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The Merry Month of May
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To E. C. Braun-Munk,

for absolutely no reason at all.

Hello, Eugene!

And to Addie von Herder, the

Baroness, who taught me all I

know about Europeans.

Oy vay, Addie!
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WELL, IT’S ALL OVER. The Odéon has fallen! And today, which is June 16th, a Sunday, the police on orders of the Government entered and took over the Sorbonne on some unclear and garbled pretext about some man who was wounded by a knife. There was some rioting this afternoon, but the police handled it fairly easily. So that is it. And I sit here at my window on the river in the crepuscular light of that peculiar gray-blue Paris twilight which is so beautiful and like no other light anywhere on earth, and I wonder, What now? The sky is heavy and low tonight and this evening for the first time from the end of the Boulevard St.-Germain and the Pont Sully the tear gas reached us here on the almost sacrosanct Île St.-Louis. I finger my pen as I look out from my writing desk, and wonder if it is even worth it: the trying to put it down. M. Pompidou said, I remember, that “nothing in France would ever be the same again.” Well, he was certainly right in regard to the Harry Gallaghers and their family.

I am a failed poet, a failed novelist; quite probably I can be, and am, considered quite rightly to be a drop-out of a husband; why should I try? Even the desire isn’t there any more. — And yet I feel I owe it to them. The Gallaghers. Only God knows what will happen to them now. And probably only I, of all the world, know what happened to them then—in the merry month of May. Most of all, I guess, I owe it to Louisa. Poor, dear, darling, straight-laced, mixed-up Louisa.

I first met the Harry Gallaghers back in fifty-eight, ten years ago. I had just decided to stay on in Paris, and was going about the founding of my Review, The Two Islands Review. Failed poet, failed novelist, recently divorced, but still a man of an unquenchable literary bent, I felt there was the room in Paris for a newer English-language review. The Paris Review of then, despite its excellent “Art of Fiction” interviews, and the excellence of George’s intentions, was fading away from the high standard it had declared itself dedicated to diffuse. I felt I could fill that gap. And, I did not look forward to returning to New York where although we had parted amicably enough, I would surely be forced by circumstances to see too much of my rich ex-wife at literary parties.

I went around to see Harry Gallagher and some others to see if they would consent to become among my backers. I had met Harry, and knew that he had money: an income; one a great deal larger than my own. I also knew that Harry—though professionally a screenwriter—had always stood up for the arts. I thought he might be willing to put a little money into a new review with the intellectual and artistic standards I intended to give mine. I was right.

Of course, it was the Prince Shirakhan who was the real “angel”. But if it were not for Harry and several other of my richer friends who put money in it first, the Review might never have come to exist anyhow. Without them, I might never have gotten the Prince.

I had already taken a flat on the lovely old Île St.-Louis. I found Harry was practically a next-door neighbor, living at the extreme and very chic downriver tip of the Quai de Bourbon; while I like a peasant only lived—though on the sunny side, it is true—at the corner of the Quai d’Orléans and the rue le Regrattier.

Why I, Jonathan James Hartley III, should have become the number-one friend of the Gallagher family I don’t know. We did not even run in the same circles in Paris. My social contacts were mostly literary. The Gallaghers ran mainly with the much wealthier and much more glamorous film crowd. That I—the reclusive, possibly austere, literary man—should become best friend of the Gallagher family has always struck me as strange enough: as if the paucity of their choice showed itself here more than anywhere.

Tall, bald, lean, Harry was a very intense man, with a long hatchet-face and tense narrow eyes, which carried a wry look about them that seemed more to be imposed on them from without than to come naturally from within. I don’t think he ever had any real sense of humor, as I do, for example.

At any rate, that is what I became: the best family friend. Their son Hill was just nine at that time. I became his special counselor and his confidant. Not that Hill needed one. And when their daughter McKenna was born in 1960, I was named her Godfather, and McKenna grew up to the ripe old age of eight holding me by one hand, so to speak. Hill was 11 when she was born.

I remember that I thought of them then, all of them, that they were the perfect happy-American-family: the one one hears about, and sees so often in the ad photos in New Yorker and in all the commercial magazines, but which one so rarely meets in life. Certainly there was absolutely nothing to indicate there might be deeper darker strains to their lives they might be hiding. And I am normally sensitive about people. I really did think of them as that perfect American family.

Now Hill is 19—now, on June 16th, 1968—and I don’t know where he is, and have not seen him since ten days ago, when in a numbed despondent panic he left Paris, he said, for good.

Poor Hill. When you know young people from the age of nine, much of the glamor and awesomeness of their young arrival at young adulthood, as well as its significance, are lost on you, worn away by simple proximity.

I think Hill was deeply affected by the birth of his baby sister McKenna in 1960. The experts all say that kids, especially only children, are always profoundly upset by the coming of another child to displace them as the center. But if Hill was, he never confided this to me. I remember he spent the several days of Louisa’s accouchement at the American Hospital staying with me in my apartment. Louisa was old-fashioned about things like that. But Hill took it all right in stride, if somewhat morosely. He said nothing to me about it then, at 11, except once. Sitting on the arm of my one big fauteuil at the window, he turned from watching the river and the barges moving on it, found me with his eyes, and, looking straight into my own, said enigmatically, “I know where babies come from. And how they got there. Don’t think I don’t.” I was sure he did. Confused and embarrassed, I chose not to pick up this 11-year-old gauntlet at the time.

I used to take him fishing. At that time, at age 11, it was down under the bridge on the Island. We would sit under the big trees on the big uneven cobbles of the lower-level walk that runs beneath the Pont Louis-Philippe and Pont Marie almost around the Island, where the picturesque old Parisian duffers spend the years of their retirement with long bamboo poles and nylon leaders, snatching panfish even in the worst rainy winter weather. Later on, when he was older, I took him out of town up the Marne, where we fished for perch and trout from a rowboat along the banks and between the grassy tree-studded little islands, in scenery that made you think of nothing so much as the nineteenth-century Impressionist landscapes of a Monet or a Sisley—a nineteenth-century landscape unchanged and, in France, rural France, hopefully perhaps unchanging forever.

I remember it was just such a warm sunny cloud-dappled spring day, in just such a nineteenth-century Monet setting on the Marne, that he brought up to me for the second time his sister and her birth and her life. He was 15 at this time and McKenna four. There was no question how much he loved her. There was no question how much we all loved her, the bright little thing, so perspicacious, with her dancing eyes and ready smile and her ardent curiosity about everything, like an un-sedate kitten’s. She had wanted to come with us, and had cried when Hill refused her on the grounds that she was too little and would be a liability and get in the way. She would not be a lia-blility, she said. I’m sure she didn’t know what it meant. On the river he had just back-rowed us in toward a grassy overhang held together amongst the parklike fields by the root systems of three giant oaks. “What do you think of the kid?”

“McKenna?”

“She’s a dollbaby isn’t she? Smart as a whip.” He did not look at me, and got his line out. “But they’re spoiling her already. She’s got to learn there’re going to be some hard knocks out there for her in the big selfish world when she gets there, and how to survive them. She can’t have her way all the time forever. I hated to do what I did, but I had to do it. She’s got to learn.”

I interpreted. He was apologizing, in case I had indicted him privately for cruelty, for what he had done.

“She’s got to learn,” he said again.

“I suppose so.”

Hill reeled in his hook and made a big thing about inspecting his bait, which did not need it at all. He tossed it back out. “I don’t like the way they’re handling her. They’re spoiling her rotten.”

“Well, I guess it’s pretty hard not to spoil McKenna,” I said.

“Oh, sure. But with them it’s something else. They give her everything she asks for, and half the time they anticipate, and give it to her before she even asks. They never should have had her.”

“What do you mean!” He had made me angry. I was shocked at him. I guess I loved my Goddaughter right then more than I had ever loved anything, as only a man can who has never had a child of his own and regrets it. And I suppose, now, that there was more guilt in my anger than I was willing to admit then, because I knew that Hill in one way was right.

“They should never have had a child at their age,” he went right on, not noticing my reaction. “They haven’t got the resiliency, the spiritual and psychological flexibility. They’re much too old to have a child her age.”

“Now, wait a minute!” I said.

“Then, there is a second thing. Why, they were about to break up, when she came along. And she sort of brought them back together. At least on the surface. Didn’t you know that?”

“No. I certainly did not,” I said, hollowly. I hoped he wouldn’t notice the tone.

With that adolescent insouciance? I could have saved my worry. “Oh, sure,” he said. “If they hadn’t had McKenna, they’d be divorced by now. I thought everybody knew that. And so now they treat her like she was some kind of a special, God-given event—a blessèd event!—that came to them from heaven. And go on pretending they’re happy together. And meantime they’re ruining the kid.”

“Well, I think they are happy together. In fact, I know they are,” I said. “And I’m glad for you, glad for them, and glad even for myself, that McKenna did come along and bring them back together. We’re all certainly a lot better off.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said. “I think we’d all be better off if they’d divorced. Certainly it would be a lot more honest. I think she should have left him. If she’d had the guts.

“I love the folks, you know? Really love them, the poor sods. But they’re awful hypocrites, you know. Acting so lovey-dovey all the time. When I know better. I wonder what they say when they’re alone?

“And they’re teaching poor McKenna all that monogamistic-love crud. Teaching her she must keep her legs together. She mustn’t run around without pants on. Teaching her she mustn’t spread her legs on the couch and show her butterfly without pants on.”

“Good heavens! You wouldn’t want them not to teach her that, would you?” “Butterfly” was a direct translation from the Italian farfalla, a euphemism for the female organ Harry had picked up working down in Rome, and which had become a family word since McKenna.

He didn’t answer me. “Teach her all that crud about saving it, keeping it like gold. Romantic love. Saving herself all for one man who will love her always and only her forever and ever. Keeping herself for one great love that will last all her life. Monogamistic crap.”

“Hill, I doubt very much if your parents are yet teaching little McKenna to save herself for monogamistic love,” I said.

“But that’ll be the next step on the agenda,” he said. “Believe me it will. And all of it hypocritical lies.”

We fished for a while.

“Maybe they don’t want her to get hurt,” I said finally, fiddling with my reel. I felt inadequate.

“Hurt! How’s she going to get hurt if she doesn’t fall in love with them? And all that crud?”

“Hill, have you ever slept with a girl?”

He looked up and grinned. “No. No, but I’m working on it.” Fifteen-year-old confidence! I guess I never had it, even at 15. Then his face sobered. “But we talk a lot more about it openly, boys and girls, than you people did. At school and at parties. Don’t think I haven’t had chances. I’m saving my first one for a girl who’ll appreciate it and enjoy it like I will, without all that falling in love crap and monogamy crud. A girl with my sensitivity and sensibilities. Certainly I won’t rush off and marry the first girl I get a good piece of ass off of. Like all you folks did. And I won’t take on a girl who expects that. And I hope McKenna won’t—with a boy—either. But then we don’t have as many monogamy-oriented kids like that in our generation the way you did.”

I had no answer. But Hill did not press it. In fact, we did not talk about it again. Not then or later. Or about his parents. Or about his parents’ treatment of McKenna. Naturally, I did not tell his parents of our discussion. I felt it would be a violation Hill would detest me for, one which would make him stop confiding in me. But he didn’t confide in me anyway. I assume he got his piece of ass, the next year, or the year after. Several of them, a whole string of them. But if he did, he didn’t tell me about it.

But he was always a close-mouthed, quite self-contained boy, Hill, even back then; and I never knew much about what went on, was going on, in that ballooning, swiftly growing mind of his. Not, at least, until the Mouvement du 22 mars at Nanterre and the Révolution de mai unlocked his voice, and he began to confide in me things he had never spoken about before.

I’m sure Harry had no idea of the way he was thinking, either. Any more than I myself had. Not, anyway, until that night of April 27th of this year, when Harry called me.

He called me around two-thirty. He knew well I worked late editing and reading and never got to bed before three-thirty or four.

“The kid’s not home.” Kid? I thought in panic. McKenna? My Godchild? Eight years old? Not home?

“No, no!” Harry said impatiently into my silence. “Hill! Hill hasn’t come home.”

“Is that bad?” I asked cautiously.

“Well, he’s never done it before. Not without letting me know. I’m worried. We’re sitting here waiting up for him. Come on over. I’ll break out a bottle.”

“All right,” I said. “I’ll come. Do you think there’s anything wrong?”

“How the hell do I know? Come on over.”

It was certainly pleasant strolling down the quai in the soft spring night. Everything seemed so calm. Certainly I had no inkling that young Hill was wrapped up in the student troubles. Hill had been studying both Sociology and Cinema at the Sorbonne for three years, without saying much of anything about it to anyone.

The Gallaghers’ apartment was lovely. That was the only word for it. Back in fifty-five, before I knew them, when Harry had come into his inheritance, the Gallaghers had taken a long-term lease on an entire floor high up across that terminal building at the end of the Island, the one owned by the Princess Bibesco. Four tall double-doored windows looked out across the downriver tip of the Île St.-Louis toward the Pont d’Arcole and the river, for all the world like some luxury-liner captain’s bridge looking out across the prow of his ship. Harry had done it all in superior Louis Treize. I’m a Second Empire man myself. But I had to admit the dark, heavy, massive Louis Treize with its somber deep reds and greens looked very fine in the long sunlit expanse of Harry’s living room when I saw it that first time. And it looked just as nice now, with the lamps lit in their velvet and parchment shades. And over all of this Louisa presided like the casual but considerate hostess that she was.

Dear Louisa. Well, we sat around waiting and talking—about writing, about films, as we always did; and we went through one bottle and then through another. Even Louisa was a little high. “He knows he’s always supposed to be home by one-thirty or two,” Harry said. “He always has before.” It was nearly six o’clock when Hill finally came in.

“Where the hell have you been?” Harry demanded.

“Just to a meeting.” The boy made as if to go on to his room.

“No, sir! Come back here, sir!” Harry called after him. Hill did, and stood by the archway with his shoulders slumped.

“I want to know more than that,” Harry said. “I want to know where you’ve been. You know you’re supposed to be home by one-thirty. Or at least call me,” he added—somewhat inconclusively, I thought.

“I’ve been to a meeting!” Hill cried. He looked up then, and his eyes actually blazed. “A meeting! A students’ meeting!” We followed the papers, but we wouldn’t get tonight’s news until tomorrow morning. “The police arrested Dany Cohn-Bendit today,” Hill said. “They let him go tonight. Because they’re afraid of repercussions. But if they think that’ll stop us, they’re dead wrong. We’re organizing. We’re organizing, and we’re going to make them stop and think. Maybe we’ll do more than that,” he added darkly, and glared at all of us as if we were personally responsible for the arrest of the student leader Cohn-Bendit. I found this suddenly funny, but decided not to say so. I, for one, rather liked young Dany le Rouge, and wished him well on his crusade.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” Harry said, and then he grinned with that hatchet-face of his. “So you’re in on all of that. How long?”

“Oh, we’ve been talking,” Hill said sullenly. “You don’t think it’s only Nanterre, do you? The Sorbonne’s involved, too. Every university in France’s involved. We’ve had a bellyful of it. And we’re not going to take it lying down.”

My ear loved his use and command of his father’s type of American English. But Hill’s French was equally as good, was perfect. I had a tendency to forget that sometimes. But in fact he was at least as much French as he was American. He had lived in Paris almost all of his life.

“Well, I’m proud of you,” Harry said, still grinning his hatchet grin.

“You’re proud of me!” the boy cried. “What do I care whether you’re proud of me! You, with your money, rich, and writing those crappy films you write! Look at you, all of you: sitting there boozing it up! Boozers! Lushheads! Getting fat in the belly and fat in the mind! With your old Louis Treize and your ritzy apartment! You’re proud of me! After what your generation did to the world?”

“Wait a minute!” Harry said. “Wait just a minute, kid! My generation inher—”

“You wait a minute!” Hill said. The tirade seemed out of all proportion to the offense, if there was one; out of proportion even to his own perhaps over-excited emotions left over from the student meeting; but he went on.

Harry had stopped grinning.

“Hypocrites! Absolute hypocrites, all of you! Well, we’re going to pull you down. Pull the whole damn society down. Down around your ears. We haven’t got anything to put in its place yet, but something good—something better than what exists—has got to happen.” He caught a breath. “Oh, what’s the use of trying to explain anything to you? Old phonies like you?” He turned and fled.

Harry had gotten half up out of his chair, and looked as if he were undecided whether to chase his son and hit him, or let it go. Slowly, he dropped back into the chair.

“Well, I’ll be God damned,” he said. Then after a moment, “How do you like them apples?”

“Harry,” Louisa said softly from the lovely Louis Treize couch they had hunted over a year for. “Take it easy, Harry. Take it easy.” She got up to pour us all another drink.

Darling, solid, level-headed Louisa. I still think it was a good thing that she spoke, Harry’s face was a sight to behold. There was a kind of numb snarl on it, and underneath that a bitter hurt the like of which I have rarely seen. And though he had sunk back, he was gripping his highball glass with whitened knuckles as if he might hurl it into the fireplace. And if he had, I don’t know what might have followed. I think he would have gone for Hill. But Louisa kept his thought distracted. She refilled my glass, his, and her own, talking inanities about younger generations. She sat back down, finally, and nobody spoke for an uncomfortably long time.

It may seem that Harry’s reaction was out of proportion to his son’s offense. The key lay in the fact that Harry was a man who all his life had been proud of himself as a fighting Liberal. Now here was this man being upbraided by his own teen-age son for being old, a phony, an arch-Conservative, a member of the “Establishment”. It was apparently the first time it had happened.

In the uncomfortable silence, in which I could hear far too loudly the swallowing mechanism of my own damned throat, I finally got up and took my leave, saying I ought to be getting home, since Hill was obviously all right.

“All right?” Harry said in a dazed way. “All right?”

I suppose it wasn’t the best thing I could have said.

Anyway, I left, I had no concept, no premonition, no idea, nor even any concern, that this might be anything more than a normal father-son squabble, that an element might exist in it which would demolish, would flatten the whole Gallagher family as Hiroshima was flattened.
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. . . . . MY DOORBELL IS RINGING. I know who it will be. It will be Weintraub. Weintraub, coming by with gossip tidbits about the taking of the Sorbonne today, or perhaps some news about whether the students will be out protesting tonight. Weintraub. David Weintraub, who brought The Catalyst into all our lives. I suppose I must go and let him in. But the thought of seeing him now, depresses me.

But first I am putting these papers away, and locking the desk. Weintraub avidly and openly examines everything that is lying around loose in any apartment that he visits. . . . . .

Weintraub. Weintraub the clown. Weintraub the clown has gone. And he did not see any of these papers of mine. And yet somehow I have a hunch that he suspects that they exist—even though I only began actually working on them today! He has that kind of a ferret’s mind, a kind of immensely aware animal cunning that is not inhibited by any short-circuit of shamelessness on his part, or by any deep-riding sense of the right of privacy of others. Totally open about himself and his private (or what ought to be private) experiences, to the point of embarrassing his listeners, he accords others the same right by prying shamelessly and incessantly into their private experiences as far as they will let him. He made at least two allusive remarks about the fact that I might be working on something, writing something, about the Gallaghers and the events of the past six weeks—remarks which I parried deftly without giving him any information one way or the other.

It is next to impossible to give any kind of accurate description of Weintraub to someone. “Hello, Jack Hartley!” came that deep, booming, falsely hearty voice from the stairwell, as I pressed the button that opened the outside street door a flight below. “I have great news for you tonight! Weintraub has finally been beaten up by the flics! After all these weeks and days of being in the forefront rank of the Révolution, Weintraub has finally made it! I got the bruises to prove it! I’ll show you!”

“Come on up, Dave,” I said, deliberately making my voice super-quiet, to contrast with his effusiveness. He always has affected me that way.

One word here about my apartment. It is in one of those old buildings built around 1720 by some long-vanished entrepreneur who was a big wheel in the King’s Finance Ministry or someplace like that, and whose now-forgotten name adorns the wall outside on the quai on a seldom-polished brass plate. These houses were all built as town houses for some rich family or other. Now of course they are all broken up into apartments. And at some time in the last century somebody, for reasons unknown to me, decided to split the high-ceilinged rooms of the ground-floor apartments into two by putting a new floor squarely across the center of them, thus creating two apartments. I have the upper of these. It is, necessarily, low-ceilinged; but I like that. I like being able to reach up my hand and lean on it against the natural-wood beams. Of course Harry, who is tall, and vulnerably bald, always had to duck a little when he came into it, but hardly anyone else did. And it was perfect for me. I had a, spacious living room, a small dining place beyond a high arch which did not cut down on the passage of sun and air, two tiny bedroom-cubicles, bath, an adequate—if small—kitchen where I often cooked, good-drawing fireplaces in every room, and a Portuguese maid who lived on the Island and came in every day. What more could a single man ask? I seldom entertained at home, but I could when I wanted to. And beyond my three French-doored windows on the quai, which could be flung open to the sun in summer, was one of the best views in Paris: the back of Notre-Dame with its soaring buttresses almost close enough to touch; the high wedding cake of the Panthéon on its hilltop floating above the old Left Bank houses; and always the river, and the barges, a never-ceasing source of interest to the eyeball. I had had my writing desk placed right in front of one of these windows. And down below were the old trees, and the ancient cobbled ramp, framed in ancient white stone, where the poor people from the tenements in the center of the Island used on Sundays to run their cars and motorbikes down to the water to wash them. It was a great place to live back in fifty-eight, when I first got it.

Of course, all that has changed now. The Island has become terribly chic, a dozen new restaurants have opened up, and the honest poor people’s tenements have been bought up by entrepreneurs and cleaned up and turned into studio apartments, where young white-collar executive couples, working so hard to build the new Technological Consumers’ Society of France, now live with their narrow black briefcases like a New Yorker’s.

It was into this place that I ushered Weintraub, and offered to make him a drink. Not that he had not been there before and didn’t know his way to the bar perfectly. He made straight for my writing table before its end one of my three windows, and began rummaging through old material for my Review that I had lying there.

“Yeah, God, Hartley,” he said in passing across the room, puffing out his chest and again deepening his already deep, resonant voice; to show sincerity, I suppose. “I could do with a good stiff Scotch. Les flics really racked me up tonight.” He put down my papers with a gesture that said they were not of interest to him and that he had already seen them before. “Yes, sir, they really racked old Weintraub up. You want to see my scars?” He began unbuttoning his short Eisenhower-type jacket.

I handed him his drink, and then made a stiff one for myself. “Scars?” I said.

“Well, bruises,” the deep, immensely self-important voice said. “But deep bruises. Those rubber matraques with that iron rod in them really sting. And they bite deep. They hurt deep.” He already had his jacket off, and was starting on his turtleneck.

The jacket of Weintraub requires description. I had never seen it on him before the May Revolution came along. It was made of near-white cotton chino, instead of olive-drab wool like the jacket Eisenhower copied from the British, and since the Revolution started I had not seen Weintraub wear anything else. I am convinced he bought it solely to be his Revolutionary uniform, to wear along with the white Levi’s he now affected, in contrast to the dark suits and narrow New York ties he used to wear before. Because the May Revolution, the Students’ Revolution, had become a personal symbol, a deeply personal cause to Weintraub.

He always claimed it was because his hôtel pension in the rue de Condé was so close to the Odéon, and the center of it all, that he could not avoid becoming involved. The students had, he said, during one of the scares that the police would attack the Odéon, removed all of the files of the Cinema Committee and hidden them in Weintraub’s room to protect them; and that from that time on he was forcibly committed. I always doubted this. Not that the Committee had hidden their files and shot film in his room; but that they would do so without first knowing him well, and knowing that he was committed. I suspect what really happened was that he took to hanging around the Odéon after the students captured and took it over, found the Cinema Committee’s room up in the gloomy recesses upstairs in that old theater, attached himself to them, and later offered his room as a sanctuary for their files and film. Weintraub always denied this though; I don’t know why—out of embarrassment perhaps.

Why this American male of 45-plus years (Weintraub would never admit to more than 45) would attach himself to a group of 19- and 20-year-old French students involved in a visibly hopeless revolt, was something else. To understand that you had to know Weintraub.

Weintraub by profession was a harpist. And a fairly accomplished one. But he didn’t like it much. He played harp in the Paris Opera orchestra regularly, and also played in any theater orchestras and concerts around town that required or wanted a harp. This was how he survived and made enough money to eat and live. But what he wanted to be was an actor. A movie actor. There was not anything about the movies he did not love. Indiscriminately, he loved movie stars, movie producers, movie directors and movie writers; and the more famous and successful they were the more he was inclined to love them. When not playing the harp for bread, he hung around in the expensive joints where all these people hung out, together, places like Castel’s, New Jimmy’s, the Calavados. The only way he could get himself accepted by them, since he could hardly afford to pay his own way in these expensive places, was to play the role of the buffoon, the group clown, which he had figured out for himself. He deliberately made himself into a punching bag and straight man for celebrities. It was in this way that he had attached himself to the Gallaghers, and through them to me, though he had little real interest in my literary pursuits. He was not entirely unknown, having played a number of bit roles in films, several of which Harry Gallagher helped him get. He also wrote bad poetry and painted bad pictures.

His buffoonery and role as the fool, of course, could not keep him going long with any one particular group. They soon got bored with him, and he further alienated himself by his increasingly exotic demands such as ordering on the star’s tab caviar or Scottish salmon when the rest were ordering steaks or hamburgers, by borrowing without repaying, by asking movie stars to get him roles in their productions or invest in his bad paintings, so that he was reduced to moving from group to group to group till he became known to all of regular Paris. Finally he had to attach himself to visiting stars or directors who were in town for a single production. He had about reached this point of no return with the Gallaghers, than whom there were no softer touches in the world, when the May Revolution came along.

I am convinced the reason he involved himself so completely with the young members of the Odéon Cinema Committee, outside of the fact that they had to do with cinema, was partly because he was such a lonely man. The other part I think was the fact that this was the first time in a long time in his life that he was being taken seriously by anyone, at his own face value of himself. These kids believed him when he namedropped the stars he said he knew, and almost certainly saw him as perhaps their major, if not their only contact with that outside cinema world they hoped to get to help them. Later on in the Revolution I went with him many times up into those dark grimy cubbyholes and upper balconies at the Odéon to see—and work with—“his” Committee, and I do not think those children ever did see through him as he really was. And I believe Weintraub needed that, as other men need liquor or dope.

And this was the man who now stood before me in my apartment, his precious Revolutionary’s jacket flung down on my Second Empire couch, while he struggled with his black turtleneck, peeling it up over his bare back to his neck and to the knotted bandanna around it which he had affected since the Revolution started, even during the daytime when there were few or no tear-gas bombs being thrown. This was the man who had brought into our more or less stable, more or less secure midst the woman (woman? woman, hell! Baby girl!) whom I call, called, the Catalyst: all unwittingly on his part, it is true, and, in the end, quite painfully for himself.

“You don’t need to show me, Dave,” I said, with a faint edge of irony in my voice. “I’ll take your word.”

But he had already shucked the shirt up, arms crossed above his bowed neck and bent back, and I saw eight or ten blue-black stripes about the width of a thumb and a foot long, crisscrossing his shoulders and lower back. “I got to admit I’m kinda proud of that,” he said in the resonant basso. He pulled the shirt back down. “Of course, it doesn’t mean anything really, I just happened to get caught between two lines of them. I didn’t see the second line coming down the side street.”

“But you’re glad just the same.” I smiled faintly.

“In a way,” he said, and walked to the nearest of my open windows. He stepped up onto its parapet and leaned his arms on the fer forgé protective railing and looked out at the river. “We’re not going to give up, Hartley. We’re not going to quit. The Revolution will continue.”

“What’s happened to the Cinema Committee now that the Sorbonne has fallen?”

“They’ve moved to the Censier.” The Censier was an annex to the overcrowded university in the rue Censier almost a kilometer from the Sorbonne, and still in student hands. “They’ll stay there for now.”

“Not unless the Government wants to let them, they won’t,” I said.

“We’ll never give up,” Weintraub said, still looking out over my river. “We’ve done too much, and come too far, to ever give up now.”

“I’m afraid there isn’t any choice. And never was,” I said.

“You’ve never really been with us, have you, Hartley?” Weintraub said, deepening his voice again, but grinning as he did so, thus making of it a parody of an accusation instead of a real one. It was a trick of his.

“I’ve been with you. And you know it. But I’m also a realist. And I’ve known all along—as you’ve known all along—that it could never be much more than what’s been, never achieve much more than what it’s already achieved.”

“No,” he said solemnly. “It isn’t over. We’ll go on. Somehow. We’ll do something.”

“What? Go underground? And form a new Résistance?”

“Maybe,” Weintraub said though my remark was patently ridiculous. It was plain he could hardly stand to lose his precious Revolution. But I on the other hand did not want another over-precious lecture on his precious Revolution. And I did want to know more about the woman—girl—(God, I hardly know what to call her, really)—whom I have called our Catalyst. “Have you had any news from Sam?” I asked.

“Samantha?” He turned back from the window’s railing.

“Samantha-Marie,” I countered.

He smiled. But under the grease of the protective coating of the smile there was a look of bone-deep sadness, an exhausted anguish, in his eyes. “I had a letter from her from Tel Aviv three days ago. She’s back with her Sabra girlfriend. They’re making it great together. And she wants me to join them as soon as I can get down there.”

“And you’re going?”

“Where would I get the money?”

“Umm,” I said. I changed the subject. “She taught you a lotta things, you told me once.”

“Yeah, she did,” Weintraub said, still smiling an only-skin-deep smile. “She gave me a taste for some pretty exotic stuff. . . . Aw, fuck it. She don’t want me. We both know it. Have you heard anything more from Harry?” He paused. “Or any of them? I walked past the house down there tonight. Their apartment’s closed up tighter than a drum. Not a light anywhere.”

“Hill has left Paris,” I said. “Ten days ago. You knew that. I’ve not heard from him. Louisa, you know about. The baby, McKenna, is staying with Edith de Chambrolet—you know, Louisa’s Countess friend.”

“Have I met her?”

“I think you have, at their place.”

“I don’t remember. And Harry?”

“You saw the telegram I had from him yesterday. He’s arrived in Tel Aviv.”

“You think he’ll ever catch up with her?” Weintraub asked. “With Samantha? Make it back?”

“I haven’t the least idea,” I said. “You would know the answer to that better than I would.”

“No,” he said, and hollows showed under his eyes. “No, I wouldn’t really. Really.”

“Well, I certainly wouldn’t have an inkling,” I said. “Dave, would you like another drink? I’m pouring. But would you mind making it a quick one? I’ve got some things I’ve really got to do tonight.”

“Sure. I would like one. And I will make it quick. What are you doing? Writing something about our past six weeks, our Révolution?”

“No,” I said. “But I suppose I will have to have something done about it for the Review.”

He actually leered. “But you’re doing something on it yourself?”

“No. I think I’d much prefer to have a French political expert—Left, of course—do it for me. I might translate it myself, though.”

He pulled himself up to his full five-foot-four, and grinned—again; this time a genuine one. “Don’t forget to have him tell what part Weintraub played in the transpiration of this Revolution! Including the one at Harry Gallagher’s!”

After he left, I wondered if his very last remark was not still a further allusion to these papers, to his awareness of their existence, and that he was giving me permission—no, was asking me, please to include him in anything I wrote about the Gallaghers. History he wanted. Well, I would certainly have to include him. He certainly did play a role. A key role. But somehow it depressed me. It depressed me even more than I had known that seeing him would do, and I went myself to my window. I leaned on the protective wrought-iron railing looking out at the sadness of the flowing river. As Weintraub had done. It was always there, that sadness of the river, of the flowing of the river. But I’ve never been able to isolate why. But it was always sad. That was one thing I could count on. Night had fallen since he had arrived. And the Paris streetlights had come on along the quai. Across the river, lights were coming on in the Left Bank apartments. And in the Quartier itself there were no more thuds of gas grenades igniting, no more fires flickering from barricades to light up the rising clouds of smoke and tear gas, no more flashes and the cracking reports of the percussion grenades. Something indeed had truly ended.

By leaning out I could look up the quai to the Pont de la Tournelle and see that the two squad cars of police were changing shifts. Twenty-four hours a day they guarded that bridge’s access to the home of M. Pompidou on the Île’s Quai de Bethune.

I made myself another, very stiff drink, and downed it. Then I made another, and downed that. Damn it, I thought, I’m going to bed. And if I can’t sleep, I’ll take a Mogadon.

I didn’t take the Mogadon.

I feel I have not given an adequate picture of Harry Gallagher. To understand him you have to understand something of his background. Harry at 49 comes of an old Boston Irish family, who left him an income of some 20-odd thousand a year. In spite of that he has made a considerable name for himself as a screenwriter, and makes an excellent living on his own. He is famous enough and competent enough—what they call a “star” writer in the industry—to be in demand by big-money American producers. He has published two novels in the past six years. He has written screenplays for France’s most successful young avant-garde movie makers. In short, Harry was a winner, a man who, entering the bottom edge of middle age as he was, could relax a little and look back without anger.

When he was 19, Harry left Harvard in his junior year as a social protest, to become an actor in New York with the idea of writing plays of social protest somewhat in the manner of Odets. When his first accepted play was in production, but long before it actually reached the boards to flop, he was on his way to Hollywood—at what then seemed a fabulous salary—to do his first screenplay, and on a big production. An old Communist-buddy director pal of his from the New York stage, who had gone out there before him, had asked for him and got him.

I will not go into any moral issues here about their going to Hollywood. Suffice it to say that they two (as well as a whole generation of them, I guess, who went out there then) felt that they could reach more people with their message through films than through the theater. That was in 1939. By the time the war came at the end of 1941, at the age of 23, Harry had written two hit screenplays and was a boy-genius in the industry, with a big name.

After Pearl Harbor, Harry threw all this up. Unlike his dedicated Communist confreres, who mostly received commissions as Lieutenant Commanders and went right on, making propaganda films for the Government now, Harry enlisted in the Marines where he fought the war in the Pacific as a Sergeant.

After the war, of course, he had to start all over. A lot of new blood—that voracious, clamorous, greedy-ambitious new blood—had come in and taken over every place that was not occupied, and a lot that were. But he re-established himself in Hollywood as a top writer; and though his friends who had fought the war on the Silver Screen had trouble looking him in the eye, he became again a wheel and involved himself in the intellectual and humanistic Communism-Marxism side of the film-industry community which he had always been drawn to. There is no use here of my going into the relative goods and evils of Communist-Marxism as they were seen in the 1930s and ’40s. A lot of things that have happened in the world since then have changed an awful lot of things. But back then everybody was a pearly idealist. And Harry Gallagher was one of them. And, in 1947, on a visit home to Boston to his conservative Irish family, he met and married young Louisa Dunn Hill, another dedicated Marxist-Liberal idealist from an old Boston Brahmin family whose line and whose Liberalism dated even from before the days of Thoreau and Emerson and the Transcendentalists. Together they carried on their political activities in Hollywood, although neither ever actually became a card-carrying member of the American Communist Party. She immediately bore him their first child, Hill, in 1948.

In 1950, when the House Un-American Activities Committee anti-Communist hunt got going full blast in all its glory, and the Hollywood Ten had finally been jailed, Harry (often jokingly called Number Eleven of the Hollywood Ten—although a number of others claimed that title, too, I gather) was investigated. Somebody had given in his name, obviously. Rather than talk to the Committee and give the names of friends as most of his friends did, Harry chose to skip out to Canada and make his way to France, later sending for Louisa and Hill when he got settled, I do not choose to comment on what will be history’s verdict on these ignorant, primitive, self-seeking American politicians who could tolerate and even defend a Rankin and a Joe McCarthy, though they will probably be slightly less badly thought of than the Catholic Inquisition.

Even had he stayed and not gone to jail, he could not have gotten a job anywhere in the American film industry without talking for the Committee because of the secret blacklist—the blacklist which the industry denied existed but which in fact did exist. We tend to prefer not to remember all this today whenever we righteously criticize the Russians for putting their outspoken writers to jail.

Harry’s first two years in France were very hard indeed, because of the language problem. But without help from his family (his parents disapproved of him and had not quite died yet to leave him his inheritance), Harry started over. He played bit parts as Americans in French films, became adept at the new industry of dubbing American films into French for the French market, and finally was writing screenplays in French—now for the young French Nouvelle Vague film makers. And as the years passed and the McCarthy Era blew finally away back home, more and more American producers were coming to him for screenplays of productions to be done in Europe, and finally for screenplays to be done at home. It had been discovered Harry had a natural talent for American love stories, and for America’s morality play, the Western. Success followed success.

So it is true that on that night of April 27th, when young Hill threw his first young monkey wrench into the machinery, Harry Gallagher was an unqualified, even a disgusting success.

But Harry had paid pretty dearly for never compromising his principles. It was, Harry felt, something to be proud of. And it was that that stunned him so about Hill’s accusation. It was as if everything he had done and stood for had gone by the board, been thrown out, negated, denied existence by his son in a wild youthful jettison, as if in his housecleaning young Hill, was throwing out the furniture and rugs and even the wall fixtures, along with the dirt.

And yet they were not all that far apart. Hill with his anti-Capitalist, anti-Communist Nouvel Anarchisme and the black flag of Dany Cohn-Bendit was not all that far from Harry’s viewpoint. Because Harry had given up on Communism. After watching the developments in Russia, China and elsewhere during the ’40s and ’50s and the ’60s, Harry had become convinced that while these societies might be—probably were—helping the lowest common denominator of humanity, their demand, their drive to compel rigid inflexibility of belief from every citizen (as the Church had also done in its day of power) was diminishing, impeding the movement upward of the highest common denominator of the race: its growth, which was where the true creativity, the talent for innovation, and genius for change and spiritual growth were situated. And for him, however reluctantly, that meant a return to enlightened Capitalism as the lesser evil of the two. But he didn’t like that Capitalism, either. Or what it stood for. Spiritually, that made him an Anarchist too.

But try and tell that to Hill. Certainly I couldn’t. And Harry was not about to.

I suppose really the only difference between them was that Hill was activist. He, like the rest of Dany Cohn-Bendit’s group with their black flag, wanted to act on his Anarchism. Believed you must act on your Anarchism. He believed in organization of the Anarchists, already an anomaly, of course. Hill believed Harry had become cynical, I suppose you could say—an old man’s right. Wisdom is the right of the aged not to declare themselves. But where, in our day and age, were the old men going to be left to rest peacefully and with dignity upon their laurels? As far as Hill was concerned, all that belonged to the disenfranchised past. To Hill it was the most profane sacrilege.

Perhaps, after all, it was only a problem of the generations. Hill—very jealously—was not about to let his old man get into the act and usurp his youthful rebellion.

Now, I really must sleep.
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MY OWN MARRIAGE HAD ENDED in the spring of 1958, And it was while my wife was doing her Reno residence time that I departed for a European trip, never dreaming I would end up staying there, in Paris on the Île St.-Louis. Our marriage was always a New York marriage, and a literary one. We lived the whole nine years of it in Manhattan, in a rather grand apartment on Central Park West, and entertained lavishly everybody during that time who had made it on the New York literary or theatrical scene. We were both would-be writers, I in poetry, she in the novel and as an essayist, and Eleanor was wealthy: rich: the heiress of an ancient publishing and writing family that had made millions back when a million counted. Fortunately, we were without issue.

It is difficult to go back to teaching Lit. at some school, even a ritzy one, when you have lived nine years married to an heiress. And we had practically lived together the two years before that, before we married and I gave up my teaching job. My book on The Rhythms of Early English Prose came out to very good reviews, and sank. As expected. My two slim poetry volumes got very bad reviews. Eleanor’s first long, long novel, very Joycean in style and very Virginia Woolf in outlook, appeared, died, and joined my three books. And that was probably what did it. We continued to entertain, even stepped up our entertaining. Eleanor drank more and more at night, and so did I. Our parties got oftener and oftener, and longer and longer, often lasting deep into the morning. We got so we each hated to see people leave and go home, begged them to stay for one more drink when they tried to leave. In desperation I tried a tough realistic novel which I never did believe would work. It didn’t. And that was just about it.

I never did believe, as Eleanor accused, that it was all my fault, that I caused the withering and downfall of her talent by my own lack of one, by my budding “alcoholism”. She has never published anything since then, and has married twice and divorced twice. I am sure she had a string of literary and theatrical lovers during our last years, and maybe she had them sooner. But she did love the arts and artists. And I feel that I did fail her there. It left me with a strong guilt. Fortunately for me I still had my own small income which my family of successful New York lawyers had left me:—my family of New York lawyers who had always disapproved of me as Harry Gallagher’s family of Boston bankers and doctors had always disapproved of him.

In late September of 1959 Louisa Gallagher came to my apartment alone for the first time. She called ahead of time and asked to see me and made an appointment. At that time I had known her pretty well for almost two years, and she and Harry had been to my place often. But this was the first time she had ever come there alone. In fact, it was the first time Louisa and I had ever been really alone together anywhere. She certainly had never been to my apartment alone.

If I seem to dwell on this point unduly, it is because Louisa herself made me so aware of it. Not that she ever mentioned it openly in words. She didn’t. But there was about Louisa a kind of quasi-Puritanical quality which seemed to make her always aware of herself as a sexual object, in a sort of guilty and uncomfortable way. Dear Louisa. For instance, she was always very meticulous, even prissy, about her person—always carefully adjusting her skirt when she pulled her lovely long legs up under her; always feeling almost guiltily at her skirt to make sure it was properly adjusted whenever some man looked admiringly at her legs; always sitting primly with her knees pressed tight together when she was in a chair. Even with me, whom I believe she liked more than any other friend they had, there was often this look of guilty start on her face, as if it had again occurred to her that I might find her attractive, and that this was her fault.

I always supposed this was part of her New England heritage. Her New England heritage was evident also in her lanky, almost rawboned build, and in her long, sharply sculptured horse-face. When she grinned, two deep lines would appear beneath her high cheekbones. And yet she was extremely beautiful as a woman, with her lovely long legs and vague, eager eyes. An extremely reserved person about herself, she was by fits and starts almost hysterically talkative about just about everything else, especially politics. Even back then Louisa was already violently and volubly anti-de Gaulle, saying he had only saved France from the militant Rightists of the OAS to impose upon it a gentler Rightism of his own, which would make it that much harder to fight for any truly modern economic reforms. But it was not about de Gaulle that she was coming to my apartment alone to see me that September.

Naturally, I was curious and puzzled. To call me for a rendezvous alone in my apartment was certainly not the usual Louisa. When she came in, I offered her a seat and suggested a drink.

Well, for a moment that startled, wild-deer look came into her eye and I seriously thought she was going to bolt out the door.

“Oh, no! No, no! No drink!” she stammered—as if to accept a drink was the first step along a path that must end in her seduction there in my own apartment. For a few moments I thought she was actually going to refuse to sit down on my Second Empire couch.

There was always about Louisa the feeling of tension as of a tightly drawn wire, but now the drawing was so tautened you actually felt you might hear the wire snap singing in the air.

It was about Harry that she had come to see me. “I’m leaving him, Jack,” she said without preamble. “I’m taking Hill and I’m going back home to America to my family.”

“You’re what!” I exclaimed.

“That’s it. That’s what I’m going to do.”

“You must be out of your mind!” I said. “Harry loves you! He adores you!” The thought of their marriage foundering, too, made me actually physically sick at my stomach.

“If he does, he does not show it in any way which I can any longer tolerate,” she said firmly.

I had heard some pretty explicit gossip about Harry Gallagher’s sexual flings with young actresses and such. When people find out you know someone, they hasten to tell you everything scandalous they have heard about them. After his first successes in France in the mid-’50s, Harry apparently had gone through quite a list of young actresses and would-be actresses, of just about every nationality—a number of whom both European and American are today world-worshipped sex symbols.

At first I was shocked by this talk. I still thought of Harry and Louisa as my perfect happy-American-family—something I had perhaps failed to achieve, but was glad nevertheless to know did exist. But then I decided if Louisa did not care, why should I? And obviously Louisa didn’t. And after all what could be more truly American, than that the man of the family should have his peccadilloes and that the wife should forgive him and not care as long as she had him himself and his love. That was truly the perfect happy-American-family.

And of course, Harry was working on scripts for most of these girls; and in his favor it had to be admitted that they all certainly made themselves exceedingly available. Whether it was simply their supreme availability, or whether something deeply important inside Harry had been torn apart by the ignominy of his forced flight from Hollywood, I would not presume to judge.

But now suddenly in my apartment it all came out. Louisa did care. She had only been putting up a front. The story I had heard was substantially the story Louisa unfolded to me that day in September of ’59 in my apartment. And not only that, the same thing had been going on a long time before, even out on the Coast, long before Harry fled Hollywood and the Un-American Activities Committee for France. And now the crowning indignity had come.

Harry had been writing a screenplay for a French producer which was designed to hit the American market with a new young French male star, and for it two beautiful American actresses had been imported. One of these was very young and beautiful, and in fact would soon marry the French producer and go on to become a big international sex-star. And the other, while older, was still not anything to be sneezed at. Well, each girl had (individually and privately, of course) invited Harry down to Cannes to visit her, where each hoped he would be able to enhance and expand her role in the film. Each girl felt that her role was not quite up to snuff and needed expanded characterization, particularly when confronted with the role of the other girl. Each had written a warm letter to Harry, after her private dinner conference with Harry and the producer. And Harry had gone, Louisa said. Of course, he had had to go anyway, to work on the script with the producer. But both ladies had written him very warm thank-you letters to his Paris address after his return from Cannes, each saying how much she had enjoyed working with a writer of his understanding, of his sensibilities and discernment about roles and characterization.

“And he didn’t even bother to hide the damned letters!” Louisa said, red-faced, and blew her damp hair back off her forehead. She was 31 then in 1959, and exceedingly attractive. “Neither the first ones, nor the thank-you letters that came after!”

Insensitive as it was, I had to fight down a grin, and swallow to keep from laughing: thinking of Harry down there in Cannes, slyly doing both of these girls, these ladies, turn and turn about every other night apparently, and paying them for their favors by working secretly on each’s role against the other’s in their greedy competition.

But there was nothing funny at all about it to Louisa. “Maybe he didn’t think you would stoop to going through his mail?” I suggested gently.

“Well, I did,” Louisa said, totally without guilt here. Her guilts all seemed reserved to pulling down her skirt, which she suddenly and primly did. “And my family is perfectly willing and capable of taking care of us, of Hill and me.”

That, they certainly were. Unlike Harry, whose wealthy, conservative Boston-Irish background did not go back much beyond 1880, when the first of his Irish forebears broke out upward from the Irish working class via banking, Louisa’s intellectual heritage, unhampered by the need to earn a living, went in unbroken line back to Emerson and far beyond. She was even a distant cousin of the Jameses. They certainly could take care of her. Particularly they could, mélanged as they were of equal parts iron self-restraint and strict New England Puritanism.

“Well, what are you coming here telling me all this for?” I asked. For a moment I thought she would cry. But of course New England would not let her.

“I just had to talk to somebody about it, Jack,” she said. “I had to.”

“You’re not even going to tell him you’re leaving?” I said. It had somehow sounded like that.

“No, I’m not,” she said. “I’ll leave a letter.”

“And how old is Hill,” I pressed her grimly.

“Almost eleven.”

“Almost eleven! Louisa, Louisa! Good heavens!”

She looked back at me with a powerful New England stubbornness. “I know. That’s the worst part. But it can’t be helped.”

I drew a deep breath. I was sitting there beside her on my Second Empire couch. For a moment I thought of reaching for her hand. But I knew better. She would have run. But good God! Even divorced, particularly because divorced, how could I countenance and be party to breaking up a marriage—especially this marriage? “Well, you know that I’m Harry’s friend,” I said tentatively. “Maybe one of his best ones.”

“The best one,” she said.

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do,” I said, making my voice cold and quite literary, as I’ve often had to do when rejecting manuscripts—though it always pains me. “I’m going to call Harry up on the phone, right now, and tell him what you’ve told me. Unless you promise me right here and now on your honor that you won’t leave Paris till you’ve talked this thing thoroughly through with Harry. And you must come and tell me that you have, afterwards!”

“But that’s unfair!” she cried, “I came to you! That’s not fair at all. I came to you as a friend.”

“Unfair or not unfair,” I said in my best tough-editor’s voice. “There’s no choice.”

Louisa looked helpless, a little stunned. “You’d really tell him!” she said. “Then I guess I don’t have any choice then, do I?”

“You do not,” I said. I reached out for the phone.

“All right! All right! Don’t do that! I’ll promise!”

“That’s on your New England honor,” I said.

“It’s on my honor,” she said. “That’s enough.”

“It is,” I said. “Now, you go on home and see Harry.”

She sent young Hill over to stay with me that night. I assume that they had it out then. Young Hill, aged ten and a half was a little disgruntled.

“What’s goin’ on at home?” he asked me with angry suspicion.

“Why, nothing that I know of. Why?” I said.

“Well, what’re they sendin’ me over here to stay with you for then? This is only the second time I’ve ever stayed at your house. And the other was when I was only a little kid.” He meant a year ago.

“I just thought you might like to see your old Uncle Jack,” I said, “and have dinner with him for a change. So I asked your mother.”

“Well, I think there’s somethin goin’ on,” Hill persisted.

“Well, if there is, I don’t know about it. Look, I’ve got some great steaks. Or would you rather have a big hamburger steak?”

“I like escargots. Have you got any escargots?”

“You know damn well I haven’t got any escargots. All right. We’ll go out then. Down the block. Quasimodo has excellent escargots.”

“Great!” Hill cried. “Fine! Oh, boy, do I love my Uncle Jack!” But afterwards, walking along the quaiside to the restaurant, he still looked at me narrowly, even sullenly, as if he suspected I knew something he had not been let in on. “I suppose you know about Dad’s girlfriends, don’t you?” he said finally. We were just crossing the rue Boutarel. It was one of those lovely, winey September Paris days. The restaurants were full or filling, but it was not yet dark. In the west behind the loom of Notre-Dame the sun had not yet lost its influence, and was shooting last rays up into that special Île de France fair-weather cloud structure.

“Girlfriends?” I said. “Girlfriends? Do you mean lovers?”

“I guess I mean lovers. Lots of them. He’s got loads of them. It’s pretty important. Not many fellows got so many.”

“Where did you pick up all this nonsense?” We had almost reached the restaurant, I noted gratefully. I looked into its picture windows with their potted plants, but Hill was too short to see in. It was crowded with smiling diners.

“Just keep your eyes and ears open. That’s all. Like I do. And you’ll learn,” Hill said. “It upsets Mom a lot, I don’t know why exactly. But she hides it. Dad doesn’t know. But I can tell.”

“I think you’re just making up a story,” I said. “If your Dad had girlfriends, I would know. He would tell me.” I stopped at the door to take a last look at the evening, and the evening’s sky. Why couldn’t we all be as serene as that was?

Hill didn’t answer. And we went on in. The portly old maître d’, who has owned and run that place since before the Third Republic I guess, knew Hill and knew me, and made a big fuss over us as residents of the Island, who are always treated special in his restaurant. He made a big thing of Hill the jeune monsieur out for an evening with a friend, without his parents. Hill ordered and ate a dozen escargots, sopping up the butter sauce from the little cups in the tin plate with his bread, then tried to bring the subject up again. But I avoided it, and tried to give the impression that I considered the matter closed, as we ate our coq-au-vin. I don’t know what else I could have done. But I was to suddenly remember that evening four years later that day up on the Marne—particularly, strangely enough, I remembered the way the sky was. However, he slept very well that night at my place, and nine months later in late June, nine months almost to the day, my Godchild McKenna Hartley Gallagher was born, a small level-eyed girlchild whose New England background could never be mistaken.

I value it highly in some way that Louisa never thanked me. Not only did she never thank me. She never even mentioned it again. In fact, it was as if it had not ever happened.

I think that after this near break-up, which I averted, the Harry Gallaghers became that perfect happy-American-family I once imagined them being. I know Harry stopped going out with his young actresses. Certainly there was no more gossip. And Louisa seemed completely happy.

I know Harry stopped going out with the actresses because he told me. There was no reason he should tell me, but he did. I believed him simply because there was no reason for him to tell me.

This was a long time after the birth of McKenna. Six years after. And Harry had no idea of the part I’d played in that.

It was, also, quite a while and almost two years before Samantha Everton and the May Revolution, the Events of May as the French still like to call it, came down upon our heads. No, there was no reason Harry should tell me except that it happened.

I know it was after McKenna’s sixth birthday because I gave a special Halloween party for her at my apartment that year, which was her first year in serious school. I invited all her little school playmates. Hill was thus at least 17, and already a student at the Sorbonne. God, you never saw a happier, more delighted kid than McKenna was at that party.

My confessional session with Harry that same winter came about because Harry was trying to decide whether to take a job or not, and he wanted my advice. Why he should ask my advice about a film job has never been explained. But that was the reason, the excuse, that I was asked for dinner that night. The job he had to decide about was whether or not he should contract to write an Italian Western in Spain.

He had invited the two producers, one French and the other an American, to dinner at his place that night. That was the real reason I was there. I was to be his ploy, his foil, in his Hollywood one-upmanship battle with the two producers. Around film people, I was always sort of Harry’s literary weapon, his artistic broadsword. The Two Islands Review was known by this time, and I as its editor was known with it. Harry liked to defer to me as his expert on artistic and esthetic points. He also liked to bring up as a throwaway that he had put money in the Two Islands Review, which indeed he had.

The Frenchman fought him back valiantly that night, with that over-loquacious, over-adrenalized valor which the French are addicted to, and could not avoid even if they wanted. The American, who was a former distributions executive for Warner’s or Fox or M-G-M and looked like one of those hairless pink cupie-dolls you win at a village fair, listened and watched everything keenly in pregnant silence and did not say more than one or two words all evening. I found out later that he was not smart at all. That was just his gimmick. As I was Harry’s. And loquacious valor was the Frenchman’s.

This thing of a film-job thing is a complicated matter. Nobody tells anybody anything. It is like pulling teeth to get anything out of somebody.

The mechanics themselves are complex enough. Harry’s writing job was only a part of it. The whole thing entailed a lot of film world high-finance shenanigans, a lot of reputational jockeying back and forth, demanded much talk about markets and distribution deals. I tried to understand it as they tossed it all back and forth between them after dinner, but I’m afraid I did not understand it at all well.

The trouble seems to be that nobody knows or can figure out ahead of time what will sell. So most film makers (and I don’t mean just the small fry) are copiers. That is, if a Broadway musical is a hit, they will rush to make a Broadway musical; if a Western is a hit, they will make a Western; if a Pinter play is a hit as a film, they make a Pinter-like film.

Harry’s Frenchman and American were after making an Italian Western in Spain. Mainly this was because Italian Westerns had become a big hit in America and therefore now were big business. Italian Westerns (I found out) were distinguished by the fact that they were made in Europe at a cost the Americans with their high union wage could not compete with; they were also different in that the Italians had thrown out the classical American morality-play angle, done away with the concept of hero and villain, and were making their Westerns into an entirely new thing: tough, extremely violent, and totally amoral. And American audiences were loving it. Our two producers thought they could compete with the Italians on their own ground, and even beat them at it, by making the films in Spain where it was even cheaper than Italy. The American had a deal to use the Dupont-Bronston studios and facilities. They had a great deal of money behind them to do it. They wanted Harry to write the first one for them. And if the first one was a hit, there was no reason there couldn’t be a series of them.

All this was not only just for the money and profit, mind you. Even moreso the film maker wants the notoriety a big hit brings, the fame of being famous, a globetrotting celebrity, the right of success which is the right to give lots of people lots of orders and spread much largess, and be like Mr. Darryl Zanuck or one of those. You could almost smell it oozing, exuding from our two.

But there were further complications. For example, almost all films today are what they call “packaged”. This presents another problem. “Packaging” means that the “independent” producer (who isn’t really independent at all) must first set up all of his whole film production ahead of time, before going to his major studio or big-money people who are advancing the million or millions required to actually make the film.

Thus a producer must first get a “property”, which means a story, then find a writer who will write it as a script, and then a director, and if possible a star actor who will agree to act it,—all the while laying out out of his own pocket, the producer, the 20 or 30 or even 50 thousand dollars to bring all these people together, while hoping against hope as he does so that they all can get along together and work together congenially, something which according to Harry apparently happens very rarely.

I felt rather sorry for the poor producers. But Harry didn’t, although he pretended to at the appropriate times.

I knew from the moment we sat down that Harry was going to take the job. I don’t know if anyone else could have seen it. Certainly the two producers didn’t. And Louisa had left us immediately after a coffee. Dear Louisa. But over the second coffee and the brandy, Harry began to bring out a formidable and almost interminable battery of objections. These lasted through the brandy and well into the Scotch. And they were pretty devastating, and pertinent, objections. Or seemed so to me. The whole thing must have lasted until well after three o’clock.

In between belts at their Scotch, and sunk down in the cloudlike wreathes of expensive cigar smoke which gave me a fearful headache, they continued to throw it back and forth, as they called it, and Harry went on elaborating his list of objections. He demolished those poor producers (and they were not small fry) so thoroughly and with such relish that I was embarrassed for them.

I was his esthetic objection. I had read it (I hadn’t; but here I nodded and frowned) and I agreed with him that their property, the novel they had bought, was worthless. Harry would have to do it all. Only one or two scenes could be used at all, and these only when highly modified by Harry. He looked at me, and I hastened to smile and nod my agreement.

Then there was the objection of Harry’s reputation. As they well knew, it was based on, and he was noted for, writing good old-fashioned American morality-play Westerns, complete with dovetailing love stories he was famous for and that touched and moved his audiences. Harry was not sure he wanted to leave that role, step out of that well-fit suit of clothes, to take on some new gimmick like this Italian-Western, so-called “modern” stuff. It might easily ruin his other reputation.

And what about the director? He could not write for just any director. Harry elaborated on this for a while.

And the star? They had no real contact with a star for it, yet. And Harry could not write the star role properly unless he had some idea what star he’d be writing for. As they well knew, a Burton role was not a Steve McQueen role. They discussed this a while.

No, he just did not think he was the man for their job, Harry said finally.

They came back with all the right answers. They knew the original story was not much good, they said, but they were depending on Harry to fix that. As for his reputation, they thought such a film would enhance his reputation, not damage it. And the director and the star of course depended a great deal on whether they had a Harry Gallagher script or not. They were really ladling it on. They both looked a little puzzled somehow, as though somehow they could not quite figure out how they had got put into this position, this role. Matter of fact, they went on, they could even use a phony name, something like Enrico Galignani, say, if Harry liked that idea. Of course, the director and star would know Harry Gallagher really wrote it. After all, Harry Gallagher was a “star” writer, the kind whose work directors and stars delighted to do. Who did he have in mind, who did he think he would like, as the star and director?

There then followed a long discussion, over more Scotch and cigars, as to what director and what star would be good for it and could work together well. It was flattery of the worst order really, and I could see that Harry was quite aware of that. Finally they left with the tentative agreement that Harry would think about it a few days and let them know whether he would accept or refuse, or whether he wanted to discuss it further.

“Who the hell do they think they’re bullshitting?” Harry said the instant the door closed. He was grinning. We went back into the smoke-fouled living room.

For a moment Harry stood and looked at it. “Jesus!” he said suddenly. He slapped himself on both thighs. Then he went up on his toes, stretching himself to his full height in the dark narrow-cut suit, and spread his arms above his head. Momentarily he looked like some kind of witch’s demon. There was in it such force, such a power of long-sat-upon, painfully contained energy and exuberance, that I half expected to see sparks crackle in streams from his spatulate fingers.

“Jesus!” he said again, and threw himself down in an overstuffed armchair like a sack of old arms and legs. “I’ve been waiting for a shot like that for over a year. Ever since those Italians hit the market with their product.”

He wriggled in the chair. “I’ve been waiting longer! Five years at least. To make that kind of a Western. But nobody in America had the guts to go against the taboos and try it.” He gathered himself and got to his feet.

“Come on. Let’s go upstairs. Up to my office. We need to cool out, you and me. Over a bottle of Scotch. I feel like I’ve just gone fifteen rounds.”

He led us out. On the dimly lit exterior stairs of the building he turned back, grinning with his hatchet-face in the faint light, and said, “You have to play poker with them. It’s almost a ritual. That’s just the way it is in this business.”

He climbed on, and his voice continued, coming back over his shoulder in the pale, just barely sufficient light of the minuterie. “If you ever let them know that you want it, they’ll kill you. If they even get any idea at all that you’re in fact aching to do it, they’ll shit all over you all down the line. They’ll stick a knife as big as Jim Bowie’s up your ass and make you dance the hoe-down.”

The keys jingled in his jacket pocket as he withdrew them. He reached inside and snapped on the overhead light and led us in. By the time I was inside and had shut the door, he was already sitting tilted back in the big black leather swivel chair behind his antique wooden desk. “You just can’t level with them,” he said. “Anyway, I’m not sure I want to go down to Spain to work that long really. I’m not sure I want to be away from Louisa that long.”

The desk and the Louis Treize table set at right angles to it were covered with manuscript and stacks of research materials. Beside the chair stood his IBM electric on a rollered typing table. Beside that stood a tiered paper, carbon and notebook holder on rollers. I sat down on one of the two middle-height Louis Treize armchairs across from the desk.

“I’m not at all sure I want to be away from Louisa that long,” Harry said. He got up and moved toward the bar for whisky, Perrier, glasses and ice. I looked around. Again.

“Anyway, it’s already been done now, in Italy,” he said from behind the bar. “It’s not the same as if I would be doing it for the first time.” I didn’t answer.

Harry’s studio was such a massive projection of Harry’s personality that it was almost a caricature, or something made up by a screenwriter of one of Harry’s own American he-man love-story films. On one wall hung a Watney-Mann “Red Barrel” dartboard in its Watney-Mann cabinet identical to the one in any London pub; and on the floor under it stretched the authentic Watney-Mann rubber mat with its eight-foot and nine-foot marks. On another hung Harry’s collection of Western arms and cartridges, Bowie knives, Indian lances, bows and tomahawks. In a corner leaned six or seven modern shotguns, and three modern fiberglass bows, unstrung.

Harry had taken over three maids’ rooms on the top floor of the building up under the roof, back when he leased the apartment, and by knocking out portions of the walls between had made them into one studio. So he had more than four walls under his slanting ceiling; he had about seven. It had its own complete kitchenette, and its own ample bathroom. Half of one of the small rooms had been covered with a sort of raised dais a foot-and-a-half high covered in some kind of a heavy blue felt material, and on this for a bed was a made-up double mattress with a reading lamp over it, leaving plenty of space on the dais for books, ashtrays, a tray of drinks, and a chess board. A small fireplace had been built to serve both the dais area and Harry’s black chair behind the desk. It had an extremely cozy air, with its slanting ceilings and small windows, and made me think of nothing so much as a secret pied-à-terre place of assignation to bring a girl. Harry had the only set of keys in the household, which once in a while he would give to the one maid he allowed in to clean it. Nobody else was allowed in it. And in all the years I had known him, I had only been invited up there three or four times.

One entire long wall had been completely covered in bookshelves, about a quarter of which had locked glass windows in front of them and housed Harry’s famous pornography collection. Another shorter one had cabinets built against it, which stored all Harry’s charts and carried on its top under its special lamp all his navigational tools and his Mixter and Bowditch. Though Harry had never owned a yacht that I know of. A third wall was hung with the plaques and framed certificates and citations of his life, and other memorabilia. Harry called this his Shit Wall. There were things like his Life Memberships in the National Rifle Association and National Skeet Association, his citations from the Screen Writers Guild for Academy Award Nominations. There were his framed Silver Star and Bronze Star citations from the war, a certificate making him an admiral in the Great Navy of the State of Nebraska some fan had sent him, some newspaper clippings, a menu signed by himself, Irwin Shaw and William Styron from the South of France, several poker hands, a framed tie from a club he had become a member of, a framed key from the Chief Purser of the old Liberté which would let him into First Class, framed covers of Newsweek or Time with the portraits of friends who had made it, and a framed photo of some anonymous girl’s bare behind all bent over cunningly so that nothing shocking really showed except her pubic hair peeking through under. Harry would never say who she was except that she was a famous movie star he had known.

In the other corners around not counting the shotgun corner were scattered a couple of scope-mounted hunting rifles; his skis, his poles, and his boots in their carrying rack; his Aqualung tanks and regulators; several pairs of different types of crutches and some canes; and near the bar was a folding table-like thing called an Adams Trainer Exerciser. About the only thing missing was a Ping-Pong table. But there wasn’t room for one.

“No, I’m not at all sure I want to be away from Louisa that long,” he said, coming back from the bar with a tray, and sat back down in the tall-backed black leather swivel chair.

“You could take her with you,” I said.

He looked at me with surprise. “I could, couldn’t I?”

“Install her in Madrid.”

“Except there’s nothing to do in Madrid. She’d be bored. I’d be out at the studio all the time, or out on location.”

“Shopping.”

“There’s nothing to shop for in Madrid. Maybe some of those knitted Spanish rugs is about all.”

“Museums. She’s never seen the Prado. Has she?”

“That’s true,” he said thoughtfully. He rocked himself in the black chair several times. “That’s true.”

“She’d love it,” I said.

“Maybe,” Harry mused, “maybe. Well, I sure don’t feel like going without her,” he said. Then he grinned, to make sure I knew what he meant. I think he was still feeling particularly high after his session with the two producers.

I took a drink, then left my nose in my glass and studied the ice in there. Harry and I had never really talked openly about sex—except for what was implied when he nudged me and smiled or nodded imperceptibly over some especially well-endowed girl at a party, or who would pass by us in the street. I did not particularly want it to begin now. And I certainly did not want it to start with something about Louisa.

At the desk Harry swung himself around toward the Watney-Mann dartboard and looked at it a moment. Then he swung back, and placed the soles of his black short-boots on the desk’s edge, jackknifing his long body. His eyes had become brilliant, and curiously shallow, like jewels. The leathery soles of his shoes stared me in the face, framing his head. This was grinning at me in a super-diffident way, which at the same time was oddly conceited and quite proud. I realized I was on the brink of some revelation.

Harry said from between his feet, “You see, I haven’t slept with another woman except Louisa for six years. Not since McKenna was born. Not since she was conceived, in fact.” He peered at me between his boots as if I were expected to react to this in some way.

I on the other hand did not know what to say to this statement, so I said nothing.

Harry shifted his position to stretch out his long legs, and crossed his ankles on a corner of the desk while he lit a cigar. He poured more straight whisky into his glass. “You may not know it, but I used to be quite a rounder. I was quite a womanizer at one time. Before McKenna. For quite a long time. All my life, in fact. You probably never guessed that.” He paused.

I still did not know what to say, so I coughed—but politely—to show my continuing interest. I had a hunch he would continue anyhow, whatever I did. I somehow knew somewhere inside myself that at this point nothing was going to stop him. I also knew, to give Harry his due, that in fact in that six years since McKenna Harry had spent several quite long periods away from home, working in Rome or in London.

With his jewelly eyes, Harry said, “I don’t think I’m inordinately attractive to women. I mean, no more than some other. So I don’t take credit. But I’ve had more cunt in my time than most fellas ever get. Twice more, probably. I’ve just about done them all. I’ve fucked the great and the near-great.” He paused and grinned diffidently at me. “You never even imagined that about me, I suppose.”

It was not quite a question, but it almost was. And I felt I was expected to answer. Since I couldn’t, I leaned forward suddenly and held out my glass, to dissipate his attention; and he poured for me, straight whisky, from the bottle on the tray among the manuscripts. I put in the Perrier myself.

Harry said, “I’ve found, in general, that most girls will put it out, and think nothing very much about giving a little bit of it away, if it’s to their interest. After all, there’s always more of it left. And girls learn that, fast. And they do like writers, especially script-writers. So I don’t take credit.”

I cleared my throat, cautiously. I felt we were fast reaching the point where I must answer with something. “I think that’s pretty damned magnanimous of you to say so, Harry,” I said; and peered again down at my ice, which was shrinking.

He waved his hand, as if shooing an irksome fly. “Anyway, Louisa came to me about it. About my other women. Well, I was flabbergasted. I had no idea that that meant anything to Louisa. Hell, I didn’t even know she was upset about it. But she was. Upset, and mad. Shi-it, was she mad! She wanted to divorce me. She was going to leave me. She wanted to take Hill and go back to America. To her family.

“Some sense of her own inadequacy, you see. She felt she had failed as a wife. She felt she alone wasn’t enough for me. She couldn’t satisfy me enough to keep me at home. She felt I didn’t love her. Or no longer loved her. Or, had never loved her. All that stuff, you know.

“—All of which, of course, was absolutely untrue.

“I don’t mind at all telling somebody close like you, Jack, that Louisa has always been more than adequate in the bed with me. She’s basically a real woman, which means she’s basically a masochist-type. She likes to have things done to her, instead of taking the initiative herself. Which is what a woman ought to be. Sexually, she’s always been adequate, more than adequate, for me. We’re well-matched like that.”

“That’s nice,” I murmured, then felt it wasn’t adequate. “Nice to hear, I mean.” It’s strange how things which have terrified you so in your imagination, when they actually come to pass, are digested so easily, and with such dispatch.

He only made a kind of gesture with his cigar. “How do you explain to a woman that you can love her and adore her and still want to fuck around a little on the side?—especially when it’s all right there waiting for you, practically, so to speak? All ready to fall back down on its back and open it up wide for you?

“Well, I didn’t try to tell her that it just was different with men. That it’s a kind of adventure. What was the point? You couldn’t talk to her. So I made her a solemn promise instead. That night. And, that night, as you may have guessed by now, was the night McKenna was conceived. She wasn’t anticipated or planned for. But I know that happens with lots of people. It’s happened with lots of my friends. I call them Reconciliation Babies. Some deep emotional spark down deep inside them somewhere makes contact and catches hold and sticks.

“And I haven’t laid a glove on another broad since.” He moved in the chair.

“But wasn’t that miraculous? That she should come to me like that? I mean, she didn’t have to. She could just have taken Hill and left, and left me a letter. Or not even left me any note at all! And where would I have been then? No, I think that part was marvelous.”

“Yes,” I said from deep within the open mouth of my glass. “That part was certainly marvelous. But then, she’s a marvelous woman, Louisa.”

“She sure is, and I don’t mind telling you that I’ve had several pretty long hard dry spells because of that solemn promise, since then,” Harry said. “That’s why I’m not so very hot on going down to Madrid for this job without her.”

Such self-centeredness as that demands a certain respect. He reached for the bottle. I quickly held out my glass. It had been a brand-new bottle when he got it from the bar. But I felt I needed a drink. I felt dishonest. But I did not quite see how I could tell him now, six years after, about my share in his reconciliation with his wife—and by extension, in the conception of his daughter. It was too personal. It was too—intimate. The very idea embarrassed me. And yet some devilish part of me was enjoying having my secret with Louisa, even if she wouldn’t acknowledge it. At that moment, I hated the whole evening.

Harry poured himself more than half a tumblerful of straight Scotch, and poured almost as much for me, before I stopped him. He took very little Perrier. I took more. I never was able to drink and keep up with Harry drink-for-drink, though I’m a serious drinker. The studio kitchen had its own refrigerator and ice, and Harry knocked some loose. Then when he sat back down in the big black leather chair and put his feet back up on the desk corner, I realized he wasn’t finished.

I was pretty well worn-out emotionally, and I didn’t want to hear any more. The thing I was most terrified of hearing—his revelations about his sexual life with Louisa—had come and gone rather placidly, without causing any earthquakes or seismographic oscillations, and I thought that was enough. Of course, he had not been very graphic. But I still thought it was enough. But I apparently did not have any way of communicating this to Harry; or if I did, it was not getting through to him. For whatever reasons of his own, Harry had gone beyond receiving any signals from me.

I’m convinced that the emotional tensions of the evening with the two producers were the initial cause of it. Add to that all the brandy and then all that Scotch, and those ungodly strong cigars. Top it off with the morbid speculations about having to go to Madrid for a long period without Louisa which the conversation had called forth, and you had a Harry Gallagher in a nervous fit of irresponsible soul-searching, with me as the captive audience.

Other people’s intimate sexual disclosures have always made me nervous. Several times in my life I have been trapped and made the victim for such soul-searching declarations by men I knew, and every time it has resulted in the loss of a friendship. The next time they see you the eyebrows go up and the eyes get flat and funny, and an impenetrable wall of plastic descends. Harry remains the sole exception to this rule, but I didn’t know that then. And I was made more unhappy by having been forced to be dishonest with him.

“Of course, there’s more to the whole story than that, naturally,” was the way he began. O, foreboding sentence of a miserable night in store! How many times have I heard you? And how many times have you portended spiritual bad digestion to come?

He always was a very highly sexed individual, Harry proceeded to tell me. Even back in his earliest young youth, and as far back as he could remember. He didn’t know why exactly. It was just there. He had an abiding love for the female body, both in toto and altogether in its form (he said) and in all its details, down to its tiniest parts. And it didn’t matter much who inhabited it. He liked female bodies. He liked to look at them and touch them and smell them, and study them inside and out, in the same way that other people like to find out what is between the covers of a book. He collected women—in the same way other people collect books. And he had to admit to me he saw absolutely nothing wrong with this in any way. That was why he honestly, truly could not see what had upset Louisa so.

Of course, now he understood that it was some tremendous, baby-girllike insecurity of her own (she had, incidentally, always been a great adorer of her father: for example). And, of course, now all that was over for him now.

But it was a phenomenon he had noted (over the years; talking) in a great many American men. They were all of them—or a great, great many; a very high percentage—absolutely cunt-struck. They were almost all, like himself, completely cunt-oriented.

I sat nursing my drink and nodding, without looking up too often, and watched the level of my glass descend too fast, despite the Perrier I kept adding to it. I was sure that my ears were burning fiery red.

Harry was always quite a swearer, using all the four-letter words with great freedom, even in mixed company, and right now he was not worrying about niceties. And, I was well aware that in the past few years it had become chic to use them liberally in conversation, particularly in front of women. I was publishing them in great quantities in my Review. But my primitive upbringing never allowed me to feel comfortable around them, even when females were not present. I never used them myself. I was aware this was a fault, but there was nothing I could do about it. Besides, there was no more point in interrupting Harry than there would have been in trying to interrupt that bursting dam in Fréjus several years ago.

I have always been a low-keyed man sexually; female bodies interest me less than female minds, so to speak. Sex, while undeniably pleasant, and not something to be avoided, always seemed to me something that the pursuit of cost one a great deal more energy than the final results achieved were worth. So I don’t think I ever did really understand that part of Harry well. It was almost as if there were some actual basic biologic difference between us.

Cunt-struck, Harry was continuing, incognizant of my red ears, cunt-oriented: those were the key words to remember. When the true history of his generation came to be written, it might well go down to posterity as the Cunt-struck Generation. By extension they could then be called Cuntniks, as Kerouac, Ginsberg and company, a few years younger, were Beatniks. Harry laughed suddenly, ha-ha-ha, in a kind of crazy way. But the very first memory of his life was of sex. It was of lying in bed on a sunny summer morning jacking off. He couldn’t have been more than five: too young even to know what coming was, in any normal way; but lying there jacking his cock just the same. And what was in his mind? What were his thoughts, his fantasy, at the time? Cunt! The little girl next door! The little girl next door, when he was too young even to know what a cunt was, or looked like.

He had been a dedicated pussy-eater since the very first time he had indulged the pastime. Had been one before, even; since first learning such a technique existed via the pornography shown him by older boys. His own young porno collection had swung more and more toward pictures, stories, drawings, any material having to do with cunt-lapping. But the girls of his generation, at least while young, were backward in this respect. His first real opportunity did not come till he was 17, when he took out in his father’s big Studebaker a younger girl noted for going out with all the boys, and had gone down on her before he fucked her. She had not been at all surprised. All the boys liked to eat her pussy that way she said, and she herself loved it. She was his first blow job, and his first real fuck. He would never forget her. Wherever she was, he wished her well. But she was quite a contrast to the rest of them, who all seemed to feel that licking their cunts was dirty and immoral, a perversion; which of course only excited him all the more. Perhaps it frightened them because its intensity was so great, and made them find they were sexual creatures after all. Whatever, it gave him some anxious moments about his “perversion”. And as it was with sucking, so it was with fucking. There are other things in life besides sex, Harry, spoken in a high, protesting highschool—or college—soprano, was a sentence that would remain in his head the rest of his life. Later, of course, as he moved on from Boston to New York, and then to Hollywood, and then into the Service, and back to Hollywood, he realized that what he had found and taken unto himself; what he could, indeed, almost be said to have totally and alone created for himself, i.e., this preoccupation with and adoration of female cunt—was after all not really all that much of a singular experience at all.

His entire generation, or at least (here he nodded at me, allowing me existence, too, alongside himself), at least one element of his generation, had it, and suffered from it and enjoyed it.

He had analyzed it and analyzed it and, if you took away all the commercialization of it (cunt; and the adoration of cunt) in the advertising world; all the promulgation of it in films and magazines and radio and TV; if you took all that away—it was still there; still there, and existing in and of itself, by itself, antedating all the rest of it, all the media saturation. He thought maybe it had to do with some brand-new element of male masochism, introduced by whatever matriarchal environmental factor he had never been able to isolate. Masochism in the distorted male pleasure principle: the pleasure of giving pleasure to the woman. That, of course, was unnatural. Imagine a male dog or cat or lion concerning himself with giving pleasure to the female! Ridiculous! But men did it. And it had to be masochistic. There was something perversely pleasurable in making a woman enjoy sex. For example: You take a woman and, by whatever means, bring her on toward coming—toward her orgasm—and before long, you reached a point where you ceased to exist as you for her. You ceased to be Harry Gallagher for her and became just a man, any man, who is giving her excitation and stimulation. Carry it a while further and you ceased to be even a man, and became just some object, some thing which is causing her to have pleasure. Carry it on all the way to where she comes and you ceased even to be an object. Because in the midst of her come nothing exists except herself and what she’s feeling. So that, through her, what you’ve done is “stimulate” yourself right out of existence. What you’ve really been doing is to be present at and assist in your own cuckolding. In reality— . . . you have been cuckolding yourself! . . . Man, we’re masochists, man! he cried at me, his eyes jewelly in the light. All us cunt-lovers!

I think he was a little drunk by then. Anyway, it was certainly a new idea to me, and the logic seemed impeccable. I mainly kept my eyes down and nodded, pretending to peer reflectively into my by-now empty glass, in order to avoid being further embarrassed by exposing the embarrassment I already felt. At one point once, I thought fleetingly of asking to have my glass refilled. But before I could even do it, Harry had leaned forward with the bottle in his hand and poured whisky in the glass, his jaw continuing to wag and rotate at me, without even slowing.

I got very drunk. Things began to come and go in what film people call fast dissolves, and then would suddenly arrest themselves in those sudden stop-shots in which everything freezes and the man with the pointing finger remains fixed, frozen, in front of you for what seems an inordinate length of time. I began to see things in splintered images as if the mirror glass had broken; and I would find myself present at the beginning of something only to disappear and find myself, next, far into the middle part of something else without having been present at the ending of the first or the beginning of the second. So I am somewhat vague about the rest of what transpired.

I remember Harry talking about his pornography collection, which is famous in the American colony in Paris, and saying he would get some of it out to prove some point. Next I was sitting forward in my chair with my knees together, poring through a whole flock of precisely focused, glossy finish photographs in series of fives in my lap, all of which Harry apparently had said he’d bought in London, I remembered vaguely. Beside me on the low Louis Treize table was an even greater flock of them which I apparently had already been through; and beside these was a stack of Olympia Press and Ophelia Press books I must have looked at too. All of this is crystal clear. The photos were of varied subjects, but most of them were of two women making love in various ways. Some of them were of white girls committing fellatio upon young Negro males. The girls changed from series to series.

“That’s the trend it’s taking,” Harry was saying beside me from over my shoulder. “More and more. Lesbianism. Or not even true lesbianism. Just two women, two normal women, making love together. I don’t know why it turns me on so, but it does.”

Then I disappeared again. When I returned, Harry was locking up the pornography collection in its glass-doored shelves. I was aware dimly that he had been talking about “his Fantasy”. He himself had capitalized the word with his voice, and it had something to do with making love with two women at the same time, instead of the normal, usual one.

“You wouldn’t believe it,” he growled over his shoulder, as he turned the key on the last great batch of the pornography. “But it’s the God’s truth.” Apparently he had just been talking about something else, too. “If I didn’t lock them up, they’d disappear in a minute. That’s why I had the doors put on. Why, I’ve had producers and directors staying up here working on a script with me, big important men I mean, and making plenty of their own money. Well, by God, after they’d leave, I’d find one or two of my choicest items missing. Stolen.” He put the keys in his jacket pocket protectively. They were on a different ring from his other keys. All of this was crystal clear, too. “I don’t know why it is. But pornography just is considered fair game. By everybody. An honest man that you could leave all sorts of money lying around in front of, and just let him loose around your pornography!” Harry said.

Then he was suddenly sitting in the black chair talking again, without having walked there or sat down in it—just as if some film cutter in a studio working in front of a Moviola had expertly clipped that unnecessary footage out of the scene. Harry was talking about his Fantasy again.

“And that’s it. That’s what it is: Me and two women in the same bed together, as you may have surmised by now.”

Surmised? I peered at him owlishly. I was incapable of surmising anything. Harry was leaning forward pouring again, first his glass, then mine. This was clearly not the same bottle. Feebly I tried to stop him at my glass, and failed.

“Me and two women, doing everything to each other, to the other two, and all of us watching it all with great relish and the greatest of pleasure.

“Are you listening to me?

“I remember the first time—First?—the only time I ever had it. One spring day I drove through the pass and over into the Burbank area. It was flat, for miles before you got to the actual city. There used to be lots of massage parlors over there, back then, where you could get laid for anything from ten dollars up to fifty dollars, depending upon what exactly you wanted. I was a pretty big shot then, and not married. I picked out this slender young girl with nice boobs, one of the three who worked there. Slim young thing. She had sneaky eyes and she looked me over closely, a real scrutiny, and then asked me privately if I’d like for her to bring her friend with us too. I was hot instantaneously. Well, we did just about everything three people can do together, I guess. I’ve never had another scene like it.

“I went back there later, and saw my girl again, but her friend had left. I asked her about our scene, and she said sure, and she got another girl. But it wasn’t the same. The two of them were just putting on an act for me, the second time. I suppose my girl didn’t want this other strange girl to find out she really liked it. I learned one thing. The women have to like it, or it’s no good.

“I’ve known women since then that I thought might like that kind of action. Some of them, when I was making it with them, I was sure had been making it with other girls. But I could never quite get my nerve up enough to ask them. And none of them ever asked me.

“So that’s the one time I ever really had it. Maybe that’s why it haunts me.

“I tell you, Jack, there’s nothing like lying there watching two women go down on each other while one of them is gently jacking your cock. Or one of them sucking the other, while you’re fucking the one.

“But I think it takes a special kind of woman. She has to like men too.

“Oh, I know it’s just a fantasy. For a man in my position now, married, and with a wife and all, and a family. It’s like one of those fantasies you have about taking your wife to one of those undressing orgy places, like Olga’s, where you take off all your clothes before you even go into the bar. You imagine it, but you would never do it. It would hurt too much. If it was your wife. You can’t do those things with a woman you really love,

“Oh, I know all about fantasy. Enough to know that when you try to put them into reality, you’re liable to cause mayhem. Or murder . . . —or else they’ll just be ridiculous.”

He moved then, and stretched his muscles stiffened by sitting immobile too tensely too long, and I realized in my befogged, dimly apprehending way, suddenly, that he had not moved at all in a long time.

“I don’t know what got me onto all of this. —? Oh, yes. See, I know it’s only a Fantasy. But it haunts me. Haunts me like some haunting melody. Maybe because I only had it that one time. But why should it affect me so? Well, see, I think it has something to do with that male masochism I was talking about earlier when we—.”

. . . It was exactly as if a black curtain had descended between us, cutting off the play in the middle of the second scene of the third act. I had departed again. Later I found myself out in the street, weaving along trying to find my way home.

I tried to stand up erect and straight, in case any police or youthful muggers after my gold wristwatch passed by. But when I stood straight, I found I had a tendency to lean too far over backwards. When I corrected for this and leaned forward again, I would almost fall on my face. The chill A.M. air tasted good, but did not aid me. I had only to make it from the end of the Island up past the darkened deserted Brasserie and the rue Jean-du-Bellay, past the rue Boutarel to the rue le Regrattier. That wasn’t far. I could remember dimly something about Harry offering me the big couch in his living room, but I had refused. I did not want McKenna, or even Hill, to see me there in the morning, when they got up to go to school. I kept one hand pressed firmly to the top of the stone parapet that lined the quai’s sidewalk to keep people like myself from falling to the lower level and cracking their skulls. I had my umbrella in my left hand and my winter overcoat, I’m sure, hunched up messily across the back of my neck. In the morning I found I had pressed the parapet so firmly that the skin of the fingertips of my one hand looked successfully sandpapered.

But mainly I was worried about Harry. I was terribly afraid he would never want to see me again, after all he’d said. I knew I wouldn’t, were I he. And after all, I was McKenna’s Godfather.

But I needn’t have steamed up. Not with Harry. Not only did he call me at one the next afternoon, but he invited me to a late lunch at Lipp’s that same day. There we ran into both Mary McCarthy and Romain Gary, both looking too terribly bright and chipper, though at separate tables, of course. Harry said hello to them both.
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