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  The question is not what you look at, but what you see.




  —Henry David Thoreau




  The Collector’s Apprentice is a novel in which fictional characters mingle with historical figures. All incidents and dialogue are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Some alterations in the timing and placement of persons and events were made as the story dictated, the details of which can be found in the author’s note at the end of the book. In all other respects, any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.




  
Part one


  [image: Image]





  
The Trial, 1928




  This isn’t how it was supposed to be, Edwin. Instead of you and the collection, fear is my companion. It’s settled itself somewhere between my stomach and lungs, often reaching its tentacles through to my fingertips, other times lurking in place, robbing me of the ability to take a full breath or swallow even the smallest morsel of food.




  As I sit here on this unforgiving bench in the Montgomery County Courthouse waiting for the lunch recess to end, I close my eyes and imagine that after today’s session I’ll head back to my little house and you’ll be there to pour us a glass of wine, that we’ll share a cigarette and a laugh at the prosecution’s allegations. Then I snap back and remember that you aren’t waiting for me, that you’re no longer able to listen or laugh. It’s been seven months, and still I do this.




  I’d hoped this morning would go better, that my lawyer, Ronald Jesper, who looks to be all of fifteen years old, would stand up to that pompous district attorney, Mr. G. W. Pratt. Initially the firm assigned me a senior partner as counsel, but after the partner persuaded the judge to release me on bail, he vanished, and I was turned over to this newly minted lawyer, the smell of the classroom still clinging to his suit. Ronald is so green he felt the need to tell me that Pennsylvania executes more convicted murderers than almost any other state in the country. Yet, I trusted he would repudiate the court’s notion that I was the one responsible for your death.




  Their lead witness was the policeman who had been the first on the scene. He described what Mr. Pratt prosecution kept referring to as “the fatal event” rather than “the accident,” although any thinking person can clearly see that’s exactly what it was. What else do you call a truck colliding with a car?




  Painstakingly, the policeman answered each of Mr. Pratt’s questions. Yes, it was a calm night, dark, no ice or snow on the ground or in the air. Yes, there was little traffic on the road. Yes, he had taken the truck driver’s statement, but the fellow was not forthcoming, an unfortunate circumstance. For although the driver’s only injury was a cut to the forehead from hitting the windshield, the wound became infected, and the man was dead within two days.




  Next up were the photographs, over a dozen of them, taken from every angle, labeled Exhibits 1–17. Ronald objected, stating they were prejudicial, but the judge overruled him. The policeman identified each one: the position of the vehicles; the position of the body; even poor little Fidèle, growling and baring his teeth, refusing to allow the medics to tend to you. Then the district attorney passed them on to the jury. Two of the men looked away, and one of the women grew so pale I thought she might faint.




  Mr. Pratt, looking so wise and gentlemanly with his thick gray hair and expensive pinstriped suit, collected the photographs. He walked over to the defense table and had the audacity to smile at me. “Perhaps you’d like to see these photographs of Dr. Bradley, Miss Gregsby?” He bowed slightly and held out the pack as if he were presenting a gift.




  I didn’t move. I couldn’t look. It was bad enough imagining you like that. Imagining the effect of that big rig on your Packard. On you. Imagining your terror when you finally realized the truck wasn’t going to stop.




  “Don’t take them, Vivienne,” Ronald hissed, then stood. “Objection!”




  This time the judge sustained, and the proceedings turned to motive. I’m the primary beneficiary, the heir, the inheritor, and therefore I have the most to gain from your death. Pratt implied that because I’m not your wife, this was particularly suspicious, although I have no idea why that would be the case. Two art experts testified to my portion of the estate. One figured the twenty-five hundred paintings and sculptures you left me are worth about $20 million, and the other estimated at least $25 million. Isn’t it remarkable that the art they all derided just a decade ago is now worth so much? As I always said, you were a true visionary.




  Edwin, why did you have to die now? Just when you finally proved to everyone that you were right all along. You, a man of such brilliance and creativity, who faced so many challenges and beat back every one. You didn’t deserve this fate.




  But then, so few of us receive the fate we deserve.




  
1


  [image: Image]





  Paulien/Vivienne, 1922




  Paulien is aware that being banished to Paris with 200 francs in her pocket isn’t the worst of circumstances. But the city is vast and crowded and lonely despite all the noise and hubbub, not at all the way she remembers it. She wishes she were back in Brussels, filled with hope for the future, standing with her arms held wide as the seamstress made the final adjustments to her wedding gown. She looks down at the diamond on her ring finger. There is still hope. It’s a crazy mistake, which George will straighten out.




  His telegram read: not as it seems. stop. going after swiss banker who stole all the money. stop. will come for you when succeed. stop. love always.




  It pours the day she takes a bateau along the Seine, and she’s unaffected by either the Eiffel Tower or her walk down the Champs-Élysées. Even a visit to the Louvre, a place of worship to her, leaves her as cold as the classical sculptures there. She worries about her parents and her brothers, wonders how they’re holding up, what they’re doing. She’s edgy and skittish, startles at every sound, searches every face for a sign of George or her father.




  Clearly she needs something more absorbing than sightseeing. She decides she’ll look for a position in a gallery like the one she had in London after she graduated from college, gain a little more experience before she goes out on her own. George spoke about starting a new company. Why not here? It doesn’t matter to her if she opens her gallery in London or in Paris or in Brussels for that matter. She smiles as she imagines asking her father’s advice on which artists she should choose for her first show.




  True, Papa and Maman were the ones who cast her out. He has destroyed everything we have been building for generations—and you brought him here, allowed him to do this to us, helped him! She can still hear her mother’s words. It is all gone. What we had, what you and your brothers and your children would have had. Everything that we are. Our name. Our proud name . . .




  The memory almost doubles Paulien over. But Maman will soon discover that she’s worrying herself for no good reason. George will find the corrupt banker who cheated him and stole everyone’s money. Then her parents will see they were mistaken to believe that there never was a banker or that George is a crook and a con man of the worst sort. George would never swindle them, never swindle her, of this she is certain. Paulien dons the one stylish suit she managed to shove into her valise before she left, tilts her hat at a rakish angle, and sets out to find herself a gallery.




  It’s a breezy late summer day in the most enchanting city in the world, and her spirits rise. She steps onto the teeming streets. Fashionable women with strappy shoes and short dresses drink coffee and smoke cigarettes, heads pressed together inside the red-fronted Le Pure Café. Tiny tables and wicker chairs pack the sidewalks, shops dazzle with the latest button-up boots and brimmed hats. The boulangeries, the marble facades, the cascading flowers, the promenades.




  From under the bright green awning of Les Deux Magots in Saint-Germain-des-Prés, a handsome young man with a thin mustache calls out for her to join him. She flashes him a smile and walks on. Between the carriages and carts, Paulien catches sight of a Studebaker Roadster dexterously dodging the bicyclists and pedestrians. It’s the same model as George’s, although in bright yellow rather than navy blue, and her eyes follow the car’s path until it turns at the corner. Perhaps he will come today.




  She strolls into a gallery called Arnold et Tripp at 8, rue Saint-Georges. The street name is a good sign. The proprietor is at least fifty, with a heavy beard and what sounds like a Polish accent. She introduces herself and tells him about her experience at the Whitechapel Gallery, her studies at the Académie Royale des Beaux-Arts in Brussels and the Slade School of Fine Art in London, her childhood in a house with an extensive art collection.




  He’s happy to listen to her, but in the end he says, “I am so sorry, mademoiselle. As much as I would enjoy the company of a young woman as knowledgeable and beautiful as you, I have neither the resources nor the need.” French men are such flirts. Even the old ones.




  She moves on to Brame et Lorenceau, a gallery with connections to the Manet family. But there’s no job there either. She speaks with Marcel Bernheim at Bernheim-Jeune and Henry Bing at Galerie Nunes et Fiquet with the same outcome. She stops by a gallery specializing in old masters—painters she appreciates but isn’t drawn to—and then moves on to Boussod, Valadon et Cie, which sells only prints of the popular Salon artists. No luck.




  The shadows lengthen, and Paulien starts back to her hotel. She passes the Durand-Ruel Gallery and almost doesn’t go in, but then she recognizes a Cézanne on the far wall: the luscious brushstrokes; the turbulent, uncontrollable energy; the bevy of rare juxtapositions and color combinations. Home.




  She steps into the hushed, musty-smelling gallery and approaches Léda au cygne. Cézanne. Her father’s collection includes Cézanne’s Five Bathers, which she fell in love with as a child: the vivid blues, greens, and yellows; the roughness of the tree bark; the soft, fleshy women frolicking in the sifting sunlight. There was something magical about the diminutive painting, just over two feet square, which soothed and touched her in a way she was too young to understand.




  Paulien appraises the canvas in front of her, guessing Cézanne painted it sometime in the early 1880s. She isn’t familiar with this particular picture, and although she prefers his more mature work, her heart slips. Those succulent blues against the yellow-orange of both the swan’s beak and Leda’s ringlets, the sexuality in every twist of their bodies, in every swirl of the fabric, the desire in the swan’s grasp of Leda’s wrist. She catches her breath. She misses George, wants him.




  “I see you are admiring our Léda, mademoiselle.” A deep voice interrupts her musings.




  She turns to the stocky man with wide shoulders standing next to her. Although he’s broadly balding, his unwrinkled skin hints that he can’t be much more than ten years her senior. “I am.”




  “You are a devotee of Monsieur Cézanne?”




  “Yes, but I prefer the work he did in the last decade of his life.” She figures she might as well be honest, as there surely are no jobs to be had in this tiny gallery. “When he began to construct objects with color instead of line.”




  He bows slightly and then extends his hand. “Alexandre Busler,” he says. “And I most heartily agree with you.”




  “I’m Paulien Mertens, and I suppose I’m a little surprised to hear you say that.”




  “Not every art dealer is so entrenched in the past that he cannot see what is the future.”




  She returns his bow. “I’m sorry if I mistook you for one of those.”




  “Apology accepted.” M. Busler turns toward the Cézanne. “But this painting is not without merit, no?”




  “No. Not at all. It’s moving, provocative. All these curves—her hip, her arm, the swan’s neck, even her hair and the back of her chair—flow so, so . . .” She wants to say erotically but substitutes, “Beautifully.”




  His eyes crinkle with amusement. “Yes, they do. As you say, so beautifully.”




  Heat rises along her neck, and Paulien curses her pale skin, which constantly undermines her. “What I really like is how you can see his ideas evolving. Like here.” She points to the face. “Her skin isn’t classically smooth and pearly—it’s blotchy. Made with thick brushstrokes. And with colors you wouldn’t think of as skin tones: greens, purples, oranges.”




  M. Busler leans back and crosses his arms over his chest. “Would you like a cup of tea? Or perhaps something stronger?”




  “Tea would be delightful, thank you.” Paulien unpins her hat. Perhaps there is a job here.




  He ushers her into a small alcove at the side of the gallery and prepares tea while they talk about Cézanne, Van Gogh, Seurat, Picasso, and her favorite, Henri Matisse. About when post-Impressionism began and who began it. After half an hour, they’re Paulien and Alexandre.




  “Listening to you,” Alexandre says, “I would guess you are an artist. But your fingernails are too clean.”




  She smiles fleetingly. “Right now I’m looking for a position.”




  He appears confused.




  “As an assistant. In an art gallery.”




  “But you are only a visitor to Paris, no? I hear from your accent that you are not French.”




  “Belgian. From Brussels. But then I was in London for school and stayed after I completed my studies. And . . . and now I’m living in Paris. Or will be soon.”




  “You would like to work here? At my gallery?”




  “I would. Very much.” Then she plunges into a recitation of her qualifications.




  “Why did you leave London?” he asks.




  She can’t tell him the truth, so she says, “I didn’t like it there. All that rain. And the English . . .” Her mother once told her that no specifics were necessary to convince a Frenchman of anyone’s antipathy toward the British. “Well, you know how they are.”




  “Indeed I do.” Alexandre stands and retrieves a pen and notebook from his desk. He gives them to her. “Please write down all your particulars, how I can reach you, the exact years you were at the Slade, worked at Whitechapel, anything else you think I should know.”




  When Paulien finishes, she hands the notebook back and asks, “So you have a position?”




  “I would not have said so before you walked in, but perhaps there is something we can do. Although it will not be full time and will pay next to nothing. At least not at the start.”




  “That’s fine,” Paulien tells him. “It will be fine.”




  Alexandre squints at what she’s written. “You are staying at Le Meurice?” he asks. “Why would you want a small position here if you can afford to stay there?”




  “I, ah, I . . .” She’s unprepared for the question, looks down at her ring. “Well, you see, it’s that I’m going to be married. Soon. And my fiancé is, well, he’s quite well off. So . . .”




  Alexandre glances at her quizzically and then down at the notebook in his hand. “Mertens, Mertens . . . ,” he mutters. “Belgium.” Then he straightens up. “Aldric Mertens? Are you related to Aldric Mertens?”




  Paulien is silenced by his harsh tone, by the cold glint of his eyes.




  “You are the daughter,” Alexandre declares, disgust creeping into his voice. “The one who was involved with that maggot Everard.” He glowers at her. “It is no surprise then that you are so knowledgeable about art.”




  “Please, Alexandre, please let me explain. It’s not what you—”




  “My brother is dead because of . . . because of . . .” He chokes on the words, and his face reddens. “Your father, a supposed friend, persuaded him to invest, and he lost everything. Joseph could not bear the embarrassment, the failure. He . . . he left his wife a widow and three little boys . . . without a centime.”




  Paulien jumps from her chair and takes a step toward him. “Oh no. No. I’m so sorry. So very sorry. That’s—”




  Alexandre holds up his hands, and she stops. “You need to leave.” His voice is raspy; he’s close to tears. “And if you are smart, you will also get out of that hotel. Out of Paris. This city is smaller than it seems.”




  “But you don’t understand. It’s all a mistake. My father didn’t know anything. And . . . and there wasn’t anything to know. It will all be cleared up as soon as George finds—”




  “Do not tell me your father just wanted to help Joseph make a few francs. No, your father was getting a cut of the profits, of this there can be no doubt. And you, engaged to marry that . . . that bandit!” Alexandre barks a laugh containing no humor, and his eyes are black with derision. “Obviously your fiancé is well off.”




  “But he didn’t. Papa didn’t. And George didn’t either. A Swiss banker stole all the money and George is going—”




  “Get out of my sight!”




  Paulien rushes for the door. She moves quickly away from the gallery, turns at the first corner, slithers into an alley, and pushes herself into a small notch between two buildings. Merde. No one has ever looked at her like that. With such disdain and contempt. Such scorn. She closes her eyes against the shame, but it doesn’t go away.




  When she composes herself, she hurries to the telegraph office. i must come home, papa. stop. please come get me. stop. now. Then she returns to Le Meurice to wait for him.




  She holes up in her hotel room, afraid of being seen, eating little, sleeping as much as she can. As the days pass and neither her father nor George appears, it begins to dawn on her that they might not. That she may be on her own. Surely it’s just that it’s taking George a long time to find the banker, but she’s troubled that she’s the only one who believes there’s one to be found. And where is Papa? She writes a letter every day, sometimes more than one, but there is no response. She burrows deeper into the covers and sobs like a child.




  But she isn’t a child. She’s an adult, almost twenty years old. When her tears run dry, Paulien drags herself from the bed. Although she wishes she were dead, she also wishes to live. She counts her money. Once she pays the hotel bill, she will have almost nothing left. What will she do? How she will survive? She has no answers, but there is no doubt that she must pawn her ring and move to cheaper lodgings.




  For the first time in days, she leaves the hotel and heads into districts she’s never seen before. Her family spent many holidays in Paris, but none in these quarters of serpentine lanes and wooden buildings pressed tight to their neighbors. The women on the streets are pale and thin and look exhausted. They wear dresses of rough cotton, often covered by aprons; the dresses and aprons look as if they haven’t been washed any more often than their owners. The men look even more downtrodden in their frayed pants and hats stained with sweat.




  What must it be like to live in such poverty? To have so little and perhaps even less hope for the future? It occurs to her that this might be her own state, but despite the silence from home and George, she can’t believe this is true. Still, she must proceed as if it is.




  After visits to three pawnbrokers, she returns to the one who offered the most money. The shop is cramped and smells like the inside of an old suitcase. The proprietor leers at her as she pulls the ring over her knuckle. She’s not going to cry in front of him, she’s not, she won’t. But it feels as if she’s drowning. She imagines George returning to the shop to retrieve the ring, putting it back on her finger where it belongs. This calms her enough to take the money the man proffers, a fraction of what the ring is worth, one hundred francs. Which won’t last long.




  She has to locate a room she can afford, somewhere safe where she can stay until things work themselves out. She can’t go home without an invitation, not after how quickly they assumed the worst of her, of George. How could they possibly believe she would swindle them? Her own family? Nor does she have enough money to leave Paris for another destination. She wanders the streets, wonders if she is walking in circles, finds nothing.




  Finally she comes upon a sign for a women’s rooming house on rue du Cardinal Lemoine. The arrow points to a door covered with chipped blue paint that’s squeezed between a butcher and a dank shop that appears to sell gear for horses. She climbs a flight of stairs to another door in no better shape than the first.




  Standing on the rickety landing, she tells herself that this, too, is a momentary obstacle. A tale she and George will laughingly tell their children someday: how Papa fooled Maman with one of his silly pranks and how well she survived on her own. George is such a jokester. Like the way he proposed marriage, allowing her to think one thing while he was busy planning another. She knocks.




  A slender girl, stringy hair held tight to her forehead by sweat, answers and eyes her uneasily. “You lost?”




  “I’m looking for a room.”




  The girl laughs, revealing a broken front tooth. “Not here.”




  “There’s nothing available?”




  “Not for you.”




  “But you do have a vacancy?”




  “Va-can-cy,” she mimics, looking Paulien up and down, taking quite an interest in her shoes. “What we got is a room in the attic. Not near swanky enough for you.”




  “Can I see it, please?”




  “Hot in summer,” the girl continues. “Freezing in winter. Cold water down one floor and a WC more like a closet with a slop bucket than anything else.”




  “How much?”




  The girl narrows her eyes. “One franc a week.” She tries to keep a sly smile from her lips and almost succeeds.




  Paulien considers bargaining, as this is surely higher than the usual rate, but she says, “I’ll take it.”




  “You got a name?”




  A name. Paulien hesitates. She needs a new name. One that will hide who she is, a nationality that isn’t hers. An English surname. A French given name. “Vivienne,” she says, appropriating this from her favorite nanny. “Gregsby,” she adds, appropriating this from a professor she admired at the Slade. “I’m Vivienne Gregsby.”




  “Well then, Vivienne Gregsby, give me enough to cover two weeks and it is yours.”




  Paulien guesses she’s being taken again, that few of the women seeking shelter here have the means to pay so much in advance. She’s aware she can’t afford to be generous any longer, that the girl probably has more money than she does, but she hands her a franc. “I’ll give you the other half tomorrow,” she says, deciding against seeing the room, fearful she’ll lose her nerve. “I’ll be back in the morning.”




  Before she returns to Le Meurice for her last evening as Paulien Mertens, she sends her parents a telegram with her new name and address. Then she stops at a hairdresser and has a coiffeur bob her long blond hair and dye it dark brown. A completely different person gazes back at her from the mirror. She supposes it’s Vivienne Gregsby.
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  Vivienne, 1922




  Vivienne’s room is tiny, just enough space for a narrow cot and two wooden boxes to hold her meager belongings. The sounds of squabbling between the two sisters who run the place and the screeching of chickens in the coops just below her window never seem to let up, and neither do the odors of raw meat and horses and leather. She can’t return to her more familiar haunts, fearful of seeing Alexandre’s loathing and pain on another face, so she spends her days roaming the streets of her new neighborhood, chain-smoking and trying to remain invisible.




  She eats little, her stomach now shrunk to the size of a clenched fist, knotted like an old woman’s fingers, and she’s dropped at least ten pounds since coming to Paris. She’s always been on the plump side, so this alters her appearance more than she would have thought. It also saves money. But not enough. She has eighty-six francs and must find a job.




  Not an unpaid position, as she had in London, but one with a salary large enough to support her and allow her to save money to leave France. She’s never thought much about a salaried position, or making money, for that matter. Her father’s lessons in how to curate the Mertens collection never included the financial aspects, as she was raised to believe it was vulgar for a girl to consider such things. But now she finds herself without income or connections, disowned and disavowed, on her own in a world she doesn’t understand, her lessons in piano, art, and elocution having prepared her for nothing.




  Dark clouds shadow her wanderings. Papa, Maman, Léon, Franck, do they miss her? They know where she is, her new name, how to find her, but still no one has come. Do they think about her? Do they still love her? She would never have believed the answer to these questions could be no. She aches for them all. For George.




  She yearns almost as much for the world of art. Her father is the fourth-generation owner of Mertens Mills and Textiles, the largest producer of cotton in Belgium, and he’s also an art collector. She’s dreamed of becoming a skilled collector since she was a girl, preparing to take over the family collection, which was started by Arrière-grand-père Mertens, ignored by her grandfather, and enhanced by her father. But her aspirations go far beyond simple stewardship. She’s going to convert a large barn on the eastern end of their estate and create the Mertens Museum of Post-Impressionism, the greatest post-Impressionist art center in the world.




  The majority of the Mertens collection, the seventeenth- and eighteenth-century European paintings purchased by her great-grandfather, is located in the formal north wing of their manor house and is open to the public five days a week. But the pieces she and Papa like best—the paintings he acquired over the past few decades against the advice of his friends, all of whom believed the works to be inferior and the artists mad—hang together in a room in the east wing, which they refer to as the colonnade because it opens into a hallway framed by two sets of Corinthian columns. Three by Henri Matisse, The Music Lesson, Dishes and Melon, and Still Life with Gourds; two by Pablo Picasso, Head of a Woman and Young Woman Holding a Cigarette; Seurat’s A Sunday on La Grande Jatte; and Cézanne’s Five Bathers.




  Originally, these seven paintings were in the north wing with the more traditional works, but closed-minded patrons complained that they weren’t art, only smudges by untalented pretenders, and Papa removed them to the colonnade. Growing up, she spent as much time there as she could, sneaking away from her nannies and tutors to be with the pictures.




  The room was furnished with a few comfortable couches and chairs, and her preferred spot was directly across from Matisse’s The Music Lesson, her favorite of the seven. She would curl up on the silver-blue sofa with her sketchbook and pencils, sometimes drawing and sometimes just looking, drifting, dreaming, allowing the paintings to transport her into a distant world.




  Aside from the staff, she didn’t have much company as a young girl. The family property expanded for miles in every direction, and her mother insisted she be educated at home by the same tiresome teachers who had taught her and her sisters eons before. Paulien’s older brother, Léon, was too straitlaced to be any fun, and although she was crazy for her younger brother, Franck, he was too little to be much of a playmate.




  Her mother, whose interests lay in gossip, parties, expensive jewelry, and being a beauty, was unhappy that her only daughter wasn’t concerned with any of these things. Maman often predicted that, despite her pretty face, if Paulien didn’t start acting more like a proper girl, she would be forced to “marry down,” the worst fate imaginable. The paintings, on the other hand, were always there, welcoming her, opening up to her so she could crawl into their swirling emotions and bring them to life with her imaginings. Bring herself to life.




  One day when she was about eleven, her father came upon her softly weeping in front of The Music Lesson. Embarrassed and afraid he’d think poorly of her, she jumped up and wiped her tears with the sleeve of her dress. “Hello, Papa.”




  “Why are you crying, my dear?” he asked.




  She didn’t know how to explain what she was feeling, but he hardly ever asked her a personal question, and she wanted to answer him. For him to take notice of her. She pointed to the picture. “I, ah, I always feel sad that the people are so alone. They are a family just like us—a sister and two brothers, but there is no father in the picture, and the mother is so far away. As if she does not care what her children are doing. And maybe the father does not either.”




  He gave her an intense look she couldn’t read. “What makes you think they are alone? They are home together enjoying their amusements.”




  “I . . . I do not know,” she stuttered. When he glanced at his watch, she blurted out, “Maybe it is because they are not looking at one another. The older brother is reading his book, the mother is knitting behind the house, and even though the small boy and the sister sit together at the piano, there’s . . . there’s something that seems to keep them apart. I do not ever want our family to be like that.”




  “Very good.” Papa pointed to a wide band of gold—ostensibly the edge of a gilded frame—that cut between the heads of the two piano players, separating them. “Very good, Paulie.” He glanced at her, at the painting, back at her. “You are an insightful girl. Not like your brothers, who cannot be bothered to sit still long enough to look at anything.”




  This comment astounded her. The times her father was at home instead of at his offices, he gave most of his attention to her brothers, once in a while glancing at her indulgently but dismissively. Just the night before, at dinner, he’d grilled Léon about his lessons in physics, threw out mathematics problems to Franck, but told her she needed to smile more if she was ever going to find a man to marry her. Her mother heartily agreed.




  Delighted that for once she’d bested her brothers, Paulien cried, “This room is my favorite place in the whole wide world, Papa!”




  He leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “I am glad it is here for you whenever you wish.”




  After that, he began to discuss the paintings with her, as well as his thoughts on how creativity was shaped and changed, on the future of art. Paulien reveled in his attention, the best hours of her days. One afternoon he pulled a chair close to where she was seated on the couch. “How would you like it if someday this was yours—the whole collection?”




  “Mine?” She was the daughter, and although she knew she would always be taken care of, would want for nothing, she’d always assumed the properties would go to her brothers. “Léon and Franck—”




  “Léon and Franck will have nothing to complain about. They have no feeling for art. And the collection deserves to be grown and nurtured by someone who does.”




  “I can do that,” she told him. “I’ll take good care of them. All of them. Even Arrière-grand-père’s dark ones. And I’ll find more to keep our special seven company—to keep me company.”




  For the next five years he trained her, changing the tenor of their relationship, sharing his devotion to art, deepening her own and their respect for each other. A businessman with an obsession for order, he claimed that this school of art, which was being called post-Impressionism, provided a respite for him, a means to step outside his restrained world. Paulien, on the other hand, a girl who flaunted rules and had a passion for the uneven and irregular, was drawn by the playful defying of traditional perspective and the artists’ use of raw, expressive color.




  Papa taught her not only about art but also about the art of collecting. About choosing always what she loved, but only those pieces that fit into her vision, works that would make the whole greater than its parts. He took her to museums and galleries and auctions. He explained that a true collector was unconcerned with what he acquired for himself or his family in the present; he was concerned only with what he acquired for posterity. A collector was a curator, a custodian, for art could not be owned in the sense a piece of furniture could be owned; it was timeless and meant to be shared.




  Now all those teachings might be for naught, the Mertens family a reflection of the Matisse family in The Music Lesson: separated, disconnected, shattered. Just as she had told her father she never wanted them to be.




  Vivienne craves a walk through the galleries and museums she once took for granted, visits to artists’ studios, to discuss what’s new, what’s good and what isn’t, to think about what would best fit her vision. She sees the barn transformed into an open and airy museum, white walls covered with bold hues and stylized abstractions. The tears fall.




  She wallows in self-pity for a few weeks, spending money she can’t afford on cigarettes and telegrams to Brussels that go unanswered. One afternoon she’s so disheartened that she splurges on a half-dozen éclairs. She sits at a table outside the boulangerie and gobbles down three in quick succession. Then she throws it all up in a trash can. The stench of vomit combined with rancid rubbish is overwhelming, and she rushes to the street, gasping for fresh air.




  She watches a woman with two little girls, each clutching one of her hands, as they come around the corner. Their clothes are well worn and the children’s dresses are smudged with coal, but they’re all singing “Frère Jacques,” the girls’ high voices appealingly off-key. When the verse ends, the woman stoops to drop a kiss onto the top of each child’s head. The girls laugh and look up at her adoringly.




  As the three of them reach the front of the épicerie, a rough-looking man with a scraggily beard whips off his hat, bows, and chivalrously opens the door for them. The woman smiles, curtsies, and enters the shop. The girls’ giggles tinkle along with the bell on the door.




  Within a week, Vivienne finds work at a tiny millinery shop, helping women who save their centimes for months, maybe years, to buy a hat. Except for the staff at the estate, Vivienne never knew women like this, and she’s staggered by the life of privilege she grew up within, by what she had presumed was normal. She likes the customers, their quiet pride and shy pleasure when she places a hat on their heads.




  Shoppers are scarce in this humble district, and the milliner can afford to have her only two days a week, which isn’t enough to pay for her room and one meal a day. But it’s dangerous to search for a job with a wealthier clientele in a fancier area; even with her name change, weight loss, and new hairstyle, she might be recognized. So Vivienne stays within these streets where she knows no one—and where no one she knows would ever be.




  She discovers a café just off rue du Cardinal Lemoine that’s in need of a waitress a few nights a week, and then she meets a painter who asks her to model for him, something she did at the Slade School as a favor for her friends rather than for money. He finds a few other artists who hire her also. Between the three jobs, she manages.




  She’s surprised to find she doesn’t mind working. In truth, she enjoys it, especially the modeling, because she’s back in the world of art and artists. She’s perversely amused that the modeling would horrify her parents. Her mother would be even more horrified to learn that her daughter has made friends with some of the girls at the rooming house.




  Adélaïde, who has been on her own since she was twelve and can turn a tattered piece of fabric into a dress that looks as if it came from an elegant store. Exquisite little Rachelle, who ran away from a Catholic orphanage and lives with a terror Paulien can now appreciate: that she’ll be recognized, beaten, and sent back for more punishment. And Odette, who is fearless and takes Vivienne to dance halls on Saturday nights. They all recognize she’s different but ask no questions, and for this Vivienne is grateful.




  When one of her artists mentions that an American art collector, a Dr. Edwin Bradley, has lost his translator and needs someone to help him navigate the French art world, Vivienne asks for the details. She speaks fluent English, Flemish, and French. Also German and Spanish, although not nearly as fluently.




  But can she? Should she? A job like that will put her in the middle of Parisian society. Her stomach cramps at the thought of it, but she hasn’t been able to save any money, and this will surely pay more than she’s making. Two months have passed since she arrived, and the fact that she no longer looks or even feels like Paulien Mertens has to count for something.




  An interview is set up for the following day. She’s to meet Dr. Bradley in the lobby of his hotel at noon. On her way, Vivienne fixes her eyes on the ground, her wide-brimmed hat pulled low over her face. She stays close to the buildings, steals around corners, amazed to realize that she’s now more comfortable in the rooming house she shares with a dozen shop girls and three coops of chickens than in the rarified venues she’s always patronized. She thinks about running back there but continues forward. She needs this job, and although she has no experience with job interviews, her mother has schooled her well in the art of charming a man.




  The hotel turns out to be small and elegant, hushed and tasteful, the kind of place one would expect a wealthy European tourist to choose. Exactly the sort of person Vivienne doesn’t want to encounter.




  Fortunately, Dr. Bradley is waiting at the entrance when she arrives. “Miss Gregsby?” he asks in English as soon as she walks through the door.




  “Yes,” she responds, also in English. It still feels odd to acknowledge that she isn’t who she’s always been. She doesn’t remove her hat until he leads her to a quiet spot toward the back of the lobby and she’s had a chance to scan the room for familiar faces. Faces she fears. Faces she longs for.




  Vivienne guesses Dr. Bradley is in his late fifties or early sixties and probably was a handsome man in his day. Some might say he still is: tall and powerfully built, with a patrician nose and a full head of hair, if liberally sprinkled with gray.




  “Please sit,” he says, and for the first time he looks directly at her. The force of his icy-blue eyes, deep with intelligence, is so intense that for a moment it seems as if he’s looking directly into her mind, seeing all. Given her circumstances, this is more than a little disquieting.




  She takes a cigarette from her pocketbook, and he lights it for her before lighting one of his own. She asks how he’s enjoying Paris.




  “I like it very much, but I don’t think it likes me.”




  “And why is that?”




  “I’m American and feel no need to hide it. If I decide I want something, I buy it.”




  This is an apt description of what the French most despise about Americans, and she says, “You’re a man who reads his audience well.”




  “Why, thank you, Miss Gregsby.” They’re sitting kitty-corner in a pair of armchairs, and he rests his right foot on his left knee. “The very best art in the world is being created here—brilliant and bold and free spirited—and I’ll put up with just about anything to get my hands on as much as I can.”




  She flashes him a broad smile. “If you don’t mind my asking, how did you come to be a collector?”




  “I once tried to be a painter,” Dr. Bradley says, “but I wasn’t a very good one. So now I collect. The next best thing.”




  “It is,” she agrees. “Have you been doing it long?”




  “About ten years. My good friend Bill Glackens—are you familiar with his work?”




  Vivienne admits she isn’t.




  “You probably wouldn’t be. He’s from the United States. Extremely talented. A post-Impressionist, I’d say, but an American one. I own a number of his pieces. Bill took me all around Europe and showed me how to look at art, how to distinguish between what’s good and what isn’t, how to find what’s extraordinary. And I was hooked.”




  “It must be wonderful.”




  “Do you know anything about art?”




  “I studied painting at the Académie Royale des Beaux-Arts and the Slade School of Fine Art in London. Then I worked for almost a year at the Whitechapel Gallery outside the city. It’s my dream to be a collector someday.”




  As soon as she tells him this, she realizes she shouldn’t have. This is a job interview, and he’s well within his rights to check on anything she says. If he does, he’ll discover that Vivienne Gregsby never attended either school or worked at Whitechapel. He would have no reason to ask about Paulien Mertens, who had.




  “Which artists do you most admire?” he asks.




  Vivienne hesitates, knowing her answer could determine whether she does, or doesn’t, get the job. Brilliant and bold and free spirited. She’s heard that people in the States are even more critical of the new painters than Europeans are, but she takes a chance. “Matisse and Cézanne are two of my favorites, Matisse in particular—he’s the one who taught me that I could never be happy unless I’m surrounded by great art.”




  “Anyone else?”




  “Oh, there are many. But I believe Picasso and Braque are the future. That their work will propel the next wave of innovation.”




  “What is it about this type of painting that attracts you?”




  “The new uses of color. Color as a power in and of itself, not just something you put on top of a drawing. Color as an encounter.”




  “An encounter?”




  “Colors are more than just visual to me.” She leans toward him. “They’re experiences, emotions, tastes, smells. Blue calls to me, calms me, brings me to the beach, and tastes like salt water. Red is pizzazz, happy and sexy and full of life, a swirl of exotic dancers. And yellow, the morning, hope, the sweet smell of a newborn baby . . .” She trails off, looks down at her lap, embarrassed.




  When she dares to raise her eyes, she sees that Dr. Bradley’s demeanor has changed, that the harsh set of his mouth has softened, as have his eyes. “Is your French as fluent as your English?”




  “Je parle très bien,” she says, and the job is hers.




  “Now that that’s settled, let me tell you about my plans,” Dr. Bradley says. “I own works by traditional masters such as El Greco, Rembrandt, and Michelangelo. As well as many pieces of African and Chinese art. But my collection—as my passion—is primarily post-Impressionist.”




  Vivienne sits up in her chair. This man appreciates the same artists she does. He’s collecting their work, as she hopes someday to do. And he has just hired her to assist him in these efforts. For the first time in what feels like forever, she experiences a whisper of hope.




  Dr. Bradley goes on to explain that his collection has grown so large that he’s in the process of constructing a building where it can be properly seen. He lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, which is somewhere south of New York City. Her knowledge of American geography is fuzzy at best.




  “There’s a lot of resistance to the post-Impressionists and more modern artists in Philadelphia,” Dr. Bradley says. “I want people to have access to them, to my collection. To be able to learn more about the style, the artists—where they came from and where they’re going—and come to value them as much as I do.”




  “There’s a lot of resistance here also, although it’s been ebbing since the 1918 Painters of Paris and Nice show. At least no one’s saying the post-Impressionists are part of a plot to destroy European painting anymore. But everywhere people are afraid of new ideas, and we need men of vision like you to open their eyes.”




  He tilts his head as if this kind of compliment is simply his due. “I have to agree with you there, Miss Gregsby.”




  “Please tell me more about your ideas.”




  “A museum. Open to the public, but one without guided tours by so-called experts, and absolutely no little white cards with the name of the piece and the artist to distract the viewer. I detest those stodgy old places. I want warm, comfortable rooms where people will be encouraged to look, really look, and come to their own conclusions about what’s in front of them.”




  “That sounds grand,” she says, thrilled that he, too, views his collection as something to be shared.




  Again, Dr. Bradley accepts her compliment as a given. “The new building is substantial,” he continues. “It needs more art to adequately fill the spaces. And that’s why I’m in Paris. For the next three weeks I plan to buy, buy, and then to buy more.” He mentions a number of places he’s already been to, including Gertrude Stein’s, and a number he expects to visit before he leaves the city. “Then I go on to Italy to do more of the same.”




  Vivienne tries to hide her disappointment. Even if the pay is more than she’s making, three weeks won’t add much to her paltry savings. And she’ll have to give up the jobs at the millinery shop and the café, both of which will surely hire replacements. But maybe he’ll stay longer than he expects. Or, if she does a good job, perhaps he’ll take her to Italy to translate for him. Italian isn’t all that different from Spanish. She could manage.




  He explains that she’ll be accompanying him on his purchasing rounds, starting at seven in the morning and possibly going well into the evening, seven days a week. Translating is her primary charge, but she’s also to act as his secretary, helping him set up meetings and taking detailed notes on the transactions. “Can you handle all of this?” he asks.




  “Of course,” Vivienne says with less enthusiasm than she intends. It will be a very public three weeks. She’ll be out and about in the city, easily seen by anyone passing by. The job carries significant risk.




  But the places Dr. Bradley plans to visit aren’t ones her family’s conservative set is likely to frequent. Avant-garde galleries. Modern artists’ studios. Gertrude Stein’s salon. It’s impossible to imagine any of the Mertenses’ circle mingling with bohemian Parisian writers, painters, and collectors. Her father is the only one who might, but she’s sure he’s neither traveling nor purchasing art at the moment.




  “I don’t have time to waste.” Dr. Bradley narrows his eyes. “If you aren’t able to do this, I need to know now so I can move on.”




  “No, no,” she assures him. “This sounds like a perfect job for me.” She has no secretarial skills, isn’t sure what that entails, but she can take notes and make appointments.




  He gives her another of his penetrating stares, and she meets it. She must have convinced him of her sincerity, because he quotes an hourly rate three times what she makes as a waitress and salesgirl, four times what she makes as a model.
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  Vivienne, 1922




  Combing a city for art is in her blood, and doing it in Paris with Dr. Bradley is a dizzying experience reminiscent of her days with her father, but almost better because of the expansiveness of Dr. Bradley’s search and the limitless amount of money he seems to have to spend. Her pleasure is dampened only by the need to be on the alert for familiar faces.




  They often visit six or seven venues—museums, private collections, galleries, antique shops, artists’ studios—in a single day. And then after a late dinner, they go to the gallery owned by Dr. Bradley’s Parisian dealer, Paul Guillaume, where Dr. Bradley holds court as painters and sculptors are called in to discuss their work with him. He says this is very different from the way he’s treated in Philadelphia, where the art he’s buying is at best ignored and at worst ridiculed.




  One day she accompanies him to the mansion of the famous collector Christian Tetzen-Lund. For reasons she can’t fathom, the wealthy merchant wants to sell Matisse’s Le Bonheur de vivre, a masterwork her father believes changed the course of painting. It’s enormous, formidable, revolutionary, and she immediately understands what Papa meant. She’s swallowed up by it: the reds, the greens, colors inverted, planes flattened, forms slightly abstracted, high spirits everywhere. It may only be paint on canvas, but it’s alive, and she wants to live inside Matisse’s enchanting creation.




  “I don’t understand how anyone could not be moved by this,” Vivienne says to Dr. Bradley. “How anyone could even think of ridiculing it.”




  He doesn’t take his eyes from the picture. “They claim that Matisse is a fool. That everyone knows the sky isn’t purple and trees aren’t pink.”




  “Then they’re the fools. Denying themselves the pleasure of feeling a great piece of art and instead just looking at the surface of it.”




  He nods at her in appreciation and starts bargaining with the broker on the price. Soon The Joy of Life is his.




  The next day he buys a painting of a Tahitian woman crafted in brilliant triangles of blue and salmon by Paul Gauguin. The following day it’s Van Gogh’s The Smoker, a depiction of a man so close to the picture plane that he’s almost in the room with you, created with paint squeezed directly from the tube, thick ridges of pink, olive, and yellow, juxtaposed with unpainted canvas. Vivienne is in awe.




  Although she’s been dropping a prodigious number of hints, Dr. Bradley hasn’t asked her to accompany him to Italy yet. While she takes great pleasure in viewing art and speaking with artists, the vigilance necessary in Paris is wearing her down. She has to be somewhere else. Anywhere else. She does everything she can to impress him: working hard, taking detailed notes, making careful suggestions, using all her languages. Although this last skill is probably unnecessary when it comes to French, as Dr. Bradley apparently knows far more of the language than he lets on.




  He waits for her to translate what he says and then waits for her to translate the response, but he always keeps his eye on the speaker instead of on her. Although he attempts to control his facial expressions, she can see that often he doesn’t need her translation. He also listens intently to conversations between French speakers, who are more forthcoming than they might be if they believed he understood what they were saying, giving him an edge in negotiations. He’s willing to pay a fair price, but never more than he needs to. The man is shrewd.




  By midafternoon of her last day, Vivienne, Dr. Bradley, and Guillaume have been to three museums, an antique shop, and a show at the Galerie Au sacre du printemps. Guillaume, at least twenty years Dr. Bradley’s junior, is starting to flag, as is she. But Dr. Bradley, who’s already purchased two Modiglianis and a Soutine, is still raring to go. He declares that he must see the work of the Lithuanian sculptor Jacques Lipchitz before leaving for Rome. So it has to be that very day. There’s no arguing with him. When Dr. Bradley gets it into his head that something must happen, it does.




  “Lipchitz is a most disagreeable man,” Guillaume grouses. The dealer is startlingly attractive, with a mustache, high cheekbones, and a generous smile. He also speaks English well, so there’s no need for Vivienne to translate.




  “If I bought only the work of artists I personally liked,” Dr. Bradley tells him, “I’d have a very small collection.”




  “He may refuse to see us,” Guillaume says. “He is angry with me at the moment.”




  “Does he need money?” This type of inquiry contributes to Dr. Bradley’s reputation as a man without breeding or culture, but Vivienne doesn’t agree. What many consider his uncouth American directness about money—particularly the willingness to talk about it in polite company—she finds refreshing.




  “Lipchitz’s name has been bandied about recently,” Guillaume says, “but his commercial success has been limited. So yes, I suppose he does need money. Much of our current quarrel stems from a sale that fell through.”




  “Then,” Dr. Bradley says, “lead on.”




  And indeed, when Lipchitz opens the door and sees who is standing on his stoop, he crosses his arms and demands, “What do you want, Guillaume?”




  Guillaume nods at Dr. Bradley. “I have a collector who is interested in your work.”




  Lipchitz is a large man with longish brown hair and dark eyes that are almost black. “He can contact my dealer,” he snaps. “I work through him, not you.”




  “This is Dr. Edwin Bradley from the—” Guillaume begins.




  A plump woman with rosy cheeks comes into the doorframe. She holds out her hand. “So nice of you to stop by, Monsieur Guillaume. Please, do come in. All of you, please.” She gives her husband a look that’s easy enough to read: Do not turn away potential buyers.




  Lipchitz stands aside and allows them to enter. The apartment is dark and tiny, filled with too much furniture that is too large for the rooms. All worn and tattered, inherited from someone’s grandmother, Vivienne guesses. Yes, he’s not selling many pieces.




  Dr. Bradley smiles at Mme Lipchitz. “And you must be Berthe, the model for Amedeo Modigliani’s Jacques and Berthe Lipchitz. A truly great painting.”




  Berthe is delighted, as Dr. Bradley undoubtedly intended. “Amedeo is a good friend. And a wonderful artist.”




  “He says the same about your husband, I’m sure.”




  Berthe turns to Jacques, who shrugs but looks at her fondly.




  “I’ve heard many accolades about your sculptures, Mr. Lipchitz,” Dr. Bradley continues. “And I was hoping you’d be willing to show some to me despite”—he motions toward his dealer—“whatever argument you might have with Guillaume, here.”




  Berthe gives her husband a little push, and he reluctantly leads them to a small room at the back of the apartment.




  Vivienne is unimpressed with what she sees, mostly bas-reliefs, which aren’t to her liking. Dr. Bradley looks at her, waiting for her opinion, something he’s been doing more often as the weeks pass. She shakes her head.




  Dr. Bradley turns to the artist. “Do you have any more besides these?”




  Lipchitz looks as if he’s going to say no, then apparently thinks better of it and concedes, “There are more in my studio. But it is a long distance from here.”




  Guillaume’s mouth hardens slightly, which Vivienne takes to mean that the studio isn’t far at all. “Do we need to hire a carriage?” she asks.




  Lipchitz seems to notice her for the first time. “I suppose not, mademoiselle.”




  “And we can go there now?” she presses.




  Lipchitz doesn’t look happy, but he escorts them the four blocks to the studio, which is filled with so many sculptures that Vivienne doesn’t know where to look first. Harlequins, guitarists, acrobats, Cubist variations of men and women whose body parts are realigned and fused at odd angles. Made mostly of bronze and stone, the figures are all dynamic yet graceful, their motion conveyed as the light catches their many planes.




  The easiest way to describe the work would be to say Lipchitz is a three-dimensional Picasso, working in stone and bronze. Although this isn’t fair and takes away from the sculptor’s unique eye and style, both men are Cubists taken with the human form, both partial to musicians and musical instruments, so the comparison is impossible to avoid.




  Dr. Bradley’s face is impassive, but there’s a small vein pulsing on his forehead that Vivienne has learned indicates he likes what he’s seeing. She catches his eye and nods to a limestone sculpture of a woman whose elongated arms give the impression of wings. Vivienne has grown up with great art, taught by her father and her teachers to appreciate it. And this is great art.




  Dr. Bradley points to the limestone figure. “How much for this one?” he asks Lipchitz.




  The artist is clearly nonplussed by Dr. Bradley’s abruptness, although neither Guillaume nor Vivienne are. “Ah, that one.” He hesitates. “That . . . that one is ten francs.” A ridiculously low price.




  She writes the figure down as Dr. Bradley approaches a bas-relief of guitars juxtaposed with a basket of fruit. “And this?”




  “Ten francs, also.”




  He points to a large alabaster statue of a woman lying on her side, her limbs as supple as if she were made of flesh. “This?”




  “Twenty.”




  Dr. Bradley points the back of his pen at a tiny figure that appears to be a postman dancing.




  “Thirty.”




  Vivienne walks over to a sculpture of a bather, fascinated with how it plays with the eye. A woman? A man? Coming or going? From the side or the front? She tilts her head toward the piece. Dr. Bradley contemplates the sculpture for a moment, then looks at Lipchitz.




  “Forty.”




  This happens another five times, each time with a ten-franc price increase. Guillaume stands in the corner watching the proceedings, amused by the spectacle. Lipchitz seems to have decided that this is some kind of a game, that Dr. Bradley can’t possibly be a serious buyer.




  Dr. Bradley takes Vivienne’s notebook and adds up the numbers, hands it back to her. She checks his arithmetic and writes: “This is a steal. Give the man a little more?” He glances at Lipchitz and proposes a figure 10 percent higher than the total. It’s still a steal.




  The artist couldn’t have been more surprised. “You want all ten?”




  “All ten.”




  Lipchitz looks over at Guillaume, who shrugs.




  “Yes, yes, it is a fine offer,” Lipchitz says. “But it is not, it is—”




  Dr. Bradley hands the sculptor his card. Lipchitz reads it carefully, but the unfamiliar name does nothing to quell his reservations. Lipchitz is a relative newcomer to the Paris art scene.




  “Do not be a fool, Lipchitz,” Guillaume tells him. “No one else is buying your work.”




  Lipchitz glares at Guillaume, then holds out his hand to Dr. Bradley. “Yes,” he says. “Thank you.”




  “As soon as you can, send all the pieces to the address on the card,” Dr. Bradley instructs, as if he’s purchased a load of lumber instead of some of the finest sculptures Vivienne has ever seen. “I’ll pay the freight.”




  She finds it inspiring to work with a man who makes momentous decisions with such speed and certitude. Papa schooled her to take her time, to choose nothing randomly or arbitrarily, to select only the best pieces in an artist’s oeuvre that fill a hole in the collection. But now she wonders if incorporating some of Dr. Bradley’s spontaneity might have its place.




  They stop back at Lipchitz’s apartment to gather up Berthe and head over to celebrate at the Café de la Rotonde, a haunt of writers and artists, both famous and not. While Picasso and Modigliani are frequent customers, the owner, Victor Libion, is known for allowing struggling artists to sit for hours sipping ten-centime coffees; he pretends not to notice when they eat the bread reserved for diners. If a man can’t pay his bill, Libion takes a painting or drawing in exchange for what’s owed and keeps it until the man can buy it back. The walls of the café are a veritable pawnshop of art.




  As soon as Libion spies Dr. Bradley, he conjures a table and five chairs out of nowhere and places them at the center of the small room. Vivienne huddles in the middle of their group, the collar of her coat pulled high, hoping to hide her presence from the other customers, all of whom appear keenly interested in their arrival.




  When they’re seated, Libion brings over a bottle of wine, bows, and says, “On the house for one of my favorite customers. Welcome back, Monsieur Bradley.”




  “It is my pleasure, Monsieur Libion.”




  The restaurateur fills the glasses. “À votre santé.”
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