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  INTRODUCTION


  YOU HOLD in your hands a thick, juicy, and above all authentic slice of the fabled 1960s, an early example of a literary experiment that worked and is working for us still. The twenty-first century has seen the rise of reality TV; published in 1968, Talk is a “reality” novel. None of the dialogue in this book is invented, or vaguely remembered, or a figment of some writer’s fantasy. Shortly before the summer of 1965, the author Linda Rosenkrantz had a genuinely original idea: Why not see if life really imitates art? Three friends—not fictitious characters but three real people—are spending their summer vacation in East Hampton. How to capture their story?


  Tape-record them. Make it real.


  “I had the tape recorder running all summer,” Rosenkrantz recalls, “even dragging the bulky monster to the beach. At first there were about twenty-five different characters and fifteen hundred pages of single-spaced transcript, which I took close to two years honing down to the three characters and two hundred fifty pages.”


  What Rosenkrantz fished out of the shoreless sea of sex chatter and beach gossip and summery seafood dinners is a real novel composed entirely of dialogue. The result is a unique document in the annals of friendship and dysfunctional love, filled with irresistible repartee—literary popcorn—that sways between powerful insight and hilarity. This talk is sometimes impressive, sometimes funny. It is never inane. It is always a lot of fun.


  Though we hear much more about sex than we hear about art, the setting is the New York art world and its sixties “scene.” As the editor of Sotheby’s Auction magazine, Rosenkrantz was very much part of that scene. The dramatis personae consists of Marsha and her confidante, the hard-drinking Emily. Vincent, a gay male painter, completes the triangle. Marsha has a serious job in New York; Emily is an actress and a brash, brilliant party girl; and Vincent (aka Vinnie) is the gifted, analytical member of the male sex who fills Marsha’s mind and usurps her life, displacing every straight contender.


  This “reality” novel is a small founding classic which provides a model for television series like Girls and Broad City and all the many novels and series like them that focus on the primacy of non-romantic peer relationships. It is filled with the same raw talk between independent women friends that gives those series their crackle of excitement. Its picture of intimacy also suggests the earlier series Friends. The inimitable banter of two beautiful, much desired, but bewildered women who are each other’s alter egos, is capped by a triste but classic misalliance—the unrealized, unworkable, but genuine love between Marsha and the homosexual Vincent: a love that despite a lot of outside sex on the part of everyone is—well—all talk.


  It’s a tight triangle. “You know,” Marsha says, “I get a very scary feeling sometimes that I’m pushing myself into a corner—all of a sudden I’m beginning to find everyone except you and Vinnie very dull. We’ve set up such a stimulating, total, free, hysterical, intimate, intense relationship that I find it impossible to relate to other people, they leave me completely cold.”


  All three of these “stimulating, total, free, hysterical, intimate, intense” friends find themselves teetering on the cusp of thirty: the dread moment when first youth is at last finito and maturity settles in to stay. In fact, the long shadow of maturity hovers over all the talk. How dark is that shadow? What does it portend? Love? Committed relationships? Marriage? Children? Just more talk?


  
    Emily: I’ve said a lot of very twenty-nine-year-old drunken things this summer. But I can say right now that I don’t want any more married men and I don’t want any weak men and I don’t want any men that I’ve ever known before. I think I’m just about ready to find someone who is healthy enough to take the chance of getting married to me.


    Marsha: Amen.

  


  Yet Vincent knows his secure place in Marsha’s emotions. “You’re getting anxious,” he confidently tells her on the beach, “because Tim’s coming out this weekend. You have to sleep with him and you don’t want to . . .”


  
    Marsha: I do want to sleep with him.


    Vincent: No you don’t.

  


  Like the hapless Tim, the straight men in Marsha’s life will never get beyond the sexual bed to reach the intimacy that Marsha shares with Vincent. And the sexual bed is the one place in Marsha’s life that Vincent will never go. That conundrum may be the cause of their misalliance. Can it also be the basis of their intimacy?


  Despite its crisp freshness, Talk is a novel of the sixties—a decade self-consciously immersed in youth. The book was recorded in a climate of change—the epochal summer of 1965—and the decade is woven through the whole text. The world is changing, and our three friends know it. “We’re all pioneers,” Vincent says to Emily and Marsha, “going through new frontiers, new jungles, we’re breaking psychic, social land so that people following us will be able to lead better lives.”


  Here are some of the new frontiers and new jungles Vincent has in mind.


  THE SEXUAL REVOLUTION. Marsha and Emily—not to mention Vincent—either are or recently were busy in bed, and their gossip is all about it. Post-pill, male–female relationships have done a somersault. We are now in what has become a life in which sex is the ubiquitous first step toward what may or may not become a relationship. This is in contrast to pre-pill days, when the sequence was reversed; a relationship might or might not lead to that rarer consummation called sex.


  Emily says: “I slept with a lot of men then, Marsha, and they’re all like meaningless empty faces now, I don’t remember them. I know their names, but they don’t mean anything. That was very hard for me, you know,” she adds wistfully, “because I’m not promiscuous by nature.” There is lots of talk about (female) masturbation; S and M, perversity, penis size; orgies (is anonymous sex tolerable? or does one prefer a comfy ménage à trois among friends?); and at last the basic perplexity of a heterosexual woman bound to a homosexual man.


  Speaking of which, THE GAY–STRAIGHT RELATIONSHIP. During the sixties, the integration of gay with straight life had a long distance to go. There was still plenty of shame, suspicion, and secrecy, but the art world was a decade or two ahead of its time. There, gay and straight mingled quite openly and relatively easily.


  Other aspects of the sixties are:


  ROCK AND ROLL. “Do you realize,” Emily says, “that [the new dancing] makes the woman equal to the man for the very first time? She doesn’t have to follow him anymore, he doesn’t control the rhythms, the music is something they share.”


  THE DRUG CULTURE. None of Talk’s three characters is a druggie in a twenty-first-century sense, but in one of the high points of the book, Emily tells Vincent about her experience on LSD. The passage is pure sixties: “I was intimately a part of every pulsebeat of every sun that came up on everybody’s life. There was a huge opening of the sky, I saw God. . . . I get all the vibrations. You know I called Marsha up when I was under LSD and she said I was talking pure poetry.”


  THE “SCENE.” Our three are on a scene populated by the famous and the almost famous. There is a lot of talk about Andy Warhol and Susan Sontag and who is and is not recognized on the beach. Parties, parties, parties. Literary parties. Art parties. Dinner parties. (The eating that goes on in Talk is memorable: see the chapter called “The Clam Dinner.”) We see very little action in Talk, but it seems that parties are where the action is.


  CULTURE. Emily and Marsha are cultivated, sixties style:


  
    Emily: Let’s see, I love Fitzgerald—Gatsby is one of my favorite books, and Tender Is the Night; the Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas, The Sun Also Rises, the poem Kaddish. I love Proust, Chekhov, Ibsen, Strindberg, Durrell, Robert Creeley, I like Rilke, I like Martin Buber, the idea of I and Thou, even though I don’t know much about it. I like Bob Dylan and I love the Beatles.

  


  A more perfect reading list for sixties smarts would be hard to conceive.


  PSYCHOANALYSIS. Psychoanalysis is the intellectual touchstone of the book. In virtually every episode, there is talk about relationships and analysts, with a lot of talk about people being “sick” and “major breakthroughs.” Every emotion, every fumbled relationship, every moment of bliss, every pang is (sometimes brilliantly) “analyzed.” These three think in psychodynamic terms.


  The funny thing about Talk is that despite being rooted in its time—the youth culture of the sixties, the sexual revolution, LSD, psychoanalysis, rock and roll, and the rest—the novel, seized from that distant moment, does not feel dated. Twenty-first-century readers of Talk who are themselves “punching thirty” will be able to hear, in the conversation of people from another generation, ringing echoes of their own lives. Therapy? The “scene”? Rock and roll? The elusive but powerful bond between a heterosexual woman and a gay man? The friendship of two beautiful women pushing thirty and going a little crazy over who is and is not “out there” and “available”?


  Does any of this sound familiar?


  —STEPHEN KOCH


  TALK


  Sometimes three is not a crowd


  The Supremes, “Where Did Our Love Go?” Album notes


  1. EMILY HELPS MARSHA PACK FOR THE SUMMER


  MARSHA: Don’t forget I did sleep with Zeke long after you slept with Michael Christy.


  EMILY: You’re crazy.


  MARSHA: I am not.


  EMILY: I slept with Michael about three weeks ago, when I got drunk at that party. So it’ll be four weeks this Friday that I slept with Michael.


  MARSHA: That’s tomorrow.


  EMILY: Right, four weeks tomorrow.


  MARSHA: Well, it was two weeks for me yesterday, so it’s twice as near. By the way, is the thing you brought me a dessert or a snack?


  EMILY: Both.


  MARSHA: Is it something that goes with milk?


  EMILY: Yes.


  MARSHA: Oh that’s great, just great.


  EMILY: I’m sorry, I didn’t have enough money to get milk because the thing was so expensive, but I love the question about the milk. What do you think the thing is?


  MARSHA: Chocolate-chip cookies.


  EMILY: I had to go to two stores to find it.


  MARSHA: Brownies, fudge brownies. And there’s no tea in the house either. How do you expect me to eat fudge brownies without milk or tea? It was a sweet thought though.


  EMILY: Drink water.


  MARSHA: Brownies with water. I’m not too keen on how many underpants I have.


  EMILY: How keen does one have to be about a thing like that?


  MARSHA: I just don’t think I have enough.


  EMILY: Enough for what?


  MARSHA: A summer of drips.


  EMILY: Those are my favorite underpants of all time. How much do they cost?


  MARSHA: A dollar.


  EMILY: Where?


  MARSHA: Macy’s, Bloomingdale’s, one of those.


  EMILY: Oh, I love them, I love the nudette color. How much money do you think I have altogether?


  MARSHA: A thousand dollars.


  EMILY: Let me see that bra. I think that’s my favorite bra of all time. Can I have it?


  MARSHA: No.


  EMILY: I want to discuss something with you. I was thinking about it this morning, about Michael. I thought here I am going back into analysis and if I really look at it, I am running after such an utter waste of time, something so destructive to me. I mean can he ever really be a love object at this moment in my life? I decided no, and all my thoughts got very positive, but then I also realized that if I were to take a single drink over it, my feelings would run away from me, I wouldn’t be able to rationally deal with the problem and know what was good for me, because the one drink would bring out all my psychotic self-destructiveness.


  MARSHA: Do you think every time I call Zeke it’s self-destructive?


  EMILY: Not necessarily. I don’t think calling him has to be self-destructive at all, do you?


  MARSHA: Works out that way.


  EMILY: Why? He calls you too.


  MARSHA: Yah, and I call him very little.


  EMILY: Michael hasn’t called me in a long time.


  MARSHA: Let me ask you—does one carry a gray bag at any time in the summer?


  EMILY: Definitely not. Heavy gray leather?


  MARSHA: I’m taking it. You never can tell.


  EMILY: Now would you explain that to me, please?


  MARSHA: What?


  EMILY: About phone calls, self-destructiveness. Michael’s separated from his wife—it’s obviously not a good time to get involved with him. On the other hand it might be a very good time to get involved with him.


  MARSHA: Well it’s not, obviously it’s not, it’s not working out that way.


  EMILY: Oh, I didn’t tell you what happened today. The bell rang and I got furious because I’m in the middle of a gorgeous rehearsal for a scene in class and in walks this guy I knew in Paris, who told me all about Philippe. He said don’t expect Philippe to bring anything over for you when he comes because he’s going to have a lot of books on him and he’s only allowed twenty kilos. That’s about fifty pounds, you know.


  MARSHA: On the plane?


  EMILY: Now I have been writing Philippe constantly, saying Philippe please if you know of anyone coming to New York, please give them my things. If he doesn’t know I want those properties after all my letters and everything else, if he doesn’t bring them when he comes, I’m not going to look at him, I’m not even going to see him.


  MARSHA: I don’t blame you.


  EMILY: Be curious seeing him again.


  MARSHA: How do you think you’ll react to him?


  EMILY: I’ll react, for one thing, I’m so fucking immune to him, I don’t give a shit about him.


  MARSHA: Wait until he comes in and starts to cry. Or do you really think you’re completely immune?


  EMILY: I won’t use the word immune. I’ll use one word and that is healthy. I may cry when I see him, I may cry because it’s a very sad thing. He did abuse me. We couldn’t love each other and that’s the end of it. It shows me that I really have terrific problems which I’ve got to solve. I literally threw out three years of my life on him. That’s a long time. You said I was nicer since I got back from Europe. Do you really think I’m nicer?


  MARSHA: Yeah, I think you’re healthier.


  EMILY: I am.


  MARSHA: Healthier is nicer.


  EMILY: Healthier is nicer.


  MARSHA: I wonder what Merrill Johnston’s doing for sex these days.


  EMILY: He’s probably fucking someone, that’s what he’s doing.


  MARSHA: The last time I went to him I said what are you doing for sex these days? No I didn’t. I said you’re waiting for me to ask you what you’re doing for sex. He said well why don’t you ask me if you want to? But I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.


  EMILY: You know it’s very far out. I had completely forgotten the fact that you do have a Negro analyst. Is he Negro though? Can I ask you a question, is he really a Negro?


  MARSHA: Oh you saw him, Emily, you saw him out there last summer. Did he look Negro to you, sitting in the car with a little blond baby?


  EMILY: You mean if you see him you don’t know he’s a Negro? You can’t tell? I didn’t realize that.


  MARSHA: You looked him in the face—what did you see?


  EMILY: Yeah, I looked at him, but I looked at him when I was surrounded by people who were all tan, like from three months of East Hampton.


  MARSHA: Well, he looks just as tan now. He looks racially disturbed.


  EMILY: I’m serious.


  MARSHA: I am too. He looks like some kind of mixture.


  EMILY: He looks like a mulatto, you mean. He looks like something beautiful, but he doesn’t necessarily look like a Negro?


  MARSHA: What’s beautiful about him?


  EMILY: He’s very attractive.


  MARSHA: He doesn’t look beautiful—I mean he doesn’t look Negro. He does, but you don’t think of him say if you want to invite a Negro to a party. It’s more conceptual than anything else.


  EMILY: Do you want some more ice water with your fudge brownie?


  MARSHA: Let me ask you something. Is ice lighter than water? How come it floats, how come it’s lighter?


  EMILY: I don’t think it is.


  MARSHA: Of course it is. Look at it.


  EMILY: It’s just more porous. Look, do you think soap is lighter than water?


  MARSHA: Soap?


  EMILY: Yeah, Ivory soap, it floats.


  MARSHA: Do you know why things float?


  EMILY: Why? You’re telling me they float because they’re lighter.


  MARSHA: No.


  EMILY: Then why does it prove they’re lighter?


  MARSHA: They are lighter.


  EMILY: But why is it proof?


  MARSHA: It isn’t.


  EMILY: Okay.


  MARSHA: Then why do things float?


  EMILY: It has to do with the amount of water they displace in terms of their weight, the ratio to the displacement of their weight, density to displacement. For instance, big Ivory soap, you put it in water and it floats. That doesn’t mean it’s lighter, it has to do with surface tension, the amount of water that’s displaced. Look, boats float, don’t they? Jesus, are we dumb!


  MARSHA: A boat isn’t lighter than water.


  EMILY: Don’t you know anything about surface tension? I’ll show you, it’s fascinating. It’s one of my favorite scientific things. Do you have a bobby pin?


  MARSHA: It’s holding my head together. Oh no! I cannot stand that phone! I’m hanging up immediately.


  EMILY: Absolutely, no matter who it is, absolutely get rid of them.


  MARSHA: Hello? . . . Hi, Vinnie darling, what’s up? . . . Don’t be ridiculous, I’m packing. . . . Who’s there? . . . No! We wouldn’t dream of leaving the house.


  EMILY: Is he at the Dom? Who’s there?


  MARSHA: Are we dreaming of leaving the house?


  EMILY: I want to know who’s there . . . Absolutely not, we’re not leaving, but I have to know who’s there.


  MARSHA: I’m trying to find out . . . Who’s there, darling? . . . Who? . . . Just tell me or you may be killed with your ankle broken . . . Nobody, right? . . . Who else? . . . No Zeke? No Michael? . . . No, sweetheart, I’m packing and Emmy’s helping; we wouldn’t dream of leaving the house.


  EMILY: What does he want to do? . . . I hate that fucking Philippe Rocheau.


  MARSHA: She says she hates Philippe Rocheau. Who are you with? Clem? . . . Just the two of you, sitting? That’ll get me down there all right. . . . Okay, darling, goodbye, we can’t talk now . . . All right, darling, bye.


  EMILY: What did he say?


  MARSHA: They’re at the Dom, him and Clem Nye. Great couple.


  EMILY: Great. Let me ask you something. Would you say Vinnie was very well liked generally? I mean there are some people who are not well liked and there are people who are very well liked.


  MARSHA: Well, when he meets new people, they’re usually crazy about him.


  EMILY: That’s not what I mean. I mean is he popular? I would think he’d be fantastically well liked, but at the same time he has a lot of the same faults I have and although I’m very well liked, I’m also very disliked.


  MARSHA: Yah, I think you’re about equal.


  EMILY: We’re both very egocentric, like to talk about ourselves, very dominating, aggressive, all that stuff. A lot of people hate it. I guess it’s much worse in me though, because I’m a girl and I’m supposed to keep my mouth shut.


  MARSHA: What was Diana Reinhardt saying about me the other night?


  EMILY: Oh, we were talking about being neurotic. She said she thinks I’m the sickest of the three of us, you, me and Vince. She was watching me at the party and she thought my behavior was very, very sick. She said it looked mad, wild, out of control. She thinks I have a lot of problems. But still I have so many friends who think highly of me that obviously I have some great, really strong things going for me, even though I appear this sick. She didn’t say it in a hostile way. In fact, I encouraged her to say it.


  MARSHA: It sounds like she was honest and I think that’s nice. What about me?


  EMILY: I forget exactly what she said. I think she thinks you’re the least sick. And I said . . .


  MARSHA: That she was wrong.


  EMILY: No, I agreed, but I said you weren’t so much sick as you were originally, in some traumatic ways, damaged.


  MARSHA: Set in my crazy mold.


  EMILY: In a freeze. Deep, deep as deep can possibly go.


  MARSHA: Originally I was probably the sickest. But I’m healing up. I think my prognosis is good.


  EMILY: Certain things about you are still very sick. You know what I think is the sickest thing about you? That never since I’ve known you have you had a really deep and meaningful love relationship.


  MARSHA: I think it is too.


  EMILY: But that’s about the only thing I can think of. And the fact that Vinnie, the person you love most in the world, is a homosexual. But your relationship to your job and those things, they’re not sick at all


  MARSHA: No, not the way they used to be. You know it’s very funny. I was so worried about public opinion when I decided to go back to my job, but every person I’ve spoken to has said I don’t see why you even wanted to quit—with your long vacations and everything.


  EMILY: You never have to worry about public opinion. You know why? Because public opinion isn’t worried about you.


  MARSHA: I know.


  EMILY: Someone said to me the other day—I forget who—they said don’t worry, Emily, if you go into one of your drunken reels at a party and you think you made a fool of yourself, don’t worry, because people are such egotists and so selfish, they don’t even know you’re alive. They don’t know anybody’s alive.


  MARSHA: I hate thinking that way.


  EMILY: Marsha, when was the last time you wore all those things?


  MARSHA: These? I never wear them.


  EMILY: Then why don’t you throw them out? You have no idea what a marvelous feeling it is to get rid of the things you never wear.


  MARSHA: All right, you tell me which ones I might wear. I’ll let you decide.


  EMILY: First of all, can I pick something for myself if I do all that work? Can I borrow a scarf? I need one desperately.


  MARSHA: Okay, make piles.


  EMILY: This you don’t wear, this you might wear, this you don’t wear.


  MARSHA: How about this? This I definitely will wear.


  EMILY: That is without question one of your more beautiful objects—throw it out!


  MARSHA: No, I love it, I’m very fond of it. You want to see the great bargain I got? A big enamel tray for East Hampton barbecues. Don’t look at the price.


  EMILY: No, I’m not looking at the seventy-nine cents. Is that dress what you’re wearing to the Museum tomorrow night?


  MARSHA: Yeah.


  EMILY: Beautiful.


  MARSHA: You don’t think it’s too dressy?


  EMILY: Not at all.


  MARSHA: It isn’t that dressy.


  EMILY: Will you go to the Dom in it though? Everyone’s going to the Dom afterwards, you know.


  MARSHA: Yeah?


  EMILY: I think you should look as elegant and beautiful as possible.


  MARSHA: I don’t want to be the only one. You know they couldn’t go to the Dom last night, Vinnie and Clem, so they had to go tonight.


  EMILY: Yeah. If anybody important arrives, they better call us. Michael Christy or anybody.


  MARSHA: They’re not calling and you’re not leaving.


  2. MARSHA AND VINCENT ON THE BEACH


  MARSHA: So in other words this is really your ancestral family territory.


  VINCENT: Yah, these are my sand grains—it’s too wet for roots out here. Seriously, it’s very important my coming to this part of the island this summer, particularly now, right after my father died and everything. As a matter of fact, my analyst said a very scary thing to me before I left. I had been having a lot of sexual dreams with my sisters near the cemetery where my mother is buried, and my analyst absolutely terrified me, she rephrased the dreams and said you have sexual anxiety about going back to where your mother is. It absolutely terrified me because even though my mother’s body may be under the ground somewhere, I don’t think of her as present in that place. I mean when all of a sudden someone says to you seventeen, eighteen years after she dies, you are going back to where your mother is, it makes it as if she were sitting out there in a rocking chair or something . . . Now how do we know when it’s ten minutes?


  MARSHA: When we get bored we’ll ask the radio.


  VINCENT: I’m not bored, I like the sun. Why did you ask Merrill Johnston the other day if I seemed homosexual? Is it such a moot question?


  MARSHA: No, but what I really wanted to say was isn’t Vince attractive, and that seemed too silly, so I said what was your impression of him, did he seem homosexual? . . . What does your doctor think of our relationship?


  VINCENT: She’s never said anything about it.


  MARSHA: Nothing? What do you say about it?


  VINCENT: She knows how close we are and everything.


  MARSHA: Has she ever asked if I was feminine?


  VINCENT: Why, just because you asked your doctor if I was masculine? What kind of question would that be? I mention a girl and my doctor says is she feminine? I say no, she’s got a moustache . . . I’m going to lie down and get some sun on my face. I have to leave in ten minutes. Does your doctor, say you tell him a dream at the beginning, and then you go to things which seem to have nothing to do with it, does he bring it all back to the dream?


  MARSHA: Yeah.


  VINCENT: That’s scary, because it seems like everything you say in there really does count. I mean there’s no getting away from it, it’s not just theory, it’s all true. Because after that I proceeded to talk about your doctor being out here and how you thought he was interested in me at that party or something— I couldn’t even remember what it was.


  MARSHA: I never said that.


  VINCENT: Yes you did. You said he was watching me, studying me, to see what I was like.


  MARSHA: I did not.


  VINCENT: You did so.


  MARSHA: I did not.


  VINCENT: You did not?


  MARSHA: No. Go ahead.


  VINCENT: If you did not, what’s the sense in going ahead?


  MARSHA: I’d still like to hear what you have to say.


  VINCENT: That’s all there was. She asked me his name and I said Merrill Johnston. She said she never heard of him. Then I put her down for that, I said many people in New York know Merrill Johnston.


  MARSHA: Is she supposed to know every good psychiatrist?


  VINCENT: No, is she? Anyway, she said I was using the fact that he was out here and at a party—


  MARSHA: Against her.


  VINCENT: Against her, because she lives a very stable Connecticut garden life. You know at one point I got very scared. I looked down at her desk and I saw the notes she had been taking on me. There were two doodles—does your doctor doodle?


  MARSHA: He doesn’t take notes.


  VINCENT: Two completely schizophrenic, psychotic profiles, very hard, etched way into the paper. One was a grotesque woman’s face. I got terrified, Marshie.


  MARSHA: I hate note-taking. Does she laugh?


  VINCENT: She laughed a lot until I told her to stop because she was always laughing when I told her sad stories. It’s true. Now she doesn’t laugh anymore, but I have a riot of a time.


  MARSHA: I’m always trying to make Merrill Johnston laugh, to entertain him. Do you laugh?


  VINCENT: Never.


  MARSHA: Do you smile?


  VINCENT: No, I go into funks. I only smile when she says something clever. She’s very eerie, you know, she always can tell what I’m thinking.


  MARSHA: So can I.


  VINCENT: As brilliant as she is, though, I think she gets very upset when I criticize her.


  MARSHA: No, that’s your projection. I used to think he did too, I used to feel sorry for him and think he’d be crushed. They know it’s part of the thing, darling. It’s defensive.


  VINCENT: Is it really?


  MARSHA: Yeah, I always used to tell him he didn’t know his business. Remember the time I went to Harlem? Did you ever hear that story?


  VINCENT: You did really? Oh that’s so Lost Boundaries.


  MARSHA: I had been feeling that I couldn’t establish any contact with him. I left his office and I went to the subway. Now I certainly know which subway takes me home! Suddenly I found myself on the A train past 59th Street and the next thing I knew I was at 125th Street. It was a cold snowy night, I was surrounded by Negroes, and I just wandered the streets, looking for my Negro doctor, who’s probably never been in Harlem in his life.


  VINCENT: Boy, the sun’s fantastic.


  MARSHA: Gorgeous.


  VINCENT: I hate the beach though.


  MARSHA: I don’t.


  VINCENT: So what did you talk to him about for two hours?


  MARSHA: I found the time went very quickly. There was no pressure, I didn’t look at the clock every minute. Do you look at the clock always?


  VINCENT: Never. I don’t want to know if she’s keeping me overtime because then I’d have to go.


  MARSHA: He’s never kept me a second overtime, so that’s no problem.


  VINCENT: Maybe you need that kind of discipline, maybe you need somebody who doesn’t give in to you all the time. Your parents would give you three hours if they were your psychiatrist. I’m going to teach you how to swim this summer, Marshie. Please, please let me touch you.


  MARSHA: No!


  VINCENT: They’re so beautiful in the bikini. How come you never say anything about me?


  MARSHA: I don’t see as much as you do.


  VINCENT: Look. It’s not bad, is it, with a bathing suit on, not hard?


  MARSHA: Can I touch it?


  VINCENT: No, it might get hard. Marshie, get your hand away— you’ve never done that before. Are you going to tell your doctor what you just did?


  MARSHA: Sure, after all, life is risk.


  VINCENT: Life is a bris. Do you know that my life really began for me when it became Jewish? The first part of it was awful when it was only with Christians. It was horrible, I used to hate to come home for lunch, I was afraid of being beaten up by all the rotten Catholics on the street.


  MARSHA: But you were a Catholic.


  VINCENT: Yeah, but I went to public school and I was Italian. They hated me.


  MARSHA: I never knew that.


  VINCENT: I was Italian, you knew that.


  MARSHA: You mean they were Irish.


  VINCENT: They were all freckles with blue eyes and I was dark-haired and olive. They hated me.


  MARSHA: Were you the only one?


  VINCENT: The only one on the block. But my life became terrific when I went to high school and all my friends were Jewish. Now it’s sort of balanced out, half and half. Except my psychoanalyst is Jewish, and I’m sure that’s all that counts.


  MARSHA: They’re all Jewish.


  VINCENT: There are very few Italians, that’s for sure.


  MARSHA: Sick Joan’s doctor is named Martucci.


  VINCENT: Really?


  MARSHA: But it’s spelled in some Jewish way.


  VINCENT: Yeah, it ends with a berg.


  MARSHA: No, stein. Martuccistein. Next weekend you aren’t having any Jews out, Vinnie. Three Gentiles.


  VINCENT: Yes, but the thing is that finally you arrive at a third period, which I’m in now, you go from black to white and then you get gray, and all your friends who are Christian—


  MARSHA: Are very Jewish.


  VINCENT: Right, are very Jewish. All Italians are Jewish, real Italians from Italy.


  MARSHA: Tim Cullen is not in the least Jewish.


  VINCENT: No, but he’s so beautifully the opposite of it that he becomes algebraically the same thing. Did I ever tell you that when I was in college, I not only wore a Jewish star to seem Jewish, but I would lose it on purpose every month so I could put on the bulletin board “Vince Miano Lost One Jewish Star.”


  MARSHA: Vinnie, you have terrific fillings.


  VINCENT: You mean a lot of them?


  MARSHA: No, they’re a beautiful copper color.


  VINCENT: Look at this. You know how short Alan Ladd is?


  MARSHA: Was. Why, is there a picture that finally shows it?


  VINCENT: Look at this magazine. You can tell here how short he was. And there’s a girl who’s half his size. How small can she be?


  MARSHA: But look how she’s leaning on a chair with her legs collapsed.


  VINCENT: You know he was my favorite? When I was a child, he was my absolute favorite.


  MARSHA: Mine too. Do you have any idea why?


  VINCENT: He had a perfect marriage, you know.


  MARSHA: Do you have any idea why he was your favorite? I can’t understand how we thought he was attractive. I wouldn’t look at him twice now.


  VINCENT: That’s because you’ve grown up, my hon. You know I’m getting worried about you, Marsh.


  MARSHA: Why? You mean lethargic?


  VINCENT: Yeah, I think you’re getting very lethargic. Maybe it’s a reaction to not going in to see your doctor anymore. You’re trying to make yourself sick, with your legs aching and everything.


  MARSHA: My legs aren’t aching anymore.


  VINCENT: I think you have a very low sex threshold.


  MARSHA: What do you mean?


  VINCENT: I mean you’re really not very interested in sex, you don’t have much sexual desire.
OEBPS/Images/nyrb.lozenge.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg
==
O
(=)
X
=
Ll
X
o
Ll
—
0






