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For Kit, there then and here now, with love.






One

L’s was on a little side street in Greenwich Village, a dark, cozy lesbian bar.

It was the beginning of graciousness in the lesbian bar world. There was no evidence of Mafia ownership, no men in baggy double-breasted suits sporting pinkie rings guarding the door. In fact, no men were allowed. The bathroom was clean. The customers didn’t seem to be divided so much into butch and femme. Most looked like young college girls, well-dressed and without the heavy makeup some habituées wore.

Hookers were often regular customers of gay bars; their butches waited for them there. But there was none of that in L’s. The women behind the bar and at the door were welcoming. The music was mellow: Jeri Southern singing “You Better Go Now,” and Frances Faye crooning “I’m Drunk with Love.”

A handsome, dark-haired woman in a trench coat, drinking gin, stood at the bar, while around her there was the buzz that she was Claire Morgan!

She was better known in the outside world as Patricia Highsmith, author of Strangers on a Train, which had become an Alfred Hitchcock thriller in 1951.

But in L’s, Pat was revered for her pseudonymous novel, The Price of Salt, which had been published in 1952 by Coward McCann. It was for many years the only lesbian novel, in either hard or soft cover, with a happy ending.

It stood on every lesbian bookshelf, along with classics like The Well of Loneliness; We, Too, Are Drifting; Diana; and  Olivia.

 

Pat was thirty-eight, six years older than I was, and an inveterate traveler. Perhaps I had never met her for that reason, for she liked going to gay bars, as I did, and as my partner did not.

This night I was alone, because Kit had brought work home from the office. A gay bar was like a club. It was a place where you could meet with old friends and make new ones. You would always find a familiar face there, or you would know the owner, and the bartender. There was always someone to talk with.

Pat had become my idol. Although we were both reviewed in Anthony Boucher’s mystery column in the  New York Times, she was published in hardcover by Harper Brothers. As Vin Packer, I was one of Gold Medal Books’ mystery/suspense paperback “tough guys,” and, as Ann Aldrich, a softcover reporter on lesbian life.

I somehow found the courage to go over and introduce myself.

Pat was tall and thin. Black, shoulder-length hair, with dark brown eyes. She looked like a combination of Prince Valiant and Rudolf Nureyev.

She was as different from the usual woman I was attracted to as night from day, and I think vice versa. We were probably both drawn to more feminine types, what used to be called “girly girls.” But we were both writers and hearty drinkers. We had very little trouble establishing an immediate rapport. When a table became free, we sat down.

Pat smoked Gauloises and drank gin neat.

Her conversation was sometimes punctuated with German, a few phrases tossed in, always “bitte” for please,  said in a kindly tone or an irritated one. I asked her about it and she told me she’d taught herself. Left-handed, she didn’t respond well to teachers who tried to help her use her right hand. In the ’30s when she was growing up, a south-paw was considered flawed. She finally found a solution and, on her own, copied sentences from a German language book over and over with her right hand.

She said she chose German because she already knew some French and Spanish. But as I got to know her better, I realized that it stemmed from a melancholy affection for the father she never really knew. His family were German immigrants. His name was Jay Plangman. Her mother had divorced him when Pat was a baby. At age twelve Pat met him briefly, but while I knew her, and I believe for all her life, she had no other meetings with him. For whatever reason, it seemed to be his decision. He was American born, but Pat seemed proud of the fact that there was German in her blood. Stanley Highsmith, her stepfather, had not impressed her as much as the biological one she could make into whatever image she chose.

That night Pat asked me if I liked to travel. Much later, I would remember that it was the first question she asked me about myself, a foreshadowing of things to come.

I told her I had been to London and France with my family when I was a kid, and to Europe again with friends in 1952 and 1954, but now I was grounded. I’d finally qualified for a professional apartment, sought after by the self-employed in the ’50s, low rent, and rent controlled,  a real prize in the postwar era. And I’d adopted five cats. I didn’t mention Kit.

Pat said she did her best work in Europe, that she had tried Mexico, but her favorite places were France and Italy. It was her custom to set sail on a tramp steamer, taking whatever space there was at the last minute. It was the cheapest way to travel, she told me, and the only drawback was that she was given very short notice. She would receive a call that she was to be ready in five or six hours, and she would pack a duffel bag and her typewriter. Then she would settle into someplace like Marseille, where she would set up shop in a small hotel and work on her latest novel. From there she would visit Paris, Venice, Florence, Rome.

“How come you don’t go to Germany?” I asked her. “You seem to love the language.”

“The language is one thing, the place another. I don’t like German food that much, and it’s too expensive there.”

We were shouting above the noise of a Friday night bar, overcrowded as all gay bars were in the days when they were the only place to socialize.

L’s was a far cry from the usual tawdry place, and even though it was hard to hear each other we stayed on until closing.

I told her that when I wrote my lesbian novel, Spring Fire, a paperback published by Fawcett, it had to end unhappily. Paperbacks went through the mails and were scrutinized by postal censors. Nothing would be okayed that seemed to endorse a perverse way of life.

“My main character’s name was Leda,” I said. “She ended up in an insane asylum.”

“Leda the Mad!” Pat laughed.

She said she’d been surprised when her book, written under the name Claire Morgan, was praised by lesbian readers because of its happy ending. She was pleased that it had become such a hit for that reason.

“But I never thought about it when I wrote it. I just told the story.”

She said it had been inspired by a woman she waited on when she was working part-time in Macy’s. There was something very compelling about the woman. Pat couldn’t forget her. She’d copied her address from the sales slip. On her day off she took a bus to New Jersey, found the woman’s house, and simply walked by it. That was all. The next day she came down with chicken pox, but as soon as she was able to sit up in bed, she began writing The Price of Salt.

At the cry “Last call!” we ordered another round, and finally it was time to go.

Pat said she’d just that afternoon returned from Mexico. She’d heard about L’s from a friend. It was always word-of-mouth that brought us to the gay bars in those days.

“I’m glad I came,” she said. “I haven’t even unpacked or I’d invite you by for a nightcap.”

“That’s all I need, a nightcap,” I laughed.

We were walking out the door. “I live on Irving Place, within walking distance,” she said.

“I live nearby, too.” I didn’t add that I lived with someone. Kit was editing a book that had to be finished that night. But, knowing Kit, I realized she was glad to be spared a visit to a gay bar. She was very closeted, always afraid someone from the office would see her going in, or coming out. She was convinced straight people all knew which bars were gay.

Pat and I were standing in the street. She had taken my hand. I remember the smile on her face; she had a great smile.

“Will you have lunch with me tomorrow?” she asked me.

“I’d like that.” Kit was going away: perfect timing.

“Do you know where Pete’s Restaurant is?”

I knew it was on the street where she lived. I’d been to Pete’s when I’d first moved to New York City. I went there because it was said O. Henry wrote many of his short stories there. I’d never wanted to be anything but a writer.

I agreed to meet Pat at Pete’s, at noon.

“Good!” she said. “There’s a friend of mine who’ll join us.”

I felt sick at the thought that she was with someone, too. But she was slow to let go of my hand, and after we walked away from each other, when I looked back, she did as well.

I strolled home, unbelievably sober, the way you stay sometimes no matter how much you’ve had to drink, because something changeful has happened.






Two

Pat was already seated when I arrived at Pete’s. She stood up, as she always did for females, bowing slightly, and grinning.

“Meet my friend,” she said, and a small, thin man got to his feet, too.

Pat told me, “This is José Garcia Villa.” I would learn that she always said all three names, “and that’s Freddy.”

José shook my hand vigorously and a young man also at the table gave me a little two-fingered salute.

Freddy was a very handsome fellow, about eighteen or nineteen. José was fiftyish, a frail-looking Filipino-American poet with large bags under his eyes and a merry disposition.

I was barely settled next to Pat when José announced that Freddy and he had been “fluving” all morning, and were therefore very hungry.

“Fluving,” he said, “is fucking with love. I just invented the word!”

Freddy had a great white smile, and he nodded vigorously.

We all ordered a pitcher of beer, and hamburgers, popular at Pete’s with its sawdust floors and collegiate atmosphere.

Freddy was the only one not drinking. Before our hamburgers arrived, another pitcher of beer was put on the table.

Pat had brought with her José’s new poetry collection, “with an introduction by Dame Edith Sitwell, no less.”

“I bet you haven’t even read it, Pat,” José teased, as he autographed it for her.

“I can prove that I have,” she said. “One of the poems I liked was the one with the line ‘seventeen times I rose creating our child.’ ”

José held his head in mock agony. “That’s one I hate! Ask yourself what kind of an idiot would be counting at a time like that?”

I knew immediately that I was going to enjoy this lunch. Not a small part of my pleasure came from the relief I felt that Pat hadn’t brought a woman with her. Kit had gone to Bellport on Long Island early that morning, to work with a writer whose book she was editing. She would stay overnight.

Kit knew what a Highsmith fan I was. In a game of Truth once, when everyone had to say who they’d want to be if they had to be someone else, I’d actually said Patricia Highsmith.

That morning I’d explained to Kit I was late getting in the night before because I’d met Pat Highsmith. I added that I’d been asked to lunch by Pat, and Kit said, “Did you tell her about me?”

“Not yet.”

“Not yet,” Kit said sarcastically.

I knew she was furious. On her way out, she slammed our apartment door so hard it shook our windows.

 

That warm April afternoon at Pete’s, José began quoting various poets: Blake, Cummings, Dickinson.

Freddy said nothing, only smiled. Apparently he knew his smile was one of his best features, for the moment he finished his hamburger he left the table.

“He’s gone to brush his teeth!” José said with an adoring tone of voice. “He doesn’t let any time pass after he’s eaten.”

Then José turned to Pat and said, “Speaking of teeth, is that a dentist’s jacket? That looks like a dentist’s coat.”

Pat was wearing a white cotton jacket, a black turtleneck sweater, black men’s pants (29w, 34l), and black loafers. The sweater was tucked in and her black leather belt featured a large silver belt buckle.

She told José that it wasn’t a dentist’s jacket. “But you’re close. It’s a waiter’s jacket I bought in Marseille.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean it!” José’s face was red.

“I don’t care.” Pat shrugged. “I know it looks like what it is. It’s my purse. I carry everything in the pockets.”

“Let me try it on,” José said.

By now he and Pat were drinking shots of J&B scotch, to go with the beer, pitchers of which we’d already been through.

Freddy came back from brushing his teeth and tried the jacket on, too. Then I tried it on.

Pat said, “If you all really like it, I’ll buy three when I go to Marseille.”

“When will that be?” José asked.

“In a week or two. I have to wait until I can get a cabin.”

I listened, downcast, while she told me she’d only returned to this country to attend to some business. She was going away again as soon as she could. In a hushed voice she said, “I’m sorry. I am.”

Freddy and José were huddled together talking and giggling.

Pat looked directly at me. “Do you have a lover?”

“I’m at the end of a relationship,” I lied.

I didn’t want to lose Kit, but I didn’t want to lose Pat, either, for whatever little time we could have together.

“Do you have someone?” I asked her.

She shook her head.

“Freddy wants to try the jacket on again,” José said.

“Good, because I’ll have to figure out the sizes!” Pat told him.

We were jumping up and down, laughing, taking great swallows of the beer, and talking all at one time.

Somewhere in the noise I heard Pat ask, “Will you have dinner with me?”

José heard it, too. “Let’s all have dinner!” he said.

Freddy nodded happily.

“Where?” Pat said.

“Right here!” José said. “We don’t have to move. It’s four-thirty now. We’ll stay right here!”

“Okay,” Pat signaled to the waiter to bring another round.

“This place reminds me of the White Horse,” José said, “and the White Horse reminds me of nights with Dylan. Someone read aloud my poem about his death. Please? It’s on page 151.” He pushed his book to the center of the table.

“Marijane?” Pat said.

José reached across and found the page. It was called “Death and Dylan Thomas.”

First lines:

 

Gold, gong, of,

Genius:continual, fire:leger, nobler,

 

There was a comma after almost every word.

Pat explained later that José compared his method to Seurat’s pointillism, where the points of color are as much a part of the medium as the technique of expression.

Amazed that I read the poem well, and that I still felt sober, I was delighted with the plan to stay. José and Freddy deflected the tension I felt whenever Pat spoke directly to me. I was more relaxed with them there. I knew Pat hadn’t intended to have dinner with them, but she was easy with the idea. That was her way: to go along with what others wanted.

 

Pat had run out of Gauloises, and no place nearby sold French cigarettes. Her apartment building was just doors away on Irving Place. She asked me if I wanted to go there with her while she got a pack. I could also meet her cat, Spider.

“We’ll be right back,” she told José.

I still remember that walk. She took long steps, her shoulder-length black hair bobbing, one of her hands sunk into her trousers pocket. (Pat’s pants were always neatly pressed; she ironed them herself.)

It was a warm spring afternoon, and there was an ice cream truck at the corner playing “Swanee.”

Pat was singing along with the music, “how I love yah, how I love yah,” with that silly grin of hers, as we went up the stone steps. She lived on the first floor, in the front.

I don’t know who reached out first, once we got inside the door. A black cat was weaving its way in and out of our legs, chirping and mewing.

It was a while before we could speak.

“Do you mind José Garcia Villa and Freddy?”

“No, I don’t.” We were both whispering, as though we weren’t alone.

“I’ll get the Gauloises.”

Pat opened a can of cat food for Spider. The apartment was one long room, very simply furnished, with a double bed; a small, kneehole desk with her portable Olympic typewriter on it; a square dining table; and six chairs. There was no television. Pat had already told me she never watched TV.

“José Garcia Villa isn’t usually that silly,” she said.

“Is he married? He mentioned his child in the poem.”

“He’s married, and he has two children. But he lives in his own apartment in the Village. He’s Catholic; he can’t get a divorce. That’s probably what saves him: that he has to live with some sort of decorum. He’s very involved in Filipino affairs.”

The ice cream truck was playing “Swanee” over and over as we embraced.

By the time we pulled ourselves together and returned to Pete’s, about forty minutes had passed.

The waiter handed Pat an envelope with money inside and a note saying, Freddy doesn’t feel well. Call before you leave the country. Love, José.

 

We went back to Pat’s, and much later we taxied to a restaurant on Bleecker Street called Aldo’s.

It was always easier to eat in a gay restaurant. While not a lot of them were ever known for their food, young women were not turned away on a Saturday night if they were wearing pants. There was a welcoming ambiance, and most of us got to know the owners or the managers. Unlike gay  bars, which were Mafia-run and often rude to their patrons, restaurants like Aldo’s, the Fedora, and the Finale gave you support. All located in Greenwich Village, you felt comfortable  in them. You could hold hands, sit close, and enjoy being treated like any other couple.

Lucky for me there was no one there who knew me or Kit.

Aldo’s was ideal for two women who were just beginning to fall in love.






Three

I spent that Sunday nursing a hangover. Pat went off to Palisades, New York, for an overnight visit with her friend, the artist Polly Cameron, who also wrote and illustrated children’s books.

Pat called me from there that afternoon, and asked me if I liked Paella Valenciana.

“I love it!” It had been years since I had carried an empty casserole from an apartment on Charles Street to a restaurant called Seville, on the corner of Charles and 10th. There it would be filled with paella. It had been years since I had hung out with butches so masculine they could not go to restaurants because they would not be accepted in either the men’s or the women’s bathrooms.

Pat said she knew of a wonderful restaurant specializing in paella, and she would like to take me to lunch at Seville.

I didn’t tell her I knew about Seville. She sounded so pleased to have discovered it.

I said, “How about dinner, instead?” I didn’t think I could face drinking in the daytime again.

“I can’t wait that long, can you?” she asked.

“No.” I couldn’t.

“We’ll have dinner, too. I’ll cook.”

“Okay,” I said.

Although I had told her that I was still living with an ex, she never asked questions about Kit. It was no wonder, since I didn’t mention Kit. I didn’t want to think  about Kit, or the consequences if I just kept agreeing to do whatever Pat wanted to do. It didn’t occur to me that I would lose Kit. I would lie, talk myself out of blame,  something.

 

In my seven years as a self-supporting freelance writer, I had never gone off schedule in the middle of a book. I had never indulged in boozy lunches, either.

But there I was clinking margarita glasses with Pat at noon the following day, then downing pitchers of sangria, the last lunch customers to leave Seville.

I was near the end of a suspense book called The Girl on the Bestseller List. It was about the murder of a Grace Metalious type, a best-selling woman novelist. My heroine had written a book like Peyton Place, and gained many enemies in her small town, who saw themselves in her characters. But she was not murdered by someone who hated her. She was done in by someone who loved her, and who had hoped to seduce her with a generous portion of Spanish fly, which was claimed to be a potent aphrodisiac. It was also a lethal poison in an overdose.

 

I didn’t have to tell Kit what was happening to me. I didn’t stay out all night, but I came in early Tuesday morning. Kit had to go to work in a few hours. I would sleep past noon.

My excuse to Kit was that while Patricia Highsmith fascinated me, she would be off to Europe very soon. She and I were just having a fling.

We had many gay male acquaintances who could countenance a good deal of infidelity, if the bond was strong. We knew no lesbians who could, and Kit was no exception.

“She’s having a fling,” Kit said. “You’re head over heels in love with her!”

Two weeks later, Kit packed her bags and moved back to a small apartment she kept on Horatio Street.

 

I was nowhere near the drinker Pat was. I was used to drinking a lot, one night a weekend. Weeknights I didn’t like to drink, because I always had more than I needed, and that would ruin writing for me the next day. I had always been a media hound, but the only TV I seemed to watch was the Today Show with Dave Garroway, which I turned on after Pat left, mornings. I had missed Compulsion with Orson Welles, still hadn’t seen the new Broadway show  Sweet Bird of Youth, nor gotten around yet to reading the latest works of Capote and James Jones. Forget about Castro’s goodwill tour of the United States: I was behind in everything.

My book was stopped in its tracks. I could feel myself weakened physically by the alcohol. What I did to save myself was tell Pat that I was on a strict schedule, and could not meet for any more lunches. Then, while she thought I was writing, I did only a minimal amount of work. I spent most of the days sleeping, eating salads, drinking milkshakes, swallowing vitamins, in an attempt to recover for another evening of cocktails, wine with dinner, and brandy after.

Pat, meanwhile, was working on a book she called The Two Faces of Janus. It took place in Athens, Iraklion, Charria, Paris, and Marseille.

She never seemed to lose a day because of drinking the night before.

She would read parts of her novel to me while her very solemn black cat, Spider, sat beside her, looking up at her and listening as though she was instructing him in something.

Pat would lie across her double bed next to the window looking down on Irving Place. Over the bed hung a large and very startling oil portrait of Pat herself, her dark eyes glaring, her hair longer, face more drawn, mouth set grimly. It had been done in 1944 when Pat was twenty-three. Allela Cornell was the artist and a good friend of Pat’s. She had killed herself in 1947.

Pat really enjoyed reading me new chapters. She would laugh hard at her own descriptions of characters she’d created. But again, Pat complained that she couldn’t work well in America.

She said her best ideas came to her in foreign places.

“Some of my best titles come to me in this country,” she said. “The idea for Tom Ripley came to me in Italy, but I got his name when I was driving up the West Side Drive, and saw a billboard for Ripley clothing. ‘Tom Ripley,’ I thought: ‘the talented Tom Ripley.’ ”

She told me she used to get titles and characters’ names driving from Palisades, New York, to Manhattan and back, crossing the George Washington Bridge and going along the Hudson River.

For a few years she had lived in Palisades with a woman named Doris Sanders. Originally from Indiana, Doris had come east to attend Columbia, and then during World War II worked as an economist for the Office of Price Administration. After the war, she was an advertising writer and a journalist. Together Pat and Doris wrote a picture  book called Miranda the Panda Is on the Veranda, which Pat illustrated in black-and-white sketches. It was a silly book (“Mabel Grable, a sable, reads a fable at the table in the stable near the gable with a cable”). It was inspired by the books of Polly Cameron, who had already published The Cat Who Thought He Was a Tiger and The Dog Who Grew Too Much.

Pat’s dedication was to M. C. H.—her mother, Mary Coates Highsmith.

 

Pat and Doris had rented a little barn in the woods near Sneden’s Landing where they both had friends. When Pat and Doris broke up, Polly Cameron moved to the barn from New York.

When I came to know Polly, she told me she had been in love with Doris when Doris was living with Pat. She was invited to the barn one weekend. She wanted to do everything right.

Pat and Doris slept up in the loft, and Polly slept down on the couch in their small living room. She awakened early on a Saturday morning to see a snail on the floor near her shoes.

She was repelled by snails. She didn’t ever imagine herself picking one up, but she didn’t want it to be there when Pat and Doris came down for breakfast. She braced herself and got a paper towel from the kitchen. Out the door it went.

“Where’s my snail, I wonder,” Pat said when she came downstairs. “Have you seen a little snail, Polly?”

All weekend Polly lied that she knew nothing about a snail, and Pat searched for the creature in vain. Of course, the snail had been Pat’s pet.

In Deep Water, 1957, Vic Van Allen, the murdering hero, raised snails in an aquarium in his garage, and in a later book one of Pat’s short stories was called “The Snail Watcher.”






Four

Those late April days Pat invited her friends to meet me, and she cooked for five or six guests at a time in her small kitchen. We also had my two close friends Tom Baird and Martha Wolfenstein to dinner. Pat claimed she was a “peasant cook.” I would make her a “cooking drink” (she had “dressing drinks,” “argument drinks,” “sleepless night drinks,” on and on). Without ever looking at a recipe she would make bouillabaisse, cassoulet, stew, or curry.

I liked most of her friends, especially one in particular: an art critic named Rosalind Constable. She was one of those lesbians who had a lifetime arrangement with a woman who lived elsewhere, similar to the kind the writer Janet Flanner had with Natalia Murray. If they couldn’t always live in the same place because of work, if they couldn’t always be true to one another because of passion, it was understood they would be together in their old age. Rosalind’s partner lived in Santa Fe.

Rosalind was born in Britain, worked first for Fortune  magazine, then became the cultural critic for Time magazine, as well as an art collector. She was witty, smart, and a good writer.

Another of Pat’s favorites was an artist called Lil Picard, who could never come to dinner. Although she did not live with her husband, she ate dinner with him every night. It was a condition of whatever their arrangement was.

Finally Lil agreed to come just for dessert and coffee. She was a small, dramatic type, a shawl flung about her  narrow shoulders, great Italian lace-ups beneath the hem of her Indian wraparound skirt. She wore lots of eye shadow, lipstick, and bright red nail polish.

Exotic and amusing, she was also bossy and proprietary. Upon arrival she was busy ordering Pat about (“Darling, find the terrible draft that’s making me shiver!”) but finally she settled down and began discussing Pat’s mother.

This was not a favorite topic with Pat. In those years she was very attached to her mother, but Mrs. Highsmith was difficult. She, too, was bossy and possessive, and she had once made the mistake of telling Pat, in a joking manner, that probably the reason Pat loved the smell of turpentine was that she had swallowed some in an attempt to abort her.

Pat never forgot it.

Lil immediately asked me if I knew about the turpentine, and then told me while Pat squirmed. Lil was an artist of sorts who’d make peculiar collages (assorted lipsticks hanging from a comb) and always had gossip about the Cedar Bar crowd: Jackson Pollock, de Kooning, and others she knew only by sight.

Apparently, there was considerable rivalry between Mrs. Highsmith and Lil, or “Lily” as Mrs. H. called her in a letter she wrote me:Don’t know if you have met Lily Picard or not. She is a Jewess from Germany and was just in time out of Germany with Hitler hot on her heels. Her husband also Jewish runs an antique shop on East 57th and deals mainly in fine furniture. They were also entertained at our Hastings home for dinner, and they spent the night. I had a local couple (neighbors) in to meet them.

The neighbors didn’t like them. I found out after they arrived in this country they gambled their all in Wall Street and lost their shirts. He had it tough for a few years, but now he is doing better. She paints and has lovers on the side. At the time she had one named Stewart. She asked Pat (now tie this) if she could come up to my house for the weekend and bring Stewart.

Pat screamed “NO, NO, NO.” So you see Pat knows more than she pretends, that outraged her. Well, later Lily had to have a major operation. Did Stewart pay for it? Certainly not. He left her cold. Pat furnished the money for the operation.

Years later with nothing ever said by Lily about paying her any part of it, Pat broached the subject and asked Lily if she thought she could start paying on the debt. Lily bawled her out and called Pat a stingy little sh—and a few other insults, and Pat took it.

Lily now has another lover tho she continues living with her husband and Pat says he knows it.

In the meantime, Lily came up to our house with Pat alone. She walked in the door where my husband was working with an assistant (an old friend of the family) and said, “Ooh, how intereesting, vis all zee art work.”

I introduced them and Stanley soon excused himself and went down to mix drinks. She followed him down and sat on the top step leading down into our kitchen (3 steps down from a stair landing). He said she had exposed herself. He turned slightly and continued mixing and when he turned around she was really letting him have it.

It is amusing to have a guest in your house who is bent on making your husband. Since she lost all their  money she would say to me (and my home was not lavishly furnished) “Vy do you need zees and zees and zees?” And I, realizing her accent was phony said, “Because I want zees, I imagine.”

I did have a Steinway and a few antiques in furniture I was particularly proud of. And oh, yes, I had a Filipino house boy who literally dropped in my lap, and that seems to make a terrific impression on her.

I was illustrating children’s books and had a big house and he fitted in beautifully in fixing breakfast, and dinner, serving it in courses by candlelight. He once was house boy and butler to Leeds, the tin people and was on their yacht in the Caribbean and in Palm Beach and knew of no other way of serving. All our friends thought we were in the money when they saw him for the first time.

He was small, slight, attractive and graceful as a ballet dancer, and Lily was attracted to him, too…. I asked Pat how did she have a lover and continue living with her husband? Pat said she and her husband had a purely platonic relationship and that she couldn’t stand his approach. Nice set-up?

All this Pat accepts. She says she admires Lily because she works so hard at art and was going places. I insist she is going nowhere as she is a complete phony and no phony can succeed at art.

And now we come to—





This long letter from Mrs. Highsmith was a complaint about all the women Pat was attached to—some lovers, others just friends.

She had this to say about Rosalind Constable:One day on a Fifth Avenue bus with Pat, she said, “Oh, Mother, there’s Rosalind.” Our bus had stopped for a light and R. was crossing and I got a GOOD look…. I disliked her on sight.





In a short story of Pat’s, called “Under a Dark Angel’s Eye,” published years later, the main character remembers his mother’s “unremitting dislike and criticism of every girl he had ever brought to the house.”

 

Pat loved entertaining. She was a gracious host, and the gin, scotch, and wine flowed.

She was very unselfconscious about showing me affection in front of her friends. I liked that about her. She would hold my hand at the table or, passing by, rub my neck, lean over, and say, “All right?”

I didn’t love it when we were in the aisle of a supermarket or walking along the street. She would grab my hand and swing it, or put her arm around me in a store.

I couldn’t seem to get past my small-town, WASP upbringing, and I told myself I’d probably be as uncomfortable if it was a male doing it. But that wasn’t the truth. In the ’50s it was hard for most of us to be openly gay.

Pat would say, “The only difference between us and heterosexuals is what we do in bed. It’s nobody’s business what goes on in the bedroom.”

“But we don’t spend our lives horizontally. We have the same kind of lives they do, without acceptance.”

“I don’t care for acceptance,” from Pat.

That kind of conversation would launch one of my diatribes about how different we were from any other minority group. Unlike blacks, Jews, and others who faced discrimination, we grew up without a peer group. We had no support from our families, either. The church saw us as sinners and the law saw us as illegal.

“And how about all the lies we tell our parents?” I finished one of my speeches once. “We tell lies, and we write lies home. How about all that?”

“I never do and I never did,” Pat said flatly.

“You never lied to your mother and father?”

“My mother and my stepfather. I never brought it up. I tried to like men. I like most men better than I like women, but not in bed.”

“Do your mother and stepfather know you’re gay?”

“I think they assume I am,” Pat said.

 

Before Kit moved back to her apartment on Horatio Street, she met Pat one evening.

“She stood up when I came in the room,” she told me, “and when we moved out to the kitchen she stood back and gave a little bow and signaled with her hand for me to go ahead. You’ve got yourself a real gentleman, M. J.”






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   
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