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	If you won't look back on your scenes of sorrow, how will you know what’s dear?

	– words that came to me in a dream.

	 

	
 

	To Jane –

	My Daughter, Friend, Mentor, Editor and Greek Chorus

	 

	


Preface

	In the Spring of 1959 as my father was taking down storm windows, my mother noticed him struggling with the heavy glass. When he climbed in from the porch roof, she greeted him with a spur-of-the-moment idea.

	“Skup, How much longer do you think you can take down and put up storm windows?” she asked. “This house is getting to be too much for us. What do you think about moving to Miami?’’

	We lived in a three-story, nine-room house in Queens, New York. The three attic rooms had been occupied by my maternal grandmother, who had lived with us all my life, but she had died two years earlier. My parents never would have thought of leaving before then. Now they were free!

	“This is the time to do it, before the girls get older and start thinking of marriage. By then we wouldn’t want to leave them,” my mother went on. “Your brother, Bob, is always urging us to move there. It’s summer all the time, no heating bills, no putting up storm windows. No shoveling coal every day!”

	Left unsaid was that it was a way to get me away from Dick. Two years earlier, in the span of six months, Dick and I had met, fallen in love, planned to marry, and broken up – and now I was seeing him in secret. Putting 1,000 miles between us must have seemed like a foolproof idea. I was eighteen and a minor in those days. I realized that had I put my foot down and refused to budge, they would never leave me alone in New York and would give up their dream. I wasn’t that selfish that I would deny them the sunshine and beaches and no heating bills. After a bit of grumbling, I went along with their plan, while promising myself it would be only temporary.

	We sold our house with all its furnishings, and without a job awaiting my father, left Queens in mid-August. The neighbors, including some of my mother’s best friends, gathered round to see us off. My mother was busy giving all our childhood books to the smaller neighbor children, while my father ran back and forth loading the car and trying to fit a vast amount of belongings into our ‘53 Ford. Our larger packages had been sent south via Greyhound. Our remaining belongings, once the trunk was filled, were packed onto the floor of the back seat, which meant that we three kids had to sit with our legs elevated for the ten-day trip (We planned to do some sightseeing). The neighbors gave us a rousing cheer as the engine started. Halfway down the block, I looked back and saw them waving as my house – my loved house – receded in the background.

	The car had no air conditioning and it was nearing 90 degrees. It had no radio either, so my father started singing, “Oh, we ain’t got a barrel of money,” and we all joined in singing “Side by Side” as we drove out of Richmond Hill, out of Queens, out of New York and headed south. And all the while, I was thinking, ‘I’ll be back!’

	 

	
 

	So, we’ll go no more a-roving
So late into the night,
Though the heart be just as loving,
And the moon be just as bright.

	For the sword outwears its sheath,
And the soul wears out the breast,
And the heart must pause to breathe
And love itself must rest.

	Though the night was made for loving,
And the day returns too soon,
Yet we’ll go no more a-roving
By the light of the moon

	– Lord Byron

	 

	


Chapter One

	He was waiting for me at the south-east corner of Union Square, near the statue of George Washington. As soon as I emerged from the subway station and turned to 14th Street, I saw him. I could tell he saw me, too. He flung his cigarette to the ground, crushing it, but made no move toward me. Instead, I walked to him. The statue of George Washington, astride a huge horse, loomed above him, and George’s right arm was raised, palm down, like a benediction. When I reached Dick, he put an arm on my shoulder and gave me a glancing kiss on the cheek before hailing a taxi. In the cab, we finally kissed all the way to his apartment.

	He was living on his own now, no longer around the corner from me in Richmond Hill but in Greenwich Village. In a few minutes we were at his apartment on West 10th Street, an old brick building with a fire escape in front. We walked up the white marble stairs, worn to a depression in the middle, and on the third floor, we turned left and he unlocked the door to a large room facing the street, with a kitchenette hugging the back wall. He pulled open the sofabed and within minutes we shed our clothes and practically fell onto the bed and made love. When we got up, I pulled on my clothes while he got us drinks and we sat on the sofabed, now closed and innocent-looking. We toasted my arrival with Seagram’s 7 on the rocks, which I hadn’t had since I saw him last. I sipped the whiskey, looked around and marveled that I was finally here in New York, in Greenwich Village, sitting with Dick on his bed, after a year and a half. It had been hard to convince my parents to give their consent to my returning to New York. I complained to them about how I missed New York (which was true) and my friends (which wasn’t) and that Miami was too new and soulless.

	They saw through that. It wasn’t until my married friend, Phyllis, said I could stay with her that I got my parents’ permission. I was nineteen and still a minor.

	After a few more highballs, when I said I should be getting back to Brooklyn, Dick didn’t protest. I had stayed two days at Phyllis’s before meeting Dick, because he worked all day and went to Cooper Union at night, though he could have fit me in if he had wanted. For that matter, he could have met me at Penn Station.

	Phyllis’s apartment was not much bigger than Dick’s; one large room, which was a living-bedroom combination for Phyllis, her husband Wilber, and baby Jeffrey, as well as a full kitchen with a broken window. My bed was one of those superlight chairs that folded out on each end to make a bed of sorts and was in the kitchen. It was still March and the wind rattled through the broken pane. I was freezing and knew I’d have to find somewhere else to live but first, I had to find a job.

	Everywhere I went I was tested and told that I was overqualified and would be bored as a file clerk. Dick suggested that I apply to the Book-of-the-Month Club, on Hudson Street, just a few blocks from where he worked at ADT. He had heard they hired girls without a high school diploma (I had left school in 1957 to marry him). So I got a clerical job there. He also steered me to Evangeline House on 13th Street, a large girls’ residence. They were full but gave me a list of smaller residences in the Village.

	I fell in love with Milbank House at first sight. It was a wide, brick 19th century townhouse with wisteria vines over the massive black doorfront. It was on the same street as Dick’s apartment, but on the elegant end of West 10th Street, by Fifth Avenue. It was run by the Ladies’ Christian Union, so there were curfews, but they were reasonable: 12:30 on weekdays and 2:30 on weekends. I paid $25 a week, including breakfast and dinner. It was a steal! I could walk to work and it was a good place to make friends and potential roommates. Above all, I was close to Dick. Whenever he phoned, I would drop everything, even if I had other plans, and walk over to his apartment. I usually spent the whole evening there, often leaving, like Cinderella, when the clock struck midnight from the high turret of the Jefferson Market Courthouse.

	He was only twenty-one but looked about thirty, a hefty 6’ 2”, with a commanding presence and mesmerizing blue eyes. He wanted me to date other men. He’d say, “Why don’t you find some nice guy and get married and forget about me?”

	“I don’t want some nice guy. I want you!” I’d answer.

	Yet, I did find myself dating other men, as our relationship was a deep, dark secret and I never went anywhere with him.

	I was smack in the middle of Greenwich Village with no social life whatsoever, apart from going to the movies with Milbank girls.

	I dated two different men. George Kennedy was a 31year-old artist. He lived in his studio behind a storefront with the windows glazed over for privacy.

	A friend of his had brought me there to see George’s paintings. I told him about Dick and said that he was wasting his time with me but he said, “Let me be the judge of that.” We often went to the Kiwi Bar on Houston Street. In fact, we were there the day Hemingway shot himself. The whole bar was talking about it amid the sound of firecrackers, because July Fourth was only a day or two off.

	I met Lars in Washington Square while listening to the folksingers. He was 24 with wavy blond hair, and looked like a Norse god. He was actually better looking than Dick but that didn’t matter. He had graduated from Columbia with a degree in geology, and he became a good friend. His fiancee had recently been killed in a motorcycle sidecar accident so he wasn’t ready to get serious and understood my attachment to Dick.

	Lars lived in Brooklyn with his family but most weekends he’d come to Milbank House to take me out. He also came to dinner sometimes and played the baby grand afterwards with many of the girls crowding around him, singing. I think half the house had a crush on him.

	George, too, came to dinner once. I warned him that he would be under the watchful eye of the housemother, Mrs. Bienfang, but he said, “I charm old ladies.”

	He was very charming, as was Lars, but there was something they both lacked.

	My heart didn’t turn over when I saw them.

	Dick would ask me about them, particularly Lars, who I saw more often.

	(I didn’t say much about George). Did I kiss Lars? “Yes.”

	“Did it go further than that?”

	“Not much.”

	“Does he turn you on?”

	“Sometimes.”

	“Then, why don’t you do it with him?”

	“Because I don’t love him. I love you!”

	Whenever Dick and I made love, we had our own ritual. Halfway through, he’d ask, “Whose little girl are you?” and I had to say, “Dick’s.”

	“You love him, don’t you?”

	“Yes, I love him.”

	“You’ll never leave him, will you?”

	“No, I’ll never leave him.”

	Then, his lovemaking became more passionate, as it neared its ending and he’d murmur, “Ah, my first and only love! My first and only love!”

	That’s what I lived for. Those five words.

	Once it was over, he would grow silent, get up and smoke a cigarette.

	He became depressed after sex and ignored me for a while.

	Occasionally, one or two of his friends came over. I didn’t mind because Rudy lifted Dick’s mood. Sometimes another friend, Klaus, would join us and the four of us would sit around, drinking and joking. I loved seeing Dick happy and just wished that he could be as jovial with just me.

	One summer day he phoned and told me to come over. As usual, I dropped everything and walked over to his place. After I rang his bell and he buzzed me in, I climbed the stairs to find him waiting for me before I even knocked. He pulled me in and in an instant our clothes were off and we were lying on the hard, wood floor. I could see dust bunnies under the sofa bed. His lovemaking, when it began, seemed strange. Something was wrong. Where was our ritual, culminating in “My first and only love”? All I heard from him were loud grunts. When we
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