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  For the women of Mississippi who fought and are still fighting for their rights, and to Daniel.


  FOREWORD

  Imagine knowing, from the age of five, that there were people who wanted you dead. Or having to deal with frequent bombings of your hometown, but being denied entrance to a bomb shelter because you were “different.” Or, while still a child, finding the strength, and the hope, to save your mother from killing herself, after she had lost all strength and given up all hope.

  Those of you who have read The Hands of War know that I am talking about Marione Ingram, a remarkable woman who described in that book her experiences growing up Jewish in Hamburg, Germany, and how—miraculously—her immediate family survived the Holocaust. In this, her second memoir, Marione takes us on a far different journey, one that details her life of activism, which was no doubt inspired by the horrific attitudes and events that robbed her of any sense of childhood, experiences that taught her what it was like to be the target of discrimination.

  I first met Marione over fifty years ago outside a Chinese take-out place in Washington, DC, where I was working as an attorney with the United States Department of Justice. She and her husband, Daniel, happened to know the person I was waiting to dine with, and we made quick introductions and struck up an easy conversation. Daniel and Marione were quite interested in the work I was doing at the time, which involved voting rights in the very much still-segregated South, and I was curious to learn more about their backgrounds and what led to their deep interest in social justice.

  Soon, I found myself invited to their home, which was a magnet for civil rights activists like James Baldwin, Harry Belafonte, Marion Barry, and others, not only for the discourse that occurred there, but also because it was a joyful place. Marione would later tell me that this was one of the major differences between the Holocaust and the civil rights movement: Jews during the Holocaust had no cause for celebration, but those fighting for civil rights often found joy in their work while, at the same time, participating in acts of defiance that were at times quite dangerous and always courageous. In The Hands of Peace, Marione shares many of the rich stories from that time period, and we also learn about how she and Daniel became so frustrated with the Reagan administration that they sold their home in the United States and moved abroad in protest.

  A child who never gave up hope, Marione became an activist who shared her inherent optimism with everyone with whom she came into contact. Her inspiration and determination were infectious, and the stories she shares in the pages that follow will, I hope, continue to spread her message: a message about not giving up on what is right, about fighting for what you believe in, and about living a life full of intention and without regret.

  Thank you, Marione, for sharing yourself with the world.

  —Thelton Henderson


  PREFACE

  Unlike the Holocaust, which claimed the lives of millions of Europeans in the 1940s, the American civil rights movement twenty years later changed the lives of millions for the better. It was my misfortune to be among the European victims of racism, and my great good fortune to later play a small but impassioned role in a nonviolent movement to empower American victims of racism. I was grateful for the opportunity to join hands with others in a movement for social justice that eventually transformed me more completely than it transformed America. I stopped being a surviving victim of genocide and war and became an activist opponent of both.

  Growing up, I couldn’t possibly know that I was simultaneously experiencing Germany’s attempt to exterminate all European Jews and the deadliest man-made firestorm in history. But the people responsible for both knew, and they knew it was wrong. Everyone knows that no cause has the right to kill children for any reason whatsoever, and that collective enforcement of such a law would severely limit most of the evil that men do. Yet racism, fanaticism, and greed trump child protection even in the primary-school classrooms of a military superpower.

  In the civil rights movement, there were hundreds of known and unknown heroes, people who were beaten nearly to death and didn’t quit, who were imprisoned and jailed dozens of times, not knowing whether they would get out alive; people whose homes and churches were bombed , who lost jobs and loved ones; people who were shadowed by known assassins, lived every day for years under threat, who could not rely on the police or courts for anything but abuse and were expected to remain pacific, patient, and sane in the face of society’s schizophrenic apprehension of equality.

  I was not one of those heroes. At times I shared space in the same leaky boat, but with skin tones that would have given me privileged access to a limited number of life preservers. I had, however, come directly from a hell that was even more deranged, cruel, and lethal, and much better organized for genocide. It is because of that perspective and the insight it provides into racism’s ability to create ever more terrible conditions that I invite readers to continue.

  —Marione Ingram


  Chapter One

  Love and War

  I didn’t want to go back, and I couldn’t tell Daniel why. I couldn’t tell myself why. Perhaps the story of Orpheus and Eurydice had made too much of an impression on me as a child. Orpheus looked back at Eurydice while leading her out of Hades, and she was forced to return to the land of the dead forever because Satan had told Orpheus: Don’t look back! But I knew that Eurydice’s tragic fate wasn’t the reason I was unresponsive whenever Daniel, my husband and lover for more than fifty years, wondered aloud what life was like today in Mississippi. When I had gone there in 1964, I’d felt like I was entering America’s Heart of Darkness. Having escaped alive, I was still afraid almost fifty years later of what I would see if I went back.

  Perhaps I felt about Mississippi the way I felt about Germany years after its defeat and my flight to America. Without pressuring me, Daniel had somehow persuaded me to go back to Germany when, for me, it was still Nazi Germany even though forty years had passed since the official end of World War II. We went to Hamburg in 1985 on an overnight ferry from England, intending to stay only long enough to purchase a car. The plan was for us to drive from there to Tuscany where we would live while Daniel wrote the great American civil rights novel. I would make art while he was doing this, surrounded by timeless beauty and immersed in a culture as stimulating and warm as the region’s red wine and brilliant sunshine.

  We had sold our home in Washington, DC, to make the move, but on our first night in Europe I discovered a lump in my breast. So as soon as I reached Hamburg, I contacted a former classmate, who arranged for me to see a specialist she trusted. Daniel and I were riding on a Hamburg tram to see the doctor when I suddenly began vomiting uncontrollably. Daniel managed to get me to the doctor’s office where I explained that I hadn’t lost my lunch because I was afraid I had cancer, but because my gut fear of German doctors had literally erupted after lying dormant for many years.

  That fear had been implanted early when my mother told me that Nazi law forbade doctors to help premature Jewish babies survive, and I had arrived earlier than expected and needed help. Fortunately, a doctor at Hamburg’s Jewish Hospital had refused to obey Nazi rules. Soon after the war, however, I learned that thousands of Jewish children had been condemned to death by concentration camp doctors and that, at a medical facility near where we lived in Hamburg, doctors had performed cruel experiments on Jewish girls, whom they killed just before British troops entered the city. So it was not only a great relief to learn that the lump in my breast was benign, it was eye-opening to discover that lab results were provided immediately and that the doctor was more careful and considerate than any of the doctors who had treated me for cysts in America.

  My experience with the German doctor suggested that even history’s sickest nation might heal over time; but it didn’t neutralize my deeply felt anger created by the Holocaust and postwar anti-Semitism. That anger, suppressed but still volatile, survived several happy and productive decades I had in America and Italy. It also survived seven years in Hamburg, where I discovered that I could be productive and happy as long as Daniel was there with me.

  I had returned to Hamburg from Italy near the end of the bloody twentieth century to complete a book about my family’s experience during the Nazi era. I wanted the book to be a memorial to those who were killed and a tribute to unsung heroes like my father and his brothers, who were not Jews but suffered beatings, imprisonment, torture, and, for some, death trying to help us and others. I also wanted readers to know what it was like to be a child inside an exploding firestorm, surrounded by the charred bodies of thousands of children killed by Allied bombers. And I fervently hoped that sharing such experiences would encourage more people to challenge calls for war and acts of war, especially those that take the lives of children.

  It was a book I had begun many years earlier in an attempt to tame some of the internal demons that bedeviled my sleep and caused me to cringe and quaver when sirens began to wail or even when there was talk on the radio about the possibility of war. I wasn’t generally fearful or unhappy. On the contrary, I felt safer than ever and truly relished the freedom and excitement of being young and on my own in New York. But my dreams were haunted by images of buildings and people on fire, and a sudden loud noise or the sight or sound of a fire engine might make me panic and want to hide. I thought that writing about the experiences that still disturbed me might help me get over them. Every afternoon in the late fifties, Hilda, the owner of Caffe Reggio on MacDougal Street, which was around the corner from where Daniel and I lived on Minetta Lane, would reserve her best table for me. It was in the far corner of the restaurant, by the window, surrounded by paintings in the style of the Italian Renaissance, and across the room from the largest, shiniest, and most splendidly ornamental espresso machine in Manhattan. In these congenial surroundings, it was virtually impossible to recall what I needed to write about, the event that British military historian Keith Lowe says “we now know to be the worst single bombing raid of the European war, and the greatest man-made firestorm the world has ever seen.” But my demons were too clever to expose themselves to the light. Day after day I sat and stared at a lined yellow notepad, baffled by my inability to put on paper what was locked in memory.

  This writing block remained solid until one night in Daniel’s arms. Weeping and shaking, I told him the unimaginable details of ten days and nights of punitive air strikes against Hamburg, code-named Operation Gomorrah. Talking until dawn, I also recalled my mother’s attempted suicide three days before the bombing started, and the way I felt when I found her unconscious with her head in our unlit oven. She was fully recovered and awake on the warm summer night when Operation Gomorrah began, heralded by an incredibly beautiful display of flares that hung in the sky like huge stars and then slowly descended as beams from powerful searchlights that probed the clouds for bombers. That image, which remains fresh and available to me, was followed by the terrifying screams of bombs with high-decibel whistles attached to their fins, each scream ending with a deafening explosion, and some powerful enough to destroy a block of apartment buildings or an entire hospital.

  But as those who planned Operation Gomorrah had calculated, the most effective way to kill more than fifty thousand civilians in three or so hours was to shower the ancient city’s residential districts with enough incendiary bombs to create an all-consuming firestorm. I remembered the direct hit on our apartment building and being denied entry to a bomb shelter by our neighbors because we were Jews, and to a church for the same reason. I also remembered the countless horrors that followed and some unexpected kindnesses, even what dress and panties I wore throughout the ordeal.

  At Caffe Reggio in the days following that night in Daniel’s arms, I set down on paper what I had remembered, which seemed to somewhat pacify the demons, and helped me to keep or regain my composure even when there was news about war or events that might lead to war. Daniel, who wrote about labor relations laws for a large publishing house, was encouraging of my effort to dampen enthusiasm for warfare by writing about aspects of WWII that few Americans seemed to know. But writing about war and genocide was not nearly as healing and helpful as being in love, starting a family, and combating racism nonviolently in the American civil rights movement. Caught up in such exciting endeavors in the early sixties, I put the book aside and let it gather dust as the civil rights movement melded with the antiwar and antipoverty movements and helped to inspire the women’s rights movement. Participation in these movements was fulfilling as well as demanding, and I returned to making art—mainly constructions, paintings, and fiber creations—refreshed and inspired by experience and by the expanded appreciation of contemporary art that had accompanied social change.

  I took up the manuscript again in the nineties, not only because I wanted to honor my parents and others who were no longer alive, but also because it was apparent that so-called civilized nations had learned little from a century of wars and genocide. I wanted to add my voice to those who say “never again” and mean never kill anyone, including enemies, unless it’s absolutely necessary to do so to prevent them from killing. After an excerpt from my work-in-progress was published in Great Britain and the United States by Granta magazine, I felt ecstatic reading the conclusion of a positive review of it by The Guardian. It read, “Perhaps if those who fund and profit from wars cared to read memories such as these, the expectations of this new century might be just a little brighter.”

  I called the completed book about my family’s experience of war and genocide The Hands of War. Like the Granta excerpt, which was also published in Russia and in the 2007 edition of The Best American Essays, the book received positive reviews. After its publication in the spring of 2013, I believed that all my demons had been laid to rest. But that was when Daniel began to wonder aloud about conditions in Mississippi, more specifically about life in Moss Point and Pascagoula, the tiny cities on the Gulf Coast where I had lived and worked in 1964. My reluctance to find out how things were there wasn’t because I didn’t care or thought it would be dangerous to find out or assumed that everything there was just fine. I cared, and I didn’t think white Mississippians were nearly as hostile to meddling activists as they had been in the sixties. My reluctance was rooted in a fear that I’d find out that the rights we won in the sixties had never been allowed to take effect.

  Living in Europe in the eighties and nineties, we had been heartened by reports of African Americans being elected to high offices even in southern states, but we had lost touch with our friends in Mississippi and had almost no news of what was happening there. Soon after returning to DC in 2007, we campaigned for Barack Obama in nearby Virginia and were delirious when he won the election, carrying both Virginia and North Carolina, two southern states in which race is normally a major factor. It seemed that the moral arc of history had indeed bent toward justice. In short order, however, it became clear that the election of an African American president had not signaled the death of political racism, but its reconstruction in the guise of anti-government animus. The ideological coating of fiscal conservatism was as transparent as the paint covering the N-word on the huge rock at the entrance to Governor Rick Perry’s Texas ranch.

  Even before Daniel suggested that we go south in 2013, I had become alarmed by the new voter identification measures and other restrictions being pushed through state legislatures to discourage voting by African American and Hispanics. One didn’t have to have grown up in Germany to know that by blocking rivals from voting on key issues, the Nazis had turned a democratic government into a one-party state. I didn’t say this aloud because it was clear that any comparison with that history would be considered over the top, and it wouldn’t have helped for me to point out that the Nazi agenda had been dismissed as ridiculously far-fetched up until the time it became a fait accompli.

  Despite the enactment of new voting eligibility or identification requirements in such bastions of liberty as Philadelphia, I tried to take comfort from the so-called checks and balances and the existence of an “independent judiciary.” But when five unabashed activists in black robes decided that corporations were just folks and entitled to buy elections in order to exercise their Constitutional right to free speech, I suspected that we had entered a new era of corporate fascism. And when the gang of five shortly after gutted the Voting Rights Act by declaring that it was no longer needed despite the fact that Congress had recently reauthorized it, I agreed with Daniel; it was time to take a look at how the Mississippians I had loved and whose struggle I had embraced were faring almost fifty years later. Alas, Mr. William and Mrs. Lottie Scott, with whom I’d lived, and other elders who had challenged white rule would no longer be there. But some of the children who had attended the Freedom School might remember the civil rights struggle and tell me how, if at all, it had affected their lives.


  Chapter Two

  In the Beginning

  Although I didn’t realize it at the time, my first journey to Mississippi began in Hamburg, where my father had instilled in me the idea that because I survived the Nazi era, it was my sacred and secular duty to oppose racism wherever I encountered it. I knew he was right—an atheist gentile, he had been beaten and imprisoned, had lost his business and nearly his life, all for helping Jews—but I disliked being so indoctrinated at the time. I was having great difficulty as the only Jew in a school with teachers who were ex-Nazis and students who blamed me for the fact that they couldn’t be Hitler Youth. In fact, I was still deeply angry at him for making me stand up to them until, not two weeks before my seventeenth birthday, I said goodbye and boarded an Italian liner sailing to New York. My mother was living there with her new husband and my youngest sister.

  Little more than a year later, my mother had moved to Los Angeles and I was completely on my own, feasting on New York’s matchless creativity and profoundly grateful that no one seemed to care whether I or anyone else was a Jew. Since I had been classified by my so-called homeland as a subhuman and would have been exterminated if my fellow countrymen had had their way, I didn’t much care for my national identity. I considered myself to be stateless and obtained a passport as a “citizen of the world” from an organization in Chicago that promised to contribute the purchase price to poor children. I also enrolled in a United Nations class in Esperanto, a proposed “universal language,” and was disappointed for more than one reason when the class was cancelled, because fewer than a dozen people signed up. Having studied British English in Hamburg and Switzerland, I had an accent that was recognizably foreign but not easily identified by non-Europeans. Often asked where I came from, I usually avoided giving a straight answer, letting people guess and not correcting them when they were wrong or confirming their answer when they were correct. If pressed, I might encourage a new acquaintance to think I had been born in France and later forced to live in Germany—anything to keep from being lumped with the people who had tried to kill me and my family. In any case, it didn’t seem to matter where I came from. The people who asked were merely curious.

  It soon became clear, however, that Americans cared a lot about where people of color lived and worked. I suppose most foreigners who were not forewarned were surprised to find out how ghettoized New York and many other US cities were. But it wasn’t something New Yorkers talked about, at least to me. They seemed to think it was natural that all “Negroes” would live in Harlem. I learned how difficult it was for blacks to live anywhere else at about the same time I learned how difficult it was for them to get jobs outside Harlem that were not menial. Without any particular qualifications, I had landed an internship at a large advertising firm with clients in the world of fashion, as well as the worlds of cars, toothpaste, and soap flakes. In addition to learning some of the secrets of commercial art and buyer motivation, I developed a friendship with an attractive young woman a few years older and far better educated than I was. She was black, she had a university degree, and she was the ladies’ room attendant at my firm. Joan explained that her job was the best a woman of color could hold there.

  When I protested this obvious discrimination to my boss and his boss, I was told that, in the absence of special circumstances, the firm’s employment policy adhered to trade practice on Madison Avenue. I pointed out that only a short time ago, everybody had been outraged by the case of Emmett Till, a black teenager who was murdered in Mississippi for supposedly winking at a white woman, and whose killers had been allowed to walk free. Terribly upset by the crime, I had talked with almost everyone I knew about it and had been assured that this sort of thing could only happen in the Deep South. New Yorkers weren’t like that, they said. Suggesting any connection between the firm’s employment policy and southern racism often elicited indignation. But after I resigned in protest, a few men told me privately that they also thought the policy was wrong.

  Joan appreciated my protest and the precariousness of my financial situation after I quit. She invited me to her place in Harlem on weekends and introduced me to some of the fabulous nightlife activities and people she knew, all of whom seemed to have ironic stories to share about white people’s racial hypocrisy and hypocritical black responses to it—all of which struck us as hilarious. On occasion I heard a jazz great, or an unknown with great talent, jam with a small combo in an after-hours dive. At first Joan didn’t find it funny that I was inexperienced but eager to have an affair if I found the right man. That man had been described for me by my mother, who had ruled out young men and had insisted that the person suitable for me have maturity, sensitivity, and idealism. That made him virtually impossible for me to find. Joan smiled at this, but didn’t mess with Mother’s caveats. She cracked up, however, when I told her about being taken by a date to a small Swiss chalet in New Jersey.

  The man, who despite Mother’s wishes was young, had a car of his own and had driven me to various places, including a polo match in Connecticut and a beach on Long Island, and had never pressed his desire to have sex. So when he suggested one evening that we go to a “motel,” I readily agreed although I didn’t know what that word meant. I remained cheerfully expectant as we drove through desolate New Jersey marshes and then along a maze of side roads toward something I couldn’t quite envision. When we came to a halt in front of a simulated Swiss skiing chalet with a steeply pitched roof and a pink neon sign that read “MEADOWLARK MOTEL,” I became very confused. There were several smaller ersatz chalets leading away from the larger one into which my date disappeared for several minutes, emerging with a boyish grin and a key attached to a triangular piece of plastic. We then parked in front of one of the small chalets and he ushered me into a room with a very large bed and very little else. He sat on the bed, bounced himself a couple of times, patted the garish green and white chenille coverlet, and pointed to a wooden door beside a knotty pine wardrobe.

  “Would you like to use the bathroom?” he asked, looking a little nervous but happier than I had ever seen him.

  In a state of total panic I took refuge in the bathroom and opened its tiny window to reduce the nauseating smell of pine oil. To regain composure, I splashed my face with cold water, not caring that my mascara might run. Looking into the dingy mirror, I rehearsed what I would say when I went back into the bedroom and faced my companion. But I almost forgot my lines when I saw that he had already undressed down to his bulging undershorts.

  “I’m sorry,” I said, trying to remain calm, “but I honestly didn’t know what a motel was when you asked me. I wouldn’t have come if I had known. I can’t possibly do what you want here. If you try to force me, you might succeed but you won’t like it and I’ll hate it. I’ll repay you for what this has cost you, but please, please let’s go back to New York.”

  He looked almost as stunned as I had been. But angry! So angry that I thought he might attack me, or explode. But after a few expletives, he didn’t say another word. All the way back across the New Jersey meadows he was so coldly furious that I thought he was going to stop the car and put me out. When we reached Manhattan, I offered to get out at the nearest subway stop, but he drove me all the way to my building. When I tried to apologize again, he silently reached across me and opened the door. I got out and never saw or heard from him again, and after that I never accepted an invitation to go somewhere until I knew what sort of place I was going to and what I was expected to do there.

  Realizing that neither my mother nor the mean German girls I had gone to school with had imparted much in the way of practical advice about sex, Joan tactfully tried to fill in some of the blanks. She insisted that I go to a Margaret Sanger Clinic, there being one in Harlem and one not far from where I lived in lower Manhattan. She suggested that it would be better if I pretended to be married when I went there, and offered to lend me the wedding band she wore on special occasions to make men think she had a protector.

  The next time I saw Joan I told her I had decided to take her advice and go to the Margaret Sanger Clinic because a doctor I had seen about my painful periods said I had bone spurs and would likely die trying to give birth if I got pregnant. I felt flush when I told Joan this, having just earned a hundred dollars for being in a fashion photo shoot, and was even wearing one of the dresses I’d modeled. So I suggested we have a champagne cocktail, my treat, at one of the fabulous hotels across the street from Central Park to continue our conversation. Joan started to protest, but we were near such a hotel and I was excited and wanted to celebrate my financial good fortune and stunning frock. However, at the first cocktail lounge we tried, the maître d’ told us they didn’t serve unescorted women. When we pointed out there were two unescorted women sitting nearby, we were told they were hotel guests. At the next lounge, the bartender brought me a glass of champagne but refused to serve Joan.

  “If you want to drink together, take the A train,” he said. I asked Joan what he meant.

  “He means we should go to Harlem,” Joan said. I picked up the glass, gave it to Joan, and put my hundred dollar bill on the bar as she drank it down.

  “Give me another,” I demanded.

  “You’re too young,” he said, pushing back the bill. “Now get out of here before we both get in trouble.” He looked like he was ready to put us out, so we left.

  As we were walking out of the hotel, Joan said the bartender reminded her of a boyfriend she once had who’d lied to her with a straight face and tried to slap her when she refused to believe him. “Once, when he balled up his fist,” she said, “I chased him out of my apartment with my pistol.” Before entering the subway to take the A train, she took some change from her purse and gave me enough to take a train to Fourth Street in the Village, which was not far from my apartment. She also fished out the wedding band she had offered earlier. “What you really need,” she said ruefully, “is my pistol.”

  The next morning, I phoned the Margaret Sanger Clinic for an appointment later in the day. A serious-looking woman at the clinic, who may have been Margaret Sanger, welcomed me pleasantly, glanced at my ring, and handed me a lengthy form to fill out. I soon realized that I was almost as unprepared as I had been at the New Jersey motel. In addition to asking how long I had been married, the clinic wanted to know how often my husband and I had intercourse and how many times per day. I had no hesitancy in answering that we had been married one year, and reported that we had intercourse every day. But I had no idea how many times one did it. Figuring that I would want to make love for at least an hour and more likely two, and that it might take five to ten minutes to climax, I wrote that we had intercourse twelve to fifteen times per day.

  I began to wonder whether I had answered correctly when a woman in a doctor’s coat asked me the same how-many-times questions while she gave me a vaginal examination that caused me to wince and her to look almost as uncomfortable as I felt. She seemed to have considerable difficulty fitting me with a diaphragm but finally managed to insert one that was heavily lubricated and then to remove it without causing me too much discomfort. She then asked me to demonstrate to a nurse who was present that I could do it, too. With growing embarrassment at my ineptitude, I managed to insert and remove it two or three times. After I was on my feet and dressed, the doctor advised me to insert the diaphragm before having intercourse and to remove and clean it the next day, but to have my husband continue to use condoms as well until I returned in two weeks for a checkup. The receptionist, the doctor, and the nurse each shook my hand cordially and wished me luck as I left the clinic. I was still slightly uncomfortable and embarrassed, but pleased to be the possessor of a dome-shaped diaphragm that would protect me if I made love.

  When I returned Joan’s ring two weeks later, she was delighted that I had stayed the course, though she gently let me know that after the honeymoon, few married men were as active as my mythical husband. Aware that the loss of my job was forcing me to give up my pad, she said I could move in with her but that she was going to have to leave her apartment and, if possible, Harlem, because a bad-tempered former lover would soon be back on the street and demand to be taken in. So we decided to get an apartment together in a different neighborhood, preferably one that was in a building with a doorman. We checked all the advertisements and made several appointments, but everywhere we went we were told that the vacancy was no longer available, despite the fact that the same rental agents had told me on the phone only minutes earlier that the places were unrented. No agent would admit it, but when I asked a doorman if his building was for whites only, he gave me a look that said, “What? Are you dumb or something?” Then he nodded his head and touched two fingers to the visor of his cap to indicate that the interview was over. Still, we continued to look, expanding our reach and lowering our requirements until, finally, we were told that we could have an apartment but only if it was in my name alone and Joan was listed as my servant or caregiver. When we heard this, we’d had enough. We refused the place and gave up looking. It seemed futile to continue searching for a place where we’d be comfortable. I’d also landed a job in the film division of the Museum of Modern Art. It didn’t pay much, but I could walk to work and keep my pad. Even better, I got to know some of the great curators at the museum and several of the artists and exhibiters in orbit, including talented unknowns, some of whom I shared a studio with. Plus, my work included shepherding distinguished patrons or visitors given private access to the film collection. Through this I met wonderful people such as Eleanor Roosevelt, Greta Garbo, and Jean Renoir. For more than a year, I believed MOMA was the ideal place for me to work—then Nelson Rockefeller’s tight-fistedness finally got to me and I returned his ten-dollar Christmas bonus in an impertinent personal protest of inadequate pay.
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