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For my sister, Judy; and, as ever, for Maria 
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Chapter 1

My name is Constance Schuyler Klein. The story of my life begins the day I married an Englishman called Sidney Klein and said good-bye forever to Ravenswood and Daddy and all that went before. I have a husband now, I thought, a new daddy. I intended to become my own woman. I intended, oh, I intended everything. I saw myself reborn. Gone forever the voice of scorn and disapproval, the needling, querulous voice so unshakable in its conviction that I was worthless, worse than worthless, unnecessary. Sidney didn’t think I was unnecessary and this was a man who knew the world and could recite Shakespeare by heart. He said he loved me and when I asked him why, he said, Better ask why the sky is blue. It changed everything. If before I trod the streets of New York City with the diffident step of a stranger, I exulted now in all that had so recently troubled me, the crowds, the speed, the noise, the voices.

Others recognized the change in me. The editor in chief guessed my secret at once. She told me I was in love. I tried to deny it for it hadn’t occurred to me that that was what was happening but she insisted. She said she should know what it looked like and I asked her what that was. Like you, she said, and walked away with an inscrutable smile on her lips. Another time she asked me if I was finding fulfillment in my work and I told her that I was. You hold on to it then, she said. I assumed she meant I couldn’t love Sidney Klein and my job at the same time but I told her I could. Ellen Taussig was able to speak a volume with the small motion of an eyebrow. But it’s true, I cried softly. Why shouldn’t I? Many are called, she said, and peered over her spectacles at me. It’s a telling indication of what I felt then, that my confidence was unshaken even by the wealth of skepticism in that arch plucked eyebrow.

Then came the wedding.

It was only afterward, after the lunch in a restaurant, with my sister Iris disgracing herself, and Daddy being so angry, that I asked myself just what I thought I was doing. Who did I think I was, a proper person? The new world crumpled like a balled sheet of paper thrown in the fire and I was left with a few charred remnants and some ash. In my diminishment and humiliation I thought of Sidney’s mother, a little twisted rheumatic madwoman who’d shown up for our wedding dressed all in black. I was a shriveled thing like her. I was Sidney’s mother. I tried to tell him what had happened but he didn’t want to hear it. It didn’t conform to his idea of me. It was the first time I saw this clearly, and seeing it, I realized how foolish I’d been to think I might for even an instant have believed I’d be loved—

Sidney’s apartment was large and dark and full of books. I didn’t like it. I found it intimidating. Everything in it seemed to tell me that here lived a clever person, a proper person. I felt that at any moment I’d be unmasked as a trespasser and evicted. It was on a high floor of a prewar building on the Upper West Side and it was always very noisy at night. Everything was changing, Sidney told me, as the old residents began to move out to the suburbs and the poor moved in, the blacks and the Puerto Ricans, the immigrants, the newcomers. There were rough, raw, foreign voices in the street and I had the unsettling sensation of living in two worlds at once, neither of which I belonged to or was a part of.

Sidney had acquired the apartment during his first marriage, which had ended in divorce. There was a child from that marriage, a boy called Howard who lived with his mother in Atlantic City. Sidney often went to see them and was clearly fond of the boy but I felt no desire to know him. I preferred that Sidney not talk about him. Howard already had a mother. Meanwhile I was becoming increasingly troubled as to why he’d chosen me for a wife. When I asked him he made a joke of it. He said I’d looked so bewildered at that book party on Sutton Place he thought he should rescue me before I screamed.

Then for a time I was happy, or as happy as I was capable of being in the circumstances. Sidney stood at the margins of my day. He was the man with whom I awoke in the morning and to whom I returned after work in the evening, and with whom I went to bed at night. But I was no longer at peace in my mind and I grew uneasy with the terms of the marriage as established by him. I don’t understand how it happened and I tried not to be obsessive about it but I began to think I’d made a mistake, and that none of it was meant for me, it was meant for someone else. One of the difficulties I’d foreseen when he first proposed to me was that he knew so much more than me and after a while this grew irksome. Poor Sidney, he loved to teach me. He wanted to give me all the knowledge he possessed and he was annoyed when his generosity wasn’t appreciated. I told him I’d been educated already.

—Ha! he shouted. He sat forward. His eyes were hot with disdain. Oh, you have, have you? he said.

This was vicious and it hurt me. It was just the sort of thing Daddy would say. Sidney preferred students who after a certain amount of argumentation backed down but this time I didn’t back down, I’d had enough of being spoken to like that. It was our first real quarrel and I frightened myself with the things I said. I told him he was an old man and he was too fat and he’d been cruel to make me marry him. Later I clung to him in bed, appalled at what I’d said. He comforted me. He told me that my urge to defy him was really an expression of love. I seized on this idea but later I realized I didn’t believe it. I didn’t say this to him but it confirmed my suspicion that he had no real interest in who I was, only in how I conformed to the image of me he’d constructed in his mind. At times I felt like a ghost in that apartment.

Another time he asked me if I would read some galley proofs for him.

—You think I don’t have work of my own? I said.

—I’ll pay you.

I’ll pay you. I was beginning to understand why I’d agreed to marry him. Daddy never gave me what I needed and I felt it was my fault. Children take responsibility for whatever befalls them, good or ill. In my case, ill. From the moment I’d met Sidney I’d wanted him for a daddy so I could start over. But you can’t do it! It’s an absurd idea on its face! What a fool I’d been to believe it might be different. But by the time I realized this it was too late, I was already Mrs. Klein. Or Mrs. Schuyler Klein.

Another problem was his assumption that I shared his impatience to start a family. I don’t know why I was so resistant to the idea. Most women want to have children, why not me? Perhaps it was connected to his sexual demands. I wasn’t violently opposed to the idea, I mean of having a child, but I think now it was another expression of the power struggle that was becoming a constant dissonant whisper in the background of the marriage. Sidney wrote, and he lectured, and he was often away at conferences: He was a busy man and much in demand. What would happen if there was a child in the apartment? I knew what would happen, I’d have to give up my job, and I wasn’t prepared to do that. I remember asking him if his father had been conscientious in the home. He told me that no, his father left the work of the household to the women. So why was he different?

—I thought it through, he said.

He thought everything through. At times he exhausted me with his thinking. He had a precise, logical mind that functioned with impressive quickness but he wasn’t creative. He could never have written a poem, for example. He could subject a poem to critical analysis but that’s as far as it went. He lacked imagination.

In those days he liked to bring his students home and there were frequent loud frightening arguments in the sitting room. Because it was a big apartment, and because we were careless in this regard, a condition of chronic untidiness prevailed. Only the efforts of Gladys arrested our descent into a state of true squalor, Gladys being Sidney’s housekeeper, a good Christian woman from Atlanta, Georgia, as he liked to say. And although I was always too tired to join in these discussions he organized in his home I never objected. I just went to the bedroom but I was unnerved by the sound of muted talk and raucous laughter, although I didn’t complain about it. But I couldn’t join in. Unlike my sister I was no good in crowds.

Every week like the dutiful daughter I pretended to be I called Daddy to make sure all was well at Ravenswood. He didn’t much like extended telephone conversations and would soon hand the phone to Mildred Knapp. She’d lived in the tower ever since Harriet died. She cleaned and cooked for him and Iris thought she did more for him than that. I could see her standing with the phone to her ear and Daddy prompting her. She couldn’t speak freely but it
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Trauma

‘A bolt of queasily inspiring brilliance’ Irish Times

As a psychiatrist, Charlie Weir has seen every kind of trauma New York has to offer. Yet he has never managed to overcome the tragic mistake, seven years earlier, that lost him his wife and his daughter, leaving him prone to corrosive loneliness and restless anger.

Then into his life walks the alluring Nora Chiara, with her inescapable air of sadness and mystery, and Charlie falls for her quickly, hungrily. But he is increasingly haunted by terrifying half-memories from his childhood and as he retreats further and further into the recesses of his mind the delicate fabric of his life ruptures – with dreadful consequences.

‘A writer of proven imaginative scope, dark in his concerns, vigilant in his methods … The novel works beautifully as a sober, tightly written character study’
Hilary Mantel

‘Masterly’ Financial Times

Ghost Town

‘As sharp and haunting as a daguerreotype … McGrath’s prose is clean, lucid and utterly transfixing’ Sunday Times

A man is haunted by the memory of his mother with a rope round her neck. It is the American War of Independence, and having defied the British forces occupying New York she must pay for her revolutionary activities. But fifty years on her son harbours a festering guilt for his inadvertent part in her downfall. In thrusting nineteenth-century New York, a ruthless merchant’s sensitive son is denied the love of his life through his father’s prejudice against the immigrants flooding into the city – and madness and violence ensue. In the wake of 9/11, a Manhattan psychiatrist treats a favoured patient reeling from the destruction of the World Trade Center, but fails to detect the damage she herself has sustained.

In this trio of stunning tales from a master storyteller, Patrick McGrath excavates the layers of New York’s turbulent history.

‘McGrath remains one of the most interesting, and possibly the most consistently original of his generation of British writers’ Irish Times

Port Mungo

‘A work of utter brilliance’ Independent

Throughout their privileged but highly eccentric childhood Jack Rathbone has enjoyed the constant adoration of his sister Gin. When both attend art school in London, Jack plunges into a passionate affair with Vera Savage, a painter some years his senior, and they soon run away to New York. From a bruised and bereft distance Gin follows their southward progress to Miami, then Havana, and so to Port Mungo, a wilting swamp town on the steamy Gulf of Honduras. There Jack devotes himself to his art, and works with a fervour as intense as the restless, boozy waywardness to which Vera succumbs, which even the birth of two daughters cannot subdue. As the tension builds, a tragedy occurs that will tear apart not only their world but that of Jack’s watchful sister, Gin.

‘Gothic elements have been woven into a story of delicacy and not a little humour. The result is that literary rarity: a page-turner of real intelligence ... A master storyteller has done it again’
Financial Times
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