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How I Came to Write This Book

w h e n  i  m e t  g r a c e  h a r t i g a n —she came out to California in 1988 for the 
opening of The Figurative Fifties, a museum exhibition that included paint-
ings of hers from the 1950s—she was an earthy and voluble sixty-six-year-old 
woman, enjoying a second hurrah of renown. I was a young cultural reporter 
and art critic at the Los Angeles Times, pleased that her chattiness was making 
my job so easy.

Sitting on her sunny hotel balcony, Grace talked about how, when she was 
thirty-one and her painting The Persian Jacket was purchased by the Museum 
of Modern Art, she no longer had to live on “oatmeal and bacon ends.” About 
how odd it was to see a photograph of herself in Newsweek in 1959, across the 
page from a shot of Judy Garland. And about how, although she considered 
herself an Abstract Expressionist, she felt “absolutely free” to use recognizable 
images in her work. “You don’t live a category,” she said. “You were just hang-
ing out with a lot of interesting people.”

Fast-forward to October 2010. Visiting the Museum of Modern Art on a 
trip to New York, I rounded a corner at the Abstract Expressionist New York 
exhibition and came face to face with a nearly eight-foot-tall painting. I was 
stunned at the power and beauty of its slashing blocks of vivid color—a work 
that held its own among canvases by the likes of Jackson Pollock and Willem 
de Kooning. Peering at the label, I saw that this was Shinnecock Canal 
(plate 11), painted by Grace in 1957.

Who was this woman who had shouldered her way to the top of the male 
club that was the New York art world of her era? How did she get there, and 
why did she fall so abruptly off the art map? Always fascinated by biography, 
I was avidly reading obituaries in search of someone whose life combined 
great achievement with a complex, intriguing personality. Now I had finally 
found her.



I called Paul Schimmel, chief curator of the Museum of Contemporary 
Art (MOCA) in Los Angeles. He had co-organized The Figurative Fifties at 
what was then the Newport Harbor Art Museum. What did he think about 
my writing a biography of Hartigan? Very good idea, he said, giving me a list 
of key art-world people to contact.

I discovered that Grace had entered adulthood with no goals except to 
escape her family. But once she became a painter, her self-regard and ferocious 
drive colored her relationships with the men she loved and the women she 
held at arm’s length, and caused a fatal breach with her only child.

Although Grace lived to be eighty-six, I decided to devote nearly half of 
this biography to the 1950s, the decade of her finest paintings, when she man-
aged—against great odds—to carve out a major career in New York. In deal-
ing with this period, I broadened my focus to look at the personalities and 
achievements of those “interesting people” Grace hung out with and at the 
ways her life both resembled and differed from that of other women painters 
in her circle.

I came to understand that Grace’s professional life was a roller-coaster of 
struggle, triumph, neglect, and rediscovery, while her personal life was 
blighted by alcoholism, romantic missteps, and personal tragedy. Yet she 
never stopped believing in her talent and her vision. Alone, in the studio, she 
spent her finest hours.

A Note About the painting reproductions in this book: Some of the works I discuss 
at length are not included among the color plates. There are several reasons for 
this, including the unavailability of certain images, overly restrictive reproduc-
tion stipulations, and the need to limit book production costs.

x How I Came to Write This Book



Restless Ambition





PROLOGUE

The Weekend That Changed  
Her Life

o n  a  s p r i n g  d a y  in 1960, Grace Hartigan was headed uptown to the ritzy 
Sherry Netherland hotel, to meet one of her collectors—a scientist from Bal-
timore. The world was finally paying attention to her paintings, but the con-
stant interruptions that came with her new fame were encroaching on her 
precious studio time. Meanwhile, her private life was in its usual state of tur-
moil. Only a few months had passed since her honeymoon in St. Croix, but 
she already felt restless. She had gravitated to Bob because he seemed sensible 
and down-to-earth after the instability of so many of her other relationships. 
Well, she should have listened to all her friends who wondered what she saw 
in him. At this point, the only thing that really mattered was her painting. She 
would just try to shut out everything else.

a f t e r  y e a r s  o f  s t r u g g l e ,  Grace had triumphed. Life magazine had run 
a full-page photo of her in her studio, calling her the “most celebrated of the 
young American women painters.”1 Major museums were buying her work, as 
well as high-profile people like Nelson Rockefeller and the playwright William 
Inge. She was the only woman and youngest artist included in a ground-
breaking Museum of Modern Art exhibition of Abstract Expressionist paint-
ing that toured eight European cities in 1958–59. Celebrity photographer Cecil 
Beaton’s glamour shot of Grace ran with an article in Newsweek that said she 
frequently received “the most fervent praise” of all the artists in the show.2

Despite the accolades, Grace felt unsettled. In addition to the demands on 
her time by “thousands of devouring strangers,”3 she was frustrated with her 
painting, feeling as though she had “lost contact” with something vital in her-
self.4 She was also losing the sense of community that had buoyed her during 
the early fifties in her drafty loft on the Lower East Side of Manhattan.

The shared poverty, poor sales, and sky-high aspirations of the artists 
whose days were filled with solitary attempts to capture a hard-won personal 
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vision were giving way to a more contentious atmosphere. When Jackson Pol-
lock—along with Willem de Kooning, the most celebrated of them all—died 
in a car crash in 1956, it was a watershed moment. Collectors were finally will-
ing to pay serious prices for the work of top New York School artists, as the 
Abstract Expressionists5 were also known. Some of those who were left out of 
the loop responded with jealousy masked as contempt. Others had left the 
city.

Then there was Grace’s private life. After two early marriages, years of 
 tumultuous, on-and-off relationships with fellow struggling artists, several 
one-night stands, and an awkward involvement with a wealthy and cultured 
businessman she respected but was not attracted to, Grace had married the 
stodgy owner of a bookstore with a small art gallery. It was not a happy union. 
A tall, curvaceous woman with a mobile, intelligent face and a brash social 
veneer that masked her introspective side, she was attractive to many men. 
The problem was that they always seemed to be the wrong ones.

Months earlier, Beatrice (Beati) Perry, director of an art gallery in Wash-
ington, D.C., had told Grace that a client wanted to meet her. An enthusiastic 
collector of modern art, Winston Price had purchased her painting August 
Harvest, an abstract work in yellow and orange energized with nimble brown 
brushwork, inspired by potato fields in rural Long Island.

Price was a rising star himself, an associate professor of epidemiology at 
the Johns Hopkins University School of Hygiene and Public Health who had 
received the prestigious Theobald Smith Award in Medical Sciences. In 1957, 
he had experienced his own media moment—including effusive write-ups in 
Time and Life magazines—for his work on a vaccine against the common 
cold, Newspapers around the country had besieged him for interviews and 
published breathless, often wildly inaccurate stories about how his work with 
serum mucoids (colonies of bacteria in the blood) would result in a cure for 
cancer and other major diseases.

At first, when Beati offered to let Grace know of Price’s interest in her, he 
responded strangely. “I’m not ready yet,” he told her. Months later, he called 
the gallery again. “OK,” he said, “I’m ready for Grace.”6

a l i g h t i n g  f r o m  t h e  b u s ,  Grace hurried down the last half-block to the 
hotel, past gleaming shop windows displaying elegant jewelry and other 
lovely things she would likely never be able to afford. She moved briskly 
through the marble lobby lit by a grand chandelier, past the roundels carved 
with Roman goddesses in diaphanous gowns, and waited for the elevator to 
descend.
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At thirty-six, Price was a solidly built man of medium height with pene-
trating dark eyes set in an impassive, fleshy face. He was said to be extremely 
private, guarded about all aspects of his life beyond his laboratory work. Up 
until now, Grace had thought of scientists as “little men with big heads.”7 But 
then she met Price. “He opened the door, and there was this handsome, tall, 
gray-haired man.”8 Soon after Grace walked into his lavish suite, filled with 
the brilliantly colored flowers he had specially ordered, she was smitten.

Never having known a scientist, she was fascinated by the high-level re-
search he was pursuing and was thrilled to be able to talk about her painting 
with someone deeply interested in adventurous modern art. For the next 
three days, they holed up in their luxurious home away from home, enjoying 
an intimate world of bliss. It was clear that he was as passionate about her as 
she was about him.

By the time Price returned to Baltimore, the die was cast. Grace soon con-
fronted her husband, shocking him with the news that she had never loved 
him, and initiating the annulment of their marriage. Life with her new man 
would mean leaving New York and the tense and crazy and furiously driven 
art world that had helped her develop her extraordinary mastery of color. But 
she was ready to make the leap.

“I had to marry someone from a totally different walk of life, someone 
who would be good to me, make it possible to paint,” Grace once said.9 What 
she hadn’t counted on was her sense of loss. For more than a decade, she had 
lived in a tiny world in which everyone she knew was intensely focused on the 
kind of art that mattered—from the famous paintings in museums to can-
vases still drying on studio walls—and constantly engaged in alcohol-fueled 
arguments about what art was and should be. In Baltimore, she would be iso-
lated from that world, living with a man who would change her life in ways 
she couldn’t possibly imagine.





PART ONE

Escape Artist (1922–1944)





1

Dreaming

f r o m  h e r  u n s e e n  p e r c h  in a flowering apple tree, Grace Hartigan spied 
on the gypsy families whose caravans were parked in an empty field next to 
her home—an exotic sight in the 1930s in placid Millburn, New Jersey. Grace 
wanted to be a detective when she grew up, but her stakeout was driven by sheer 
visual delight.1 She was captivated by the women’s lustrous, brightly colored 
skirts and large golden earrings, by the knives the men sharpened, glinting om-
inously in the sunlight, and by the flicker of bonfires that cooked mysterious 
food in big black pots.2 She yearned to make friends with these fascinating 
people, but her mother, muttering darkly about gypsies stealing children, had 
forbidden any contact.

d e c a d e s  l a t e r ,  g r a c e  would trot out versions of this story as the de-
fining feature of her youth. The gypsies stood for a tantalizing otherness and 
for everything her middle-class family found alien and threatening. When 
she discovered the gypsies, Grace was living with her parents, two younger 
sisters, and baby brother in a two-story house with a neat stretch of lawn at 
527 Wyoming Avenue. The broad, curving street was part of South Mountain 
Estates, a spacious new subdivision just five blocks from Taylor Park. Grape-
vines stretched along one side of the house and a patch of violets grew in back 
of the garage.

Millburn was a step up from the two-family house in Bayonne, New Jersey, 
squeezed next to its neighbors a half-block from Newark Bay, where Grace—
born in Newark on March 28, 1922—had spent the first seven years of her life. 
Multi-family homes like Grace’s accommodated an immigrant population accus-
tomed to living with their extended families. Before his marriage, Grace’s 
father, Matthew, had lived in Bayonne with his Irish-born parents. Working 
as an assistant foreman at Babcock & Wilcox, a large boiler manufacturing 
company, he claimed an exemption from the World War I draft at age twenty-
five because he was their sole means of support.3

Many of Bayonne’s residents were immigrants toiling in the silk, cotton, and 
wool mills, at Standard Oil of New Jersey, and in more than seventy factories 
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that produced chemicals and industrial components.4 City life was colorful and 
cacophonous in the 1920s. Women carried their shopping in baskets and jugs, as 
they did in the Old Country, and vendors broadcast their wares through mega-
phones: “Watermelons! Roasted peanuts! Heeeere peaches-tomatoes-potatoes 
heeere!” (Decades later, Grace would be enchanted by a similar environment in 
the pushcart throngs of Manhattan’s Lower East Side.) Newark Bay offered 
scavengers’ treasures and fiddler crabs hiding under rocks at low tide. In winter, 
there was ice skating on Hudson County Park pond.

With few cars on the roads, children were allowed to roller-skate in long 
lines, holding each other at the waist. Girls played hopscotch on the side-
walks; boys flipped baseball cards and played stoop ball and stickball. Corner 
candy stores did a brisk business in sweets and comic books. Every Saturday, 
people crowded into the local theatres; for thirty-five cents you could watch 
two feature films, newsreels, cartoons, and ten vaudeville acts.5

Grace’s unmarried Aunt Kate Hartigan lived with the family at 24 Ed-
wards Court. After graduating from Columbia University, she had traded her 
dream of becoming a writer for a career as a schoolteacher. Grace fondly re-
membered how Aunt Kate used to take her to the movies on Saturday after-
noons. Although the first “talkie” was released when Grace was five, theatres 
were still showing silent films, which were wholly dependent on the mesmer-
izing quality of black-and-white moving images. This was a thrilling early ex-
perience—huge faces on a glowing screen!—that Grace later credited as an 
influence on her preference for large canvases.6 The close-up was Hollywood’s 
gift to Abstract Expressionism, she believed, endowing American painters 
with a new, super-sized American scale.

Grace was also close to Nana, her Hartigan grandmother Mary Agnes. 
(Her maternal grandmother died long before Grace was born.) Sitting on 
Nana’s comfortable lap, Grace was charmed by the ballads and stories Mary 
Agnes had learned as a child.* One of these was “The Raggle-Taggle Gypsies,” 
an eighteenth-century song about a well-born married woman who runs off 

* Hartigan’s great-grandfather John Hartigan (originally O’Hartigan) emigrated from County 
Cork to Charleston, South Carolina, in the mid-nineteenth century, fleeing the Great Famine. 
According to family legend, he and his wife Ellen and their children—including Grace’s grand-
father Patrick, born in 1849—moved north to Bayonne, New Jersey, after hearing the first shot 
fired on Fort Sumter in 1861, launching the American Civil War. In the 1900 and 1910 U.S. 
Census, Patrick Hartigan gave his occupation as “machinist.” He and his wife, Mary Agnes 
(a dressmaker who worked at home, born in 1868 in New Jersey to immigrants from Ireland 
and England), had four children, including Hartigan’s father, Matthew, born in New York 
in 1891.
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to join a band of gypsies.7 In one version, when the lord of the manor chases 
her down, she replies, “What care I for a goose-feather bed / With the sheet 
turned down so bravely-O? / For tonight I’ll sleep in a cold open field, / Along 
with the wraggle-taggle gypsies, O!” Grace could never have guessed that she 
would one day be happily living in the urban equivalent of the “cold open 
field”—an industrial building with no heat or electricity—with a rule-break-
ing man of her own. When Mary Agnes died, in 1951,8 Grace was devastated. 
Her grandmother’s loving embrace and their shared fantasy life were a refuge 
from her mother’s chilliness and narrow-minded opinions.

Grace later claimed that she learned how to read on her own at age five, 
when she was bedridden for a year with a severe case of pneumonia that may 
have led the family to move inland to Millburn two years later. When she was 
ten, her father introduced her to the novels of Charles Dickens and the short 
stories of Edgar Allan Poe. The books were probably his own treasured copies. 
Unlike Bayonne, Millburn had no public library until 1938, when Grace was 
sixteen; a public official had declared that such an institution would be a 
hotbed of “anarchists and Communism.”9

With a population of less than twelve thousand (less than one-sixth the 
size of Bayonne), Millburn had a cozy, small-town feel when Grace was grow-
ing up.10 When she was ten, the Millburn Bicentennial Committee staged a 
July 4th pageant in which the resident playing George Washington rode on 
a white horse in Taylor Park11 and danced a minuet with local men and women 
dressed in eighteenth-century costumes.12 Some residents still kept cows, and 
the dense woods of 2,000-acre South Mountain Reservation, on the town’s 
northern border, seemed almost primeval. Most people got around by walk-
ing, bicycling, or taking the streetcar, which linked Millburn with the big-city 
attractions of Newark. To drum up business during the Depression, Mill-
burn’s Ford dealer was not above accepting a saddle horse as a deposit on a 
new automobile.13

Everyday life proceeded according to accustomed patterns, remote from 
the threatening headlines of the national press. The prominent clock on the 
facade of Kaiser’s Drugs on Main Street could have served as a symbol of the 
town’s steady heartbeat. Before classes began, schoolchildren prayed, listened 
to a Bible reading, saluted the flag, and sang patriotic tunes and folk songs.14 
On weekends, the flashing lights of the Millburn Theatre marquee beckoned. 
Fifty cents would buy a Saturday-matinee double feature, cartoons, and a 
serial, fortified by candy from Cole’s diner. One year, local news items in-
cluded a traffic backup caused by people admiring the fall foliage, and the 
death of Smoke, the firehouse’s mascot, a legendary mutt known for somehow 
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being able to distinguish emergency telephone “bells” from routine calls.15 
(The volume of calls would have been relatively light because only about a 
third of Millburn residents were phone-service subscribers.16)

Although midtown Manhattan was less than an hour from Millburn by 
train—round-trip fare was sixty-five cents in the early 1930s—Grace later 
said that her family never went there to sample the city’s cultural riches. For 
her mother, Manhattan was simply a destination for Christmas shopping, 
an excursion to Macy’s, with Arthur in tow.17 A proud and finicky member 
of the Daughters of the American Republic (DAR), Grace Gertrude Orvis 
Hartigan favored her son, who cemented their attachment when he applied 
for Sons of the American Revolution (SAR) membership at age twenty.18

Mrs. Hartigan seems to have inherited a privileged view of life from her 
own mother, Caroline Fulker Orvis. Born in England to a wealthy family—
her father owned a coal-mining company—Caroline Orvis was accustomed 
to a household run by servants. She viewed domestic labor as beneath her 
despite the wavering fortunes of her husband, which at one point necessitated 
a move from a mansion in Newark to an apartment in New York City. Caro-
line may have met Wisconsin-born Orel Dighton Orvis—a Civil War veteran 
descended from a family that traced its roots to the seventeenth century—
when he spent several years in England in the 1880s.19 A sense of entitlement 
permeated both sides of the Orvis family. Orel had already worked his way 
through three wives before he married Caroline; the others, according to 
family legend, were not considered worthy of bearing his heirs.20

Grace never got along with her mother, who narcissistically bestowed 
both her first and middle names on her eldest daughter. (She once even wrote 
a check to “Grace Hartigan Jr.”21) Toward the end of her life, apropos her 
painting Mothers (2004),22 Grace remarked that its surface has “an edgy, 
scratchy feeling, like my own mother.” Even the word mother made her think 
of smother, she said. “My mother was a killer . . . . Some women are good moth-
ers. I just didn’t happen to get one.”23

The standoff between mother and daughter was exacerbated by the Great 
Depression, which made serious inroads into the family’s finances. Grace’s 
father—now an auditor at the Guarantee Trust Company of New York24—
kept his job, but his pay was cut several times. After leaving his office in lower 
Manhattan, he would have taken the Erie-Lackawanna ferry to Hoboken Ter-
minal and the train to Millburn. Grace, who loved him intensely, would run 
to meet him in the evenings as he walked the few blocks from the train sta-
tion to their home. At dinner, which Grace’s mother would render virtually 
inedible at the best of times—even good cuts of steak were plopped into a 
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water-filled frying pan until they turned gray25—a small piece of meat would 
be reserved for the man of the house. He would cut it into tiny pieces and 
lovingly fork it into the mouths of each of his children, like a mother bird 
feeding her young.26

During the last week of the month, when Grace’s father’s paycheck had 
been spent—she would later blame the shortfall on her mother’s poor house-
hold management—the family often lived on cornflakes or boiled potatoes.27 
Breakfast would be milky coffee and peanut butter on crackers.28 When bill 
collectors knocked on the door, everyone hid and kept quiet to preserve the 
illusion that no one was home.29 In those pinched years, escapism for most 
people came mostly through movies, books, and dreams. Yet Grace may have 
exaggerated the direness of her family’s poverty. She once invoked a pathetic 
scene of her family pressing their noses against the glass windows of restau-
rants, watching other people eat dinner,30 yet Millburn had no dining estab-
lishments at that time.31 Every summer, the Hartigans managed to spend a 
week or more at the Jersey shore, renting a cottage near the beach or the bay, 
a good crabbing spot. Grace’s brother Arthur recalled that she and their father 
were the only family members who would eat the boiled crabs.32 A beach pho-
tograph from the early thirties shows tall, skinny Grace with her mother, 
younger sisters, and baby brother, all squinting into the sun.

Hartigan family on the beach, Manasquan, New Jersey, ca. 1933. From left: Grace, Grace 
Gertrude with Arthur, Barbara, and Virginia. (Photo: Matthew Hartigan. Courtesy of 
Arthur Hartigan)
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Mrs. Hartigan, who was nominally Methodist Episcopal33—she mostly 
liked the social aspect of belonging to a church34—looked down on her hus-
band’s Irish Catholic background. But neither parent was religious. Matthew 
Hartigan never attended church; in his view, belief in God was sufficient. The 
story went that his father—who had lived in Charleston, South Carolina, 
after emigrating—showed up at the Catholic church in Bayonne on a hot 
summer day in his shirtsleeves, routine practice in the South. Told that a tie 
and jacket were necessary, he turned around and went home, never to return. 
But for Grace, the otherworldly aura of the Catholic church offered another 
form of escapism. With a friend, she sometimes sneaked into Sunday Mass to 
marvel at the stained glass windows, the priest’s elaborate garments, the flick-
ering candles, and the solemn mystery of incense-scented ritual, so different 
from everyday life.

Quarrels between Grace’s parents were the backdrop to her childhood, 
producing “an atmosphere of constant tension.”35 The stress entailed by 
Matthew Hartigan's long hours and financial worries was compounded by life 
with a difficult woman. A tall, sturdy man with a gentle demeanor, he had di-
verse interests, including sports (golf, baseball, and fishing), rose cultivation, 
and self-improvement—night-school courses in “whatever caught his fancy.”36 
Grace’s mother was primarily concerned with her social position, clinging for 
self-validation to her family tree, which she believed to include a French 
baron on her mother’s side and distinguished English forebears.

Mrs. Hartigan’s loudly voiced opinions and constant nagging grated on her 
daughter’s nerves. She came to believe that her love of books and music and 
theatrical make-believe—all disparaged by her mother—were “something to 
fight for.” Because they were forbidden, they were “maybe kind of magical,” she 
said later, making her feel “as though I had a private life.”37 When Grace lis-
tened to the newly launched Metropolitan Opera broadcasts on Saturday 
mornings, her mother would brusquely snap off the radio.38 She doubtless 
didn’t see the irony: the ancestor through whom Mrs. Hartigan claimed DAR 
status was one Ambrose Orvis (1758–1844), a soldier in the American Revolu-
tion whose singing entertained the freezing troops in George Washington’s 
winter camp and who played the snare drum at both of his inaugurations.39

Growing up, Grace mostly kept to herself. Her brother Arthur, the baby of 
the family, doesn’t recall her coming along when they visited relatives. “She 
did as little as possible with the family,” he said.40 Grace rarely invited anyone 
to the house, and never to family meals. As a teenager, she sometimes pre-
pared lunch for a friend, setting out sandwiches on a card table—a precursor 
of her improvised dinners in a bare-bones loft in New York. Her sister  Barbara, 
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who was six years younger, told Grace later on that she spent her childhood trying 
to keep her independent older sister from “escaping.”41 Her sister Virginia, 
who was three years younger than Grace, had her own problems with their 
mother. Mrs. Hartigan looked askance at the girl’s dark hair, which struck her 
as lacking the requisite blue-eyed, blonde WASP appearance of her other 
children.42

Grace’s mother was always telling her, “You’re so dissatisfied—so restless,” a 
state of mind Grace would later ruefully call “my greatest curse and greatest 
potential asset, all in one.”43 But Mrs. Hartigan appeared to be equally dissatis-
fied, having married a man whose father had been a lowly blacksmith in Ire-
land and who—despite his diligent work habits—could not keep the family 
from the edge of poverty during the Depression years. (Never mind that he 
had supported his parents and enabled his three siblings to attend college.) 
Her own restlessness—her daughter Barbara jokingly called her a nomad—
took the form of a series of household moves. After Grace left home, the family 
moved to a huge Victorian with a servant’s entrance in Redbank, New Jersey, 
then to Plainfield, back to Millburn, and farther afield, to Lake Charles, Loui-
siana—a move dictated by Matthew’s transfer to the office of an oil developer, 
where he headed the accounting department. Later, they returned to Millburn 
and eventually moved to another large Victorian in Westfield.

Always self-dramatizing—a trait Grace unwittingly adopted—Mrs. Har-
tigan would issue an unconscionable threat to her young daughters when they 
misbehaved: “When you come home from school, I’ll be dead!”44 When 
Grace was thirteen years old, her mother told her that her father’s ritual good-
night kiss, delivered when Grace was tucked in bed, was somehow tainted 
and had to be discontinued. Grace was devastated. Toward the end of her life, 
she said that “I love you” were the three words her mother never uttered.45

As a small child, Grace owned a plump-cheeked Patsy Ann doll; made of 
painted wood pulp mixed with glue, it was designed to look like a little girl. 
Yet she envied her friends’ more costly satin “bed dolls”—long-limbed crea-
tures with bright red cupid’s bow lips and made-up eyes that were the last 
word in flapper chic, designed to recline on a woman’s pillow.46 Decades later, 
dolls would repeatedly figure in her paintings. While Grace would talk about 
modern dolls as symbols of the hopes and dreams of American girlhood, and 
of the marketing clout of American manufacturers, the doll she owned as a 
child was her “Rosebud.”† It was the constant companion of her childhood 

† In Orson Welles’s film Citizen Kane, the enigmatic last word of protagonist Charles Foster 
Kane turns out to refer to the brand of sled he had as a child.
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fantasy life in a zone removed from her mother’s toxic combination of smoth-
ering attention and lack of empathy.

Escaping to the world of her imagination, Grace turned an old car the 
family owned into a miniature theater, partitioned boxes to make “rooms” for 
caterpillars, and tried to coax abandoned plants into a “magical garden.”47 
Her private world intersected with her real life when she was chosen as Queen 
of the May at a local celebration, an honor that allowed her to wear a gold-
painted cardboard crown and dance with the other children around a may-
pole.48 Decades later, she said that she had managed to retain “the child in me 
and the [sense of ] play and those joys” throughout her life.49

Like many little girls, she also liked to draw pictures of princesses in her 
diary. Her fascination with the larger-than-life aspect of royalty would surface 
many years later in her painting series Great Queens and Empresses. But when 
her eighth-grade art teacher instructed the class to copy a calendar picture of 
a smiling girl wearing a tasseled skating cap, Grace struggled.50 At the time, 
noting that other students were able to make accurate copies of the picture, 
she felt awkward and inept.51 Frustrated because she couldn’t get the teeth in 
the woman’s “toothpasty” smile to look right, Grace avoided anything to do 
with art or art-making for nearly a decade. (In what may be a private joke, she 
included a “toothpasty” smile—from an ad for the Ipana brand—at the top of 
her 1957 painting Billboard. Her mentor Willem de Kooning had led the way, 
affixing a woman’s smile cut from a cigarette ad in a magazine onto his 1950 
painting Woman.) At the height of her fame, she dismissed the junior-high 
exercise as having nothing to do with real art-making: “Whatever that combi-
nation of the hand and the emotions is which makes an artist from birth 
wouldn’t let me copy things like the rest of the class.”52

Apart from art class, Grace seems to have had no trouble fitting in and 
succeeding in school. She was lucky to live in a town where the public school 
classes were small, French was taught from second grade through high school, 
and the English and drama instruction was “extraordinary.”53 Once Grace 
 entered Millburn High School, she became a star, not only in the literal sense 
(she took the lead in school plays and was voted Best Actress of the Class of 
194054) but also in terms of her academic performance and involvement in 
numerous extracurricular activities. A fixture on the school’s honor roll, she 
was a student council representative and assistant editor of the yearbook. She 
was also an active member of the Forum Club, which debated such timely 
issues as “What Should the United States Do in the Present Situation?” (In 
December 1939, the “situation” was likely the potential amendment of the 
U.S. Neutrality Act to allow the sale of arms to the Allied forces.) Although 
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Grace didn’t become actively involved in politics as an adult, she was always 
firmly on the side of liberal causes.

Earlier that year, in a speech to the local Rotary Club, Grace cannily 
couched a defense of extracurricular activities—apparently under review for 
budgetary reasons—in terms of her generation’s “terrifying problem” of ad-
justing to a strife-torn world. In her speech, printed in full in The Millburn & 
Short Hills Item, the weekly newspaper,55 she asserted that activities like the 
drama club provided important life lessons. These included “a submergence 
of the selfishly personal to the group expression, and a development of under-
standing both through working with other people in a common striving for 
good performances and through an honest, sincere attempt to interpret and 
understand characters that are different from us.” As a starry-eyed young 
woman, Grace could not foresee that she would never learn the first of these 
life lessons.

Frieda E. Reed, an English teacher who also directed the drama club’s per-
formances, had taken the teenager under her wing. Warming to the novelty of 
having an adult listen to her dreams and encourage her interests, Grace 
thought she might pursue an acting career. A spinster (as unmarried women 
were unflatteringly known in those days) who dedicated her entire working 
life to high school teaching, Reed was no more a role model for Grace than 
her schoolteacher aunt. Yet Grace would later tell Current Biography that 
Reed was “one of the strongest influences of her adolescent years.”56 Reed’s 
ongoing interest in her development filled the void of her mother’s indiffer-
ence and may well have influenced Grace’s deep involvement in the lives of 
her graduate art students decades later. “She spent a lot of time with me out-
side of school,” Grace later recalled. “I think she thought I had . . . an unusual 
sensitivity and a kind of brain that interested her.”57 Talking about books with 
Reed allowed Grace “to think of myself as a feeling, thinking, developing 
person.”

But her brain was not an asset when it came to dating, or even making 
friends. Despite her lovely face and slim figure, boys were not attracted to 
her—or so she claimed decades later. Tall and shy, she was perceived as a girl 
who “thought too much” and “read too much.”58 Grace’s earnestness con-
trasted with the rah-rah spirit of many of her classmates, whose excitement 
reached a fever point when the high school’s football team aced the state 
championship in 1940. It’s hard to imagine Grace being attracted to male 
classmates whose idea of fun was daring one another to dangle off one of the 
town’s bridges.59 She had only one close friend in high school, a girl who 
shared her interest in literature. They both felt persecuted, she said—Grace, 
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because of her “differentness” and Dorothy, because she was Jewish.60 In later 
years, Grace would have a special affinity with her Jewish friends and lovers. 
Meanwhile, her parents pressured her to try to be more like other young people, 
adding to the stress of her home life. Even her interests in literature and the-
ater were judged to be “weird.”61

In her junior year, Grace played Mrs. McIntyre (“an understanding 
mother”—not exactly a role for which Grace could draw on personal experi-
ence) in Growing Pains, by Aurlania Rouveral, billed as “a comedy of adoles-
cence.”62 In the senior class play, Pride and Prejudice, Grace took the role of 
Mrs. Bennett, whose foolishness, narrow-minded views, and blatant social 
climbing must have seemed more familiar. The novel’s protagonist, Elizabeth 
Bennett, would have been the leading female role, but perhaps Grace specifi-
cally wanted to play Mrs. Bennett, knowing that her mother would be in the 
audience, along with the rest of her family. (Mrs. Hartigan’s response has not 
been recorded.) Grace later claimed that during this time she also had a bit 
part in a professional production at the Papermill Playhouse, built on the site 
of a former paper mill.63 She retained a lifelong fascination with the trappings 
of theatricality—costumes, masks, the power of gesture—precisely because of 
their larger-than-life dimension.

Grace’s picture in the Millwheel, the high school yearbook, captures her 
heart-shaped face, wide-set eyes, and radiant smile, framed by immaculately 
waved blonde shoulder-length hair that catches the light. She wears a strand 
of seed pearls over a demure high-necked sweater. On top of the page, in her 
distinctively elongated handwriting, Grace wrote a note praising a fellow stu-
dent’s acting abilities, politely suggesting that the other girl should have won 
the “Best Acting” award. Her entry was written with the self-conscious peppi-
ness of generations of yearbook scribes:

Popped expectantly out of the auditorium to see the august senior 
member of the Student Council [i.e., Grace] waltzing up and down the 
halls to the tune of the “Blue Danube” à la “gay nineties.” In Press Club, 
again cornered the perennial heroine of Millburn play productions, 
concentrating on a prospective scoop for the “Item” [the local paper]. 
However our co-editor’s favorite pastime seems to be riding around in 
that sporty apple-green convertible. . . . [T]he honor roll just wouldn’t 
be the honor roll without Grace. [The car belonged to a friend.]

Grace’s father always told her that she could do anything she put her mind 
to,64 and even her mother realized that this daughter was not cut out to be a 
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housewife.65 “My parents never treated me as if I was going to be anything but 
difficult and different,” she once said. “They knew it, as if they had a changeling”—
a fairy child—”on their hands.”66 Grace would always think of herself as someone 
special and unusual, a state of mind evoked in many of her journal entries of the 
early fifties. Decades later, summing up her early life, she wrote, “I came from 
a middle-class family where my brilliance and imagination had been encouraged 
when I was very young, [but] every attempt [was] made to squash it when I 
reached my teens.”67 Grace’s sisters would follow more conventional paths, with 
lasting marriages and children, though neither was a stay-at-home wife. Virginia 
and Barbara—whose husbands were best friends since childhood—both 
worked for many years at Rutgers University. As a young woman, Barbara was a 
fashion model at the Ford Modeling Agency in New York.

Grace’s outstanding high school record won her two scholarships, one from 
what was then known as Ryder Business College.68 Surprisingly, she chose not 
to accept either one. She later explained that she owned only one dress—surely 
an exaggeration—and that her family couldn’t afford to buy her a new ward-
robe.69 The more likely problem was that she would have had to live at home to 
save money. It’s also possible that Grace worried about being groomed for a 
business career. According to her brother Arthur, “At that time she was just in-
terested, seemingly, in getting married and getting out of the house.”70 He was 
the lucky one; by the time he was in high school, the Depression was history, his 
father had passed the CPA exam and landed a better position, and there was 
money to buy Arthur a car and send him to Lehigh University.

While many of the women who became Grace’s artistic peers attended col-
lege, higher education was by no means a given for middle-class women in 
those years. In 1940, fewer than 30 percent of women twenty-five years or older 
in the United States had completed high school, and only 4 percent had com-
pleted college.71 A good high school like the one Grace attended provided a 
thorough grounding in English literature, history, and other traditional sub-
jects, which would serve her critical thinking skills in the years to come.

After graduation, she followed in her father’s footsteps, taking a clerical 
position at the Prudential Insurance Company in Newark, New Jersey. That’s 
where she met “brilliant,”72 “idealistic”73 Robert Lincoln Jachens, her hus-
band-to-be. Two years older than Grace, with a compact physique and an 
open, friendly face, he had also grown up with a difficult mother. It is likely 
that her hearing loss made her constant arguments with her husband unusu-
ally loud and long. Louise Preston Lincoln Jachens was a schoolteacher who 
considered herself superior to her husband, Diedrich Claus, a baker with little 
formal education. Robert, who had rheumatic fever as a young child, heard 
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the doctor yell to his mother, “I say he has a fifty-fifty chance of survival!”74 
Knowing at such a young age that he might die may have contributed to the 
anxieties and lack of self-confidence that haunted him as a young man.

Robert lived with his parents in Bloomfield, New Jersey, while working as 
an accountant. After enrolling in 1937 as a humanities student at Columbia 
College—part of Columbia University in New York—he had at left the end 
of his second year. Whether he was discouraged with academic life or simply 
needed to earn money in a Depression year is not known. (In the early de-
cades of the twentieth century, the accounting profession was still inventing 
itself; only a high school diploma was required for the Certified Public Ac-
countant examination.75) He returned to Columbia a year later, in September 
1940, only to drop out again in January 1941. Seven years later, he enrolled in 
the university’s School of General Studies but dropped out at the end of the 
school year and never graduated.76 The reason for his sporadic attendance 
may have been lack of money, but it is more likely that he felt he couldn’t 
measure up, that he didn’t believe himself to be cut out for a life of the mind. 
“I think he didn't get the satisfaction from intellectual pursuits that he did 
from using his hands,” his fourth wife said after his death. Curiously, he told 
her that he threw his diploma—which, in fact, he had never received—in his 
mother’s face.77

Robert had entered Columbia at a serendipitous time, when the under-
graduate curriculum in humanities included a mandatory freshman survey of 
the classic works of Western literature and philosophy. In those years, Colum-
bia undergraduates had the benefit of small classes that encouraged discussion 
and debate as well as writing, with the goal of fostering “analytic, discursive, 
and imaginative thinking.”78 The Columbia faculty included such luminaries 
as the poet, literary critic, and legendary professor Mark van Doren, whose 
students included Alan Ginsberg and Jack Kerouac.

Robert used what he gleaned from his Columbia education—which may 
also have included a new elective course in visual arts and music—to woo his 
smart and attractive young officemate. New to such romantic attention, Grace 
was smitten because he was “the first boy who read poetry to me.”79 (But not 
the last. Years later, another man—her close friend Frank O’Hara—would 
read her his own poems, some of which he dedicated to her.) Robert also in-
troduced her to the Metropolitan Museum of Art, where she was enchanted 
by the rooms of seventeenth-century paintings—portraits of elaborately dressed 
men and women, formal scenes at the Spanish court, and dashing male aristo-
crats on horseback.
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Without realizing it at the time, Grace was inspired by the costumes and 
the grand sense of style displayed in these paintings, which would become 
sources of imagery for her own work a decade later. But she could not begin 
to envision what the future might hold. On the cusp of her twenties, she had 
no outlet for her restless, unfocused ambition.



2

Searching

i n s p i r e d  b y  t h e  1935 movie The Call of the Wild (loosely based on Jack 
London’s adventure novel, published three decades earlier), Grace and Robert 
hit on the wildly improbable idea of becoming pioneers in what was then the 
Alaska Territory.1 In the movie,2 Clark Gable plays a prospector during the 
Yukon Gold Rush who rescues a sled dog and a woman (Loretta Young), 
shown in the film’s poster as a damsel in distress swooning in Gable’s arms 
while both are pelted by a blizzard. The vehicle for the two stars (who were 
secretly real-life lovers) added a romantic angle that doesn’t exist in London’s 
book. Young’s character, married to another prospector who has temporarily 
vanished, explains that she came on the trip with him because of their love for 
each other. It’s not hard to imagine a teenaged Grace enraptured by this 
scenario.

In reality, the rugged climate and frontier rawness of Alaska made it a fool-
hardy destination for a young couple accustomed to city and suburban life. 
Grace and Robert probably were not aware of the Alaska Railroad’s settler- 
recruitment efforts—an illustrated pamphlet and a poster for display in post 
offices—because they targeted American farmers.3 In the decades between the 
Dustbowl migrations and the Beats’ famous road trips—and long before hip-
pies traveled to exotic places in search of enlightenment—family and eco-
nomic considerations generally kept young Americans in their hometowns. 
But Grace’s romantic imagination was sparked by this great adventure, and she 
was desperate to put considerable mileage between her herself and her family.

It isn’t clear whether she ever told her parents what she and Robert had in 
mind. In fact, just about everything about their wedding—on May 10, 1941—
and the couple’s subsequent life seems off-kilter. More than four months 
elapsed before the wedding announcement was published in The Millburn & 
Short Hills Item. On September 26, the social column announced that the 
nuptials had taken place at the “Chelsea Baptist Church, New York City.” 
Why a Baptist church? In any case, there was no Chelsea Baptist Church in 
Manhattan at that time.
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Compounding the mystery is the fact that Grace’s eleven-year-old brother 
not only did not attend the wedding but also was completely unaware that it 
had taken place.4 While her status-conscious mother surely would have 
wanted a traditional ceremony, Grace later said that she never had a “white” 
wedding. Perhaps there was no money for a wedding dress, though the Harti-
gans somehow managed to afford the dinner party they hosted in honor of 
the married couple.5 It’s likely that the wedding was a hasty, private affair, for 
reasons that remain unclear. Did Grace’s parents disapprove of Robert? Was 
there a tussle about the right church for the ceremony? This doesn’t seem to 
have been a “shotgun” marriage; the couple’s child was born nine months and 
seventeen days after the wedding. It’s possible that Mrs. Hartigan fabricated 
the wedding date as a cover-up, but the fact that Grace would cite the May 
date in later years—when she was outspoken about many personal details of 
her life—seems to rule out that possibility. In any case, Mrs. Hartigan (who 
always made herself out to be several years younger than she was) would not 
have been above a bit of subterfuge. Sending the newspaper a delayed notice 
specifying a nonexistent church in a major city would make the ceremony 
sound suitably conventional yet conveniently untraceable.6

The social column article also contains another odd piece of news. The 
young couple, it reports, “will leave Oct. 1 to make their home in Los Ange-
les.” The way Grace always told the story, she and Robert wound up in Los 
Angeles only because they ran out of money. Of course, “to make their home 
in the wilds of Alaska” would not have had quite the right ring for the society 
page. Even Los Angeles must have sounded unusually distant from New Jersey 
in an era when married middle-class children generally settled near their par-
ents, and there was no mention in the article of future employment for Robert 
that would have prompted the move. It’s possible that Grace’s parents didn’t 
know the couple’s planned destination. Perhaps Mrs. Hartigan was simply too 
annoyed and embarrassed to announce this crazy plan to the good people of 
Millburn.

Grace and Robert traveled across the United States by bus. Unfortunately, 
they left no record of what must have been an eye-opening journey for two 
young people who had never ventured west of New Jersey. If they were on a 
Trailways bus, the five-day trip from New York would have taken them through 
Chicago, Peoria, Hannibal, Kansas City, Topeka, Wichita, Dodge City, Denver, 
Santa Fe, Albuquerque, Flagstaff, Phoenix, and Barstow, as well as more than a 
dozen small towns along the way.7

Judging by Grace’s fascination with the vegetation and atmosphere of the 
American South on a later trip, and the luminous abstract versions of Long 
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Island farmland she painted, the changing landscape would have intrigued 
her. Flat expanses of wheat and corn fields, immense wind-carved mountain 
silhouettes, the sparse look of scrubland—all would have seemed utterly for-
eign to someone from the tame green leafiness of small-town New Jersey. 
 Increasingly weary and rumpled as the days wore on, Grace and Robert would 
hope to find a hasty meal at a roadside greasy spoon—fast-food options were 
years away—before climbing aboard again. When the bus finally pulled into 
the Central Bus Depot on South Main Street, the couple found themselves at 
the dreary edge of downtown Los Angeles.

The city would have seemed exotic to a pair of Easterners, atmospherically 
different in both senses of the word. In 1941, Los Angeles had its first experi-
ence of smog, described by an observer as “a gloomy forbidding cloud over the 
metropolitan area” caused by a toxic combination of diesel truck and auto 
exhaust, backyard incinerators, and industrial plant emissions.8 At night, the 
urban sky was crisscrossed by arc lights heralding yet another premiere, 
though not necessarily of the headline-making variety. While some of these 
events involved movie stars swathed in furs and ogled by adoring crowds, 
others heralded the launch of supermarkets, gas stations, and hot dog stands.9

Los Angeles was still inventing itself. At thirty-two stories, City Hall tow-
ered over a city in which a hodgepodge of building styles rubbed shoulders. 
Victorian-era brownstones sat next to boxy industrial structures and modest 
stucco apartments; maverick restaurants stood out with buildings shaped like 
a shoe or a hat. Billboards touted brand-name goods, real estate bonanzas, 
and religious sects offering a direct line to God. Off in the distance, bobbing 
oil derricks and lush orchards were the visible sign of this land of promise.

But for Grace, the excitement of arrival was tempered by something she 
hadn’t counted on—pregnancy. At first, she drew on her romantic imagina-
tion. “That’s all right,” she thought. “Pioneers have children . . . in the fields 
and tuck them under an arm and go on.”10 (In another interview, she offered 
an alternative scenario: She didn’t want a child but feared the dangers of an 
illegal abortion, the only kind available at that time.11) Grace was soon laid 
low with severe morning sickness in a cheap rented room, and the couple had 
run out of money. All the fun had drained out of this adventure.

Robert, who had never skied, smooth-talked his way into a job as a depart-
ment store ski instructor and salesman. He tried to ease Grace out of the dol-
drums, telling her, “I know you’re not going to be a housewife. Now, what are 
you going to do? You're creative.”12 Grace had given up her dreams of be-
coming an actress, claiming later that she had been impatient with the stagey 
dialogue of plays of that era. “I got so sick of saying those crummy words,” she 
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said, intoning a remembered passage from Maxwell Anderson’s 1930 blank-
verse drama Elizabeth the Queen: “ ‘Where I walk / In a hall of torture, where 
the curious / gods bring all / their racks. . . . ’ What intelligent being can go 
around saying stuff like that?”13 She also claimed at various times that she 
“hated to be an interpreter of someone else’s expression”14 or that at age nine-
teen she wasn’t sufficiently narcissistic to display herself onstage. “How about 
writing?” Robert asked. She wasn’t talented enough. Music? It was too late to 
start now. Well, maybe she could learn how to draw and paint.

Robert and Grace both enrolled in an evening class in drawing at a high 
school. The Los Angeles public school system was a national pioneer in adult 
education, with twenty-four schools offering day and night classes in diverse 
subjects. We don’t know where the couple studied, but a likely candidate is 
Manual Arts High School,* conveniently located near a streetcar stop on South 
Vermont Avenue, which offered “Drawing Freehand.”15 A similar class at Los 
Angeles City College during those years was described as “Drawing from still 
life, landscape and figure. Development of feeling for quality in line and mass.”16 
Line and mass gave Grace a hard time. Trying to draw a still life of flowers turned 
out to be just as hard as getting that calendar woman’s smile to look right. “I was 
really totally untalented,” she confessed decades later to an interviewer. But, she 
added, “I knew I was involved because I began to cry . . . . [Robert] would sit next 
to me looking at me in bewilderment while he was very nicely drawing vases and 
flowers, and I would be sitting there with a pencil and piece of paper, trying to 
make marks on it and crying.”17 Yet she was hooked. “I knew there was some-
thing very deep and mysterious there. It was like I had a calling.”18

Meanwhile, Grace and Robert explored their new home. In a photograph 
taken in an unidentified wooded setting, Grace—whose pregnancy isn’t 
showing yet—poses demurely in a pale blouse and full skirt with an embroi-
dered border next to a rough-hewn wooden cross. But the couple had hardly 
begun to get acclimated to Los Angeles and learn the rudiments of drawing 
when Japan attacked the U.S. naval base at Pearl Harbor on December 7, and 
the United States entered the war.

Jeffrey Arthur Jachens was born on February 27, 1942, when nerves were 
on edge in Los Angeles. Five days earlier, the shelling of an oil well eighty 
miles up the coast by a Japanese submarine had led to the false report that 
enemy planes were poised to attack Los Angeles. Grace, who had been in 

* Manual Arts became famous in later years for its day students of the 1920s, who included the 
painters Jackson Pollock and Philip Goldstein (later Guston), whom Grace would meet in 
New York.
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labor for a day and a half, declared that she never again wanted to go through 
the ordeal of childbirth.

Robert knew that he would be drafted, so there was no point in trying to 
stay in Los Angeles. Soon after Jeffrey’s birth, the couple returned to New 
Jersey to live with Robert's parents. In a photograph, Grace wears a smart 
blouse and slacks as she bends over her baby. A year or so later, another snap-
shot shows his metamorphosis into a cute blond boy in short pants and a 
large-collared shirt. Next to him, Grace poses in pearls, button earrings, and 
a black dress with fringed sleeves. She looks happier, perhaps because she is  
finally on her own. Robert was drafted into the Army as a private in April 
1943. Years later, he said that he and Grace had agreed to go their separate 
ways because he expected to be killed in the war. “Good-bye,” he told her. “Go 
ahead and make a life.”19 Of course, it wasn’t really as simple as that. Grace 
later mused on how little sense of herself she had when she married. Although 
she didn’t elaborate, it’s clear that she was in thrall to half-baked romantic  
notions that were swept away by the realities of marriage to a man she hadn’t 
known well and a child she hadn’t planned for.

Grace with her son Jeffrey, 1943. (Grace Hartigan Papers, Special Collections Research 
Center, Syracuse University Libraries)
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Unwilling to remain with her in-laws in Bloomfield, New Jersey (she pri-
vately called the town Bataan, a bitter joke†), and unable to support herself 
and her son on Robert’s meager income as a private, she had decided to look 
for work. Robert had told her that rather than seek out another clerical job, 
she could make more money at a factory as a “tracer,” a person who locates lost 
or missing pieces of machinery. Factories were gearing up for wartime produc-
tion, and women were assuming a greater role on assembly lines. Borrowing a 
page from Robert’s playbook, Grace claimed to be an experienced tracer.

Through a fortuitous mix-up, she was hired to trace machine parts in the 
drafting department of a new Wright Aeronautical factory.20 It had opened in 
1942, a few miles north of Newark, to accommodate wartime production of the 
Wright Cyclone radial piston engine for the B-29 bomber. Pleased to see that she 
“knew how to hold a compass,” unlike the last woman the company hired, her 
supervisor arranged for her to enroll in night school at Newark College of Engi-
neering.21 After she became a full-fledged “woman draftsman,” she discovered 
that the man working next to her, producing the same type of drawings, was 
making twice as much. So she took her complaint to the boss and got a raise.22

Now financially independent, if barely so, Grace lived in the drab Cathe-
dral Park Apartments on Clifton Avenue, at the edge of a depressed area of the 
city.‡ The one bright spot was the view across the street of the vast and inspiring 
Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, built in the French Gothic style.23 With three 
rose windows and an abundance of stained glass, the church appealed to her 
sense of grandeur and ritual, though it is not known whether she ever stepped 
inside.

And Jeffrey? He spent most waking hours of his infant life in a daycare 
facility, the first of several displacements that would eventually drive a perma-
nent wedge between him and his mother. On weekends, Grace tried to paint 
in watercolor, unwittingly choosing a medium difficult for an amateur to 
master. Not having better models, she copied hackneyed subjects like Dutch 
shoes with trailing ivy.24

But she was young, intelligent, vivacious, and pretty—a tall blonde with a 
curvaceous figure—and she was about to find a mentor.

† Bataan is the province in the Philippines that became notorious for the “death march” of 
American and Filipino forces by the victorious Japanese in 1942.

‡ Now Section 8 housing, this building, with ornate vintage molding on its facade, is a likely 
candidate for the apartment where Grace spent despairing months in the mid-forties. We don’t 
know the address because she was not listed in the Newark city directory of 1943 (no directory 
was printed in 1944).


