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For my husband,

who taught me to find the fun in sometimes unfunny situations,

and for

Uncle Reggie, Reginald Doman, who knew that already




The first rule of biography: shoot the widow.

—Justin Kaplan
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Chapter One

The Glass Pavilion

Before I became a biographer I used to write interviews for the Washington Post and one day I was sent along to interview Kenneth Clark. The British art historian, who was also a celebrated lecturer, author, university professor, gallery director, patron, collector, social lion and courtier, was at the height of his fame as star of the television series Civilisation. A wide international audience had, as it were, fallen in love with him. Roses were practically being thrown at his feet and further accolades would follow his disarming, self-revelatory memoir, Another Part of the Wood.

I found him in Georgetown at the home of the founding director of the National Gallery of Art. David Finley was, by then, a small, shrunken and noncommittal figure who, I would belatedly discover, had locked away forever secrets of the art world acquired during a lifetime of firsthand observation. It was 1969. Clark entered the room as if he had stepped out of a picture frame, looking exactly right. He was in his sixties and still handsome, with even features, a beautifully shaped head and an expansive brow. The amiably goofy Bertie Wooster, hero of P. G. Wodehouse’s comedies, who employs the frighteningly erudite Jeeves, was wont to explain that his butler’s brainpower came from eating fish and the way his head stuck out at the back. As I recall, Kenneth Clark preferred lamb or roast beef and Yorkshire pudding to fish, and the only thing that ever stuck out at the back was his hair. For me, the essence of penetrating intelligence is exemplified by the forehead, and his was as serene and sweeping as any I had seen. I took particular note of what the British would call his keen gaze, so full of energy and expression, and the way he caressed one of his host’s delicate alabaster objets. There was something curiously familiar about him. But the fact that I had just viewed all thirteen episodes of Civilisation must explain why I seemed able to predict his movements, gestures and shades of expression.
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“Roses thrown at his feet”: Kenneth Clark in Civilisation (illustration credit 1.1)

Before Clark became a television performer and “national icon,” as David Cannadine called him, he had been Keeper of Fine Art at the Ashmolean, director of London’s National Gallery, Slade Professor of Fine Art at Oxford, chairman of the Arts Council and Independent Television Authority, as well as the author of books on art and artists, including works on Leonardo da Vinci, Rembrandt, Piero della Francesca, and The Nude. He talked freely and fluently and, after I sent him the article, wrote to thank me. This seemed to call for a magazine piece. I persuaded Smithsonian magazine to let me interview him again, which wasn’t too difficult. The following summer I flew to England to visit the Clarks in their castle outside Hythe in Kent.

It was a Saturday morning, and Lord Clark met me at the station. Lady Clark—Jane—was having her hair done. We would pick her up and then go to Saltwood Castle for lunch. I had dressed for the occasion in my latest affectation, what James Laver would have called a Robin Hood outfit, complete with tunic and matching pants. My host met me in Scottish tweeds, a green velour hat and matching suede shoes. (Jeeves would have taken a very dim view of the shoes.) I could not have looked any more out of place if I had been carrying a bow and arrow, but Lord Clark, his manners as always faultless, rose above it.

There was a heavy summer rain, and as the wait might be prolonged we went for a quick one. Kenneth Clark pulled the Wolsey right up to the front steps of Folkestone’s largest hotel, but not before I had surreptitiously taken note of the ten-year-old car’s low mileage (6,000) and the two books inside the glove compartment: Charles Darwin and His World and The Odes of Pindar. “This is what my father used to call a beezer,” he said as we dashed inside. When he said a quick one, he meant it. He downed his whiskies rather the way Russians toss back vodka; now you see it, now you don’t. I had barely started on a martini when it was time to squelch back down the steps to the car with its dashing red interior. He had left the window open on his side. “Oh well,” he said, “I shall get a wet bottom,” and we drove off.

He was the second Kenneth Mackenzie Clark. The first was an immensely wealthy Scot, one of the Clarks of Paisley who made their fortunes in the manufacture of sewing thread, and his father had acquired more than £1 million when he sold his share of the business in 1896. That made him very rich indeed, with all sorts of fashionable addresses, but what always interested me was that he called himself “K.” My subject, therefore, always called himself “K,” and the complexities of that identification and its implications for his artistic and emotional heritage kept me awake at night in years to come. For the moment I was dazzled enough to be told, after addressing him as Lord Clark, “My friends always call me ‘K.’ ”
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“The piquant, pouting look”: Jane Clark (illustration credit 1.2)

K and I drew up at Miss Dora Clifford’s hair salon, and Lady Clark edged into the back seat. I had seen pictures of her in her twenties, with a boyish cut, an embroidered stole flung negligently over one shoulder. It was a bit disappointing to find her wearing an entirely conventional tweed suit, her single fashion statement a pair of knit hose with a lacy pattern up the front that drew discreet attention to a shapely pair of legs. Her face seemed wider and softer. There was no trace of the piquant, almost pouting look of the early photographs. It was hard to imagine her as the bold, assertive Jane who had told her friends, in 1953, “We’ve taken a castle in Kent!” That, Diana Menuhin thought, begged for Beatrice Lillie’s retort, “Put it back at once!” Her husband led the conversation, which formed an abbreviated travelogue as we traversed Folkestone’s slick and deserted front. She spoke about the well-publicized breakup between Laurence Olivier and Vivien Leigh, whom they knew well, with a tantalizing comment that she did not pursue. In fact, much of her conversation had an oddly disjointed quality, but I attributed that to her husband’s flow of confident comments.

[image: ]

“It was a real castle”: Saltwood (illustration credit 1.3)

It was a real castle, as romantic as anything imagined by Walter Scott. Considered one of the finest examples of a small Norman fortress in England, its turrets and battlements were picturesquely arranged around a partial moat, with an expanse of faultless green lawn on the opposite side and great masses of roses climbing over broken walls. One building that now housed Lord Clark’s library was the Archbishop’s audience hall where, legend had it, the four knights of Henry II had planned to murder Thomas à Becket. Saltwood even had a ghost story of sorts; several guests, including the actress Irene Worth, had heard voices in the yellow bedroom and the sound of bells at five in the morning. Kenneth Clark had heard them himself. My own response to a building of such splendor and antiquity was mixed. I had a confused impression of stone halls, stained-glass windows, arches, huge fireplaces, silk velvet upholstery, daisies in vases, oils, watercolors and drawings by Henry Moore, Graham Sutherland and Cézanne. Yet there was something austere, if not forbidding, about the atmosphere that the use of inviting fabrics, flowers, down cushions, tapestries and Persian carpets could not dispel. Kenneth Clark said they were building a house on one floor because, he continued, with a gesture toward an ominously long flight of stone steps, Jane tended to “tumble about a bit.” It appeared she had fallen down this flight and broken an arm; I was surprised she had not killed herself. His description of the event seemed so offhand as to be jolting.

Lunch was almost ready, organized by K, who seemed in charge of everything. There was just about time for one of his terrifyingly abbreviated cocktail hours. I got another martini. Jane asked for the same, but was not given one. As we sat down to lunch, she remonstrated weakly, “K, you forgot my martini.” He was obviously pretending not to hear. We had lamb on Chinese porcelain, with mint sauce in a silver bowl. There were raspberries and cream for dessert; it was perfection. K opened an excellent white Bordeaux, and he and I polished it off between us. Jane Clark had, at most, half a glass. Then the most amazing thing happened. Like the Cheshire cat, she was vanishing before our eyes. Almost the only thing left was the smile as she, on silent feet, glided off to bed. I would learn that she was a famous drunk, said to have fallen down in more embassies than any other woman in England. She seemed almost grateful for the idea that K was going to show me around the castle grounds, and at her suggestion we made our way to the scullery, where I was fitted out with a pair of wellies. Some time after that we ended our tour in K’s study, on either side of a fireplace. In my muddy boots and principal boy pantomime outfit I hardly qualified as a femme fatale. So I was astounded to be pulled to my feet by K, who then wrapped me in his arms and said something outlandish like having loved me from the moment he saw me. I was quite grateful to be deposited, soon afterwards, on the train back to London—something like the 4:15.

In his youth, Kenneth Clark had been a runner, and when I got to know him he was still running. It would not be too much of an overstatement to say that he could shoot out of bed, take his morning tea, bathe, be dressed and ready for action in the time it took the rest of us to stagger to the front door for the morning paper. His opening gambit when he met you at the station on the 12:10 would be an enthusiastic description of a fast train back to London at 1:50 p.m. “He terrifies me when he is in this mood,” one of his girlfriends, Margaret Slythe, said. “He’s like a train shunting us through the station.” A somewhat longer grace period was accorded weekend guests, but not by much. One visitor who was late departing overheard his host telling his dog, in tones of deep satisfaction, “Isn’t it lovely, they’ve all gone.” Yet, Margaret Slythe continued, “If they don’t come he says very sadly, ‘No one comes here now.’ ” In fairness to him, his days were so full they had to be timed to the minute, with unvarying periods parceled out for correspondence, dictating, phone calls, writing, meetings, lectures, walks, the afternoon nap, the occasional toddle along to the pub for a jug of beer, and his secret vice, girlfriends. I would learn just how much of a pouncer he was; fortunately for me, that aspect of his enthusiasm was fleeting. One had to wonder, given his passion for the stopwatch, how satisfactory he was as a lover. This charming, if mistaken, belief that whatever needed doing in life could be done in ten minutes had its drawbacks, as I would discover when I wrote his biography. By the time that all came about, I had written two other successful biographies, Between Me and Life: A Biography of Romaine Brooks, and Being Bernard Berenson. The latter was nominated for a Pulitzer Prize in 1980. I won a Guggenheim Fellowship at the same time, and started thinking I could do no wrong. That was my first mistake.

Like Kenneth Clark, I was an only child. I was born in Bath and grew up on the slopes of the southern hills, in a new semidetached to which my parents moved when I was six years old. The street, Sladebrook Road, was in the sporadic state of being developed that was common following the Great Depression; a few scattered farmhouses built of Bath limestone clung to its rocky sides, with orchards and fields behind them. Down below in the valley, the famous nursery, Blackmore and Langdon, grew spectacular delphiniums in ideal conditions. Sladebrook Road had not been paved, a situation that continued until well after World War II, and my father would drive our motorbike and sidecar down the road, moaning about his springs. I would push my bike up the miniature hills and valleys and, daringly, take a rollercoaster ride back down again. I loved that unpaved road. One could build whole continents on its typography, with streams, rivers and lakes; a spot of oil in the water became, when you stirred it, an iridescent rainbow of colors.

The small-time builder who designed “Westhill” followed the invariable pattern of such semidetached buildings, sometimes called Metroland Suburban, and owing its origins to Charles Voysey. Its roof would be covered with tiles, and there were always bay windows, projecting gables and sometimes half-timbered façades. The front door might be decorated with a panel of stained glass depicting a ship in full sail; sunbursts were also the rage. The semidetached was the equivalent of the American center-hall Colonial. One could predict, without ever entering, the staircase running up directly behind the front door, the formal front room, less formal dining room and sparsely equipped kitchen. There would be three bedrooms and one bathroom upstairs. There was, of course, no central heating, so there were fireplaces in every room. The water pipes were placed considerately outside the walls, so that when water froze in the toilet and the pipes burst, the coagulating drips formed interesting but harmless stalactites on the outside.

Ours was a very scaled-down adaptation of the Voysey original. We did not have anything as grand as half-timbering, or even a stained-glass insert in the front door. We did have a wooden gate with a sunburst pattern and we also had Voysey-designed, heavily paneled interior doors, with handles set at chest height that I could not reach for quite a while. The fireplaces, designed for coal, were miniature, and surrounded by glazed china blocks in a muddy orange, curiously ascending in steps to form a very low mantelpiece. Everywhere, the wood was chocolate brown. The chocolate-brown picture rails would be outlined with a wallpaper border, usually some abstracted design of vine leaves or fruit, very Art Deco, under the rail and up and down the corners. Walls were papered with something the color of porridge, and the yearly papering became an event in which I learned to take part, if only to separate my parents when my mother burst into storms of frustrated tears.

Everything else was brown, buff, beige, coffee or fawn, bedrooms excepted (these were either pink or blue). The matching set of leather sofa and armchairs in the front room was brown. The mock Tudor sideboard was brown. My father’s special chair was upholstered in brown. The front-room curtains were light brown, with a silky, feathery leaf pattern. Even the barrel-shaped biscuit tin was brown, and it is no wonder I haven’t been able to look at that color since. I left the house with relief and not the slightest inkling that it would haunt me over the years. I dreamt one time that it was being enlarged at the back, with a big picture window. To my amazement I discovered on my next trip that this was the case. In my dreams I find myself buying it, and starting all over again.

It was very small: twelve feet wide by twenty-five feet long. To my six-year-old eyes it looked enormous. The day we moved in, my parents put a mattress on the pocket-sized lawn for us to sit on, and there we had our tea. It was a great day.

The field behind us sloped down to the Blackmore and Langdon valley, giving an uninterrupted and dazzling vista all over the city of Bath. You could make out the Royal Crescent, the Circus and Lansdown Crescent on the hills opposite, along with Victoria Park, Lansdown Road and Beckford’s Monument on the skyline. Our future garden was some seventy-five feet long, and my father set to work with a will. He put blackberry bushes along the bottom, planted a plum tree, started a compost heap, and in time produced amazing amounts of vegetables and fruits: gooseberries, red and black currants, strawberries, plums, potatoes, onions, carrots, cabbages, brussels sprouts, runner beans and the sweet peas that Mother brought into the house. If there is anything better than new potatoes the size of golf balls, dug up and immediately cooked, or strawberries picked in the morning sunlight, I don’t know what it is.

I spent much of my childhood in the back garden. In my mind’s eye I can see the plum tree, its leaves cracked and drying, the thick banks of thistles, the mud-caked flowerpots, the rain barrel, the two stone rabbits on a stump and the calves grazing in the fields beyond. I see my father, who has had his tea and read the evening paper, out digging. My mother is checking on the strings of laundry flapping in the breeze, white butterflies are fluttering over the cabbages and I am looking for the brown-and-yellow-striped caterpillars that I will train as my racing stock. My mother had left Horstmann Gear (it was a point of pride in those days if a wife did not have to work), and she became a pretty good cook, seamstress and all-around craftsperson. She made the curtains and hooked the rugs. She sewed all my clothes and her own. She knitted cardigans, jumpers, hats, gloves and scarves. She embroidered tablecloths and napkins, and on the leather upholstery she put doilies depicting ladies in sunbonnets and crinolines incongruously and daintily watering their gardens. She was a natural gardener, and trained a rambling red rose up the wall beside the front door. I have a photograph of her standing beside it, wearing her best dress and high-heeled shoes, gesturing toward a rose.
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“Gesturing toward a rose”: Olive Doman, the author’s mother (illustration credit 1.4)

There was a brief period when she would draw up a chair and place a tray on it and we would have tea and crumpets before the fireplace in the front room, just the two of us. But once the war came the front room was closed for the duration. Unfortunately we owned a spare bedroom, which was requisitioned for two war workers. These turned out to be Eileen Baker and Florence Prynne, young and pretty Cornish girls who had been in service and were now working on the Horstmann Gear assembly line. I used to watch in amazement as the two of them were transformed by the bedtime ritual into something from which a young husband would recoil in horror. Skin slathered with thick layers of night cream, their hair done up in curlers, topped by pink and blue nets, their feet in furry socks, they would retire hopefully to bed. I say hopefully, because I never could discern any difference in the morning.

So the house was already crowded when my paternal grandmother died and my grandfather came to join us. He took my bedroom; I moved in with Eileen and Florrie. All that crowding should have made life intolerable but, curiously, did not. The attitude was that we were all in the same boat. My mother enjoyed their company, and the girls were extremely good about helping her. Sunday lunch was the great moment of the week. The three of them would disappear into the kitchen and shut the door. After much chattering and giggling, there would be sumptuous smells of roast beef and Yorkshire pudding, with apple pie to follow, and they would emerge red-faced and triumphant.

Before they got the motorbike and sidecar, my parents’ idea of a scintillating Sunday afternoon was to go for a walk. The city of Bath lies in a winding river valley, with hills on all sides; our usual path brought us down from the hills to the south and along the Upper Bristol Road, where my parents had a flat when they first got married. There was always a stop at the children’s playground in the lower end of Victoria Park, and then I would have to endure a lengthy exploration of the Botanic Gardens in the upper corner, with much anxious consulting of tiny labels, while I waited impatiently for the trip to arrive at the fishpond farther down the park. Just across the road from there, one had a clear view of the Royal Crescent in all its classical Georgian grandeur, elegant, restrained and magnificent, framed by sweeping fields, lawns and handsome trees. If you walked down Royal Avenue through the park, you eventually came to the tennis courts, where I played many a late afternoon, panting and squinting with the sun in my eyes. My maternal grandmother, Gran Bird, had a basement flat around the corner in Charlotte Street, just down from the Christian Science Church, wrongly thought to be modeled after the Temple of Vesta at Tivoli.

Then you walked up Gay Street to the Circus, the masterpiece John Wood the Elder had built as part of his romantic vision to make Bath an embodiment of ancient Rome. You skipped along Bennett Street, right past the Assembly Rooms. To a child’s eye, these rooms look closed and secretive and it was only later that I realized what glorious interiors they were hiding from view. I was headed for my special place, a flight of steps descending past small antiques shops on the left and the old Evans and Owen department store (est. 1846) on the right, to the top of Milsom Street. There from its wide, terraced stone pavement one had an unhindered view over the lower city with a glimpse of the green slopes of Beechen Cliff rising behind it.

Thanks to laws passed after World War II, Bath has retained its bucolic setting and, along with it, the eighteenth-century concept of the pastoral that ennobles its poetry and is implicit in paintings by Gainsborough and Reynolds. The two John Woods, father and son, Thomas Baldwin, James Wilson and George Philip Manners were among the architects who transformed a scruffy little medieval city with neglected Roman ruins into a unified concept of eighteenth-century town planning. It was a city built for pleasure—gambling, dancing and womanizing—but not pleasure alone, because, to the eighteenth-century mind, beauty had an instructive function if not a moral one. Such circles, squares, avenues and terraces, recalling the splendors of Rome and expressed in the architectural language of Palladio, would please the eye and elevate the mind. All of this was set against a background of green, because nature also had an ennobling effect. In a sense the city itself was envisioned as surrounded by a park (touched up a bit by Capability Brown, perhaps). Aristocratic visitors, and they all came, would expect no less; commoners might also be edified and instructed. So the enveloping slopes of woods and valleys, with their quaint Roman fosse ways, ancient coppices and wansdykes, their groves and bosky dells, were as much a part of the concept as were the buildings themselves.
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The Circus, Bath. A watercolor by A. Woodroffe, c. 1820 (illustration credit 1.5)
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Milsom Street, Bath, in Jane Austen’s Day, by A. Woodroffe, c. 1820 (illustration credit 1.6)


And what buildings they were. The hills around Bath were being mined for a particular honey-colored limestone, not particularly durable and easily stained, but ravishingly lovely in the soft West Country light. The long flights of houses, magnificent crescents like Lansdown and Camden, Norfolk and Cavendish, were the set pieces, but more modest terraces, descending in graceful arcs down the hillsides, had their own charm, as did Beaufort Square, Quiet Street and Marlborough buildings. These might vary in scale and importance, but all had the merit of treating their façades with a single unifying scheme. So, in the case of the Circus and the Royal Crescent, one finds a continuous colonnade of columns, with appropriate entablatures and friezes, broken at the right intervals with precisely placed windows and doors. Behind the façades the owners were at liberty to do whatever they liked, and the backs of some of these buildings have the higgledy-piggledy look one would expect from exasperated tenants giving vent to their frustrations. But in front, all was restraint, balance and elegant understatement. The pavements were wide, the vistas amazing, the streets cobbled, and sheep grazed on the grass in front of the Royal Crescent. It was an unsullied vision of Arcadia.

Et in Arcadia ego …: the knowledge came slowly. Before World War II, Bath’s magnificence was less evident. Everyone burned coal, and acids in the smoke ate away at the beautiful detailing and streaked the old stones with smears and drips, as if some giant hand had produced unreadable graffiti. After its century of glamour as the haunt of royalty and the aristocracy, of Jane Austen, Charles Dickens, General Wolfe, Richard Brinsley Sheridan, Alexander Pope and William Pitt, Bath slid with infinite slowness into a kind of decayed respectability. Aging gentlewomen, retired civil servants, admirals and others on limited incomes came to spend their declining years in Bath. They lived in flats hurriedly carved out of houses built for single families, with lavatories squeezed onto half-landings in the French fashion, uncomfortable kitchens with hot plates and no plumbing, and doors cut out of once-solid walls. Before the Royal Crescent Hotel made its transformations, I visited the sorry inn that inhabited the same space and was shocked to find huge rooms cut up into cubicles, and mean-looking imitations of Danish modern in the bedrooms. But that was Bath until recently: a city of lost genius. Taking a stroll in Victoria Park, one used to see a very old lady whose silhouette had, in her youth, been deformed into the once-fashionable swanlike shape in which she was doomed to live out her declining years; her fate seemed symbolic. And yet this lovely, crumbling, battered and deserted town, defaced with grime, insulted by ignorance and willful vandalism, was still, in all essential respects, as beautiful as it had been in the days of Gainsborough and Beau Nash. Until the 1950s, it was among the two or three complete period cities in the world.
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“An unsullied vision of Arcadia”: the Royal and Lansdown Crescents by A. Watts (illustration credit 1.7)

So we took our Saturday morning coffee at The Canary in Queen Street or at the Pump Room in the Abbey Churchyard. Water was still being dispensed there, as it had since the eighteenth century, coming from hot springs that had gushed up half a million gallons a day since time immemorial. It was said to be good for rheumatism, sterility and heaven knows what else. One swallow and we shunned it for the rest of our lives; it tasted like warm flatirons. The Pump Room was the scene of weekly dances, and when I got older I would go there, lining up with giggling friends on one side of the room while the boys, glowering and uncertain, lined up on the other. We went to Mallory’s for silver and to Pugsley’s for our open-cut suede sandals by Clark’s. We had fish and chips at Evans’ Restaurant, went to the Old Red House (est. 1798) for tea and cakes, and to Jolly’s in Milsom Street for everything else, following a sedate round that had probably changed little for two hundred years. We went to the Theatre Royal for the annual pantomime or to hear Donald Wolfit, playing Othello, Lear or Macbeth, thunder from its tradition-haunted stage. We listened to the brass bands in the Parade Gardens on Sunday afternoons, or, rather, my parents sat in deck chairs while I explored the hidden pet cemetery in the park and copied out the epitaphs on tiny tombstones for Fido, Flossie and Frabjous. We bought Japanese paper parasols and Evening in Paris perfume at Woolworth’s. We chose our Saturday morning fruit from the stalls outside St. James’s Church at the intersection of Stall and Southgate streets, never failing to admire its pretty cupola. That church was hit during the bombing of Bath, and what the Germans did not destroy, the city of Bath finished off, and much else. The church and the street beside it disappeared, swallowed up in 1957 by a huge Marks & Spencer. Architecture derived from the Bauhaus, brutal blocks of stone (the Beaufort Hotel and car park), replaced the eighteenth-century buildings in Northgate Street. Seventeenth- and eighteenth-century houses were demolished in Holloway to make way for blocks of flats that one architect said looked like chicken coops, and the desecrations were widely repeated. But the defacement that is most obvious to the casual visitor is the demolition of most of Stall Street, replacing the period buildings with a tawdry mall, along with a squat and nasty bus station behind it. Only a national outcry prevented the wrecking gangs from leveling the rest of the city and constructing a superhighway through it.

By the time Bath was doing its best to destroy itself, Bath as a concept had become as natural to me as breathing. I loved everything about it, even those traces of the medieval city that survive in fragments of a wall and in the meandering courts, passages and lanes, quirky and unexpected, that beckon one onward, promising new discoveries and hidden treasures. I marveled at the terraced pavements on Lansdown Road and the elegant changes of level that were handled with such deftness by the old architects. The design of railings, ironwork, brackets and metopes gave me my first serendipitous lessons in coherence of style that have informed my taste ever since. As for those Utopian visions of stability, balance, and harmony, the great buildings with their complex symmetry, refined proportions and decorative invention, these were inexhaustible pleasures. As I walked along the streets it seemed to me that each set of windows and doors was another interval marking my passage into young womanhood. Their repetitious images sank into the mental layer between dreams and awakening, when one is always dancing and turning; the room is swaying, the crystal chandeliers wink and beckon, and there are trees outside the window. In Moments of Vision, Kenneth Clark wrote, “So Ruskin discovered his responsiveness to sparkle and filigree—to fireflies and twig tracery; and Coleridge surrendered himself to the pale transparency of the moon.”


Chapter Two

Through the Keyhole with K.C.

I had not realized how difficult writing a biography of Kenneth Clark would be until, in the autumn of 1978, I began work. By then he had taken an avuncular interest in my first biography, about the artist Romaine Brooks, and was actively helping my study of Berenson, at whose feet he had sat in the 1920s, during several months spent at the latter’s Italian villa. In terms of the art market, he knew exactly where the bodies were buried. Once K had read the resulting manuscript, he readily provided a flattering blurb. Further, he said I could write about him, something I had previously suggested and that he had waved aside with the disingenuous comment that no one would want to read the book. There was no shortage of publishing interest. I had a bright young editor, Jennifer Josephy, at Holt, Rinehart & Winston in New York, and for the first, and last, time, two publishers in London. They were Weidenfeld & Nicolson, which was publishing Being Bernard Berenson, and John Murray, Kenneth Clark’s own publisher. Both were providing a comfortable advance, and it all seemed aboveboard until I ran into David Carritt. He was a brilliant and much-feared London art dealer in the world of Old Masters whom I had already interviewed for whatever he knew about Berenson, which was quite a bit. He said it was “all over London” that Kenneth Clark was putting up money for the book. I indignantly denied this. That K could be slipping
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