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			PART ONE

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Late that year as the eighties were beginning to run out, with Christmas and the end of the semester looming, Kate Fansler found herself at a loose end. Her study of Henry James and Thomas Hardy, which had taken far too long to write, as academic books always did, had finally been published to general approbation and the usual snappy remarks about American scholarship that passed for a review in the Times Literary Supplement. Kate had spent about four months in a state of abject relief, cleaning up her desk and trying to make amends for the many old letters long unanswered and the new letters inspired by the appearance of her book. This fallow period had its advantages, but it was beginning to pall. Into this vacuum crept the insidious realization that she never again wished to publish a work of literary criticism. Unfortunately she did not, on the other hand, wish to “look into her heart and write,” as the poet’s muse had instructed him. Many women and men she knew had abandoned criticism for examinations of their personal lives and experience, and while she compulsively read the products of their internal examinations with interest and occasionally startled recognition, she had no desire or inclination to go and do likewise. Excluded alike from literary studies and memoirs, she wondered if another project would ever occur to her.

			Into this desert of intention there intruded an editor from one of the six biggest publishing houses dominating the book world. They were all owned and, one understood, directed as to the bottom line by vast organizations whose principle product was oil, or motor cars, or widgets. Kate had so far had nothing whatever to do with them.

			The editor’s name was Simon Pearlstine, and he had astonished Kate by inviting her to a very expensive and extended lunch, a remarkable act from one whom she had never met or heard of. But he, it soon transpired, had heard of her.

			“From many people,” he assured her as they were shown to their table. “You have, quite a reputation among scholars. Won’t you have a drink! I can’t drink at lunch anymore, but you must, please.”

			“You,” Kate said, “will have soda water and lime, a lettuce leaf, and decaffeinated coffee. I will have a vodka martini on the rocks with lemon peel, and whatever the waiter most heartily recommends.” It turned out that not the waiter but someone further along in the hierarchy took their order, and was delighted to recommend what he assured Kate would be a masterpiece of a lunch. She acquiesced in her most ladylike manner. Doubtless Mr. Pearlstine wanted something, and she was prepared to enjoy herself while discovering what it was. She requested, and was granted, a Beaune wine with her main course, and settled happily back to listen and, she was certain, refuse.

			Simon Pearlstine seemed ready to circle around the point of this lunch as she sipped her exquisite martini.

			“What do you know about Emmanuel Foxx?” he asked.

			“What everyone knows; perhaps a trifle more, given my profession,” she answered, wondering why he was playing at twenty questions; well, it was his invitation and his expense account. “I do teach the British novel,” she added, by way of explaining her immodest claim.

			“And what do you think of him?”

			“Meaning what?” Kate asked, considering another martini and deciding that she would wait for the Beaune. “He is a novelist of the first rank, as we say when a writer has accumulated a madly impressive body of criticism. He is one of the major figures of high modernism. He is right up there with Joyce and Lawrence and Woolf and Conrad, perhaps more influential in the long run than any but Joyce and Woolf. Two decades ago I would have said Conrad and Lawrence, but no longer. How extended a lecture did you require?” She smiled at him, to take away the sting of her question.

			“Do you personally like him?”

			“Do I curl up with him on long winter evenings? No. My greatest affection, as my last book might suggest [she wondered if he had read it, and referred to it with some self-consciousness] is for a slightly earlier time. I also suspect,” she added, letting the martini induce abandon, “that he rather overestimated the amount of energy women expend on sex. But that may be more a function of my age than his verisimilitude.”

			“May I call you Kate?” Pearlstine asked, having considered her remark. Kate nodded. “I’m glad you said that,” he continued, “because I think you are probably right. One of the defenses of the veracity of his portrait, you know, is that the protagonist is based on his wife. Some even think she helped him to write Ariadne, though that opinion’s rather recent.”

			“I’ve heard it,” Kate said.

			“And you believe it?”

			“I don’t think so. It’s an intriguing possibility, but there is little evidence. I mean, if you read The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas, which Gertrude Stein wrote, and then read some of Alice Toklas’s own works written after Stein’s death, you might argue that the style of The Autobiography resembles Toklas more than Stein. I’m not saying, you understand, that Toklas wrote it, and my knowledge of American literature is close to feeble anyway. I’m just suggesting that there’s some outside evidence of how Toklas wrote.”

			Had Simon Pearlstine known Kate better he would have understood, indeed he may have guessed if he was a man of sharp perceptions, that she was talking in her wandering mode, a habit she had long since developed for saying nothing while seeming friendly and responsive, rather as a Shakespearean actor in repertory keeps on with his speech till he remembers what play he’s in. Kate wondered when Simon Pearlstine would come to the point, or even if he had one.

			“I see what you mean,” he said now, “and it is an opinion of great significance in the light of what I want you to do.” Here they were interrupted by the waiter with their lunch, and the ceremonial opening of Kate’s wine bottle. The waiter offered her some to taste, and she did so with evident delight.

			“Hadn’t you better let it breathe?” Simon asked.

			“The rest of the bottle can breathe along with me,” Kate said, smiling. “Don’t you think you’d better tell me what you want from me that is worth this elegant wine?”

			“I want you to write a biography of Gabrielle Foxx.”

			Kate choked on her wine, which was sacrilege and a terrible waste. She began coughing, and found it difficult to stop.

			“Do I do the Heimlich maneuver?” Pearlstine asked. The waiter and the mattre d’ had also rushed over.

			“I’ll be all right in a moment,” Kate said, coughing away. “Just ignore me if you can.” She sipped water and with increasing success tried to breathe naturally.

			“Sorry,” Pearlstine said when the fit seemed over. “I hope your reasoned response will not be so violent—unless, of course, it’s positive.”

			“I’ve never written a biography.”

			“I know that. But you used biographical material with a most enviable delicacy in your book on James and Hardy. And I thought you might be in a mood to consider a different sort of challenge.” He paused, but didn’t seem to want Kate to speak just yet. “Every book on Foxx speaks of her as an aspect of him, a major event in his life. I think it’s time she was the subject of her own story. And if you add the fact that his famous protagonist is a woman, you seem to me to have a very strong argument for a biography. We are prepared,” he added, in an offhand manner as he returned to his salad, “to offer a handsome advance. Very handsome.”

			Kate was about to speak, but again he stopped her. “Don’t answer now. Eat your specially recommended lunch; drink your wine. Let’s talk about cabbages and kings. Let’s arrange to meet in exactly two weeks, same time, same station, and talk about it further. Try to keep from deciding upon a definite no until after your second lunch. May I ask that of you?”

			For the first time Kate looked at Pearlstine seriously. She had had him neatly pigeonholed: editor, persuader, and, as were all those in publishing these days, master salesman. But something about him seemed to whisper of more than that. Kate considered an intelligent editor to be almost as rare as a patient doctor and, therefore, equally welcome even if, at the moment, one had no pressing need for either.

			“I’ll think about it,” she said. “But aren’t there many biographies of Foxx himself that have scoured the sources for material on Gabrielle? I know biographies must be constantly rewritten, but surely biographers don’t actually ignore material or make things up where documentation is available.”

			“True. There hasn’t been a Foxx biography since Mark Hansford’s, and that was mainly notable for the new pictures he dug up, I understand from someone in the Goddard family. Foxx’s son married a Hilda Goddard. I think a woman doing Gabrielle’s biography would be likely to have new insights; anyway, I admire your work and would like to publish something by you. Think about it, that’s all I ask.”

			“I can certainly agree to that,” Kate said. Simon Pearlstine reached under the table, and magicianlike, produced a copy of the Hansford biography. Kate took it, placing it on her side of the table, and sipped her Beaune to emphasize her promise to reread Hansford and think about a life of Gabrielle. It is a distinct tribute to the elegance of Beaune wine that the idea did not seem absolutely and finally impossible.

			Having enjoyed her lunch and wine and having, in that enjoyment, sacrificed an afternoon of work, Kate went off to a much-touted exhibition at the Metropolitan and listened on her audio enabler (or whatever it was called) to the mellifluous tones of the curator of painting (or whatever he was) at that exalted institution.

			It was therefore considerably later in the evening when Kate finally settled down with Mark Hansford’s biography of Emmanuel Foxx. The edition Pearlstine had given her was a new one to mark the tenth anniversary of the biography’s original publication. A new preface for this edition by the author mentioned that he had originally missed the twenty-fifth anniversary of the publication of Ariadne by a year, but that he had been enabled to publish his biography only a year later thanks to Dorinda Goddard Nicholson, to whom he had dedicated the original edition of his biography, and whose kindness and generosity had allowed him to finish his biography quickly and, he believed, well. Dorinda Goddard Nicholson, he explained, was the niece of the woman who had married Emmanuel Foxx’s son and the heir of many pictures of the Foxx family. This new, anniversary edition of his biography, while in no way less indebted to the generosity of Dorinda Goddard Nicholson, he would like to dedicate to his wife, Judith. The new preface was followed by a list of illustrations, and indeed these were the heart of the book. Each of them was from the collection of Dorinda Goddard Nicholson or photographed by her, except for a few that had been lent by someone named Anne Gringold, who had herself taken photographs of members of the Foxx family in past years. Kate found the names and connections confusing, but decided to postpone that puzzle for later contemplation.

			The pictures were indeed wonderful, and almost all of them published for the first time. Chief among these was a stunning 1926 portrait of Emmanuel Foxx, taken by a renowned photographer of the period who had been paid by Sig Goddard, Dorinda’s father. By this time Foxx was of course famous and had been frequently photographed, but this particular picture had a unique quality of perception rare even in brilliant painted portraits by great artists. Hansford explained that it had not previously been published because Foxx had not liked it, so all copies not destroyed by him were in the possession of Sig Goddard, who had paid the bill. Kate wondered what had persuaded the Goddards to cough it tip at this particular moment; perhaps it had only recently been discovered in some cupboard. Kate could see why Foxx had disliked it. It had been taken shortly before the publication of Ariadne when Foxx’s reputation was high, but not as high as it would be after the publication of that masterpiece. Chapters of the novel had already appeared in some avant-garde publications, and expectations for its publication as a whole were at their height.

			Foxx, his familiar leonine head (indeed his hair resembled nothing so much as a mane) flung back as he sat, one leg crossed over the other and his hands clasped like a fighter’s in a pose of self-congratulation, in a chair which, with its high back and squared-off arms, oddly resembled a throne, had a look of profound self-satisfaction. It was a look one might imagine on the face of Mephistopheles after striking the bargain with Faust. Seen in retrospect, once one knew of the great literary accomplishment lying only a year in the future, the portrait hardly seemed in its pose of grandeur to claim too much. Foxx was now dead about fifty years, and that he had known or guessed at his immortality as a great writer and refused any becoming modesty in contemplation of that reputation seemed only to add to his accomplishment. But at the time the photograph must have been seen as claiming too much, too soon. Other pictures taken then by the same photographer were, at the time of Hansford’s biography, famous: he had reproduced only one of them. It was a picture of Gabrielle standing awkwardly at a window out of which she stared as though eager to ignore the photographer.

			Kate studied Gabrielle’s face; her photograph was placed in Hansford’s book across from the picture of Emmanuel Foxx: each portrait occupied a whole page, and acquired, in contrast, a startling effect. Foxx faced the camera’s gaze in triumph; she avoided it in shame. Or was this only Kate’s fancy? Kate had once gone to speak at a woman’s college in a large room furnished like a grand parlor but capable of holding rows of folding chairs. On one wall hung two large portraits of the man who had given the money for the room—it bore his name—and his wife, who had herself attended the college. During the announcements preceding her talks and the somewhat extended introduction of herself, Kate had gazed fascinated at the pictures. The man declared himself to the world, staring forth, if not in arrogance, certainly with astonishing assurance. But the woman was merely looked at. She had on her best dress, her pearls, her hair had been carefully arranged. But she seemed simultaneously to allow herself to be stared at and to deny its necessity. He looked, she was looked at, that was what it amounted to.

			Gabrielle had refused to admit she was being contemplated. She had looked away from the camera toward some place outside the scene being photographed. The photographer, perhaps not content with only a profile of her, had caught three quarters of the averted face, caught in addition the reflection of her face in the window so that if she appeared to acknowledge anything in that room, it was herself.

			The photographs in Hansford’s book had been divided into two sections: the first, early in the book, comprised the by now familiar pictures’ of Foxx when young, Gabrielle when young, and places in England where they had spent their youths; the second section, twice as large, was of pictures provided by Dorinda Goddard Nicholson, most of them new, all of them clearly the strong selling point for this otherwise unmemorable biography of which Kate, at any rate, remembered few if any revelations from her first reading.

			The Goddard pictures, as Kate thought of them, the ones here published for the first time, were not only of Emmanuel Foxx but also of his wife, Gabrielle, his son, Emile, his daughter-in-law, Hilda; there was also a picture of Dorinda herself, Anne Gringold (whose connection with Dorinda Kate could hardly fathom), and Nellie, Emmanuel Foxx’s granddaughter, taken after she had arrived in the United States. The mysterious Anne Gringold had provided a picture of the house in which Gabrielle had lived in London in the 1950s, and Nellie had taken a picture of Gabrielle a few years earlier, long after Emmanuel Foxx’s death and before she had moved to London. In this picture Gabrielle had aged, but she looked straight at the camera, as though to say “Yes, look at me, I am here.” There was also a picture of Gabrielle and Nellie together, apparently taken by Nellie with one of those self-timers that can be set, allowing the photographer to hurl herself, grinning with triumph, into the picture just before the click of the shutter. Both of these pictures had apparently been sent to Dorinda and subsequently lent by her to Mark Hansford.

			Was there any reason to suppose a biography of Gabrielle would be of genuine interest, or serve as more than a footnote to the life and works of a modern master? Biographies of women were, in the last decades, greatly in demand by readers and publishers alike, but was that sufficient reason to increase their number, or at least to persuade Kate to do so? She stared for a time at the complementary portraits of Foxx and Gabrielle, and then settled down to reread the book from the beginning.

			Simon Pearlstine had been clever to offer it to her, given his hopes, for the book fairly cried out for more about Gabrielle. Where, Hansford seemed constantly to ask, had Foxx got his knowledge of female emotion and desire? Had he not turned to Gabrielle for help, advice, perhaps even for actual written descriptions? Hansford referred, not very obliquely, to the way in which Colette’s husband had locked her in a room and forced her to write out the accounts of her school days, including her sexual adventures, explorations, and experiments. Other men had attempted to portray a woman’s psyche: Lawrence certainly, and Joyce of course in the un-corseted and, for their time, shocking thoughts of Molly Bloom as she lay in bed, menstruated, masturbated, recalled her conquests, and assiduously avoided (as women do when thinking?) all punctuation and established syntax. True, Dorothy Richardson had done something of the sort: written the thoughts of a woman in a form that the male establishment had found hardly enticing, and of which Graham Greene had complained that the dreary Miriam had finally lost her virginity on page four hundred and something, perhaps to his mind her most notable achievement, a judgment with which Hansford appeared to agree and to which Kate emphatically objected. But Emmanuel Foxx had certainly outdone them all: devoted an entire book, linguistically revolutionary, exquisitely crafted, to the life and thoughts and passions of a woman. He had guessed, Hansford declared, that man’s fascination and obsession with woman, as well as his terror of her newly empowered voice, desires, and ambitions, would reveal themselves as to the very heart of modernism. And so, in time, they had. But what had Gabrielle to do with all this, besides bearing his child, loving him, and giving him her life? Did she prepare more than his food and his laundry? That was the haunting question, Hansford declared.

			Well, Kate asked herself, did she? The book was not long; even perhaps in intent if not in size, a coffee-table book. It had been cleverly stretched out to disguise the sparsity of text, Kate, reading into the night, was able to finish it. All the old facts were there, the old facts and the new question about Gabrielle’s part in the creation of Ariadne.

			But was there any real reason to ask it? The only answer was, in its turn, another question: how had Gabrielle lived her life, and what, besides her love for Emmanuel Foxx, had kept her going? She must have been aware (Hansford said as much) that she was considered an appendage to her husband, a necessary but regrettable part of his life and work. Dorinda Goddard Nicholson had told Hansford that Hilda had not spoken much of Gabrielle, nor had her husband, Gabrielle’s son, Emile.

			One knew in the end remarkably little about Gabrielle. Or did one? Perhaps Hansford, like earlier biographers, had simply not searched with sufficient rigor. Kate bethought herself, laughing, of John le Carré, in whose books she delighted. Now, if one could only get John le Carré’s British secret service to do the groundwork for a biography. In five days, they could discover all there was to know about a person’s past, present, and likely future: they tapped telephones, undertook interviews on phony excuses, learned all a person’s haunts, habits, what and where they drank, ate, made love, hung out, and worked. Of course, the subject of the secret service’s remarkable endeavors was alive and in a position to spy for England. Still, they resurrected the past with an efficiency any biographer might envy. Was it only the secret service that had the money and the employees to undertake such horrible probing? Many said J. Edgar Hoover had turned these investigative powers onto Martin Luther King and others he thought dangerous to America’s ideas of white supremacy and anticommunism. Kate had read somewhere that tapping telephones was child’s play in the current world; England’s were tapped by the government as a matter of course, she had been informed. But, what had this to do with poor Gabrielle?

			Kate, my dear, she said to herself, you are wandering off into your detective mode. But wasn’t that the point of remembering le Carré? No, it wasn’t. The point was that detectives are not biographers, and secret services least of all. In fact, as she thought about it, the point of le Carré’s excellent books was precisely that the more you knew people, the less you knew them. Tapping telephones, in the end, might give you information, but it did not give you understanding. Kate smiled. Thanks be for the unpredictabilities of human nature. It was not that the likes of Hoover and the British secret service lacked for answers; what they lacked was the right questions.

			Which a biographer might ask? Which she, Kate Fansler, might ask? Kate had a totally indefensible belief in destiny, providence, the wisdom of chance. Such a belief could scarcely be expressed, let alone defended. But wasn’t Simon Pearlstine’s offer just the sort of opportunity that earlier, simpler times and people attributed to divine benevolence! No, she could have no part of divine benevolence; yet opportunities lost, tides not taken on the rise, chances declined, could certainly add up to a life lived rather drearily on one track and in the path of safety and sullen self-satisfaction. Wasn’t that, after all, why her vocation of amateur detective had been so appealing? Had she ever sought a case in her life? No, she had not. They had come to her, and she had pursued them because when you are called you must answer, or, as with some of le Carré’s heroes, adamantly refuse. But you could not wobble in indecision and laxity. End of lecture.

			All of Kate’s “cases” had called upon, if not exactly needed, her literary skills honed in the world of academic criticism and scholarship. She attracted those cases which called for her particular talents, or which seemed to. That was why she was not, all other more obvious reasons apart, a private investigator rather than a professor of literature. One could hardly hang out a shingle inviting only those cases with literary ramifications.

			Gabrielle Foxx. What had her maiden name been? Kate consulted the index of Hansford’s book: Howard. Gabrielle Howard Foxx. Born 1889; ran off to Paris with Emmanuel, 1905. Only child, Emile, born 1906. Emile married to Hilda in 1925. Grandchild Nellie born 1926. Emmanuel died in 1942. Emile presumed dead, 1944. Gabrielle moved back to England in 1950. Died in 1959.

			Kate listed these dates, extracted with some difficulty from Hansford’s biography: he had not provided a chronology except of Foxx’s publications. Did these dates constitute a life? They would have long been thought properly to constitute a female life, certainly in the days when a woman’s name was printed in the newspapers at her birth, marriage, death, and never else. Why was Gabrielle even possible as the subject of a biography? Because she had run off with and lived with and perhaps inspired a famous writer, one of the pillars of high modernism?

			Kate turned back to the picture, to the face looking out the window, away from the figure in the thronelike chair. Well, suppose one of those Goddards or Nellie Foxx had hired her to find out all there was to be found out about Gabrielle? Would she take it as a case? Probably. Would she take it as a literary enterprise encompassing the work of many years? That was less likely.

			Which was where, in fact, Kate’s thoughts remained for one of the two weeks before her next meeting with Simon Pearlstine.

			At the start of the second week, when the whole idea of a biography of Gabrielle had receded to the back of Kate’s mind and, she was inclined to believe, the realm of the unlikely, she received an envelope from Simon Pearlstine, delivered by messenger. It was a large brown envelope, containing a short manuscript and a covering letter. Pearlstine had written:

			Dear Kate (if I may):

			Whether or not you agree to do the biography of Gabrielle—and of course I hope and pray that you will agree—I have decided to trust you with the enclosed. It is a most intriguing (I find) account by Anne Gringold of her life with the Goddards. She was, as you will discover, also about the last person to see Gabrielle in her proper self, before her stroke or whatever it was.

			I shall save for our next meeting (same time, same place one week hence) an explanation of how this came into my hands. Anne needed money, that is the long and short of it, and gave it to someone who trusted me to deal fairly with it. And so I trust you with it now. I hope, of course, that it will entice you to undertake the biography. If these pages and I fail, I know I can trust you to keep their contents secret and to return them to me without showing them to anyone else. You see what confidence I have in you.

			Until next week,

			Simon

			Typed by himself.

			Kate turned to the enclosed manuscript, glancing at its first phrase: “ ‘He is the greatest writer of his time,’ Dorinda said . . .” She read through to the end without stopping.

			Simon was waiting for Kate when she arrived. “A vodka martini?” he asked.

			“Not today,” Kate said. “Today I’m with you all the way, designer water, salad, coffee—not decaffeinated, so I guess it’s not all the way. Some things I can’t give up, even for Gabrielle.”

			“I trust that’s a good sign,” Simon said, before giving the order to the waiter.

			“Well, if I give up the Beaune, it probably is,” Kate said. “But in fact, I drink only at frivolous lunches, and at all dinners. How did you come upon that Anne Gringold manuscript?”

			“A friend of a friend of a friend. Hush, hush, of course. Except to say that Anne needed money, this was her most salable item, but she wanted it to fall only into good hands: those you see before me.”

			“And that’s what inspired you to ask me to do the biography?”

			“I should have been inspired to ask you in any case; you came to me as an inspiration all on your own. But I do admit to hoping that Anne’s tale would swing the odds in my favor.”

			“You paid her for it, adequately, generously?”

			“Yes, my dear Kate Fansler, I did. And offered her a further fee if it were used in a biography. If it isn’t used, she’ll be free to sell it on the open market. Meanwhile I offered and she gratefully received a handsome price, handsome I do assure you.”

			“In the same class of handsome as my proposed advance.”

			“A woman of perspicacity.”

			“You do realize that I have never written a book for what I believe is called the trade market? All my scholarly and critical endeavors have been published by university presses. Are you sure I shall be readable enough to sell?”

			“All my editorial instincts point to that conclusion.”

			“Exciting as Anne Gringold’s account is, it tells us relatively little about Gabrielle. Only that she has Gabrielle’s papers. One must assume, if she has agreed to publication, that she wants someone to pursue them. But if found, won’t they in fact belong to Nellie as Gabrielle’s heir?”

			“No. I was able to determine that. After all, I don’t want a lawsuit on our hands. Gabrielle made out a codicil to her will just before Anne came to see her. It left her papers absolutely to Anne Gringold, stating only that in the event that they were ever sold for a sum of money, half of that sum would go to Nellie or her heirs, the other half to remain with Anne.”

			“It certainly does arouse one’s detective instincts.”

			“So I hoped; a detective and a scholar, to say nothing of a published author of remarkably readable prose. Dare I hope, dare I suspect, Kate Fansler, that you are caught? That I may draw up a contract?”

			“I don’t even have an agent.”

			“You don’t need one. But lest you think I am trying to pull the wool over your eyes, let me hasten to say that I suggest you show the contract to your lawyer husband. If he doesn’t feel competent in publishing matters, he must know someone who does.”

			“Are you trying to make me say yes at this very moment?”

			“I am, I am. Shall we each have a vodka martini?”

			“Make it a half-bottle of Beaune.”

			Simon signaled to the waiter and gave the order. They sat in silence while the wine steward fetched the bottle, ordered the glasses, poured out the first taste.

			“We’ll both taste it,” Simon said. And he held up his glass with only a bit of the crimson magic in the bottom.

			“To Gabrielle,” he said.

			“Or,” Kate responded, raising her glass in turn, “to this ship and all who sail in her, as John le Carré would say.”

			“Maybe I should have tried to get him to write the biography,” Simon said, laughing.

			“Too late; you’ve got me,” Kate Fansler said.

		

	
		
			PART TWO

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Anne Gringold’s Memoir

			“He is the greatest writer of his time,” Dorinda said, in that tone children use when quoting established parental opinion. “Perhaps,” she added, “of any time. And he is a relation of ours.”

			“By marriage,” I pointed out. This was not particularly generous of me. Dorinda had been so endowed by life with all the elements of charm and wealth that her claim to the greatest writer seemed, at the least, to be gilding the lily. (This last was a phrase of my mother’s whose meaning I had discerned through use rather than analysis of its metaphor or knowledge of its source.)

			“His grandchild is certainly our relation,” Dorinda said, closing, as was her invariable habit, the discussion. Since the great writer’s son had married Dorinda’s father’s sister, no argument was possible. An only child like me, she now had a cousin her age with a romantic and war-torn past, due to appear out of the blue (of the ocean, not the sky) and add to Dorinda’s life more romance, a commodity of which, in my opinion, she already had an unfair share. The only overwhelming disappointment, which loyalty to my sex forbade my pointing out even though it might have punctured a little Dorinda’s boasts, was that the grandchild was a girl. A boy, in this case as, I was certain, in all cases, was what had been longed for. Still, this girl bore the magic name and might even, like Margaret Mead, a hero of mine, decline to change it upon marriage or, even more daringly, decline to marry. At that point, the car drove up, the chauffeur honked and we rushed out to be driven to the beach club and our ocean games.

			This memory, from the time just before America entered into World War II, returns to me like a flashback from the sort of movie they used to make when I was young. Except that those flashbacks were extended, and full of portent. My memories, which have seized me more often and more unexpectedly in recent years, are like a photograph flashed on the wall. I was an ardent photographer in those young days and for many years thereafter. I had an excellent camera, thanks again to Dorinda and her family, and Dorinda had taught me how to flash pictures, not yet in color, on the wall through a large projector. I see us, therefore, sitting on the huge porch of her summer home on the Jersey shore, swinging our rockers violently backward, awaiting our ride to the beach. The conversation is not in the picture, not even (in my memory) in balloons above our heads, as though we were cartoon figures. Rather, the language is the scene; is what the scene evokes, is that remembered moment. A movie from a later time, called Hiroshima, Mon Amour, was, in my opinion, the last to capture memory properly. Movies today are all crosscuts and violent effects, screams, movements. Memories (as opposed to traumas, or repressed scenes) are still; only the words speak. But, in my experience at least, they are always insignificant memories that have remained for no discernible reason, ready to be evoked by a chance occurrence or remark. (Once, when Dorinda and I were in the car with her parents, the chauffeur driving, Dorinda and I on the jump seats, a fly buzzed about us in the summer heat. “And I thought,” Dorinda told me later, “that I would never remember that fly and, of course having said that, will always remember it.” I never thought to ask her when we met again, both well into middle age, if she had remembered it. But I remembered for her, after all.)

			The year when Dorinda’s cousin arrived was 1941. We would all three be together at the end of that year, when Pearl Harbor was bombed. I remember that we were in Dorinda’s room, and her mother, who had been listening to the Philharmonic concert on the radio, came in to tell us the concert had been interrupted with the news. Every adult I knew at that time, if home on Sunday, listened to the Philharmonic: my mother, my aunts, the parents of my and Dorinda’s schoolmates. Such concerts seemed to me oddly appropriate as the channel for the news that we were at war. Dorinda, her cousin Nellie, and I settled into the life of wartime America. We all rejoiced that Nellie had been plucked from the disaster that was Europe. I knew of others similarly plucked, who turned up as guests in the elegant homes where my mother worked. But they were different, part of my secret life with my mother, resented, overtly scorned and snubbed.

			“Why do they criticize everything here,” I asked my mother. “Why aren’t they grateful? Why do they always talk about how much better everything was in Germany? If it was so much better, why didn’t they stay there?”

			I did not then know mine was a widespread and stupid question; what immigrant or refugee does not think of home? I suspect I hated them because they were Jews and allowed me the regrettable comfort a poor child might find in Jew-hating. It was altogether a different matter for Dorinda, whose family, an integral part of what came to be known as “Our Crowd,” were friends with Guggenheims and Warburgs, to be Jewish. They were as elegant as Episcopalians and almost indistinguishable. Besides, Dorinda’s mother was a gentile who used to take us to midnight mass at her Lutheran church. I forgave myself my anti-Semitism by the ridiculous canard that some of my best friends were Jews. My mother supported me in this neat and, as it turned out, universal dismissal of the Jewish question. She said that nobody bothered honorable people; I suppose she meant rich. Years later, when I read a book by Paule Marshall called Brown Girl, Brownstones in which she talks of her mother’s cleaning “Jew floors,” I felt ashamed, and with less excuse than Paule Marshall had. She was black, and had not known Dorinda and her family.

			The greatest writer of his time was named Foxx; Emmanuel Foxx. I did not remember having heard of him when Dorinda broke the news of his granddaughter’s coming, but my mother had a first edition of his most famous novel among her books when she died, and she had written in it the date of its acquisition; she must at least have mentioned him to me at an earlier time. I suspect that, as with many declared masterpieces, his novel was ardently read by scholars and skimmed or ignored by those intelligent ones, few enough in every country, who, uninstructed, read books constantly and eagerly. Unlike Virginia Woolf, but like James Joyce or Marcel Proust, he was more an academic’s than a reader’s passion. Perhaps he was nearer to Proust than Joyce. Certainly he stood, as I now understand, together with these two and T. S. Eliot, at the center of modernism as it was conceived in academic departments and learned books and articles. Unlike Joyce or Proust, however, his central character was a woman. With an intensity, attention to detail, and experimentation with language that was dumbfounding in its originality and inventiveness, Foxx had written a year in the life of a woman that followed, with dogged persistence and great ingenuity, her every thought and passion. She was a woman seen through the eyes of a man looking through her eyes, and she set the scholars many a profound challenge.

			All of this, of course, I learned later. In 1941, awaiting Nellie Foxx’s arrival, I knew only that her grandfather had written an impressive and in some ways obscene book whose publication had been won by the efforts of the enlightened—including Dorinda’s father—against the benighted, the protectors of public morals. Foxx’s female hero masturbated, menstruated, fantasized, but was forever distinguished from Joyce’s Molly Bloom by her high intelligence, her allegiance to her women friends, her ambivalence toward men, whom she admired, emulated, and despised, and her sexual attraction to women. It was a scene of lesbian lovemaking that had got the book banned, although in 1941 Dorinda and I did not know that, Dorinda claiming to be an expert only in heterosexual cavortings. Young people today find it hard to believe, but we did not even know the word lesbian, nor the possibility of such activity. Like Queen Victoria, we thought only men had the equipment or the nerve for sexual experimentation; we had of course heard of male homosexuals and referred to them, sneeringly, as “fairies” or “thataway.” We were the children of our time.

			What I chiefly recall (as opposed to having flashed before me as a memory) is the amazing generosity of Dorinda and her family. Dorinda had adopted me as bosom friend, and her parents allowed me to be her almost constant companion. For example, when Dorinda was given something, I was given something too. As with cameras: in order to help out some German refugees, Dorinda’s father bought cameras from them, Leica M3s, and he gave the best one to Dorinda, and another, for some reason inferior, to me. We became photographers, good photographers, and even years later, when single-lens reflex cameras were almost universal, I stuck to my old Leica with its range finder and its heavy metal case. I have it yet, and when I take it for some repair, I am told it will fetch a handsome price if I ever decide to sell it and join the contemporary camera world. I keep it, not from sentiment, but from admiration. It is, in my opinion, the best camera ever made.
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