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Weekends in Manhattan and other pleasures 

Notes from the diary 

 

Manhattan – fast, exciting, buzzing with activity. But also a place capable of throwing us out of our 

habitual routine, inspiring us and sometimes exhausting us. We go to Chez Gottlieb in Bleeker Street in 

Greenwich Village. The chairs wobble, the table too. But who cares? The world has to lose balance 

for anything to change. The food, the Napa Valley Cabernet Sauvignons and Chardonnays are a joy 

to the eye, the nose and the palate. The veils of ivy and tendrils of exotic liana-like plants hanging 

from the ceiling turn the restaurant into an oasis in the concrete desert. But it is an oasis where quite a 

lot goes on. The clientele come from all parts of the world, speak different languages, represent 

different races. Intellectuals, workers and artists sit side by side. Conversation is lively, cheerful, 

sometimes rumbustious when Dionysian pleasures prevail over Apollonian reason. But despite the 

bustle, it is a peaceful, relaxing scene. 

 

One evening particularly sticks in our minds. First we go to a small club and hear the American poet 

Allen Ginsberg reciting his poetry in a chanting monotone with drumming. A memorable experience. 

With his long hair, bushy beard and dark glasses, he defies categorization. He is a guru, intellectual, 

artist and troll rolled into one. Afterwards we sit with him at Chez Gottlieb and discuss his work, 

creativity, the relationship between music and poetry, and the simultaneously liberating and 

destructive effect of drugs on the human brain. His poem Howl begins with the line: “I saw the best 

minds of my generation destroyed by madness.“ He himself certainly took drugs, but evidently in a 

controlled way. It was to cancer that he later succumbed. 

 

But with its 24/7 way of life, constant noise, thousands of frenetically blinking signals and billboards, 

ceaseless flood of people and cars, exhaust fumes, and the aroma of pizza mingling with the 

obtrusive smell of perfume and sweat, Manhattan can be pretty tiring, too. “New York is a good 

market for the harvest but a bad place for farming,” wrote the poet Walt Whitman. Henry Miller 

called the city “an air-conditioned nightmare.” 

After the weekend whirl of Manhattan, we are happy to return to Philadelphia, which is quiet by 

comparison and, apart from its intellectual community, holds little excitement. 

Looking back on my development as a visual artist, I am surprised again and again at the path I 

took. Sometimes it feels as if I were looking at the scenes of a film produced by someone else. Was I 

there when it was being shot ? As an actress? As the director? Or did I only write the script or do the 

camera work? I was probably there and did all these things. What a thrilling experience! There are 

certain unpleasant scenes that I prefer not to dwell on, so I repress them, pushing them back into 

oblivion, into my unconscious. Freud maintained that repression was the main cause of neurosis or 

worse. He was wrong. In my opinion, repression of certain unpleasant or painful experiences is an 

important and wonderful strategy for attaining good health and a high quality of life. 


