DU OAN'Q RUN AVAY FROM YD URSELF
A i
Winnl fred Baton Reeve

(Onoto Batamns )

I was tired of writing and sick of New York, I foly like a
%r{n’rﬁ& mman £ly caught in the cogs of iy mighty mackinery. Am
immense nostalgls took possession of me—s longing for something other than I
had Xnown. Uriting Becme a sort of torment--something I had literally
to drive myself to. Mamph-time i heve Jabdl my heakwievef™ emong my..
PADES and periot 18- -nd oried-mtopelessly; for there sEbmed o exoape. for. mo.
Tho--were-many-dependent upon mes Iseuppose I was in a sembs¢f pathologloal
condition, ‘

I had written mndreds of short atories and eighteen NOVelS wee
all concerned with Japan. I was "labelled" Japanecse, The 1little oriental
blood in me did not make me & real "Jap" any more than the drop of French
in me made me & Frenchwoman, However, my Japansse stories were enjoying & vo |
Vogue. One of them sold over 20,000 copies and was translated into nearly
every language. Nevertheless, I dreamed of the day when I could escape from
the treadmill of writing about & subject I did not love, ~ RAFtEW ahd
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"Stick to your last., You are doing fine}" Porhaps 1 was, but vogues ﬁ’#‘/ v
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and.~my readers-probably were as ﬁmw'mm iittle Japansse women

Ra-fewis. of Writing. abouts themy. /



