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It was midway through October 1985, as I waddled in a huge plaid tent dress through the ground floor of Bergdorf’s. I’d put on almost fifty pounds since becoming pregnant. A woman kept peering at me, looking away, looking back. Finally she approached. “You know, you have Candice Bergen’s face.”

“But not her body,” I said.

Old friends saw me lurching along the street and burst out laughing. I scowled back. Would this baby be born in a hospital or at SeaWorld?

The due date was the second half of October. I’d been hoping she’d arrive on Halloween, which was the day after my husband Louis Malle’s birthday. As the date grew closer, then passed, I went in for a checkup. Whoever was in there, she was hyperactive, that much was sure. She somersaulted and flipped around. Then she landed wrong. Her feet were tangled in the umbilical cord and she was upside down and feet first. There was a high risk of her cutting off the supply of oxygen and nutrients. A risk of brain damage.

My obstetrician, the ironically named Dr. Cherry, was an affable, easygoing guy, but he grew concerned after the recent sonogram. “We need to think about scheduling a Cesarean,” he told me. Meanwhile, I was to go home and stay in bed with my feet up. No activity. That would be interesting, as Louis and I lived in a two-story loft and were having people for dinner that night.

That was the beginning of the real bonding. Until that point, I’d kept a bit of distance, thinking of the baby as a kind of invader in my comfortable routines. I’d dragged my feet about preparing her room. No longer. It was ready, wallpapered in tiny pink rosebuds. I’d bought a white rocker and a white crib with pink ticking on the mattress and bumpers and found a pink Kit-Cat clock whose eyes and tail moved rhythmically back and forth.

Now the Alien was in jeopardy. I could not lose her.

Louis and I had been invited to a state dinner at the White House in honor of Prince Charles and Princess Diana. It was the big wingding of the fall, and the royal couple was causing quite the stir. It was possible we could make it if the baby was prompt. The dinner was November 6. I figured we could take the train with the newborn and a baby nurse and stay in DC for a night. I would look like a blimp, but we could attend.

As the date inched closer and there was no sign of a baby, I called Nancy Reagan, who has been a family friend all my life, and apologized for the delayed response. “Mrs. Reagan, she’s not moving,” I told her. She couldn’t have been sweeter. “Well, they’d love you to be there, Candy. Let us know when you can. Of course we understand.”

What I didn’t understand was where this baby was. What was keeping her?

At almost two and a half weeks past the due date, Dr. Cherry told me he’d decided to extract the baby by cesarean in three days; he was afraid she might have “exhausted prepartal nutrients.” Apparently my amniotic fluid was drying up. She was running out of snacks.

The Kit-Cat clock was ticking. I was not in the market for abdominal surgery. I wanted to have this baby naturally. More or less. I did the few primitive things that were suggested to induce labor. Three of my closest girlfriends took me out to dinner and I ate the spiciest things on the menu, hoping to bring on contractions. Sweat streamed down my tiny head and pooled under my newly enlarged breasts. Nothing. I heaved my 180 pounds sixteen floors up to my apartment to see if that would get her moving. Zilch. Louis was giving me a wide berth; I was getting testy.

Louis and I went to Mount Sinai Hospital the next day, November 8, 1985. The surgery was scheduled for 3:00 p.m. We were shown to a pre-op room and I undressed and got into a gown. They gave me oxytocin as a last gasp to start contractions. No dice. The baby was dug in. Dr. Cherry came in with the anesthesiologist and introduced him. He had clammy hands and a mustache that screamed “Shave me!” This was not a guy who seemed cool under pressure. He recognized me and appeared nervous. This was the guy who was going to give me the dreaded epidural? Women had been warning me about this shot, which is given in the base of the spine and is generally successful at blocking pain, except when it results in paralysis. The anesthesiologist told me to curl into the fetal position, which I did, but I was babbling incessantly, compulsively. I am not a good patient. The anesthesiologist also seemed stressed. He mentioned a movie I was in. I was freezing and shivering and the needle looked like a harpoon. Finally, he managed to give me the epidural, and I was wheeled down the battleship gray hall into the operating room. Louis walked beside me in his gown.

The nurses erected a discreet sheet to screen any activity below the waist. Louis sat by my head. They started to swab me but I could feel it, and then I really panicked. The upside of the epidural was, I wasn’t paralyzed. The downside was, I wasn’t numb. Hey, guys, I’m not numb! I CAN FEEL EVERYTHING! This was a definite crick in the procedure. “Give her a shot of Valium and administer another spinal,” someone said. I resumed the fetal position. The anesthesiologist came at me with another harpoon. I wondered, Is this really the best guy you got here?!? Things got blurry; then I got a third epidural. Enough medication for a rhino, which in a sense I had become. I was groggy beyond belief, but I could still feel a prickling in my legs. I might have heard the word paresthesia. Was I going to feel it when the surgeon cut through my abdomen? Because I would not be okay with that. I was stoned and ranting and raging.

“Do you feel this?” Dr. Cherry asked as he jabbed a pin in my leg. And then . . . murmuring, movement, a team at work. Louis watched it as the director he was. The curtain set up. People beyond it performing together.

And suddenly a cry. A really loud cry. That would be my daughter crying. Bellowing. All nine pounds two ounces of her had been pried out of my ample abdomen, where she’d made a home—carpet, armchair, reading lamp, sound system—she was not happy about moving out. Now the trouble begins, I thought. Schools. Mean girls. Boyfriends. SATs. Now it hits the fan.

Mademoiselle Chloe Malle. I heard Louis singing softly to her in French: “À la claire fontaine . . .” She’d been wrapped like a burrito and he held her gently in his arms, crooning. She relaxed and quieted, scrutinizing him. I was sobbing. So much emotion. So many drugs.

She was placed in my arms now, cautiously, since I was so medicated that I was completely gaga. As if I would let anything happen. Again, the tears streamed down my cheeks. My baby girl. My baby girl. Who knew love was this huge? All-enveloping. All-encompassing. My baby girl.

My God, I can’t believe I almost didn’t do this. It was clearly the beginning of my life.

In the recovery room upstairs, Chloe was brought back to me, steamed and cleaned, fierce and irresistible.

Ali MacGraw and Anne Sterling, two of my closest friends, had been waiting in the hospital lobby. They came up to meet Chloe and give me a pat on the head. I was having trouble speaking clearly, what with my dozens of epidurals, plus I was still weeping. But I was aglow.

Chloe is here. Chloe is here. I was happier than I ever thought possible. Chloe is here.
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On September 27, 1980, I married Louis Malle. I’d waited a long time for that moment. It was Louis’s second marriage, my first; both of us thought it was a miracle.

Certainly we’d had an inauspicious beginning. We’d met four years earlier at Diane von Furstenberg’s home, Cloudwalk Farm, in Connecticut, where we were seated next to each other. I was a houseguest of Mike and Annabel Nichols, who lived nearby. The guests introduced themselves. “I’m Louis Malle,” Louis said. “You are?” Mike gasped. I was very struck by how socially ill at ease this man was, almost furtive. This was the great director I’d heard so much about? Sparks decidedly did not fly. A few months later, I sat next to Louis again at a dinner in California. I was wearing a designer caftan that kept falling off me. I spent the entire meal trying to straighten it as it kept slipping. The situation was so awkward that we barely spoke.

Undeterred, my great friend, photographer Mary Ellen Mark, kept declaring that Louis Malle was the perfect man for me. She had known him for years. “You’re going to marry him. It’s absolutely certain.” And then, out of the blue, he called from an editing room in Toronto and asked if we could have lunch. Louis and I finally settled into a red leather banquette in the Russian Tea Room for lunch in early March of 1980.

We were still in that banquette four hours later. Two weeks after that, on March 17, we went on our first date, to see Manon Lescaut at the Metropolitan Opera House. That night I wrote in my journal: “Uh-oh.” It was understood. We knew what we had. And we considered that our anniversary. Louis wrote me two weeks later from Le Coual, his house in the southwest of France.

April 1, 1980

Since we spoke this morning, I have this vision of you standing, still, like hypnotized, waiting for the lightnings, listening to the thunder, and I remember the strange, obsessive sound of rain on your roof. A very dramatic vision, with New-York in front of you as a huge theater, New-York where dreams become monologues, as if everything had to be shouted to cover those millions of heartbeats . . .

My walk took me down to a little canyon, trees still holding the night mist, traces of fog, absolute stillness, the sun just about to appear, birds in a routine frenzy—It was like thousands of years away, before agriculture (and theater) were invented. It is not peace, though, more like a truce, nature neither friendly nor hostile, millions of invisible beings trying to survive this new day, a pre-Virgilian world that hardly notices my interruption. And I see me over there, holding you in the middle of the storm, and I see you here, walking by me, in silence.

This love, you know, our love, is of the essence. Beyond time and space, it has become transcendence and knowledge, and complete abandon. These few days together, they’ve become eternity. Maybe it is what religious people call contemplation.

Sometimes, I fall into the old traps, pain, even anger or rage. What am I doing here thousands of miles away, I must see you, and hold you, and kiss you. I throw my hand towards you, like a wrecked sailor in the middle of the ocean. Then I see your smile, the wonderful quietness of your smile, and it helps me to quiet down. Candie, you’ve brought me wisdom, or the beginning of wisdom, which I never knew before, always restless, always searching. Finding you, I have started to find myself. It’s a long way, maybe, but it’s here already. And I wonder and wonder how unique, how totally new it is. When I called you that first morning, to say thank you, that’s what I meant, because I knew, right away. Everything got suddenly clearer and simpler. And the mandala I brought you is the perfect symbol. You look at it, and you’ll feel what I feel.

It gives me such tremendous happiness to write you all this, as clumsily as it comes. It’s as if I was writing myself a love letter, for the first time. Sharing, and belonging, I know what it means, now.

L.

Let’s be April fools for the rest of our lives. The world can’t play tricks on us anymore. The fools are the wise.

That letter swept me off my feet.

Our courtship was entirely backward. We began with the honeymoon in May. We went to Florence, the first time for both of us, and it was a fantastic trip. We stayed above the city at the exclusive Villa le Rondini, the stone balconies overlooking olive groves and Brunelleschi’s magisterial Duomo topping the cathedral of Florence below. We just devoured the city. Louis was especially knowledgeable about Renaissance art. His entire family were culture vultures, leaving no cloister stone unturned. We gasped over the sprawling Paolo Uccello triptychs in the Uffizi. We ate in great restaurants at communal tables. Louis was very good at navigating; he’d make a plan, we’d hop in the car, and we’d scoot. It was all a thrilling adventure.

Back home, I was about to start Rich and Famous in LA with Jacqueline Bisset, a witty, bitchy script about two lifelong friends and competitors. I was looking forward to digging into it, but an actors’ strike held up production. So Louis and I rented a house near the beach in Bridgehampton on Long Island and decided to spend the summer there with his two children from previous relationships, Cuote, nine, and Justine, six. They were wonderful kids. I’d taken to Justine immediately. Her mother, Alexandra Stewart, is a Canadian actress, but lived most of her life in Paris. She was and is uniquely beautiful, vibrant, and funny. Cuote, born in Mexico, named after an Aztec emperor, with a German mother, Gila von Weitershausen, and a French father, was a pancultural windfall. He was more reserved than Justine, but over the summer, after circling each other like cats, the three of us became friends. While Louis worked with Andre Gregory and Wally Shawn on their screenplay, My Dinner with Andre, preparing to shoot that winter, Cuote and Justine and I picked strawberries from the field across from the house and swam and played at the beach.

It was an idyllic summer. At the end of it, Louis and I were sitting outside after the children had gone to bed. He turned to me and said suddenly, “If I asked you very politely, would you marry me?” I was overjoyed.

Neither of us was inclined to overmarry. Louis’s first, early marriage had been brief, only three years. I’d been on my own for fifteen years, since the age of nineteen. I didn’t know how I felt about surrendering my independence, although I’d jokingly tossed off a line in some magazine article about how I’d push my mother down the ramp of the Guggenheim for the chance to find a terrific man. Marlo Thomas promptly sent me a telegram: “You don’t fool me. You’d push your mother down the Guggenheim ramp for no good reason.”

So: marry Louis, then; marriage didn’t necessarily mean losing myself. But then Louis began to equivocate: “Maybe we should just not get married but say we are. Or get married and say we’re not.” Then we talked about getting married in India. As I would learn, Louis famously had a hard time making decisions. I finally put my foot down. “Let’s do it or not do it.” We decided to do it.

We planned to get married at Le Coual—the Raven’s Cry—at the end of September. We only had about a month to plan. I didn’t have a dress. We took the train from Le Coual to Paris. Louis called a costume designer he knew, and she took me shopping to a vintage store, where I bought a Victorian-style ivory silk and lace dress off the rack. It was a beautiful country wedding. Both his kids came from Paris. My mother and brother flew in from LA. Director Terry Malick was there because he happened to be staying at Le Coual. Basha Ferri, a close friend from Paris; Mary Ellen Mark, who had predicted our marriage; and Louis’s brother Vincent were our witnesses. By day’s end, our guests had scattered and we were left to begin our lives.

The man I married was, in every sense, a dynamo. Louis had almost boundless stamina and energy, and infinite curiosity about everything, especially American sports and politics. He was compulsively creative and productive; if he wasn’t shooting a feature, he was shooting a documentary or directing a play. He made a film about American immigrants called The Pursuit of Happiness in part to educate himself about that stretch of our history. He had a real gift for getting to the truth of the situation. He was perfectly bilingual in French and English but with the most seductive accent. He could make the word hemorrhoids sound lyrical. He used English words like flabbergasted but he swore in French.

Louis would routinely do two or three things at a time: walking briskly down the hall, puffing on his pipe while talking on his new portable phone, grabbing a snack, watching the news, doing yoga. He would walk at an angle, tilted forward at the waist, leaning into whatever he was heading for. He was never idle.

He could be incredibly charming and courtly. He would kiss women’s hands on meeting them. I thought Mom would faint when he kissed hers. “Oh, Candy, can’t you marry him?” she asked me later. And now I had.

I flew back to LA when the actors’ strike ended after three months to finish shooting Rich and Famous.

By design, I worked very little. After waiting so long to marry, I wanted to enjoy my new life with Louis. Then a wonderful opportunity arose.

Fifteen years earlier, when I was shooting The Sand Pebbles with Steve McQueen and Richard Attenborough in Taiwan and Hong Kong, Dickie told me that he was planning to do a film about the life of Gandhi; he wanted me to play photojournalist Margaret Bourke-White. I loved the idea and I was a huge admirer of Bourke-White’s work. It seemed unlikely that Dickie would get funding for a biography of the small brown man who had led his country to independence, and in fact it took him almost twenty years to get a screenplay written, but Attenborough had finally scraped up some money and hired John Briley to write the final script.

I flew to India to do my cameo as Bourke-White. It was all English actors and I was terrified. You don’t fool around with those guys; they’re incredibly skilled, all business. I felt inept, self-conscious, stiff, and untrained amid such fast company. In fact, I was all of that in any company. I rued the time I’d wasted not studying acting. Yes, my life had turned into a miracle, but I suppose I wanted my work to match that. I wanted to feel pride in what I did.

The first week was difficult. I felt lost and lonely. One of my first shots was an exterior tracking shot, with the camera pushed slowly along metal tracks. My job was to walk with Ben Kingsley, kitted out as the Mahatma after three hours of makeup every day, along with round spectacles, sandals, white dhoti, and shawl. I was supposed to be interviewing him, walking backward on the dolly track, photographing him. The problem was that I was wearing high cork wedges and operating a bulky Graflex camera, trying to do my lines while tripping on the camera tracks. We had to do endless takes.

Shooting in India was not uncomplicated. The movie was over-scheduled and underfinanced. After six months in India, the British crew had the desperate stare of hostages. They all struggled to keep a stiff upper lip, but I noticed that more often than not, it was tending to droop. Dickie would be shooting all day and fundraising at night. He was at the end of his rope in terms of stamina and strength. It didn’t help that people were getting sick on the set, diseases that no one had heard of, chills, fevers, lasting for weeks and weeks. I wasn’t immune. Bombay, whose people told you over and over and over that the temperature goes from “hot, hotter, hottest,” was set on “hottest.” The port city was in the midst of a heat wave of historic proportions. Temperatures above 110 degrees, high humidity. The heat draped itself over you as you came outside, covering you, closing in on you, stopping you midsentence for lack of air. Between takes you sat, trancelike, moving only your eyes.

Despite the terrific tension and tempers on the set, the sense of conviction and commitment to the film was quite extraordinary. And watching Ben as Gandhi walk through a crowd of Indians making a silent path for him was strangely moving.

As we moved through the city in tiny, airtight taxis, beggars clawed and croaked at the windows. “Sistah . . .” Big black eyes as they cawed for money. Small brown hands, asking, asking, until the wide eyes blinked and they darted and disappeared in a flash of color, like ravaged, exotic fish in some sad and savage underwater world, leaving you cowering in your capsule, guilty and grateful. I was sitting in the lobby of the luxurious Dorchester Hotel when someone told me that Martin Sheen had decided, after seeing conditions here, to donate his salary to Indian charities.

Everybody was staying at a hotel outside Bombay (now Mumbai) where the production team had gotten a special rate. Downstairs the bar was filled with drip-dried, short-sleeved Russians in off the latest Aeroflot from Moscow. Someone was playing “Ritorno a Sorrento” and “Chattanooga Choo Choo” on a sitar. Since I didn’t know anyone in the cast and didn’t want to have room service alone, I took up my friend Mary Ellen Mark’s suggestion that I move into the Taj Mahal in the center of Bombay across from Victoria’s Gate. Mary Ellen introduced me to Jahangir Gazdar, a lovely, intelligent, gentle man who took me around to meet people and get to know the city.

One Sunday Jahangir took me to Chaupati Beach, to a wonderful fisherman’s festival that was a great circus of colors and sights and sounds and smiles and laughter. Hundreds of weathered, splintered, leaking boats were swagged in fluttering pennants, flags of every color, as they bobbed along the thronged beach. Groups of thirty or forty women, all in saris of vibrant colors—citrus yellow, saffron, aqua blue—danced in circles. There was something tough and strong in these small, wiry women, gnarled by life. They offered no barriers, no walls to break through. Their spontaneity was a gift for us Westerners for whom being in the present is so threatening. Their great and enviable freedom made me feel more open, more accessible, giving me no time to defend my position. With their eyes and hearts and colors and flowers and music, they somehow celebrated their lives, consecrated their wretched conditions. There was something indomitable about them, while at the same time so hopeless.

As dusk dimmed it all, the lights came on along the beach, the sky pale and misty. Monkeys did vaudeville acts with their owners. There were tightrope walkers, acrobats, storytellers, faith healers, hoops of fire, incense, jasmine, and always music: drums, flutes, cymbals weaving magic in the night.

Louis met me in India after about a week, an event the Bombay Standard chronicled in a headline on its front page: “Louis Malle Is Back in Town.” He had been kicked out of India after shooting his nine-hour documentary Phantom India in 1968. He’d wanted to show the real country, not the tourist experience wrapped around the luxurious Taj Mahal. Operating the camera himself, he explored how people lived: the caste system, religious expression, politics, dance and other arts. He spent five months shooting, and the result had been shown as a TV miniseries in Europe. Indians in the UK created a stir because they felt Louis had focused too much on poverty and political turmoil and not enough on the country’s efforts to modernize. They kicked the BBC out of the country for broadcasting the film. Even though the movie was never released in India, the country banned Louis. Apparently the ban had lapsed; this was his first time back.

After I wrapped up most of my work on the movie, Louis wanted to show me his India. Mary Ellen met us in Bombay. She was the first photographer to gain access to a notorious area there called Falkland Road, an entire primitive metropolis of brothels that had once been stables. The area was legendary for not wanting any intruders; the prostitutes—the so-called Cage Girls of Bombay—would scream, spit, or throw garbage and bottles at any photographer who approached. But Mary Ellen kept returning, bringing gifts for the prostitutes—wigs, bras, nightgowns, Band-Aids, aspirin, whatever they requested. Finally she befriended them and they allowed her access. This time, she took us with her.

It truly was a hellhole: bleak, grinding, excruciating poverty. Here there was no joy. Here there was no hope. Here people lived their lives as quickly as possible and hoped for a better one next time. Surely it could be no worse. The women lived and worked in old horse stalls; Mary Ellen had climbed up to the top of the stables to photograph them from above. She took us to meet the madam of that particular block, who jumped up to greet Mary Ellen. The two women hugged. There were children working there, girls of nine or ten sold by their parents. They earned $45 a month for life in the cages, surrounded by rats and disease. We became dazed and dumb, and we left Falkland Road impotent and enraged.

We wound up back at the Taj Mahal Hotel and we each had a stiff drink. This country was a total bombardment of the senses. It blasted you with sights and sounds and smells and tastes and feelings. It jangled your every nerve, wrung you out, dazzled and disgusted you.

In Rajasthan, Mary Ellen told us to find her dear friend Jungu, a taxi driver, who invited us to visit his little house. His wife served us each a cup of water. Louis and I exchanged glances. Drinking the water is at the top of the list of “don’ts” in India, but we managed a few sips. We waited to die. We didn’t. We moved on to Udaipur to spend a night at the famous Lake Palace Hotel, an eighteenth-century marble fantasy floating in the middle of a sacred lake. It was the perfect Western reinterpretation of India, sterile, dusty, jewellike, and lifeless. In Rajasthan, all the old palaces had been made into hotels. Our room at the Umaid Bhawan Palace in Jodhpur, a gorgeous 1930s Art Deco palace repurposed as a hotel, was the size of a stadium. But it was clear that this trip wasn’t going to be a tour of the palaces of Rajasthan. With Louis you didn’t see the tourist’s version of anything.

From Bombay we flew down to Pune so I could do a few more days of work on Gandhi. The receptionist at the hotel asked me what movie we were doing.

“It’s a movie about the life of Mahatma Gandhi,” I told him. He stared at me.

“Is there any singing or dancing in that movie?” he asked. When I said no, he looked disappointed. “Do you not think it would be better with singing and dancing?”

After filming, Louis and I visited the ashram of the Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh. Disciples floated about in saffron- or maroon-colored robes. People swarmed by on their way to lectures, meditation sessions, yoga classes. It was a beehive. There were rumors that Rajneesh presided over collegial shtupping; he advocated tantric sex as a path of enlightenment and was said to be sleeping with a number of his female adherents. Disciples were encouraged to “stimulate their lower chakras.” The Bhagwan would later move to Oregon, where his quest for enlightenment appeared to be sated by a vast collection of Rolls-Royces.

March 17 was the anniversary of our first date. We spent this sacred day in this weird and creepy place, staying in the Peshwa Suite with room service and a fine long talk about us. Our marriage. My new passport. Our new life.

The place was full of “Poonies,” as the ashram residents were called, all in saffron or maroon. They zoomed around town like maniacs on motorcycles, wild-eyed behind goggles, their hair, beards, and beads flowing behind them. They soared, floated, and chanted. Louis and I found something threatening about their bliss and stayed away.

We have our own ashram, Lou Lou and I told ourselves. A little one on Central Park South, where we have these feelings of love and belonging and purpose and freedom that these Poonies keep searching for.

Pune was hard on us both. So unpleasant and pointless a place. Yet I had a job to do. A job I was steadily not doing well. I continued to feel like the awkward, embarrassing novice I was. While I was on the set, Louis had nothing to do, nowhere to go. He wasn’t used to being “the husband.” We both became unhappy, tense. We escaped tight-lipped, in a rush, to Madras.

In Madras, I was a tourist, which was more tiring, less involving, more guilt-provoking than having a job in a strange new place. I felt haunted by Martin Sheen. As I walked by the beggars, the lepers, the old women staring, I wondered, what choices should I make? I knew it was a racket, they knew it was a racket, but the second you gave money, they looked pained, brutalized, wounded. Five rupees? That’s it? Forget it. And the head wobbled disapprovingly, accusingly. They wanted ten. A month’s salary for the average Indian. If you bought something, they wanted you to buy two.

The aggression of the street people was bludgeoning. And they were all so good at it, so charming, canny, direct, funny. Five-year-olds practically climbed into the car, heads shooting through the windows: “Send me stamps, give me a pen, money.” Six-year-olds giving the orders, sending back the tip. Beggars, priests, old men and women, all of them shrieking, cooing, cajoling, and no matter what you gave, it was never enough, ever.

We went south to Madurai, where we visited the Living Temple. The temple sprawled across twelve acres, with an Olympic-sized pool where people would wash their clothes, bathe, and perform pujas and other rituals. The elephants were shiva’ed and vishnu’ed and puja’ed to, washed by hand and taken for walks on the temple grounds, and fed rice balls for lunch at the executive office. There were camels and green parrots, goats, crows, and clumps and clusters of bats. It was a feast for the senses. Women wore bells around their ankles and in their ears; the gentle sound of their ringing was everywhere. They braided their glossy waist-length hair with fragrant jasmine and wore garlands of marigolds. Saris of tangerine, lime, fuchsia, and canary yellow glowed like flowers. Gold sparkled at their ears, wrists, and throats as they knelt to make gifts of slabs of ghee to statues of Shiva, Ganesha, Vishnu, or Hanuman.

We returned to the temple at night to find it lit up with thousands of candles and lanterns. As was the custom, we took our sandals off—in itself an act of courage—and walked barefoot. Everyone was spitting everywhere. We rounded a corner and almost bumped into an elephant shuffling softly through the colonnades, her forehead and ears painted in paisley patterns and white stencils of religious motifs, an enormous marigold necklace around her gray wrinkled neck. She shuffled slowly away, her face and forehead glowing softly in the low lamplight, gracefully, silently, swaying down a side passage.

The south of India is much more intense than the north, an overwhelming sensory experience. Women walked by wearing anklets and bracelets made of row upon row of tuberose. The heady fragrance lingered after them. The pungent scents of jasmine, cardamom, coriander, clove, cumin, and cinnamon mixed routinely with the smell of shit. You’d drive along and see a row of bare asses as people took their morning dumps in the gutter. I began to understand why the locals never ate with their left hands. I think I can say India raised my consciousness of shit, my own and others’. Never had I seen so much shit by so many. So I too had found enlightenment in India.

In Madras, Louis and I stayed at a little hotel on the sea. It was so hot that even the ocean was almost too warm to swim in. We’d have chai in the morning, a spicy hot milky tea, which was delicious, but you’d pour with sweat after. We ate spicy mughal pancakes for breakfast, spicy curry for dinner. We were always sweating and stoned on the spices, moving through the day with a gentle buzz. One night, we had dinner in a tiny, dark place that was so broiling hot it was as if we were inside an oven. We sat at a counter. A man wearing a torn undershirt was cooking in front of an open fire while customers blew their noses directly onto the ground. I was wearing Calvin Klein sandals. I kept my feet up.

We traveled like maniacs, driving and driving. We saw people brush their teeth, pee, shit, spit, blow their noses with their fingers, take morning chai, wash their cattle, shit, thresh the wheat, bathe, bless themselves, perform pujas, fetch their water, do their wash. India’s culture and religions were a celebration of life in every form. Life, love, men, women, gods, demons, animals, nature—in every way they were tied and rooted, a vital part of the whole.

India’s gods are found everywhere, their likenesses bathed in milk and ghee, garnished with jasmine, lotus flowers, roses, hibiscus, fed with coconuts, smeared with ash and brilliant red powder. They are living, breathing altars, draped in saris, slid down and climbed upon by kids, puja’ed to in every form: bobbing, circling, tapping, prostrating.

And the West, the West with its immaculate conception, neutered putti, celibate saints and priests and nuns, and guilt and fear of the almighty God. The silent stone cathedrals that seem places of death more than life, more feared than celebrated. A discouragement of living, a severing of ties, an encouragement of ego. The west with its sterilized, starved, soothed senses. Underarm deodorants, air fresheners. Replacing a natural smell with an artificial one. Removing us, step by step, further from reality.

We felt ourselves disappear, freed. But then we felt naked, shut out—of their skin, their culture, their religion. We snapped, became tired and testy, saw each other stripped of virtue, the glow gone, the magic foiled. We were surprised each one found the other so closed, ungenerous, lost, and angry. It sobered and frightened us both. We wondered if the country would win. Should we leave?

Of course, we stayed. We talked, moved closer, almost immediately. Alert to not letting the other feel ignored, misunderstood, lonely. Finding our sense of humor, we decided not to take India and ourselves too seriously.

Next Louis took me to see the famous temple complex at Khajuraho, one of the seven wonders of India. Hundreds of incredibly detailed erotic carvings from the tenth and eleventh centuries grappled and embraced and intertwined on plinths along the soaring sandstone. The Kama Sutra was said to have originated in the same place. Then it was on to the Rat Temple, where barefoot visitors fed sacred rats as big as poodles. You could barely walk for the rats. I made a quick retreat to the car.

Louis then took me to see the Taj Mahal. The Taj was pale and looming and wondrous, but without the vibrancy of Khajuraho.

We traveled through India for about a month. I’d traveled often on my own to remote and primitive outposts, but Louis was truly hardcore. He never stopped—not even in the middle of the country when we were hiking in 100-degree heat. He’d be crippled with cramps from traveler’s diarrhea, but he’d keep going. This was purely French. Louis was an explorer, an adventurer with a bottomless curiosity about Indian art and culture and people. Luxury, physical comfort, were unimportant to him. What mattered was the experience.

We left Delhi for Paris, and then took the train to Le Coual. This was a spring unlike any other: delicate, exquisite, fine, and sure. Lush trees of wild lilacs burst everywhere, thousands of tiny daisies sprinkled across the new grass. Pear and cherry blossoms. Tulips, iris, and clusters of lily of the valley and violets. Fresh, sweet smells.

Spring was splendid in Le Coual. Louis was transformed—radiant and loving, the lines of anger gone from his face. I fell head over heels in love with him all over again. When he was sure and serene in himself, he was utterly irresistible.

Back in LA at last, my mother gave us a lovely wedding reception in the living room of my parents’ Holmby Hills home. She was delighted to finally have the chance. She invited a wide circle of friends: Jules and Doris Stein, Billy and Audrey Wilder, Irving and Mary Lazar, Lloyd and Dorothy Bridges, Ricardo and Georgiana Montalban, Vincente and Lee Minnelli, Jennifer Jones, Robert and Rosemarie Stack, Albert Finney, Cary Grant and Barbara Harris, Jimmy and Gloria Stewart, Mervyn and Kitty LeRoy, Greer Garson, George Cukor, who was directing me in Rich and Famous at the time, and Jacqueline Bisset, my costar. The women were all beautifully dressed in Chanel and Halston. The men wore dark suits. I wore a vintage gold caftan borrowed from Mom and the heirloom sapphire necklace Louis had found for me in Virginia. Mom served our traditional family meal, which was a Swedish smorgasbord with meatballs and lingonberries, gravlax, and hot, spiced glögg. There were violinists and much laughter. People talked about their hip replacements and drank, some too much. They were all merry. Mom had always been a great hostess.

Touring India was a bold way to begin a marriage.

At long last, I’d found my traveling companion.
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Louis sold his apartment in the West Fifties and moved in with me. I had bought my first apartment in 1976; I was thirty. It was in a landmarked building on Central Park South called the Gainsborough Studios and had a sweeping view of the length of the park. Built in 1908 as artists’ studios, it was the first apartment building to go up on Central Park South. It featured twenty-foot ceilings and mullioned windows facing the northern exposure favored by artists. Each apartment or studio differed in small detail from the next. To me, and to many of my friends, it was the best apartment in the city. Louis had married well.

A gallery ran around the second floor, accessed by a staircase that gave onto a small loft bedroom with a wide window overlooking the living room below and the park beyond. On Thanksgiving Day, you could sit up in bed and watch the parade come down Central Park West. There was a large skylight, as the studio was on the top floor, and the apartment was flooded with light. I had furnished it with two huge sofas covered in white duck and two enormous overstuffed armchairs. In the far corner was a large wingbacked chair with an ottoman under a standing Tiffany poinsettia lamp.

The lamp was the most expensive piece of art I had ever bought and I suffered sharp buyer’s remorse. This was pure stupidity on my part. First, it is simply ravishing to look at. Unlike most Tiffany lamps, this one could be viewed from the second floor so you could appreciate the intense colors and pattern of the top of the shade from above. It was the focus of the apartment, and we enjoyed it every evening. Second, it’s the best investment I ever made.

There were also trophies from my travels scattered on tabletops: a four-pound chunk of jade that my Hong Kong friend, Shing Lung, had brought from the Jade Market in Burma, a dried opium poppy scored during harvest that perched in a tiny pot, bowls of noodles with chopsticks—realistic plastic display models used in Japan. And my favorite, not for the faint of heart, my bottle of Chinese rat wine, a gift from director Milos Forman, which had fetal rats floating in the amber-colored liquid and was believed to cure anything from headaches to mortality.

In the late 1970s and 1980s, Columbus Circle, which is at the top of Central Park South, was a very different place. When I walked out the door of my building and turned left, it was hookers and dealers. That was it. One was immediately swarmed by wiry guys asking softly, “Sniff? Snort? Blow?” Farther down on the Circle was a hideous 1940s-era convention center, and dilapidated brownstones and rundown buildings. The dazzling Time Warner Center with its collection of restaurants and the gigantic Whole Foods, plus the massive renovation of Columbus Circle itself, was years away. As a neighborhood it was wanting, but it was convenient. You could walk to the theater district, to any museum, and uptown and downtown were equidistant. And it was on Central Park, although the park was not at its subsequent perfect state. That would come years later once it had been taken over by the privately funded Central Park Conservancy. When I moved in, the park’s fields and meadows were dust bowls and the benches were broken. Hypodermic needles were strewn in corners of the playground. The park was in a state of total neglect, but it was still the park, and we used it often.

Just before I met Louis, the apartment at the back of the building that was contiguous with mine became available. It was small, with normal, low ceilings, a fireplace, and a single dark bedroom. I bought it, broke through the wall at the end of the hall, and renovated the space. The front apartment was white and filled with light, so I painted the back apartment a pale peach. I had a long L-shaped sofa made, and an armchair with an ottoman. I tore out the wall of the tiny Pullman kitchen and left it open, with a counter, a small fridge, and a small stove. I tiled the kitchen and the fireplace surround in emerald green and built in a desk and media cabinet that went the length of the wall. I faux-painted the mantel to look like honey-colored pine, which matched the desk and bookshelves. Renny Saltzman, who helped me with all of it, had custom carpeting made in sage green with peach Xs.

The back of the apartment had a completely different feeling from the front. It was intimate, warm, and cozy. There were pine bookshelves on two walls. There was Native American pottery from Chaco Canyon and centuries-old baskets and rugs. It was a great place to burrow in for the winter; it was where we really lived. In fact, Louis took over the desk and worked from there, and I worked from my desk in the bedroom upstairs. Hours would go by when we didn’t see or hear each other. For two people who had spent a lot of time alone, it was ideal. It gave us room.

Being with Louis upgraded me culturally. Whenever he was on holiday, we would relentlessly visit museums, cloisters, cathedrals; he was a cultural commando. Carnegie Hall was three blocks away, and Lincoln Center was five. Louis especially adored opera: hence our first date at the opening of Puccini’s Manon Lescaut with Plácido Domingo at the Metropolitan Opera. On our second date, he rented a car and we drove to Philadelphia to see the Barnes Collection—one of the world’s greatest private collections of impressionists and post-impressionists.

And of course Louis loved to go to the movies. We’d go to a multiscreen movie theater and he’d watch one movie for fifteen minutes, then hop across the hall to watch the next for twenty, right on down the line, as if the theater were a gigantic smorgasbord.

Louis was innately elegant. Most of the time. He wore custom-made Cerruti suits, bespoke monogrammed shirts. On him, the monograms were never a mark of an arriviste trying too hard; they belonged. And the collars on some of the older shirts were slightly frayed, which he liked. He never looked overly color-coordinated, just tasteful. Sometimes he would add a Fair Isle sweater vest under his sports jackets if it was cold. His shoes were also well worn but handmade, sometimes by Lobb. His dress shoes always had a buffed shine. In them he would launch into his brisk walk, tilting forward, feet slapping the pavement, pipe clenched in his teeth. When we went to the infrequent awards show, Louis would root around in my bag for powder and pat it haphazardly on his face to dull the sheen. His studs were old Cartier, and he had a pair of exquisite cuff links that were iridescent beetles set in gold. They had been a gift from his first wife and they were unlike anything I had ever seen.

He didn’t always look so dashing or put together. Working at home or at Le Coual, he wore sweatpants that were so old they had shrunk to midcalf. His sweatshirts were also short and frayed and barely came to the waist, and he was very attached to them all. In cold weather in New York City, he liked to wear my mouse cap, which was a navy knit watch cap with large felt ears, eyes, and nose, and a tail that hung down the back. He would wear this everywhere, and he looked ridiculous, because he would also wear it with suits and an overcoat. He wore it to the theater, to ball games, to pick up food to go, and he looked like a refugee. It was one of the moments I loved him most.

Louis had a really fine mind, a tremendous intellect, and a very sly, dry sense of humor. Once when I flew to Texas to visit him on the set of Alamo Bay, he gave me a tour of town: “And there’s the little market, just for basics: milk, bread, and guns.” A crow in a tree above us cawed and I whipped around. “Did you think it was a fan?” he said.

We would give dinners often in our apartment. We’d serve chicken curry, or our Brazilian housekeeper Roseangela would bring her mother and they’d make feijoada, the national dish with pigs’ feet—really graphic but delicious. We made lethal caipirinhas.

We were very happy to entertain. We were fortunate that our separate groups of friends overlapped so much. We’d serve buffet dinners for twenty or twenty-five people at a time. Playwright John Guare and his wife, Adele Chatfield-Taylor, who headed the American Institute in Rome, were frequent guests. So were Richard Avedon and writers Alice and Michael Arlen. Whoever was in town—Bernardo Bertolucci with his wife, Claire Townsend, or Marcello Mastroianni would drop by. Charles Michener, editor of Newsweek, with his wife, photographer Diana. Mary Ellen Mark and Martin Bell, actor-playwright Wally Shawn and author Debbie Eisenberg, actor-director Andre Gregory and his wife, Chiquita.

The evenings were low-key, easy, relaxed. If it was New Year’s Eve, we’d have late dinners, maybe tamale pie, then turn the lights off at midnight so guests could lift their Champagne glasses while watching the fireworks display set off in Central Park. Afterward we’d watch the whacky Midnight Marathon through the park, with runners dressed as rabbits, pumpkins, reindeer. Later Louis and I would do the dishes, discussing the party like an old couple married for decades. It was bliss.

If we were in LA, Louis would take me to his Bikram yoga class in a windowless room off of Wilshire Boulevard and Doheny. I had no idea what I was getting myself into the first time. When I walked into the studio, the heat was staggering and I had trouble getting my breath. The room was always heated to a hundred degrees to facilitate stretching. Bikram Choudhury would usually teach the class himself. (Bikram had a collection of vintage cars, one of which was an old white Rolls-Royce with YOGINI on the license plate.) He was a tiny guy, five-feet-three tops, balding with long hair pulled into a ponytail. He conducted class sitting on a pillow in the lotus position. Behind him sat a favorite female student in a leotard, massaging his shoulders. I took my place with Louis and forty other people, all doing yoga for an hour and a half in the oppressive heat. Halfway through the class, sweat was dripping off all of us, soaking the carpet, which smelled rancid. Quincy Jones was there sometimes, along with Lakers star Kareem Abdul-Jabbar and Raquel Welch. Kareem couldn’t stretch fully because the ceiling was so low. It was the stress buster of all time.

Those early years were magic. Next to me in bed was a man who was brilliant by any measure, whom I could never engage with on his level, yet he never seemed to notice the disparity.

Louis could be wonderfully protective of me. His movie Atlantic City was nominated for numerous Academy Awards; Louis for director, John Guare for screenplay, and Susan Sarandon for leading actress. Louis had had a relationship with Susan. Fearing tension arising from all of us clubbily seated together at the ceremony, Louis decided we would be in France for the Oscars that year.

Louis had his vulnerable moments too. Especially if he was involved with a film, he’d be plagued with anxiety, turn into a little black ball of despair. He’d have a sleepless night: “You know,” he told me, “the Aztecs used to wake up terrified each morning because they were afraid the sun wouldn’t rise again.”

Once he had a nightmare that I’d left him. I woke in the middle of the night to find him pacing and drinking tea.

“Do you love me?” he asked. “Sometimes I’m afraid you’ll leave me for someone else because you’ll find out I’m silly.”

“You are silly,” I told him. “And there’s no one else. Ever.”

Louis’s face relaxed. “Well, yes, that’s what I feel. Who could be better? We are a perfect fit—but I never take you for granted.”

All too soon, Louis would be off to France for whatever movie project he was working on. We really tried to confine these trips to no more than two weeks apart. To be apart for three weeks was too long, too difficult. We would call each other, although the cost was prohibitive. Fortunately, Louis was a wonderful letter writer, le roi des lettres, as Alexandra, Justine’s mother, said.

Whenever Louis was in New York, I was in charge. I’d book the reservations and pay for the restaurants. We both felt keeping finances separate was neater. I’d always felt it was important to pay my own way, step up to the plate. I’d often pick up dinner checks for groups of people. Louis was the heir to the Béghin sugar fortune, generated during the Napoleonic Wars; the name Béghin-Say still appears on sugar packets today. He always felt it was not possible to have an equal relationship if you were unequal financially; separate accounts were the only way to steer a straight course.

Ours was not a traditional marriage, yet I was always thrilled when we got to Europe, because in Paris, Louis was in charge, taking me to his favorite restaurants: L’Ambroisie, Chez Georges, Quai Voltaire, La Closerie des Lilas, and his favorite café, Flore.

Outside of it, the dynamic shifted even more, and I had to figure out how to find my place. When I left Paris to go out to the country with Louis, that space was Le Coual, Louis’s preserve.

An imposing pale stone château in the southwest of France, it was medieval and mysterious. Built piecemeal over the years in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, it was somber in tone, made from the honey-colored stone of the Causses, or limestone cliffs of the region. The architectural vernacular of Le Lot, the region in France where we were, was rugged and very particular to the area. Le Coual’s roofs were triangulated and tiled into points. Windows were small and front doors were double and massive. Rising three stories, its turret and roof crowned with terra-cotta-colored tiles, the house had an integrity, a force—and a history. Louis had bought it with his first wife in the late 1960s. The property was in ruins and together they restored it. The marriage ended soon after and then Alexandra moved in with their daughter, Justine.

Le Coual had been painstakingly done to look as though it had never been touched and perfectly reflected Louis’s passion for travel, his love for exploring other cultures. The walls were hung with nineteenth-century Indian and European paintings as well as Tibetan thangkas. The floors spread with kilim carpets. Rough-hewn oak beams cradled rooms crowded with deep leather couches. There were towering bookcases overflowing with dusty volumes, creaky armoires that nipped at the ceiling, nineteenth-century fauteuils covered in antique paisleys, eighteenth-century tapestries, terra-cotta busts.

In the entry hall there was a hearth seven feet high and the floor was laid with large, rounded stones. The fireplace in the entry was designed to give warmth to the stairwell and stave off the damp chill of the winters. The thickness of the walls kept the house fairly cool, even in the baking heat of August. We closed the shutters, windows, and curtains and hunkered down, reading or cooking until the evening when the heat would drop.

The master bedroom was very Italianate, painted a flat salmon and hung with rich ocher velvet-fringed curtains. The carpet was a frayed, fine oriental, the bed antique brass, and the turn-of-the-century settee was an olive tufted velvet. The walls were three feet thick and the ceiling was supported by heavy carved beams. It was beautiful, highly refined, but as a California girl, I sometimes found it oppressive. One night in particular, a raw, cold winter night, as I lay awake in bed it felt like the beams were pressing down on me and squeezing out my breath.

The heart of the kitchen was a huge stone fireplace and a life-size oil of Hecate, goddess of witchcraft and magic, and her dogs. The cave à vin, or wine cellar, was one floor down and liberally stocked with wonderful vintages, rats, and rat traps. I’d brace myself whenever I had to run down there for a bottle; the three-foot-thick walls locked in a persistent chill and the low cove ceiling left just enough room to barely stand.

I was always wrestling with that house. I tried to find ways to make Louis’s home our home. I’d buy wonderful antique posters, including one of a man riding a bicycle as lightning crackled behind his head; it reminded me of Louis on his ever-present bike. I slid wonderful crockery and nineteenth-century kerosene lamps, other antiquing finds, onto tabletops and prayed they’d find favor.

I tried to change things in the garden, because I found it rather enclosed and forbidding. The pool was surrounded by fifteen-foot-high hedges. I found it claustrophobic. Tentatively, I took down one wall of hedges, which opened the pool area to a lovely view of the fields beyond. Louis wasn’t pleased. “This is not Bel Air,” he informed me. It took me years to take down the remaining three hedges. Finally the pool was open and you could see the massive fifteenth-century stone tower of the house on one side and fields on the other. I was much happier, but Louis was not. He felt that Le Coual had a specific spirit; I should take care not to violate it.

In the cool of the evenings we’d cook dinner and eat outside under the trees and make herb tea from the garden. We were always home for dinners because, for one thing, it was lovely and for another, there was really nowhere to go. Afterward, we’d go upstairs and watch old movies. We had hundreds of movies in Le Coual. It was a library of classics with a few contemporary hits thrown in. We would watch until early morning, then turn in. Days would pass like this in the summer, which could be cold through June. Sometimes we had fires going in the kitchen till July. Mornings were gray and often stayed that way all day; then, in July, it lifted and there was intensive bike riding, swimming races, badminton, and hiking the network of paths that crisscrossed the region.

Le Coual was nestled deep in the country, in la France profonde. Life went on as it had a hundred or more years ago. There was an unusually beautiful medieval village fifteen minutes away, Saint-Cirq-Lapopie, which was designated “one of the most beautiful villages in France.” It was built on the face of a sheer cliff high above the river and we would sit in the tiny square and have dinner outside the little inn of Saint-Cirq. Lamb was the specialty of the Lot region, but I would always order eggs with truffles since I was not a meat person.

Truffles were the other specialty of the area, and sometimes, on his passport forms, under “occupation,” Louis would put trufficulteur. We would go hunting with a truffle-sniffing pig or a dog named Rita; there was always a risk that the pigs would eat the truffles they unearthed. You could tell where the truffles would be by the patterns ten feet out from the trunks of the oaks where the roots circled. The pig would lower its pink snout ecstatically and begin to dig; it would take two men to pull it off. The truffles were lumpy, moldering things that looked like cancerous tumors on the tree roots and smelled like a basement. The French called them “black gold,” and when the men spaded them up Louis would be buoyant. He’d take them home and soak them to make his specialty, oeufs aux truffes. He’d carefully put whole eggs into a bowl, add the fist of truffle, and cover it with a dish towel so that the truffle perfume permeated the eggshells. Then he’d crack the eggs into another bowl, stir in some of the fragrant liquid, slice the truffle very finely into the mixture and cook it slowly, slowly over a makeshift double boiler. We’d have that on toast. With a salad it was all you wanted.

Louis debuted the dish on our wedding day. Somehow a few pieces of hash had gotten thrown into the egg-and-truffle mixture. We had to strain it and pick out the tiny pieces so that no one would eat it accidentally. The dish was so popular that Louis made it every New Year’s Eve. Occasionally we brought some home to friends. George Cukor wrote me a thank-you note about how he “oohed and aahed” over them: “I only hope that I don’t get too accustomed to them—and then what’s going to happen to me? . . . I have scrambled eggs for breakfast every morning, but now I’ll eat them with truffles—that’s real class.”

Each year, there were fewer and fewer truffles on our hunts, which usually happened in February. Louis took it as a foreboding sign. “They’re moving to Spain,” he would mutter as we came home empty-handed.

We would get crates of white peaches, peel and puree them, add Champagne, and serve bellinis in the summer. Or we’d make pêches au vin: we would peel and slice yellow peaches and put them into a big jug of red wine, a new Beaujolais with cinnamon sticks and a little sugar.

The country roads were lined with hand-laid stone walls covered with blackberry vines. At the end of July and August, the blackberries would ripen and we’d all fan out with baskets to pick them. Everyone’s mouth was covered with purple; the berries were sweet and delicious.

Sage, thyme, oregano, and rosemary grew in fragrant beds right outside the kitchen. I’d pick bunches and stuff them into teapots to make Provençal tea, adding lemon and sweetening it with honey from the bee man down the road. The rosemary made everyone pee like crazy. We got our fresh chèvre from the goat man who lived down another country road. We’d mix it with a little olive oil, garlic, chives, and salt and spread it on crusty bread; it was perfect with the zucchini soup that we made from the vines in the potager. We also made zucchini bread, stuffed zucchini, sautéed zucchini, and ratatouille. We barely made a dent in the zucchini crop.

Our country neighbors were incredibly sophisticated. They knew how to make everything from scratch. Bakers would pull bread out of sixteenth-century ovens with ten-foot wooden spatulas. You could hear it expanding and crackling as you put it in your basket. Eating it was an interactive experience.

The couple across the road from us were pig farmers. They would invite us for Champagne and serve it with delicate wafers called langues de chat, cat’s tongues. The pigs were lolling and grunting in the muddy pen right across from the house, but there was always a refinement to things. Armande Gonçalvez, our Portuguese housekeeper, would have us over to her little house on the property for dinner and announce: “Je vais fatiguer la salade”—“I’m going to tire”—wilt—“the salad a bit.” We found that level of sophistication everywhere.

I was always on my most grown-up behavior in France. I’d spent a year at finishing school in Switzerland when I was fourteen and made a film in French at twenty, so I was comfortable in the language. My accent was good but my grammar was shaky. At Le Coual we would watch the news in French. I would skim Paris Match and study my “guide to easy French” textbook. Je me débrouillais. I made do. The French have a highly developed sense of wit, but little sense of humor. I don’t know how that explains their worship of Jerry Lewis. I was never very successful telling jokes in French. Justine and I took one of our farm dogs to the vet. There was man in the waiting room holding a chicken on his lap. The vet said our dog needed to be on antibiotics.

“But with antibiotics, he wouldn’t be able to have alcohol, right?” I asked.

The doctor looked at me and offered a withering rejoinder. “Alcohol is not a good idea for dogs in any case.”

Justine was horrified.

Once I made a chili for a couple, both wonderful chefs who collected their own escargots and made their own sorbet and foie gras.

“I’ll just leave a little Alka-Seltzer by each glass,” I told Louis, anticipating heartburn for these sophisticated palates.

“No, you can’t do that!” Louis said, quickly gathering up the packets.

Each town had a marketplace on a different day. The one near us was Villefranche, a medieval sunken square paved with cobblestones. Guarding it on one corner was a fourteenth-century cathedral, very simple and powerful looking, unrelieved by stained glass to lighten its stern façade. There was an arcade of shops around the square and a very large crucifix that loomed some twenty feet over all. To Catholics and non-Catholics alike, it was very forbidding. No traffic was allowed, so there was no contemporary noise, save for the odd honk of a far-off Vespa. The square smelled of cheese, coffee, vegetables spoiling on the ground, the perfume of almonds and coconuts from the macaroons on offer from the bakeries ringing the square. The crowds were so densely packed you could hardly move past the carts.

Louis and I would split up and go around the market on our own—it was too crowded to stay together—and load up our straw bags with salads, vegetables, cheeses, country hams, generous servings from the man with the huge paella pan. This was not the glamorous, tourist-filled south of France by any means; it was very authentic, perhaps too authentic. People still had medieval diseases, like elephantiasis. Some of the women sported beards. Customers strode by carrying live chickens upside down with their feet tied, as if swinging feathered tote bags.

The market radiated along tiny side streets. One cobblestoned street took you past livestock and crates and crates of baby chicks and grown chickens and doves and ducks and geese.

Another side street had tiny stores selling goose livers. We’d see older farm women in the stalls force-feeding their geese, pouring corn and grain down their throats to induce liver disease for foie gras. They’d keep the enormously diseased livers, veined with yellow fat, in great jars before passing them through a sieve to become the visually appealing, fine-grained foie gras with the truffle in the center. This was too much information for someone who tended to be vegetarian.

The market’s side streets held carcasses as far as the eye could see, snouts and hooves on proud display. I found it barbaric and disgusting. Louis lived in terror of what I would say because I loved animals so much that I hadn’t eaten beef, veal, pork, or lamb since I was in my twenties. Once in Paris we’d gone to a four-fork restaurant, an enormously elegant place. The waiter recommended poulet de bresse en vessie.

“What’s a vessie?” I’d asked Louis.

“It’s like a kind of a bag,” he’d replied. Oh, that would be chicken in parchment. Twenty minutes later, the waiter came bearing this huge veined balloon, fully inflated, on a platter.

“Oh my god—what is that!” I’d shrieked.

“It’s a vessie,” the waiter told me.

“That’s not a bag!”

“I know. It’s a pig bladder,” he’d said. I blanched.

Derived from a medieval recipe, the pig bladder held chicken with finely sliced truffles inserted under the skin, which was bathed with Madeira and Armagnac. The chicken was tender to the point of exquisiteness. It was the great delicacy of the restaurant, and here I’d been behaving like this rube. It had been humiliating for Louis, who feared similar outbursts at the open-air market.

After we’d gathered our purchases, Louis and I would peruse the antique stores, galleries, pastry shops, and coffee bars ringing the square. We’d meet under the crucifix, and then find a table at Café des Arcades overlooking the market square, where we’d sit at eye level with Jesus’s feet as we sipped our coffee or cappuccino or hot chocolate, looking down over the merry melee of the market. Then we’d schlep our stuff home and start preparing lunch.

We loved to take big driving tours around the very stark, very beautiful countryside surrounding Le Coual. We drove past endless fields of sunflowers to Nîmes in the south of France to see the magnificent stone amphitheater where the Roman garrisons had made their outpost. We’d drive to Arles, Avignon, the mountains. Because Le Coual was fairly close to the Spanish border, we drove to Barcelona. I’m a total GaudÍ freak. We explored Parc Güell, Sagrada Familia, saw the new Picasso Museum designed by Richard Meier. The city was designed for walking everywhere. We’d have fantastic seafood at the port in Barceloneta. We couldn’t speak Catalan, so we’d point—food, please!

One night we enjoyed an amazing meal at Pinotxo, a highly recommended restaurant. The owner knew Louis’s work, so he invited us to meet him at La Boqueria, the huge, covered, bustling marketplace off Las Ramblas the next morning. There the chef bought breakfast fixings—plucking squid from the acres of fish on ice, salty Spanish cheeses from the mongers crowding the center of the market, a bottle of great wine—and then took them to a stand of maybe six barstools at ten o’clock in the morning and told the guy to fry up the fish, cut the cheese, and prepare this incredible meal. We were plastered by the time we staggered out—the most perfect way to start the day.

Another time we drove to Lourdes through gorgeous and completely unspoiled terrain. I’d always had a macabre interest in Lourdes, but the reality of the place was just very depressing. Louis sent his mother a postcard: “Maman, I took Candice to Lourdes, and now I limp.”

I worked very little during the early years of our marriage; I simply wanted to spend as much time as possible with Louis. I finished my first memoir, Knock Wood, after years of halting effort. Much to my astonishment, it found favor with readers. I recorded my surprise in my journal:

I cannot get over it. Have trouble enjoying it. Instead of real joy, pride, I am deeply relieved. To have survived the process intact. I have pulled it off. After all that time, all that anguish, all the neurosis and work—I have done it.

The book about which I’d worried so—about my father, mother, friends—this book did honor to them all, but above all, to my father. He had more publicity on my book tour than he had had in the last thirty years of his life. “I have resurrected him,” I wrote in my journal. “He is rediscovered.” From an admiring daughter who never quite got her father’s approval.

The first four years with Louis were the best in the sense that it was very much about the two of us. Okay, sometimes it was about the four of us.
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