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            Chapter 1

         
         
            Pasadena

            February 2011

         

         My father always said that beginnings and endings were clichés. They couldn’t help but be, with beginnings being bright and
            new and even the best of endings being painful in some way. He was right, of course.
         

         
         Still, a cliché can crush.

         
         Had I known what was going to happen, I wouldn’t have spent my last twenty minutes of ignorant bliss talking about fruit.
            I would have had a drink and reapplied my lipstick for a little Chanel courage, as my mother calls it. But I was oblivious,
            so I carried on about produce. “One of the themes clearly defined in this piece is hierarchy. Power and privilege. Though
            the fruits and vegetables may appear to be strewn chaotically upon the table, in bowls or baskets, even upon the ground, the
            artist has actually imposed a well-defined order. They are arranged based upon their value and rarity.”
         

         
         A sea of glazed eyes greeted my observation; the well-suited locals who composed my listening audience were probably more interested in the food and drink outside on the patio than the pictures of food and drink inside the Wallace Aston Museum. The museum, known as the WAM, was a jewel box of art treasures from the private collection of industrialist Wallace Aston and his actress wife, Ashley Simonds Aston, ranging from European masters to twentieth-century abstracts to Asian pieces spanning two thousand years. Unlike some larger museums that used traveling exhibits with mass appeal to draw in visitors, at the WAM, it was the permanent collection that was the star. It was breathtaking to walk the galleries knowing that you were looking at a private collection on the grandest scale. Manet, Cézanne, Picasso, Van Gogh, Goya, Rembrandt, Zurbarán, Rodin, Degas, Frankenthaler, Fragonard, Nevelson, Kandinsky, Noguchi, Ruscha, Brâncuși, Warhol—a greatest hits and then some. All displayed in a compact, well-composed space recently updated and turbocharged
            with fresh windows and new gardens. I loved it there—a clean, brilliant little burst of genius tucked in between the freeways.
         

         
         My job was to develop lectures and other public education projects, write articles for the website and monthly magazine, and
            sometimes accompany the art to another museum as a courier. My work at the museum wasn’t critical to the day-to-day running
            of the place. I had the words “Special Projects” on my business cards, because that sounded slightly less vague than “Employee-at-Large”
            or “Volunteered to Do a Few Things and Never Left.” When I was hired nearly ten years prior, the museum was banking on my
            future contributions, and I was searching for an immediate distraction. It was a mutually beneficial relationship.
         

         
         Tonight, I’d been assigned a VIP tour from the local hospital, a mix of doctors and administrators looking for some creative
            inspiration served with wine and cheese. Their fee would go into the children’s education coffers. Usually I could command
            my audience’s attention, but I appeared to be off my game. My feet hurt and even I had to cringe when I used words like “strewn”
            in a sentence, but I was nearing the end. Big finish. “You’ll note the root vegetables relegated to the ground, while the
            prized peas and asparagus are elevated in status by their presence in baskets in the foreground of the painting. Questions?”
         

         
         A hand went up, a childish gesture from a grown man wearing a checkered bow tie and a smirk. I knew exactly what he’d ask.
            He didn’t disappoint. “How much is something like this worth?”
         

         
         I answered like I always did, “A painting like Frans Snyders’s Still Life with Fruits and Vegetables is a masterpiece of the Flemish baroque period. There simply is no price.”
         

         
         “But if there was a price?” Bow Tie Boy wouldn’t give up. I bet he honed that overconfidence as president of his frat. And
            was that a slight Southern accent? Unusual here in Pasadena. The group twittered with laughter. I noticed my boss, the charming
            Caterina de Montefiore, standing off to the side but displaying her omniscience. Caterina was the director of communications,
            and she had tipped me off that there was a New York Times travel writer hiding among my corporate private tour. Half-Italian, half-Brazilian, and very competitive, Caterina was locked
            in a PR death match with other Los Angeles–area museums. She wanted the WAM to be the only one mentioned in this roundup of
            hot places to spend a Friday night in Southern California. She nodded and gave me the look that said in no uncertain terms,
            “Sex it up, Joanie.”
         

         
         I pointed to the painting, a riot of overripe fruit and luscious vegetables bursting with color and texture. “Let me ask you
            the price of a bowl of perfect cherries, deep red and glistening, begging to eaten. Now imagine their worth in the middle
            of a cold, dark Flemish winter after months of deprivation.” Oh, I had Bow Tie Boy’s attention now. “And what about this gorgeous
            plate of pears. Have you ever seen such lovely fleshy orbs, perfect in size and shape, bursting with sweetness? Finally, look
            at the longing in the woman’s eyes. That’s the look of a woman who wants to touch and feel and taste all she sees. This is
            not a painting of a table full of fruit; it’s a masterpiece of desire. What’s that worth?”
         

         
         Bow Tie Boy conceded, “Well, I guess you got me there. Hard to put a dollar figure on that.”

         
         Caterina strode over, her steps making an authoritative pounding in the marble front gallery. She was ready to take over the tour, the museum, or a small country in Central Europe, wherever she was needed most. Caterina was always in charge. 

         
         I bowed like an idiot because that’s how tired I was. “Thank you for your time and attention. The Blakely in the garden is
            best viewed right about sunset. Don’t miss that. I’ll hand you off to Caterina de Montefiore, who’ll be happy to answer any
            questions about the museum or our programs.” Caterina commanded the group into the Degas gallery with the wave of her hand.
         

         
         Get me out of these shoes and get me home, I thought as I turned on my heels and headed toward my office. I felt a hand on my arm. Bow Tie Boy was offering his card,
            and up close, he was definitely more of a Bow Tie Man. “Mason Andrews. Thank you for the tour. I’m a doctor and I don’t know
            much about art, but I’d really like a bowl of cherries right now.”
         

         
         That made me laugh. It had been a while since any man had made that happen. “That’s what art can do. Make you want . . . experiences.
            I’m Joan Blakely. And, as you probably figured out, I’m an educator here at the WAM.” It was the easiest way to describe my
            multifaceted job, especially to an emergency room doctor, as his card indicated.
         

         
         I shook Mason’s hand, a firm grip coupled with plenty of eye contact. Is now the moment when I tell him I’m married, or do
            I play this out a little longer because, despite the desperate bow tie, he’s very attractive and, frankly, it’s been a while
            since I’ve had a bowl of cherries?
         

         
         “Blakely, as in ‘. . . the Blakely in the garden’ Blakely?”

         
         I nodded. “Yes, Henry Blakely was my father.”

         
         There was a flicker of recognition, then remembrance. “I went to the retrospective at LACMA a few years ago. Okay, I’ll confess, an old girlfriend dragged me there, but I was blown away. The use of light and perspective. The colors. The space. It was amazing. Your father was amazing. You must get tired of hearing that.” 

         
         “Never. It’s a great gift to me. Really.”

         
         “He did that big thing in Central Park, right?”

         
         “Yes. It was called Castle Burning. In 1993.”
         

         
         “My cool friend in high school had a poster from that exhibit,” he said, like it was all coming back to him in that moment,
            and then, “I’m so sorry about what happened to him.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” I said, meaning it, then changed my tone. “I guess you do know a little about art.”

         
         “I was about to make a lame joke about a ‘private tour,’ but that would really sound pathetic now. So, I’ll go for it. Is
            there any chance, Joan Blakely, that I could see you again?” Sincerity, another quality my life had been lacking lately.
         

         
         For one second, I wanted to say yes. This doctor in his blue suit looked uncomplicated and easily satisfied, not like Casey,
            who felt a million miles away these days, even when he was in the living room.
         

         
         “Joan?”

         
         No, now was not the time. “I’m married.”

         
         “Oh. I didn’t see a ring. My apologies.”

         
         “No!” I practically shouted. “Don’t apologize. I’m flattered. My ring is undergoing a few small repairs. But thank you . . .
            for asking.” I assured him I’d keep his card, in case I had a medical emergency.
         

         
         “I can’t do anything about the wait time, but I do some nice stitches,” Mason Andrews laughed. “Maybe I will see you around.”
            He gave a slow nod and turned to rejoin his group, who had finally made it out to the garden and the patio for the wine, cheese,
            and sunset portion of the tour. I watched him walk off. Men should go back to wearing suits.

         
         On cue, Casey came through the glass front doors of the museum in his photographer’s uniform of blue jeans, black T-shirt, and a leather jacket. Needless to say, Casey didn’t own a bow tie. He was on his way out of town to shoot a hotel in Kyoto for Travel + Leisure. What was he doing here? He rarely stopped by the museum these days.
         

         
         Casey found me right away and barely said hello before launching into his common refrain lately: “I’m on my way to LAX . . .”
            And then to my surprise he added, “And I wanted to talk to you about something.”
         

         
         “Now? Here?” Casey usually preferred conversations over a beer on our back patio. But it had been a while since we’d even
            had one of those.
         

         
         “Yeah, Joan. It’s time.”

         
          

         “I can’t do this anymore.”

         
         We stood in my tiny organized office, me leaning against the desk, arms folded across my chest, and Casey staring at the poster
            from an exhibit on the abstract painting from the sixties featuring Thomas Downing’s Red, one of my favorite pieces in the museum, a grid of thirty-six hand-drawn but crisply rendered circles in red tones, from
            pink to burgundy, painted on a raw canvas. A study in color and form that was nearly perfect in my eyes. Casey stared at the
            poster as if his life depended on it, while I focused in on his statement. I can’t do what anymore?

         
         Casey Harper was not a guy who embraced confrontation; it was so much easier to get on a plane or hide behind a lens than
            to risk mixing it up emotionally. Plus, he’d developed a Teflon-likability that played well with clients, so easygoing and
            accommodating that you never noticed he always won. Over the years, what I had once considered as an asset, his laid-back
            style, had begun to annoy me. Tonight’s vagueness was particularly tedious, as he was headed out of town for ten days. I felt
            enough confrontation for the two of us. “What are you talking about?”
         

         
         Casey shifted on his feet. For the first time in our marriage, Casey looked scared. “What I mean is, I can’t live like this anymore.” 

         
         Now I felt the air sucking from my chest. “Like what?”

         
         Without a word, he took out his phone, tapped it a few times, and held up the photo on the screen for me to see. It was two
            little boys. Adorable twins in matching striped shirts that looked to be in kindergarten, both smiling at the camera while
            sitting on their red bikes with training wheels. They looked exactly like Casey but with richer skin tone and wild curls.
            There could only be one explanation.
         

         
         “These are my sons. Oliver and Will. They turn five in two weeks. They live in Eagle Rock, and no, I’m not with their mother
            anymore. But I was, for about six months.” Casey had obviously rehearsed his confession, because there was no stopping him.
            “And now I see the boys when I can, when it doesn’t interfere with our lives. But it’s time for me to be a real father to
            them. I’m sorry I lied to you. I have no excuse; I can’t lie anymore.”
         

         
         I couldn’t breathe. Last summer, after a couple too many drinks on the Fourth of July, I’d floated the idea of having kids
            like it was foreplay. Casey rejected me on all fronts, both for the sex and the baby making, gently suggesting I try water,
            aspirin, and sleeping in the guest room. The next morning, I was embarrassed (and hungover) but not disappointed. I thought
            that’s what we were supposed to do at this point in our marriage, but Casey’s muted reaction made me realize that neither
            one of us was invested in becoming a parent. We never mentioned it again. Our marriage didn’t look like it was pointing in
            that direction—at least that’s what I surmised. But now, with Casey standing in front of me with his cell phone twins, I realized
            my ambivalence was a red flag. And his ambivalence was a white flag. He’d already surrendered to parenthood, and our marriage
            had been imploding long before this conversation.
         

         
         I struggled to maintain an even tone. “How could you not tell me that you have children with another woman? Two children, in fact!” As if having one child out of wedlock was understandable but two crossed a line. 

         
         He hadn’t rehearsed this part of the conversation. “I thought the reality would go away somehow. That I wouldn’t get attached
            to them. But that was impossible.”
         

         
         For the past year, he’d been in demand, a new stage of his career, like he’d finally made it to the top of the heap in the
            competitive field of architecture photography. Alaska, Rome, Bangkok, Buenos Aires, and everywhere in between. He shot hotels,
            houses, offices, churches, all kinds of structures for editorial features, advertising, marketing. It was more glamorous than
            lucrative, but it was what he’d been trying to break into for years. Now he was rarely home. He’d even bought an extra rolling
            bag to keep packed, so he could simply swap out luggage without doing laundry between shoots. Oh God, was he really even on location?

         
         “How deep is this? Did you even go to all those places to shoot? Or were you hiding out in Eagle Rock with the family?” I
            spit out.
         

         
         He didn’t answer. Instead, he actually hung his head. “I didn’t want to hurt you; you’ve already been through so much already
            with your father. . . .”
         

         
         “Do not equate this with my father.”

         
         “Fine. What I meant was that you’d been through a lot. In my heart, I knew the longer I let the situation go on, the worse
            it would get. But in my head, I couldn’t find the words to tell you. I can’t deny them anymore. They’re my sons.”
         

         
         “I’m your wife.” I saw it all unravel in my head, the decade we’d been together. The friends we had in town. “We’ve been married
            for almost ten years, and you’ve been lying to me for at least half that time.”
         

         
         “I know. I’m sorry.” Casey’s voice picked up in confidence, maybe even defiance. He was finally free of his double life, and
            he clearly felt liberated. The asshole. “I can’t lie anymore.”
         

         
         “Well, good for you. You’re Father of the Fucking Year.” I squeezed my eyes closed to get rid of the image of my Fourth of July declaration and his rejection. How pathetic I must have seemed. “Now what, Casey? Now what? Do we start celebrating holidays with your second family? What’s the name of my sister wife, anyway?” 

         
         “I know this is a lot . . .”

         
         “It’s not a lot, Casey, it’s everything. Everything.”

         
         “I don’t expect you to understand tonight.” He was shutting down and shutting me out.

         
         “Who knows? Do our friends know?”

         
         Casey shrugged, and my heart sank.

         
         I had to ask: “All of them? Amy and Dave?”

         
         He nodded. Yes, Amy and Dave knew. Amy and Dave of the weekend-morning bagel tradition and vacations in the desert. Amy and
            Dave who gave birth last year to my godson, Frederick. Our dear friends knew that my husband had twins, and they showed up
            every Sunday with extra cream cheese and said nothing. I would deal with that incision later. “What’s her name?”
         

         
         “Marissa is the mother.”

         
         “Your old assistant? The one who charged your cameras? Oh my God.” Beautiful Marissa Delgado with the dark curly hair, olive
            skin, and the best eyebrows in LA who traveled with Casey for several years, flying all over the world on assignments for
            shelter magazines. I recalled he complained about her not being able to schlep as much gear as the guys, but the extra feminist
            credit he earned by hiring a woman as his first assistant was worth it. Plus, she spoke several languages, including Portuguese
            and Spanish, and that was a bonus. I believed him when he said she was a little over-the-top but clients loved her. Turns
            out he must have loved her a little, too.
         

         
         About five years ago she quit as Casey’s assistant to focus on her own food photography. I’d spotted her credits in magazines and on websites. It never occurred to me that she could have quit for another reason other than bringing images of roasted grapes or blistered tomatoes to the Internet. Did I even know Marissa had kids? I don’t think so. She would show up at various work-related holiday gatherings over the years, barely making eye contact with me, saving all her energy for Casey or the other film and photo people in the room. That happened to me a lot with Casey’s artsy friends, being looked over as a “non-pro,” despite my museum job. I couldn’t hire them, so I wasn’t much use to them. Maybe the real reason she avoided me was because she was avoiding me. She had some nerve showing up at our house. But Casey had more nerve inviting her. “How great that she could find a sitter for your children when she came to the annual holiday open house. What the hell, Casey?” 

         
         “I’m sorry. Marissa and I are friends now, just co-parents, nothing more.”

         
         Co-parents? The nausea was gone, and I was starting to shake with rage, furious at his casual tone, as if we had some sort
            of open marriage agreement and this was a natural by-product of that arrangement. Casey continued, “If you want to do this
            together, then we can. The five of us can become a blended family. You, me, Will and Oliver, Marissa. She’s fine with that.
            She thinks the more grown-ups in a child’s life the better.”
         

         
         I didn’t believe him for a second. A man who wants to create a cohesive blended family doesn’t swing by his wife’s office
            on a Friday night to drop a bombshell and then head out of town for two weeks. He thought I was an idiot. Or worse, he thought
            that I was the same lost twenty-two-year-old that he’d married. “That sounds like great parenting advice from the woman who
            slept with her boss, bore his children, and then lied about it for five years. Yes, the two of you make quite a team. I hope
            you’re teaching Oliver and Will about your courage.” My volume was escalating. Could they hear me in the sculpture garden? “And now what do I do? Announce to everyone I know that, surprise, I’m stepmother to five-year-old twins fathered by my husband on the side. No big deal. Maybe we can get the New York Times to announce it for us in the Style section. You know how they do those follow-up stories called Ten Years Later? They’d love
            this. Me, you, your former assistant, the kids, Granny Suzi Clements. One big happy family.”
         

         
         Casey seemed honestly shocked at my hostility. He started to back away. “Joan, please. I’m flying to Tokyo tonight, then on
            to Kyoto. I’ll be back a week from Sunday. Think about it. We could let Will and Oliver into our lives in a meaningful way.”
            He was back to his Dr. Phil script that Dave and Amy had probably written for him. “But if that’s not what you want, if you
            can’t let the boys into your life, then we’ll need to end our marriage. I’m forty years old, and I need to be a man. Oliver
            and Will are my priority.”
         

         
         “Not me. Got it.”

         
         “You have no idea what’s it’s like to look into their eyes.”

         
         There was a large stone figure of Shiva from the eleventh century on a worktable next to my desk. I wanted to hurl it at his
            head. And so, that was it. We would end here, in the museum, where we started. What do you know? A cliché. “Please go.”
         

         
          

         In the cocoon of my office, with a glass of wine poured from the leftovers of last week’s donor reception, I felt the anger
            fade to numbness, which dissipated to relief. Yes, I was relieved that Casey Harper wouldn’t be the father of my children.
            He didn’t deserve to be. He was a shadow of the man my father had been, a poor imitation and maybe I’d known that for a while.
            Honestly, I had. His defense that his deception was an attempt to protect me confirmed his character.
         

         
         When my mother called me around six in the morning on September 11, 2001, and told me to turn on the TV, I had been sound asleep in my childhood bedroom in Pasadena. She was up in Ojai, at the weekend place, getting it ready for my father’s return from a summer in Maine. He’d been there for months, working on a commission for a wealthy Boston tech executive who wanted a Blakely on the property of his Camden house. I’d been my father’s research assistant on-site, having graduated from Smith that spring. 

         
         It was a fantastic summer, indulgent and invigorating. I was involved with my father’s work on a daily basis and was finally
            gaining some understanding of his process. I dove deep into his notebooks, the beginning of what he hoped would be a full
            catalog of his work given to a deserving museum, most likely the WAM, right here in his hometown. My mother seemed to finally
            let go of the idea that I would become a model and accepted that my path would be more traditional, like a curator or gallery
            owner. Maybe even a writer. And, best of all, I was a hostess at a local restaurant and had a fast and furious summer romance
            with a local chef who swept me off my feet with seafood crudo and blueberry pie. When Labor Day rolled around, the relationship
            ended with a friendly high five and a gift of plum jam from the kitchen. It was as perfect as a summer could be.
         

         
         As fall approached, we all headed back to Southern California on different schedules. I was off to various spots in Europe
            and Turkey to study the emerging Byzantine art market in Asia on a Watson Fellowship, a topic I’d cooked up to spend some
            serious time traveling, first in Istanbul and Hong Kong and then six months in Paris on somebody else’s nickel. It was exactly
            what I’d planned during my junior year abroad with my friend Polly. At nineteen, we thought ourselves clever and sophisticated,
            gabbing endlessly over wine, bread, and fromage and acting like we’d invented Paris. Somehow, we’d return after graduation,
            we vowed. We’d share an apartment in Saint-Germain, trendier than our student dorm rooms. I’d conquer the art world and she’d
            write for Vogue. We cultivated an invincibility over the year that continued to strengthen during my final year at college as my plans fell
            into place. The world was our oyster. For a minute anyway.
         

         
         My mother had moved on to the completion of my father’s important commission, the Wallace Aston Museum. In addition, she was putting together her first small show of local artists in Ojai, a new hot spot in the California art scene. My father was set to return that day, after spending the weekend on a spiritual retreat with old friends, an annual tradition on the anniversary of his sobriety. 

         
         He’d boarded American Airlines Flight 11 in Boston. On the phone that Tuesday morning, my mother’s voice registered pure terror,
            and when I saw the pictures of the North Tower, I understood why. “I think your father is on that plane,” she whispered.
         

         
         And he had been.

         
         I met Casey a year after my father died. He was photographing the posthumous unveiling of my father’s installation Light/Break #47 in the garden at the WAM. I was there as the family representative to flip the switch, so to speak. As with many ceremonies
            after my father’s death, I stood in while my mother stayed away. She had barely left Ojai since that day. I gave up my Watson
            Fellowship and Paris to become the de facto family mourner in an endless series of tributes and memorials.
         

         
         Casey, the cute photographer trying to make a name for himself, was funny and solicitous, one of the few people at the time
            who made me feel normal, not like a cross between a helpless victim and a national symbol of grief. The courtship was three
            months. I was twenty-two and he was thirty-one, but I’d aged a decade in a single day, so it felt like we were at the same
            place in life. We married at Pasadena City Hall like my parents. I thought it was a tribute to them. My mother was suspicious.
         

         
         After that, we settled into our lives as young marrieds. It was like I skipped the whole postcollegiate period of indecision
            and signed up for the full adult package: marriage, mortgage, couple friends with kids. Polly made it back to Paris, but the
            city slipped away for me. I wasn’t the same person who had made all those plans over chilled Beaujolais or won the Watson.
         

         
         When I was offered a job at the museum, I took it. It was a safe, easy career move that saved me from my grief. Casey focused on building his portfolio. I stepped right into my mother’s shoes, managing his career like she had managed my father’s. 

         
         No doubt, I was a lure for Casey’s clientele, the only daughter of icon Henry Blakely and model-muse-manager Suzi Clements.
            The young, tragic Joan Bright Blakely.
         

         
         The wine-soaked dinners we’d hosted for magazine editors at our house. The vacations in Santa Fe to drum up business. The
            constant socializing with his ad agency clients. Events where my parents’ names invariably came up. Your father did lighting for rock shows before his art career, right? Yes. That paid the bills for a lot of years. David Bowie, Elton John, Kiss, Aerosmith, the Stones. Is your mother still modeling for Ralph Lauren? They are old friends, but my mother doesn’t really get out much anymore. And she certainly doesn’t model. What was the name of your father’s studio, where everyone who was anyone hung out? The Motel because it had been an actual motel. Ever supportive, I answered their questions and told delightful anecdotes
            about my childhood memories of swimming in David Hockney’s pool.
         

         
         During our brief courtship, Casey had impressed me with his maturity, as if he truly understood his place in the world. Maybe it’s because, up until that point, my romantic life had been limited to relationships involving boys who enjoyed beer, boys who enjoyed other boys but hadn’t come to terms with that reality, like cute Paul, and the one chef in Maine. Casey seemed different, an artist with vision and a philosophy of life, well, at least a philosophy of his life, which is more than what most Amherst boys had. We’d sit on the porch of his run-down bungalow, drinking wine, not beer, and he’d explain that his work was temporal, limited, not art, but commerce. Photography was at its best when it captured a moment, but it failed at capturing a feeling. Leave that to the painters and sculptors and conceptual artists like my father. He’d take the paychecks and the precision of photography. His role was to translate an image, not an interpretation, and he was fine with that. I was undone by his self-awareness. I thought our life together would involve a million such discussions, a vibrant intellectual life as seductive as our sex life. 

         
         But it turns out, that was the only theory Casey had: one well-articulated position about photography. Other than that, he
            had nothing, like he never thought about the big picture at all. If I mentioned literature, he’d shrug it off, claiming that
            he “saw more clearly through a lens” than a book. Forget politics, economics, and religion. For a guy, he didn’t even have
            a strong stance on indie music or steroids in sports. Other than an interest in food and a good eye for design, he bowed out
            of taking a position on anything that might involve conflict in the future. Mr. Neutral.
         

         
         I guess that’s what my mother meant when she let it slip that Casey lacked passion.

         
         At parties, he’d trot out his one grand idea, expounding on image versus interpretation and the women would swoon, the men
            would nod, and the charade would go on. It got so that I had to leave the room when I heard him start his monologue. Is that
            why he slept with Marissa and, now I was pretty sure, countless others—because I was onto him?
         

         
         My presence in the marriage was all for the benefit of Casey Harper, photographer, like a party trick in the flesh. I brought
            the kind of cachet that his safe Saint Louis upbringing couldn’t match. And for almost the whole time, he’d had a second family—a
            warm, busy, happy family—tucked away less than five miles from our house.
         

         
         I thought Casey was brave and strong. Turns out he was chickenshit.

         
          

         “Miss Joan? Are you okay?”

         
         It was Javier, the head maintenance guy at the museum. He was pretty much the go-to guy for anything that was nonart related at the museum, from watering systems to excessive air-conditioning. We had a special bond because he loved my brownies and I constantly needed his help at my house, a midcentury architectural gem that was starting to show its age. During my childhood, my father had done everything in terms of home maintenance, a holdover from growing up in a small motel, from fixing toilets to changing light bulbs. I never appreciated my father’s handiness around the house until the first time a pipe burst, and Casey panicked like a shipwrecked stowaway, more concerned about his photography gear than stopping the flow of water into the living room. His preppy upbringing in Saint Louis included lacrosse and crew but not chores. In retrospect, it should have been a red flag. 

         
         Fortunately for me, I discovered that Javier had a guy for everything. His brother ran a painting crew, his cousin did drywall,
            and his uncle’s truck actually said “Senor Fix-It” on the side. Javier would know what to do. “I saw your husband leave and
            he wasn’t happy.”
         

         
         After the long day, the scene with Casey, and a second glass of wine, I had no doubt my make-up was all over my face, along
            with a few stress tears. But the timing was perfect. “Javier, do you know a locksmith?”
         

         
         “Yeah, I got a cousin in Montebello who does that.”

         
         “Can I get his number? I need the locks changed.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         The cool morning light flooded into my living room, illuminating the vast Sam Francis canvas on the dove-gray wall. Every
            morning since I can remember, I’ve looked at that painting, but it never looked more beautiful than on that sad, quiet Sunday
            morning after Casey’s announcement. Sam had been a dear friend of my father’s, and the painting was a gift on the day of my
            birth. On the back of the canvas, the artist had scrawled, “For Joan Bright.” The empty white space in the middle, the brilliant
            use of colors on the edges of the canvas. My father used to say, “It’s your universe, Joanie. All brightness. Fill it up.”
         

         
         I thought that marriage and work would help me fill the hole, but it hadn’t. My career, if you could call it that, was lackluster
            and accidental, not at all what I had intended on graduation day 2001. And now, it seemed my marriage was a sham almost from
            the start. Could the hole get any bigger? How would I ever fill it up? I was exhausted from the details of my life, the wills
            and contracts and agreements that had been a constant since my father’s death. Starting Monday, there would be more clauses
            and tedium. I dreaded the next few months and I couldn’t even imagine the next few years.
         

         
         In the thirty-six hours since Casey’s bombshell, I’d questioned every business trip he ever took, every supportive conversation we’d ever had, and every time he’d touched me in the last six years. A comment made several years earlier by my single friend Nina, a marketing executive who racked up as many frequent-flier miles as Casey, played over and over again in my head: “There’s a lot of bad behavior on business trips. Those hotel lobby bars are the gateway to adultery. It’s like everyone forgets their marital vows after a few glasses of whatever.” Was that how it had started with Marissa? A couple of drinks after a long day of shooting and matrimonial amnesia set in? Or was she just more exciting than me, more exotic in every way with her Miami upbringing and her Cuban Brazilian heritage? 

         
         My mental torture led me to purchase and consume a considerable amount of red wine and wasabi-smoked almonds, the evidence
            of which cluttered the coffee table. It seemed the thing to do when your husband tells you he’s a daddy and his twins are
            off to kindergarten in the fall. I can’t say that I found the food and drink particularly helpful in crushing the humiliation
            of the situation, but the drama of stumbling through the grocery store, collecting my basket of heartache, and then curling
            up on the couch did kill some time: that first awful, awful day after a life-changing event when you realize that going back
            to yesterday is not an option.
         

         
         On Saturday night, after the twenty-four-hour window had passed, I called my friend Tai from the museum, and he rushed over
            enough food for a football team. “It’s my birthright,” Tai explained. “We Japanese always bring food.” That was true. Sometimes
            he’d show up with a single macaron, a perfect yet humble offering.
         

         
         Tai handed me a postcard. It was an image of Joan of Arc with her famed quote, “I am not afraid. I was born for this.” The visual was in the style of Keith Haring, and it was charming, perfect for my extensive collection of Joan ephemera, a collection that had started in childhood. My father had a thing for Joan of Arc, and he passed it on to me, along with the name. Postcards, children’s books, prayer cards, any art with her image that I spotted in a bookstore or sidewalk art show. What had started as an inherited hobby became a necessity, a connective tissue to my father. The few friends that knew about my collection were always on the lookout for me. “I found this in the Village on my trip to New York, and I thought of you, of course. Seems like you need some of that patron saint vibe right now.” I hugged him deeply. 

         
         Tai Takashita was a trusted confidant, a brilliant curator of contemporary art, with a serious demeanor and impeccable style.
            I knew of Tai before I met him, as he was recognized as a leading authority on the Light and Space movement and had actually
            written his PhD dissertation on my father’s work. We were friends from the second we met in person at the WAM.
         

         
         Tai lived his public life for his traditional and wealthy Japanese family, who expected him to marry and have children someday,
            and he lived his private life in private, sharing very little of his day after he left the museum. But I knew it included
            a handsome “roommate” named Anders and elegant dinners at home for the two of them, as revealed to me late one night while
            we were in the final throes of getting a show up. Occasionally I was invited to their downtown apartment for drinks, and it
            was all very sophisticated, but we all knew that the Takashita family clock was ticking, and soon Tai would have to marry
            a woman and live a different life. There would be an agreement and a wedding and some sort of life after that for Tai. Until
            then, we never mentioned the inevitable.
         

         
         As such, Tai had no use for indiscretion, and I needed his opinion to back up my gut feeling.

         
         “I know I should be heartbroken, but all I feel is stupid. Like I am the biggest idiot, a total pushover. I want to punish
            him forever.”
         

         
         “You’re too young to become this bitter. End it quickly and get out ahead of the gossip,” Tai said. “For lots of reasons,
            but mainly because he doesn’t deserve you. And, honestly, he never has.”
         

         
         It was exactly what I was thinking: I could never be a real family with Casey and his love children. Never. I would resent every moment of the next fifty years, having this ready-made family forced on me. I’d be an awful stepmother because I could never forgive Casey. I’d take that anger out on the kids, and they didn’t deserve that. Not that I felt the slightest bit mushy about his sons, a fact which made me feel awful about myself, but I knew that I never wanted to meet them or spend one more minute in Casey’s company. It was an extraordinary feeling of finality, a relief and a rush. I was done and it was over. 

         
         Moving on, to use a phrase I’d heard Casey say many times on set. 

         
         Now, in the light of my Sam Francis morning, I needed to pull myself together. It was my universe, all brightness. I’d start
            by cleaning the house. Then I’d call my lawyer. Maybe by Monday morning, I’d be ready to call my mother.
         

         
         The doorbell rang around ten, as I had guessed it might. Another reason for pulling myself together. It was Amy. 

         
          

         Just two days ago, I might have found Amy’s thrift shop boho ensemble to be a breath of fresh air in a world of cookie-cutter
            mommies. She had the excuse of being an animator; a gifted creative being whose whole world was a Technicolor dream, but my
            generosity of spirit had withered. Grow up. You’re somebody’s mother. Enough with the overalls. The thought made me smile to myself as I opened the door to the woman who had been my husband’s friend, then mine, for the
            last decade. Maybe the New Joan would be Mean Joan instead of Cool & Lovely Joan. I decided to test the persona out a bit.
            “Amy, what a surprise. I thought you’d be bringing your bagels to Marissa’s house from now on.”
         

         
         “Joan, please let me in so I can explain.” She actually had a bag of bagels in her hand, but no kids and no Dave. Did she
            think we were going to break bread, shed some tears, and then have a laugh and a schmear?
         

         
         I opened the door wider and let her into the front hall, as I’d done dozens of times before. But this would be the last time. “You can come in for a minute, but you can’t possibly explain why you failed to tell me about the twins.” 

         
         “I begged Casey . . .”

         
         I cut her off. “Let’s be clear: I do blame Casey, first and foremost. I have no words to describe my anger. But you, you’ve
            disappointed me more.” It was harsh, but it was true. Because I’d married and settled down so young, I had lost touch with
            many of my high school friends in my early twenties. The girls I knew from Pasadena were young, unattached, and spending most
            nights at downtown happy hours or Hollywood screenings. They vacationed in Cabo and skied in Park City on the weekends. They
            lived uncomplicated lives, and my father’s complicated death had made things very awkward between me and my hometown peers.
            Between me and most people, really. I went to a few parties and had drinks occasionally, showed up at reunions and promised to
            keep in touch. I exchanged emails with a few old friends, but I didn’t run with a crowd anymore. Possibly, the result of years
            and years of pauses after the words “I’m so sorry” made it too hard to connect to the past.
         

         
         Amy and Dave were Casey’s art school friends, an easy couple for us to hang out with. They were college sweethearts who moved
            out to Southern California together after graduation from the University of Minnesota to attend CalArts. They didn’t know
            me before 2001, so they didn’t come with the social baggage of having to mourn along with me. That was so appealing to me
            in 2002.
         

         
         In terms of our backgrounds, Amy and I had nothing in common. She was from the Minneapolis suburbs, and her parents had jobs as a schoolteacher and a pharmaceutical salesman. Even her name, “Amy Asher,” seemed so open and friendly that I never thought to second-guess her motivation for hanging out with me. But now, it was obvious that Amy was always going to be Casey’s friend first, something I hadn’t seen before. “The hundreds of hours we’ve spent together. The walks, the coffee. I was there when your children were born. You were my friend, Amy. Casey cheated on me, but you lied every time you saw me.” 

         
         Amy pushed back, “It wasn’t lying. I promised Casey. And Dave. We all thought it was for the best, after your father and everything.”

         
         “Are you kidding me? Did you think it would break me? Am I that fragile to all of you?” The thought of the three of them sitting
            around discussing what was “best” for me was infuriating, as if their solid Midwestern upbringings, long-term relationships,
            and commercial art careers had been anything but predictable. They knew nothing about loss. Not a thing. “Don’t pretend you
            had my interests at heart, Amy. My husband had an affair and there were consequences, serious ones, but you know what? Nobody
            died. We didn’t lose thousands of people because Casey screwed his assistant.”
         

         
         She stammered, “Yes—yes, you’re right.”

         
         “Do not mention Casey’s infidelity in the same sentence as my father’s murder in a terrorist attack.” I rarely spoke about
            my father’s death to friends or to Casey; I had a therapist for that. And I never used the 9/11 card as any kind of emotional
            weapon, but I was so tempted to let Amy have it, all of it. The shock, the terror, the nightmares. The pictures in my head
            of my father’s last minute as he realized the horror of what was happening. (Though on my most positive days, I picture him
            absorbed in the paper, oblivious to the future.) Polite and stoic was the only way I could carry on for the first few years
            after it happened, with so many public appearances and statements demanded of me. Then polite and stoic became the way I carried
            on about everything. Did I appear fragile to them instead? Is that how other people saw me—my colleagues, my former classmates—as
            someone who needed special handling, as opposed to someone who handled the worst and made it through? Jesus, I hope not.
         

         
         I felt a surge of sympathy for Amy, revealed as a pathetic sheep rather than the vital nonconformist I thought her to be. “You made your choices, Amy. And you all seriously underestimated me, which is astonishing to me. I think you should go.” 

         
         “I’m so sorry, Joan. If I could do it all over again . . .”

         
         “That’s not really the way things work. Believe me,” I said, imagining that a month from now, she’d be free of all guilt and
            be arranging playdates with Will and Oliver in their wreck of a backyard, where I’d spent hours painting with her kids. “Keep
            the bagels and don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine. Given the circumstances, I think it’s best if you choose another godmother
            for Frederick.” That’s when Amy started to cry.
         

         
         “We don’t have to go there yet.”

         
         “I do, Amy. I do.”

         
          

         I was still shaking from Amy’s visit when I heard the pitter-patter beats of a Skype call coming from my computer. My only
            digital pal was Polly, my oldest friend, who had made good on all our promises to return to Paris immediately after graduation.
            Evangeline “Polly” Davis, formerly of Pasadena, was now a glamorous Parisian resident married to a French lawyer name Jean-Michel
            de La Fontaine. The result was a name with so many syllables I had to snicker a little every time I saw it on her stationery:
            Evangeline Davis-de La Fontaine.
         

         
         But she’d always be Polly to me.

         
         Polly was living in the City of Light as a celebrity expat and international blogging sensation, creator of the site Pasadena Meets Paris with over a half million page views a month. According to an article in Elle Decor, it was the must-read blog for Americans abroad, Seven Sisters graduates, and midlife divorcées fantasizing about a year
            in Paris to rediscover themselves. Shockingly, I now found myself in more than one of those categories.
         

         
         In high school at Sacred Sisters, Polly and I had been co-editors of the newspaper, an uneasy alliance with plenty of headbutting. We both had strong opinions, but not the same strong opinions, on what could be considered newsworthy stories. Polly broke new ground at the Catholic school by writing an op-ed about Eve Ensler’s Vagina Monologues, pioneering the use of the word “vagina” in the newspaper and picking up the support of the nuns, several of whom had been
            anti-war activists in the seventies and now mainly sang protest songs with guitar accompaniment at Mass. Polly then made it
            a point to write about vaginas as often as possible for the remainder of her term as editor. I covered student council meetings;
            she covered body politics.
         

         
         By senior year, she had checked out of the editor role once she made the Rose Court, ensuring that she would ride down Colorado
            Boulevard on New Year’s Day, a mark of excellence and immortality that only a small circle of teenage girls achieved in Pasadena.
            She was one of the rare Black princesses in that era and made the most of her time in the sun, securing interviews with TV
            networks, scoring an internship at Seventeen magazine for the summer, and reeling in a debutante escort who went to West Point. After high school, we went off to rival
            women’s colleges, keeping in touch but not going out of our way to see each other even though we were both in Massachusetts.
            When we discovered that we were on the same study abroad program, we rekindled our friendship in that way that Americans do
            abroad, out of desperation to speak English. But over the course of the year, Polly and I reached détente and then genuinely
            bonded.
         

         
         After Wellesley, Polly established a thriving freelance career as a beauty and culture writer for a host of women’s magazines
            with Paris as her hub. To fill the evenings while her then fiancé was studying, she started Pasadena Meets Paris as a personal blog focused on the basic how-tos of relocation, but her proper sensibilities, developed palate, and excellent sense of style quickly became the main focus of her writing. She was in early on the blogging gravy train. Her developed media instincts and unique writing voice, a sort of gushy socialite with warmth and a touch of superiority, served her well in the medium. 

         
         As her readership grew, Polly expanded her brand. She gave weekly tours of her favorite Pasadena Meets Paris haunts, spots where the cultured American woman would feel both a little daring and relatively comfortable, at the same time.
            She created a cottage industry out of her apartment in the 16th arrondissement, selling everything from the decorative pillows
            to linens to an extensive line of seasoned salt in her online store. Last time we’d spoken, a guidebook and app were on the way, plus she was in talks to partner with Target on a French-inspired product
            line.
         

         
         Polly loved all things truly Parisian, especially wildly snobby Parisian, and she discovered an army of like-minded women
            around the globe. Why shouldn’t Parisians be snobs? They live extraordinary lives, Polly argued. And Polly was cashing in
            on all that extraordinary.
         

         
         When my father was killed, Polly delayed her return to Paris for months, essentially moving in with me to make sure I was
            fed and dressed, arriving at the right memorial service at the right time. It was the single greatest act of friendship I
            have experienced in my lifetime. This call may be the second. As soon as I picked up, she knew something was wrong. “Is this
            a terrible connection or does your face really look like that? What happened?”
         

         
         There was no beating around the bush with Polly. “Casey has a whole other family. In Eagle Rock.” The address alone made Polly
            shudder. As I gave her the blow-by-blow, she made the appropriate gasps and head shakes, tossing out the occasional “Merde.”
         

         
         When I finally took a break in my story, she was sympathetic. “The second family, it’s so François Mitterrand. He, at least,
            was the president of France. Casey is not grand enough to deserve acceptance of this indiscretion. But that doesn’t make it
            any easier for you, Joanie. I’m so sorry.”
         

         
         She never once said, “I told you so,” because she’d also married young and after a short courtship, so I think she was genuinely rooting for us. Instead, she referred to our junior year abroad, and said, “Come to Paris. Please. We’ll eat, we’ll shop, we’ll buy perfume, we’ll gossip. It will be 1999 again.” I appreciated the invitation, but it could never be 1999 again for me. Polly knew that, too. Her voice lowered, and her tone changed from life coach to old friend. “Listen, you’ve been through much harder stuff than this. You know that, right? You’ll reinvent yourself. I know you will. You have plenty of time. But come to Paris.” 

         
         “Soon. I promise. But I have a few things I have to take care of first.”

         
         “That’s right, you do. Is his car in the garage? His custom shirts in the closet? You better light that merde on fire.”

         
          

         By the time Luther arrived that evening, the house was cleaned, the locks had been changed by Javier’s cousin, and I’d packed
            the bulk of Casey’s clothes into half a dozen cheap duffel bags I scored at a Big 5 sale years ago and hauled them to the
            garage. No fires, and none of these activities made me feel better, but I’d stopped feeling worse, so that was a small victory.
            I opened the door to Luther with a genuine half smile. Luther Mayfield was a family friend, attorney, connection to the past,
            and everything else in between: a rock, an uncle by choice, an adviser. He would know what I should do next. Luther would
            know.
         

         
         Luther had been my father’s next-door neighbor growing up, and they remained close until my father’s death. My father’s parents
            were ultra-strict Lutherans; he described them as formal and distant. He’d been an only child and, as such, gravitated to
            the lively, chaotic Mayfield household, where Luther was one of six boys. “Mrs. Mayfield taught me laughter,” my father used
            to say.
         

         
         Luther Mayfield was a gifted athlete, going to UCLA on a basketball scholarship in the golden John Wooden era, then onto UCLA Law. He knew nothing about the art world when my father started asking him about various contracts and such. Now Luther runs a successful management company for artists, actors, and athletes, taking on very few clients and providing them his full attention. Like my own father, Luther never strayed too far from his old neighborhood, creating a mentoring program that’s been credited with lowering the high school dropout rate and increasing the number of kids that go to college from one of the roughest areas of Pasadena. 

         
         It was Luther that had insisted on the prenup for Casey and me. Add Luther to the growing list of people who knew that I was
            marrying a poor, poor imitation of my father. I’d given him the short version of the situation on the phone, so I skipped
            any repeat details. And I’d told myself not to get emotional in front of Luther. “How complicated is this going to get?”
         

         
         “You’re well protected, so it shouldn’t be complicated at all, at least on my side. The house, the artwork, any IP related
            to your dad, that’s all in the Henry Blakely Trust. He can’t touch any of that. But he does get to keep half the Motel, as
            per the amendment to the agreement five years ago.”
         

         
         Goddamn, of course, five years ago when the twins were born! That’s why Casey insisted that his name go on the deed when he
            pitched reviving the Motel, arguing that he deserved a piece of it for all the sweat equity and word-of-mouth marketing he’d
            be doing. That’s why he oversaw every detail of the project to make it just right, a redevelopment hit. And that was the real
            reason Casey didn’t tell me about the boys right away. Casey never would have walked away from his one chance to get a tiny
            slice of the Henry Blakely pie. Back then, I thought he had stored away some resentment from the initial prenup, and I wanted
            to smooth over any ill will by giving him half the property. A show of confidence in our future, I thought. But Casey wanted
            the Motel for his future, not ours. Any measure of acceptance I’d achieved by stuffing his extensive supply of Thomas Pink linen shirts into a duffel bag had disappeared. I repeated the facts slowly back to Luther: “Five years ago, when his children were born.” 

         
         Luther nodded. It hadn’t taken him as long to get there as it had taken me. “You got it. And now that he has heirs, if we
            try to nullify the agreement, I’m sure he’ll push back,” Luther said. He represented a host of athletes and actors, so he’d
            seen every complicated paternity situation known to mankind. “Couple of options: You buy him out or he buys you out. Or a
            third party buys you both out, which will be my recommendation if you want to move on, clean break. How’s his cash situation?
            Do you know?”
         

         
         I shook my head. “No, we always kept our finances separate. At least I did one thing my lawyer told me to do. None of my money
            was used to support his other family, so good for me!” Luther gave me a half hug. “But he has been working a lot lately. He
            doesn’t tell me about his fees, but I think he’s doing okay.”
         

         
         Luther nodded. “Another reason for the timing. His income is secure. I hate to admit it, but he did a good job reviving that
            place. He has added value. You’ll find a buyer for sure.”
         

         
         A cultural historian had once called the Motel “an iconic headquarters for the vibrant Southern California art scene in the
            1970s and early ’80s.” For my dad, it was his childhood home. My father had inherited his family’s tidy, modest Mountain View
            Motel at age twenty-five, the year he lost his mom to a stroke and then his dad to lung cancer. The place was named for its
            foothill location and spectacular views of the San Gabriel Mountains. He quickly abandoned the idea of running it as an actual
            motel and set it up as studios and living spaces for himself and his fellow artists.
         

         
         Over the years, with Luther’s help, my father made some smart real estate moves and acquired an abandoned Department of Public Works garage next door and extended the footprint of the Motel to almost a full city block. Casey had spent three years renovating the building and bringing it back to my father’s original intent, as studio space for struggling artists. Then he added a small gift shop and coffee bar that brought in actual income. And he thought to put in a ballpark-style concession stand that he used to host monthly pop-up restaurants, featuring young local chefs, that was a hipster magnet. I had to admit, the Motel under Casey’s direction had been very successful. 

         
         The renovation put Casey on the map as a man with vision, a worthy successor to my father, though I knew he was limited. I
            should have paid more attention. I thought it was helpful he had a hobby, and secretly, I was thrilled that he was picking
            up the family mantle. I encouraged him to spend all his free time there, impressed he was finally getting his hands dirty
            doing physical labor. But now I wondered if he really was doing the hands-on renovations or if he was off playing daddy and
            planning his exit strategy? I tried to be unemotional, but the realization of Casey’s level of deception shocked me. “Oh,
            Luther, how can I tell
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