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AUTHOR’S NOTE





  It has taken me a long time to realize that men are neither heroes nor villains, but just people. That’s why I have portrayed the men in my past as composites. I have also changed names and identifying details to protect privacy. Everything else I wrote is true, however, especially about how hard it is to find love.




  
PROLOGUE
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  I love you. I’ve loved you since the first moment I saw you.


  I guess maybe I loved you even before I saw you.




  —Montgomery Clift to Elizabeth Taylor


  in A Place in the Sun, 1951




  When I was growing up, everyone in the movies I saw found true love. But even Elizabeth Taylor, Debbie Reynolds, and Ingrid Bergman had trouble finding true love in real life.




  Mr. Right kept turning into Mr. Wrong. For me, too.




  On the one hand, I was looking for undying love and an almost perfect person beside me in bed, even though my grandmother once told me, “Stop looking for Prince Charming, Cinderella’s already got him.”




  On the other hand, I never felt pretty enough or confident enough to think any man could be attracted to me once he saw me without makeup.




  When I look back on the things I did for love, I don’t know whether to laugh or cry.




  
CHAPTER 1




  It was 1950. I was fifteen, and crazy about Frank Sinatra. Frank was crazy about Ava Gardner. They hadn’t even gotten married and already they were having big problems. My big problems were just about to start. Up until that time, I’d been in love several times myself, but that was the summer I fell in love with Jeffrey.




  Jeffrey was sixteen and the handsomest boy I had ever seen, even better looking than Montgomery Clift. Jeffrey liked my best friend, Dora. When Dora stopped liking him, he paid attention to me, though I was shy, never said anything, and wasn’t as pretty as Dora.




  That summer I was a waitress in a sleep-away camp in Port Jervis, New York. It was the third summer my grand-parents had sent me there. They didn’t know what to do with me summers after my mother died and my father left. Jeffrey was a junior counselor at a fancy camp in Maine that had horseback riding and tennis. I was surprised to get a postcard from him:
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  I didn’t mind what he said about the socks. He was so handsome, I would have washed them.




  I answered his postcard with a postcard. It took me two days to think of what to say and hours practicing my handwriting so it would look good. Jeffrey didn’t answer.




  Since I went to an all-girls high school, it was hard to find boyfriends. Dora went to a coed private school and had a lot.




  Fall came. One Saturday afternoon Jeffrey called me and asked if I wanted to see a movie that night.




  We went to a double feature at Loew’s 72nd Street. The Glass Menagerie, with Jane Wyman and Kirk Douglas, was playing with a Western.




  I was hoping we would sit in the balcony. I wasn’t going to wear my glasses anyway. We necked through half of the feature and all of the Western. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be with someone as handsome as Jeffrey.
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  After the movies, Jeffrey walked me home. When he said good night, he did the most romantic thing: he kissed my hand.




  In my room, I turned on the radio. It was always set on WNEW, ready for Martin Block and “The Milkman’s Matinee.” Martin Block loved Sinatra, too. I lay in bed listening to Sinatra sing “Too Marvelous for Words.” I thought about Jeffrey and about cutting bangs and growing my hair long like Jane Wyman’s in the movie.




  October, November, and December were boring. I didn’t have a date for New Year’s Eve. But my horoscope in the New York Mirror said the new year would be lucky for me, and it was. Jeffrey called me at 9 P.M. on January 6. He said he had to see me.




  My grandparents owned a stationery store and we lived above it. Their apartment took one whole floor above the store. I had a small room on another floor. It wasn’t hard to sneak out.




  Jeffrey met me in the downstairs hall where my grandfather stacked the Sunday newspapers. We hid behind the Herald Tribunes and the Journal Americans and necked standing up, for about an hour and a half. We didn’t get caught.
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  Just before he left, he kissed my hand.




  When I got back to my room, I picked up the autographed picture of Sinatra I got for three Lucky Strike cigarette wrappers and fifteen cents, and turned on the radio. Frank was singing “Night and Day.” I thought he must feel about Ava the way I felt about Jeffrey. I sang along, “. . . in the silence of my lonely room I think of you.”




  I didn’t hear from Jeffrey again until June 10. I was at Dora’s, helping her get ready for a prom with a boy from a fancy prep school. She was trying to squeeze into a merry widow. She’d discovered Sara Lee cream cheese cake the week before.
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  The phone rang. It was Jeffrey. He asked Dora if she had a date that night. Dora told him I was there. “Tell Gingy I’m not going back to camp,” he said. “I’m going to hitch down to Florida. I’ll send a postcard.” I was so happy Jeffrey was going to write to me that I wasn’t so jealous of Dora’s prom dress.




  I had to go back to camp as a waitress again that summer. On our day off, I went with a friend to see An American in Paris. I was glad I could wear my glasses. I moved Gene Kelly above Montgomery Clift on my list of favorite movie stars. I thought about cutting my hair short and curling it like Leslie Caron’s in the movie.




  During the last week of camp, I finally got a postcard. It had a picture of Miami Beach and said, “It’s about 110 degrees in the shade here. See you soon. Love, Jeff.”




  Fall came. I had a boyfriend I didn’t like, Steve. I let him put his tongue in my mouth while I thought about Jeffrey.




  Dora told me Jeffrey had called her. I was jealous but didn’t tell her. I called his house several times but hung up whenever somebody answered. The more I longed for Jeffrey, the more I let Steve do with me. I had to buy Pan-Cake makeup to cover up the hickeys on my neck.




  Dora and I had worked out a code so we could talk on the telephone and her parents and my grandmother wouldn’t know what we were talking about.




  The Code




  One: a kiss




  Two: necking




  Three: petting above the waist




  Four: petting below the waist




  Five: going all the way




  Three and four were only on the girl, of course. We never thought about touching IT. We never went past two. Somebody said Joan Brody had fived but we couldn’t believe it. Once I threed with Steve in the balcony of RKO 58th Street but only on the outside of my pink angora sweater. I never told Dora.




  Months went by. I had to write a term paper in my English class on any author I liked. I wrote my paper on Dorothy Parker. She knew exactly how I felt. I kept rereading “A Telephone Call,” while I sat by the phone waiting to hear from Jeffrey.
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  Please, God, let him telephone me now. Dear God, let him call me now. I won’t ask anything else of You, truly I won’t. It isn’t very much to ask. It would be so little to You. God, such a little, little thing.




  Then one night Jeffrey really called. He said he was going away to college. “Will I ever hear from you again?” I asked. “Sure,” he said.




  He sent me this postcard from Bowdoin:




  [image: image]




  I broke up with Steve. Dora got me blind dates with her private-school friends. Most of the boys she fixed me up with were rich but had big noses or bad breath or blackheads or still wore braces. I was always hoping for someone handsome.




  When it was time for me to choose a college, I wanted to go to Bowdoin, but I got a scholarship to a small school in Boston, another all-girls school. Dora told me Jeffrey would also be in the Boston area. He’d been accepted by Harvard as a transfer student for his sophomore year. They wanted him for the crew team. My prayers had been answered.




  Jeffrey called during Freshman Orientation Week and asked me to go to the movies. When he picked me up at the dorm, I could tell that my new college friends were jealous seeing me with someone so good looking.
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  We went to see Roman Holiday. I thought Gregory Peck was really sexy, but even without my glasses, I could see that Audrey Hepburn’s eyebrows were too thick. We sat in the balcony and necked.




  Jeffrey started to call me for Friday-night dates. Saturday nights he played basketball. I used that time as a beauty night—shaved my legs, did my nails, experimented with different hairstyles.




  One Friday night I was in Jeffrey’s room in Elliot House. We’d been necking and he said he wanted to take a shower. Fine with me, I needed to redo my makeup.




  [image: image]




  Just as I was putting on my last layer of Maybelline black cake mascara, Jeffrey walked into the bedroom with nothing on. Nothing!




  I had no brothers. I could hardly even remember my father’s face. I don’t think my grandfather ever took off his long underwear. I had never seen a naked boy before. I tried not to look. Jeffrey just laughed.




  I had seen parts of a penis. Twice. Once, when I was sitting in a movie, a man sat down next to me. He started breathing heavily and squirming. I kept my eyes on the screen, but I heard him unzip his pants. I knew something bad was going to happen. I never went to a movie alone again.
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