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Lill1 Palmer, never to be forgotten as an
actress, now brings her experience 1n the
theater to her first novel.

The Red Raven 1s a play-within-a-play: the
diary of a woman who reads another’s diary
and finds 1in 1t the mirror-image ot her own
memories—a looking-glass world that ap-
palls her, but that somehow she always
knew was there.

“L.)" a rising young actress i 1930s
LLondon, unwittingly stage-managed her
lover Jerome's affair with her best friend,
Anabel. A decade later she reconstructs the
performance, aided by the painter who had
been lover to Anabel 1n her teens in Paris.

Anabel, the Red Raven, whom L. alter-
nately protected and leaned upon—the ruth-
less Red Raven, racked by loneliness and
unshared pain, who stepped quietly off the
edge of the stage leaving her diary to say
what she never could.

Jerome, too, knew how to make an exit.
Inscrutable, shadowy, unsmiling, for three
years he kept one woman half-satisfied and
the other one happy while he cheated on her.

(Continued on back flap)
Copyright © 1978 Macmillan Publishing Co., Inc.
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It began with the bronze head on the studio mantelpiece. I
hadn’t noticed it betore, although 1 had been posing for sev-
eral weeks.

“Break,” said the painter, stuck her paintbrush in a mason
jar, wiped her hands on a rag and disappeared into the
kitchen. q

For the last fifteen minutes I had been staring fixedly at
the mantelpiece, tor that was part of my pose. I knew it by
heart, the old vase next to the two sculptured frogs, the
empty wine bottle and the potted azalea with no Howers. But
I had never noticed the bronze head before, probably be-
cause it was hidden by the vase (Greek? Flea market?).

I lifted the little piece of sculpture out into the light. A
girl's head, no more than four inches high. I held it up,
turned it sideways to study the profile, but I couldn’t see it
clearly, my hand was shaking so badly.

The painter came back from the kitchen with the coffee
tray.

“Is this a portrait?” I asked. “Is it anyone in particular?”

3
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She glanced at me over the top of her glasses and poured
the coflee.

“Why?”

“T think I know her. Is she—could she by any chance be a
French girl?”

“Yes,” said the painter. “The coftee is nice and hot.” I sat
down on the hassock beside the easel, taking the bronze

head with me.

“Anabel Maclean?” I pronounced the name as casually as
[ could.

The painter looked up from her coffee cup, took oft her
glasses, tilted her head sideways as it she were hard of hear-
ing, put the glasses back on again and looked at me intently.

“Do you know her?”

| turned the sculpture from side to side as it 1 were inter-
ested in the technical details.

“I'he torehead,” I said. “I recognized her by the torehead
—that triangle above the nose. Like a bird’s .

[ stopped.

“Yes?”

“l'hat’s really the only interesting thing about the tace,” I
said, putting it on the floor.

“You think,” said the painter, passing judgment.

This was something new. As partners in a joint enterprise,
we had hardly talked before. My job was to hold the pose,
sitting in a chair, relaxed, hands limp, head slightly angled;
her job was to struggle with the canvas. This she did in
silence, except for occasional angry growls. We tortified our-
selves with background music on the radio or the record
player. When things got really tough, she would play Mo-
zart. On the very first day she had laid down the ground

rules: no talking, just music; during breaks still no talking,
just coftee.
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She poured herself a second cup, threw her head back and
swallowed it in one gulp like a shot of cognac. Then she bent
over, lifted the sculpture off the floor and dusted it oft with
her sleeve. She rubbed the nostrils and ears roughly with a
turpentine rag, as if to humiliate the model in absentia, took
oft her glasses and held the bust right in front of her near-
sighted eyes, almost touching it with her nose.

“Yes,” she said. “The torehead was good. Very high, very
broad. Almost as it she were intelligent.”

“She wasn’t?”

“No. She had intuition—that’s already a good deal. I'd
have recognized her by the mouth, myselt.”

“Really?”

“Tight-mouthed. A mean mouth.”

“Anabel wasn’t mean,” [ said hrmly.

“No?” She put her glasses back on and studied me.
“When did you know her?”

“Betore the war.”

“When, before the war?”

I thought back, forced myselt to make an effort and get
things straight.

“I'wo or three years betore.”

“I'd lost touch with her by then,” said the painter, putting
the head back on the Hoor. I couldn’t stop myself from pick-
ing it up, turning it this way and that. I felt that she was
watching me and put it down again.

“You can take it home with you—on loan.”

“What would 1 do with it?” I said hastily, got up and
looked at my watch. Although I studied both hands intently,
[ couldn’t make out what time it was. I just stood there
toolishly in the middle of the room. The painter watched me
in silence and waited. I took two steps away trom her, then
turned back again.
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“When did you know her?”

“When her name was still Anabel Beauregard. We lived
together.”

“Lived together . . .” 1 repeated, staring at her. She

nodded. I walked slowly back to the hassock, playing for
time, sitting down carefully, smoothing my skirt, clasping
my hands around my knees.

“What do you mean, you lived together?”

“In my studio in Paris, Rue Vineuse,” she said quietly.

“I never knew that Anabel was . ..”

“Yes, she was. She played it both ways. I've always stuck
to women myselt. But that's a matter of taste, not virtue.”

Slowly, casually, and without any special intention—I
thought—I folded my arms across my chest. She watched me
and laughed.

“Go ahead and cross your legs tool What a prissy little
thing you are! How old are you, for God’s sake? Thirty?
You're not in any danger. You ought to know that.”

I got up, looked toward the door, looked at my watch
once again, murmured.

“And—you did this head?”

“Who else? It's not very good, but it’s like her.”

“Very like her,” I said.

She was still studying me through her glasses, neutrally,
without smiling.

‘I think that's enough for today. You're sure you don't
want to take it home with you?”

“Quite sure.”

“All right. Eleven o'clock on Friday.”
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Did I say it all began in the painter’s studio? Mistake. That's
where it ended. My discovery ot the bronze head was the
epilogue.

In one of my suitcases was a cardboard box tied up with
string. It stayed there permanently, in the same corner, right
down at the bottom. I never left it behind, but I never un-
packed it either. I just needed to know it was there, frst, so
that nobody could open it—this was the only suitcase 1 al-
ways kept locked—and second, in case some day I decided
to undo the string.

[ knew what was in the box: a diary and a letter. I had
never opened either of them. I didn’t want to. I couldn’t.
Whenever I opened the suitcase to pack and saw the box in
the bottom corner, looking more ominous and threatening
every year, | would pile underwear and sweaters over it. But
I never left it behind.

The incident with the bronze head occurred toward the end
of 1947. I'm sure of that because I happened to be in Lon-

74
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don at the time, although we had already been living in
Hollywood for two years. In 1947 my former husband was
filming on location in England and I found myself living in a
hotel; I was neither actress nor housewite and woke up in
the morning without a schedule to meet, teeling free but
lazy. So I was quite pleased to be posing for a painter; it
gave me something definite to do twice a week.

[ hadn’t known her long. Someone had taken me to a
gallery where she had a one-woman show. The exhibition
had been on for weeks, and nearly all the paintings had little
red “Sold” labels stuck to the bottom right-hand corner ot
the trame. Twenty or thirty people, catalogues in hand, were
wandering about the two large rooms, in the usual solemn,
vaguely embarrassed way.

Suddenly the street door burst open. In the entrance stood
a small, stocky woman of about fifty in trousers and poncho,
a sort of Venetian Doge’s cap on her head. A flat, angular
tace, a child’s turned-up nose, and a wide, thin-lipped mouth
—the painter, no doubt, although there was only a slight
resemblance to the photograph in the catalogue. She stood
still tor a moment, as though refueling, then marched di-
agonally across the room toward the office door, closing it
behind her. A second later it flew open and she reappeared,
tlanked by the owner of the gallery, a bespectacled bald-
headed giant, and a young man, flapping helplessly around
both of them.

“This one and that one over there,” she said in a loud
voice, pointing to two paintings with red dots on the frames.

“Out of the question. They're sold.” The giant’s voice was
brusque though subdued, yet people in both rooms began to
gather around; no one wanted to miss what was going on.
Neither the giant nor the painter, engrossed in their anger,
saw or heard us.

“Take them down,” said the painter curtly. “I have to
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make some changes. I told you to hold them in reserve, not
to hang them. You can have them back by the end of the

week.”
The gallery owner olared at her over the top of his glasses

as we waited expectantly, then turned and went back to
his ofhce without a word.

The painter pursed her child’s mouth, folded her arms and
watched the young man struggle with the hooks on the wall.
Looking around, she noticed us for the frst time. As she
glanced at me, something caught her eye and she stared
hixedly, without embarrassment.

The young man stood panting, waiting and silently be-
seeching, balancing the two paintings in their heavy carved
frames.

“Put them into my station wagon.”

She marched to the door, held it open for him, then
turned back. Planting herself in front ot me, she said, “I'd
like to do a sketch of you. Maybe even a portrait. How

about it?”

At the frst sitting she put the charcoal down after ten min-
utes.

“Take that thing off. Here!” She walked over to a chest
and took out a light poncho with a fringe ot llama hair.

“From Cuzco. Genuine.”

“Did you paint in Peru?”

“For many years. I was going to stay there.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I'm too old. Or not old enough.” She laughed and
pointed to a chest of drawers in the corner on which stood a
orinning mummihed Peruvian head with shaggy black hair,
the Venetian Doge’s cap perched on top. It looked not un-

like her.
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In the gypsy-camp bathroom where she washed her
brushes and which stank of turpentine, I changed into the
poncho. I didn’t think it suited me, but she gave a satished
nod, made three or four sketches and started to paint. That
was three weeks ago. We never spoke, just listened to music,
drank coffee and said, “Goodbye then.”

[ had tried to find out something about her at the gallery.
“A difthcult person. Tricky.” That didn’t bother me; it ap-
plied to most people who wanted to achieve something. No
one knew her personally. I didn't either, although I spent an
hour and a half in her studio twice a week.

Slowly the colors on the canvas began to merge into a
dense texture. Not that she ever said, “Would you like to
look at it?” She probably guessed that I did anyway during

breaks, as soon as she disappeared into the kitchen.

On that ominous day—a foggy, wet, English afternoon—I
had walked all the way from her studio back to my hotel. I
needed time. I couldn’t get rid of a tingling, prickly feeling,
the kind you get from an electric shock, although it was over
an hour since I had held the bronze head in my hands,
Anabel’s head, shrunken, the way the Jivaro Indians pre-
serve the heads of their enemies.

I knew pertectly well what I had to do as soon as I 9ot
back to my hotel room. It wasn'’t to be put off any longer.

Upstairs, I stood by the window for a while. The tog out-
side did me good, it left no view to look at, just a gently
drifting, shapeless mass. From time to time it parted and for
a moment there was a glimpse of the Thames far below, slate-
gray and sullen-looking. Then the river disappeared again
behind the quilt of fog.

Not that I wanted to put it off one last time. On the con-
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trary, now that the time had come, I telt almost impatient.
But I refused to comply right away with this sudden urge. A
few minutes of torturous suspense was the least I deserved
after so many years of procrastination and excuses. Besides,
[ wanted to make sure that I knew what I was going to let
mysell in for, once I descended to the hotel’s luggage room.

Slowly I walked down the long corridor, spent some time
chatting with the porter, forbade the page to accompany me,
selected the suitcase and lugged it all the way back to my
room.

[ set it on the bed and looked at it. It had been light
enough to carry; it was empty, aftter all. Except tor the card-
board box.

My keys. A light, tentative touch, and the locks snapped
open almost ot their own accord. There it was.

[ took a pair of scissors, cut the heavy string and litted
the lid. The diary. Brown leather with an elaborate lock,
probably real gold. Lying beside it, the key, also gold.
Everything Anabel owned was real. And the letter.

[ opened the book. On the blank title page was a scrap ot
torn-off paper with a message printed in pencil in capital
letters: “No! FIRST THE LETTER!”

I tore up the scrap ot paper. No, first the diary.

The caretul, round, even handwriting was as familiar to
me as my own. And yet there had been few letters from her;
we had nearly always been in the same city, 1n [London.
Obviously this diary was one of a series, because it didn't
explain anything but started right in the middle of a Medi-
terrancan trip in the summer of 1935. That was betore 1
knew her.

But, judging by what the painter had said, I didn't know
her later either. I had no idea she kept a diary, and a pitiless,
hate-hlled one too, as a glance at the first page told me.
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Hatred for her husband Bill, for her daughter Nina, most of
all for herself. So she had hated herself even in those days,
before she ever met Jerome and me.

The first entry was dated October 10:

[ always leave the lunch table now before B. helps himselt to
fruit. I can’t stand the way he bites into an apple, making the

juice spurt in all directions.

Right hook at her husband, Bill Maclean. Bill. Slowly he

came into view, in a tweed jacket, deliberately and expen-
sively old-fashioned with two nineteenth-century slits at the
back, a stift very high shirt collar, his wavy hair and freckles.
Once—when could it have been?—I watched him holding
Anabel’s tur coat for her, but, instead of letting go, he threw
both his arms around her from behind, pressing his face into
her hair and murmuring: “Oh, that teels good!” He had
torgotten I was there. She held still, but I was glad he
couldn’t see her tace.

Next entry, October 11. A slap in the face for her daugh-
ter Nina, who must have been fourteen at the time:

We hnally arrived in Genoa yesterday and I put her on the
train. She took it for motherly solicitude.

I stopped reading and thought: Never! Never at any time did

Nina credit her mother with solicitude toward her.

Actually I just wanted to make sure I'm rid of her until the
Christmas holidays. As the train pulled out, I blew a kiss after
it. What I really felt like doing was throwing myself on the
tracks in tront of it. Like Anna Karenina. Tolstoy knew. This
longing to be annihilated, crushed to a 20
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[t had grown even darker. I was having trouble decipher-

(¢

ing the words. I went back over that last phrase: ™. . . an-
nihilated, crushed to a pulp . . .” The writing was caretul,
relaxed and rounded, the dots meticulously placed above the
18, “

I closed the book.
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[ lay in the dark for a long time, trying to get my mind oft
the diary, but it clung like a tarantula. In the end, dead tired
but still wide awake, I remembered my old childhood rem-
edy. “Think of Charlemagne,” my ftather used to say when 1
was too excited to fall asleep the night before some great
event. Why Charlemagne? My father would smile mysteri-
ously and say, “You'll see. It helps.” Charlemagne under his
jagged crown never failed me. It always took some initial
effort to make him appear—he was so very gray—but once I
got him into focus he stopped the merry-goround in my
brain, even if he only stayed enthroned in my mind for a few
seconds.

Okay, Charlemagne. Bring him on! There he was, carved
in stone, sitting large and squat on a very small horse—face
like a pancake—nose worn off—gone again. But I could
hear surging, splashing sounds all around me, as though I
were surrounded by water. Whenever I thought myself back
into the past, I would “go under,” faces and events would
come swimming toward me, others lay darkly at the bottom
or dritted about like seaweed, eluding capture.

14
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Except for anything to do with Jerome. All that was lying
just below the surface, crystal-clear, outlines and back-
ground floodlit. I could hear his voice and those of the peo-
ple around him, and my own voice too, as distinctly as it I

had taped them.

We first met Anabel just atter we moved into our little apart-
ment in Hampstead. That was the end ot our nightly sneak-
ing into the house in Parsital Road, where I lived with my
mother and my two sisters. It my mother ever heard us, she
never let me know it. The house was also home to a tew
boarders, whose private lives were strictly their own affair,
and in this respect my mother treated her grown-up daugh-
ters as boarders.

Up to that time, during the day, it I wasn’t hlming or
rehearsing and if it wasn’t pouring rain, we used to wander
about in Hyde Park. We loved Hyde Park. It had brought
us luck; ever since the aftternoon when I first laid eyes on
Jerome, it had been our refuge. '

April 2, 1936! That was the right date, the day it all
began. Lyon's Corner House at Marble Arch. Not very chic,
but at the time I was only playing small parts and had to
look twice at every shilling. Early atternoon, the caté was
empty. I was waiting for my agent, who was supposed to
bring me a flm script—unless they'd decided once again
that they wanted an English girl for the part.

The agent hadn’'t shown up. I'd give him another ten
minutes, then take the bus home. My mother would guess by
my face what had happened. By tomorrow I'd have forgot-
ten all about it and be oft eagerly pursuing other possibili-
ties. As | turned the pages of my newspaper I suddenly felt a
pair ot eyes on me, burning through my beret and my mop
of hair. Diagonally across from me sat a young man, drink-
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ing his tea. The chair next to him was tipped against the
table to show that it was reserved. Somebody had stood him
up too. Dark complexion, dark hair, dark eyes that quickly
frisked me—obviously not an Englishman. When I looked at
him, the eyes stopped investigating and he smiled. I turned
back to my newspaper but remained conscious ot his gaze,
which never left my yellow mane. At that time I was a Haxen
blonde, convinced that this would help me become a hlm
star. A few minutes later he deposited his cup of cold tea
beside mine, sat down on the empty chair and suggested that
we might go for a walk, since it had stopped raining.

Crossing Oxtord Street, he put his hand under my elbow,
a touch that has always ignited a response in me, out ot all
proportion to the purpose intended. (I once happened to
glance through the window of my taxicab and see a man I
loved accompany a strange woman down the road. I bade
my driver to stop for a moment. I wanted to see if he would
put his hand under her elbow while crossing the street. He
did. I drove on.)

As if prearranged, we walked briskly into Hyde Park. He
knew a corner, he said, where one could get a deck chair
without paying sixpence an hour. I knew all about that cor-
ner. lhe summer betore—my first summer in London—it
had been my luncheon restaurant. Day after day, I had sat
there eating my unbuttered crispbread and slice of ham that
was supposed to shrink my stomach and end its craving for
milk chocolate, for on camera I looked like a full moon.
T'hat was a year before. In the meantime I had lost ten
pounds as well as my fond belief in an immediate and
meteoric career in England.

Way ahead, not far from the Serpentine, there was a
stretch of grass so remote that the park keeper hardly ever
came around to collect the money for the chairs. We walked
in silence. Now and then I glanced at him surreptitiously. He
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sensed it every time and smiled back at me. Out in the day-
light his complexion and hair looked darker than ever, the
upper part of the face almost sinister, with a low forehead
and heavy eyebrows which nearly met above the nose, and
slanting eyes, set a little too close together. The lower part,
the nose, mouth and chin, were so delicately chiseled that
they might have belonged to a girl.

I noticed of course that he, too, was taking an occasional
glance at me, appraising, perhaps even approving, though I
wasn't quite sure about that. I wasn't very sure of myselt at
all, didn’t know how much of the odor of sensible shoes,
bobby sox, and ink-stained fingers still clung to me from the
happy years I'd spent—not that long agol—hiking under a
heavy rucksack along the Rhine and the Mosel rivers together
with my classmates, boys and girls. Aggressively healthy, noisy
and indetfatigable, we climbed trees, walked twenty miles a
day and slept in youth hostels or barns, closely supervised by
our teachers. No hanky-panky of any sort.

The result was that I displayed a hearty jocularity toward
boys or, even worse, my behavior would be that ot a possible
competitor on any project they might propose. I knew I had
to get rid of that penetrating girl-scout smell but found for a
couple of years nothing to replace it with except embar-
rassed silence. Gradually a sort of tentative Hirtatiousness
developed, awkward and immature and at first quite ineftec-
tive. My girl friends seemed to have no dithculties in chang-
ing texture, but I remained strangely retarded in some areas.

Take dancing, for example. Mortihed, I watched other
girls executing the most complicated steps and turns in their
partner’s arms. How on earth did they guess what the fellow
was going to do next?

[ confessed to my mother that it a boy asked me to dance
[ would always plead a terrible headache. So one day at
lunch my father surprised me by announcing, straighttaced,
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that he had arranged for me to take private lessons in the
foxtrot, the English waltz and the tango. A young lady of

900d tamily would be my teacher.
The young lady of good family was called Fraulein

Wassermann. She was about twenty, four years older than I.
She had a wind-up phonograph, a stack of records, and a
huge bust. The latter was a drawback because it got in the
way when she clasped me tight (for purely pedagogical pur-
poses), especially in the tango with its convulsive movements.
She would hold me elegantly by one hand as we swayed leg
to leg in dips and kneebends, but a second later, when she
clutched me to her with a typical tango jerk, I would bounce
against those huge boobs, out of breath and out of step.

The first time I came up against a hard masculine chest
instead of those bouncy boobs turned out to be an anti-
climax, for the owner of the hard masculine chest wasn't
nearly as prohicient in the steps as I was. I theretore clutched
him in an iron vise and manipulated him back and forth and
up and down, the way Fraulein Wassermann had ordered.

[ still remember the expression on his face as he hurriedly
escorted me back to my table.

The young man and I found two deck chairs under an an-
cient beech tree, pulled them close together and stretched
out. In the distance children played and their nannies on the
benches watched them, chatting and knitting. Occasionally a
dog came and sniffed at us but soon went off again In re-
sponse to a whistle from an invisible master.

[ decided to put order into the situation.

“"What is your name?” I asked severely.

The young man hastily came up with his personal data.
His name was Jerome. His father’s name was Simon Lorri-
mer, his mother’s Garibalda Pampanini.
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I heard no more. Garibalda Pampanini! Twice 1 had
stood in line for the third gallery at Covent Garden to hear
her in Turandot and Carmen. Pampanini’'s son! His mother
was from Sardinia, wasn't she? Yes, from Olbia. The young-
est of fourteen children. “My grandfather was in jail at the
time. He worshipped Garibaldi. My mother was the second
daughter he named after him; the elder one was already
married and he had to have someone at home who would
answer whenever he vyelled, ‘Garibalda!l’” From early
childhood on she had sung the solo parts in the local church
choir until, inevitably, somebody heard her and had her
trained by somebody else. The rest followed just as inevita-
bly: The great soprano Adelina Patti found herselt indis-
posed one evening, and eighteen-year-old Garibalda made
her début at the Paris Opéra as Aida. The tenor's name was

Caruso.

“And your tather?”

Jerome plucked two blades of grass, pressed them fat
between his thumbs and blew, producing a strident sound.

"My tather? He's away at the moment.”

“Where is he?”

“Somewhere. My parents have been separated for years.
They may even be divorced for all I know. My mother paid
tor new unitorms for the Papal Guards year after year, try-
ing to get a civil divorce recognized. You see, she’s a good
Catholic. On Catholic holidays we have a procession
through the apartment, Mamma in ftront, I tollow with the
incense, then the cook, then the chauffeur—he doesn’t like
it, he is Church of England—and fnally Benito, the dachs-
hund. Every corner of every room has to be cleansed and
sanctilied with incense. That’s how good a Catholic she is.”

[ dropped any semblance of polite restraint, and asked
cagerly for more intormation on Garibalda—what she was
like to live with (“Not exactly dull”), whether one could
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talk to her (“Sometimes—then she sounds like a wise old
peasant woman’ ), whether she was a good mother.

“A good mother? She’s a singer. [ was one ot her least
remunerative guest appearances.”

“Was? You're not anymore?”

“The other day she tried to auction me off. She had a
suitable candidate in mind, so she looked me critically up
and down and decided my body was too long for my legs
and I'd have to propose sitting down. But I didn't want to
get married, either sitting down or standing up. So she cut
the cord.”

“You must have had a hard time when you were a child.”

“Only when I came home from boarding school at the
beginning ot the holidays. She would draw me a bath and
give me a spoontul of castor oil betore she would let me
embrace her, ‘because a son must be clean inside and outside
to greet his mother.””

[ stared at him. He laughed.

“She was much more amusing than other mothers, I can
assure you. Now what about you? Where are you from?

What do you do?”

“I'm trom Berlin.”
“Refugee. I knew it. You live in Hampstead.”
“How did you know?”

“All refugees live in Hampstead.”

True. The first German ¢€migrés chose the suburb of
Hampstead because the solid Victorian houses with the

maple trees in front reminded them of respectable German
streets.

“I'm an actress.”

“I know.”

“How could you know?”

“By the color of your hair. Do you have a lover?”
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Outraged, I stared at him without answering. What a cocky
little bastard! He took my hand.

“Chapped,” he said, stroking it. I snatched it away and
hid it in my sleeve, yet could not stop myself in time from
eXplaining, even apologizing.

“T'he water at home is hard. I always forget to buy hand
lotion.”

“Glycerine jelly,” he said. “The best and the cheapest.
Everything else is scented trash. I know—I'm a painter, the
turpentine lacerates my skin. I'll bring you some tOmorrow.
Where do you live?”

That's how it began. With glycerine jelly for chapped

hands.
The grass in Hyde Park began to flicker . . . our deck

chairs floated away . . . I tried to bring Jerome back into
tocus . . . there he was . . . next day, at our garden gate in
Hampstead, carrying a package . . . I was watching him trom
the window . . . the picture grew blurred and fuzzy . . .

dissolved and faded out.
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Next day the telephone woke me up.
“Where are you?” The painter’s voice.

Where was I? I had to switch on the light betore I knew.
“At the hotel. Why?”

“It's eleven o’clock,” she snarled and hung up.

Halt an hour later, when 1 arrived at her studio, panting
and without breakfast, she was sitting at the easel muttering
something without looking up, absorbed in background
shading. I hastily pulled on the poncho and assumed the
pose, hands clasped, head turned to the left, toward the
mantelpiece.

There it was, the little head, slightly more forward, in tull
view now. Perhaps she had been looking at it again.

She turned her eyes, those concentrated, absent, painter’s
eyes, on me.

“You look tense. Think about something.”

“For instance?”

“It doesn’t matter. But think about something definite,
an experience ot some kind. It will show in your face, but

22
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that doesn’t bother me because I'm working on your knee.
Your body will relax and you won't be conscious of holding
a pose.’

Think about something definite. My mother waved in the
distance . . . Charlemagne galloped past without a word . . .
Jerome appeared . . . and stayed. Jerome. That hrst beauti-
tul year, when neither of us had a penny, when we could
afford a movie only every second Saturday, upstairs in the
balcony.

One memorable Saturday we were sitting up there,
though not for the sake of the movie.

“You've got to meet my mother,” Jerome had said several
times. “Then I won't always have to be explaining things to
you.

Why couldn’t I go to her place and say hello? Out ot the
question. Garibalda didn’t allow her son to bring a girl to the
apartment. Why not? Garibalda never gave reasons.

Well then, how could it be arranged? “By accident,” said
Jerome, and that's why we happened to be at the Carlton
Cinema for a movie premiere. Garibalda had promised to
appear.

Jerome had the use ot her Bentley for the evening. She
would occasionally lend it to him, without chauffeur, of
course. And without gas. Garibalda felt “the girl” should
contribute that, a tull tank it possible. The inside of the car
smelled of tuberoses. 1 was wearing a new dress; Jerome tor
the first time was in a dark suit.

From the balcony we watched the theater fill up. “There
she is,” said Jerome. Quite unnecessarily, because no one
could have failed to notice her entrance. White ermine from
head to toe, diamond earrings, orchids in her hand—a bird
of paradise followed by three penguins, immaculately attired
gentlemen of suitable age. She walked slowly down the cen-
ter aisle, smiling right and lett, displaying two rows of very
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white teeth. She was recognized, there was some restrained
applause, and she sat down.

Having seen her on the Covent Garden stage, 1 knew
what was underneath the ermine: the ample body of an Ital-
1an prima donna crammed into a corset, but saved by an
unexpectedly long neck which supported the dark head with
the splendid blackberry eyes like the stem of an exotic jungle
fruit. When the lights went out, I could still see the gleam ot
the white fur and the sparkle of the diamonds.

After the movie we fought our way into the toyer and
watched Garibalda slowly and regally descending the wide
staircase. Jerome pushed me forward, and the lady in white
stopped in surprise.

“Mio figlio,” she explained to her penguin escort; it
sounded like a Verdi recitative. Jerome nudged me another
step toward her and she extended a white kid glove, which I
held gingerly while making my curtsy. “Ah,” she said gra-
ciously, “so this is the little girl. Charrrming.” Turning
to Jerome, she added something in Italian, smiling like a
Christmas angel. Jerome translated it for me later. What
she'd said was: “It I ind one scratch on the Bentley, I'll beat
the living Jesus out of you.”

“Naturalmente, Mamma,” said Jerome gratetully, kissing

the white glove. Then she glided away from us.

“Break,” said the painter and disappeared into the kitchen.

When the first swallow of hot coffee had gone down, I
made a bold decision.

“Couldn’t you move that head?”

“Which head? Oh yes, of course. If it bothers you.”

But she didn’t get up. She kept right on drinking and
smoking and looking at me with a smile.

“Does it upset you?”
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I didn’t answer. She got up and hid the sculpture behind a
book on the shelves.

‘] need a quiet, relaxed model,” she said, sitting down
again.

“Sorry.”

‘It 1 were Cézanne, I'd send you home and say, come
back tomorrow. But I'm not Cézanne.”

“Maybe 1 wouldn’t come back.”

“Quite. I can’t afford to take a chance, with a painting
halt finished. Okay, no more work today. Tell me about
i

“About what?”

“About Anabel. All T know is that she went to England

and got married. What happened to her?”

I poured myselt a second cup ot coftee but remained un-
able to answer. I decided to go over to the attack.

“You tell me about Anabel.”

She leaned back in her chair and took off her glasses,
stretched like an old tomcat and replied in a surprisingly civil
tone, “What would you like to know?”

“What was it like, living with Anabel?”

“Just as bad as living with a man.”

“Was she your model?”

“No, but she would have liked to be. I had advertised for
one and already interviewed a few. Too thin, all of them. It
was soon after the war and there wasn’t much to eat. Then the
doorbell rang and there she stood. In a raincoat, belted too
tight to show off her waist. I didn’t give a damn about her
waist—

“What were you looking for?”

“The right proportions, of course, and hers were all
wrong. Shoulders too wide, legs too long and too thin. But I

liked her. I liked her enough to make coftee. She slithered

about among my canvases like a canned sardine, a cup ot
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coffee in her hand, smacking her lips, and said all in one
breath: ‘I don’t enjoy coffee if I can’t make a noise—I like it
here.” Then she put her cup down and started to take her
clothes off, unhurriedly, relaxed, exactly as it she were about
to take a bath at home. She folded each piece of clothing
neatly and laid it on the hassock, the one you're sitting on
NOW—

[ jumped up. She stopped speaking and tilted her head

sideways as if I'd said something she hadn’t quite understood.
[ sat down again. Quietly she resumed, “ . . . laid it neatly

on the hassock and stood up. ‘Well?" she said. ‘Beautitul?
‘No,” I said. ‘Like a picked chicken bone. Try a tashion
magazine. Maybe they can use you.” ‘Are you sure you can't
use me? she asked. And stayed. That's how it began.”

She stopped speaking and reached tor a Gauloise. “I made
a big mistake, and I should have known better. Atter all, I
was ten years older and a hundred years wiser. But I fell tor
her, and when I realized it, it was too late.”

She lighted the new cigarette from the old one. “I mistook
her passion tor warmth, had to pay a pretty stiff price—
considering my resources.”

“What were your resources?”

“A skin as thick as a rhinoceros’s. You needed that in Paris
in those days if you came from the provinces. I didn’t know a
soul when I arrived but I knew I had talent. And I knew that
men weren't attracted to me. Probably because I wasn’t at-
tracted to them. Sometimes I got fond of a woman, but most
of the time I lived alone. Anabel was an exception. She got
under my skin, perhaps because she was both lover and child
to me. She couldn’t have been more than eighteen. 1 edu-
cated her, taught her, she knew absolutely nothing and was
proud of it. But she gradually caught on to a thing or two.”

So this woman with her glasses and her paint-stained
smock, sitting there in a cloud of smoke, had lived with
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Anabel when I was still at school! Anabel at eighteen, too
tragile even then, callow, and shameless. And the other one,
the painter, what was she like at that time? She had been
much closer to Anabel than I had ever been. Had she been
able to get rid ot her without getting hurt?

“How did you break with her?”

“Drastically,” she said grimly. “I couldn’t afford her any
longer. Not on account of the money, though that part of it
was pretty rough, but because 1 couldn’t paint anymore. |
used to stand at the window looking down at the Avenue
Klcber instead of sitting at my easel. I'd watch for a taxi
stopping in front ot the house. Sometimes I'd listen halt the
night. One evening I caught myselt staring down into the
dark and wringing my hands like Lillian Gish in a silent film.
That's when 1 realized I had to do something. So I packed
her things into three suitcases, tossed them in any old way
and threw a few paint rags in between her evening clothes
tor good measure. You can never completely get rid of that
smell. I even topped it off with a few drops of turpentine.
Finally 1 took my big scissors—that pair over there—cut her
tur coat into little pieces and arranged them neatly on top. I
closed the suitcases and placed them on the landing outside
the tront door and went to bed. Without a sleeping pill. At
some point the door bell rang. I woke up—and remembered.
I was atraid I'd back down, so I said to myself in a loud
voice, ‘Are you a doormat or a painter? She shouted at me
through the door, ‘What did you say? Open the door.” I got
up and opened it. "‘What does this mean?’ she asked, pointing
to the suitcases. ‘It means that I'm a painter,’ I said, slapping
her tace as hard as I could. Then I closed the door.”

I sat quite still. This woman had slapped Anabel in the
tace as hard as she could. She read my eyes and said calmly,
‘] never regretted it. It had to end like that. It was the only
way of breaking with her.”
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“Was that the end?”

“Just about.” She laughed, as it she enjoyed the memory,
shook her head (over herselt or over Anabel?) and reached
tor another Gauloise, exhaling the first puft of smoke to-
gether with her next words. “A tew months later I was sitting
in a chair at a vernissage when someone put her hands over
my eyes trom behind and said, ‘Guess who.” I tried to tree
myselt because I'd recognized the voice, of course, but she
hung on tooth and nail. ‘Smell this,” she said, pressing her
hands hard against my nose until I thought I'd suffocate.
"l'urpentine!” Then she let go and pushed her way quickly

through the crowd and out the door.”
“And the bronze head? You said Anabel never . . .”

“She didn’t. I modeled the head much later, I don’t know
why. I'd forgotten all about it until you dug it out yesterday.
I'd forgotten Anabel too. I don’t even know whether she’s
still alive.”
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T he minute I stepped out of the door I was swallowed up in
thick, blackish-green ftog. The tamous London pea-soup tog.
It would suddenly appear out of the blue and envelop the
whole city in less than an hour. There would be no more
buses or cars; only the streetcars would keep running,
slowly, as in a dream. No traflic lights, instead policemen in
white coats waving torches or flashlights at major intersec-
tions. Even it you knew your way inside out, you got lost. 1
stopped several pedestrians who loomed up suddenly like
ghosts to ask where I was, but they didn't know either. At
last I made out a great U flickering in the distance, an en-
trance to the Underground. I groped my way down a few
steps and saw a faint beam of light shining hesitantly at first,
then more convincingly, and suddenly, instead of dritting
helplessly around in the black of night, I had found my bear-
ings and was sately back in civilization.

My hotel was within sight of an Underground station. 1
swam through the pea soup the tew hundred yards to the
entrance and let the revolving door swing me back into the

security of its warmth and bright lights.

29
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As 1 entered my room, the telephone rang. “Are you
there?” growled the painter’s voice. “Good. That's all 1
wanted to know.” And she hung up.

On days like this, everyone in London either stayed home
or stayed put until the fog lifted. Not a soul would expect me
or come to see me today. Dead silence outside. Now and
then a foghorn on the Thames.

[ had intended to visit my mother in Hampstead and re-
turn to the hotel late, tired out, too tired to open the diary.

There it was, lying in wait for me, not letting me out of its
sight, spying on me. “I don’t want to know,” I had said at the
time. “I don’t want to hear her contfession.” But perhaps it
wasn't a confession.

Diary. October 1935. Return to London.

Naiveté, It would disarm me it I didn’t have such a bad
character. After I'd switched the light out in the sleeping car

B. confessed that he was terribly disappointed about something
but hadn’t been able to tell me until now, in the dark, on our
way home. Paul Mildman had raised his hopes that “everything
would be all right again” once we got away from that old
double bed at home. “Get into another landscape,” he had
advised, preferably on board ship. M. may be a good friend,
even a good doctor, but he’s an idiot. Did he think the rocking
of the waves would throw us on top of each other?

Poor Bill Maclean. Run aground. Still thinking he could
win Anabel back by his hungry serfdom. It never dawned on
him that he had married Diana the huntress and had long
ago become her prey, not even her trophy.

Was he present when we met her for the first time? A

vernissage at the Lafarge Gallery. Was that really the first
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time? Strange that I wasn’t quite sure, that the day wasn't
etched on my memory. Did the owner of the gallery intro-
duce us? Probably. I remember a man with a mustache,
standing beside us. The painter. Anabel had bought a paint-
ing, the most expensive one in the whole show. He kissed her
hand. The gallery owner was sticking the little red “Sold”
dot on the frame. I also remember Jerome’s expression while
he watched. No one had so tar offered him a show, not even
one of the crummy little galleries in Chelsea.

There she stood. In a red coat. Alone, so Bill couldn’t
have been there. She turned away from the painting she'd
just bought without even glancing at it. She was looking at
us, at Jerome and me. I think she even exchanged a few
words with us. Later, as we walked down the narrow stair-
case, she was behind us and tripped, and Jerome caught her
and said something that made her laugh. Then we all went
into the Berkeley Bar next door. She must have invited us,
tor we didn't have the money for such things.

Now at last the whole picture emerged, persons and back-
oround stood out, like a photograph under the developing
solution, growing more distinct by the minute. Anabel was
sitting on a stool at the far end of the bar, wearing something
sheer and sleeveless, her coat draped around her shoulders
like a red frame. Everything about her was elongated and
delicate as eggshell, even the head and straight black hair
hanging down over her torehead, hiding part ot her tace.
Thick straight eyelashes strung over her dark eyes like an
awning, the nose a bit too long and narrow. She looked like
a beautiful sad raven.

That must have been sometime in the summer or fall of
1936, because I could see my white dress with the black dots
that I'd bought out of the proceeds of my late lamented

play.
Impatiently, I turned the pages. I wanted to know what she
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had written about me. It must be there somewhere, she
couldn’t have left that out. I riffled quickly through the win-
ter of 1935—36 . . . the spring . . . the summer . . . wait now,
slowly now! ]u]y . o nothing A August . . . there it was:

Vernissage at Lafarge. Bought a painting. It'll go into the
attic, but the painter looked hungry. That’s why 1 was invited,
after all. Met two young people. Refugees. She, at any rate, he

perhaps not.

Was that all? Then why did she invite us to dinner? There

must have been something about us that she liked.

First evening at the Macleans’ home. What food! Served by
a butler, followed by a maid in a white cap with the sauces,
three different kinds. I didn’t know which one to take and
oot no hint from her expressionless eyes.

Afterward we sat in the drawing room. Eighteenth-
century walnut tables, deep armchairs, large modern paint-
ings, Hlowers everywhere in gigantic pots. And now at last
there was Bill, the way I would often see him trom then on,
- shadow-boxing in the farthest corner of the room with his
back to me, teinting and ducking and hitting the air to the
low murmuring of a radio next to him broadcasting a match.
Anabel paid no attention.

The first of countless meals at the Macleans’, of countless
hours spent in that room. I plunged in headlong, hadn’t been
aware of how much I needed it. I quickly got used to the
weird paintings, st0pped praising the Hower arrangements
and poured out my anxieties, my presumptions, my self-
deceptions, my stratagems, my disguises as well as my com-
torts and my exaltations to Anabel, who sat facing me in a
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yellow wing chair, her thin fingers spread out on the arm,
always on the alert, always passionately involved. Atter-
ward, when I climbed into my little car to drive home, I
always felt restored and sate and armed to the teeth. I had a
girl friend again.

In my childhood “the girl friends” played an important
role. There were quite a lot of them, five at least, including
one “best friend,” and over the years I was absolutely loyal
to them. They were ot special importance to me because
even as a child I was obsessed by an urgent need to conhide
and share. I simply had to communicate everything I
thought and felt to somebody, preterably to several people at
once. Nothing seemed to me worth doing it I couldn’t tell
someone about it. Unlike Oscar Wilde, according to whom
even the dullest thing becomes exciting if one makes a secret
ot it. Not to me.

It was different when other people conhided in me. Then I
could keep a secret. After all, it wasn’t my secret, so it wasn't
important and was soon forgotten.

When emigration separated me from my friends, some of
them lett behind in Germany, others scattered to the four
corners of the earth, I was forced to keep to myselt, something
the English appreciate anyway. My need to communicate
dried up. Now at last it could blossom again.

Anabel’s diary began to mention me right after that hrst
dinner at her house, first in monosyllables, then, all of a
sudden, possessively.

L. for lunch.

And a week later:

L. for supper.
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Then, soon atter that:

L. all afternoon, until Nina came home. She retuses to go to
her room when L.’s here. Won't leave her alone. Hangs
around; always wants to “listen,” sticks like glue. Spoils
everything for me.

So it had become important to her. I had become impor-
tant to her.

The only thing that rubbed me the wrong way was her
manner of bringing Nina up. But I kept my mouth shut, ]
didn’t feel sure enough of myselt to raise objections. At the
Macleans’ things were not the way they were at home, and
“at home” was my only guideline. We had been kept on a
short, tight rein held by such caretul, loving hands that they
maintained their grip even when the walls came crashing
down. At the Macleans’ they used reins of a different kind.
Some of them were slack and worn out, and the one they
kept Nina on seemed to be hopelessly twisted, probably right
trom the start, because, according to Anabel, Nina had
come into the world “by mistake.” She was short-necked,
plump and—perhaps because ot that—resenttul.

“She has pimples on her tace,” said Anabel. “Why does
she have pimples? | never did.”

Nina was being brought up in the “modern” fashion. By
the time she was ten, Anabel was reading Shakespeare aloud
to her. She said the child preferred it to Babar and Peter
Rabbit. Nina was not supposed to be afraid of anything, so
trom time to time her parents would go out at night on their
couple’s day oft, leaving Nina alone in the house. Some-
times, when I got home from the theater, my telephone
would ring and a piping, childish voice would say, “I can’t
sleep—I'm scared—don’t tell Mother.” Then 1 would re-
mind her of Georgie, the German shepherd, keeping guard
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in the hall, “. . . and it you can’t sleep, recite very slowly
"The quality of mercy is not strained . . ." And if you'e stlll
awake, try ‘O, what a rogue and peasant slave am | .

And it that doesn’t work either—call me back.”

She never called back.

Who knows, it may have been good tor Nina to confront
lite unatraid and well versed in Shakespeare. Although
Anabel had been educated in France, she was a walking
Shakespeare lexicon. And lion-hearted. One night there was
a hre next door. While the house’s owners stood in the street
wringing their hands and counting the treasures they had
thrown out of the windows, Anabel tied a wet cloth around
her mouth, forced her way through the back door and into
the smoke-filled kitchen and rescued the cat.

It was Nina who told me that, not Anabel.

#

Throughout the first year ot our triendship I was appearing
either in bad plays on the legitimate stage or in bad films in
the movie studios. I remained, however, obstinate and blind,
conhdently expecting the big breakthrough, telling myselt at
the mere sight ot a new script: this is it! In all my hopes,
torebodings and inevitable catastrophes, Anabel was with
me every step ot the way:

L. for tea after her matinee. Told me all about the bloody
mess. They are all on half-salary since yesterday! If the
producer were not such a crook, I'd pump some money into
the thing to see if it doesn’t catch on. Behind her back, of

COUuIsc.

She hardly ever spoke about herselt. All I knew was that
she had been born in Paris, that her mother had died early

on, that she hated her father and stepmother and had used
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her first passport to get out of France. But why had she
married Bill? Bill, of all people? Because he reminded her ot
her father, she said once. Of the father she hated! (But who
had left his considerable fortune to her, not to her step-
mother.) -Like Bill, he had been a stockbroker, an occupa-
tion she detested. Then why? “To get my own back.” (On
whom? On her father? On Bill?) “I'm a vindictive person.
Didn’t you know that?”

No, I didn’'t know that, and it wasn’t true. She said it
because she liked to see me baftled, chewing my hngernails.
Then she would laugh and say I shouldn’t believe everything
she said. But what was I to believe? Gradually 1 gave up
asking questions and hardly noticed that I was the one who
did all the talking, while she listened. And what a listener
she was! I could even tell her everything about Jerome, all
the things I didn’t tell my mother. Though my mother too,
and no less intensely, shared all my daily triumphs and de-
teats, everything except my “private life.” There she was
strangely embarrassed. So was I. I told her only what was
strictly necessary.

Diary:

L. has a mother. A mother who is important to her. Odd! The
whole relationship is odd. At home L. is the head of the family—
and at the same time “the child.” The mother speaks bad
English, smiling disarmingly. Still has all her own teeth.

Her own teeth! Of course. That was something unusual in
England. “No one should have teeth. Teeth are unhealthy,”
people used to say, and even young girls and boys would
grin cheerfully at you with chalk-white china choppers.

The mother rents rooms to other refugees. This is a help to L.
All the same, L. ought to get away. She shouldn't keep on
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being Mummy’s goldilocks forever. But she can’t bring herself
to do it. At present she’s living half with J. in a tatty little
apartment, and half at her mother’s, eating her dinner with
meat and vegetables and pudding like a good girl. And next
morning, at the studio, she’s supposed to ooze sex appeal.
Makeup alone won't do it.

On the nose!

The mother was an actress before she married. You'd never
guess. Or maybe you would. Some<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>