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‘Wonderfully entertaining. Not many biographies can make you laugh out loud. A real treat’


Time Out


‘Perfect: deadpan, brief and witty’


Independent


‘Souhami hits a true note in her ebullient introduction and sustains it throughout. Her narrative is terse and exact and her book, the story of two serious ladies, is very funny indeed’


Lucy Hughes-Hallett, Sunday Times


‘Souhami is deeply sympathetic to Gertrude and Alice. She is also witty and unsentimental’


Victoria Glendenning, The Times


‘A brilliant and witty chronicle. Not only star-studded but light-filled’


John Richardson, author of A Life of Picasso


‘Irresistibly charming’


Philip Hensher, Daily Telegraph




Gertrude Stein and Alice Babette Toklas first met on Sunday 8 September 1907, in Paris. From that day on they were together, until Gertrude’s death on Saturday 27 July 1946.





Introduction


I wrote Gertrude and Alice twenty-two years ago. It was my second book. My hope is that its focus – the forty-year relationship between Gertrude Stein and Alice B. Toklas: their devoted marriage, orderly, domestic, quietly eventful, intimate and happy – has lost none of its shine. I remain beguiled by the fact that this marriage, of the sort that eludes so many heroes and heroines, was achieved by two odd-looking, strong-minded women, who knew the wisdom of being true to themselves.


I drew from archive material from the Yale Collection of American Literature and from the Bancroft Library in Berkeley, from published memoirs, collected editions of letters, and from books and articles by and about Gertrude Stein and Alice B. Toklas. I no more than touch the surface of what are described as Gertrude’s resistant or hermetic writings and I offer no new insights into her work.


Gertrude and Alice ignored the cul-de-sac of whether lesbian relationships should or should not exist. They thought such agitating pointless and got on with having a good time. They made no plea for acceptance of their lifestyle. It was so attractive they could not cope with the number of people who wanted their company. They left America, family pressures and hometown political rules, and lived as expatriate artists in Paris at the time when it was the ‘city of light’. They were at the centre of the explosion of free expression that revolutionised twentieth century creativity.


Gertrude was an inspired collector of modernist paintings and friend and fellow artist and adviser to many of the great modernists. She bought paintings by Picasso, Matisse and Cézanne when they were unknown and she encouraged and edited the fiction of Hemingway, Scott Fitzgerald and Paul Bowles. All were among the frequent visitors at her Saturday salons at 27 rue de Fleurus. Gertrude championed the new, if the new was imaginative and innovative. She drove one of the earliest Model T Fords and in the 1930s liked flying in aeroplanes. She never learned to type though. Alice did all the work. Alice was Gertrude’s amanuensis, impresario, agent, lover, wife, publicist, housekeeper, cook, gardener and map reader.


Gertrude’s own writing was at the dividing edge between madness and creativity. Edmund Wilson wrote of her: ‘most of us balk at her soporific rigmaroles, her echolalic incantations, her half-witted catalogues of numbers … ’ but, he said, it was impossible not to be aware of her presence in contemporary literature and ‘we should not talk about nonsense until we have decided what sense consists of’.


Gertrude’s paradoxical spell was that she know perfectly well the difference between sense and nonsense. She implied questions: What do we mean by what we say? Why should books be divided into chapters and plays into acts and scenes? How does a painting represent the world?


Her life with Alice was egalitarian, commonsensical and peace-loving. Though they lived through the carnage of the First World War and the depths of perversity of the Second, they kept to their ordinary civilised values. It was this allegiance to everyday contentment that makes their relationship timeless. Gertrude hoped that war would go out of fashion, like duelling. She thought the best way to stop it would be to ban the salute. ‘That is what goes to everybody’s head. No saluting no war.’


Had civil partnership or same-sex marriage been a possibility in the early twentieth-century they would have hurried to make their vows. A marriage contract would have saved shocking unfairness over Gertrude’s estate after she died. Alice would have kept Gertrude’s inspired collection of modernist paintings, ‘the treasures of our youth’, as an entity and seen that it went to a deserving American museum. But irrespective of society’s rules, twenty-two years on or ninety-two years back, their relationship seems as strong as ever. Gertrude and Alice were a law unto themselves, beyond the injustice of sexual discrimination.


One thing that has changed for the worse since their day is the time spent over lunch. Gertrude thought a good lunch essential, there being only 365 days in the year. During the First World War when they drove around France in their Ford car called Auntie, delivering hospital supplies, Alice mapped the route according to the gastronomic promise of restaurants in the Michelin guide. And visitors to the country house they rented in the Rhône Valley wrote lyrically of Alice’s duck pâté, tiny red crayfish, big tomatoes, roast partridges, new potatoes in parsley and butter, white wine and wild strawberries. Unsurprisingly love for and dependence on Alice featured often in Gertrude’s writing. Food was just one reason why she wrote of her in her prolix repetitious prose, ‘She is very necessary to me … My sweetie. She is all to me.’
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1
Gertrude and Alice


‘In me meeney miney mo. You are my love and I tell you so’


Gertrude and Alice made a strange-looking pair. In photographs they look like a double act of pontiff and acolyte, or Little and Large, or a mountain and its shadow. Alice is always carrying the bags and umbrellas, or sitting in the lesser chair, or walking behind Gertrude, or is scarcely visible at all. But she fostered this image of the self-effacing maidservant, and it belied her force of character and true role in the relationship.


She had a cyst between her eyebrows which Picasso said made her look like a unicorn. To hide it, she combed her hair forward to the bridge of her nose and pulled her hats down to her eyes. She was under five feet tall and, when sitting, her feet seldom reached the ground. She loved expensive gloves and took great care of her hands and nails, which she manicured daily, and she had a moustache which the food editor of House Beautiful, Poppy Cannon, in 1958 said made other faces seem nude by comparison. She had grey-green eyes, a large, hooked nose and an acute sense of smell and taste, even though she was a heavy smoker.


Gertrude was large in girth, though not in height. In her prime she weighed 200 pounds. She liked loose, comfortable clothes, with deep pockets. Pierre Balmain was a friend, and he made clothes for her and Alice in the late 1930s while he was still a student. He lined Gertrude’s baggy tweeds with mauve taffeta. She wore sandals even in winter, with fronts like the prows of gondolas, had a collection of waistcoats embroidered with flowers, birds and the like and, for hats, she wore an assortment of felt caps, straw lids, a cloche, modelled on one that had belonged to Louis XIII which Alice thought would suit her, and a flower-bedecked one for high summer.


When Ernest Hemingway first met Gertrude in 1922, she reminded him of a northern Italian peasant woman, with strong features, beautiful eyes, a mobile face and ‘lovely, thick, alive immigrant hair, which she wore up in the same way she had probably worn it in college’. But in 1926 Gertrude asked Alice to give her a haircut. Alice did not know how to go about it, so the style became shorter and shorter, and the shorter it became, the better Gertrude liked it. By the end of the session, Gertrude did not have much hair left. Hemingway then thought she looked like a Roman emperor: ‘That was fine if you liked your women to look like Roman emperors.’


Though neither Gertrude nor Alice ever wore trousers, their appearance could confuse. Gertrude, particularly in evening dress, was sometimes mistaken for something ecumenical – a bishop, or a cardinal. At Christmas 1934, when they were staying with Gertrude’s cousin, Julian Stein, in Baltimore, one of his children, aged three, said of them that she liked the man, but why did the lady have a moustache.


They first met in Paris on 8 September 1907. Alice heard bells ringing in her head when she saw Gertrude and thought that was proof she was in the presence of genius. She described Gertrude as ‘a golden presence burned by the Tuscan sun and with a golden glint in her warm brown hair’. She thought her beautiful, with a wonderful, velvety contralto voice, an enormous sense of life, and deep experience.


On Gertrude’s suggestion they walked alone together the next day in the Luxembourg Gardens and ate cakes in a patisserie off the boulevard St Michel. From then on, until Gertrude’s death thirty-nine years later, they were never apart. They never travelled without each other, or entertained separately, or worked on independent projects. Gertrude felt low in her mind if she was away from Alice for long. And Alice, writing about their relationship, at the end of her own long life, said that from the moment they met, ‘it was Gertrude Stein who held my complete attention, as she did for all the many years I knew her until her death, and all these empty ones since then’.


They became intractably related to each other, a classic duo, as inseparable as Romeo and Juliet, or Laurel and Hardy, or Napoleon and Josephine, perhaps. They called each other Pussy and Lovey in front of strangers. (Alice was Pussy.) They wrote notes to each other inscribed DD (Darling Darling) and YD (Your Darling). They regarded themselves as married. Alice often called Gertrude, he, or her husband, or her Baby Woojums. She gave her a cut-out, hand-coloured, paper Annunciation in a gold-leaf frame, inscribed ‘MON EPOUX EST A MOY ET JE SUI A LUY’ (My husband is mine and I am his). Gertrude, on occasion, signed letters from them both ‘Gertrude and Alice Stein’. And in her love poems she made many a reference to the joys of conjugal life with Alice. ‘Little Alice B. is the wife for me,’ she wrote. Or


Tiny dish of delicious which


Is my wife and all


And a perfect ball.


Or


You are my honey honey suckle.


I am your bee.


Friends liked Gertrude’s pleasant handshake, huge personality, conversation, repose and easy laughter. Alice was sharp, and more exacting company. Basket, their giant poodle, became a famous additional member of the family. Strangers commented on him. Mostly they said he looked like a sheep. Children called him Monsieur Basket, or the dog in pyjamas. Gertrude said that of his ABCs he knew only the Bs: Basket, bread and ball.


There was a moral base to the tryst between Gertrude and Alice. As a student at Harvard, Gertrude had been entangled in a fraught, triangular relationship with another woman. She wrote about the experience in her first novel QED. She described herself in the affair as trapped in ‘unillumined’ immorality, and observed:




If you dont begin with some theory of obligation, anything is possible and no rule of right and wrong holds. One must either accept some theory or else believe one’s instinct or follow the world’s opinion.





Gertrude and Alice’s relationship accepted the ‘theory of obligation’ and, apart from the fact that they were both women, fulfilled the codes and expectations of conventional romantic love. Their life together became a paradigm of a good relationship. They fell in love, saw life from the same point of view, and lived as a couple, with much emphasis on domestic harmony, until parted by death. They were happy and they said so. Alice said Gertrude was the happiest person she had ever known. They were acerbic about the more fraught, or varied, private lives of many of their friends – Hemingway, who had three wives, Picasso’s succession of women, Natalie Barney’s spirited affairs with lots of ladies.


They had much to unite them. Both were brought up in the San Francisco Bay area of California. Both were the daughters of European Jews who were first-generation immigrants to America. Both travelled in Europe when they were children, and were in their teens when their mothers died. They had a Californian openness and hospitality, a cultural interest in Europe, a kind of pioneer courage. Though they lived in Paris, they had little to do with the indigenous French. Sylvia Beach, who ran the bookshop Shakespeare and Company, said she never met French people at their apartment at 27 rue de Fleurus. They were staunchly patriotic about being American: ‘Americanism is born in me,’ Gertrude said. They liked waving American flags at the end of the the two World Wars. Though they left the States in the early 1900s, and only once returned for a visit thirty years later, they regarded France as their adopted country and America as their native land.


Their deepest point of agreement, and the focus of much of their shared life, was that Gertrude was a genius (‘Twentieth-century literature is Gertrude Stein,’ Gertrude said) and that she and her genius must be served. This made for a perfect symbiosis, a harmonious division of labour. Gertrude liked to write, talk to people, drive the car, stay in bed until midday, lie in the sun, walk the dog, look at paintings and meditate about herself and life. Anything else made her nervous. Alice did the rest.


Alice was always fiercely busy. She could knit and read at the same time. She typed Gertrude’s manuscripts, dealt with household affairs, embroidered chair covers and handkerchiefs, dusted the pictures and ornaments, planned the menus, instructed the cook and the maid, washed the paintwork, arranged the flowers. In the country, she did the digging, planting and sowing. When she came to her own writing, after Gertrude’s death, it was reminiscences, menus and letters, in a crisp, acerbic style.


‘Alice B. Toklas is always forethoughtful,’ Gertrude wrote, ‘which is what is pleasant for me’. A friend, Mabel Dodge, said to Alice in Italy in 1912, ‘I can’t understand you. What makes you contented? What keeps you going?’ Alice replied, ‘Why I suppose it’s my feeling for Gertrude.’ More than twenty years later, when Gertrude, as a celebrity, toured America with Alice, Alice said that Gertrude was at home in America through her writing, whereas she, Alice, was at home through Gertrude.


There was nothing demeaning in Alice’s servitude. She was the power behind the throne. Those who wanted to see Gertrude were first checked out by Alice, and if Alice did not approve, they were turned away. She believed herself to be descended from Polish nobility. As a girl, she was taught to open a bottle of champagne cleanly at the neck and, when sweeping up the day after a party, to be careful about the diamonds in the dust.


Visitors to their Paris apartment found her frightening. Most of them wanted to see Gertrude. But behind Alice’s imperious façade was a streak of romantic daring. She left her home in San Francisco when she was thirty, and took a chance on life in Paris. She had a passion for clothes, dangling jewels and hats adorned with flowers and feathers. On a train journey to Florence in the summer of 1908, troubled by the heat, she took off her cherry-coloured corset and threw it out of the window. She had wanted to be a pianist, and studied music at Washington University, but thought her own talent fifth rate. So she promoted Gertrude’s talent instead. She was an excellent impresario. She managed and organised both their lives, shaped their fame and promoted their public image. It was she who selected the motto ‘Rose is a rose is a rose is a rose’ to appear in a circle on Gertrude’s stationery. Gertrude first used the words in a poem called Sacred Emily. Alice polished anecdotes about themselves until they became legend. Above everything, she ensured that the quality of their daily life was orderly and agreeable.


Inherited money from the Stein estate allowed them to live in freedom and comfort. They chose to live in France when the cost of living was low. They never owned property. They rented their apartment in Paris and, for fifteen years, a large house in the Rhône valley. They ran a car from 1916 on, and always had one or more servants. Their lifestyle was hospitable and extremely comfortable, but not grandly affluent.


Gertrude’s true fortune was acquired through love – her collection of modern art, bought, for the most part, before the First World War, for not much money and before the success of the artists was established. The paintings, by Picasso, Matisse, Cézanne and others, were the treasures of her youth. She sold one or two of them reluctantly in later life, to finance the publishing of her work, or to buy food on the black market in the Second World War. She never adequately insured them, or made an inventory of them. After she died, Alice suffered financial hardship to avoid selling any of them. She wanted them to go en bloc to a museum as Gertrude’s collection.


They were both well-settled in Paris long before the international literary community arrived there in the twenties and thirties. They were at the cultural heart of Paris life for four decades: through the revolutionary exhibitions of the Fauves and the cubists, the struggles of the innovative magazines of the twenties, the aspirations of the expatriate writers between the two World Wars. They were intrinsic to Paris at that time and became famous by virtue of being themselves. They attracted an audience wherever they went – in Charleston, Oxford or Avila. They were indomitable and a sight to be seen. They loved driving around in ‘Auntie’, their Ford car, looking at paintings and Roman ruins, eating delicious food, talking to everyone, making the best of where they were. For much of the time they seemed like two biddies on a spree. They took great delight in Gertrude’s success, when it happened late in their lives, and in spending the money she earned. They practised the art of enjoyable living in an unpretentious way. And they were so emphatically and uncompromisingly themselves, that the world could do nothing less than accept them as they were.





2
Gertrude’s Early Years


‘Laying an egg this is the
Occupation of a horse’




I guess you know my life history well enough, that I was in Vienna from six months of age to four years, that I was in Paris from four years of age to five, that I was in California from six years of age to seventeen, primary & grammar school East Oakland, and that I was born in Allegheny, Pennsylvania.





Allegheny was a problem to Gertrude when she lived in France with Alice: ‘French authorities always threw up their hands imploring “Would you mind spelling that?” Imagine expecting a Frenchman to spell Allegheny, Pennsylvania.’


The bones of biography – what happened when and where – did not concern Gertrude. Cosmic issues interested her: existence, identity and descriptions of what she believed to be fundamental aspects of human character. ‘Bottom nature’, she called it.


She was the youngest of five children. ‘One should always be the youngest member of the family. It saves you a lot of bother, everybody takes care of you.’ Her eldest brother Michael was born in 1865, Simon in 1867, Bertha her only sister in 1870, Leo her favourite brother in 1872 and Gertrude at eight o’clock on a snowy morning on 3 February 1874.


Gertrude’s parents, Daniel and Amelia, had resolved to have five children and no more. Gertrude and Leo were only conceived because two previous babies died. It made them ‘feel funny’ and they did not like talking about it: ‘If anyone is the youngest of seven children and likes it he does not care to hear about birth control because supposing he had not been born.’


Grandma Stein came from Weikergrubben, a Bavarian village. She was a mountain of a woman and she married a butcher. One of her sons died of over-eating. Most of the Steins were large and keen on food. Gertrude’s third brother Simon would eat a family-size rice pudding at one sitting and was by any standards huge. Grandma Stein was of tough stock. Even in old age, said Gertrude, her back was straight and firm. She inspired her sons with the courage to emigrate as pioneers. ‘She led her family out of the old world into the new one.’


Gertrude’s father, Daniel, and his four brothers set up a large clothing store, dealing in imported textiles, in Baltimore, Maryland. Business was good but they all quarrelled. In 1862 Daniel left the firm with his younger brother Solomon to open another branch in Pennsylvania, trading in wholesale clothing and fabrics. They built identical adjacent houses on Western Avenue, ‘the most high-hat street in Allegheny’, and it was there that Gertrude was born. She was, said her father, a ‘perfect baby’, a fact with which he reproached her in later years if ever she was ill.


Alice B. Toklas said Daniel Stein was ‘a man of brilliant ideas and no patience to carry any of them through’. Gertrude said, ‘he liked to buy things and have big undertakings’. He had rapid mood swings and was uncertain whether to live in Maryland, Pennsylvania, California, or Europe. He was big with little brown eyes, ‘sharp and piercing and sometimes dancing with laughing and often angry with irritation’. He liked eating, worried about his digestion and could be terrifying. He would pound the table and say he was the father, they were his children and they must obey him. In the street he walked with his hat on the back of his head, so that it looked as if it was falling off, muttered to himself, threw his body from side to side and forgot about his children if he was with them. He quarrelled with Solomon over business and with many of the clients too, and Solomon spent much time wooing back the customers driven away by Daniel’s bad temper.


He married Amelia Keyser, a ‘sweet gentle little woman’, in 1864, soon after their first meeting. She was twenty-one, he was ten years older. One of his brothers more or less arranged the marriage. Sometimes, said Gertrude, her father thought his wife was a flower, usually he forgot she existed. She called him ‘Darling Dan’, or ‘Dear Dan’, in her diaries and worried about his moods, his travels away from home and his bowels.


Amelia’s parents were German immigrants too. English was the second language for both her and Daniel. The Keysers settled in Baltimore, had a large family and, according to Gertrude, were ‘cheerful pleasant little people.’ Amelia’s father was hard-working and religious. He first worked as a tanner, then he became a rubber merchant.


Despite her mild, compliant disposition, Amelia had a ‘fiery little temper’. She disliked her sister-in-law Pauline and by the time Gertrude was born had stopped speaking to her. As Daniel quarrelled constantly with his brother, living in adjacent houses was not a success. He dissolved the partnership, moved his family to the next street, then in 1875 took them all to live in Vienna.


There, Gertrude remembered walks in the public gardens where she once saw the Emperor Franz Joseph, ‘a natural figure to have in a formal garden’, picture books and the taste of beer. Her father had business interests in property, investment and mining and travelled a lot, often sailing back to the States. Amelia missed him. ‘Oh God send him a safe return’, she wrote in her diary. The family lived comfortably – good food, simple, expensive clothes, a cook, a governess and servants. There were music lessons for the children – the violin for Mikey and Leo, the piano for Bertha and Gertrude. In adult life Gertrude liked playing on the white keys only.


For her first four years Gertrude heard ‘Austrian Germans and French French’, then, when she was five, ‘American English’. ‘Our little Gertie is a little Schnatterer,’ her Hungarian governess wrote in 1875. ‘She talks all day long and so plainly. She outdoes them all. She’s such a round little pudding, toddles around the whole day and repeats everything that is said or done.’


Amelia’s diary for 1878, their last year in Vienna, has survived. She recorded the weather, ‘it was lovely untill about 6 o’clock it commensed to rain’, the day the cook Betty arrived and the day seven months later when she left to get married, the cost of corsets, dress lining, beer, wine, ‘gurgle water’, matzos and sausages, the purchase of leggings for the children, the loss of Mikey’s new slippers, money received for returned wine bottles and Simey and Leo’s visits to the dentist, each to have a tooth drawn. ‘All well’ was her usual refrain. For Gertrude’s fourth birthday, she gave her a three-year-old canary and Mikey made a cage for it. The week before, Gertrude had ‘diaorhea’ and Dr Steines prescribed powders. ‘Thank God Gertrude is better’, Amelia wrote on 26 and 27 January 1878. And then again on 29 January, ‘Thank God the Baby is all right again.’


Amelia was an efficient housekeeper, the wife of a wealthy man, the mother of nice children. She wore Paris furs and ‘pleasant stuffs for children to rub against’. Her son Leo said she only ever read two books in her life, gentle novels by Grace Aguilar, a Jewish writer, Home Influences and its sequel, A Mother’s Recompense. Leo never saw his father read a book of any sort.


Gertrude felt her mother to be unimaginative and unaware of the individual characters of her children. Amelia treated each of them with remorseless fairness, buying presents for their birthdays and thanking God with the same scrupulous and laconic courtesy when He cured Bertha of a sore foot, Leo of the measles or Gertrude of diarrhoea. She showed interest if Gertrude was unwell, or getting dressed up for some special do, but she ‘had never a very lively realisation of her children’. She had no time for what was singular in them:




She was never important to her children excepting to begin them. She was a sweet contented little woman who lived in her husband and children, who could only know well to do middle class living, who never knew what it was her husband and her children were working out inside them and around them.





When Gertrude was four-and-a-half her mother suddenly moved with the children to Passy, near Paris, to be near her husband. Gertrude and Bertha went to boarding school. Gertrude remembered talking French, having her photograph taken, eating soup for breakfast and leg of mutton and spinach for lunch. She always liked spinach. She remembered a black cat jumping on her mother, and the gloves and sealskin caps and muffs her mother wore that came in special boxes. ‘There was the smell of Paris in that’, she said.


Amelia kept her diary:




Rented a place for 150 francs a month. Dear Dan not feeling well having a slight attack of diorhea … Took a walk in the Boulevards. Cold and clear. The children enjoyed themselves hugely. They visited the exposition five times.





She and Dan went to occasional concerts at the Hippodrome, to the ballet and the ‘Grand Opera’. She took the children to the Louvre, walked with them in the Bois de Boulogne, picked flowers, went boating, played ball, got caught in heavy showers. For her birthday, in 1878, Gertrude was given a box of toy furniture. On 29 March, ‘Dear Dan left at 7.45 pm for London on his way to America.’ He sailed on the SS Republic. Amelia and Mikey saw him off from the Gare du Nord. In June, Mikey took driving lessons and Amelia tried horse-riding. It ‘went splendidly’. On 2 July she had an impression taken for a new set of teeth. ‘Mine are broken,’ she recorded.


She organised her children’s daily life in Paris, but she was isolated. Her sisters were all in Baltimore, her husband travelled a lot on business and she did not speak French. She put up with it for a year then, in 1879, took the children on a huge spending spree. Gertrude said they all ‘bought everything that pleased their fancy’ – seal skin coats, caps and muffs, dozens of gloves, extravagant hats, riding costumes, a microscope and all the volumes of a French history of zoology. Thus laden, Amelia and the five children sailed for America.


For a while they all stayed with the Keyser family in Baltimore and, for Gertrude, ‘emotions began to feel themselves in English’. But Daniel did not like living with his in-laws and was as ever restless. He went west, decided that business opportunities were good in San Francisco, invested in the street railroads and real estate and took his family to live in Oakland, across the bay from San Francisco.


Of the journey across America, from Maryland to California, Gertrude remembered a sense of landscape and the moving train, eating a turkey lunch from a hamper, Bertha’s hat flying out of the train window and their father pulling the communication cord to retrieve it. She was told she saw some Indians.


In Oakland they lived for a year at the Tubb’s Hotel, then rented for $50 a month a ten-acre farm called Old Stratton House. They moved there early in 1881. This was to be the only memorable family home for Gertrude and it was where her ‘half city half country living began’. It was a wooden house, medium sized, with a winding avenue of eucalyptus and blue gum trees as the drive. The front lawns were never green because the trees sucked all the moisture. Summers were long with a dry heat. ‘In the winter there was rain and the north wind and the owls in the walls.’ The ten acres were used for hay and there was a vegetable garden and an orchard with a hedge of roses all around.


Amelia chronicled their daily life in the style she learned from her housekeeping classes. ‘I receive 300 dollars per month from my Husband from which I pay rent all Household expenditures including my own and Childrens Clothing except Mikeys.’ On 31 March 1881 she bought a cow from Mrs Jorden, ‘the lady who lived in the House that we have rented. Paid 50 dollars for her.’ Ten days later she was making her own butter. She went with Gertrude to Oakland to buy the ‘sundry articles’ needed for its manufacture and some new shoes for her. Herman the gardener was hired for $25 a month, Louise the cook and housekeeper received $20 a month and the new governess was called Fraulein Wiedersheim.


The children went skating and fishing, but seldom caught any fish. Mikey went hunting, Gertrude was given a tricycle and another canary which she named Dick. He cost $2.50 and his cage, $3.25. Bertha’s canary was called Billy. Simey fell off his bicycle and bent one of the peddles badly. ‘Thank God he did not hurt himself more than a little bruise on his knee’, Amelia wrote. On 5 August 1881 Bertha had a ring clipped from her finger, ‘it being too small to take off’.


The regular Friday night supper was sweet-and-sour fish, on the Jewish New Year and some Saturdays Amelia and Mikey went to synagogue, the children helped Herman cut the hay and on 29 October 1881, ‘Dear Dan bought two Horses, that is Mares Topsy and Lucy’. Then he went to San Francisco and bought a single and double harness. And then they went out driving in the buggy – to the cemetery, to the fish market, to visit Mrs Levy and her children, Mrs Schlessinger and her sister and Henrietta Greenblat. Dan became Vice-President of the Union Street municipal railway in San Francisco and travelled daily across the bay. Amelia drove him to the ferry in the buggy.


Gertrude caught the measles, ‘not being able to use my eyes was the hardship otherwise it was all comfortable’. She sprained her foot and had a rash on her face which Dr Fine diagnosed as ‘poison oak’. He prescribed ‘sugar of Lead to be dissolved and applied to it with linen cloths’. She took drawing lessons with Leo, was given castor oil and birthday parties. Amelia made monthly investments of money for the children and occasionally went to meetings of the Ladies Society or to the Tivoli Opera House, ‘the most beloved theatre in the United States’, to see such shows as ‘Women’s Whims’. Most days she stayed at home and did routine household things. She sewed, swept the store room and the bed-rooms, exchanged recipes with neighbours, hac chocolate cake or butter cake for tea. On 30 January 1884 she cooked hare for dinner, ‘the first I ever cooked’. The butcher’s bill was $21 a month and the coal bill was $25 a month.


In a way, Gertrude championed her mother’s bourgeois values and her preoccupation with the details of daily life. She liked ordinary people, chat, and the day-to-day business of living. It was at the root of her social charm. ‘I have it, this interest in ordinary middle class existence,’ she wrote in her long autobiographical book The Making of Americans:




in simple firm ordinary middle class traditions, in sordid material unaspiring visions, in a repeating, common, decent enough kind of living, with no fine kind of fancy ways inside us, no excitements to surprise us, no new ways of being bad or good to win us.





If mother represented domestic comfort, father was an increasing problem as the children grew up. At first he was proud of them and encouraged their interests and disputes but, as time passed, he became ever more irritable and took to pounding the table a great deal saying he was the father, they were the children, they must obey him, or he would know how to make them.


They were ashamed of him because he was so peculiar. He wandered around muttering, jingling the money in his pockets, brushing people away from him or domineering them. In the street he swept the air with his cane and held forth about the weather or the fruit and made his children feel unhappy, uncomfortable and embarrassed. ‘Come on papa all those people are looking,’ they would say. He took fruit or cake from street stalls and gave it to them, leaving them uncertain whether he would pay the vendor. But he always did pay. He was eccentric and even a little mad: ‘His children never could lose, until they grew up to be queer themselves, each one inside him, the uncomfortable feeling that his queer ways gave them.’


They were all afraid of him and confused by him. They never knew, if they were playing with him, when play would change to an outburst and how far that would go. He would dragoon them into card games then, after a few minutes, get his impatient feeling and say, ‘here you just finish it up I haven’t time to go on playing’. Then he made the governess take his hand and left them to play a game none of them was interested in and none of them would have thought of beginning. Nor could they abandon it because he would keep coming in to see who was winning.


Leo in particular disliked his father, harboured resentment towards him and felt afflicted by him with an unshakeable neurosis. He described him as stocky, dominant, aggressive and ill-educated. ‘He had three winters of schooling in his youth,’ Leo said of him. On one occasion his father took Leo to the dentist in Oakland and told him if he behaved well he would get a present. Leo behaved impeccably. On the way home they saw a dead man in the square. This distracted Leo and he did not ask for his reward until he was home. His father then said he had meant a cake or chocolate, but Leo had not asked for anything. ‘I felt irreparably injured’, Leo wrote in his autobiographical book Journey Into the Self.


Gertrude conceded that her father was in ‘some ways a splendid kind of person … big in the size of him and in his way of thinking’ who, in his strange way, encouraged all his children to have a sense of freedom, but she never cared for him, though she looked like him and felt that there were similarities in their temperaments. He was not particularly nice to her. He felt she was not the kind of daughter he wanted. ‘She was not very interesting ever to her father,’ Gertrude wrote of herself. He was critical of the way she looked and said she was never thorough in anything. He wanted her to do housekeeping, cooking and dressmaking. But nothing Gertrude ever cooked turned out right. Not that she made many attempts. Sometimes he asked her to do some domestic thing for him and she could not: ‘And then he would be full up with impatient feeling that she could not do that thing, that always she was not, as he put it, ever thorough in anything.’


Mostly he took no notice of her. Usually she went her own way in the evenings and the days. Then capriciously he would decide that she could not go out that evening, that she should stay in the house and be with her mother. And he would lecture Leo for not taking better care of Gertrude and impress upon him that Gertrude was his responsibility: ‘You have to take care of her sometime and you might as well begin, the sooner the better. You will have to do it sooner or later I tell you.’


The Steins were the only rich people in East Oakland. Nor were there many other Jews in this rural suburb of San Francisco. Sometimes Daniel Stein was angry if he saw Gertrude talking in the small houses of poorer neighbours and would say that she should be at home studying. At other times he felt she should be more like ordinary people. Perhaps unsurprisingly, in her adult years Gertrude had little praise for fathers:




father Mussolini and father Hitler and father Roosevelt and father Stalin and father Lewis and father Blum and father France … There is too much fathering going on just now and there is no doubt about it fathers are depressing.





He had faddish ideas about food, medicine and education. On one occasion, to impress dinner guests with his discipline over his children, he forced Leo to eat carrots and turnips which Leo hated and which made him sick. Leo then made himself get over his aversion by pulling up young carrots and turnips from the vegetable garden and nibbling them. Throughout his life he had digestive problems which he blamed on his father. He went on terrible fasts and regimes of raw vegetables and did not know when he was hungry.


Gertrude, whose appetite was hearty, said of her father and food:




He always liked to think about what was good for him in eating. He liked to think about what was good for every one around him in their eating eating. He liked to buy all kinds of eating, he liked all kinds of thinking about eating, eating was living to him.





Daniel Stein was all caprice, impulse and unpredictability, and he lacked credibility in his children’s eyes. Sometimes he thought they should all have castor oil. Sometimes he thought a Chinese doctor would be good for them. Sometimes he brought a ‘queer blind man to examine one of them’. ‘Sometimes their father would be strong in religion and then this would make for the children complications in their daily living.’ For the most part they had ordinary schooling at the nearby school. Then suddenly he would decide that they should be fluent in French and German and he would hire tutors to teach them at home.


In the strange atmosphere generated by their father’s capriciousness and their mother’s passivity, Gertrude and Leo turned to each other for a sense of relationship. Leo was Gertrude’s best friend and the only one in the family to whom she felt close. But Leo said even though they were always together, they never confided in each other about their inner life. He directed her learning, was a mine of information, helped her and gained such confidence as he had from her. The arrangement suited her:




It is better if you are the youngest girl in a family to have a brother two years older, because that makes everything a pleasure to you, you go everywhere and do everything while he does it all for you and with you which is a pleasant way to have everything happen to you.





They went on long walks, swam in the rivers and pools and helped the neighbouring farmers at harvest time. They read widely and unselectively – Wordsworth, Scott, Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, all of Shakespeare, Congressional Records, encyclopaedias, Mark Twain, Jules Verne, George Eliot, science books and history plays. Gertrude read the Bible to find out about eternity. ‘There was nothing there. There was God of course and he spoke but there was nothing about eternity.’ Her favourite things were books and food:




Evolution was all over my childhood … with music as a background for emotion and books as a reality and a great deal of fresh air as a necessity, and a great deal of eating as an excitement and as an orgy … Most of all there were books and food, food and books, both excellent things.





She went to primary school in East Oakland. She recalled the ‘Lend a Hand Society’ where pupils were asked to recount their good deeds of the day. Neither she nor Leo ever could think of a deed they had done that was good. Her essay about a sunset in East Oakland was chosen to represent her class at the school’s open day. She then went to the Oakwood High School and was thought bright enough to jump a class and go from the lower second to the high third.


A painting of the Battle of Waterloo impressed her when she saw it in San Francisco at the age of eight. She said it made her realise the difference between a painting and out of doors:




out of doors is made up of air and a painting has no air, the air is replaced by a flat surface and anything in a painting that imitates air is illustration and not art.





A few years later, in 1886, she saw Millet’s Man with the Hoe, also at a ‘loan show’ in San Francisco. She bought a photograph of it and her eldest brother Michael commented that it ‘was the hell of a hoe’. Gertrude said she saw from the painting that France was ‘made of ground, of earth’. Alice B. Toklas, who was three years younger than Gertrude and who spent most of her childhood in San Francisco, saw the same exhibition when she was nine. Fifty years later, as a married couple, Gertrude and Alice saw the picture again, when Gertrude was on a lecture tour of the States. Both felt shocked at how much smaller it was than they remembered.


Despite her colourless mother and fearsome father, Gertrude felt her childhood, up to the time of adolescence, to be happy. Leo, on the other hand, had enough unhappy memories ‘to make a dozen neuroses’. Apart from his extremely disagreeable recollections of his father, he remembered a girl at school who had a piece of sticky tape pasted over her mouth for giggling and whispering, and a maid who said she would give him to a witch if he did not behave. He suffered from what he called a ‘pariah complex’: ‘The pariah is one from whom love and participation are not desired. The pariah complex is the fantastic belief that such is the case.’ He was shy, awkward about being Jewish and bad at making friends. If anyone paid attention to him he ‘blushed so hard as to give me a headache’. If girls interested him he ran away from them. At a party where kissing games were being played, he jumped out of the window to avoid his turn.


He thought that he must have had a traumatic time at birth and weaning, for when adult he could not be chivalrous or romantic towards women and found it difficult even to be polite:




All sex expression toward them was rigorously suppressed and was reserved in later years for prostitutes who are for the most part regarded not as belonging to the real world but to the world of fantasy, since none of the ordinary obligations of the sex relation obtain in intercourse with them.





His early sexual feelings towards girls terrified him. At school there was a bright girl called Anna who always got top marks. Leo would go round the block to avoid meeting her because he wanted to meet her so much. The only subject he was good at was general knowledge. He knew all the answers. Once he had to partner with Anna for a spelling test on words that ended in ‘-ible’ or ‘-able’. He got them all wrong, she got them all right. ‘I still recall the faint smile with which she handed me back my wretched performance,’ he wrote decades later. Gertrude’s adult successes were a similar humiliation to him.


Neither he nor Gertrude felt close to their brothers and sister. They liked and respected Michael, but he was older and had the demeanour of the responsible eldest son. As for Bertha, ‘she was not a pleasant person’, said Gertrude. ‘Naturally she did not like anything.’ Gertrude slept in the same room with her. ‘It is natural not to care about a sister, certainly not when she is four years older and grinds her teeth at night.’ In the end Bertha ‘married a man who well they married’, and one of her sons became a biologist in Russia. Leo’s only adult recollection of her was as a little girl on a chamber pot. In October 1941, when nearly seventy, he dreamed that he was married to her, a condition which he found intolerable. In his dream she wanted to sleep with him but he insisted on going to another bed.


Simon, the very fat brother, was ‘a little simple minded’. He had, said Gertrude, ‘a very good nose and foolish but not silly eyes and he loved eating’. She tried, when she was eleven, to teach him that Columbus discovered America in 1492. She asked him every morning and evening, but he could never remember. He disliked Leo so he used to take Leo’s violin into the barn and get it to smell of horses. When he left school he had difficulty in getting or keeping a job. He fancied being a farmer. His father thought him beyond the pale and wrote to him on 13 June 1890 with a Gertrudian scorn for the conventions of syntax, grammar and punctuation:




Dear Simon


You may rest assured that unless you improve your mind by observation, reading, studying & learn to think for yourself, keep yourself tidy, be prompt in everything you wish to do, be temperate in Eating and drinking, in one word your mind must be educated and trained and strengthened to control the body, otherwise a man is very little higher than the lowest of animals, to be a common farm hand is certainly not very desirable, in this country successful farmers are among the brightest and best men we have, many of our Presidents, Senators, Members of Congress & other noted Men in all branches of life have been raised on farms, but they were and are brainy men, it is the mind and will power that makes the man, I have endeavoured for years to impress this fact on your mind without success, I hope you will change yet, you are still young, the world is before you – your destiny is in your own hands, every person in this country has the same and equal chance with every one else, so if you fail you have no one to blame but yourself, You have plenty of time and opportunities to improve yourself, you must remember, if you wish to associate with respectable and intelligent men and women, you must be so yourself.


Your Father


D. Stein





Simon did not take up farmwork, nor did he much improve his mind or body. For a while he worked in a cigar shop in San Francisco. He always kept candy and cigars in his pockets to give to strangers. After their father’s death Michael protected him financially. Simon would write laconic letters: ‘I must have the mony without fail this time. I want about $500 dollars five hundred dollars. Your affectone Bros. SDStein’. Sometimes, though rarely, he was more loquacious. A year after the San Francisco earthquake of 1906, when Gertrude, Leo, Michael and his wife Sarah and child Allan were living in Paris, he wrote:




My dear Allan, Mike, Sara, Gertrude and Leo


Owing you a Long letter I tell you what I have been doing, after the fire I took up the old sport of going fishing I found it a very lonsom sport as I had to go alone, the boy that used to go with me went Ogden, doing all the baiting myself I found it was doing my legs no good, so one fryday I cought thrity nice smelt, I gave them to Bulotti, I told him that I was tiard of doing nothing and next to Nothing going fishing. I said why cant I run the cigar Store. He said the cigar Store is yours if you want it I came around Saturday morning at 5 o’clock and took posession and took Stock Since I have somthing on My mind my leg’s are better I sleep like a babby and my time does not drag at all. Mike it is very cold here It must be snowing over in East Oakland, remember when we kids came hom from Sunday school and when we were driving up near the house you and Our Dear Mama threw snow balls at us? I am sending Allan a few dollars to have a good time on as usual, I earned it out of my store this time, and I often think of what you used to try to drum throught that Dick Copth of Mine, Now I can see it All in one Glance. Expience is the best teacher. What Brand of cigars do you smoke over in that country, I sell a good may of you old bran, the Americans.


Mrs Moffitt is fine and dandy she keeps my books every night and no munky business eather.


I sepose this letter is a littl bit late but is better late than never.


Mike, I have no troubles, But if there is a Surplice in my account, why as the New Year is coming a check would suit me very much.


Well Mike I see a custermur coming across the street, so I will close, sending my love to you all. I remain you Loving. Simon





The cigar retail trade did not work out for him. Michael then found him a job as a gripman on the street cablecars. This suited him better, and he stayed a gripman almost to the end of his life, ‘to be sure most of the time only on Sunday or when they were very busy and finally he was too heavy to stand so long and then he stopped.’


Amelia Stein became ill in 1884, when Gertrude was ten. At first she complained only of tiredness and ‘diorhea’, but otherwise recorded the usual ‘all well’ or ‘a lovely day’ in her diary. But in the summer she stayed with her sisters in Baltimore, was delirious in the night and could not sleep. Cancer was diagnosed. She tried to continue mothering her children and running her house, but without energy. Never a particularly controlling woman, she went on recording the daily events of her children’s lives – their days off school, purchases and achievements, but as if from the other side of a glass. She did not complain, and they took little notice of her, absorbed in their own affairs.


Their lives went on unsupervised. Gertrude sprained her foot and stayed at home, had a little party on her birthday, was given roller skates, took picnic lunches into the mountains with Leo, had violin lessons on Saturdays after skating, went to Oakland with Leo to get herself a pair of shoes. They had their teeth filled, sorted their books, went to the Grand Canyon, to the Oakland Theatre to see Around the World in Eighty Days, to the Coliseum for Uncle Tom’s Cabin and to the Tivoli Opera House for Daughters of the Regiment. On their mother’s birthday Bertha gave her a ‘sideboard scarf’ of felt and satin adorned with ‘lovely pompoms’, the others gave her a cake with her name on it.


Bertha caught the mumps and, ill though she herself was, Amelia treated her with hot red flannel cloths ‘dipped in hops water’. The $50 cow had a calf on Saturday 14 January 1885, but by Sunday Amelia recorded ‘our cow is not getting along nicely‘ and the next day the cow died at 2.30 pm. ‘She left a fine calf. She had inflammation of the second stomach she was a lovely cow we had her three years.’ Leo and Simey went to the butcher’s to see the carcass dissected, but Gertrude stayed at home with a headache. Amelia sold the calf for $15 and gave the money to Simey.


The house became too much for her to manage. Repeatedly she wrote in her diary ‘not quite well’. She visited Dr Fine or Dr Richter every day. They gave her the ‘galvanic battery and thermal baths’. Bertha always went with her. ‘I do not trust myself to walk alone,’ Amelia wrote. The family moved to a house in Oakland that was near to the surgery and easy to run.


Amelia’s diary became a chronicle of salt baths, electric treatments, massage and weight loss. By 14 January 1886 she weighed 108 pounds and Gertrude, who was nearly thirteen, weighed 135. More and more the children fended for themselves. Gertrude and Leo spent their pocket money on books and disappeared for days at a time, camping alone in the hills. They ‘dragged a little wagon and slept closely huddled together’. They had a gun and shot birds and rabbits. ‘We were heartless youngsters then and were so fond of our shooting that we had no sympathy for our victims’, Gertrude wrote. Nights were beautiful. ‘In other lands the heavens appear as a surface; here every star hangs down out of the blue behind it.’


In 1888, when Gertrude was fourteen, her mother died. Gertrude did not seem to grieve. ‘We had all already had the habit of doing without her’, she wrote. None the less, their mother had been the linchpin of their domestic lives and after her death, family life disintegrated. Michael was at the Johns Hopkins University. Bertha took over the housekeeping, but could not manage. Simey was not up to much. Meals were irregular, the dining table was no longer laid and after a while each of them ate when and what they pleased. Gertrude and Leo sometimes talked or walked all night and slept in the day. Father ‘was more a bother than he had been … Hitherto we had naturally not had to remember him most of the time and now remembering him had begun.’ He became entirely eccentric, shut himself up for days at a time, was irritable and dissatisfied and took out his frustrations on his family. His business affairs became erratic. He speculated with money and lost it. Leo and Gertrude bought books as a security in case of financial ruin – Shelley in a green Moroccan leather binding, an illustrated set of Thackeray.


This chaotic insecure home life caused Gertrude an ‘agony of adolescence’. She had panic attacks and thought she was going mad. She was afraid not so much of death as of dissolution, of breaking down. She experienced childhood as a civilised time of evolution and order. Adolescence was medieval:




Mediaeval means that life and place and the crops you plant and your wife and children, all are uncertain. They can be driven away or taken away, or burned away, or left behind …


Fifteen is really mediaeval and pioneer and nothing is clear and nothing is sure, and nothing is safe and nothing is come and nothing is gone. But all might be.





Years later Alice B. Toklas heard of the pain of Gertrude’s adolescence:




I was shocked with those bad years she’d had when she told me. I’d never heard of anything like that. I said so. I said, ‘How horrible.’ She said, ‘Didn’t you have that period too?’ I said, ‘Not I’ and she said, looking at me, ‘Lucky you.’





Gertrude dropped out of high school and was uncertain as to what she wanted to do. Michael thought she should become a musician. Leo ‘hastily did three years high school work in seven months’ and went to the University of California at Berkeley, and father




naturally was not satisfied with anything. That was natural enough … Then one morning we could not wake up our father. Leo climbed in by the window and called out to us that he was dead in his bed and he was … Then our life without a father began. A very pleasant one.





It was 1891 when Daniel Stein died – three years after his wife. Michael, who was twenty-six, took over as head of the family. Gertrude was seventeen and Leo was nineteen. They were both minors so Michael became their legal guardian. ‘I remember’, wrote Gertrude, ‘going to court for the only time I was ever in one, to say that we would have him’. His sense of responsibility towards his brothers and sisters was keen. As Alice put it:




He saw not any one of them would ever earn any money. None of them were made for a business career. And he didnt think of any profession in which they would succeed.





Daniel Stein’s financial affairs were in disarray. ‘There were so many debts it was frightening,’ wrote Gertrude:




and then I found out that profit and loss is always loss … and it was discouraging because we always had a habit in the family never to owe anybody any money.





Shambolic though Daniel Stein’s affairs were, his will showed that he owned 480 acres of land, property in Baltimore and California, shares in cable, railroad and mining companies and, most valuable of all, the franchise for an unrealised project to consolidate the various street railroad systems in San Francisco. Michael Stein sold this franchise to the railroad tycoon Collis P. Huntington and took a job with the new consolidated company.


His acumen in dealing with his father’s affairs secured for Gertrude and the others a moderate income for life. ‘They all had very simple tastes,’ said Alice, ‘so that they lived in considerable luxury.’ Gertrude described their income as enough to keep them ‘reasonably poor’. It allowed them to travel, buy books and pictures and be free for ever of the burden of work.


For a year they all lived together in a house in San Francisco. ‘Then we all went somewhere.’ Gertrude and Bertha went to Baltimore to stay with their mother’s sister Fannie Bachrach. Leo transferred from Berkeley to Harvard University. Michael and Simon stayed on in San Francisco working on the railroads: Michael as divisional superintendent of the combined Market Street Railway Company, Simon as a part-time gripman. Simon was the only one to spend the rest of his life in California. He died there in middle age, ‘still fat and fishing’.





3
Alice’s Early Years


‘Her tender nose is between her eyes which close and are very lovely’


Alice Babette Toklas spent her childhood in San Francisco, across the Bay from Oakland and from Gertrude. She was born at 922 O’Farrell Street, the house of her maternal grandparents, Louis and Hanchen Levinsky, on 30 April 1877, three years after Gertrude. (When she lived in France all official documents gave her birthday as 30 June 1877. There was some confusion with the authorities when she arrived.)


She was the first child and only daughter of Ferdinand and Emma Levinsky Toklas. She arrived a day later than due and her father, given to making weak jokes, liked to tell her that she never found a way to catch up. ‘I led in my childhood and youth’, said Alice, ‘the gently bred existence of my class and kind.’ Gertrude was raised in the rough and tumble of a large odd-minded family. Alice was always the little lady.


The O’Farrell Street block, built on sand dunes, was a dream of prosperity come true – solid bourgeois housing in a fashionable part of town. ‘At nine o’clock every morning the men of O’Farrell Street left their homes for their places of business downtown dressed in brushed broadcloth and polished high hats,’ – the Levinskys, the Levys, the Nathans. They were self-made men, immigrants from towns and villages in central Europe, who had worked their way through casual trade and entrepreneurial risk, to solid business achievement.


‘I was the child who was raised by women, and influenced by women,’ said Alice. While the men went off to earn the money she stayed in the company of her mother, maiden aunts, great aunts and her grandmother, Hanchen Levinsky, whom she particularly adored. Hanchen Levinsky was educated, ‘had delightful ways of smelling flowers and eating dates and sugar’, liked all things cultural and played the piano. ‘She made that sort of life normal to me,’ said Alice. She was so short in the leg she had to have something special done to the piano pedals. ‘All the sisters were short and swarthy and sitting, their feet scarcely touched the floor.’ One of them became a professional pianist, was disinherited for the transgression and married an army officer.


Alice remembered ‘quartets and trios at my grandmother’s house from the days of my mother’s youth’. A French doctor played the violin, an American architect the cello. There was, said Alice, no social occasion to equal it in San Francisco. Alice too had musical talent. A Frenchwoman gave her piano lessons every Saturday, and her grandmother took her to the Tivoli Opera House to hear Aïda, Lohengrin, Gilbert and Sullivan, and the first American performance of Cavalleria Rusticana. Alice heard Luisa Tetrazzini and admired her cadenzas. Until her mid-twenties Alice wanted to be a concert pianist, ‘then I found that everything I did was absolutely fifth rate and so I gave it up.’ She served Gertrude’s talent and ambition instead.
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