his business. The money from the sale of the house went into our bank account and was spent on living expenses.

That year we planted a large vegetable garden and bought a large freezer. I made jams and jellies, and froze fruit that we bought in bulk from nearby orchards. When summer came, I sunbathed naked on the patio. At first, Phil thought this was wonderful. Then he became apprehensive and kept hurrying to the front of the house to see if the milkman was coming. After that I put on a bathing suit although we were so isolated it didn’t really seem necessary.

Phil listened to music all day long: Orlando Gibbons, The Flying Dutchman, Bach, Beethoven, Handel. He might as well have been plugged in to his Magnavox or my hi-fi. He knew so much about recorded music he could have made a career as a music critic, and in fact some of his Berkeley friends became music critics for the New York Times and the Village Voice.

His musical tastes were eclectic. He bought Marais and Miranda records because I liked folk songs. When Marais sang, “Oh how lovely is my wife…. I will love her all my life,” I thought, “Just like us.” He also bought records of Paul Robeson singing old American songs for the girls. He played almost his entire collection of records for us, giving wonderful lectures as the music played. He played the Fisher-Diskau recordings of Schubert’s songs so frequently that I learned them by heart. He taught me about Gilbert and Sullivan, whom I came to love, and that it was okay to like Tchaikovsky whom I secretly liked anyway. Our favorite record was the small-orchestra, Dublin version of Handel’s Messiah.

Not long after we met, Phil took me to meet his mother, whom he called Dorothy, and his stepfather, Joe. The Hudners lived in a modest 1920s bungalow on Hearst Street in Berkeley with Joe’s twin teenage children, Lynne and Neil. Lynne and Neil were Phil’s stepsiblings as well as cousins, as Joe had been Dorothy’s sister’s husband. When Phil was in his early twenties, a year after Marion’s death, Joe and Dorothy had married.

Phil was still disapproving of this match and regarded the circumstances of Marion’s death suspiciously.

He never had a good word to say about his mother but sometimes, when they were together, I could see such a closeness between them that it was as if one nervous system were directing both bodies. Dorothy doted on Phil and was very proud of his writing. After he sold his house she and Joe gave him a vacation cabin they owned in Inverness, thinking that he might need a place away from home to write in.

Dorothy was fifty-two, but looked much older. She was a thin, white-haired lady who walked with difficulty, having had the nerves in her legs crushed by an operation that was in vogue when she was younger. It was supposed to improve circulation in people who had kidney ailments. Eventually she would die from the results of this operation. Dorothy had Bright’s disease as a young girl and all her life she had suffered from kidney infections.

Like her son, Dorothy was verbal and had great charm. She was intelligent and gentle, although others said that there was iron inside her velvet glove. I, personally, never saw this. Her manner was a little melancholy. She spoke of Jane, Phil’s long-dead twin, as if Jane had died only yesterday. She was loving and kind to me and enjoyed my children.

Joe Hudner was a muscular, small man, a second-generation Irishman with a brogue he had cultivated that was thicker than if he had just stepped off the boat from Dublin. He had been a blacksmith and collected old Indian recipes for forging and tempering steel. He dressed like a laboring man, but he was also an intellectual and an excellent carpenter and cabinetmaker. A warm, kind man, he built Philippine mahogany desks for all three older girls, a little footstool for me to sit on in the bath when later I became pregnant, and a rolling bookshelf for Philip.

Dorothy wrote; Joe wrote, engraved guns, and had made a large body of interesting sculpture. He had been in the labor movement and worked as a welder in the shipyards during World War II.

The couple kept a comfortable, orderly, modest household. When they moved they always had money enough to buy another small house for cash. The two of them were liberal, leftist, and pacifist but too independent and individualistic to be members of any particular organization or political party. They read widely, and followed all the current trends in political and philosophical ideas, and kept up with current trends in art and literature. Neither Joe nor Dorothy had gone to college; they were completely self-taught.

I hadn’t taken the negativity Phil expressed toward his mother seriously. I was family-minded and initiated a lot of visiting back and forth. The Hudners responded to my invitations, and we enjoyed many pleasant family times and holiday celebrations together. Phil took part seemingly without any reservations. At holidays and on birthdays, Joe and Dorothy gave the children lovely presents, often books. The family relationships seemed to be stable and normal, there to last forever. Dorothy told me, “You and Phil are so well matched.”

Like Phil, Dorothy doted on cats. At her house, her two cats sat in chairs at the dinner table with the rest of the family. Joe and Dorothy talked to these cats with great respect and affection. The cats had more status than anyone else in the household.

After Phil finished correcting the proofs for Time Out of Joint and sent the manuscript off to his agent, he would read avidly the book-review sections of Time magazine and the New Yorker when they came, hoping to find a review of this book. All his previous novels had been issued in paperback, some back-to-back with another writer’s science fiction novel. For these piggyback editions he received only $750 in royalties.

He told me, “Most of my novels have been published by Ace, the lowest of the pulp publishers.” It surprised me that Phil was so embarrassed about writing science fiction. When we invited the children’s modern-dance teacher and his boyfriend over and were driving around sightseeing, they asked Phil, “What kind of writing do you do?” He absolutely would not answer them. Later, when we were all having dinner together, Phil insulted them in such a cold and sarcastic way that they never spoke to us again. Phil didn’t even read science fiction at that time except for Kurt Vonnegut’s novels. He said, “I’m really a fantasy writer.” He referred to his novels as “borderline surrealism” and styled himself “a proletarian writer.” When he said this he would stand and look exactly like a proletarian writer should look. Later he told me, “I really want to be a literary writer.”

“Why don’t you write what you want to, Phil?” I responded. “Successful literary writers have a lot of prestige and make a lot of money.” I saw Phil’s talent and drive and expected great things from him: fame—worldwide of course—and lots of money.

We talked about how we could manage on my small income and Phil’s meager earnings. At that time, Phil was writing two science fiction novels a year that sold for $750 to $1,000 each. Once in a while he would get $1,500. Earlier novels would sometimes be reissued and pay a second $750 or $1,000. Tiny sums came in from foreign rights. I remember how pleased Phil was when the Japanese edition of Eye in the Sky came in the mail. He got $30 for it. It was an attractive, small, shiny white book and read from back to front. I was to receive $10,000 from my late husband’s estate and the girls would inherit an additional $10,000. Phil thought we could make this money last for the next twenty years. I was dubious.

I tended to worry about money, a trait I inherited from my mother. When I was growing up during the Great Depression we lived with Oriental rugs, mahogany furniture, and old silver and china that had survived from better days. My mother worried about money and feared a further reduction in status. She seemed to think that we were imminently going to a poorhouse just like those in Dickens’s novels.

Phil told me, “It takes twenty to thirty years to succeed as a literary writer.” He was willing to make this long-term effort. I thought his attitude was terrific. However, the word budget wasn’t one I understood.

I wanted to invest the money I had inherited in rental property and persuaded Phil to look at apartment buildings in lower Marin County. We looked at an eighteen-unit apartment complex in Mill Valley that we could have bought for $20,000 down (the building is worth many tens of millions of dollars now), but Phil didn’t want to be a landlord. The capital I’d inherited was used for living expenses over the next two years, and we were right back where we had started from.

To work out Phil’s writing plan, we agreed that while Phil wrote I would run the house and keep up with my outside activities, the Bluebird troop, the PTA, the school library, and a political group that was trying to get a new high school located nearer the center of population rather than in the middle of a faraway cow pasture. I would work on my sculpture when I was at home. Every day I drove carloads of children to lessons, clubs, and other after-school activities. In summer, I daily drove the children and their friends to Shell Beach—where all the mothers gossiped with each other and the children played together and swam. During August, Red Cross swimming lessons were held there. My daughters attended and one year I helped the instructors teach in the very cold water while the dense August fog swirled around us.

One afternoon not long after the discussion about Phil’s career, we were lying on the bed in the study, our arms around each other. We had just made love and I was feeling happy and relaxed. Phil started laughing and laughing. He said, “I have a great idea for a novel. It’s about this guy, Jack Isidore. I’m naming him after an early encyclopedist, Isidore of Seville, who collected weird bits of knowledge. The novel will be in the first person. The opening line Jack Isidore says is, ‘Let me tell you about myself. The first thing is: I’m a pathological liar.’” (In the published version it is, “I am made out of water.”) And Phil laughed and laughed some more. For some unknown reason I felt a little chill of unease, but nevertheless I smiled encouragingly. Phil began working on this novel, Confessions of a Crap Artist, during the honeymoon period of our relationship.
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