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Vassar

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One
Anne

         
         
            Fall 1946

         

         The cookie platter was nearly empty. Disappointed, Anne Bishop surveyed the gold-rimmed porcelain oval. Gone were the ginger
            snaps, the snowballs dusted with coconut flakes, the molasses drops and her favorites, the pecan sandies. All that remained
            were two chocolate sandwich cookies, their thin layer of filling overly sweet and gritty besides. But what could she expect?
            It was already 4:45, and the daily tea served in the Rose Parlor, one of Vassar’s long-standing traditions, was nearly over.
            Still, she was hungry, so she poured herself a cup, placed the remaining cookies on her saucer, and made her way across the
            room. She kept her eyes on the tea because she hated sloshing it into the saucer; it made her feel so inept and clumsy. Only
            when she’d gotten to the other side of the room—just a few tiny drops had spilled over—did she look up.
         

         
         There they were, the little group she’d fallen in with last year, sitting together as they always did. Graceless and large, Midge Tucker looked too big for the delicate armchair into which she was crammed, while Peggy Sawyer and Tabitha Talbot—sometimes they called her Tabbie—were jammed together at one end of the velvet settee. Carol Wyland faced Midge on a matching armchair, and Virginia Worthington sat squarely in the middle of the settee, taking up more than her share of the space. When Anne reached them, she saw that even though she joined them for tea almost every day, no one had saved her a spot. 

         
         “You can squeeze in here.” Tabitha shifted over on the settee, and so did Peggy; Virginia, the acknowledged leader of their
            set, did not yield an inch. Tall, with a mane of dark-blond hair and a lean, athletic body, strengthened and honed by the
            kinds of rough team sports that made Anne cringe, she wasn’t exactly pretty; her eyes were too close together, and her nose
            was too long. But she projected certainty and confidence; these qualities gave her power, power that drew all the other girls
            to her and kept them in line.
         

         
         “That’s all right.” Anne set her teacup down and went to retrieve an ottoman she had spotted over by the windows. When she
            returned, one of her cookies was gone. Virginia looked up at her, expression ever so slightly mocking.
         

         
         “Hope you don’t mind.” She patted her lips with a napkin.

         
         “Of course not.” There was nothing to be gained by challenging Virginia, especially in front of an audience. Anne sat down
            and tried to make the lone cookie last. At least the tea was hot, and with the three spoonfuls of sugar she’d added, something
            of a consolation.
         

         
         “. . . so last night I saw her in the hallway and she was acting so peculiar. Almost like a sleepwalker,” Peggy was saying.

         
         “What time was that?” asked Midge.

         
         “Oh, maybe around midnight,” Peggy said. “I’m not sure.”

         
         “She always seems to be doing something . . . odd,” said Peggy. “There’s something different about her. Something not quite
            right.”
         

         
         The subject of this conversation was a girl named Delia Goldhush; she lived on their hall in Main. Delia was not friendly with any of them, and never seemed to register their presence or even their disdain; Anne wondered how she managed to rise, seemingly without effort, above it. She knew that the ill will of these girls would have tormented her.

         
         “Well, I saw something even stranger,” Virginia said, and everyone looked expectantly in her direction. “Early this morning
            she was walking along the path, all the way to Main Gate. She walked right through it and off the campus. By herself. At dawn.”
         

         
         “Where do you think she was going?” This was from Tabitha, who’d moved from Raymond; she hadn’t lived in Main with the rest
            of them last year, and so the subject of Delia was relatively new to her.
         

         
         “I’m sure I don’t know,” Virginia said. “But wherever it was, I’m guessing she didn’t want to be followed.” She paused for
            effect. “Because it was probably a place where she had no business being.”
         

         
         “Do you think she was doing something . . . illicit? Illegal even?” Tabitha sounded mildly titillated by the possibility.

         
         “Could be . . .” mused Peggy. “Maybe she’s a thief? Or a spy?” The war was only just behind them; there had been a lot of
            talk about spies.
         

         
         The girls fell silent for a moment as they tried to imagine Delia’s clandestine mission, but no one had anything concrete
            to offer.
         

         
         “Well, even if it’s not anything like that, it’s still strange,” Midge finally said. “She’s a strange girl. But they all are.”

         
         Anne was well aware of what they meant; she’d heard it used the same way many times before.
         

         
         “What can you expect?” said Midge. “Everyone knows they’re a bit devious. And that they keep to themselves.”

         
         “Exclusive,” added Virginia. “And superior. Like they think they’re better than other people.”

         
         There was a general murmur of assent. Although no one said the word Jewish aloud, Anne knew that that was what they were talking about. Being one of the few Jewish girls at Vassar, Delia was immediately set apart, and her background had been a subject of intense interest and scrutiny since freshman year. This turn in the conversation—and indeed all such conversations—made Anne hugely uncomfortable, and she often tried to steer their talk in another direction. 

         
         But today she had not said anything, and now she realized her silence could be interpreted as a form of support for Delia,
            a dangerous assumption, one that she had to dispel. “Virginia’s right,” she forced herself to say. “Wherever she was going
            at that hour of the morning had to be suspicious.” She was rewarded with a smile from Virginia, so she continued. “I know
            I wouldn’t do it. None of us would, right?” There was nodding all around.
         

         
         “I could report her, you know,” Virginia said. “I’m sure the dean would want to know about these excursions. How could Miss
            Goldhush explain them? She might be suspended. Even expelled.”
         

         
         “Expelled . . .” said Midge in a tone that conjured the shame such a fate would bring.

         
         “She’d talk her way out of it. They always do,” Carol said. Again, the vigorous nodding.

         
         The more time they spent on this topic, the more quietly agitated Anne felt. She tried to think of something, anything, to
            change the subject, but her mind was like an empty box—nothing was inside it.
         

         
         Then Tabitha said, “Would you really do that, Virginia?”

         
         Anne was surprised that Tabitha, the newcomer, had dared to ask. But Virginia was invigorated by the question. “Maybe,” she
            said. “She certainly deserves it.”
         

         
         Deserves what? Anne thought, She hasn’t actually done anything. But she dared not say it.

         
         “It’s not as if I’d be doing it out of spite or anything,” she continued. “I have a responsibility to our classmates.” She
            looked around. “We all do. After all, we know those people can’t be trusted, not really. My father found that out the hard
            way.” Virginia’s father owned a large paper company and felt he’d been taken advantage of by the owner of another company.
            That this man was Jewish was a fact Virginia never failed to mention.
         

         
         “I don’t know,” Peggy said. “There’s nothing to tell really. At least not yet. I mean, she hasn’t done anything.”

         
         “Yet,” said Virginia. "She hasn't done anything yet.”

         
         “So let’s keep watching,” said Tabitha eagerly. “And then report back to each other.”

         
         “Good idea,” Virginia said, and Tabitha beamed. “I’d like to know more about what she’s up to. And I also like knowing I could tell on her if I wanted. It gives me a little advantage.”
         

         
         “Even if Delia doesn’t know you’ve got it?” Given that Virginia had signaled her approval, Tabitha must have felt she had
            license to ask.
         

         
         “Especially if she doesn’t know it,” said Virginia sharply.
         

         
         Now Tabitha’s face turned pink and she looked flustered; the other girls erupted in nervous titters.

         
         In that moment, Anne pitied her. Tabitha hadn’t yet learned the rules that governed this group of girls; now she did. Yes,
            Virginia had smiled at her, but that didn’t make Tabitha an equal. She would know better next time.
         

         
         Why Anne—or the rest of them—put up with Virginia’s subtle and not so subtle bullying was still a mystery. Anne didn’t even
            like Virginia. But if she alienated her, she would be ostracized, a truly dismal thought. Freshman year had been a hard, even miserable time. Her father had suffered a fatal heart attack when she had still been in high school and she hadn’t fully recovered from the loss. Her mother had died when she was a baby, so she’d never known—or missed—her. And anyway, her father’s lavish and abundant love had expanded to fill the gap. He’d been devoted to her, far more so than the fathers of any of the other girls she knew, and though he worked long hours during the week, he went into the office early so that he could be home for dinner almost every night, and he spent most weekends with her too. He read to her, talked to her, listened to her. She had been his adored companion, his princess, his kitten, his bunny, his kumquat—one of his favorite names for her. Now she was no longer any of those things, and never would be again. 

         
         Thankfully, the conversation had moved on, and even though it was early in the semester, there was talk of midterms, and beyond
            that, the Thanksgiving break. Anne would spend the holiday with her aunt, but oh, how she would miss the way she and her father
            had celebrated. On this one day a year, he joined Hannah in the kitchen and enlisted Anne’s help as well. He’d have ordered
            an enormous turkey, and together they’d have made two kinds of stuffing, several side dishes, and at least three pies: pumpkin,
            apple, and chocolate cream. Anne’s eyes welled with tears when she thought of it.
         

         
         “Are you all right?” Carol asked.

         
         “Me?” Anne blinked. “I’m fine. Why are you asking?”

         
         “I thought you were about to cry.”

         
         Everyone turned to stare at her; Anne felt her face get warm.

         
         “No,” she said. “My eyes have been watering lately. Maybe it’s allergies.”

         
         “You never mentioned you had allergies,” Virginia said.

         
         “Allergies can pop up any time,” said Carol. “Out of the blue, I became allergic to cats.”

         
         Anne gave her a grateful smile. “I’ve always had sensitive eyes,” she added. “Very sensitive.”

         
         Virginia looked at her a moment longer before she turned her attention elsewhere.

         
         

         Relieved that she was no longer on the spot, Anne made sure to compose herself—just thinking about her father could totally undo her. Before his death she’d been excited by the prospect of Vassar—he’d been proud she’d been accepted—and not at all bothered by the fact that she was the only one of her class at Nightingale-Bamford who would be attending that year. So she had not been prepared for just how unmoored she would feel when she got there. How lonely. She had been rather desperate when she’d fallen in with this group of girls; they lived on her hall, and she’d been relieved and grateful that they had accepted her. This little clan had propped her up, kept her going—Carol and Peggy, Tabitha and Midge. Midge was a bit whiny, and Tabitha very naive, but Carol had a caring, even nurturing way about her, like a big sister. And Peggy was funny; Anne always had a good time with her. They had become her friends, her bulwark against that lost, untethered feeling she’d battled almost all last year. Now she had a place. She belonged. Only Virginia was the problem. Unfortunately, she was also the leader, and the key to knowing the rest of them. So it was essential that Anne do nothing to upset the delicate social scaffolding she’d managed, just barely, to erect. 

         
         

         They were still nattering on about Delia, and Anne let her gaze stray, out the window and toward Main Gate. What grass was
            left between the dormitory and the gate had started to pale and dry, but the trees, bedecked in brilliant fall foliage, were
            imposing. Majestic. Many of them been planted nearly eighty years ago when the college was founded, and they had become part
            of its history, its present and its future too. Now she was poised to become part of that history, if she could manage to
            navigate both the academic and social shoals of her life here. She somehow thought that the latter was the more treacherous
            of the two.
         

         
         Abruptly, she stood. Unsatisfying as it had been, the lone sandwich cookie was gone and the tea that remained in her cup was now cold. She said goodbye to her friends, grateful to slip away. She said she was going to study—she had a French quiz coming up, and French was not her strongest subject—but when she got outside, she found she’d been craving the air, the light, the space. Even though it was a bit chilly, she walked over to Daffodil Hill. There were no daffodils in bloom now, but the hill overlooked Sunset Lake, a small, placid body of water in which a few goldfish—large, fat, glowing—swam slowly around. Anne didn’t see any goldfish today, but she happened upon a gaggle of geese. A couple were gliding along the surface of the lake, but most were on the bank, engaged in what looked like various kinds of fractious social behavior—two were harassing a third, who flapped its wings in agitation, while the others looked on. Did this have to do with food? Territory? Mating? Anne couldn’t tell; she knew nothing about geese. But she could see that even these birds had to conform to a particular social hierarchy; it seemed no one was spared. She thought about that even when she had turned and headed back to the dorm. 

         
         

         The next afternoon, Anne was on her way to tea again when she caught sight of Delia Goldhush closing the door to her room,
            brushing back the tight, springy curls from her face and striding down the hall. Anne immediately looked away, but not before
            she’d had a chance to register the details of the other girl’s outfit: camel skirt, camel cashmere twin set, pearl choker.
            All this seemed typical attire for a day on campus, spent in class or at the library, but draped over Delia’s shoulders was
            a slightly worn, honey-colored mink coat. And instead of brown, black, or even navy shoes, she wore a pair of dark-red pumps,
            the color rich yet almost brooding. Though the day was nippy, she wore no stockings of any kind, and her bare legs propelled
            her quickly down the corridor.
         

         
         Anne found herself analyzing—and admiring—the seemingly artless way Delia had put herself together, the conventional garments
            somehow rendered fresh and interesting because of an unexpected addition—the mink—or color—the shoes. She watched until Delia
            had disappeared down the stairs. It was just after three o’clock; was she headed to the Rose Parlor? Doubtful, as Anne had
            never seen her at tea. But she was curious, so she too went downstairs and peeked into the room. Just like yesterday, the
            tea service—plate, not sterling, but still elegant—was laid out on a long table, and all around the room sat girls drinking
            from delicate gold-rimmed cups and nibbling on cookies. No, Delia was not among them.
         

         
         Too restless to sit, Anne grabbed the two pecan shortbread squares still on the oval platter and ate them on her way back to her room. There was enough time before dinner for a trip to the library. Gathering her books, she slipped into her navy chesterfield coat. Back in August, she had thought it so sophisticated. But now the velvet collar struck her as fussy and precious, like something more suited to a twelve-year-old than to the sort of young woman she so badly wanted to become. The sort of young woman Delia Goldhush, in her fur coat, already seemed to be. 

         
         Anne headed toward Taylor, and upstairs to the Art Library. At this point in the semester, it would be sparsely populated.
            Quiet. And there, seated at one of tables, was Delia, the mink heaped in a chair beside her. Delia looked up, and while she
            didn’t exactly smile, something in her expression made Anne feel it would be all right if she sat down at the table too. Delia’s
            gaze returned to the book she had been reading. It was a book Anne had with her as well—Helen Gardner’s Art Through the Ages, assigned to everyone taking Vassar’s introductory art history course. So Delia must be taking Art 105 too. It was midway through
            the semester, but Anne had never seen her at any of the lectures. Well, they were held in a large auditorium, 150 or so students,
            and besides, the lights were dimmed to facilitate the showing of the slides.
         

         
         Anne sat down and casually laid her own copy of Gardner on the table. Delia didn’t look up. Opening to the assigned chapter,
            Anne dutifully studied the images—Gothic cathedrals in their soaring splendor, statues of saints, of Jesus enthroned—but she
            was finding it hard to concentrate. Maybe she should say something? Nothing clever or witty sprang to mind. For some reason,
            she wanted Delia to notice her. She herself admired Delia’s seeming independence and disregard for what other people thought
            about her. Anne couldn’t imagine ever feeling that way, but she wanted to see, up close, what it was like for someone who
            did.
         

         
         Anne looked at her watch. It was now close to five o’clock. She’d been sitting here unproductively for almost an hour; she hadn’t even turned a page of her book, but instead read the same two paragraphs over and over. At some point Delia had gotten up and left the library, and though Anne had the urge to follow her, she had remained where she was. Delia might think it was strange, might think that she was strange. So she waited another fifteen minutes before gathering her things and leaving; the dining room in her dorm would
            be open, and she could have an early dinner. Maybe afterward she’d be able to summon the concentration she needed for her
            schoolwork.
         

         
         On the way back to Main, she ran into Peggy and her friend Josie, who lived in Lathrop, and stopped to chat. By the time she’d
            gone back to the dorm and left her coat and books in her room, dinner was already in progress and the dining room was full.
            Standing in line to receive her meal of meat loaf, carrots, and lumpy mashed potatoes, Anne looked around. Delia was already
            seated, accompanied only by a book—not Gardner—propped up on the table in front of her. She seemed oblivious to the lively
            conversations and occasional yelps of laughter that eddied around her. Instead, her attention was focused on whatever it was
            that she was reading.
         

         
         Though the room was crowded, the seats directly alongside and across from Delia were, as usual, empty. On impulse, Anne headed
            for one of them and placed her tray on the table. Delia looked up but said nothing.
         

         
         “Is it all right if I sit here?”

         
         “Why wouldn’t it be?”

         
         How rude. Anne was humiliated by the question, but walking away would be even more humiliating, so she sat down anyway. Delia’s gaze settled back on the book whose title, Anne now saw, was in French. Hadn’t she heard that Delia’s American parents had raised her in Paris? Yes, that was it; Tabitha’s father, an ambassador or something, had known the family over there. Anne had never been to Paris, though she longed to go; the idea that Delia had been brought up there was just another intriguing thing about her. 

         
         Looking down at her meal, Anne’s sense of discomfort grew. Why had she decided to do this? She was aware of Peggy and Midge
            sending anxious looks in her direction, not pointing exactly, but clearly taking note. This had been a mistake, and she ought
            to get up—
         

         
         “What do you think of Abbott?” Delia asked, closing the book and setting it beside her empty plate.

         
         “Excuse me?”

         
         “Martin Abbot? He gave the lectures on medieval and Gothic art.” When Anne didn’t immediately respond, Delia went on. “You’re
            in Art History 105, aren’t you? I saw you in the library with a copy of the Gardner book.”
         

         
         “That’s right,” Anne said. “I am.” So Delia had noticed her there.
         

         
         “I was wondering if you found Professor Abbott’s lectures stimulating. Enlightening, even.”

         
         “Well, not exactly stimulating—” Anne thought Professor Abbott was exceedingly dull.
         

         
         “Of course not. He’s an intellectual clod,” Delia said. “All head and no heart. Listening to him talk about architecture puts
            me right to sleep. I’ve seen those churches, I know how they can make you feel—”
         

         
         “Weightless. Or so I would guess.” Anne had never been in France or anywhere else in Europe, but the photographs of Gothic
            cathedrals, with their vaulted ceilings and attenuated columns—the way the light poured down from above and filled those lofty
            spaces—had nonetheless stirred her. “Like you’ve left the ground and are floating way, way up there . . . like you’ve somehow
            defied gravity, and become more spirit than body.”
         

         
         “Exactly.” Something in Delia’s expression changed; she now looked interested in Anne, or at least in what she had to say. Anne, who understood she’d said the right thing, was absurdly pleased. “But you’d never guess that from listening to him,” Delia added. “Too bad Katzenellenbogen isn’t teaching this semester." 

         
         “Katzenellenbogen?” Anne had never heard the name. She thought it sounded ridiculous, like something made up, but wasn’t about
            to say so.
         

         
         “He’s written so much on medieval iconography—Allegories of the Virtues and Vices in Medieval Art, The Central Tympanum at Vézelay—he’s just so smart, so insightful.”
         

         
         “So why isn’t he teaching this section?"

         
         “He’s on leave this semester. But he should be back in the spring, and if he is, I’m going to take a seminar with him. Germany’s
            loss was our gain.”
         

         
         “What do you mean?”

         
         “He had to leave the country.”

         
         Anne waited for Delia to say more, but when nothing else was forthcoming, she said, “You sound like you have very high standards.”

         
         “Don’t you?”

         
         “I’ve never taken an art history course before. I wasn’t sure what to expect.”

         
         “You should expect more. I hope Abbott doesn’t ruin it for you.”

         
         “You’ve taken art history courses?”

         
         “Not in any formal way. But my father had a gallery in Montparnasse, and we had a house in Vence too, so artists were always
            visiting. Picasso, Matisse, Dali, Léger, Chagall—he was friends with everybody.”
         

         
         “You said he had a gallery,” Anne asked, not wanting to reveal that not all of the names Delia rattled off were familiar to her. And where,
            exactly, was Vence? “He doesn’t have it anymore?”
         

         
         “The war ended that,” she said. Her expression was unexpectedly serious, even grim. “Now we’re back here, and he’s been trying
            to reinvent himself. He opened a gallery in Greenwich Village. But it hasn’t been the same. Actually, nothing has.”
         

         
         Before Anne could reply, Carol appeared at the table. “There you are,” she said. “I was looking for you. Don’t you remember what we had planned for tonight?” 

         
         “Tonight—oh, yes, of course.” It was Virginia’s birthday, and a few of them had arranged a little surprise for her—a cake,
            some silly hats, and a bottle of champagne bought from a liquor store in town.
         

         
         “Aren’t you going to help me set up?”

         
         “Of course.” Anne hadn’t finished the meat loaf, but it was no longer hot and hadn’t been all that appetizing even when it
            was. Carol was making a point of ignoring Delia, and while this made Anne uncomfortable, she knew Delia wasn’t invited to
            the party and couldn’t think of a graceful way to include her in the conversation. But Delia had picked up her book again.
            She barely responded when Anne said goodbye.
         

         
         “There,” Carol said when they were out of earshot. “I thought you needed rescuing.”

         
         “So this wasn’t about the party?”

         
         “No, though Tabitha bought some balloons, and I suppose you can start blowing them up. I just thought you’d been sitting with
            her long enough.”
         

         
         Anne said nothing. Carol didn’t have to explain that sitting with a Jewish girl was not going to enhance her social standing
            here; quite the opposite. Anne thought of Delia striding through the streets of Paris, conquering the worn cobblestones in
            her dark-red shoes. But that was Paris, not Poughkeepsie. Carol was only looking out for her, trying to protect her. What
            would she—or any of them—have said if they had known that despite her name, Anne Bishop was Jewish too?
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two
Delia

         
         
            Fall 1946

         

         Delia knew that girl Anne was watching her. They all watched her—checking for horns, no doubt. She was used to it by now.
            Used to it and didn’t especially care. But that one, the one with the straight brown hair and alert expression who lived at
            the end of her hall, seemed different. Not disdainful or critical like the others. Just curious. And unsure of herself. Well,
            Delia knew herself to be something of an outcast here, so Anne’s showing any interest in her wasn’t going to win her any friends.
            Didn’t she know that?
         

         
         Midge, Delia’s roommate from freshman year, had been one of the most disdainful ones. When they lived together, she droned
            on about her horse, Jester. How handsome he was. How fast. How smart.
         

         
         “It sounds like you want to marry him.” Delia had endured at least ten nonstop minutes of this blather.

         
         “Marry him?” Clearly Midge was clearly offended. “Is that supposed to be a joke? Because it’s not funny.”

         
         “Joke? No. I was quite serious,” Delia said. “Given what a remarkable creature he is, you might not do any better.”

         
         After that, Midge shut up, but her prior mild disdain hardened into active dislike. It had been such a trial living with her, but now Delia had a room to herself—what a relief. 

         
         Her father hadn’t understood why she even wanted to go to Vassar. “You can go to Barnard,” he said. “Stay in New York.” He
            thought Poughkeepsie was a backwater, especially after Paris, and of course he was right. But Delia had her reasons for leaving
            New York; the chief one among them was him.
         

         
         Simon Goldhush had come from two prosperous families, diamonds and banking respectively, but he had not wanted to be part
            of family tradition or go into either of those businesses. Instead he had shocked his parents by going to art school, where,
            along with studying drawing and painting, he rubbed shoulders with the creative types he met there. He soon realized his true
            gift was for finding and nurturing talent, coaxing it out like a delicate bud and allowing it the air, space, and light to
            thrive. He traded New York for Paris in the early 1920s and opened an art gallery. Delia’s mother, Sophie Rossner, a sculptor
            and fellow expat, was one of his early discoveries.
         

         
         The Paris gallery became something of a sensation, at least among a certain group of people—artists, intellectuals, culture makers, and taste shapers—and Simon and Sophie were at the center of it. They were both tall, and almost always towered above everyone else in the room; Simon’s hair was dark, and slicked back with pomade, while Sophie’s hair was a brilliant russet, worn long and loose, though that was not at all the style. Simon was easygoing and good at charming the clients, while Sophie was more unpredictable, a woman of great enthusiasms but also prone to voluble outbursts and the occasional tirade. People liked Simon and felt comfortable with him, while they were in awe of Sophie, and even a little bit afraid. But afraid or not, people were drawn to her sculpture. She worked in stone—mostly but not exclusively marble—and often on a small, even intimate scale, though every now and then she’d surprise her admirers with a large-scale, even enormous, piece. The forms were recognizable—figures, animals—but their streamlined simplicity gave them an almost abstract elegance, which made them very modern. 

         
         Their apartment in the white-tiled building on the rue Vavin displayed some, though by no means all, of Sophie’s work; it
            was a home, not a gallery, and was full almost every evening. There were long, wine-soaked dinners, themed costume parties
            at which guests sang, danced, and occasionally removed one or more articles of clothing. There were loud, heated arguments
            over art or politics, readings of plays, games of charades, and entertainers, such as an amateur magician who filled the room
            with doves or pulled a dozen brightly colored silk scarves out of his seemingly empty hat.
         

         
         Delia was mostly a spectator at these gatherings. She didn’t mind; what she minded was when her father would try to draw her
            in, trotting her out as if she were a wind-up toy—Delia sing for us, you have such a beautiful voice, or Dance for us, chérie, you're a little Pavlova, yes you are. Delia was neither a gifted singer nor dancer, so why did he keep saying these things? And when he and her mother had been
            drinking long enough, they stopped paying any attention to her at all. She wasn’t given dinner, but went around picking up
            food left on people’s plates; once she consumed a full glass of abandoned wine and got drunk, which they found hilarious,
            even when she threw up all over the floor. There were nights when no one thought to put Delia to bed, and she would fall asleep
            on the couch or carpet. Once some late arrival tossed a fur coat over her sleeping form; later Sophie told her that she and
            Simon had spent twenty frantic minutes searching for her, thinking she had somehow wandered outside on her own. That story
            became one they repeated often and with great amusement, though it made Delia feel less like her parents’ child than like
            their pet.
         

         
         The Paris of Delia’s childhood was muted and somber, composed of grays that ranged from the palest, coolest tint to the deepest charcoal, and also ocher, mud brown, sable, and oyster white. Against this subdued background—the grisaille of the stately old buildings, the black ribbon of the Seine that wound through the city—were set occasional bursts of color: the red raw-silk cushions her mother had made for their gray divan, the drapes in the front room, forest green shot through with golden threads, the vivid kilims scattered on the dark wooden floors. These colors seemed reflective of Sophie’s temperament. She was an often distracted and even inattentive mother, leaving Delia with a nanny or sometimes her father while she went off to her nearby studio, but every now and then she would surprise Delia with a burst of attention and enthusiasm, bright as the red cushions or gold threads in the drapes. 

         
         When Delia was seven, her parents forgot about a school holiday. Neither Simon nor the nanny was available, so it looked as
            if Delia would have to go to the studio with her mother. Sophie was clearly annoyed. “Why can’t you take her?” she said to
            Delia’s father. And when he explained why not, she redirected her annoyance toward the nanny. “Why are we paying her?” she
            grumbled. But in the end, there was no alternative, and she told Delia to hurry up so they could leave.
         

         
         Delia wished her mother didn’t see her as such a bother. Though she didn’t say so, she was eager, even excited, to see this
            place that had an almost magnetic pull on Sophie, one that even seemed to transform her into a different version of herself—her
            abundant mane of hair coiled into a loose bun, her usual fitted jackets trimmed in fur or velvet, soigné dresses with full
            skirts, and silk or ruffled blouses replaced with a dark-blue canvas smock and pants. On her feet she wore heavy work boots,
            filmed with a layer of some chalky substance, instead of the elegant high-heeled pumps she usually favored. She strode so
            quickly along the street that Delia had trouble keeping up. Sophie didn’t notice; she was intent on reaching her studio as
            soon as she could.
         

         
         When they got to the building, Delia followed her mother up, up, up four—or was it five?—flights of stairs. At the top, Sophie unlocked the door to let them both inside. “You can go and play,” she said. Delia didn’t move right away; she was captivated by one of Sophie’s large-scale figures, a woman with a fish’s tail—she was a mermaid, that was it—who was coiled around a large shell-like object. She was made of some green-and-white stone, and the white veining was made into part of her hair, as if it were illuminated by a light above or behind it. When Delia could finally turn her gaze elsewhere, she saw that the vast space was punctuated by big windows at the front and rear and a skylight above. The wide-plank floorboards were so bleached they were almost white, and the walls were blistered with bubbles of paint. Against one of them stood many slabs or hunks of stone of differing shapes and sizes. Sophie went over to a pegboard on the wall and took down her tools, her attention directed toward another large, unfinished sculpture in the center of the room. At first Delia couldn’t quite make out what the thing was supposed to be, but then she saw it was a person—no, two people, entwined in a passionate embrace. The woman’s long hair—not unlike Sophie’s—streamed down her back, and the man’s arms were wound around her, his hands cupping the cheeks of her derriere. This seemed naughty to Delia, but also exciting in some way she couldn’t explain. 

         
         Sophie circled the figures, absorbed in examining them from different angles. Then she noticed that Delia hadn’t moved. “Chérie,
            I told you to go over there and play,” she said, a touch impatient. She waved her arm toward the opposite side of the room. “Vas-y.” Go on. Delia walked across the room and opened the satchel of things Sophie had packed for her. There was a book, but not the story
            of Babar that Delia loved and was now able to read on her own. Instead, she found an alphabet book that told her P was for Pomme and C was for Chat. Babyish and boring. She set it aside to examine what else was in the satchel. There was a cloth sack of marbles, but marbles needed another person to play. And instead of her beloved Coco, a sleek, plush leopard, Sophie had packed a bisque doll that had been her own as a child, and which she seemed to think Delia ought to love. But Delia found the doll’s unsmiling face, with its row of shiny, feral teeth and staring glass eyes, disturbing. Still, this was all she had, so she brought the doll with her to the wall where the stone slabs were clustered. 

         
         She began to make her way between the slabs, pretending that they were a forest of petrified trees, trees that she could bring
            to life again if she uttered the right words. She explained all this to the doll as ran her fingers over the varying surfaces,
            some smooth, others rough and pebbly. The syncopated sounds of her mother’s efforts—hammering, chiseling, banging—became a
            form of music; the air grew cloudy with stone dust.
         

         
         There was a tall piece of stone, almost a column, whose top she could see but the rest of which was hidden behind another
            piece. It seemed to sparkle, and Delia wanted to see it better, to touch it, even lick it. She set down the doll and tried
            wriggling first her hand and then her arm behind the stone in front of it, as if pulling it in for a hug. But the stone in
            front tipped, and then the one behind it did too, pinning Delia against another large slab and hitting the doll that was lying
            beside her, cracking the bisque head wide open. Delia let out a small, high-pitched yelp. The two stones were heavy, their
            weight a shocking affront to her small, trapped body. She tried to wriggle free, but she couldn’t. Her shoulders hurt. Her
            back too. And her knees, oh her knees felt like someone was pressing down on them with a spatula, the way their cook pressed
            down the egg-soaked bread when she was making pain perdu.

         
         Sophie dropped whatever tool it was that she was using and rushed over. With some exertion, she shoved one of the stones aside
            so Delia could scramble out. “Are you all right?”
         

         
         Delia nodded dumbly.

         
         “You need to be more careful, chérie. You could have been hurt.” Then her mother looked down at the broken doll. “Delia, look what you’ve done! And she was such a pretty thing.” Sophie frowned. “Next time, pay more attention to what you’re doing.” Sighing loudly, she picked up the pieces and went back to work. 

         
         Delia remained where she was. She had been hurt—her shoulder and chest still throbbed, and later blurred purple bruises appeared on her skin. But her mother didn’t
            bathe her that night or dress her the next day, so she didn’t see them. And when her nanny asked Delia what had happened,
            Delia didn’t want to say.
         

         
         

         In the spring of 1939, Simon bought a house of roughly hewn stone that seemed to grow right out of the hills above Vence;
            he called it Le Piol. This purchase was the result of months of conversation about what was happening in Paris. The city was
            changing; it felt different, even threatening. Even though the rise of Adolf Hitler and the harrowing events of Kristallnacht
            took place in Germany, Germany was a country with which France shared a border. It seemed better, safer, to leave the city for a while.
         

         
         But none of this felt very close to Delia. It all seemed like grown-up talk, and not anything that concerned her. She was
            more interested in getting to know this new environment, enchanted by the house, the landscape, and most of all, the colors—glowing,
            confection-like—that exploded all around her. There was peach, goldenrod, salmon, robin’s-egg blue, lilac and celery, all
            contained by the vivid greens of the surrounding trees and capped by the blue dome of the sky. The lively and sometimes raucous
            meals continued, only now they were eaten outside at the big table of pierre chaude that came from Lacoste, which also provided the material for some of Sophie’s sculptures; she rented a studio somewhere in town. Delia never went with her, never even asked, but Sophie seemed happier here—less irritable, less distracted. She laughed more, and her manner was easier, less tense. Delia began to relax. She wished that they could stay here forever. 

         
         At dinner, large blue-and-white faience platters—Sophie had started collecting them—were filled with roasted eggplant and
            tomatoes, anchovies, and olives—and that was before the main dish was served. Loaves of bread sat in wicker baskets, and bottles
            of wine circulated freely. Sometimes discussion of politics and current events crept into the conversations about art and
            culture that were the mainstay of the evenings, but all that seemed less pressing here, less dire. Guests included Messieurs
            Picasso and Matisse, though never at the same time—her father said that they were rivals. “Friendly rivals,” he’d said. “But
            rivals all the same.” Delia especially liked M. Matisse, who entertained her with sketches of flowers and pretty ladies in
            hats, and who said Simon must bring her to his studio so he could draw her. Sophie loved that idea too and brought down one
            of her large straw hats for Delia to model. “See how chic she looks,” she said to M. Matisse, who regarded Delia appraisingly.
         

         
         Some days later, Sophie scheduled a time for Delia to visit M. Matisse’s studio in Nice, and she drove Delia there. Sophie
            drove so quickly, taking the sharp turns in the narrow roads at such speed that Delia was terrified. Papa never drove like
            that, and he was always chiding Sophie for doing it. But finally they arrived safely. After parking the car, Sophie took Delia
            into the grand building, a former hotel where Queen Victoria of England had once stayed, and where M. Matisse had bought himself
            a large flat the year before. They were offered citronade and little sugar cookies, but Sophie declined both and left almost
            at once, saying she’d be back in an hour or so. Delia was alone with the artist.
         

         
         During the dinner at Le Piol, M. Matisse had been engaging and chatty, but now he was preoccupied with his work and spoke
            tersely: Turn your head, Put your hands in your lap, and the like. One hour stretched to two; M. Matisse got up, paced a bit, and then sat down again. Delia’s leg fell asleep, and her back hurt. Also, she had to use the bathroom but was afraid to say so. Why had her mother left her here for so long? Would she ever come back? It was nearly three hours later when Sophie breezed in, face flushed and skin glowing. M. Matisse seemed happy to see her and declared Delia to have been an exemplary model. He gave Sophie—not Delia—one of the pen and ink drawings he had done. Sophie was so thrilled that she talked of nothing else on the way back to their house—not a word of explanation or apology about her prolonged absence, not a question about what it had been like to pose for a famous artist. At least she didn’t drive so fast. 

         
         Sometimes Delia’s parents drove to the beach at Antibes or Juan-les-Pins; other days, they went to Nice for the big marché aux puces near the port, where Sophie was always on the hunt for things that excited or enchanted her—a woodcut of two lambs in a manger,
            an oval mirror with an ornate gold frame, a whole box containing nineteenth-century petticoats, slips, chemises and bloomers,
            all made of white cotton that had grown soft and fine from years of wear and washing. The box sat at her feet in the restaurant
            where they went for a lunch of fish soup and langoustines, Delia squealing with delight as Sophie pulled out one frothy white
            garment after another and shook it over the table.
         

         
         Delia loved being in Vence, maybe even more than she loved Paris. The summer had been one of fresh mornings, hot afternoons,
            and mild evenings, of riotous flowers in purple, magenta, and blue, and of the rippling warmth of the azure sea. She was older
            now, and when her father wanted her to perform for the guests—Read everyone that essay you wrote on Molière, it was brilliant!—she could smile and shake her head before escaping to the tranquility of her room or the garden behind the house. Maybe next
            year she would invite her best friend Gabrielle along, so she would have a companion her own age. An ally even.
         

         
         But that summer in Vence turned out to be not only the first; it was also the last. By the time they returned to Paris in September, Germany had just invaded Poland. They felt the tremors, like aftershocks, all around them. The Poles had capitulated so easily, emboldening Hitler; where would he turn next? The adults were anxious, jittery; the after-dinner conversations chez Goldhush were no longer about art and culture but about the possibility of invasion or, God forbid, full-scale war. 

         
         On a sickening June day in 1940, Nazi troops marched into Paris. Almost at once it became a different city, one Delia no longer
            knew. The beautiful edifices were obscured by bloodred bunting, always emblazoned with a circle on which a black swastika
            sat, intimidating and hideous. The Palais-Bourbon was converted into the office of the Kommandant von Gross-Paris, and a huge
            banner was spread across the front of the building. The German words—deutschland siegt an allen fronten—meant nothing at first, but Delia soon learned they proclaimed Germany is victorious on all fronts! Instead of the familiar red, white, and blue tricolore, swastika-emblazoned flags snapped in the breeze. Rifle-toting soldiers were everywhere, their black leather boots polished
            to a menacing gleam.
         

         
         Most Parisians were on edge, waiting for the worst. Delia, to her shock, was no longer welcome at the homes of her gentile
            friends. Even Gaby, who lived upstairs, was now avoiding her; likewise, many of her parents’ friends and patrons stopped coming
            to the gallery, and the apartment too. The dinners and parties stopped abruptly, and now it was only the three of them, an
            uneasy triangle in which Delia was largely ignored while Sophie and Simon sat across the oval dining table like a pair of
            adversaries. She didn’t like to see her parents like this, glaring at each other, barely civil when they did speak. So she
            slipped off to her room, but once she was gone, they began to quarrel, their voices escalating as if they had totally forgotten
            that she could hear them. She turned out the light and put her pillow over her head as she tried to sleep, those angry voices
            snaking through her dreams.
         

         
         One morning after a particularly vicious quarrel, Delia came to the table where her parents sat in a fraught silence that was even more frightening than their fighting. Delia looked down at the tartine she had prepared, the butter and jam spread in a smooth coating, just the way she liked it. But she had no appetite and went off
            to school without eating. The new atmosphere—her erstwhile friends keeping their distance, the way the teacher would not call
            on her, even when she waved her hand earnestly—was deeply unsettling. Soon the term would be over, though, and she would be
            released from this new reality, the one in which she felt she was both invisible and at the same time marked by an indelible
            stain. The bell rang, signaling the end of the school day; she gathered her things quickly and was one of the first ones out
            the door. But there was no refuge at home either. “You need to start packing,” her father said before she’d even put down
            her satchel. “Right away.”
         

         
         “Packing? What for? Where are we going?”

         
         “New York,” he said. He wasn’t looking at her, though; he was looking at Sophie, who, clearly agitated, was moving quickly
            around the apartment, rifling through drawers, opening cabinet doors, and almost immediately slamming them shut.
         

         
         “I don’t want to go to New York,” Delia said. What she didn’t say was that she didn’t want any of this—her parents’ brittle, barely concealed anger, the snubs at school, the growing unease in the city. She wanted to go
            back to the previous summer, the sun-filled days at Le Piol where her parents had seemed happy and the house was always filled
            with guests, bees buzzing and bobbing lazily through the jasmine-scented air.
         

         
         “I don’t want to go either,” said her father. “But we have to.”

         
         “Why?” she asked, though she already knew the answer.

         
         “We’re not welcome here anymore.”

         
         Yet they were luckier than most. They held American passports, and so Simon had been able to secure train tickets to Lisbon; from there they would be among the first group of Americans to set sail for New York since the occupation had begun. They were to leave in two days, days in which the tension in the apartment continued to grow. From the room in which Delia was hastily packing her belongings, she could hear her parents quarreling again, their words clear and biting. 

         
         You never—

         
         Why can’t you—

         
         Don’t lie to me—

         
         I can’t look at you anymore—

         
         Liar! You’re nothing but a liar—

         
         Then the words had stopped, replaced by the ragged sound of her mother weeping. Delia stood there holding her by now old and
            very worn plush leopard, Coco. At twelve, she was too old for such a thing, she knew that. But even though her attachment
            to the toy embarrassed her, she couldn’t bear to give it up. She pressed the animal tightly to her chest. How she wanted to
            comfort her mother, to say something that would stop the tears. Yet she remained where she was, unable to summon whatever
            it would have taken to walk into the other room. A moment later she heard the rushed, staccato sound of her mother’s high
            heels.
         

         
         “Where do you think you’re going?” her father shouted.

         
         The loud bang of the door was the only reply.

         
         Warily, Delia emerged from her room. Her father was sitting at the table, sipping a glass of wine; the bottle, nearly empty,
            sat beside it.
         

         
         “Is she gone?” Delia already knew the answer. This was not the first time her mother had stormed out of the apartment.

         
         Her father avoided looking at her, and instead gazed intently at his glass before he nodded.

         
         “When is she coming back?”

         
         “Soon enough.” He poured the remaining wine into his glass and downed it quickly.

         
         Delia was not terribly worried; her father was right about Sophie’s return, which usually happened within hours of her departure. There would be tears and apologies, then embracing and kissing; sometimes this was followed by her parents going into their bedroom, the door slamming and bolting shut behind them. 

         
         But this time was different. Sophie did not come back at dinner, and she was not back at bedtime either. And even more concerning
            was the fact that they were supposed to leave the day after the next. Now Delia was worried. Would Sophie stay out all night? Her father had changed into his pajamas and robe. “Let’s get some sleep,” he said.
            “I’m sure she’ll be home in the morning.” Delia lay awake for a long time, listening for the sound of the key turning in the
            lock. It never came.
         

         
         In the morning, she awoke with a vague sense of dread. As soon as she remembered about Sophie’s disappearance, she rushed
            into her parent’s room to see if her mother had returned. She hadn’t.
         

         
         “Should we call the police?” Delia asked. “Maybe she’s hurt. Or sick.”

         
         “Calling the police would not be a good idea,” her father said. He looked haggard and pale; was his hand actually shaking as he poured the coffee? “We have
            to keep packing. The train leaves at noon tomorrow. I’m sure she’ll show up soon.” When Delia didn’t move, he added, “Maybe
            you want to start gathering some of her things? That would be a big help.”
         

         
         Delia was grateful for the suggestion. Her mother had taken the handbag she always wore—cognac-colored leather with brass trim and clasp—but her valise was here, so Delia began to fill it. First in was Sophie’s favorite nightgown—ice-blue satin with lace straps and a matching robe. Then this gauzy dress, splattered with enormous cabbage roses in all shades of pink—Sophie had worn it often last summer at Le Piol. Next was her favorite Hermes scarf, still faintly redolent of her signature perfume, Guerlain’s Shalimar; she sometimes dabbed a bit behind Delia’s ears and on her wrists, and she had promised to buy her a bottle when she was older. Handling all these familiar objects was reassuring; it made Sophie’s return seem expected, even inevitable. She’d be back any time now, of course she would. It was late afternoon; there was still time. 

         
         After dealing with the clothes, she turned to the rosewood writing desk Sophie had used. In the bottom drawer, way at the
            back, Delia found a journal with an olive-green embossed leather cover. She’d never seen it before. Not sure if she ought
            to open it, she turned it over. There on the back was a tiny sticker from the shop where it had been purchased. Delia knew
            that shop; it was on the rue Madame in the sixth arrondissement, and it was where her mother had gone to buy pens, ink, and
            the creamy, deckle-edged notecards she used for correspondence. So most likely it did belong to Sophie.
         

         
         “Delia?” her father called from the other room. .

         
         “I’ll be right there.” She hastily stuffed the journal into the valise. Something told her that if she did decide to read
            it, she would want to be alone.
         

         
         The rest of the day passed with a maddening slowness. Once Delia finished packing for her mother, she had to pack for herself, an awful process that required looking at every single thing she owned and making a decision—quickly—about what she would bring with her and what would have to be left behind. No books—they were too heavy. But maybe she could manage a few—two? Three? And she had to take her favorite dresses, and the glossy black patent leather pumps—her very first pair of heels, albeit low ones. Also the fur-trimmed boots she wore in the winter. Where were they, though? Not in her closet or the hall closet either. Could they be with Sophie’s things? As she was on her way to look, she paused in front of one of Sophie’s sculptures. It was a double portrait, carved so that the larger of the two faces nestled into the concave shape of the other. Both were female, and looking at the curve of the noses—like Sophie’s, like hers—Delia had always thought of them as images of herself and her mother. Never mind about the boots—she had to take this. Unwieldy as it was, she brought it into her room and shoved it deep into the recesses of her valise. Elsewhere in the apartment, Simon was making a similar set of choices. She heard the thump of a valise being dragged, the sound of drawers and cabinets opening and closing, the occasional expletive—merde!—uttered as he worked.
         

         
         Sophie had still not returned by dinnertime, so they sat down to eat without her. During the makeshift meal of cold chicken,
            wilted greens, and—since no one had remembered to go to the boulangerie—stale bread, her father filled her glass with wine, not bothering to dilute it with water. Delia took a sip. Sharp, but she
            welcomed the bite. There were boxes ringed around the table, penning them in. After a few more sips, Delia felt emboldened
            enough to say what had been on her mind all through this dreary, excruciating day.
         

         
         “What if she doesn’t come back?”

         
         “She’ll come back. She always comes back.”

         
         “You mean she always came back. Maybe this time is different.” She realized this was true, and it scared her that she knew something her father wouldn’t
            let himself know.
         

         
         “No.” Simon set his own wineglass down on the table, hard. A few drops flew up, staining the white napkin with dots of pink.

         
         “But the train is tomorrow. And the ship the next day.”

         
         “You think I don’t know that?” he said angrily.

         
         “Then we’re still going?”

         
         “Of course we are.” His tone softened, and he reached for her hand. “We have to go,” he added. “We’re not safe here.”

         
         “Neither is Maman,” Delia said.

         
         

         After dinner, Delia went back into her room, where Sophie’s valise now stood next to her own. Snapping the locks, she dug through it until she found the journal. Maybe there was something in it that would provide a clue about what her mother was thinking or where she might be. Sophie had a neat, easily legible hand, and she had dated all the entries. Delia flipped through the pages. Here was one written about a show of hers that had almost sold out and received several fine reviews; here was another about a quarrel, one of many, she’d had with Delia’s father. Delia kept going; she didn’t want to relive those moments. She kept looking for mentions of her own name, and there were a scant few. Not as many as she would have hoped; she was stung by the omission. Yet another name, Serge, began to appear with some frequency. Delia wasn’t aware of anyone named Serge in her parents’ immediate circle; whoever he was, he had existed somewhere outside it. But as she kept reading, her memory snagged on something. Hadn’t there been a day when they had taken a ferry from La Tour Fondu to a little island off Hyères to . . . what was it called? . . . Porquerolles, yes that was it. Porquerolles. There was someone named Serge, she was almost sure of it, in the group that sat laughing and toasting everything—the meal, the wine, the clouds above and the glittering sea before them—over lunch? And hadn’t her mother been eager to go back again? She had said she was visiting her friend Elena; Simon had seemed unhappy about these trips, but he hadn’t tried to stop her. Could there have been another reason she’d kept returning? 

         
         Delia kept reading, hoping to find an answer. But then she came to a place where the pages, which were perforated, had been
            neatly removed from the diary. The previous—and last—entry had been written last week. So these missing pages were even more
            recent. What was in them? Frustrated, she put the diary into Sophie’s valise.
         

         
         

         A couple of hours later, she heard a soft knocking. For a wild moment she thought it was Sophie, but that was ridiculous;
            her mother wouldn’t need to knock, she had a key. When Delia went to the door, she saw Gaby. They had grown up together and
            been the best of friends, but when the Germans invaded, Gaby, like all the others, had kept her distance. And yet now here
            she was.
         

         
         Delia had been angry when Gabrielle first retreated. She’d expected better of her friend. But she’d missed her too and now was glad to see her, glad she had come. Gaby was still afraid to enter the apartment. But standing on the threshold, she leaned forward to kiss Delia on both cheeks. “Adieu ma chère amie, adieu,” she said. Hearing those words, Delia understood then that she might never come back to Paris, or that if she did, it would not be for a very long time. 

         
         After Gaby had gone, Delia went into her room and opened her valise. She dug around until she found what she was looking for—Coco.
            Delia stared at the animal’s face, the thick and now dusty fringe of its lashes, the nose that was slightly dented from having
            been dropped so many times. The leopard had been given to her when she was what, five? Six? She remembered her excitement
            in untying the red satin ribbon and opening the box. But now it was time to let her go, and she set Coco on her nightstand.
            She thought of Gaby’s words earlier, and she repeated them now—“Adieu ma chère amie, adieu.” And even though it was late, she took the bedraggled toy downstairs and kissed her a final time before leaving her in a trash
            can behind the building. It was only then that she wept.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three
Anne

         
         
            Fall 1946

         

         Since Anne and her father shared a birthday—October 10—he’d always taken special delight in planning the festivities, often
            held jointly. One year he’d arranged for a tea party at the Plaza for some of her friends, followed by an evening performance
            of Swan Lake at the Metropolitan Opera House with some of his. When she turned ten, he arranged for a whole busload of guests to travel
            upstate for a day of apple picking and horseback riding. Then there was the time he’d rented out a restaurant in Chinatown,
            and her entire class at school had been invited. No one else’s father or mother had come up with such an original idea; for
            days afterward, everyone had talked about the paper fans and the fortune cookies that were given out just as they were leaving.
         

         
         But since her father’s death, Anne hadn’t wanted to celebrate her birthday, and this year, she didn’t even tell anyone about it. Instead, she went to her classes just like it was any other day. It was only when she was alone that she took out the photograph album she’d brought to school with her, looking at each image as if it were a portal back to the before time. Here she was at age three, in a frilly party dress and paper crown. Another photo showed her a little older, poised on the ice at the skating rink in Central Park, her hands tucked
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