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				Patricide

				Before I
					saw, I heard: the cracking wood-plank steps leading down to the riverbank behind
					our house in Upper Nyack, New York.

				Before I saw my father’s desperate hand on the
					railing, that collapsed with the steps, in what seemed at first like cruel
					slow-motion, I heard: my father’s terrified voice calling for—me.

				And so on the stone terrace above I stood very
					still, and watched in silence.

				If I were to be tried for the murder of my father,
					if I were to be judged, it is this silence that would find me guilty.

				Yet, I could not draw breath to scream.

				Even now, I can’t draw breath to scream.

				*

				O God I knew: he would be angry.

				He would be furious. He would not even look at
					me.

				And it wasn’t my fault! I would plead with him
						Please
					understand
					it
					wasn’t
					my
					fault.
					An
					accident
					on
					the
					George
					Washington
					Bridge...

				“Please, officer! How long will it be—?”

				It was an evening in November 2011, five months
					before my father Roland Marks’s death.

				In desperation I’d lowered my window to speak with
					one of the police officers directing traffic, who barely acknowledged my pleas.
					For more than thirty minutes traffic had been slowed to virtually a stop in
					gusts of sleet on the upper level of the George Washington Bridge; ahead was a
					vortex of lights, red lights mingling with bright blinding lights, for there’d
					been an accident involving at least two vehicles, a skidding-accident on the
					slick wet pavement. In a tight space a tow truck was maneuvering with maddening
					slowness and a high-pitched beep-beep-beeping that made my heart race.

				Police officers were signaling to drivers to stay
					where they were, and to remain inside our vehicles. As if we had any choice!

				“God damn. Bad luck.”

				It was an old habit of mine, speaking to myself
					when I was alone. And I was often alone. And the tone of my speaking-voice was
					not likely to be friendly or indulgent.

				I calculated that I was about two-thirds of the way
					across the bridge. In such weather the George Washington Bridge seemed longer
					than usual. Even when traffic began moving forward at a slightly faster pace it
					was still frustratingly slow, and sleet struck the windshield of my car like
					driven nails.

				Once I crossed the bridge it was a twelve-minute
					drive to my father’s house in Rockland County, Upper Nyack. If nothing else went
					wrong.

				It was 7:50 P.M. I
					had awakened that morning at about 5:30 A.M. and
					had been feeling both excited and exhausted through the long day. And already I
					was late by at least twenty minutes and when I tried to call my father on my
					cell phone, the call didn’t go through.

				Telling myself This
					is
					not
					a
					crisis.
					Don’t
					be
					ridiculous!
					He
					won’t
					stop
					loving
					you
					for
					this.

				To be the daughter of Roland Marks was to feel your
					nerves strung so very tight, the slightest pressure might snap them.

				You will laugh to be told that I was forty-six
					years old and the dean of the faculty at a small, highly regarded liberal arts
					college in Riverdale, New York. I was not a child-daughter but a middle-aged
					daughter. I was well educated, with excellent professional credentials and an
					impressive résumé. Before the liberal arts college in Riverdale where (it was
					hinted) I would very likely be named the next president, I’d been a professor of
					classics and department chair at Wesleyan. A move to Riverdale College was a
					kind of demotion but I’d gladly taken the position when it was offered to me,
					since living in Skaatskill, New York, allowed me to visit my father in Upper
					Nyack more readily.

				Don’t
					take
					the
					job
					in
					Riverdale
					on
					my
					account, my father had said irritably. I’m
					not
					going
					to
					be
					living
					in
					Nyack
					year-round
					and
					certainly
					not
					forever.

				I was willing to risk this, to be nearer my
					father.

				I was willing to take a professional demotion, to
					be nearer my father.

				In my professional life I had a reputation for
					being confident, strong-willed, decisive, yet fair-minded—I’d shaped myself into
					the quintessence of the professional
					woman, who is a quasi-male, yet the very best kind
					of male. In my public life I was not accustomed to being of the weaker party,
					dependent upon others.

				Yet, in my private life, my private family-life, I
					was utterly weak and defenseless as one born without a protective outer skin. I
					was the daughter of Roland Marks and my fate was, Roland Marks had always loved
					me best of all his children.

				This is the story of how a best-loved daughter
					repays her father.

				This is a story of revenge and murder, I think.

				*

				“You’re late.”

				It wasn’t a statement but an accusation. In
					another’s voice the implication would be Why
					are
					you
					late?
					Where
					were
					you? The implication would be—Darling,
					I
					was
					worried
					about
					you.

				“I can’t depend upon you, Lou-Lou. I’ve had to make
					a decision without you.”

				“A decision? What do you mean?”

				He
					is
					moving
					away.
					He
					is
					getting
					remarried.
					He
					is
					writing
					me
					out
					of
					his
					will.

				“I’ve decided to hire an assistant. A professional,
					who’s trained in literary theory.”

				This wasn’t so remarkable, for my father had had
					numerous “assistants” and “interns” over the years. Each had disappointed him or
					failed him in some way, and had soon disappeared from our lives. Most had been
					young women, a particularly vulnerable category for assistant,
					intern.

				Except now, since the breakup of my father’s fifth
					marriage, and since my move to Riverdale, I’d been my father’s assistant, to a
					degree—and we’d been planning a massive project, sorting and labeling the
					thousands of letters Roland Marks had received over the course of five decades,
					as well as carbons and copies of letters he’d sent. The letters were to be a
					part of Roland Marks’s massive archive, which he and his agent were negotiating
					to sell to an appropriate institution: the New York Public Library, the Special
					Collections of the University of Texas at Austin, the Special Collections at
					Harvard, Yale, Columbia. (In fact the archive would be sold, Dad hoped for
					several million dollars, to the highest bidder—though Roland Marks wouldn’t have
					wanted to describe the negotiations in so crass a way.)

				It was unfair on Dad’s part to suggest that he’d
					actually been waiting for me. Not in normal usage, as one individual might be
					“waiting” for another. With one part of his mind he’d probably been aware that
					someone was expected, after 7:00 P.M. and no
					later than 7:30 P.M., for this was our usual
					Thursday evening schedule. He would have been working in his study overlooking
					the slate-gray choppy Hudson River, from the second floor of the sprawling old
					Victorian house on Cliff Street; he might be writing, or going through a
					copyedited manuscript, or proofreading galleys—(for a writer who claimed to find
					writing difficult and who spent most of his time revising, Roland Marks managed
					to publish a good deal); he would have been listening to music—for instance,
					Mozart’s Don
					Giovanni, which was so familiar to him, like notes
					encoded in his brain, he could no longer be distracted by it. Certainly my
					father wouldn’t be waiting for me but his sensitive
					nerves were attuned to a waiting-for-someone, waiting-for-something, and until
					this unease was resolved he would feel incomplete, edgy, irritable and vaguely
					offended.

				Yet if I’d arrived early, Dad wouldn’t have liked
					that, either. “So soon, Lou-Lou? What time did you say you were coming? And what
					time is it now?”

				My impossible father! Yet I loved Dad so much, I
					could not love anyone else including my clumsy well-intentioned quasi-male
					self.

				“And why exactly are you late?”

				“An accident on the George Washington
					Bridge...”

				“An accident! You should factor in slow-downs on
					that damned bridge, and leave early. I’d have thought you knew that by now.”

				“But this was a serious accident, Dad. The entire
					upper level was shut down for at least forty minutes...”

				“You’re always having accidents, Lou-Lou. Or,
					accidents are always occurring around you. Why is this?”

				Dad was being playful, funny. But Dad was being
					cruel, too.

				In fact it was rare that things went wrong in my
					life, and virtually never as a consequence of anything I’d done personally. A
					delayed plane, or a canceled flight—how was that my fault?—or an emergency at
					the college, which it would have been professionally irresponsible for me to
					ignore; or the plea of an old friend, calling at an inopportune time and badly
					needing me to speak to her, which had been the case several weeks before.

				I’d tried to explain to my father that a friend
					from graduate school at Harvard had called me sounding distraught, suicidal. I’d
					had to spend time with Denise on the phone and had sent a barrage of e-mails to
					follow—“I couldn’t just abandon her, Dad.”

				“How do you know that I’m not ‘suicidal,’ too?
					Waiting for you to arrive and wondering where the hell you are?”

				This was so preposterous a claim, I decided that my
					father had to be joking. Does
					an
					egomaniac
					kill
					himself?

				Dad persisted: “Do you think that, if you were in
					this person’s place, she might not ‘abandon’ you?”

				Though the subtext here was simply that Dad
					resented another person in my life, and felt threatened by the least disturbance
					of his schedule, it was like him to ask such questions, to make one squirm. His
					boldly serio-comic novels were laced with paradoxes of a moral nature, to make
					the reader squirm even as the reader was laughing.

				I’d said that I liked Denise very much. I hadn’t
						wanted to avoid her. (Though it was true, we’d
					grown apart in recent years; Denise had been the one to cease writing and
					calling.) “I’ve invited her to come visit me, if she wants to. If I can help
					her, somehow...”

				“Lou-Lou, for Christ’s sake! That’s what I mean:
					you draw accidents to yourself. You’re accident-prone.” There was a pause, and
					Dad couldn’t resist adding, “And losers.”

				This was particularly cruel. Since I knew that Dad
					considered me a “loser”—at any rate, not a success.

				But now Dad was being funny, and not angry—at
					least, he’d been smiling. (For “losers” were the very material of Roland Marks’s
					fiction, some of them loveable and others not so.)

				His humor was the lightest stroke of a whip against
					my bare skin and not intended to hurt: if Roland Marks intended to inflict hurt,
					you would know it.

				Only at my father’s summons did I come, Thursday
					nights, to have dinner with him. This had been our schedule for some months
					since Dad had returned to the house in Upper Nyack—(he’d been
					writer-in-residence at the American Academy in Rome, and then a visiting fellow
					at the American Academy in Berlin)—but I couldn’t take our evenings for granted,
					because my father disliked being “constrained.”

				That is, I had to leave Thursday evenings open for
					my father; but my father might make other, more interesting plans for Thursday
					without notifying me.

				On weekends, Dad dined with other people in their
					homes or in restaurants. (I was rarely included.) Often, Dad was being
					“honored”—these events would often take place in New York City, forty minutes
					away by (hired) car. It wasn’t unusual for my father to be invited to give
					talks, readings, onstage interviews every week in one or another city: in recent
					months Chicago, Los Angeles, Washington, D.C., Boston, Seattle, Toronto and
					Vancouver. If such events didn’t conflict with my work-schedule, and if Dad
					wanted me, I would accompany him to these gigs, as he called them; his sponsors
					would pay for two business-class air tickets as well as two hotel rooms in
					luxury hotels. Since Dad’s last divorce, he had not acquired a new female
					companion, and so I was grateful to be his companion when he wanted me.

				Sometimes, I would be interviewed, too. Tell
					us
					what
					it
					was
					like
					growing
					up
					with
					Roland
					Marks
					as
					your
					father!

				I’d rehearsed answers that were plausible but
					interesting—at least, I hoped they were interesting. What I said of Roland Marks
					was unfailingly upbeat and optimistic; my daughterly praise was warm and
					sincere; never would I hint at anything less “positive”—that remained for my
					sister Karin and my brothers Harry and Saul, who imagined that their opinions of
					Roland Marks really mattered to anyone.

				Domestic routines, like our Thursday dinners, were
					sacrosanct with Roland Marks, as with most writers and artists. It’s the
					“nervous” sensibility, as Dad said, that craves routine and stability. Of
					course, if Dad himself altered these routines, that was different.

				Twelve years ago Roland Marks had been awarded a
					Nobel Prize for literature and in the wake of that cataclysmic award much in his
					domestic life had been overturned. His fifth marriage had ended in divorce, and
					a tremendous financial settlement to his embittered wife had depleted much of
					his award money. (Though even friends persisted in thinking that Roland Marks
					was wealthy.) Vulnerable to women, particularly young women, Dad was always
					“seeing” someone and always being “disappointed”—yet I dreaded the day when my
					seventy-four-year-old father might announce that he was “remarrying”—again!—and
					that our Thursday evening routine, the very core of my emotional life, was
					coming to an end.

				Something was different about tonight. I
						realized—Don
					Giovanni wasn’t playing. And a vehicle was parked at
					the curb in front of the house, which I was sure I’d never seen before.

				My father had come to meet me in the front corridor
					of the sprawling old Victorian house, where a single wall-light feebly glowed.
					Roland Marks’s habits of frugality contrasted sharply with his habits of
					overspending and overindulgence. Since my most recent stepmother’s departure
					from his life, the Victorian house on Cliff Street was but partly furnished; the
					living room, with a beautiful dark-marble fireplace, was missing a leather sofa,
					a set of chairs, a Chinese carpet, and had the look of a minimalist art gallery
					in which the so-called art is a coiled rope, a bucket, a stepladder leaning
					against a bare wall. In my father’s words the departing wife had “ransacked” the
					house while he was in Europe; I’d offered to help him refurnish but he’d
					dismissed my offer with an airy wave of his hand—“I’m a bachelor from now on. I
					don’t use these damned rooms anyway.”

				At the rear of the house, not visible from the
					front hall, was a remodeled sunroom, where Dad spent much of his time when he
					wasn’t working upstairs in his study. Beyond the sunroom, through a rear door,
					was a flagstone terrace in what one might describe as a comfortably worn state
					of repair, and descending from the terrace a flight of wooden steps that led to
					the riverbank thirty feet below, through a scrubby jungle of overgrown shrubs
					and trees. There had once been a small dock there, swept away by a ravaging
					river during the first winter of my father’s occupancy.

				Dad had joked that his marriage to Sylvia Sachs had
					been very like the dock—“Gone with the river!”

				Gradually it had happened that, though I lived in a
					(modest) condominium of my own in the village of Skaatskill, just north of
					Riverdale, my father expected me to keep his house in reasonably good repair; it
					had fallen to me to pay my father’s household bills with his checkbook, and help
					him prepare his financial records for his accountant’s yearly visit; if my
					father had trouble opening a bottle or a jar, for instance, he would keep it for
					me to open—“Your fingers are strong and canny. Lou-Lou. You have peasant genes,
					you’ll live a long time.” It fell to me to hire cleaning women, handymen, a lawn
					crew, though my father invariably found fault with them.

				Tonight my father was wearing not his usual at-home
					jeans and shapeless cardigan but neatly pressed trousers, one of his English
					“country-gentleman” shirts, and a green Argyll vest; his cheeks were
					smooth-shaven, and his silvery-brown hair, thinning at the crown but abundant
					elsewhere, falling to his shoulders, looked as if it had been recently brushed.
					Clearly, Roland Marks had not so groomed himself for me.

				There was a sound upstairs. A murmurous voice, as
					on a cell phone.

				“Is—someone here? Upstairs?”

				My father’s study was upstairs, as well as several
					bedrooms. My father’s study was his particular place of refuge, his sanctuary,
					with a wall of windows overlooking the river, a large antique desk, built-in
					mahogany bookshelves. It was not often that anyone was invited into my father’s
					study, even me.

				Now a sly expression came into my father’s face. I
					thought A
					woman.
					He
					has
					brought
					a
					woman
					here.

				Despite his age Roland Marks was a handsome man;
					he’d been exceptionally handsome in his youth, with dark dreamy brooding eyes, a
					fine-sculpted foxy face and a quick and ingratiating smile. He’d dazzled many
					women in his time—and many men. Some of this I knew firsthand but much of this I
					knew from reading about him.

				When you are related to a person of renown you
					can’t shake off the conviction that others, strangers, know him in ways you will
					never know him. Your vision of the man is myopic and naïve—the long-distance
					vision is the more correct one.

				“An academic. A ‘scholar.’ She’s come to interview
					me. You know—the usual.”

				Roland Marks’s genial contempt for academics and scholars did
					not preclude his being quite friendly with a number of them. Like most writers,
					he was flattered by attention; even the kind of attention that embarrassed him,
					annoyed or exasperated him. Each academic and scholar who’d met with Roland Marks, and had written
					about him, imagined that he or she was the exception. What
					a
					surprise
					Roland
					Marks
					is!
					Nothing
					at
					all
					like
					people
					say
					but
					really,
					really
					nice...
					and
					so
					funny.

				“Is this your new—assistant?”

				“We’ve been exploring the possibility.”

				This person, whoever she was, was unknown to me. I
					had the idea, since Dad hadn’t mentioned her until now, that she was relatively
					unknown to him, too.

				“Come upstairs, Lou-Lou, and meet ‘Cameron.’ We’ve
					been having a quite intense interview session.”

				It wasn’t uncommon for people to come to my
					father’s Nyack house to interview him. But it was somewhat uncommon for one of
					these interviewers to stay so late.

				Though there was the Paris
					Review interviewer, a literary journalist, who’d
					interviewed Roland Marks in 1978, in his apartment at the time on the Upper West
					Side, who’d virtually moved in with him and had had to be forcibly evicted after
					several weeks.

				Dad led me upstairs with unusual vigor.

				In his study, a tall skinny blond woman—a quite
					young, quite striking blond woman—was slipping papers into a tote-bag. On the
					table before her was a laptop, a small tape recorder, a cell phone, and a can of
					Diet Coke.

				“Cameron? I’d like you to meet my daughter Lou-Lou
					Marks. And Lou-Lou, this is Cameron—from... “

				“Cameron Slatsky. From Columbia University.”

				With a naïve stiffness the young woman spoke, as if
					one had to identify Columbia as a university.

				Awkwardly we shook hands. Cameron Slatsky from
					Columbia University smiled so glowingly at me, I felt my face shrink like a
					prune in too much sunshine.

				Of course, Dad had to tease a bit calling me his
					“Dean Daughter”—

				“Dean Marks, Daughter”—which drew a breathy laugh
					from Cameron Slatsky and a look of wary admiration as if she’d never seen a dean
					before, close up.

				In fact, Dad was proud of my academic credentials.
					Unlike my sister and my brothers, who’d tried to “compete” with Roland Marks by
					writing—(fiction, poetry, plays, journalism)—I was the daughter who’d impressed
					him with her diligence, intelligence, and modesty; if I published essays, they
					were of esoteric literary subjects—Sappho’s poetry, the tragedies of Aeschylus
					and Sophocles, for instance—which Dad read with the avidity of the intellectual
					whose knowledge of a subject is limited. The point was, Lou-Lou Marks knew her
						place.

				I gathered that Cameron had just been speaking on
					her cell phone and that she was, as a consequence perhaps, somewhat agitated;
					though she continued to smile at my father.

				“Mr. Marks? I wonder if we could confirm our date
					for—”

				“Please, I’ve asked you: call me Roland.”

				“ ‘R-Roland’....”

				“Thank you, my dear! ‘Roland’ it is.”

				My
					dear. I felt a stab of embarrassment for my
					father.

				Roland Marks, who often didn’t try at all to be
					charming, was trying now. Hard.

				“—our date for Monday? As we’d planned?”

				“Sure. Just don’t come before four P.M., please.”

				It seemed that Cameron was writing a dissertation
					on the “post-Modernist-polemic” fiction of Roland Marks for a Ph.D. in English.
					Exactly the kind of theoretical
					bullshit my father usually scorned.

				Cameron wore metal-rimmed eyeglasses of the kind
					that, removed, reveal myopic but beautiful thick-lashed eyes, as in a romantic
					comedy. (And so it was in Cameron’s case, in fact.) She was thin, willowy. She
					shivered with the intensity of an Italian greyhound. Her shoulders were just
					perceptibly hunched. For she was a tall girl, taller than my father; and she
					would have sensed that Roland Marks was vain enough to resent any woman taller
					than himself.

				Cameron’s strangest and most annoying feature was
					her hair: a kind of ponytail shot out of the side of her head, above her left
					ear. The hair was straw-colored and stiff-looking like a paintbrush. Long
					straight uneven bangs fell to her eyebrows, nearly in her eyes. If she’d been a
					dog she would’ve been a cross between a greyhound and a Shih Tzu, face partly
					obscured by hair.

				Her sexy red mouth just kept smiling! I could
					imagine this arrogant young woman gloating to herself as soon as she was
						alone—Pretty
					good,
					I
					think!
					Not
					bad!
					The
					old
					man
					likes
					me
					for
					sure.

				The way Dad was looking at Cameron, frowning and
					bemused, blinking, smiling to himself—it was obvious, the old man liked her.

				As offensive as the grade-school ponytail was the
					young woman’s attire, which had to be totally inappropriate for an interview
					with a Nobel laureate: she was wearing jeans foolishly frayed at the knee and so
					tight they fitted her anorexic body like a sausage casing. I swear you could see
					the crack of her buttocks. You could see—(though I didn’t want to look)—the
					cleft of her pelvis. And her small Dixie-cup breasts strained against a tight
					black turtleneck sweater adorned with a white satin star like a bib.

				Her ears glittered with gold studs and there was a
					tiny, near-invisible gold comma through her left eyebrow. Her skin was pale,
					pearly. Beneath the silly bangs, probably her forehead was pimply.

				And the insipid mouth just kept smiling.

				I could barely bring myself to look at this
					Cameron, I disliked her so intensely. I felt an impulse to grab hold of the
					ridiculous ponytail and give her head a good hard shake.

				In dismay I thought She
					will
					be
					the
					next!
					She
					is
					the
					enemy.

				In one of my father’s bestselling novels of erotic
					obsession—(well, to be frank, virtually all of my father’s novels were about
					erotic obsession however cloaked in intellectual and paradoxical political
					terms)—not a tragic novel but a comically convoluted melodrama titled Intimacy:
					A
					Tragedy, he describes the male response to the most
					obvious sorts of sex-stimuli, in terms of newly fledged ducks who react to the
					first thing they see when they leave the egg: a cardboard duck-silhouette, a
					paper hanger in the shape of a cartoon duck, a wooden block. All that’s
					essential is that the thing, the stimulus, is in motion; the ducklings will
					follow it blindly as if it were the mother duck. So too, Roland Marks said, the
					male reacts blindly to a purely sexual mechanism, stimulated by certain sights
					and smells. Instead
					of
					a
					brain,
					there’s
					the
					male
					genitalia.

				Such knowledge hadn’t spared Roland Marks from
					several disastrous marriages and, I didn’t doubt, numberless liaisons.

				Cameron was saying, apologetically, in a voice that
					scratched at your ears, “Mr. Marks, I mean—Roland—this is disappointing, I’m
					really sorry, but I can’t stay for dinner—I have to leave
					now....”

				“But I’ve ordered dinner. I’ve ordered for
					three.”

				“Oh I know—I’m so sorry! It’s just something that
					came up, I’ve been on the phone....”

				“When? Just now?”

				“Yes. A—someone—just called, I had to t-take the
					call...”

				Dad was aggrieved, angry. It disturbed me how
					quickly he was flaring up at this stranger, as if she’d betrayed an intimacy
					between them.

				He’d never seen her before today. His reaction was
					totally irrational.

				“I really can’t stay, it’s a personal
					matter...”

				My father’s face was livid with emotion—surprise,
					hurt, jealousy. For the past fifty years or more, Roland Marks had become
					accustomed to being at the center of most scenes involving women. He’d had the
					whip hand.

				“Well, Cameron. Whatever you like.”

				Dryly Dad spoke. I wondered—had he asked this young
					woman to be his new assistant? How impulsive he was becoming!

				“May I return, Mr. Marks? On Monday afternoon as
					we’d planned?”

				“Better call me first, to see if I’m here. Good
					night!”

				It was like a grating yanked down over a store
					window—Dad’s conviviality toward the striking young blond girl had ceased.

				It fell to me to see the abashed Cameron downstairs
					and out the door as she clumsily repeated that she was sorry, she hoped my
					father would understand, maybe another time they could have
					dinner...

				No.
					You
					will
					not.
					Not
					ever.

				I shut the door behind her. I did not watch her
					drive away from the curb. I told myself But
					I
					must
					not
					be
					jealous
					of
					her,
					if
					he
					lets
					her
					return.
					I
					must
					be
					happy
					for
					my
					father.
					If
					that
					is
					what
					he
					wishes.

				Brave Lou-Lou Marks staring at her blurred
					reflection in a mirror in the front hall while a floor above, in his study, door
					pointedly shut, my father Roland Marks was already talking and laughing too
					loudly, in a phone conversation with someone I could not imagine.

				THE FACT
					is, my name isn’t Lou-Lou but Lou. Yet Lou is so bluntly
					unlovely, inevitably the name became vapid Lou-Lou.

				My father had wanted to name me after Lou
					Andreas-Salomé, a hot-blooded female intellectual of the nineteenth century
					whose most heralded achievement in the popular imagination is to have lived in a
					ménage à trois with her lover Paul Rée and Friedrich Nietzsche and to be
					photographed with the two men in a dominatrix
					pose.

				You’ve seen the famous photograph—Lou
					Andreas-Salomé in a little cart pulled by Rée and Nietzsche in the role of
					donkeys. Andreas-Salomé looks oddly twisted, in a dress with a long skirt; she’s
					wielding a little whip. The men, who should look doting, or as if they’re
					enjoying a joke for posterity, look like zombies. Andreas-Salomé was said to be
					a beautiful woman but, as is often the case with alleged beauties of the past,
					photographs of her don’t bear out this claim but show a snoutish-faced woman
					with intense eyes and a heavy chin. (Yes, I do somewhat resemble Andreas-Salomé
					except that no one would have described me as beautiful.)

				My namesake, admirably “liberated” for a woman of
					her time, also had affairs and intimate friendships with Maria Rilke, Viktor
					Tausk, and Sigmund Freud. She’d become a psychoanalyst and published
					psychoanalytic studies admired by Freud; she’d written novels, and a study of
					Nietzsche. I’d tried to read some of her writing years ago but had soon given
					up, it had seemed so dated, so sad and so—female.

				Once I’d asked my mother why she’d agreed with my
					father to name me after Lou Andreas-Salomé and not rather someone within the
					family—(which is a Jewish custom)—and my mother had said she had no idea—“He
					talked me into it, I suppose. Why else?”

				He was uttered in a way
					so subtle, you’d have to listen closely to hear reproach, accusation,
					woundedness, resignation in that single syllable.

				At last count I have four stepmothers, in addition
					to my own mother. They are Monique, Avril, Phyllis, Sylvia. There are
					step-brothers and –sisters in my life but they are younger than I am, of another
					generation, and resentful of me as their father’s favorite.

				I think of my stepmothers as fairy-tale figures,
					sisters united by their marital ties to Roland Marks, but of course these
					ex-wives of Roland Marks detest one another.

				Sylvia Sachs was the New York actress, and the
					youngest. Just fifty-six, and looking, with the aid of cosmetic surgery and the
					very best hair salons in Manhattan, twenty years younger.

				Monique Glickman was old by now—that is, Dad’s age.
					For a woman, old.

				She was living in Tampa, Florida. She’d disappeared
					from our lives—good riddance!

				Avril Gatti was the litigious one—a former
					journalist, Italian-born, now residing in New York City with an (allegedly)
					female lover.

				Of Phyllis Brady what’s to say? The daughter of a
					distinguished Upper East Side architect might have expected to be better treated
					by her Jewish-novelist-husband whose father had owned a (small, not-prosperous)
					bakery in Queens, but she’d been mistaken.

				My mother, Sarah, had been Roland’s second wife.
					He’d been still young at the time of their marriage—just thirty-two. Mom must
					have thought that, impassioned as the handsome young Roland Marks had been,
					eager to leave his “difficult” wife Monique for her, that his love for her would
					be stable, constant, reliable—of course, it was not. And after four children,
					certainly it was not.

				“You must have wanted to kill him, when he left you
					for—whoever it was at the time”—so I’d said to my mother impulsively, one day
					when we were reminiscing about those years when we’d been a family in Park
					Slope, and the name “Lou-Lou” wasn’t so inappropriate for me; and my mother
					said, with a wounded little cry, “Oh, no, Lou-Lou—not him.”

				A neutral observer would have interpreted this
					remark as—She’d
					wanted
					to
					kill
					the
					woman
					he
					left
					her
					for.

				But I knew my mother better than that.

				AFTER
						CAMERON left, the very air in the
					house was a-quiver.

				“Not an auspicious beginning. If she wants to be my
						assistant.”

				Dad was muttering in Dad’s way: an indignant
					thinking-aloud you were (possibly) meant to hear, and to respond to; though
					sometimes, not.

				Casually I said, as often I did in such
					circumstances: “She may have wanted to exploit you, Dad.”

				“Oh well—‘exploit.’ That’s what everyone pins onto
						me.”

				“You can’t trust interviewers. They can edit the
					tape as they wish, and make you out to seem—”

				“She certainly knew my work. My oeuvre as she called it.”

				With a wounded air Dad spoke. He might have been
					lamenting My
					penis.

				Of course, Dad was disgruntled. Not just the
					beautiful blond girl had left, trailing a sweet-smelling sort of mist in her
					wake, but he had to content himself for the evening with me.

				His favorite daughter. Poor plain hulking
					Lou-Lou.

				Not that Dad didn’t like me. Even love me. (So far
					as he was capable of love.) But it was clear that he didn’t regard me as
					attractive, or particularly feminine; he didn’t admire me. This had always been evident, even as a young girl I’d
					seen it in his eyes, as I’d seen his pleasure in female beauty, female grace,
						femaleness, in the presence of one or another of
					his wives, or my older sisters who were both quite attractive as girls. “Beauty
					is skin deep: we perceive it immediately. What’s beneath, if it’s ugly, will
					require more time”—so Roland Marks had observed more than once, with an air of
					vengeful melancholy.

				All that day, Dad said, until the interviewer had
					come at 3:00 P.M. to “interrupt and distract
					him,” he’d been working in his study. It is expected of Nobel Prize winners that
					they begin to slacken their pace after receiving the award but this wasn’t the
					way of Roland Marks who was as committed to, or as obsessed with, his work as
					he’d been as an aggressive young man out of the Midwest fifty years before. It
					had been his aim to combine the “many voices of our time”—the elevated, the
					intellectual and the poetic, and the debased, vernacular, and the crudely
					prosaic. It was an ambitious aim—it was a Whitmanesque aim—which struck a nerve
					in the literary community as well as in the vast unchartable American community
					that responds to some—a very few—works of “art” with genuine enthusiasm and
					pleasure. Yet, Roland Marks had detractors. After reviewers celebrate a
					“brilliantly promising” young writer, they are not so easily placated with his
					more mature work. The many awards bestowed upon my father didn’t soften the hurt
					of the barbs and stabs he’d received as well, some from old friends whose
					admiration had turned to resentment as Roland Marks’s reputation grew.

				The cruelest blow had been a lengthy,
					quasi-sympathetic but finally condescending review of a novel by an old
					writer-friend of his, a literary rival, who ought never to have written such a
					veiled attack on another writer of Roland Marks’s stature and age—in The New Yorker.

				Roland Marks never wrote reviews. But if he had, he
					would not have retaliated—such “low-down, down-dirty” behavior was beneath him,
					he said.

				Never again would he speak to that writer, whom he
					felt had betrayed him. If the man’s name came up, Dad was likely to walk away,
					wounded.

				Through all this, Dad’s work had continued. It was
					a joke to suggest that the man was a womanizer when the deeper truth was, he was
					wed to work.

				Dad had recently finished a project—a lengthy novel
					set in New York City in the 1940s and 1950s, the era of World War II, post-War
					and Cold War America. Gleefully he’d been telling interviewers that he’d “named
					names and burnt bridges”—even as he insisted that Patricide was purely fiction. There was anticipation in publishing
					circles, for a novel by Roland Marks invariably managed to excite controversy.
					Feminists loved to hate him; haters of feminism loved to praise him; every
					Jewish literary figure had a strong, even vehement opinion about him; and there
					were the ex-wives, one of them the moderately famous Broadway actress of a
					certain age who’d said some very damning—and funny—things about Roland Marks in
					uncensored TV interviews. In any case he’d put the manuscript in a drawer, and
					would not look at it for another six months. He was anxious about his work, and
					superstitious. If he waited too long to revise, he might die before he finished!
					The novel would be published posthumously. He would
					be criticized posthumously, for not having polished
					it to Roland Marks’s characteristic high sheen.

				“Daddy, don’t fret! You always say the same
					things.”

				“Do I? The same things?”

				“You’ve been worrying about ‘dying too soon’ since
					you were in your fifties. That’s twenty years at least.”

				“Those were premature worries. But
					now...”

				I’d hoped that Dad would ask me to help him with
					the novel in some way—fact-checking, retyping. But he wasn’t quite ready to
					share Patricide with anyone else, just yet.

				Patricide. A strange
					title.

				It was not an attractive title, I thought. But I
					dared not ask Roland Marks what it meant.

				That day Dad had been going through a copyedited
					galley of an essay he’d written for the New
					York
					Review
					of
					Books with the intriguing title “Cervantes, Walter
					Benjamin, and the Fate of Linear Art in a Digital Age.” Roland Marks was as
					impassioned, and often as unreasonable, about his non-fiction work as he was
					about his fiction: he’d ended up revising most of the essay, and yet he was
					still dissatisfied. And his head ached, and his eyes hurt. (No one knew, but me,
					that Roland Marks had a still-mild case of macular degeneration for which he was
					being treated by injections to the eye, at an enormous expense only partly
					covered by his medical insurance.) He couldn’t bear any more reading today, he
					said—“Or thinking. I’m God-damned tired of thinking.”

				It was Thai food my father had ordered, from a
					Nyack restaurant. For our Thursday dinners we alternated among several
					restaurants—Chinese, Italian, Thai—which my father found not too terrible,
					though nothing like his favorite New York restaurants, to which he was usually
					taken as a guest.

				On our domestic Thursdays we often watched
					television in the remodeled sunporch while we ate take-out dinners from the Thai
					Kitchen, reheated in a microwave.

				“What would you like to watch, Dad? ”

				“Anything. Nothing.”

				I knew that he was still thinking of Cameron whose
					last name he’d forgotten. I knew that he was anxious, embittered, and yet
					hopeful—that was Roland Marks.

				He’d been unjustly angry with me earlier, but he’d
					forgotten why. Now he was unjustly angry with the gawky ponytailed blond without
					remembering why. He said, taking the TV wand from me, “Anything distracting.
					Entertaining. But something.”

				This wasn’t so. My father couldn’t tolerate TV
					advertisements. I would have to find a movie for us, on one of the few cable
					channels without interruptions.

				“What about A
					Stolen
					Life—Bette Davis and Glenn Ford. The
					Bridge
					on
					the
					River
					Kwai—William Holden. The
					Entertainer—Laurence Olivier.”

				“The
					Entertainer.”

				“You’ve seen this, I think?”

				“Yes, I’ve seen The
					Entertainer—‘I think.’ When you’re seventy-four
					you’ve seen everything. But not recently. And Olivier is brilliant.”

				I brought in our heated-up Thai food from the
					kitchen, on trays. I used attractive earthenware plates and paper napkins of a
					high quality that almost resembled cloth napkins. I would have opened a bottle
					of wine for us but Dad avoided alcohol in the evenings because it made him
					sleepy. I tried not to notice the anger in his face, and the sorrow beneath. I
					fussed over him as I always did, tried to chide and joke with him, for he
					expected it of Lou-Lou, no matter what mood he was in.

				The love-affair of a daughter with her father
					encompasses her entire life. There has never been a time when she has not been
					her father’s daughter.

				I thought None
					of
					them
					can
					take
					my
					place.
					None
					of
					them
					can
					know
					him
					as
					I
					do.

				It was so, Laurence Olivier was brilliant in a role
					in which he, one of the great actors of the twentieth century, plays a
					second-rate vaudeville entertainer in a dreary English resort
					town—Brighton?—who, from time to time, onstage, in the spotlight, amid burlesque
					routines of stultifying banality and vulgarity, reveals flashes of genius.

				Olivier was so compelling in the role of Archie
					Rice, so utterly convincing, both my father and I sat in silence, enthralled.
					Roland Marks could not think of any clever remark to underscore what we were
					seeing—the saga of an aging, hypocritical, hollow-hearted vaudeville comedian
					who connives to make a comeback by exploiting his elderly father, and finally
					killing him. Yet Olivier’s character is so very human, my eyes filled with tears
					of sympathy. He’s a fraud, but “charming”—women continue to adore him! He’s a
					heel, and a cad, and a drinker, yet it was love I felt for the man, impersonal
					as sunshine.

				There is a particularly poignant scene midway in
					the film in which the young Joan Plowright, in the role of Archie Rice’s
					daughter, tells the “entertainer” that he can’t possibly be serious about
					marrying a naïve young woman who has been seduced by his charisma—“She’s my age!
					The age of your daughter!”

				Archie Rice is chastened, embarrassed. But his
					daughter’s scandalized plea makes no difference: he’s determined to marry the
					second-place beauty-contest winner just the same, in order to borrow money from
					her father.

				Dad began to laugh. Dad had been picking at his
					Thai food, that was too spicy for him though he’d insisted on ordering hot. And now something pleased him mightily.

				“Here’s a fact, Lou-Lou: Olivier married that very
					actress, Joan Plowright, within a year. He divorced Vivien Leigh and married
					Plowright who was young enough to be his daughter.” It was a curiosity, how
					Roland Marks seemed to know so much of popular culture, which in his books and
					lectures he disdained as drek. Now Dad laughed his
					loud Rabelaisian laugh, that made me shudder.

				Though he hadn’t had any wine, Dad was very sleepy
					by the time the movie ended. (The final scene of The
					Entertainer, when Archie Rice is disintegrating
					onstage before a sadly diminished audience, had made him laugh, initially; then
					cast him into a bleak mood I thought it most prudent not to notice.) I helped
					him up the stairs, said good night to him and cleaned up downstairs; it gave me
					pleasure to darken the rooms of the house, preparatory to leaving, and returning
					to my condominium in Skaatskill.

				Except: before I left, in Dad’s study I looked for
					a note-sized piece of paper. I knew it was there somewhere, and finally I found
					it in plain sight beside Dad’s shut-up computer: Cameron
					S.,
					212
					448
					1439, cslatsky@columbia.edu.

				Crumpled it and took it away in my pocket.

				Thinking This
					will
					do
					no
					good,
					probably.
					But
					I
					will
					have
					tried.

				*

				It was my vocation: to spare my father
					from rapacious females.

				I hadn’t done a very good job of it, you might say.
					And you’d be correct.

				I tried to protect Dad from harm. At least when he
					wasn’t traveling abroad and far off my radar. I was the constant in his life, I wished to think.

				Swarms of women, of all ages, tried to attach
					themselves to Roland Marks in one guise or another. Some were wealthy socialites
					eager for celebrity-writers to perform—“For zero bucks,” as Dad said dryly—for
					their charity fund-raisers; some were young like Cameron Slatsky, relatively
					poor, unattached and, who knows?—desperate, if not deranged. No one is so alert
					to the dangers that beset a famous man than a daughter.

				It’s true, Dad might have been seeing quite
					reasonable women, divorcées or widows just slightly younger than himself, yet
					not embarrassingly young—except that Dad wouldn’t
					have been seen in public with any woman within two decades of his age.

				In Washington, D.C., a few years ago, where Dad had
					been honored by the president at the National Medals ceremony in the White
					House, he’d been accompanied by a chic skinny girl who might’ve been a model,
					very gorgeous, and so young that the president’s wife had said, utterly without
					irony: “It’s so nice of you to bring your granddaughter to our ceremony, Mr.
					Marks!”

				It’s well into the twenty-first century. The era of
					Women’s Liberation was the 1970s, or should have been. Yet, women are still
					bound to men. The majority of women, regardless of age. And a famous man
					attracts women as a flame attracts moths—irresistibly, fatally. Some of the most
					beautiful moths want nothing more than to fling themselves into the flame which
					destroys them.

				“Go away. Steer clear of him. Don’t you know who he
					is?”—often I wanted to cry at the foolish women.

				My own mother, in fact. Poor Mom had been
					clinically depressed, frankly suicidal, for years after their divorce, though
					she’d seen a succession of therapists and “healers” and had been prescribed a
					virtual buffet of tranquillizers, anti-depressants, organic and “whole” foods.
					(She’d been a rising young editor at Random House when Roland Marks had met her
					but she’d quit her job, at Dad’s insistence, shortly after they were married.)
					As a mother she’d often been distracted and hadn’t been able to focus, as she’d
					said, on her children, as she’d have liked; for Roland Marks was her most
					demanding child.

				Belatedly, Sarah has tried to be a “devoted”
					mother—too late for my sister and brothers, I think.

				In a divorce, a child invariably chooses one or the
					other parent to side with. It was never any secret, though he’d moved out of our
					house and out of our lives, I’d sided with my father.

				Though my mother was the one who’d loved me, and cared for me.

				My father never knew that I’d spared him the
					embarrassment of an ex-wife-suicide.

				I’d been twelve at the time. Mom had been still
					fairly young—not yet forty-five. Dad had been living elsewhere for several
					months as details of the “separation” were being worked out. (In fact, there was
					to be no “separation” everyone but my mother and I seemed to know.) She’d told
					me in a matter-of-fact voice, as if she were discussing the weather: “I don’t
					think that I can go on, Lou-Lou. I feel so tired. Life doesn’t seem worth the
					effort...”

				“Please don’t talk that way, Mom. You know you
					don’t mean it.”

				I was frightened because in fact I didn’t know that
					my mother didn’t mean it. In the slow, then rapid decline of her sixteen-year
					marriage with Roland Marks, she’d lapsed into a chronic melancholy. When I’d
					been a little girl it was said that she’d suffered from postpartum depression
					but in fact, as people close to our family knew, it was my father’s infidelities
					that wore her down.

				She might’ve divorced him—so one might think.

				My sister Karin, my brothers Harry and Saul were
					impatient with my mother. Her weakness was a terror to us all. She frightened
					them as she frightened me but, cannily self-absorbed adolescents as they were at
					this time, they reacted by ignoring, rebuffing, or fleeing her, as I did
					not.

				One afternoon when I returned home from school I
					couldn’t find Mom, though I knew she was home. And then I did find her, locked
					into an upstairs bathroom.

				I could hear her inside, beneath the noise of the
					fan. She was talking to herself, or sobbing; when I knocked on the door, she
					told me please go away.

				But I didn’t go away. I continued knocking on the
					door until at last she opened it.

				I don’t think that I will describe what I saw.

				I will spare my mother this indignation, out of
					numerous others.

				I called 911. I may have screamed, and I may have
					wept, but I only remember calling 911. For already at the age of twelve I was
						Lou-Lou
					the
					brave,
					the
					stout,
					and
					the
					reliable.

				It was for the best, Mom was saying. Her eyes were
					dilated, her voice was faint and cracked. He’d all but told her—told her what to
					do... He’d shown her how, in his new novel. How to clear the
					way for an impatient husband who has fallen in love (guiltily, ecstatically)
					with a younger woman...

				Mom was referring to Roland Marks’s newest novel
						Jealousy in which an unloved wife kills herself
					in these circumstances and is much mourned, much regretted, even admired by
					survivors for her sensitivity,
					generosity.

				I held my mother, waiting for the emergency medical
					workers.

				I thought If
					I
					weren’t
					here
					she
					would
					die
					now.
					He
					would
					have
					killed
					her.

				Dad came to see my mother in the hospital,
					repentant, remorseful, very quiet. He brought her flowers. He brought her new
					books in bright paper covers, conspicuously women’s fiction of the kind Roland
					Marks scorned. He took certain of her relatives, visiting the hospital, out to
					dinner at a good restaurant. He spent time with my sister, my brothers and me.
					And after Mom was discharged from the hospital, he filed for divorce.

				Except at court dates and incidental meetings at
					family events, Roland Marks would never speak to my mother again.

				AND YET,
					I loved him best. Can’t help it.

				*

				“My God, what’s that? A tooth?”

				He was astonished. He was aghast. Yet you could see
					that already he was formulating the terms in which he would relate the story to
					his friends: how his teenaged athlete-daughter Lou-Lou was struck in the mouth
					with an opponent’s hockey stick, tripped and fell on the field entangled in
					opponents’ feet, yet nonetheless managed to scramble erect and grip her stick
					hoping to continue in the frantic game until—at last—though it could not have
					been more than a few seconds—the referee pulled her out of the game.

				“Hell, Dad. I’m OK.”

				The athlete-daughter was me. Panting, dribbling
					blood down her chin, staining her lime-green hockey-team uniform. Cursing but
					laughing. The referee hadn’t seen how badly I’d been hit.

				“Jesus, Lou-Lou! Is that a tooth?”

				It was. A front, lower tooth, with a bloody root,
					in the palm of my shaky hand.

				“I’ve got plenty more, Dad. It doesn’t hurt one
					bit.”

				This was true. In the adrenaline-charge of the
					moment, my bloodied mouth didn’t hurt. Spitting blood to keep from choking
					didn’t hurt.

				Worth it, to see the aghast-admiring look in my
					father’s eyes.

				Before the sheer physicality of life, Roland Marks seemed at times mesmerized,
					paralyzed. His large intelligent eyes blinked and shimmered like an infant’s
					eyes yearning to understand, yet overwhelmed by understanding.

				“Dad, hey—don’t look at me like that. It’s not
					like, you know—I’m some kind of fashion model, and now my career is ruined.” And
					I laughed again, and spat out blood.

				I was scared, but high. No sensation like being
					high on adrenaline!

				I was Roland Marks’s exemplary daughter, his
					favorite daughter, but I was no beauty. Gamely my father liked to compare me to
					certain classic paintings—female portraits—by Ingres, Renoir, even Whistler—but
					my broad Eskimo-face, my small eyes given to irony, my fleshy sardonic mouth
					resisted mythologizing. Hulking and needy, but disguising my need in robust good
					spirits and a laugh that, as Dad noted, sounded like fingernails scraped upward
					on a blackboard, I resisted idealization.

				I’d weighed nine pounds, twelve ounces at birth. So
					I’d been told many times.

				I wanted to scare my fastidious father, a little.
					He’d almost missed this game. He’d wanted to miss
					this game, but I’d begged him on the phone the night before—my mother had
					arranged not to come to Rye so that my father could come—and so he’d given in.
					But I knew he’d resented it. He’d had other plans, in Manhattan. I wanted to
					suggest now in my swaggering manner that, even as I assured him I felt fine,
					really I’d been stunned, shaken. Violence had been done to me by a
					meanly-wielded hockey stick which despite my big-girl body I hadn’t been able to
					absorb. And I wanted to punish Roland Marks for staring so avidly at certain of
					my teammates—my friend Ardis and the sloe-eyed Estella with thick dark hair like
					an explosion of tiny wires. He’d even gaped after some of the St. Ann’s
					girls.

				“Maybe the tooth could be put back in? Some kind of fancy orthodontic
					surgery...”

				Roland Marks was looking faint. Nearly wringing his
					hands. The sight of blood was confounding to him. Infamously he’d written about
						female
					blood—a notorious passage in an early novel,
					frequently quoted by hostile feminist critics as an example of Marks’s unconscionable
					misogyny.

				But Dad was no misogynist. Dad loved me.

				I laughed. I was feeling excited, exalted. This was
					a key moment in my young life—I was fifteen years old. I had not always been so
					very happy and I had not always been so very proud of myself despite my
					exemplary status in my father’s eyes. I believed now that my teammates were
					concerned about me—and that they knew who my father was—who Roland Marks was.
					I’d seen the curiosity and admiration in their eyes, a hint of envy. The Rye
					Academy was an academically prestigious school (it was ranked with
					Lawrenceville, Exeter, Andover) but it was not Miss Porter’s, St. Mark’s, or
					Groton— there were not nearly enough celebrity-daughters enrolled. So Roland
					Marks—a much-awarded, much-acclaimed and frequently bestselling literary author
					whose picture had once been on a Time cover—a name
					particularly known to English instructors and headmasters—carried some weight.
					As Dad complained to his friends It’s
					a
					come-down
					to
					discover
					you’re
					the
					celebrity
					yourself.
					You
					know
					what
					Groucho
					Marx
					said.

				(Did I know what Groucho Marx had said? I wasn’t
					sure. As a young child, I’d assumed the name my father meant was Groucho Marks.)

				Dad had given me one of his handkerchiefs to press
					against my bleeding mouth. Not a tissue—a handkerchief. White, fine-spun cotton,
					neatly ironed and folded. My mother would have grabbed me tight not minding if I
					got blood on her clothing.

				“Lou-Lou darling, we’ll—sue! Someone is liable
					here! This is worse than Roman gladiatorial combat, you don’t even get a decent
					crowd.”

				Dad’s lame attempt at humor. The more nervous he
					was, the more he tried to be “funny.”

				As soon as he’d arrived at school, as soon as he’d
					seen the number of spectators in the bleachers before our game with St. Ann’s,
					he’d been vehement, disapproving. Where was “school spirit”? Why weren’t the
					field hockey team’s friends and classmates supporting them in greater numbers?
					And where were their teachers, for Christ’s sake? (This was unfair: there were
					teachers amid the spectators. No choice for them, our fancy private school
					decreed that instructors attend as many sports events as they could, as well as
					concerts, plays, poetry slams. Our teachers were substitute-parents, of a kind.
					You could see the strain in their faces, before their cheery-instructor smiles
					broke out.) Dad’s quick alert eye had moved about my teammates’ faces—and
					figures—seeking out those images of female beauty, utterly irresistible female
					beauty, that made life worth living—or so you’d think, from Roland Marks’s
					novels; and during the game, even as I ran my heart out to impress him, stomping
					up and down the field like a deranged buffalo and wielding my hockey stick with
					bruised hands, even then I saw how he was distracted by certain of my teammates,
					and one or two of the St. Ann’s girls, whose field-hockey ferocity didn’t
					detract from their young sexy bodies.

				My father didn’t know what to make of me, beyond
					marveling at my “pluck”—“physical courage”—“recklessness.” He should have held
					me, hugged me—but of course, he’d have risked soiling his J. Press sport coat
					and tattersall shirt if he had. Easy intimacy wasn’t one of Dad’s notable
					traits.

				At five foot ten I loomed over Dad who habitually
					described himself as “just-under six-feet”—I didn’t want to think that I
					intimidated him, as sometimes I intimidated my smaller classmates. Roland Marks
					was an elegant figure—slender, narrow in the torso, straight-backed and always
					impeccably dressed. In literary circles he could be depended upon to wear what
					is called, with jaw-dropping pretension, bespoken
					suits. The tattersall was his “country gentleman”
					shirt—he had others, dressier and more expensive. His neckties were always
					Italian silk, very expensive. Though this afternoon at the girls’ school in Rye,
					Connecticut, he was wearing a beige-checked shirt with no tie beneath a camel’s
					hair coat; neatly pressed brown trousers and dark brown “country” shoes with a
					high luster. If you hadn’t known that my father was a famous man, something of
					his prominence, his specialness, exuded from his
					manner: he expected attention, and he expected a certain degree of excitement,
					even melodrama, to stave off the essential boredom of his life. (This, too, is
					taken from Roland Marks’s memoirist fiction.) In his youth he’d been strikingly
					handsome—as handsome as a film star of the era—(Robert Taylor, Glenn Ford,
					Joseph Cotton?)—and now in late middle age he exuded an air still of such
					entitlement, women turned their heads in his wake, yes and young women as well,
					even adolescent girls—(I’d seen certain of my classmates stare openly at my
					father before dismissing him as old).

				In my mother’s absence, Dad had driven to Rye,
					Connecticut. Mom was now his ex-ex-wife and his feelings for her, once a toxic
					commingling of pity, impatience, and repugnance, were now mellowing, as his
					feelings for his more recent ex-wife, the notorious litigant Avril Gatti, were
					sharp as porcupine quills. In the accumulation of former wives, my mother Sarah
					Detticott was not the most vivid; her predecessor, and her glamorous successors,
					had figured in my father’s fiction more prominently, pitiless portraits of
					harshly stereotyped bitch-goddesses that were
					nonetheless entertaining, rendered in Roland Marks’s beguiling prose. Even
					feminists conceded In
					spite
					of
					yourself
					you
					have
					to
					laugh—Marks
					is
					so
					over-the-top
					sexist.

				The fact was, Dad had missed several visits with me
					that fall. He’d had to cancel—“unavoidably, if unforgivably.” He’d insisted that
					I attend the Rye Academy since it wouldn’t be “too arduous” a drive for him from
					New York City—(compared to the smaller Camden School in Maine which I’d
					preferred)—and so it was a particular disappointment when he called, sometimes
					just the night before a scheduled visit, to cancel. Especially if we’d arranged
					it so that Mom wouldn’t be coming that weekend.

				Like the Swiss weather cuckoo-clock, in which the
					appearance of one quaintly carved little figure meant the absence of the other,
					my two so very different parents could not be in my company at the same
					time.

				He was looking at me now with dazed wounded eyes. I
					thought He
					really
					does
					love
					me.
					But
					he
					doesn’t
					know
					what
					that
					means.

				By this time Tina Rodriguez, our phys. ed. teacher
					and our hockey coach, who’d been refereeing the game, was headed in my
					direction. “Lou-Lou! What’s this about a tooth?”—she would have pried open my
					hand if I hadn’t opened it for her.

				“It doesn’t really hurt, T.R. It’s just bleeding a
					lot, but—it isn’t any kind of actual injury.”

				“A knocked-out tooth is an injury, Lou-Lou. Don’t be ridiculous.”

				In his anxiety Dad began to berate the referee for
					allowing “all hell to break loose” on the hockey field, and his daughter’s tooth
					knocked out in a “brutal scuffle.”

				T.R. was startled by my father’s vehemence.
					Possibly, she knew who he was. (I’d intended to introduce them after the game.)
					Yet she didn’t apologize profusely, she didn’t defer to an angry parent so much
					as try to placate him, and assure him that his daughter would get the very best
					medical treatment available in Rye.

				So, despite my protests, an ambulance was called.
					An emergency medical crew took me to a local ER for a dozen stitches in my gums
					and lower lip, a tetanus shot, painkillers. I was furious and crying—the last
					thing I’d wanted was to be expelled from the hockey game. I’d hoped only to be
					praised by my father, and a few others; my teammates, for sure; and our coach
					T.R. Naively I’d seemed to think that I might have been allowed to continue, for
					what was a silly lost tooth compared to the exhilaration of the game? (Win or
					lose didn’t matter to me, it was the game, the girl-team, that mattered.)

				In my ER bed surrounded by tacky curtains I shut my
					eyes to suppress tears seeing my teammates rushing down the field oblivious of
					Lou-Lou Marks’s absence, having forgotten their valiant teammate already,
					wielding hockey sticks with fierce pleasure and rushing away into the gathering
					dusk.

				Wait,
					wait
					for
					me!
					Come
					back!
					I
					am
					one
					of
					you.

				But they ignore me. They are gone.

				Long I would recall—more than thirty years later I
					am still recalling—how quickly my fortunes had changed on that November
					afternoon in Rye, Connecticut. A single misstep! Not ducking to avoid a wildly
					swung hockey stick! And a knocked-out tooth! Dad would pay for fancy orthodontic
					surgery as he’d promised, and the new, synthetic tooth was—is—indistinguishable
					from my other lower front teeth: that isn’t the point. What I was struck by was
					the swift and unanticipated change of fortune: one minute you’re in the game
					rushing down the field wielding your hockey stick—(a light rain beginning to
					fall, threaded with snowflakes that melted on my fevered cheeks)—exhilarated,
					thrilled—yes, frankly showing
					off to Roland Marks in a way that was desperate and
					reckless if not adroit and skilled like the better field-hockey players that
					afternoon whom I so badly wanted to emulate, but could not: for they were agile
					on their feet even if their feet were large as mine—one minute in
					the
					game and the next, out.

				It was a revelation worthy of Roland Marks’s
					fiction. One
					minute
					in
					the
					game
					and
					the
					next,
					out.

				For intense periods of time—years, months, weeks—he
					loved his women. Then, by degrees or with stunning swiftness, he did not.

				In the hospital my father paced about my bedside
					excited and distracted.

				“Oh, Lou-Lou. Poor Lou-Lou! This is so,
					so...”

				So unexpected, probably Dad meant. When you
					considered that he’d done his daughter a favor by driving to Rye, Connecticut,
					from New York City—when (as the daughter had to know, even in her adolescent
					myopia) there were so many more far more interesting people craving Roland
					Marks’s attention in New York City than she. But this generous gesture had
					turned out badly, and who was to blame?

				Also, being stuck in the ER with me, groggy with
					codeine and awaiting the results of X-ray tests, and the game continuing without
					us, or, by this time, having ended—so
					boring.

				Partly I’d dreaded being taken to the ER for this
					reason. I worried that my father would become impatient and annoyed with me—his
					instinct was to blame the victim. He wasn’t one to “coddle” weakness in others,
					though weakness in himself was an occasion for lyric self-pity of a Rilkean
					quality.

				“.... we could sue, possibly. You
					girls should be wearing mouth-guards—masks—like ice-hockey
					goalees... Jesus, the puck could have gone in your eye.”

				“It wasn’t the puck, Dad. It was a stick.”

				“Puck, stick—fucking monosyllable. Comes to the
					same thing, in a ‘negligence’ suit.”

				“Please tell me you’re not serious about suing my
					school, Dad.” Everyone would hate me, then. Now, they mostly just pitied me, or
					felt sorry for me, or half-admired me, or tolerated me. I had more than a year
					and a half to endure at the Rye Academy, before I graduated, if I graduated.
						Just
					let
					me
					get
					through,
					Dad.
					Then—I’m
					on
					my
					own.

				So I wanted to think. My sister and two brothers
					had fled Roland Marks’s gravitational pull. He liked to say, dryly—The
					older
					kids
					are
					on
					their
					own.
					If
					that’s
					how
					they
					want
					it—fine.

				“We’ll get the tooth replaced, Lou-Lou—I promise.
					We’ll fix you up fine. Better than new.”

				For years I’d had to suffer orthodontic braces. Now
					that my teeth were reasonably straight, I’d lost a crucial front tooth. Dad
					didn’t appreciate the irony. Or, Dad had other, more pressing things to think
					about.

				I couldn’t know, or wouldn’t have wished to know,
					how what was preoccupying my father was nowhere near: not even in Manhattan.

				An individual whose name I didn’t (yet) know, who
					would become Roland Marks’s next wife; at the present time living in Berkeley;
					the object of his current concern, or obsession. Yet it had seemed slightly odd
					to me, a quizzical matter, how Dad chattered about West Coast residents: “They
					seem younger somehow, more naïve and innocent, on the West Coast. Here it’s six
						P.M.—they’re still at three P.M. We’re the future they’re headed for.”

				In my codeine daze I tried to object: “Dad, if the
					world ended, it would end for them at
					exactly
					the
					same
					time
					it
					ends
					for
					us. Don’t be silly.”

				“ ‘Silly’! I guess I am, sweetie.”

				And Dad gazed at me, or rather toward me,
					not-seeing me, with a fond, faint smile of such heartbreak, I knew that I would
					love him, and forgive him, forever.

				WEEKS
					LATER—(you will not believe this!)—over Christmas break in Manhattan,
					at Dad’s apartment on West Seventy-eighth Street, I would overhear a call
					between my father and—could it be Tina Rodriguez?

				For it seemed, they’d already met at least once in
					the “city”—that is, New York City. Evidently they’d had drinks together. They’d
					talked over an “issue”—exactly what, wasn’t clear.

				T.R.! And Roland Marks!

				I don’t think that anything much came of it. I’m
					sure that nothing came of it. Roland Marks was always “having drinks” with
					women—friends, editors, agents, journalists, admirers. To his credit, not all
					were glamorous young women; some were his age at least. You might hear that he
					was seeing X, but you might not ever hear of X again. Instead you’d be hearing
					of Y, and of Z.

				I was shocked, and felt betrayed. Not by my father
					but by Tina Rodriguez.

				Why would she want to see my much-older father in
					the city? What had she thought that a meeting with Roland Marks might lead
					to?

				I hoped T.R. wasn’t disappointed. As I was
					disappointed in her.

				We’d wanted to think that our wiry-limbed phys. ed.
					instructor with the snapping-dark eyes was a lesbian, at least. Not susceptible
					to men.

				I would never tell my teammates. I would never play
					field hockey again.

				*

				“Hello, Miss Marks! So good to see you
					again.”

				“Hello...”

				In my discomfort I couldn’t recall her name—the
					skinny blond ponytail girl of the previous week with the insipid ingratiating
					smile.

				Except today she wasn’t wearing her hair in a
					ponytail jutting out of the side of her head but brushed straight, to her
					shoulders. Shimmering and lustrous as a model’s hair, not at all straw-colored
					or paintbrush-like but dazzling-pale-blond like Catherine Deneuve.

				And she was wearing a trim little designer-looking
					mauve wool jacket, with a matching pleated skirt. And stockings, and high-heeled
					shoes.

				The eyebrow piercing had vanished. Quite proper
					gold studs in her creamy ears.

				“ ‘Cameron’—remember me? Your father is out in the
					sunroom, Miss Marks. We’re almost finished for the day, come right in.”

				I’d been unlocking the front door of my father’s
					house on Cliff Street, the following Thursday, when the door was flung open for
					me by the smiling blond stranger—the Ph.D. student/interviewer from Columbia.
					Vaguely I’d assumed that, since my father hadn’t mentioned her, she’d been
					expelled from his life.

				And what an insult, an arrogant blond stranger
					daring to invite
					me
					inside
					my
					father’s
					house
					that
					was
					practically
					my
					own
					house
					as
					well.

				Like a pasha Dad was sprawled on a bamboo settee in
					the sunroom sipping a muddy-looking cup of coffee which I had to suppose smiling
					Cameron had prepared for him. To be Roland Marks’s assistant was to be his
					personal servant, as well.

				Just barely, my father managed a smile for me.

				“Lou-Lou. You’re a little early, are you? No
					‘accident’ on the bridge today?”

				I’d wanted to lean over my father and brush his
					cheek with my lips in a tender-daughter greeting, to impress Cameron Slatsky;
					but I knew that my father would recoil, maybe laughingly—we rarely indulged in
					such sentimental female
					gestures.

				“I’m not early. I’m exactly ‘on time.’ But I can go
					away again if you’d like, and come back later.”

				I spoke in a voice heavy with adolescent sarcasm. A
					few seconds in a parent’s presence can provoke such regression.

				I didn’t like the bemused and condescending tone of
					my father to me, his favorite child, as it might be interpreted by the shining
					blond stranger.

				On a glass-topped table in front of my father were
					many sheets of paper, some of them photocopies of pages from Roland Marks’s
					books, as well as a laptop and a small tape recorder. And a can of Diet Coke
					which the intrepid interviewer must have brought for herself since it
					represented the sort of “toxic chemical cocktail” my father had always banned
					from his households.

				I could see that the interviewer was systematically
					questioning my father about his career, making her way through his book titles
					chronologically. Her questions, numbered for each title, appeared to be
					elaborate.

				For the first time, I wondered, is the girl was
					serious? About Roland Marks’s oeuvre? Her interest
					had to be a calculated campaign—didn’t it?

				I had never read a page of my father’s allegedly
					brilliant fiction for its aesthetic properties. I’d read only to pursue an
					ever-elusive glimpse of my own self through Roland Marks’s eyes though I’d
					read—and reread—obsessively.

				Smiling Cameron Slatsky said, “Miss Marks, may I
					bring you something to drink? There’s more coffee, and wine. And I brought Diet
					Coke...”

				Dad said, “For God’s sake call her ‘Lou-Lou,’
					Cameron. ‘Miss Marks’ sounds like one of those cryptically unfunny New
					Yorker cartoons.”

				Stiffly I told Cameron Slatsky no thank you, I
					didn’t want any of her Diet Coke. Or coffee or wine either, for that matter.

				In fact I’d have loved a Diet Coke. But not in my
					father’s presence.

				“We’re not quite finished for today, Lou-Lou.
					Cameron has been asking some very provocative, tough-minded questions about the
					‘internal logic’ of my novels—I’m being made to feel flayed. But it’s a good
					feeling, for once.”

				A
					good
					feeling—flayed? This had to be ridiculous.

				Shining-blond Cameron cast her eyes downward in a
					semblance of modesty. Indeed they were beautiful gray-green eyes, once she’d
					removed her glasses.

				She was looming above my father dazzling and
					willowy in the mauve wool suit, that had to be of very high quality, though
					possibly purchased at a consignment shop; the brass buttons were just slightly
					tarnished. She was slouch-shouldered as a too-tall teenaged girl might be, which
					made her appear touching, vulnerable. In the instant in which my father turned
					to Cameron I sensed how the
					exemplary
					daughter disappeared from his consciousness, as if a
					portion of his brain had been severed.

				Of course, I was upset. I hadn’t expected
					this—again. In the intervening week I’d tried to erase the arrogant young woman
					from my memory.

				However, in my role as a college administrator I’d
					long ago learned to disguise upset. Emotions were not permitted in one in
					authority. In an unperturbed voice I asked my father—smilingly—what sort of food
					he wanted for dinner; and my father gallantly asked Cameron what sort of food
					did she want?—“There’s Chinese, Italian, Thai—but we had Thai last
					week...”

				The way—gently crumpling, a catch in his throat— in
					which my father enunciated “Cameron” was not reassuring.

				Bright-vivacious Cameron said, like any high school
					girl aiming to be liked, “Please choose anything you want, Mr. Marks—I mean,
					Roland. I’m not a fussy eater. I like all kinds of things.” It was the sweetly
					subservient manner of one who understands that to manipulate others in serious
					matters you should always acquiesce in small matters; you should give an
					impression of pliancy.

				“Except sushi—the thought of raw fish makes me feel
					queasy.”

				Cameron shuddered, and laughed. Roland Marks
					shuddered and laughed, too.

				Cynically I had to wonder if Cameron knew that,
					many years ago, Roland Marks had gotten deathly sick after eating sushi at a
					publisher’s banquet in Tokyo; since then, the mere thought of raw fish made him
					feel queasy, too.

				I said, “I’ll order Chinese. I’ll specify—nothing
					raw.”

				I left them and went into the kitchen. I must have
					been upset, I collided with doorways, chairs, countertops. In the other room I
					could hear their laughter, that was chilling to me.

				I’d interrupted a domestic scene—was that it?
					Unbelievable.

				It must have been my father’s age. Everything had
					to be accelerated, even as it was being repeated. And ever-younger women, to be
					confused with not daughters but granddaughters.

				I bit my lower lip. This was unfair! Unjust.

				The
					deluded
					old
					man
					can’t
					fall
					in
					love
					so
					quickly—so
					soon
					again.

				It was a measure of my upset, I’d thought of my
					father as an old
					man. In a normal state of mind I would never have
					thought of Roland Marks in such a way.

				Several times during the past week I’d called my
					father, spoken with him or left phone messages. I had not mentioned the young
					Ph.D. candidate who’d been interviewing him nor had my father mentioned her to
					me and so I’d felt justified in thinking that she might already be out of our
					lives.

				As always I’d been a dutiful and devoted daughter.
					Dad had very little idea of how hard I worked at Riverdale College and of how
					much the college expected of me. For him, I’d made several telephone calls which
					he hadn’t had time to make himself and I’d arranged for a furnace repairman to
					drop by the house, since Dad was having trouble with the furnace. (Roland Marks
					was helpless as a child living in an adult’s house: he had no idea how to keep
					up with repairs, whom to call, how much to expect to pay; he just suspected all
					the locals to be taking advantage of him.) The wooden steps at the rear of the
					house, leading down to the beach, badly needed repair; at the end of the summer
					I’d tied yellow tape across the top of the steps, to discourage people,
					primarily my father, from using them; but Dad had ripped the tape off, of
					course—“Lou-Lou is always exaggerating ‘safety measures.’ ” (Walking along the
					riverbank with his Nikon camera was one of Dad’s few relaxing hobbies.) I was
					trying to find a reliable carpenter to repair the steps but, like plumbers and
					building contractors in Rockland County, reliable carpenters were in short
					supply.

				When Dad had tried to deal with local handymen and
					tradesmen, and they’d failed to call him back, he’d given up in disgust. Nothing
					was so insulting in Roland Marks’s elevated world than someone failing to call
					you back—Roland Marks was the one who failed to call others back. But an
					administrator knows that such disgust is but the first rung of the ladder you
					must climb routinely, if not daily.

				In the kitchen I called Szechuan Village. I ordered
					several dishes which we might share. Cameron seemed the type who’d want brown
					rice, so I ordered brown rice as well as white. I was very much in control but
					my hand shook gripping the phone and the Chinese woman at the other end of the
					line seemed to have trouble understanding me. “Speak English?” she said
					uncertainly, and I said, vehemently, “I am speaking English!”

				In the next room I could hear them. The girl’s
					uplifted soprano voice, and the man’s deeper voice. It was a duet in which I was
					not welcome—I had no musical voice.

				Also, I was feeling intense jealousy. For the one
					thing that Roland Marks had never been able to abide from anyone in his family,
					adult children as well as wives, was talk of his “career”: his “writing.” All
					that was Roland Marks’s professional life was out of bounds to his family, as it
					would have been out of bounds for his children to have asked him how much money
					he made a year, or which of his women he’d loved best.

				She
					has
					a
					way
					into
					his
					soul
					that
					you
					just
					don’t.
					You
					can’t.

				This past week I’d been particularly diligent about
					asking my father how he was feeling, and if he needed me to drive him to any
					medical appointments; for some time, he’d been having water therapy at a local
					clinic to ease arthritic pain in his neck, lower back and hips, and as often as
					I could I drove him to the clinic; but my workdays at the college were long, and
					frequently my father had to drive himself, or take a taxi. Now I would feel
					anxious that the vigilant interviewer would take my place without my even
					knowing.

				There was a (new) crisis imminent in Roland Marks’s
					life at this time. Very soon, a Manhattan judge would be ruling in a civil suit
					brought against my father by his fifth wife Sylvia, the flamboyantly “wounded”
					and “sexually abased” actress who was charging, with the panache of the
					obsessively litigious Avril Gatti, the third wife, that she’d been virtually a
						collaborator with my father on at least two of
					his bestselling books, and deserved more money than he’d paid to her at the time
					of their divorce settlement.

				This was ridiculous of course. This was outrageous.
					And—wasn’t it illegal? Sylvia and her attorney had accepted the generous
					settlement at the time, which preceded her post-marital campaign of revealing
					comically vile slanderous “facts” about my father to a repelled but fascinated
					public—(interviews on E!, profile in New
					York. “The woman has made me her hobby,” Dad said
					ruefully). Yet, in a courtroom anything can happen. Even judges who’d read and
					enjoyed Roland Marks’s fiction were perversely likely to side against him. We
					had noted this phenomenon over the years—the decades. The more outrageous a
					former wife’s demands, the more somberly the demands were considered in
					court.

				My mother Sarah had been an exception. She’d been
					so emotionally fragile during the last several years of her marriage to my
					father, and at the time of their divorce, she’d hardly cared to contest him;
					despite her (female, feminist) lawyer’s urging she hadn’t asked for much money,
					and for a minimum amount of child support. (To my father’s credit, like his
					friend Norman Mailer he’d never stinted in child support and had often
					contributed more than legally required.) Poor Mom! She’d been a pushover, in
					Dad’s slangy term. He’d insisted that he had loved her, he said—“But it burnt
					out. Like a flame that just gets smaller and smaller and finally it’s gone.”

				He’d assured us kids at the time of the divorce
					that his love for us would never change—which turned out not to be true, so far
					as my sister and brothers were concerned.

				To deal with Silvia’s collaboration charges my father had hired a very good—and very
					expensive—lawyer to defend him, in New York City where the lawsuit had been
					initiated. As usual he seemed to think that the self-evident outrage of the
					litigant’s demands, not to mention the injustice, on which expert (literary)
					witnesses would testify in court, would influence the judge to side with the
					beleaguered author, and not with the vindictive ex-wife. But I wasn’t so
					convinced, and hoped to shield my father from the shock of another massive
					judgment going against him.

				After a judge had awarded Avril Gatti two and a
					half million dollars as well as ordering Roland Marks to pay her crushing legal
					fees, my father had managed to pick himself up and limp along, as he described
					it, like a horse with three broken legs; with gleeful commiseration his (male)
					writer-friends who’d gone through more or less the same experiences called him,
					to welcome him to the club. It had been considered that Roland Marks might be
					“finished”—“close to finished.” But out of an equal mixture of stubbornness and
					desperation he’d immersed himself in work, in “exile”—(that is, here in
					Nyack)—in a novel unique among Roland Marks’s oeuvre in that it is mostly
					dialogue, though dealing with his usual subject of erotic obsession, in a
					mordantly comic style that made the book a number one bestseller.

				Out
					of
					its
					own
					ashes,
					the
					Phoenix
					rises
					triumphant.
					Poor
					Phoenix!—(my father joked, in interviews)—has
					he
					any
					choice
					but
					to
					survive?

				Living with a genius you come to realize: the
					“genius” is hidden from you, somewhere inside the deeply flawed if loveable and
					mortal person.

				Waiting for the Chinese food to be delivered, I
					joined my father and his young blond companion in the sunroom, as they were
					stepping out onto the terrace, to look at the river.

				Often my father stood on the terrace, taking
					photographs. In the relative tranquility of Nyack he’d learned to take quite
					beautiful photographs of shifting lights and weather on the Hudson River but
					disparaged them as “amateur”—he who had so pointed a respect for “professionals”
					in any field.

				Of course, Dad couldn’t resist inviting Cameron to
					climb down the wooden steps with him to the riverbank. Though the light was
					rapidly fading, and the steps were unsafe.

				Quickly I said: “Dad? Remember, those steps are
					getting wobbly? I tied some tape there, that you ripped
					off...”

				But my father scarcely listened to me. Nor did
					Cameron, laughing as the gallant elder gentleman slipped an arm through hers,
					seem to hear.

				You would think that an intelligent and sharply
					observant young woman would be cautious about stepping onto rotted wood, even on
					the arm of a Nobel Prize winner. But in the gaiety of the moment nothing could
					have seemed more pleasurable than accompanying Roland Marks down the thirty-odd
					steps to the riverbank below—“All my property, Cameron. It’s two point five
					acres.”

				I was relieved to see that the steps held beneath
					them. I must have exaggerated the danger. If there were individual steps that
					sagged, and one or two that had broken, at least the overall structure held
					firm.

				I heard their laughter from below. Dad might have
					called me to come join them—but he didn’t.

				He’s
					forgotten
					me.
					Wishes
					I
					weren’t
					here.

				They were down there for quite a while, walking on
					the riverbank with some difficulty since the bank was overgrown. I could hear my
					father chuckling about the swept-away dock—“Gone with the river!”

				I wondered if my father continued to hold Cameron’s
					arm, through his. Or whether he might be holding her hand, to prevent her
					stumbling.

				Then, returning to the terrace, naturally my father
					had a little more difficulty ascending the steps, since the angle was steep,
					almost like a ladder. Cleverly Dad husbanded his strength pausing several times
					to point out to Cameron something of interest in the distance; he didn’t want
					the girl to hear him breathing heavily. Nor did he want her to notice how he
					slightly favored his (arthritic) right knee.

				Safely back up on the terrace he said to me, with
					an indulgent smile, “You worry too much, Dean Marks. ‘Live dangerously’—as your
					old friend Nietzsche said.”

				Your
					old
					friend
					Nietzsche was an allusion to Lou Andreas-Salomé, I
					supposed. It was an allusion probably lost to Cameron Slatsky.

				When the Chinese food was delivered, I prepared it
					as attractively as possible, and brought it to my father and Cameron in the
					sunroom, that now overlooked a murky river; when Cameron saw me carrying the
					tray, she made a pretense of leaping up to help me.

				At dinner most of the talk was between my father
					and Cameron. At a certain point she even switched on the tape recorder—“I hope
					you don’t mind, Mr.—Roland. The things you so casually say deserve to be kept
					for posterity.”

				Well, this was true. But Dad wouldn’t have liked me
					to say so, and would have been furious and incredulous if I’d suggested
					“recording” his off-the-cuff conversation.

				Wide-eyed and somber Cameron said to me, “Miss
					Marks, your father has been like this all day. Since I arrived. They say that
					Swinburne was a brilliant conversationalist. And Oscar Wilde, of course.
					And—Delmore Schwartz.”

				My father had known Delmore Schwartz. This was a
					(fairly crude) ploy to stir him into speaking of Schwartz, I supposed—but Dad,
					involved with chopsticks, merely grunted an assent.

				“Miss Marks—I mean, ‘Lou-Lou’ ” (this girly-frothy
					name Cameron spoke with the expression with which you might pick up a clumsy
					insect with a tweezers)—“as you must know, your father is —remarkable.”

				Benignly I smiled. It was pleasing to me, that I
					could handle chopsticks much better than Cameron Slatsky.

				“Of course. Otherwise people wouldn’t be begging to
					interview him and cluttering up his calendar.”

				“The most remarkable man I’ve ever met.”

				“But not the most remarkable person you’ve ever met?”

				Cameron blinked at me naively. Dad intervened with
					a grunt of a laugh.

				“Lou-Lou, you might not want to stay too long
					tonight. We won’t be watching a DVD, obviously. Cameron and I have more serious
					things with which to occupy ourselves, OK?”

				What could I say? That my Thursday evenings were
					reserved exclusively for my father; that this was what remained of “family
					night” in my life? That the prospect of returning home to the chilly, sparely
					furnished condominium in Skaatskill, and to my computer and administrative work
					until midnight, was heart-numbing?

				“Of course.”

				They continued to talk of my father’s books almost
					exclusively. It was astonishing to me that Cameron Slatsky had certainly read
					these books with care and with (evident) enjoyment. The early, “promising”
					novels; the massive “breakthrough” novel that had won major literary awards for
					its twenty-nine-year-old author; subsequent titles, some of them
					“controversial”—“provoking.” My father’s face was flushed with pleasure.
					Particularly my father enjoyed Cameron leafing through her photocopied pages to
					read aloud passages of his “mordant humor”—he laughed heartily, with her.

				This conversation he would never have allowed
					within the family clearly gave him enormous happiness. There was no comparable
					happiness I could offer.

				I had little appetite for dinner, though no one
					noticed. Dad and his avid young visitor drank wine. They were festive. They were
						fun
					together as if linked by an old, easy intimacy.

				Plainly I saw: my father was mesmerized by Cameron
					Slatsky: that is, by the mirror she held up to him, of a “brilliant” man, a
					“remarkable” talent, one of the “major American writers of the twentieth
					century.” It would have required a will of steel to resist such flattery, and my
					father had rather a will of gossamer; cotton candy. I thought And
					yet,
					she’s
					probably
					right.
					The
					words
					she
					utters.
					He
					is
					a
					great
					writer,
					if
					only
					he
					could
					believe
					it.

				For that was the paradox: like other writers of his
					generation, Roland Marks was both ego-centered and insecure; he believed that he
					was a literary genius—(otherwise, how could he have had the energy to write so
					many books?)—while at the same time he believed the worst things said of him by
					his critics and detractors. Even the Nobel Prize hadn’t shored him up for
					long.

				(When Norman Mailer had died in 2007, at the age of
					eighty-four, Roland Marks had publicly lamented—“Now Norman will never win the
					damned Nobel! That’s their loss.”)

				There was no hope, I thought. He would fall in love
					with this Cameron Slatsky—(“Slutsky”?—I dared not joke about her name to him)—he
					had already fallen in love with her. Brain,
					(male)
					genitals.
					Irresistible.

				I said, a little sharply, “But what about you,
					Cameron? We haven’t heard a thing about you.”

				Sitting so close to the girl, it was difficult not
					to succumb to her warmly glowing personality; if I had not resolved to hate her,
					I would probably have liked her very much. She was beautiful—but awkward, unsure
					of herself. She was certainly very smart. As a professor I was inclined to like
					my students unless they gave me reason to feel otherwise, and Cameron Slatsky
					wasn’t much older than our Riverdale undergraduates.

				With a stricken look Cameron said, “Oh—me? There’s n-nothing to say about me...”

				“Well, where are you from?”

				“Where am I from...”

				Cameron shook her head mutely. Her face crinkled in
					an infantile way. At first I thought that she was laughing, fatuously; then I
					saw that she was fighting back tears.

				“Oh well—my life is too
					sad. I don’t want to talk about my life—please.”

				This ploy had an immediate effect upon my father:
					he moved to sit beside Cameron, taking both her hands in his and asking her what
					she meant. I hadn’t seen such an expression of tenderness in the man’s face
					since—well, the incident on the hockey field. Presumably Roland Marks had been
					deeply moved by other events in his life—(the births of his youngest children,
					for instance)—but I hadn’t witnessed them.

				What a blunder I’d made, asking the girl about her
					personal life! I’d taken for granted that it would be a conventional, proper,
					dull suburban life which would provoke my father’s scorn; but quite the opposite
					had developed.

				And it seemed to have been already arranged, to my
					surprise, yes and dismay, that Cameron would be staying the night in
					Nyack—“Since we have work tomorrow morning, it makes sense for Cameron not to
					commute all the way back to New York City.”

				All
					the
					way
					back! It was no farther than my “commute” to
					Skaatskill.

				Calmly my father regarded me with bemused eyes.
					Asking if I would please check to see if the guest room was “in decent shape”
					for a guest?

				I would, of course. I did. Like a house servant—or
					a slightly superannuated wife—I brought in a supply of fresh towels for the
					adjoining bathroom. The guest room was drafty from ill-fitting windows but that
					wasn’t my concern.

				Cameron had the graciousness to express
					embarrassment. She saw me to the door, since Dad wasn’t inclined to rise to his
					feet after the intense two-hour dinner.

				I would have slipped away with a muttered farewell,
					but Cameron insisted upon shaking my hand, and thanking me—for what, I couldn’t
					imagine.

				“I’m so happy to have met you, Lou-Lou!—as well as
					your amazing father. So
					happy, you can’t imagine.”

				Yes. I could imagine.

				I left them, trembling with indignation. Driving to
					the George Washington Bridge where once again wet rain was whipping into sleet,
					and the pavement was slick and dangerous.

				“Accident. ‘Accident-prone.’ Who?”

				NEXT DAY
					when I telephoned my father, it was Cameron’s bright voice that greeted
					me.

				“Oh Lou-Lou—guess what! Your father has asked me to
					be his assistant, and I’ve said ‘yes.’ I think that I can add my experience in
					some way to the dissertation material—like, a journal as an appendix?”

				A
					memoir,
					most
					likely.
					Which
					you
					will
					write
					after
					the
					man’s
					death.

				DREAMS OF
					my father’s death.

				“It was an accident. He didn’t
					l-listen...”

				Quickly before the will is changed. Before the
						executrix is changed.

				Distracted by resentment and anxiety I made an
					effort to be all the more friendly, helpful, and alert in my dean’s position. I
					was sympathetic with everyone who complained to me, I even shook hands with
					particular warmth. I stayed up until 2:00 A.M.
					answering e-mails including even e-mails from “concerned” parents. It was
					reasonable—(well, it was wholly unreasonable)—to think that, if I was a good
					person, I would be rewarded and not punished by
					Fate.

				*

				Once, I’d saved Roland Marks’s life.

				I’d been twenty years old. I was to be a junior at
					Harvard, within a month.

				My father was staying with wealthy friends on
					Martha’s Vineyard in late August. With his third wife, gorgeous/unstable Avril
					Gatti. I was in a smaller guest house, that overlooked the water, when a girl in
					a bikini drove into the driveway in a little red Ferrari convertible.

				She was sharp-beaked, like a hungry bird. Crimped
					dyed-red hair as if she’d stuck her finger in an electric socket.

				“Is Roland Marks here? I have to see him.”

				“He isn’t here. Is he expecting you?”

				“Where is he? He’s here.”

				“I’m sorry. This is not Roland Marks’s house, and
						he
					is
					not
					here.”

				“I know whose house this is. And I know he
					is
					here.”

				Since the publication of Jealousy, and Roland Marks’s figure, in tennis whites, on the cover
					of the New
					York
					Times
					Magazine, many people had tried to contact him. The
					usual sorts of people, but now others as well. A more American-suburban spread, not primarily Jewish-background as before.
					Dad laughed at the commotion but was beginning to become concerned.

				“Philip is absolutely correct”—(Dad was referring
					to his friend Philip Roth)—“people naively think they want to become
					‘famous’—but it’s nothing like what you expect. Instead of having the luxury of
					failure, which is being left alone, you’re fair game for every idiot.”

				Rudely the bikini-girl was staring at me, in my
					shapeless Save-the-Whales T-shirt and drawstring sweat pants. Even my bare feet
					looked pudgy and graceless.

				“Are you one of his daughters? Karin?”

				“No.”

				“The other, then—‘Lou-Lou.’ ”

				“Louise.”

				“ ‘Lou-Lou.’ ”

				“Well, my father isn’t here. He’s in London.”

				In fact, Dad was sailing with our hosts. He’d be
					back within a few hours.

				“No. He’s on the island. I asked in town. There are
					no secrets here.”

				The bikini-girl was edging toward me in a way that
					made me nervous. Her body was fleshy and full yet her face looked drawn and
					there were distinct shadows beneath her eyes. She was glancing about,
					suspiciously. “He’s—where? Down by the water? Upstairs in the house? And his
					wife—‘Avril.’ Where’s she?”

				I thought She
					has
					something
					in
					that
					bag.

				It was a large Bloomingdale’s sort of bag made of
					elegantly woven straw. The handles were tortoiseshell. The way the girl was
					gripping it, I understood that she had a weapon inside.

				Calmly I said, with a forced smile, “I can leave a
					message with my father. He can call you.”

				She laughed. “Call me! Are you joking? He will
					never call
					me, he has said so.”

				“Then...”

				“There was a time when that hypocritical son of a
					bitch called me, but now, I can’t even call him; he never calls back. Your
					father is a terrible man. You know this, I’m sure. You don’t look stupid—only
					just moon-faced and fat. I don’t think that your father should be allowed to
					live.”

				Barefoot, with garishly painted toenails, the
					bikini-girl was edging toward the veranda of the main house, which was shingle
					board purposely stained to appear weatherworn, with a steep-pitched roof. Inside
					the house there were voices—I didn’t know whose. I’d begun to sweat. My fatty
					upper arms stuck to my armpits. I was calculating that I would have to wrench
					the bag away from the bikini-girl with no hesitation, within seconds; if she
					stepped back from me, she could take out her weapon...

				With my strained mouth I continued to smile. I saw
					that the girl had tiny rosebud or pursed-lips tattoos on her back. I saw that
					her bikini was striped iridescent-purple and that her flushed-looking hips and
					breasts were tightly constrained; she was breathing audibly.

				“Wait, please.”

				“I’m just going to knock at the screen door.”

				“No, please—wait.”

				“I’ll just call ‘hello’ inside. I won’t go fucking
						in.”

				As the girl edged past me I stumbled to my feet and
					threw myself at her, and wrenched away the bag—it was heavy, as I’d
					suspected.

				She began screaming. Cursing me. She clawed at me
					but I didn’t surrender the bag. Our hosts’ adult daughter came out of the house,
					astonished. A Portuguese water spaniel, that had been sleeping on the veranda
					nearby, began barking hysterically. The girl ran stumbling to the little
					Ferrari, where she’d left the key in the ignition; haphazardly she backed out of
					the driveway, all the while cursing us.

				In the elegantly woven bag was a snub-nosed
					revolver. In fact it was a Smith & Wesson .25-caliber “snubbie”—a
					semi-automatic with a mother-of-pearl handle that carried six rounds. It would
					turn out to be a stolen gun, sold to the bikini-girl in New York City; a female sort of gun, though close up it could be
					fatal.

				Our hosts’ daughter called the Vineyard police and
					the girl was arrested within a half hour as she tried to buy a ticket for the
					ferry.

				It would be said that she was one
					of
					Roland
					Marks’s
					girls.
					One
					who
					hadn’t
					worked
					out.

				My father refused to discuss her. My father
					professed not to know her—never to have heard of her. His wife Avril did not
					believe him. The bikini girl was older than she’d seemed: thirty-two. She’d been
					arrested for carrying an unlicensed and concealed gun. She lived in TriBeCa and
					described herself as an actress associated with La Mama. Later, we would learn
					that, the previous summer, she’d stalked Philip Roth in Cornwall Bridge,
					Connecticut, though, like my father, Philip had declined to press charges
					against her.

				Dad had not wanted to talk about the bikini-girl.
					No one could make Dad talk about the bikini-girl. Not even Avril Gatti. To me he
					said, with his utterly charming abashed-Dad smile: “Thanks, kid. You did
					good.”

				*

				Another time when I called my father, it
					was Cameron who answered the telephone.

				“Hi! Lou-Lou? We have news here—we’re flying to
					Miami tomorrow.”

				And so there was no Thursday evening dinner that
					week. Nor the next week. Rudely, I wasn’t notified until I made a call, and
					Cameron called back to explain apologetically that she and my father were flying
					to Key West from Miami—“You know, the Key West Literary Seminar? Roland is
					giving the keynote speech.”

				I had known that the revered Key West seminar was
					imminent. But I’d been led to believe that I was to accompany my father.

				At last I managed to speak with him. My voice must
					have been quavering with hurt for Dad chided me kindly.

				“Lou-Lou, things have changed. Cameron’s coming
					with me—of course.”

				“You told me—‘mark on my calendar. Key West.’ You
					told me ‘don’t make other plans.’ ”

				In red ink several days in early January had been
					marked on my calendar. There was no mistaking this.

				In fact, I’d been invited to a party, or—to
					something.... I hadn’t accepted of course since I’d planned to
					be in Key West with Roland Marks.

				I came close to blurting out Take
					me
					with
					you,
					please!
					I
					will
					pay
					for
					my
					own
					way.

				I didn’t, though. A dean is dignity.

				Shamelessly and unapologetically they went
					together, and without me. And my father had the temerity to ask me to “check in”
					on the house in his absence.

				THE FURNACE
					was repaired, finally. Faulty smoke detectors were repaired. I called a
					carpenter to inspect the shaky wooden steps leading to the riverbank that needed
					to be strengthened and the man promised to call me back with an estimate. He
					couldn’t begin work, he said, until at least late March when the weather was
					warmer and ice had melted from the steps.

				Daringly—cautiously—I climbed down a half-dozen of
					the steps, to see how rickety they actually were. The January air was cold, and
					windy, rising from the steel-colored river. Obviously each winter had weakened
					the steps; the structure had to be at least twenty years old. (The house itself
					was 106 years old—an Upper Nyack landmark. I wanted to think that one day there
					would be a brass plaque on the front: Residence
					of
					Roland
					R.
					Marks,
					Nobel
					Prize
					in
					Literature.)

				Tightly I clutched the railings imagining the
					rickety structure suddenly buckling beneath my weight, collapsing, and my body
					falling heavily to the rocky ground below... My father would
					find me when he returned, a broken body, frozen...

				Why
					didn’t
					I
					invite
					Lou-Lou
					to
					come
					with
					us!
					How
					could
					I
					have
					been
					so
					selfish!

				And Cameron would say Don’t
					blame
					yourself,
					Roland!
					You
					could
					not
					have
					foreseen.

				In my melancholy mood, almost I wouldn’t have
					minded falling—or so the thought came to me.

				I didn’t fall. The steps held. Though some of the
					steps were shaky, the structure held.

				YET IT could
					happen
					to
					him.
					An
					accident.
					Accidental
					death.

				AN ACCIDENTAL death is always a
					surprise. At least, to the one who dies by accident.

				In the days, twelve in all, that my father and
					Cameron were in Florida, I spent more time than I could really afford in the
					house in Upper Nyack.

				I was thinking how Roland Marks disliked surprise. The element of surprise was vulgar to him, like the antics of circus clowns.

				Except if he were the one doling out the surprise, then it was fine. Then, it might be
					classified as “humor.”

				I knew this, for I knew him—thoroughly. Others have
					imagined they’ve known my father, unauthorized biographers have sniffed and
					snooped in his wake and much garbage has been written of him—but no one has
					plumbed Roland Marks’s essence.

				I wondered what Cameron Slatsky would write about
					him, sometime in the future. When my father wasn’t alive to read it, and to
					recoil in horror and disgust.

				I had to protect him against her, I thought. Or
					better—(since another “Cameron” would appear, probably within a few months)—I
					had to protect Roland Marks against himself.

				DAD HAD
					always been admiring, in his way.

				Grudging, yet admiring.

				For he’d had a habit of saying, even when I was
					much too old for such personal remarks, “You’re my big husky gal. You don’t need
					any man to protect you. Nothing weak or puling about you.”

				The emphasis—you.
					Meaning that I was to be distinguished from the weak, puling, manipulative
					females who surrounded my father and other luckless men.

				“In the female, sex is a weapon. Initially a lure,
					then—a weapon. But there are those who, like my exemplary daughter, refuse to
					play the dirty little game. They transcend, and they
						excel.”

				He’d actually said such things in company, in my
					presence. As if I were an overgrown child and not a fully mature young
					woman.

				Sometimes, he’d been drinking. He’d become
					sentimental and maudlin lamenting the “estrangement” of his other children, and
					the “bizarre, self-destructive” behavior of their mothers.

				It was painful to me, yet I suppose flattering—how
					my father boasted of his “exemplary” daughter. Often, I felt that he didn’t know
					me at all; he was creating a caricature, or a cartoon, adorned with my name.
					Even when he was looking straight at me his eyes seemed unfocused.

				“Lou-Lou’s my most astonishing child. There’s
					nothing mysterious or subtle about Lou-Lou—she is all
					heart. She isn’t obscure, and she isn’t devious.
					She’s an athlete.” (Though I hadn’t been an athlete for years. Most girls give
					up team sports forever after high school.) “Did I ever tell you about how
					Lou-Lou played field hockey—really down-dirty, competitive field hockey—at the
					Rye Academy? Up there in Connecticut? I’d drive up to watch her play—stay
					overnight in the little town—at one of the championship games she was hit in the
					mouth with a puck—no, a hockey stick—and just kept charging on—running down the
					field bleeding from the mouth—and made a score for her team. And afterward she
					came limping over to me where I was standing in front of the bleachers anxious
					to see what had happened to her and Lou-Lou says, ‘Hi Dad’—or ‘Hey Dad,
					look’—and in the palm of her hand, a little broken white thing. And I said,
					‘What’s that, Lou-Lou?’ and she said, ‘What’s it look like, Dad?’ and I looked
					more closely and saw it was a tooth, and I said, ‘Oh, sweetie—it looks like
					about five thousand bucks. But you’re worth it.’ ”

				This was a wonderful story. One of Roland Marks’s
					wonderful family stories. In his fiction most of his family stories were comical
					catastrophes but when he was talking to friends, or to a friendly audience, his
					family stories were wonderful.

				Even his detractors warmed to Roland Marks at such
					times. Even those who knew he was confabulating, in his zeal to tell the ideal,
					the perfect, the family
					story.

				In my father’s absence, I cherished such
					memories.

				In my father’s absence that was a betrayal, and a
					warning of betrayals to come, I visited my father’s house on Cliff Street, Upper
					Nyack, with a pretense of “checking” the house; wandering through the drafty
					rooms, standing outside on the terrace and gazing at the broad misty river
					below, shivering in the cold I told myself There
					have
					been
					precious
					memories
					even
					if
					they
					are
					laced
					with
					lies.

				*

				“Lou-Lou? What’s this I hear? Another—?
					Again—?”

				People began to call me. In the wake of the Key
					West Literary Seminar at which the celebrated Roland Marks and a “very young,
					very blond” Ph.D. student from Columbia were clearly a couple.

				Dad’s longtime agent called. Max Keller had known
					Roland Marks for more than forty years, why was he so surprised? I wasn’t in a
					mood to share his incredulous indignation commingled with pity and, yes, envy:
					“At least, tell me her age. People are saying—twenty-four? And Roland is seventy-four?”

				Through clenched teeth I told Max that I didn’t
					know the young woman’s age.

				“Her name?”

				“I don’t know her name. I’ve forgotten.”

				“And is she good-looking?”

				“I have no idea. I’ve barely glimpsed her.”

				“And is she smart?
					People are saying so...”

				“Max, I have no idea. I’m going to hang up
					now.”

				“And Roland is in love? This is serious?
					Maybe?”

				“Look. He’s elderly. He needs an assistant—his
					papers, manuscripts, letters are a mess. And he needs a full-time attendant to
					take care of him—he has let his house go, he’s like a baby when it comes to
						living. It can’t be me to take care of him—I
					have my own life. She came to interview him, and essentially, she stayed. She is
					young, and she is blond. What else? In the past, Dad just took up with
					‘women’—good-looking, glamorous women—the assistants and interns were a separate
					category. But now, this might be the first time he combines the two so maybe
					that will be an improvement.”

				I’d spoken breezily, to hide my anger. I’d meant to
					be amusing but Max didn’t seem to think that I was very funny.

				“She’ll get Roland to sign a pre-nup. She’ll insist
					on money up front, if she’s smart. (She sounds smart.) And she’ll wind up the
					executrix of his estate, Lou-Lou—not you. So don’t be so amused, my dear.” And
					he hung up.

				Executrix
					of
					his
					estate. But I was Roland Marks’s executrix!

				After the last divorce, he’d made me his executrix.
					Before this, he hadn’t had a will: he’d assumed, as he said, that he would be
					around for a “long, long time—like one of those giant tortoises that live
					forever.” But in his late sixties, after batterings in court, he’d begun to feel
					mortal. He’d told me frankly that he would be leaving money to all of his
					children, even those who’d disappointed him pretty badly, and from whom he was
					estranged—“I don’t want to single you out, Lou-Lou. They would just hate you.”
					But what Dad would do for me, beyond leaving me money—(which, in fact, I really
					didn’t need, as a professional woman with a good job)—was to name me executrix
					of his estate, which would include his literary estate, for which service I
					would be paid a minimum of fifty thousand dollars a year.

				I’d been deeply moved. I may even have cried.

				I’d said, “Dad, I can’t think of this now. I can’t
					think of you—not here. But I will be the very best ‘literary executrix’ who ever
					was—you deserve nothing less. I promise.”

				“I know, Lou-Lou. You’re my good girl.”

				AFTER
						KEY West, they returned to Nyack
					briefly. No time to see Lou-Lou—though at least Dad spoke to me on the
					phone.

				They were on their way to Paris, where Roland Marks
					was to be feted on the occasion of the publication of a newly translated novel;
					and from Paris, to Rome, where another newly translated novel was being
					launched; and from Rome to Barcelona and Madrid...

				By now, they were lovers. Of course.

				I wondered how.

				(At seventy-four, my father was still a virile
					man—it would seem.)

				(Yet, at twenty-four, his new lover might be
					repelled by him—wasn’t that reasonable to suppose?)

				(No. This is not a reasonable situation.)

				(Yes. It is utterly reasonable—it is pragmatic. She will marry him for his money and his
					reputation and not his “virility.”)

				Lying in my bed in Skaatskill, I was helpless in
					the grinding maw of such obsessive thoughts.

				“He won’t betray me. Even if he marries
					her...”

				(Ridiculous! He’d betrayed virtually everyone in
					his life, every female. Why not reliable old Lou-Lou
					with her pearly false tooth?)

				Dad had asked me to continue to “check” the house,
					so of course I did. Bitterly resenting being treated as a servant and
					yet—grateful. More than I needed, I visited the house; I brought in Dad’s mail,
					which was considerable; sorted it, left it in carefully designated stacks on his
					desk—the work of an assistant; but the assistant wasn’t on the premises, I
					was.

				At Riverdale, I now left my office promptly at 5:00
						P.M. most days, where once I’d remained
					until much later. And now on Friday afternoons, I sometimes left as early as
					3:00 P.M. (“Family matters”—“my father, medical
					appointment.”) Or took the entire afternoon off.

				There were academic events I had to attend,
					national conventions—these I cut short, to return to Nyack and drive past the
					house on Cliff Street which was looking shut-up, unattended. With my key I let
					myself in and prowled the rooms like a clumsy ghost. I knew the house so well,
					yet stumbled. I collided with things. Seeing my reflection in mirrors—“Oh,
					Lou-Lou? What has happened? You were just a girl...”

				I was doing my father’s bidding and yet: I was an
					intruder.

				Easily, I might become a vandal.

				For there was some secret in this place, that might
					be revealed to me if I prevailed. Though Dad would have been furious, I looked
					through his desk drawers, and his filing cabinets; there were literally
					thousands of papers, documents, manuscripts in his keeping, in his study and in
					an adjoining room; his older manuscripts, galleys, page proofs and drafts were
					stored temporarily at the New York Public Library, which was negotiating to
					purchase the entire Marks archive. It was not true that my father’s papers were
					a mess as I’d told Max Keller—but they did require a more systematic
					organization, which only I could provide, I believed.

				Only
					I!
					The
					exemplary
					beloved
					daughter.

				I lay on the bamboo settee in the sunroom staring
					out at the sky and the river below. Soon, my father and Cameron would return—she
					was now his “fiancée.”

				The Hudson Valley: such beauty! But it was not
					always an evident, obvious beauty—the beauty of a river depends upon weather,
					gradations of light. The ceaseless shifting of sunshine, shadow. Cloud
					formations, patches of clear sky. An eye-piercing blue. Dull gunmetal-gray. The
					river reflecting the sky, and the sky seeming to reflect the river.

				I was thinking of the English explorer Henry Hudson
					who’d sailed up the river for the Dutch, in the early seventeenth century,
					until, about 150 miles north, the river became too shallow for him to navigate.
					How bizarre it seems to us, Hudson had been looking for a route to the Pacific
					Ocean, as his predecessor Christopher Columbus had been looking for a route to
					the East Indies... I thought The
					routes
					we
					think
					we
					are
					taking
					are
					not
					the
					routes
					we
					will
					take. The
					routes
					that
					take
					us.

				I must have fallen asleep for I was rudely awakened
					by a loud rapping at the front door.

				It was the carpenter I’d tried to engage to repair
					the steps. I had not heard from the man in weeks and now, as if on a whim, or
					more likely he’d happened to be driving by the house, he’d stopped to speak with
					me.

				We went out onto the terrace, to look at the steps.
					He’d given me his estimate for the repair but I had no way of knowing how
					reasonable it was, for I hadn’t called anyone else. He said, “I could begin next
					week, Mrs. Marks. I’ve got the lumber, and I’ve cleared away the time.”

				“Next week—really?”

				Then for a long moment I stood silent. Almost, I’d
					forgotten the man, the stranger, standing close beside me, the two of us looking
					down at the steps; then I said, “I’m truly sorry, but my father has changed his
					mind. He says he wants something more ambitious. He’s been talking to an
					architect.”

				“An architect? For just some steps?”

				I laughed, awkwardly. “Well, he wants something
					more ambitious for the terrace, and the steps, and down below on the riverbank,
					something like a gazebo. You might know my father Roland Marks—he never does
					anything simply.”

				Of course, the carpenter didn’t know Roland Marks.
					He had no idea who Roland Marks might be, and judging by the disgruntled noises
					he was making, he didn’t care.

				THEY RETURNED.
					The fiancée was now living at 47 Cliff
					Street, Upper Nyack.

				Not often, not every week, but occasionally they
					invited me to have dinner with them. And when they were away, to check on the
					house and bring in my father’s mail.

				On the third finger of her left hand, Cameron wore
					an engagement ring. A large diamond—ridiculous! Roland Marks had often commented
					disparagingly on the absurdity of engagement rings, wedding rings; he’d never
					worn a wedding ring, himself.

				When
					are
					you
					planning
					to
					be
					married?—I did not ask.

				Cameron was kind to me, at least. Kinder than my
					father who often seemed irritable at the sight of me as if it might be guilt he
					truly felt, but couldn’t acknowledge.

				Though Dad surprised me one day by asking if I kept
					in contact with my mother and when I said yes, asking me how she was.

				The truth was, my mother had survived. She’d long
					ago remarried and was living in Fort Lauderdale with her (aging, ailing) second
					husband, and was on reasonably good terms with her adult children, whose
					children she adored. And she never asked after Roland Marks as one might never
					speak of a virulent illness she’d narrowly survived.

				I said, “Mom is doing great, Dad. Thank you for
					asking.”

				“Why ‘thank you’?—that’s a strange thing to say.”
					Dad lowered his voice, so that Cameron in the other room wouldn’t hear. “I was
					married to your mother once, for almost twenty years! Of course I would want to
					know how she is.”

				Years ago, as a girl, I’d have felt a clutch of
					hope in my heart, hearing these words from my father. Maybe
					he
					will
					return.
					Maybe
					he
					will
					love
					us
					again. But now I knew better. I knew the words were
					only words.

				ONCE,
						I followed Cameron Slatsky in Nyack.
					By accident I’d seen her on the street, a tall leggy blond girl in jeans and a
					pullover sweater looking, from a distance, like a teenager.

				Heads turned as she passed. She seemed not to
					notice.

				Why, she was preoccupied. Somber-seeming. Her hair tied back in an ordinary
					ponytail. And her shoulders slouched. By the time she was forty, she’d be
					round-shouldered.

				But Roland Marks wouldn’t be alive to see her
					then.

				At a discreet distance I followed her. It wasn’t so
					very unlikely that I might have been in Nyack that day—if Cameron saw me, I
					could explain convincingly.

				She stopped by the Cheese Board. Buying my father’s
					special cheeses, and his special (pumpernickel) bread. She stopped by the Nyack
					Pharmacy. Picking up my father’s prescription medications. She stopped by the
					Riverview Gallery where there was an exhibit of new paintings by a local
					artist.

				The gallery had a side entrance. Through the
					doorway I observed the young blond woman moving slowly from canvas to canvas,
					with the sobriety of a schoolgirl. No one else appeared to be in the gallery
					except a female clerk.

				The painter whose work was being exhibited was
					Hilma Matthews, a woman in her late seventies with a respectful reputation as an
					abstract artist; she’d once had a Madison Avenue gallery but had been exiled to
					Nyack, where she lived about a mile from my father. They were old friends: not
					lovers, I don’t think. Once Hilma had said bitterly to my father, “Some of us
					don’t make the cut. It isn’t evident why.” And my father had blushed, guessing
					that this remark was meant to be an insult to him, who’d clearly made the cut;
					at the same time, it was enough of an oblique insult that he didn’t have to
					acknowledge it. Gallantly he said, with a squeeze of the woman’s hand,
					“Posterity judges, not us. Be happy in your work, Hilma. It’s beautiful
					work—enough of us know. That’s the main thing.”

				As Cameron moved about the gallery, very seriously
					considering Hilma Matthews’s art, I continued to observe her. I wondered at her
					motive—was she planning to talk about the exhibit, to impress my father? Had she
					been invited with my father to a local event, where she might meet the artist? I
					couldn’t believe that she was acting without motive, out of a genuine interest
					in these large abstract canvases by Hilma Matthews, in the style of a more
					hard-edged Helen Frankenthaler.

				Cameron and the woman at the front desk fell into a
					conversation. It seemed that they were talking about the exhibit, though I
					couldn’t hear most of their words.

				I did manage to hear the woman ask Cameron if she
					lived here and Cameron said yes—“For the present time.”

				I waited to overhear her boast of Roland
					Marks. But Cameron said nothing further.

				I had an impulse to come forward and say hello to
					Cameron. She couldn’t have known that I’d followed her here—my greeting could
					have been spontaneous, innocent.

				I thought, if I hadn’t known her, I might have
					introduced myself to her in the gallery. I might have thought A
					sensitive,
					intelligent
					person.
					And
					beautiful. I might have asked Are
					you
					new
					to
					Nyack?

				THAT
						SPRING.

				That final spring of my father’s life.

				It was my work at Riverdale College from which I
					was becoming increasingly distracted. Initially I’d thrown myself into it with
					renewed energy as a way of quite consciously not
					thinking
					about
					my
					father’s
					fiancée; then, I discovered myself daydreaming in my
					office, rehearsing scenes with my father and Cameron Slatsky. Sometimes it
					seemed urgent to me that I act
					quickly, before they were married; at other times, I
					was gripped with lethargy as if in the coils of a great boa constrictor.

				I should have spoken with Cameron in the gallery, I
					thought. Or met up with her on the street.

				Just the two of us: the women in Roland Marks’s
					present life.

				I’d tried to make discreet inquiries about Cameron
					Slatsky at Columbia, but had been reluctant to provide my name; if it were
					revealed that I’d been prying, I would have been humiliated; my father would
					have been furious at me, and might not have wanted to see me again. He was
					famous for breaking
					off with people he’d known well, and had loved, if
					he believed he’d been disrespected.

				What I’d been able to learn about Cameron Slatsky
					online was not exceptional, nor did it conflict with what she’d told us. She had
					graduated from Barnard with a B.A. in English and linguistics; she’d been a
					summer intern for a New York publishing house, and for The New Yorker; she’d traveled briefly in Europe, with
					friends; she’d enrolled in the Ph.D. English program at Columbia. She’d grown up
					in Katonah, Westchester County. Her parents must have had money, for someone was
					paying her tuition at Columbia.

				Since moving into my father’s house, with an
					upstairs room designated as her study, Cameron continued to work on her
					dissertation, as she said, on
					site. Living with the subject of a doctoral
					dissertation! Quite a coup for one so young.

				Obsessively I rehearsed my conversation with
					Cameron.

				Pointing out to her that any relationship with my
					father was doomed to be impermanent; that, even if he claimed to adore her he
					didn’t adore her; he adored the person who adored
						him.

				And then I thought, she knows this. Of course.

				She knows, and doesn’t care.

				If he adores her as his muse, or just wants to have
					sex with someone so young—why would she care? She’d spent enough time perusing
					the more sensational literary biographies and collected letters to come to a
					realization that, in a sequence of wives, it’s only the final wife—the widow—who
					inherits the estate.

				In this matter of the serial womanizer, it’s the
					elderly serial womanizer you want to marry.

				At Dad’s age, and at her age, Cameron Slatsky would
					prevail: she would survive. The other wives had been sloughed off like old
					skins.

				How many American (male) writers, including
					writer-friends of my father, had entered into marriages exactly like this!
					Elderly distinguished men with international reputations who’d long ago worn out
					their first wives; who’d married women young as their daughters, or younger; in
					some cases they’d even sired children, of the age of their grandchildren. The
					dominant male married the subservient female: there could be no question of
					equality in these relationships.

				My father’s friend the poet Mordecai Kaplan had
					been committed to a psychiatric nursing home by his wife who was forty years
					younger than he; at the time, Kaplan was eighty-nine. The fiery young woman,
					herself a poet, had managed to acquire his power of attorney—“When a man gives
					up his power of attorney, he’s finished. Like castration, it’s final,” my father
					said. Kaplan’s middle-aged children tried to protest; tried to get a court
					injunction, to take him from the home; younger poets who’d been his students
					came to his rescue, or tried to; Roland Marks had pleaded with the wife but
					they’d had an ugly scene and she’d ordered my father never to try to see her
					husband again, or she’d have him arrested. She might have been mentally
					unbalanced, this young wife. (Not so young: at least forty.) She’d made a
					project of pursuing and capturing Mordecai Kaplan and plucking him from his wife
					of more than thirty years. The Kaplans’ marriage had been a reasonably happy one
					and yet, as Dad liked to say—Instead
					of
					the
					brain,
					there’s
					the
					male
					genitalia.

				Eventually, the situation spilled over into the
					press. There was an article sympathetic to Kaplan and his supporters, and by
					implication critical of the wife, in the New
					York
					Times. Still, Mrs. Kaplan refused to allow anyone to
					arrange for her husband to be moved from the nursing home; though he wasn’t
					senile, only just physically frail and needing a wheelchair. She succeeded in
					restricting his visitors, which was the deepest blow. She succeeded in
					curtailing his letters to family and friends, from the nursing home, by
					threatening the staff with lawsuits. She’d been named Kaplan’s executrix in his
					will and so she was to have total power over his estate, when he died; she would
					inherit his many copyrighted titles, his royalties, his letters, his
					treasures—everything.

				I thought that I would bring up the example of my
					father’s tragic friend to him but I knew that Dad would respond angrily: “Look.
					Mordecai was ninety-two when he died. I’m twenty years younger, or nearly. His
					wife was a vicious psychopath. My wife will be my closest friend.”

				I could not bear to hear Dad say those words—My
					wife.

				“Dean Marks? Is something wrong?”

				My assistant Olivia stood in the doorway of my
					office, looking very concerned. She was a gracious woman of approximately my
					age, whom I’d inherited with the dean’s office. Quickly I told her that my
					father had a medical condition—“Not an emergency. Minor. But upsetting.”

				Olivia asked if there was anything she could
					do?

				“Thank you, Olivia, but no.”

				Then, a few minutes later, ringing her in her
					office: “I think that I’m going to be leaving a little earlier
					today.... Could you cancel my appointments, please?”

				“NOT GOOD, Lou-Lou. Terrible news.”

				But it was news my father could only share with
						me.

				The lawsuit initiated by the aging Broadway actress
					Sylvia Sachs had gone badly for Roland Marks. In addition to the large sum of
					money he’d had to pay Sylvia at the time of their divorce six years before, he
					now had to pay $750,500. The judge had somehow been convinced by Sylvia’s lawyer
					that her claim to have helped written—“supplied primary material for”—my
					father’s most recent novel wasn’t preposterous, as everyone knew it was; he’d
					been convinced that Roland Marks was a “sexual predator” and “exploiter of
					women.” All of Roland Marks’s fiction written since he and Sylvia had begun
					living together was the result of “intimate, protracted conversations” between
					them; at least two of his female characters were based upon Sylvia, she claimed.
					(It was true, my father had published a devastating portrait of a vindictive,
					small-minded “quasi-Broadway” actress in a recent novel, but the character was a
					fictional construct, not in some way a “real person.”) Years before, my father
					had been found liable for “defamation” of Avril Gatti in the novel Travesty, couched in the tones of his hero Rabelais.
						Travesty could not be confused with “realistic”
					writing—of course. This genre of fiction was a kind of tall tale told with a
					ribald gusto, male speech addressed to male readers, as distorted a reflection
					of “real people” as Japanese anime figures are distorted. Anyone with more than
					a high school knowledge of literature would have understood that Roland Marks’s
					portraits of people out of his personal life bore the relationship that Francis
					Bacon’s or Picasso’s portraits bore to their subjects. Where there is art, there
					is no
					literal
					representation.

				Yet, the words Avril Gatti had contested were
					damaging, and damning, read aloud in the silent courtroom by the litigant’s
					lawyer in a voice of fastidious disgust. No one dared laugh: no one wished to
					laugh. I’d wanted to protest: “But my father is a great
					writer, like Rabelais! You can’t put an artist on
					trial.”

				Of course, this could only have made things worse.
					Such special pleading for the uniqueness of the artist doesn’t go over well in a
					democracy.

				Even now, Avril Gatti wasn’t finished with
					litigation, my father had been warned. And just yesterday, this devastating
					award to Sylvia Sachs!

				My father’s lawyer had suggested an appeal. And so
					my father was going to appeal.

				“They can’t touch future work of mine, at least,”
					Dad said bravely. “Now—I have to live.”

				It was a solace to me, that my father discussed the
					lawsuits with me rather than with Cameron. Or at least, in addition to
					Cameron.

				My opinions were more valuable to him, than hers.
					For I’d known the litigants involved—my fierce stepmothers.

				I DID
					not like these conversations about the future, that left me faint and
					anxious. For I could not truly envision a world in which Roland Marks did not
					live, even if Roland Marks’s living caused pain for some persons including
					me.

				I did not want my wonderful father to die. I did
					want the besotted old fool of a father, who’d become infatuated with a girl who
					might’ve been his granddaughter, to—well, pass
					away.

				That Dad was both wonderful and a besotted old fool
					at the same time was difficult to comprehend. Like juggling two large and
					unwieldy clubs above my head, risking the prospect of being struck by one or
					both.

				In his life, Dad believed in a tragic destiny for
					humankind: there were shelves in his library crammed with books about the
					Holocaust, many of them memoirs. He’d known Holocaust survivors, of course; a
					few had been his relatives, from Eastern Europe. But in his art, Dad believed in
					the sunnier realms of comedy: the idiosyncratic twist that the human imagination
					could give to any story, no matter how steeped in sorrow. To Roland Marks,
					comedy meant freedom; tragedy meant imprisonment.

				He’d developed elaborate arguments on the subject.
					He’d published essays on the subject. He’d resented the predilection of certain
					reviewers for the “tragic vision” over the “comic vision”—to Dad, shaping comedy
					out of contemporary American life was much more challenging than shaping
					tragedy. He was furious that his oeuvre might be
					confined to the second tier, beneath works of tragedy. It didn’t help to
					consider that Shakespeare’s most profound works were his tragedies and not his
					comedies.

				In recent novels, in the interstices of antic and
					convoluted plots, Dad had taken up speculating about mysticism. Not Jewish
					mysticism, not the Kaballah, which would have made a kind of sense, but his own
					mix of idiosyncratic interpretations of Zen Buddhism, Hindu pantheism, and 1960s
					sexual liberation. (Dad did not ever “do” drugs—he considered drugs dangerous as
					a “leveler” of intellect and imagination.)

				But ordinary life with its sane perimeters and
					marital and parental responsibilities did not much appeal to my father, for its
					very ordinariness. You could not win awards—you could not win a Nobel Prize—by
					writing about ordinary Americans leading ordinary lives.

				Cameron once said to me: “Lou-Lou? Does Roland
					really—you know—believe in this ‘spirit stuff’? Or
					is it kind of wishful thinking?”

				“You’d have to ask him.”

				Though I might have said My
					father
					is
					a
					secular
					Jew,
					a
					rationalist.
					He
					is
					not
					a
					half-baked
					mystic.

				“Oh, no—I couldn’t ask him. Roland would be offended. The novels he writes he says are
					‘fiction’—not him. What’s in the novels is a kind of bread baking, he says, with
					all sorts of ingredients, and spices—and yeast: it’s there to make the bread
					rise, and bake. That’s the purpose. Not if you ‘believe’ in yeast, you just use
					it.”

				Cameron spoke so ardently, with such wide-set
					unblinking eyes, I found myself staring at her, at a loss for words.

				IT HAD
					been hinted to me from the start of my deanship at Riverdale College that
					one day, before too long, I might be invited to take over the presidency. And so
					when the president asked me to have lunch with her privately, in the dining room
					of the president’s residence, I prepared myself for this possibility. Thank
					you
					so
					much.
					But
					with
					a
					current
					crisis
					in
					my
					life—my
					family
					life...
					I
					think
					the
					responsibility
					would
					be
					too
					much.

				It was flattering to be asked, however! Flattering
					to be considered.

				Though, as Dad would point out, Riverdale College
					is “pretty small potatoes.” He’d have preferred me to stay at classy Wesleyan,
					or “move up” to one of the Ivies.

				The president of our college knew very well who
					Roland Marks was, of course. She asked about him at our luncheon and I said,
					with an airy laugh, for I’d been feeling light-headed after a very bad sleepless
					night, “He is entering upon his final folly.”

				The president chose to interpret this as a witty,
					though not a very funny, remark.

				Quickly I said, more seriously: “Oh, he’s fine. He
					has just completed a major new novel—Patricide.
					You’ll probably be hearing about it in about a year. Over spring break I hope to
					read it, and confer with him about it, as I usually do with his
					novels...”

				So we spoke of Roland Marks for a while. The
					president of our little college had been trying to inveigle—that is, to
					invite—my father to visit the college, and to accept an honorary degree at
					commencement, for years; even before my arrival, the college had issued
					invitations to the distinguished writer who lived “just over the George
					Washington Bridge” from the college. But Roland Marks, who hated the pomp and
					circumstance of commencements, accepted such invitations only from the top Ivy
					League universities, or smaller institutions that paid. (Dad could command somewhere in the vicinity of ten thousand
					dollars for a commencement speech which he’d adroitly tailor to fit the
					situation. A single commencement address had served him for decades like
					one-size-fits-all sweatpants and had yielded somewhere in the vicinity of two
					hundred thousand dollars.) The problem was, Riverdale College had a small,
					eroding endowment and so hoped to acquire my celebrity-writer father for no fee,
					and I’d been the awkward go-between for several seasons. Dad said, chuckling,
					“What a sap I’d be, Lou-Lou, to sit through your commencement ceremony, give an
					‘inspiring talk,’ have lunch with the trustees, for zero
					bucks. Bad enough to get zero
					bucks at Harvard, but hell—that’s Harvard.”

				Each time, I was embarrassed to return to the
					college to make excuses for my father who was to be traveling in Europe at
					commencement time, or committed to another commencement. Each time, the zealous
					president promised to invite my father for the following year.

				“... have seemed distracted,
					Lou-Lou. For the past several months. And so I’ve been thinking, maybe it’s time
					for you to consider stepping down—that is, returning to
					teaching...”

				These words out of the president’s mouth I did not
					entirely fathom.

				Was the woman asking me, in this roundabout way, to
					take her place as president? Was she asking me to
						step
					down from the deanship, that I might step
					up as president?

				“I—I’m sorry—I don’t quite understand?”

				“... your performance as dean has
					been, I’m afraid, increasingly erratic. Your staff has become demoralized, and
					faculty have complained...”

				In a haze of incomprehension I sat at the
					president’s cherrywood dining room table, as the woman spoke on, on and on; for
					there was no way to stop her, and no end to all that she had to say in her
					kindly-yet-unhesitating manner.

				“... finish up the term of
					course, we hope.... I’ve asked Esther Conrad to assist
					you... move her office into the room adjacent to yours. A
					complete physical exam might not be a bad idea... our
					insurance will pay... And at faculty meetings,
					if...”

				The haze like cotton batting had invaded my ears.
					Pushing into my brain that had gone numb. Blindly I reached for my water
					glass—and knocked it over. Water and ice cubes went spilling. The president
					veered back but couldn’t escape an ice cube or two in her lap. Nervously
					laughing I recalled, as a girl, overturning my water glass during meals at home,
					and my father, for whom domestic occasions were something of a strain, an
					interruption from his far more urgent writerly life upstairs in his study,
					saying wittily, if sarcastically—Well
					if
					there’s
					a
					fire
					on
					the
					table
					now
					it’s
					out.
					Thank
					you,
					Lou-Lou!

				How young he’d been then. Wickedly handsome with a
					bristling dark goatee.

				I rose to my feet. I was shaky but undefeated. I
					would report to my father this outrage. Yet calmly I said, “I will think over
					your proposal, President Lacey. I will think it over and get back to you,
					soon.”

				A dignified exit. No looking back.

				DRIVING HOME
					that evening confounded Did
					she
					really
					mean
					to
					demote
					me,
					or—promote
					me?
					Was
					it
					code
					for—would
					I
					want
					to
					become
					president?

				“ ‘Thank you, but no. My life with my father has to
					take precedence right now.’ ”

				*

				April 14, 2012. Not a day I’d planned to
					spend in Upper Nyack.

				It was a sun-warmed fragrant Saturday, and—who
					knew?—possibly my father and Cameron were away for the weekend, or in New York
					City; frequently they spent evenings in the city, or stayed overnight as guests
					in one or another of my father’s (usually wealthy, Upper West Side) admirers’
					apartments. It was Cameron who told me about such evenings, casually—“They said
					to say hello to you, Lou-Lou. The Steinglasses.”

				“Who?”

				“Edythe and Steve? Steinglass?”

				No idea who this was but I smiled as if in
					gratitude at being remembered, by someone.

				“Well—thanks! Is their place still so great?”

				“Yes. It is fantastic.”

				“Overlooking the park?”

				“At Seventy-third Street. Yes.”

				Each weekend they were away, or mysteriously
					unaccounted-for, I dreaded to hear, belatedly—Lou-Lou
					guess
					what!
					Your
					dad
					and
					I
					are
					married.

				Or, more somberly, though with a helpless
					baby-smile, from Dad—Lou-Lou,
					sorry!
					We
					wanted
					a
					private
					ceremony,
					no
					fuss.

				What relief then, that day, to so casually drop by
					the house on Cliff Street, and there was Cameron in jeans and short-sleeved
					T-shirt raking the neglected front lawn in which, in jagged clusters, daffodils
					and jonquils were brightly blooming; ponytailed Cameron who waved at me, and
					smiled—“Hi, Lou-Lou! We’ve been missing you.”

				This had to be a lie. But it was a gracious sort of
					lie.

				Very different from Dad’s grumbling greeting, as I
					knocked very lightly on the (opened) door of his study—“Lou-Lou! Good! I need to
					talk to you about these God-damned bills.”

				Dad frequently confused those bills he asked me to
					pay for him, out of his checking account, with bills he’d paid, or intended to
					pay, himself; inevitably, there were mistakes. Sometimes we both paid the same
					bill, sometimes no one paid. When I told Dad that it would be easier for us both
					if I paid his bills via computer, he refused to listen—“And what if the damned
					computer ‘crashes’? What then? Paper checks are at least something you can feel.”

				This had been going on for years. This was a
					disgruntlement that felt easy and comfortable, like worn bedroom slippers.

				I laughed thinking This
					is
					what
					a
					family
					is.
					This.

				And later that afternoon, when, it seemed to have
					developed, I would be staying for dinner, and Cameron and I were to prepare
					together one of Dad’s favorite meals, chicken tangine with prunes, dried
					apricots, almonds, and couscous, another incident occurred that gave me, if not
					hope exactly, a sense that things might not be so hopeless as I’d been thinking:
					by chance, I overheard my father speaking in a low, sarcastic voice to Cameron,
					in an adjacent room.

				Poor Cameron! I felt a thrill of sympathy.

				Recalling how many times I’d heard Roland Marks
					speak in this way, within my hearing or not-quite, to one or another of his
					wives—my mother, Phyllis, Avril, Sylvia. Inevitably, Roland Marks would find
					fault with a woman, or rather, the woman’s
					imperfection would be revealed. In this case, so far as I could gather—(for
					truly I didn’t want to eavesdrop, and especially I didn’t want to be caught
					eavesdropping)—the zealous and well-intentioned assistant had filed away some of
					my father’s papers on her own accord, without his having instructed her; or
					possibly, something was “lost” in my father’s office, that had been the
					assistant’s responsibility. And so Dad spoke harshly to Cameron, who didn’t seem
					to be defending herself; only perhaps murmuring Yes
					yes
					I’m
					sorry in the way that, if a whipped dog could speak,
					a whipped dog would speak in such a circumstance.

				Not all of Roland Marks’s women had been so meekly
					apologetic, so subservient. Even my mother had tried to defend herself,
					sometimes. And others had quarreled with him, quite fiercely, even hatefully, at
					a time in their relationship when it was clear that Roland no longer much loved
					or respected them. But Cameron Slatsky—so young, inexperienced—so in awe of
						the
					great
					man—seemed to have been struck dumb.

				The scolding went on and on, and on. I felt sorry
					for the blundering assistant and at the same time gratified for it was the first
					time I’d heard my father address Cameron in such a way; and I understood it
					would not be the last.

				Later, Cameron was upstairs in “her” room. She’d
					hidden herself away in tears, or shame. She’d been embarrassed to have been
					scolded when I was in the house, perhaps; but I wouldn’t let on, when we
					prepared dinner, that I’d heard anything at all. I would talk of other things,
					perhaps as if casually I would bring up the exhibit at the gallery in town,
					Hilma Matthews’s paintings; or, I would ask how her dissertation was developing
						on
					site.

				At dinner, I would entertain Dad and Cameron with a
					humorous recounting of the luncheon with the president of my college—“I told
					her, as graciously as I could, ‘Of course I’m honored but I couldn’t possibly
					take your place. I have more than enough to do taking care of my famous father.’
					” And we would laugh together.

				Dad was wonderfully tease-able, if the teasing was in reference to his reputation, his
					popularity, his “women.”

				So happy: the happiest I could remember myself
					being, in many years.

				Maybe when Dad had looked at me with eyes of
					unabashed and helpless father-love, as I’d stood with the silly little tooth in
					the palm of my hand. That long ago?

				Except, stiff and sulky, Dad came downstairs from
					his study, and seeing me said, “You’re still here?” and I said, “Dad, you and
					Cameron invited me to stay for dinner, don’t you remember?” and Dad said, with a
					shrug, “Fine. You can go check on her, see how she is, you know how emotions
					upset me,” and I said, “You mean, other people’s emotions, Dad—your own are
					sacrosanct.” And he said, on his way outside, “Wise guy.”

				The last words my father said to me, which he
					hadn’t said to me in probably thirty years—Wise
					guy.

				He’d had his camera. He must have intended to take
					photographs. I watched him outside on the terrace and at the same time I was
					thinking about Cameron upstairs and how he’d told me to check on her, and what
					this meant to me, how much it meant to me; and so, when Dad headed for the
					steps, I wasn’t observing very clearly, or lucidly—just stood there in the
					sunroom smiling to myself, a big husky not-young overgrown girl in her father’s
					house.

				It did not strike me—He
					is
					in
					danger.
					Those
					damned
					steps!

				It did not strike me—If
					I’d
					wanted
					someone
					to
					fall,
					I
					might
					have
					sabotaged
					the
					steps.
					I
					might
					have
					loosened
					nails,
					supports.

				Though I was drawn to run upstairs to Cameron, yet
					I found myself following my father outside. A chilly wind from the river, and
					sun splotches in the heaving water.

				The Hudson River is a living thing, so close by.
					The massive breadth of water wind-rippled and agitated, never at rest,
					mesmerizing to watch as liquid flames, and this afternoon a curious
					slate-blue-gray color, the hue of molten rock.

				“Dad? Be careful...”

				He didn’t hear. He wouldn’t have heard. Too many
					times I’d warned him, he had no awareness of any real danger. And there was a
					swagger to his walk, a stiff sort of bravado, as if he believed that someone—it
					would have to be Cameron, she was the only “woman” in residence—was watching
					him, and admiring him; he took care not to lessen the weight of his right leg,
					his arthritic knee.

				High overhead several hawks flew. I felt a
					premonition—but then, I often felt such premonitions here on the terrace above
					the river. My father laughed at “premonitions”—though he took his own seriously,
					for he was a superstitious man. I was smiling still, foolishly. I tasted
					something metallic, cold. I did not want my father to fall and injure himself on
					the rocks below, all that was the most ridiculous fantasy. I squinted upward at
					the sky—They
					are
					vultures.
					They
					sense
					an
					imminent
					death.

				Then, as in a dream, or a nightmare, I heard the
					cracking wood-plank steps, an abrupt and angry-sounding noise, like a rebuttal.
					It was a sound somehow familiar to me as if I’d heard it—rehearsed it—many times
					already.

				Before I saw, I heard: a portion of the steps was
					collapsing, beneath my father’s weight.

				Dad had gained weight, this past winter: though he
					would not have acknowledged it, in his masculine vanity, he must have gained at
					least twelve pounds. He’d blamed the bathroom scales for giving erratic and
					unreliable readings of his weight. But no longer was Roland Marks what one would
					call slender,
					very
					fit-looking.

				Before I saw my father’s desperate hand on the
					railing, that collapsed with the steps in what seemed at first like cruel
					slow-motion, I heard: my father’s terrified voice calling for—me.

				I think this is so. I think he was calling for
					me.

				Or maybe—he’d only been screaming for help.

				Or maybe—only just screaming.

				What happened was in slow-motion yet also
					quickly.

				More quickly than I could comprehend in my haze of
					foolish-daughter happiness.

				And so on the terrace above the collapsing steps I
					stood very still, and watched in silence.

				If I were to be tried for the death of my father
					Roland Marks, if I were to be judged, it is this silence that would find me
					guilty.

				Yet, I could not draw breath to scream.

				Even now, I can’t draw breath to scream.

				No no no no no!

				Cameron was crying hysterically. Cameron was
					shocking to me—her young face contorted, shining with tears. Her young body
					broken-seeming, defeated and without strength, so that I had to hold her.

				In the crisis and confusion, my dean-self
					prevailed: I made the call to 911, an ambulance came, but too late: my father
					had died.

				His skull had been badly fractured, it would be
					discovered. He had hemorrhaged into his brain.

				It would be a long time before I could grasp the
					irremediable fact—Roland Marks was dead.

				Which is to say, my
					father
					was
					dead.

				Is
					dead.

				(For death is a state that is perpetual: all who’d
					ever lived and who had died are
					dead.)

				My memory of the collapsing steps, the scream, the
					fall—my memory of rushing to the edge of the terrace, to stare at my father
					fallen and twisted in the broken lumber below—is very vague.

				Like the windshield of my car, grimy and scummy.
					Sunspots further obscure vision.

				She’d been upstairs, in hiding. She’d heard the
					sound of the collapsing steps, and my father’s scream.

				No
					no
					no
					no
					no.

				It was foolish of us, it was risky, dangerous, yet
					we never thought of not doing it—climbing down, slip-sliding and falling,
					whimpering in fear, making our way down the near-vertical slope to where my
					father lay fallen amid rocks. And once there, seeing that he was
					unconscious—(but still breathing?)—we understood that we must call an ambulance;
					one of us would have to climb up to the terrace, or to the side of the
					house.

				Precious time was lost.
					Minutes...

				It would have made no difference, we were told. My
					father’s skull had been so severely fractured.

				The camera, fallen a few feet away, broken on
					rocks.

				And the river, only a few yards away, rushing past,
					noisy, jubilant, with a smell of early-spring, elevated muddy
					water—indifferent.

				It was Dean Marks who climbed up, who made the
					sobbing/panting call.

				It was the young blond assistant who was too
					stunned, too stricken, to move from my father’s body.

				His body had never looked so slight. So inconsequential. His head,
					turned at a painful angle.

				His handsome face streaked with blood.

				“MY FATHER died, two years ago. And my mother—she’d
					died five years ago. My father hadn’t ever recovered from losing her, I think. I
					tried and tried with him. To make him think of
					something else—to make him happy. To keep him company. All the family did. But
					it made no difference, I guess—he just stopped wanting to live, and he died.”

				Cameron wept in my arms. A tall gawky young girl
					trembling in my arms.

				It was stunning to me, that my father was gone.

				Yet also stunning to me, that this stranger seemed
					to have loved him so much.

				For Cameron Slatsky was devastated, clearly. We
					were sisters in grief, despite the disparity in our ages. Certainly I could not
					resent her. I could not wish, as in my lurid fantasies I might have wished, that
					my father’s assistant had fallen in those crashing steps and died with him.

				FOR SOME
					weeks then I was sick.

				Sick with grief, and also remorse. And shame.

				Cameron too was sick, with the shock of loss. But
					Cameron was younger and stronger than I was, and would be more resilient. She
					came to me where I was lying on the settee as the strength had drained from my
					body. I was thinking But
					now
					I
					am
					his
					executrix.
					That
					is
					what
					I
					wanted.

				“Lou-Lou! My God. Where
					is
					he?”

				It did not seem possible that my father was gone.
					That, if we searched the house, he wouldn’t have been here—somewhere.

				Laughing at us, maybe. But touched by our grief
					too.

				He’d have known that we loved him. He would not
					have felt that our love was smothering, or a burden; boring-dull, like so much
						female
					love.

				Roland Marks’s obituary was prominent on the front
					page of the New
					York
					Times, on the left side of the page below the
					fold.

				The photograph showed Roland Marks lean-cheeked,
					dreamy-hooded-eyed, handsome and smiling. He would have liked it, I think.

				Cameron Slatsky and I commiserated together. There
					was a luxury of pain, a rush of pain neither of us could have borne alone.

				I took the remainder of the semester off from
					Riverdale College. In any case, I was finished there.

				In his will, he’d left her nothing. He hadn’t had
					time to update his will and so in Roland Marks’s will, Cameron Slatsky did not
					exist.

				This was proper, he’d left the house to me. I felt sick with guilt, yet gratitude, to have
					been treated with justice for once.

				Very few of the mourners who came to Roland Marks’s
					memorial service had heard of Cameron Slatsky, let alone knew her. I introduced
					the silent ravaged-looking girl as my father’s fiancée, and added that she’d been, initially, my father’s assistant. No one quite knew how to speak to her,
					especially Dad’s older friends, for whom she would have appeared to be the age
					of their grandchildren. Tall, slump-shouldered, very pale and very blond Cameron
					wore black clothing, a black jersey dress that fell to her ankles. The diamond
					ring she’d unobtrusively turned inward, toward her palm, so that the sparkling
					stone wasn’t visible. Apart from my introducing her to a few people, at the
					memorial service she stood just slightly apart, ignored as if invisible.

				I felt the injustice, and the irony, of her
					situation. Her elderly fiancé had died too soon, before she was
					firmly—legally—attached to his name.

				Dad had loved her so much! How good that the last
					months of his life had been happy, entering upon his final
					folly.

				I tried to explain to Cameron, as to others,
					whoever would listen among the many mourners who came to the memorial ceremony
					in New York City and to our house in Nyack, that my father’s death was my
					responsibility—“My father had depended upon me to keep the house in good repair.
					You know what he was like—he never saw things for
					himself. The way he’d drive a car with the gas gauge at empty, or a tire losing
					air—somehow, it worked out. Even Avril shielded him. And Sylvia! When they’d
					loved their genius-husband, they’d insisted upon taking care of him. We’d all
					provided a buffer for him, to protect him. He’d had faith in me, his daughter.
					Those steps should have been repaired. I’d told him, he knew, but—he’d never
					done anything about it. Like the flagstone terrace, that needs repair. The house
					is beautiful but a century old. I see him in every room, I hear his voice. I
					hear him calling—Lou-Lou!
					Where
					the
					hell
					are
					you? I let him down. I am to blame for his
					death.”

				They held me, those who’d loved Roland Marks. Even
					the litigious ex-wives came to grieve with me, to hold me and absolve me of
					patricide.

				Or, if they’d halfway believed that I might be
					halfway responsible, they couldn’t agree that my father’s actual death was my fault. Roland Marks had cheated death a
					number of times, like a wily cat. He’d run out of lives, that was all.

				“Roland almost died in that car crash on Long
					Island—Montauk. That was before his career had even begun. Imagine, he’d only
					published his first novel. And that crazy girl who tried to shoot him on the
					Vineyard. And the spoiled sushi in Tokyo...”

				They would spin legends of Roland Marks. They would
					mythologize him. His enemies and detractors as well as his friends.

				They would agree: Roland Marks would have wanted to
					depart this earth in the way he had, suddenly, and without time for reflection;
					without a debilitating or humiliating illness, or a crushing decline like poor
					Mordecai Kaplan. In some versions of the story of Roland Marks’s death in April
					2011, when he’d been seventy-four years old, it was said that he’d been hiking
					in the Catskills with his young fiancée, or wife; he’d insisted upon climbing in
					a dangerous area, and had fallen to his death. He’d defied the young woman who’d
					been with him who had begged him to come back to even, safer
					ground...

				We drove back to the house in Upper Nyack together.
					It was my house now, or would be when my father’s will was fully probated.
					Cameron wept softly. Cameron wept almost without pause. I felt a thrill of deep
					imperturbable grief that was the most exquisite sensation I’d ever known. As we
					entered the darkened house Cameron groped for my hand: “We have each other
					now.”

				*

				It is true, to a degree: the fiancée and the daughter
					have each other.

				As executrix of my father’s estate, I have hired
					Cameron as my assistant. Quite simply, Cameron Slatsky is the most qualified
					person for the job. Jointly we work on my father’s massive archive which will
					soon be sold to a prominent American institution; at the last minute, the
					Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library at Yale is making an unexpected bid.
					Dad would be pleased!

				There is much more to Roland Marks’s literary
					estate than anyone might have imagined. I had no idea of the numerous
					uncompleted, unpublished manuscripts and drafts he’d kept in cardboard boxes, in
					storage, dating back to his high school days at Stuyvesant High School in the
					1940s; in all, thousands of priceless pages.

				In the evening we sit in the sunroom, or on the
					terrace. Few people visit us here, for we’ve invited virtually no one; not my
					sister and brothers, who’d avoided my father when he was living, and have no
					right to mourn him now, at least in my company; not the “younger children” whom
					I scarcely know, and who I believe have not even read their father’s books. And
					none of the ex-wives except my mother, Sarah, who isn’t likely to make the trip,
					with her ailing husband in Fort Lauderdale, in any case.

				Now the weather has changed to a cool summer, the
					air is mild and daylight prevails until nearly 9:00 P.M. Cameron has suffered more visibly from grief than I have, I
					think—(though I have lost eighteen pounds, and am not quite such a husky fleshy
					healthy-looking gal as my father had seemed to cherish); her skin is sallow, her
					eyes are ringed with fatigue, and her beauty has corroded, somewhat. Like Lou
					Andreas-Salomé and like me, she has a slightly overlong nose, a too-intense look
					about the eyes, a clenched mouth.

				She commutes to Columbia University two or three
					times a week and returns home exhausted. The dissertation on
					site has stalled, though as my assistant she’s an
					able and diligent worker, far more patient than I. Sometimes I hear her crying
					in “her” room. I enter, and approach her quietly. I slip my arms around her and
					she turns to me and presses her face against my thigh. She says, “Without you,
					Lou-Lou, I couldn’t make it.”

				She’d told me more about her father who’d died of a
					stroke two years ago. And about her mother who had died of a quick-acting
					pancreatic cancer three years before that, in the last semester of her senior
					year at Barnard. She said, “Mom told me—‘Don’t give up! I’m counting on you.’
					She’d tried to hide the fact that she was dying. I
					think I was furious at her. All I could do was put on my armor. It felt like
					actual armor—my makeup, my clothes. Deflecting people’s questions by looking
					funny, girly. There’s a character in Jealousy who
					behaves just that way—it’s prescient. Roland got her down perfectly! I needed
					something to protect me, like a steel vest. So bullets or rocks might be thrown
					at me and I would feel the shock but not be killed.”

				She said, “I know that people, like you, Lou-Lou,
					thought that Roland and I scarcely knew each other. But I knew him. Long before I’d met Roland Marks’s I’d fallen in
					love with him, reading his books. I’d memorized passages. He really knew women
					well—you could say, the masochistic inner selves of women. All that was Roland
					Marks is contained in his books, really. His ‘voice...’ ”

				Tenderly she said, “I will take care of you,
					Lou-Lou. Anything you want from me, I will provide.”

				Since my father’s death, I am often short of
					breath. I find it difficult to sleep on my back. Of course I’m frightened to see
					a doctor and have an EKG—(I’m a physical coward like Dad)— but Cameron insists
					that she will drive me to Columbia Presbyterian Hospital, which would have been
					Dad’s choice, if I made an appointment.

				I never had a daughter. I’d never had the
					experience of being pregnant.

				Though Dad would have laughed at me in scornful
					pity, I’d never had the experience of sex with a man, or a woman. Never the
					experience about which Roland Marks wrote with such corrosive humor and such
					unabashed delight.

				If Roland had married Cameron, she would be my
					step-mother.

				How strange it would have been, perhaps how
					wonderful, to have a step-mother young enough to be a sister.

				Strange, and wonderful. Though I would not have
					thought so at the time of our first meeting.

				OUR NEWS
					is, we will be attending the Los Angeles Book Fair together, to represent
					Roland Marks whose first several novels are being republished in classy trade
					paperbacks. Then, we are going to Book Expo America, in New York City; then,
					later in the summer, London and Stockholm for similar publications. We will be
					interviewed at literary festivals, and on TV.

				Onstage, we wear black, side by side: we are not
					likely to be mistaken for sisters, but we may be mistaken as kin.

				By slow degrees Cameron is becoming beautiful
					again, something of the luster in her eyes returning. Though she’s still pale,
					and wears her shimmering blond hair pulled back and tied at the nape of her
					neck, in a way I think too prim and widow-like. I am
					not so pale, rather more putty-colored, which Cameron tries to correct by
					“making up” my face—with startling results, I have to concede. (How Dad would
					laugh at me—“I can see through your fancy makeup, kid.”) For these occasions
					Cameron wears tasteful black dresses that fall to her ankles, often with a shawl
					or a scarf around her shoulders; I have urged her to stand up straighter, to
					resist the impulse to make herself shorter, now that there is no reason for her
					to make herself shorter. I wear dark trouser-suits, that fit my less hulking
					body flatteringly; my graying hair is trimmed short as a man’s, in fact shorter
					than my father’s hair had been. Audiences gaze at us with fascination. They know
					something of Cameron’s story, and something of mine. As if spontaneously we
					clasp hands onstage. We do not rehearse such scenes. Tears spring from our eyes
					like shining jewels. The audience draws in its collective breath.

				Women
					who
					love
					each
					other.
					Women
					who
					will
					stand
					by
					each
					other.

				How
					unexpected,
					this
					is
					Roland
					Marks’s
					legacy.

				WHO WOULD
					have thought, this posthumous life of Roland Marks is so—celebratory! For
					his admirers, his survivors, are many; and his literary reputation, buoyed by
					rumors that Patricide, scheduled for fall
					publication, will be the author’s strongest novel, a masterpiece to set beside
					the major works of Hemingway, Faulkner, Fitzgerald, Mailer, and Bellow, has
					never been higher. Requests for reprints of all kinds, republications of titles
					long out of print and seemingly forgotten, come to us continually. The Library
					of America will be issuing a large volume titled Roland
					Marks, and Cameron and I will be co-editors. Dad’s
					longtime publisher has commissioned a biography and Cameron and I will be
					interviewing prospective biographers including the distinguished Nelson A.
					Gregorson whose biography of Melville Dad had so admired.

				Of course, we will be editing the Selected
					Letters. A volume of at least seven hundred pages, a
					treasure trove of brilliant prose, flippant prose, gossip, scandal, candid
					snapshots of the writer’s secret life, “visionary” insight.

				There is even movie interest, from Miramax Films,
					in Intimacy:
					A
					Tragedy.

				Though Roland Marks had haughtily refused to sign
					over any of his titles to be “mongrelized” by Hollywood, Cameron and I are
					willing to negotiate with the filmmakers. We joke about our “cameo”
					roles...

				When we miss him terribly, we seek each other out.
					We clasp hands. Cameron says, swiping at her eyes, “Oh God, he was so funny. I loved his humor, his laughter.” I said, “I
					can hear him laughing, sometimes.” And we listened.

				Trying not to hear instead the final desperate
					scream that might have been my name.

				The other night after Cameron returned late,
					exhausted, from New York City, I was awakened hearing her walking in the house,
					as the floorboards creaked; I went to her, where she was lying on the settee in
					the sunroom, that was flooded with moonlight. I brought her an afghan, because
					the night was cold; and Cameron is very thin, and becomes chilled easily. And I
					held her hands, to warm them. And I thought We
					both
					loved
					him.
					And
					now
					we
					have
					each
					other.

				This is not the ending that I had envisioned, just
					months ago. It is no kind of an ending anyone might have envisioned, especially
					my father, and yet—here it is.

				This night, when I can’t sleep, I curve beside
					Cameron on the settee, and pull part of the afghan over myself. If Cameron is
					covered, including her bare feet, and I’m part-uncovered, that’s fine with me:
					of the two of us, I’m the stoic. I’ve brought a bottle of red wine, and we drink
					from the same cloudy glass, by moonlight. A rich red sensation begins in my
					throat and spreads through my chest, my belly and my loins. I feel the stirring
					of sexual desire, but it is not a desire for paroxysmal pleasure; I think it is
					a desire like the opening of a flower, petals spreading to the sun. It is the
					purity of desire, that requires another person to coax it into blooming.

				“I love you, Cameron. I am so grateful that you’ve
					come into my life.”

				“I love you, Lou-Lou. If Roland could see us, he’d
					be—well, he’d laugh, wouldn’t he? He’d be jealous, maybe.”

				High overhead the moon is moving through the night
					sky. Venus, the brightest star. And Jupiter. We are planning an exhibit of
					Roland Marks’s photography, taken in the last three years of his remarkable
					life; some of the photographs are of the night sky shot with moonlight above the
					Hudson River. Dad would have been embarrassed, and abashed: he’d been an
					“amateur”—he hadn’t been competing with “professionals.” Already we’ve shown a
					portfolio of the Hudson River photographs to the gallery here in Nyack, and the
					proprietor is eager to mount the exhibit; yet we’re thinking perhaps this is
					premature, and we should show the portfolio to some galleries in Chelsea or
					TriBeCa as well. Tell me a story about your father, Cameron says in a voice
					husky with sleep, and so I tell her about the incident at the Rye Academy. “I
					was playing field hockey and Dad was in the bleachers—he came to a surprising
					number of my games that year—and a girl struck me in the mouth with her stick,
					and one of my teeth—this one, here—was knocked out. And Dad said, ‘What’s that
					in your hand, Lou-Lou?’ and I said, ‘What’s it look like, Dad?’ and he said, not
					missing a beat, ‘It looks like about five thousand dollars, Lou-Lou. But you’re
					worth it.’ ”
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