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			Praise for

			TWILIGHT MAN

			“In Twilight Man, Liz Brown uncovers a noir fairy tale, a new glimpse into the opulent Gilded Age empire of the Clark family.”

			—Bill Dedman, coauthor of the New York Times bestseller Empty Mansions: The Mysterious Life of Huguette Clark and the Spending of a Great American Fortune

			“Some years ago, Liz Brown opened a drawer at her grandmother’s house and found a photograph that led her into a head-spinning real-life film noir: a tale of wealth, greed, corruption, fraud, lies, lust, and every other variation of the seven deadly sins, embodied in a gloriously grotesque cast of characters. Amid the mayhem, the shadowy figure of Harrison Post emerges as a phantom hero—charmed at the start, doomed by the end, and, now, resurrected by Brown’s spectacular, empathetic feat of storytelling. A thoroughly astounding book.”

			—Alex Ross, author of Wagnerism: Art and Politics in the Shadow of Music

			“With a vividness that borders on the uncanny and an insightfulness that’s frankly dazzling, Twilight Man offers a striking tale of self-invention, dissolution, empire, and grief. Echoes of Chandler, of Fitzgerald, and of Wilde abound, but in the end Liz Brown’s utter assurance and her relentless intelligence make this story entirely her own. An essential work of queer, and of California, history.”

			—Matthew Specktor, author of Always Crashing in the Same Car

			“Twilight Man is a page-turning tale of love, honor, secrets, and deceit. Fortified by meticulous research, with prose both efficient and elegant, Liz Brown takes us on a journey of discovery into family, language, class, and culture. Brown’s revelations about gay life before Stonewall are enhanced by her keen understanding of the shifting social constructions of identity. Twilight Man is reclaimed history—and a delightfully good read.”

			—William J. Mann, author of Tinseltown: Murder, Morphine, and Madness at the Dawn of Hollywood

			“Liz Brown reclaims a beguiling lost world of fake countesses, dilettantes, and fantastically wealthy eccentrics who populate this secret history of the love that dare not speak its name set in a Los Angeles you never knew existed. It’s a portrait of a covert high society that determinedly erased itself over the decades, and a stunning, poignant personal account of a Lotusland heretofore unexplored.”

			—Matt Tyrnauer, director of Scotty and the Secret History of Hollywood

			“Liz Brown has done extraordinary work of untangling a family mystery that has as much to show us about one family as about the making of the American West. On one level, Twilight Man tells the story of Gilded Age power, wealth, and corruption, and their destructive legacies. On another level, it’s an intimate portrait of queer life lived in the shadows of family reputation and moral crusades of the early twentieth century. Brown gives us a compelling and beautifully written book about the difficulties of writing queer lives, and the importance of such work in reshaping our sense of the past.”

			—James Polchin, author of Indecent Advances: A Hidden History of True Crime and Prejudice before Stonewall

			“Drawing on more than a decade and a half of research, Brown tells a riveting, heartbreaking tale of intimate betrayal and unlooked-for generosity, as well as of the unexpected fortitude, capable of surviving even Nazi prisons, of a delicate-looking man with excellent taste. This is a lovely, powerful book, woven together with great narrative skill and told with deep humanity.”

			—Caleb Crain, author of Overthrow

			“Twilight Man is a peek through the keyhole of history into a scintillating, secretive demimonde filled with gilded mansions, bibliophilic lovers, hush-hush dealings, and tragic twists of fate. Liz Brown probes the previously invisible dark matter of California mythology with a painterly eye for detail and an uncanny ability to read between the lines. This is the queer noir you didn’t know you needed.”

			—Claire L. Evans, author of Broad Band: The Untold Story of the Women Who Made the Internet

			“A darkly glittering story, brilliantly told, Twilight Man is riveting, wise, and superbly researched. Brown weaves together big American lies and forgotten lives, Hollywood self-invention and extractive capitalism, vulnerability and violence—to show that the way we tell history always matters.”

			—Lisa Cohen, author of All We Know: Three Lives

			“Twilight Man is a richly captivating true-life gay love story, plunging from the intoxicating heights of the Jazz Age into a shady, gripping tale of betrayal and blackmail. It’s the history of one of the greatest fortunes ever made and lost, revealing for the first time through queer eyes the seductive links among the worlds of Frank Harris, Edith Wharton, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Raymond Chandler and the mythical origins of Los Angeles.”

			—Thomas Adès, composer of Powder Her Face and The Exterminating Angel

			“[An] absorbing debut . . . A history of power, corruption, greed, and betrayal.”

			—Kirkus Reviews
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				I have been a stranger here in my own land:

				All my life.

				—Sophocles, Antigone
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					Harrison Post, 1922.

				
			
			I wasn’t looking for Harrison Post when I opened the drawer, but I found him. There he was in a framed studio portrait, glowering, arms crossed, dark hair slicked back, shades of Rudolph Valentino. I assumed he was a forgotten movie star.

			He’d inscribed the photograph with a flourish:

			
				For: Alice McManus

				With the sincere good wishes of

				—Harrison Post, 1922

			

			That was my grandmother’s name.

			She had died several days earlier in her home in San Francisco. This was the summer of 2003. I hadn’t seen her much in the recent years. At the time, I lived in New York. The rest of my family—my parents, my two brothers, and my sister—lived in California. That was where I was born and raised, but I rarely went back.

			I’d lived on the East Coast for more than a decade, and my parents and I didn’t speak often. In the mid-’90s, I told them I was gay and they stopped calling the apartment where I lived in Brooklyn with my girlfriend. I didn’t go back for Thanksgiving or Christmas. I didn’t go back when my sister graduated from college or when my father had heart surgery, but I did go back after my grandmother died that July.

			One of my brothers picked me up at the airport and we drove to suburban Walnut Creek, where a cousin was hosting a party in his backyard, an informal gathering to celebrate my grandmother and her legendary sweet tooth. At first, I felt stilted, out of practice being with family, but then came the pints of coffee ice cream, boxes of See’s molasses chips, and the lemon meringue and pecan pies. Dessert is our first language, and my wariness melted away. Afterward, my uncle drove me to San Francisco, where I was going to stay at my grandmother’s house with my parents and sister.

			Uncle Rich had been a dentist. He’d overseen my childhood teeth cleanings and X-rays. He was in his sixties and retired now. Divorced, a father of five, grandfather of more, he was fiercely committed to his family and to bachelorhood, driving a convertible with a license plate that read dliteful. It was a word he used often—for food, wine, music, his children, and everything else in the world that brought him joy. There’d been a period when we both lived at my grandmother’s house, unlikely but happy roommates.

			Now, in the car, he asked about life in New York. I was cautious. I said I lived with a woman and that things were hard with my parents. I didn’t say much more because back then even the smallest glimmer of light exposed more pain than I could manage.

			My uncle put his hand on my knee or maybe he took my hand and squeezed it. And then he told me about a friend of his whose son was gay. I knew this friend and I knew he came from the same Irish Catholic world as my mother and uncle, and my uncle was telling me how his friend had said that it was simple: he loved his son and wanted him to be happy. It was a kind moment, tentative but generous.

			And then it shifted. “You know,” he said, “there’s this book . . .”

			I knew instantly what he was talking about. I hadn’t read the book, but I’d heard my mom talk about it, sometimes on the long rides from San Francisco to our home in Chico. It was a scandalous biography written decades ago about my grandmother’s Uncle Will and his family.

			This much I remembered: Uncle Will was the son of a wealthy copper baron, and he’d been married to my grandmother’s Aunt Alice. There were rumors in the book about Uncle Will having male lovers, rumors about boys. Supposedly the family had tried to buy all the copies and destroy them. It was, like many of my mother’s stories on those car rides, something I’d only half listened to.

			To others, my uncle’s segue might’ve seemed strange, but within my family it wasn’t unusual to swerve from a moment of tenderness to whispered scandal about strangers from the past. I understood Uncle Rich to be telling me that I wasn’t alone, that the family had other secrets. He may have even used the phrase “skeletons in the closet” as we sped across the Bay Bridge to San Francisco, rising white and chalky in the distance.

			Now the moment was changing again, the giddy gossip dissolving into something else, a feeling both heavy and empty. We drove down the streets I’d always known, down Broadway, past the Convent of the Sacred Heart, the big gray mansion with the marble hallways where I’d gone to high school in Pacific Heights, and then we were turning down Steiner, left on Vallejo, and pulling up alongside my grandmother’s house, the first time I would know it without her.

			

			—

			My grandmother was born in 1905 in Virginia City, Nevada. She was named after her father’s sister, Alice McManus. Aunt Alice, my great-grand-aunt, married William Andrews Clark Jr. in 1907.

			“Have you heard of Huguette Clark?” I often begin. Sometimes that’s all it takes when I’m trying to explain the family that my grandmother’s uncle came from. If there’s a flicker of recognition, I add a few details: The copper heiress who lived to be 104. Three-hundred-million-dollar estate. Spent the last twenty years of her life in a hospital room even though she had homes in Santa Barbara and Connecticut and a penthouse on Fifth Avenue in Manhattan. Collected dolls.
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							Will Clark, Alice McManus Clark, and Alice McManus, circa 1911.

						
					
				

			

			Today the Clarks have come to be known, or re-known, through the strange story of an elderly recluse, the last member of a once-famous Gilded Age dynasty. When Huguette Clark died in 2011, she left behind an estate of $300 million, competing wills, a sprawling legal dispute in Manhattan Surrogate’s Court, and a public suddenly hungry for her odd story. She’d lived in a kind of chosen obscurity for much of her long life, but after her death, that private world spilled open. Within five years, two biographies were published—Empty Mansions by Bill Dedman and Paul Clark Newell Jr. and The Phantom of Fifth Avenue by Meryl Gordon—and countless articles have been headlined with the phrase “reclusive heiress.”

			By most accounts, Huguette had been healthy enough to live in her Fifth Avenue penthouse, the sixty-acre estate in Santa Barbara, or her twenty-two-room mansion in New Canaan, Connecticut, but in 1991, she arrived wrapped in sheets at the Beth Israel Medical Center for treatment for skin cancer and never left. She was highly knowledgeable of Japanese architecture. She owned hundreds of antique French dolls and had hired Christian Dior to design couture wear for some of her most prized pieces. She liked to watch The Smurfs. These were some of the details that emerged about Huguette’s years in seclusion—or captivity, depending on whom you believe.

			There were plenty of accounts to indicate she maintained connections to people outside the hospital and showed a curiosity, albeit idiosyncratic, about the world. But the gothic strains of her story were too compelling to give up. Palatial estates lying empty. Housekeepers dusting furniture that’s never used. Echoes of Miss Havisham and Norma Desmond. All that money, all those dolls.

			So when I ask if someone knows who Huguette Clark is and they do, the next part is simple: “Uncle Will,” I say, “was her half brother. It’s that Clark family,” and that’s all it takes to conjure up an aura of wealth and intrigue.

			But if the listener never noticed the headlines about Huguette, I offer broad strokes. I say that Uncle Will came from a wealthy Montana mining family, that his father was William Andrews Clark Sr., Gilded Age tycoon and US senator.

			My great-great-grandfather Andrew McManus came to America as a ten-year-old from Ireland in 1848 at the height of the Great Famine. He eventually migrated west to the arid mountain town of Virginia City, home to the Comstock Lode. In the nineteenth century, there were many men like him flooding west to seek their fortune.

			One of those men might arrive in a boomtown, as Andrew McManus had in Virginia City, or, say, the man settled in Butte, Montana. That man might buy a newspaper. William Andrews Clark Sr. owned the paper. The man might buy a stamp to mail a letter. Clark owned the postal service. The man might pay to take a streetcar. Clark owned the streetcar. The man might put what money he’d managed to scrape together in a bank. Clark owned the bank. The man might take out a loan from the bank to buy a stake in a claim. Clark owned the loan. And if the man defaulted on that loan, Clark owned the claim. Clark owned not just mines, but towns and people. There were many men like Andrew McManus, but there was only one William Andrews Clark Sr. And Uncle Will was his son.

			In 1919, Uncle Will single-handedly founded the Los Angeles Philharmonic. He also helped establish the Hollywood Bowl. He built the Clark Library, which holds the largest collection of Oscar Wilde’s work and is devoted to the study of English literature from the Tudor period through the eighteenth century. The building and its five-acre compound in Los Angeles’s West Adams neighborhood are now part of UCLA.

			Uncle Will had been married before. His first wife, Mabel Duffield Foster, died in 1903, a month after giving birth to their only child, William Andrews Clark III. Several years later, Will married Aunt Alice.

			The couple never had children, and their niece Little Alice, as they called my grandmother, became a kind of surrogate daughter. She traveled with them, spent time at their extravagant Los Angeles estate, and summered at their lakeside compound in Montana. Uncle Will and Aunt Alice asked my grandmother’s parents if they could adopt her. For Will, who’d been raised with an American version of royal entitlement, it may not have seemed a strange request, but to my grandmother’s parents this was unthinkable and they declined.

			My grandmother was thirteen when Aunt Alice died in 1918. Uncle Will remained close to her, as well as to her siblings. He was generous, paying for her to attend Marlborough, an elite private school for girls in Los Angeles’s Hancock Park, as well as a finishing school on the East Coast. She and her sister and brother continued to spend summers at Mowitza Lodge, his vacation home on Salmon Lake. Photos show a rustic sanctuary with archery contests and speedboats, a Boston terrier named Snooks, and Uncle Will in a velvet jacket, playing the violin among the trees. He attended my grandmother’s first wedding in 1927. The ceremony was officiated by Monsignor Tonello, a sort of celebrity priest, who was a close friend of Enrico Caruso and a member of Uncle Will’s traveling entourage. The marriage was short-lived, and after her divorce in 1932, she came to Los Angeles and stayed with him for several months, attending the Olympic Games in the midst of the Great Depression.

			Uncle Will did not live long enough to go to my grandmother’s second wedding in 1935. He died the year before, leaving her $10,000, which she used toward the down payment for the house on Vallejo Street, where she and her new husband, my grandfather, raised their family.

			My grandmother adored her uncle. As a child, she loved to listen to him sing Christmas carols in French, and so she decided to name her first child Noël. That is my mother. My grandmother lived more than sixty years in the house she bought with her inheritance from Uncle Will. He wasn’t her father, not even a blood relative, but whether we realized it or not, we all lived in his legacy.

			

			—

			The house was big and it was expensive to heat. At night my grandmother would turn the thermostat down. In the mornings it was always cold, and often, when I was little, I would climb into her bed, and we would lie on our sides, back to back, the soles of our feet pressed together, keeping each other warm.

			We called the house “Vallejo Street,” even though it was one among many on the block. It was four stories, painted white, and there were usually red geraniums in the window boxes. There were two staircases. The main one was right there when you opened the front door and stepped into the foyer. The other was tucked out of sight, narrow and winding behind the kitchen. Those stairs were for maids and butlers, but my grandmother didn’t have maids and butlers. There was a woman who came to vacuum and dust every couple weeks; otherwise my grandmother was alone in the big house.

			By the time I was born, the years of traveling with her glamorous aunt and uncle were long behind her. She was no longer a young woman riding beside handsome young men in speedboats on Salmon Lake, but a gray-haired grandmother, teased for her love of ice cream and pecan pie.

			She dressed simply, usually in plain slacks with a flowered shirt, and she kept her hair in a short bob parted on one side, held in place with a bobby pin. When we took the 22 Fillmore bus down to the Marina to go shopping at the Safeway, she always wore a hat—usually a simple blue canvas one—and always gloves.

			She had rules and systems only she understood. She burned her toast, then scraped the charred bits into the sink. She warmed her orange juice in the microwave. Every week or so she poured a bucket of water into the toilet bowl, though, as my father pointed out, she could achieve the same effect by flushing.

			There were rules about how we always had to hang the bath mat up to dry after taking a shower and were never to go in the kitchen in our bare feet. But she didn’t care if my siblings and I watched TV, and so we did, as much as we could, since we didn’t have a television set in our home in Chico. Even when she went to bed, my grandmother would say it was fine if we stayed up and kept watching.

			The freezer was stocked with pints of ice cream. In the kitchen, in one cupboard was a jar of jelly beans, the fat kind. In the dining room cupboard, there was always a carton of Whoppers and a box of See’s molasses chips or peanut brittle, and sometimes Sunkist Fruit Gems. She must have known I stalked her candy stashes, because they often moved.

			I loved Vallejo Street for its warrens and pockets and passageways. Under the main stairway was a closet where the ceiling sloped down to the floor. That was where the umbrellas were kept, along with the vacuum, an old canister model with a fabric hose.

			I loved the back staircase, which wasn’t actually in the back of the house but in the middle, walled off from the rest of the rooms, so it seemed like the back. You could sneak away and yet still be inside.

			There were two closets off the master bedroom. One had been my grandfather’s. It was large enough to walk inside and spin around, arms out, and it had a window. I remember once finding a bag of mints, the chalky kind with green centers. He was still alive at the time, so I couldn’t have been more than five.

			The other closet in the bedroom was my grandmother’s and it was actually a hallway to the bathroom. There was a vanity with a mirror and a dresser. You could’ve played a tight game of hopscotch in there. There was a window and a door to another closet with my grandmother’s clothes. The shelves were lined with hatboxes. I don’t remember her wearing any of those hats preserved in tissue. They were from a time long before she had grandchildren skulking through her home looking for candy.

			I knew the house’s corners and byways. I knew the drawer with the stubby pencils, the wallet calendars free from the bank, and the stockpile of batteries for when the ones in the remote control went dead. I knew the one pane of chicken-wire glass on the back staircase. I knew the mucilage bottles, the clumps of rosaries, the rubber bands gone dry and brittle in a box that had once held checkbooks.

			I knew when the heat came on, deep in the heart of the house. As a child, I’d crouch down on the orange-carpeted floor of the dinette, a small room with cantaloupes on the wallpaper. I’d wait next to the large square vent at the base of the wall, listening for the click, when the warm air would come rushing out, the house finally breathing.

			I’d like to think I knew where everything was in the house, but it was too big. There were too many rooms, too many closets, too many boxes, too many drawers. That was part of its magic, always promising a new hiding place, a new secret.

			When I was fourteen, I moved into the home on Vallejo Street so I could attend the Convent of the Sacred Heart, on Broadway, a couple blocks away. It hadn’t always been a school. It had been built by James Leary Flood, son of one of the “Bonanza Kings” from the Comstock Lode. After the earthquake in 1906 destroyed Flood’s home on Nob Hill, he promised his wife, Maud, that he’d build her an unbreakable “house of marble on a hill of granite.” When he died in 1926, she gave the mansion to the Religious of the Sacred Heart.

			My English classes were in the front parlor. Euro Civ was in Maud’s bedroom, US History was in James’s, and there was a secret panel between the two. Traditions like the Christmas Noëls or the Senior Tea continued as they had when my mother had been a student there. She may have wanted me to grow up in her past, but I got a different education.

			This was the late 1980s in San Francisco. In the silver heir’s mansion, a man came to talk to us about AIDS. His name was Christian Haren. He’d been an actor and a model, the Marlboro Man in the early 1960s. Now he was an activist, and in the room that had been the Floods’ grand ballroom, now our chapel, he talked about sex and desire and the pain of shame with an openness I’d never experienced and wouldn’t again until I was out of college. He was handsome, irreverent, and kind, and he talked about fear and death and told us to take care of one another.

			When I lived with my grandmother during high school, it was just the two of us in that big house. My grandfather had died ten years before. My parents stayed in Chico with my younger sister; my brothers were both in college. In all the time my grandmother and I spent together, I never heard her mention Harrison Post.

			I left California for college on the East Coast, and after I graduated I kept thinking I’d return. First, though, I followed a woman to New York.

			After I told my parents I was gay, they stopped calling me at home. When I think about estrangement, I think of a river cutting into the soil, a little bit more each year. I think of something slow and gradual, of nearly imperceptible corrosive elements, like those grade-school science experiments of soaking teeth in Diet Coke.

			My mother did call me at my job and she did send mail. The envelopes that arrived with her slanted cursive were often filled with photos from family gatherings, which may have been meant with kindness, but to me they seemed to say, “Look at what you are not a part of.” Sometimes, though, the photos didn’t have anyone in them—just the dining table set with silver, china, the enamel salt cellar, and candlesticks that had belonged to a great-aunt, maybe Aunt Alice. And sometimes she sent photocopies from the newspaper: a wedding notice of someone I’d known in grammar school. It gave me a hollow feeling, thinking of her at the local copy store, at the machine with her dimes and nickels, pressing the newspaper to the glass, waiting for the green band of light to flare and fade, wanting to reach me, and yet the contact left a bruise.

			It’s a strange thing to feel yourself disappearing from the place you come from. Did I long for a phantom limb, or did I become a phantom limb? Weeks of not calling, then months. Me not calling. Them not calling. One way to fight is to relinquish, to simply not advance. You retreat and you wait for them to come to you, but then they don’t, so there you are, there you stay.

			It all receded—the back staircase on Vallejo Street, the attic window where I could glimpse the bay, the click and rush in the vents when the heat came on. I didn’t know if it was being taken from me or if I was letting it go.

			My grandmother was ninety-seven when she died. I have no memory of the last time I saw her. Likely she was in her bed, the one I’d crawled into as a child so we could warm each other’s feet.

			My memories of the funeral are sparse. The service was at St. Dominic’s on the corner of Bush and Steiner in the small side chapel. At the grave site in Colma, there were two or three blue canvas chairs, but no one wanted to sit in them and they were taken away. And then, back at the house, the flurry of dishes and drinks and hors d’oeuvres, and that “after” feeling—a sense of depletion I’ve only ever felt at funerals.

			What has stayed with me all these years, more than the funeral or the reception, is a stretch of time when the commotion was over, or perhaps it hadn’t yet begun, and I was rummaging through drawers, searching not for candy but for something that would bring my grandmother back to me. I would’ve been happy to find an ancient mucilage bottle or a collection of string, but they were gone.

			In a chest of drawers in the living room I found a rolled-up panoramic photo of her class from Marlborough. Her hair, as always, is parted on one side, dark brown and dramatic in its wavy fullness. She wears a dark dress. She’s taller than the girls on either side of her and looks as if she has just finished smiling or is about to start. I can see both my mother and me in the tall, watchful girl.

			Upstairs, I continued my search. I looked in her bedroom, where I’d watched Johnny Carson tear open envelopes and Benny Hill ogle and chase. It’s where I’d stared, hungry for something I couldn’t name, as David Bowie told his China Girl she shouldn’t mess with him. His face was sharp—lips like blades, mouth a slit, eyes bits of glass. He pumped his hips, sang into the skinny microphone. I’ll give you television, David Bowie told me. I’ll give you eyes of blue.

			I opened a drawer, and I saw him.

			I picked up the framed photo. I didn’t know there’d ever been anyone named Harrison Post. He wasn’t sneering, but he wasn’t smiling either. He wore a dark jacket, white collared shirt, open at the throat. His handwriting, with swoops and flourishes, came from another time. The P in Post billowed like a flag. His hair was dark and glossy, his gaze defiant, like he might challenge you to a duel—or to bed. I wanted him as soon as I saw him.

			My mother knew nothing about him. I searched for his name on the internet and found only post offices in the many towns named Harrison.

			In 1922, the date of the photo’s inscription, my grandmother would’ve been sixteen, perhaps still at Marlborough. This was a year after Paramount Pictures released The Sheik with Rudolph Valentino, and Harrison Post bore a distinct likeness to the “Latin Lover.” I figured he was a second- or third-tier silent film actor, and that Alice McManus, then a starstruck teenager, had sent away to a celebrity magazine like Photoplay for his autographed headshot. I liked thinking of my grandmother, whom I’d only known as an elderly woman with idiosyncratic routines, as a young fan, and I took the photo back to Brooklyn.

			

			—

			Six years passed before I got my hands on the book that Uncle Rich mentioned. The Clarks: An American Phenomenon, written by William Daniel Mangam, was first published in 1939 by Silver Bow Press. The Clark family may have tried to destroy all the copies of the notorious book, but they didn’t succeed.

			I’d been slow to seek it out. I had other quests. I was writing a novel. I was teaching. A relationship had ended. Another had started. And I was an ambivalent detective, apprehensive about opening other drawers. By then the estrangement with my family had softened into a new and fragile peace, one I didn’t want to test.

			And yet I was curious about Uncle Will. If there really were male lovers, if these rumors were true, I would have a new kind of kinship. Every so often, during my office-job boredom I’d search for Mangam’s book on the internet. I found it on rare-book websites, priced in the hundreds of dollars, more than I was willing to spend. Eventually it occurred to me that I could simply look in a library, and so I did.

			Within weeks of requesting a copy of The Clarks through New York University’s interlibrary loan system, I was checking it out from the Bobst Library on Washington Square. On the train back to Brooklyn, I skipped past the frontispiece photo of an unsmiling white-haired William Andrews Clark Sr. and thumbed through the stiff pages, looking for mentions of my grandmother.

			There’s one, but it doesn’t use her name. The passage is about the division of William Andrews Clark Jr.’s estate after his death on June 14, 1934:

			
				With the exception of two nieces and one nephew by marriage (relatives of the second Mrs. Clark)—each of whom was left ten thousand dollars—all the other individuals who received cash bequests under the will were servants.

			

			This was the money that became the down payment for the house on Vallejo Street, but what I read next made me forget about that:

			
				The three individuals taking the most under the last will and testament of W. A. Clark, Jr., are George John Pale [sic], Raymond Lemire and Harrison Post, all perverted disciples of Clark.

			

			How many silent revelations have unfolded in a New York City subway car jammed with strangers? What did I take in first? That Harrison Post had been Uncle Will’s lover? That an expression like “perverted disciples” existed? That each time I’d gone looking for my grandmother I found Harrison Post instead?

			For the past six years I’d passed his portrait in my hallway without knowing anything beyond his name and his face, and suddenly here he was in the scandalous book, as if he’d been waiting.

			The author had more to say about the man in the photo on my wall:

			
				Harrison Post, born in Brooklyn, of Russian parents, met W. A. Clark, Jr., in a San Francisco store where Post was employed. Small, dark, and with Semitic cast, Post, then in his middle teens, was of the type known as “twilight men.”

			

			This was a new term to me.

			In 1931, André Tellier published a novel called Twilight Men, billed as the story of a young man and “his first awareness of his own sexual longings,” as well as “his own, queer world of jealousies and courtship, gaiety and sadness.” The Encyclopedia of Homosexuality includes an entry for the expression but casts doubt on whether it was actually used much, while noting that “images of shadows and of darkness were common in the fiction of the period—and, given the obligatory tragic ending, all too appropriate.”

			I also learned, thanks to William D. Mangam, that, through Will Clark, Harrison entered an enchanted world of privilege and luxury—mansions, horses, jewelry, a Rolls-Royce, a private loge at the Los Angeles Philharmonic.

			My grandmother had saved the portrait of her uncle’s lover for eighty years. She was gone and I couldn’t ask her what she understood about who he was, or even what had happened to him. All I knew is that she’d kept his photo in a drawer, that it had been necessary to save Harrison Post and also to hide him, and that I, knowing nothing, had the impulse to bring him into my home and put him on display.

			By the time I was checking out Mangam’s book from the library, the Clarks had mostly faded into the shadows of American history. I knew, though, that one member of the family was still alive.

			Huguette Clark was a year younger than my grandmother. As girls they’d played together at Salmon Lake. Over the years they’d exchanged Christmas cards. Huguette had sent a condolence note after my grandfather died, and then, it seems, the two women who’d been children together once upon a time in the Clark empire let the thread between them drop.

			Occasional news stories about the reclusive heiress and her various properties had surfaced in the recent years. I’d saved these and at times thought about writing to my grandmother’s one-time playmate, imagining that she might connect me to my grandmother and that I might be a conduit to her own childhood, but I never did. The Clarks weren’t my blood relatives. It felt presumptuous, even intrusive or predatory, circling a wealthy elderly woman. I never found out what I might’ve learned if I had written. Huguette died on May 24, 2011.

			As it happened, a few weeks after her death, I found a new path into the world of the Clarks. That summer I made my way back to California. It was just for a few months. My girlfriend and I were house-sitting for friends who lived in Los Angeles and looking after their dog—a sweet, aging golden retriever named Alice.

			Soon after we got to LA, I looked up William Andrews Clark Jr. on Facebook. His photo, one I hadn’t seen before, showed him standing, arms crossed, glancing over one shoulder, dapper in a handsome suit and brimmed hat. I sent a request for his friendship, he accepted, and so we became friends, and soon he—or the person managing the account—invited me to the opening reception at the Clark Library in West Adams for the exhibition Oscar Wilde and the Visual Art(ist)s of the Fin-de-Siecle.

			A century had passed since the railroad and real estate tycoon Henry Huntington first developed the exclusive enclave of Victorian mansions where Will Clark had made his home. Back then, he’d had neighbors like Edward Doheny, Ramon Novarro, and director Busby Berkeley. In the following years, as the wealthy white residents moved to newer luxury developments like Hancock Park and Beverly Hills, Hattie McDaniel, Joe Louis, Ray Charles, and other prominent African Americans moved in. The luster faded, though, in the 1950s when the Santa Monica Freeway was built, slashing through the thriving Black neighborhood. Neglect followed in the 1960s and ’70s, though much of West Adams remained a middle-class neighborhood, visited by waves of gentrification.

			Through all those decades, the high brick wall encircling the library and its grounds on the north side of West Adams Boulevard had endured. The gates were open that day. We turned onto Cimarron Street and pulled into the parking lot, which I learned was where Will Clark’s imposing mansion had once stood. He’d also built an observatory on the property, but that was long gone as well.

			The library was still there—a redbrick jewel box with white frosted edges. The lawn stretched out before it like a bright green lap pool. After the bleached-out LA streets, it was luxurious to be in a world so abundantly verdant, as if we’d happened upon a secret door to an open pasture—highly manicured, but still a lush idyll in a parched town. It’s a curious trick about the Clark Library that the space feels so open, so expansive, and yet also contained and private.

			We followed the brick walkway around the long sunken lawn to the ornate building. The doors were open and we walked inside. Sunlight glared off the marble. A handful of people drifted by, gazing down at the letters and papers in the hallway vitrines. I looked for someone with a sign-in sheet, ready to give my name and get checked in before we were mistaken for interlopers, but no one was policing the crowd.

			The ceiling was covered in a trompe l’oeil painting with naked muscular men in torquing poses, as well as symbols of Will’s artistic and scientific interests, such as a horn and a violin, pen and paper, and an armillary sphere. At the end of the hallway stood a bronze bust of the bearded Clark Sr. Will had named the building after his father, who’d died in 1925.

			I felt timid and illegitimate, an impostor among scholars, more kin to Harrison, the movie star manqué of dubious heritage, than the scion of an American copper fortune.

			I got a plate of food and a glass of wine. I glanced down at a sketch of Max Beerbohm’s famous portrait of Oscar Wilde—elephantine, small eyes, plump lips, gaping mouth, the man made into a grotesque.

			A dark-haired woman in a green-and-white sundress was giving the history of the building to a small group of people. I hovered and then spotted another woman with a name tag and drifted her way.

			Often when I try to unspool this strange snarl of Harrison Post and the Clarks, I refer to “my grandmother’s uncle.” Sometimes I unleash a laborious sequence of connections, saying “my grandmother’s aunt was married to William Andrews Clark Jr.,” and then go from there. I never referred to him, though it would be accurate, as “my great-grand-uncle,” and instead I’d interpose my grandmother between the two of us, because to collapse the distance between Will Clark and me seemed an overreach. The connection is too circuitous, too tangential. It’s not blood. I could never make any claim to his legacy or imagine myself part of his rarefied world. And yet there I was eating cheese with my girlfriend on his lawn.

			I introduced myself to the woman with the name tag and said that I was related to Clark’s wife Alice. This, I thought, would be of interest and would assert my right to mingle among the academics and archivists. I wanted to ask about Harrison, but even now in the twenty-first century, I wondered if it would be unseemly in such a decorous setting to inquire about Clark’s “perverted disciple.” It was not.

			“You should talk to Becky,” the woman said after I finished my spiel, gesturing to the woman in the green dress.

			Becky was Rebecca Fenning Marschall, a librarian with a friendly, wide smile and immediate warmth. Again, I unraveled my connection to William Andrews Clark Jr., and she listened attentively. As I talked about Uncle Will and Aunt Alice, my anxiety evaporated, and I plunged ahead: “Do you know anything about someone named Harrison Post?”

			Becky’s eyes glittered. She pointed across the lawn where, through the open gateway, we could glimpse a high white wall across the street.

			Mr. Clark, as she called him, built a home for Harrison there. She also said that some time ago a relative of Harrison’s had contacted the library, curious to know more about him, but there was little they could tell her. All of Will Clark’s personal letters had been destroyed after his death.

			“Harrison has a really strange story,” Becky said, and then she looked up at the naked men gazing down from the ceiling. “They’re all different bodies,” she said, “but they all have his face.”

			

			—

			It was always ‘whisper, whisper’ whenever Harrison’s name came up,” Sue Lombardi told me over the phone. Sue is the niece of Madeleine Post Starrett, Harrison’s foster sister. Becky had given me Sue’s email, and after trading messages, I’d called. This was the first time we spoke.

			“I think it was because of the gay thing,” she said.

			I was in an actual closet when Sue said this. I was back in New York working at an office job in Midtown where everyone sat at cubicles, and this thin-walled closet was the only sanctuary for a private conversation.

			My ambivalence about pursuing the mystery of Harrison Post had vanished. Until then, I’d been circling his story, picking up a thread, letting it go, drifting away, but after that summer in Los Angeles, I didn’t wait for him to come to me anymore. Now I was on his trail.

			Incredibly, Sue, a retired art history professor who lived in the Oakland hills, was telling me that she had a box with Harrison’s journals. Her voice was crackly with excitement. “If you’re ever out here, you should come by and take a look.”

			Weeks later, in Sue’s living room, I thumbed through Harrison Post’s address book. The first name I recognized was Greta Garbo, listed under the As with the movie star’s lover, Mercedes de Acosta, a poet and playwright perhaps better known for her flamboyance—black capes, tricorne hats, ferocious love affairs—than her writing.

			But this was only the beginning. After hours looking through the hard-backed journals, filled with Harrison’s dizzying scrawl, and his scrapbooks, filled with more movie stars, came yet another revelation. Sue and I discovered we weren’t the strangers we thought we were. In fact, Sue and her husband were good friends with one of my father’s oldest friends. She also knew an uncle of mine, and she’d once met my parents. The world was shrinking and expanding at the same time. A couple glasses of wine followed. When I finally got ready to leave, Sue pointed to the notebooks. “You can take them,” she said. “I know you.”

			I packed up Harrison’s small address book and his journals and got on BART back to San Francisco. I’d booked a surprisingly cheap room at the Huntington Hotel on Nob Hill. The house on Vallejo Street, a couple miles away, had been sold several years before, and yet here I was still slipping through secret passageways, its mysteries continuing on even as it was now gone from the family.

			That evening, I went down to the hotel restaurant—the Big 4, named for the tycoons who’d founded the Central Pacific Railroad—and I sat alone at my little table with its flickering battery-operated candle, dazed and happy, in the wood-paneled saloon, oblivious to the fact that I was right then retracing Harrison’s steps.

			Weeks later I would read his diary entry from May 4, 1946:

			
				Reading and reading—wrote letters—at 9:30 p.m. Jordan Phelps came for me—we went to the Zebra Room—Eugene Fritz, owner of the Huntington and many other places—The uniformed door man—greeted us—we were invited but crowds were not invited—Fritz said that he didn’t want to have all those “fairies” around his houses—that the police are on to them—which is the truth—after all the Huntington is one of the smartest places of the world—and it was amusing to find—just a handful of people—I enjoyed it ever so much better—good looking women and men. I was very drunk—Jordan and Wally drove me home.

			

			Back in New York, I started transcribing his journals. The labor of deciphering Harrison’s tiny, spidery writing was tedious and sublime. I wouldn’t permit myself to read beyond what I transcribed. I wanted to keep pace with his days. It was exhilarating and vertiginous to step into another person’s life, but it was also excruciating. By then I’d clicked through records on Ancestry.com and I’d seen the news clippings. I knew what Harrison could not—how and when he would die.

			

			—

			
			Becky was right. Harrison Post’s story was stranger than I could’ve imagined when I opened that drawer in my grandmother’s room and first saw his face. In the albums that Sue gave me, I’d found a much different photo. This one wasn’t taken in a studio with soft lighting but by a photographer covering a sensational story about a man who’d been swindled out of his fortune and taken captive in Nazi-occupied Europe. This shot was taken in 1946, the same year Harrison was getting drunk at the Huntington Hotel. In it, he’s still meticulously styled, his gaze still arresting, but he’s a markedly different person from the brooding young man with “Vaselino” hair.
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							Harrison Post, 1946.

						
					
				

			

			More than two decades have passed between the two images. The silver-screen gaze is gone, and the camera, or the person behind the camera, is no longer the focus of his stare. Harrison’s face is gaunt, eyes sunken, cheekbones sharp. He seems almost waxen—an effect of age, illness, or something else that isn’t easily defined. He’s seated, twisting to one side, jacket wrinkling at the shoulders. It’s possible to read many things in his expression: expectation, distress, defiance. In one hand he holds a ring, and in the other a pocket watch and a cigarette lighter. These, the caption explains, were what remained of the vast wealth he’d inherited from Will Clark.

			The article beneath that picture recounted a tangled, bewildering conspiracy about a man who’d been swept into one of the greatest fortunes in America only to be cast to the margins, a man taken captive in bizarre and gothic circumstances by his own family only to be released into darker, larger, historical forces. An invented Hollywood millionaire, he swanned among movie stars and glided through the glamorous, reckless, dizzying 1920s, his life bracketed by the fading Gilded Age and the barbaric rise of twentieth-century fascism.

			What had begun as a story of coincidence and charmed encounters had taken a sharp turn into something that was at times bizarrely disjointed and deeply sinister. I’d been adrift from my family, looking to hold on to my grandmother, when I first saw Harrison Post’s face. Now I was back in the family and deeper in a past than the one I’d imagined, lost in corners and passages none of us had known.

			I won’t pretend I didn’t have an agenda when I started to track Harrison Post’s life with Will Clark. I wanted to recuperate a lost gay history as a way to assert my own queer lineage, salve my sense of injury by illuminating a love story that had been wrongfully erased. It would mean vindication for Will and Harrison—and for me. If only it were that simple.

			I have said my ties to Will Clark are too circuitous to claim heritage. They are, but that’s also a hedge, because I’ve had a sense that there might be aspects of this legacy I didn’t want, other drawers I’d rather not open. I was right. This isn’t the story I set out to tell but the one I found: a tale of greed, corruption, myth, and sometimes grace.

			This is a story about America, which means it is a story about money and power. Taking metals and minerals out of the ground is one of the most poisonous ways there is to accumulate a fortune, and the Clark empire was, without question, a poisonous one—when it came to the earth, air, and water; when it came to democracy; and even when it came to those who benefited from its wealth, who lived far from the open roasting pits and smog-spewing smelters, cushioned in ease and glamour, like Harrison Post.
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							Charlie Chaplin and unidentified friends, 1922.

						
					
				

			

			One more photo. A candid from one of Harrison’s scrapbooks. In it, a group of people stand, arms linked, everyone squinting. At first glance, you see four figures. On the left is a matronly woman dressed in a coat and hat, her hand up to steady the brim. And then next to her is Charlie Chaplin. He’s in costume—tuxedoed, mustached—but posing as the actor, not a character. Next to him stand two men—one with a smooth owlish face, the other balding with a full white mustache. Then, with a closer look, you realize there’s a fifth person—or presence.

			The four people are squinting at the camera because the photographer is standing with his back to the sun, and you can see his shadow—head, torso, elbows out—dark against the ground. I have no way of knowing that that shadow belongs to Harrison Post, but given the strange ways he’s come to haunt history, I choose to believe that it does.

		

	
		
			A NOTE ABOUT A SOURCE

			In the introduction to William Daniel Mangam’s The Clarks: An American Phenomenon, Edward Ross, a sociology professor from the University of Wisconsin, calls the book a “priceless social document,” insisting that it was “not just another piece of muck-raking, for it manifests no eagerness to tear aside a shimmering veil or pillory a character much in the public eye.” According to Ross, the book is instead “a new kind of biography,” one that tells the story of “how the senior Clark by the free use of money thoroughly corrupted and debased the public life of the virile young commonwealth.” The professor ventures more: “In his portrayal of personality the author gives no sign of being swayed by any kind of feeling for the subject—either love or loathing; the only emotion apparent is loyalty to the truth.”

			This last statement, if one has read the work in question, is an astonishing thing to believe. The Clarks seethes with emotion—resentment, indignation, rage. It may have seemed a new kind of biography, but it was not without feeling for its subjects, and its author could hardly be considered an objective party.

			William D. Mangam and William Andrews Clark Jr. first met in 1898 at the University of Virginia, where they were both students, and they soon became good friends who knew each other by their nicknames—“Buck” and “Junior.” After college, Buck moved to Butte, Montana, where for the next thirty years he was employed by the Clarks, chiefly as an accountant and secretary for Will’s various business interests. Then, in 1939, he published The Clarks with the Silver Bow Press, a company whose only other publication was the second edition in 1941.

			Originally titled The Biography of Copper King W.A. Clark and His Tarnished Family, the book appears to have been Buck’s only work in the genre (or any other, for that matter), and it is a remarkable specimen, engorged with bile, grievance, and character assassination. The book is divided into chapters devoted to each family member and his or her moral turpitude. The vices were various—corruption, bribery, adultery, extortion, venality—but Buck reserved his greatest outrage for Will, and he questioned the motives behind his old friend’s much-lauded philanthropy. As Buck saw it, Will’s identity as a public benefactor was a sham, “a character behind which he could screen his private life,” which included “unnatural relations,” “aberrant practices,” and, somewhat more neutrally, a “mode of living.”

			Buck’s book presents a conundrum. The Clarks abounds with mistakes and misspellings—“Strubetzkov” instead of Troubetzkoy, for instance. Harrison Post was in his early twenties when he met Will, not his “middle teens,” though this may not be Buck’s error, since Harrison frequently adjusted his age. For all the prefatory assertions of objectivity, the book is clearly driven by the author’s urge to settle a score. Many of the claims seem suspect because they are so impassioned, so coated with emotion, and yet because Buck was one of Will’s closest advisers and he had the actual receipts for thirty years, many of his claims are also grained with truth.

			Until the recent interest in the life of Huguette Clark, the titillating and strident biography was a prominent text in the history of the family. Contemporary writers tend to approach it like a wadded tissue of unknown origin—if it has to be touched, make it fast and don’t look closely. Citations and footnotes may qualify its inclusion as source material, but it is still included.

			If a fact is presented to a reader covered in emotion, namely spite, is it still a fact? At some point, does subjective bile corrode objective material beyond recognition? If a fact is no longer reliable as a fact, meaning it’s not a fact at all but hearsay, speculation, or fantasy, can it still be used—a negative space into which we pour our own conjecture? Without substantiating evidence, it seems that very little of Buck Mangam’s book could stand up in a court of law, but this isn’t a trial, and according to Ambrose Bierce, the historian is “a broad-gauge gossip,” as was Buck Mangam—as am I.

			While many of Buck’s claims are clearly prejudiced, it would also be impossible to tell the story of Will Clark and Harrison Post as deeply without his angry book. Some of the details, like those regarding travel, for instance, can be substantiated by passenger lists and other archival sources, and I have corroborated what I can and made judgments based on my own knowledge of this history about what can be rightfully included.

			In his portrait of a family ruled by greed and dissipation, Buck produced a second image—that of a man scorned. A legacy of corruption trails the Clarks. They make easy targets for demonization, and Buck soared to the occasion, but for as much as he was willing to expose, he never answered the obvious questions. Why, if they were so vile, did Buck work for them for thirty years? And what accounted for his dramatic turnabout?

			An eighty-five-year-old defamation lawsuit archived in the basement of the Los Angeles County Hall of Records offers some clues. Because of course there’s another story behind the story that Buck Mangam sought to tell, and however much he might protest, the author was no neutral presence in his own book. Nor is he in this one. He is both a vexing source and a key player whose quest for revenge would change the lives of Will Clark and Harrison Post.

		

	
		
			HOUSE OF DREAMS

			
				I knew nothing but shadows, and I thought them real.

				—OSCAR WILDE, THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY

			

			That summer, Porto Marina Way was still a new road. Construction crews had cut switchbacks into the coastal slope a few years before, and now the motorway snaked around the Italianate mansions down the hillside to Harrison Post’s house at the edge of the ocean. From there, he could watch the waves crash against the shore.

			Three miles out, America stopped. That’s where the gambling boats dropped anchor. At night their lights glittered in the dark Pacific. It was 1929, and the shadow world existed in plain sight.

			The twisting streets and terraced developments of Castellammare, the latest luxury subdivision in Los Angeles’s Pacific Palisades, had been modeled after the Amalfi Coast, and the new residents—film directors, movie stars, a wool magnate—were required to build their houses in a suitably Mediterranean style. Harrison Post complied. He filled his seaside home with ornate tapestries and dark, heavy furniture and called it Villa dei Sogni—House of Dreams.

			A small, dark-haired man, he had elegant hands that were usually engaged with a cigarette. He owned a set of dominoes made of ivory and gold and when he played he always won—one tile clicking against another, mind and fingers in harmony until he slid the last ivory in place and smiled: “Domino.” Then on to the next cigarette.

			He was not a movie star or an industry tycoon, though he counted those people among his friends. He was fine-boned and he had dark, deep-set eyes. His gaze was watchful and appraising. He longed for his surroundings to be beautiful yet objected to charges of snobbery. “It is not so,” he once wrote when so accused, though he did concede, “I do dislike vulgarians.” It was a subtle distinction, and he was a man who cherished subtlety.

			True, the Rolls-Royce wasn’t subtle. It was one of five that had been manufactured that year. He’d had it specially painted with yellow pinstripes.

			The average person in America probably knew of Harrison’s good friend Bebe Daniels. All they had to do was pick up Photoplay or any other fan magazine to learn about the starlet’s arrest for speeding, her extravagant wedding to leading man Ben Lyon, or her day playing ping-pong with Charlie Chaplin. But the average person wouldn’t know Harrison Post.

			When his name did end up in the papers, he was usually identified as a “clubman” or an “art collector,” words that meant wealth. Some labels were more blunt: “Hollywood millionaire.” There were other words that people used for him, but those were whispered, or written in unsigned letters sealed inside envelopes with no return address.

			“I do evade many things,” he once wrote. He had good reason to evade and good reason not to say what it was that he evaded.

			On Sundays, Harrison took his Rolls-Royce to the polo field at the Riviera Country Club and watched the horses thunder across the green turf as their riders lunged low, mallets swinging. It was called the sport of kings, but here it belonged to LA’s version of royalty, movie stars like Spencer Tracy and Will Rogers. In the stands, Clark Gable peered through binoculars. Beyond the grass lay a spread of orchards, and, farther still, the high ridge of the Santa Monica Mountains sheltered them all.

			Harrison wasn’t merely a man who knew famous people. He was a man who famous people knew. They knew him to be a lavish host, opening his homes—he had another closer to the heart of LA in West Adams—for a production of Macbeth or a luncheon for riders from the club. That summer he welcomed Robert Ehrmann, the tennis ace from Cincinnati, to Porto Marina Way.

			The young man had come west with his parents a few months earlier to hone his game at the Miramar Beach Club. By June, Robert’s parents had left, while he, seduced by the company and the sunshine, remained. Tall with brown hair, the tennis player made friends easily on the club circuit. Champion May Sutton Bundy, who years before had shocked British spectators by baring her elbows and ankles on court, had invited Robert to join her at Wimbledon that season, but England’s grass courts had none of the allure of the Villa dei Sogni.

			Harrison lived there with his sister, the Countess Barbieri. A small woman, about five foot four, she had the same deep-set eyes as her brother, though hers were pale blue. She was passionate about her Brussels griffon, Sidlaw Trotsky, and happy for an audience. Together she and Harrison shared their history with Robert, who in turn shared it with a hometown reporter. The tale published in a Cincinnati paper was a sad one but thrilling too. It went like this:

			The two siblings had grown up in Montana. Their father, an early pioneer of the state, made his “vast fortune” in copper and silver. They were young when their mother died. Soon after, Mr. Post died too, and they became orphans—though, as it turned out, the fortunate kind.

			Their late father had been good friends with another Montana pioneer, Senator William Andrews Clark Sr., and while they didn’t say it in these words, everyone knew Clark was a man of phenomenal wealth, far beyond their father. Along with sprawling mines of copper, zinc, and silver, Clark owned streetcars, postal services, banks, forests, water rights, and newspapers. He’d spent $20 million to build a railroad from San Pedro, California, to Salt Lake City. People called it the Clark Road. A sleepy depot along the route would one day become Las Vegas. Clarkdale, Arizona. Clark County, Nevada. He made his fortune in the Gilded Age and left his mark well into the twentieth century.

			To the general public, the man who had accumulated and presided over this immense fortune was a peculiar figure—short, dandified, birdlike with small bright eyes, a bristly goatee, and a whorl of white hair that he sculpted into theatrical tufts. He was considered prickly and aloof; “there are icicles in his handshake,” wrote historian C. B. Glasscock.

			But that wasn’t how he’d appeared to the Post siblings. As they explained, the senator had adopted the two children and raised them as his own, sending his young wards abroad to be educated, where, the newspaper reporter observed, they were “brought into close contact with that polished mondanity [sic] which is the acme of the gifted ages handed down to succeeding generations from time immemorial.”

			The senator had been dead four years when Robert Ehrmann arrived at Villa dei Sogni, but the late tycoon’s legacy was there in the “handsome house filled with treasures acquired from many palaces in Italy.” Harrison had also amassed an impressive library, full of “rare books and countless first editions” that the columnist likened to a miniature Huntington Library, the sprawling property established by railroad magnate Henry Huntington. And yet the more astute observer of LA’s high society would have drawn a comparison to the holdings of a different nobleman: the Clark Library.

			Harrison’s book collection was small compared to the one that belonged to the senator’s son, William Andrews Clark Jr. Will—as Harrison called him—had a library of ten thousand rare books on his estate in West Adams, which he had deeded a few years earlier
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