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      ... What it has cost me to marry an artist! Oh, my dear! if I had
 known! but young girls have singular ideas about so many things. Just
 imagine that at the Exhibition, when I read in the catalogue the
 addresses of far-away quiet streets at the further end of Paris, I
 pictured to myself peaceable, stay-at-home lives, devoted to work and
 the family circle, and I said to myself (feeling beforehand a certainty
 that I should be dreadfully jealous), “That is the sort of husband to
 suit me. He will always be with me. We shall spend our days together;
 he at his picture or sculpture, while I read or sew beside him, in the
 concentrated light of the studio.” Poor dear innocent! I had not the
 faintest idea then what a studio really was, nor of the singular
 creatures one meets there. Never, in gazing at those statues of bold
 undressed goddesses had the idea occurred to me that there were women
 daring enough to—and that even I myself——. Otherwise, I can assure
 you I should never have married a sculptor. No, indeed, most decidedly
 not! I must own, they were all against this marriage at home;
 notwithstanding my husband's fortune, his already famous name, and the
 fine house he was having built for us two. It was I alone who would
 have it so. He was so elegant, so charming, so eager. I thought,
 however, he meddled a little too much about my dress, and the
 arrangement of my hair: “Do your hair like this; so,” and he would
 amuse himself by placing a flower in the midst of my curls with far
 greater skill than any one of our milliners. So much experience in a
 man was alarming, wasn't it? I ought to have distrusted him. Well, you
 will see. Listen.

      [Illustration: p151-162]

      We returned from our honeymoon. While I was busy settling myself in
 my pretty and charmingly furnished rooms, that paradise you know so
 well, my husband, from the moment of his arrival, had set to work and
 spent the days at his studio, which was away from the house. When he
 returned in the evening, he would talk to me with feverish eagerness of
 his next subject for exhibition.

      [Illustration: p152-163]

      The subject was “a Roman lady leaving the bath.” He wanted the
 marble to reproduce that faint shiver of the skin at the contact of
 air, the moisture of the delicate textures clinging to the shoulders,
 and all sorts of other fine things which I no longer remember. Between
 you and me, when he speaks to me of his sculpture, I do-not always
 understand him very well. However, I used to say confidently: “It will
 be very pretty,” and already I saw myself treading the finely sanded
 walks admiring my husband's work, a beautiful marble sculpture gleaming
 white against the green hangings; while behind me I heard whispered:
 “the wife of the sculptor.”

      [Illustration: p153-164]

      At last one day, curious to see how our Roman lady was getting on,
 the idea occurred to me, to go and take him by surprise in his studio,
 which I had not yet visited. It was one of the first times I had gone
 out alone, and I had made myself very smart, I can tell you. When I
 arrived, I found the door of the little garden leading to the ground
 floor, wide open. So I walked straight in; and, conceive my
 indignation, when I beheld my husband in a white smock like a stone
 mason, with ruffled hair, hands grimed with clay, and in front of him,
 upright on a platform, a woman, my dear, a great creature, almost
 undressed, and looking just as composed in this airy costume as though
 it were perfectly natural.

      [Illustration: p154-165]

      Her wretched clothes covered with mud, thick walking boots, and a
 round hat trimmed with a feather out of curl, were thrown beside her on
 a chair. All this I saw in an instant, for you may imagine how I fled.
 Etienne would have spoken to me—detained me; but with a gesture of
 horror at the clay-covered hands, I rushed off to mama, and reached her
 barely alive. You can imagine my appearance.

      [Illustration: p155-166]

      “Good heavens, dear child! what is the matter?”

      I related to mama what I had seen, where this dreadful woman was,
 and in what costume. And I cried, and cried. My mother, much moved,
 tried to console me, explained to me that it must have been a model.

      “What! but it is abominable; no one ever told me about that before I
 was married!”

      Hereupon Etienne arrived, greatly distressed, and tried in his turn
 to make me understand that a model is not a woman like other women, and
 that besides sculptors cannot get on without them; but these reasons
 had no effect upon me, and I stoutly declared I would have nothing to
 do with a husband who spent his days tête-à-tête with young
 ladies in such a costume.

      “Come, my dear Etienne,” said poor mama, trying hard to arrange
 everything peaceably, “could you not out of respect for your wife's
 feelings, replace this creature by a dummy, a lay figure?”

      My husband bit his moustaches furiously.

      “Quite impossible, dear mother.”

      “Still, my dear, it seems to me—a bright idea! milliners have
 pasteboard heads on which they trim bonnets. Well, what can be done for
 a head, could it not be done for——?” It seems this is not possible.

      At least, this was what Etienne tried to demonstrate at great
 length, with all sorts of details and technical words. He really looked
 very unhappy. I watched him out of the corner of my eye while I dried
 my tears, and I saw that my grief affected him deeply. At last, after
 an endless discussion, it was agreed that since the model was
 indispensable, I should be there whenever she came. There chanced to be
 on one side of the studio a very convenient little lumber-room, from
 which I could see without being seen. I ought to be ashamed, you will
 say, of being jealous of such kind of creatures, and of showing my
 jealousy. But, my pet, you must have gone through these emotions before
 you can offer an opinion about them.

      Next day, the model was to be there. I therefore summoned up my
 courage, and installed myself in my hiding-place, with the express
 condition that at the least tap at the partition my husband should come
 to me at once. Scarcely had I shut myself in, when the dreadful model I
 had seen the other day arrived, dressed Heaven knows how, and so
 wretched in appearance, that I asked myself how I could have been
 jealous of a woman who could walk abroad without a scrap of white cuff
 at her wrists, and in an old shawl with green fringe. Well, my dear,
 when I saw this creature throw off shawl and dress in the middle of the
 studio, and begin to undress in the coolest and boldest manner, it had
 an effect upon me I cannot describe. I choked with rage. I thumped at
 the partition. Etienne came to me. I trembled; I was pale. He laughed
 at me, gently re-assured me, and returned to his work. By this time the
 woman was standing up, half-naked, her thick hair loosened and hanging
 down her back in glossy heaviness. It was no longer the poor wretch of
 a moment ago, but already almost a statue, notwithstanding her common
 and listless air. My heart died within me. However, I said nothing. All
 at once, I heard my husband cry: “The left leg; the left leg forward.”
 And as the model did not understand him at once, he went to her,
 and—Oh! I could contain myself no longer. I knocked. He did not hear
 me. I knocked again, furiously. This time he ran to me, frowning a
 little at being disturbed in the heat of work. “Come, Armande, do be
 reasonable!” Bathed in tears, I leant my head upon his shoulder, and
 sobbed out: “I can't bear it, my dear, I can't; indeed, I can't!”

      [Illustration: p159-170]

      At this, without answering me, he went sharply into the studio, and
 made a sign to that horror of a woman, who dressed herself and
 departed.

      For several days, Etienne did not return to the studio. He remained
 at home with me, would not go out, refused even to see his friends;
 otherwise he was quite kind and gentle, but he had such a melancholy
 air. Once I asked him timidly: “You are not working any more?” which
 earned me this reply: “One can't work without a model.” I had not the
 courage to pursue the subject, for I felt how much I was to blame, and
 that he had a right to be vexed with me. Nevertheless, by dint of
 caresses and endearments, I cajoled him into returning to his studio
 and trying to finish the statue—how do they say it? out of his head,
 from imagination, in short, by mama's process. To me, this seemed quite
 feasible; but it gave the poor fellow endless trouble. Every evening he
 came in, with irritated nerves and more and more discouraged; almost
 ill, indeed. To cheer him up, I used often to go and see him. I always
 said: “It is charming.” But, as a fact, the statue made no progress
 whatever. I don't even know if he worked at it. When I arrived, I would
 find him always smoking on his divan, or perhaps, rolling up pellets of
 clay, which he angrily threw against the opposite wall.

      One afternoon, when I was gazing at the unfortunate Roman lady, who,
 half modelled, had been so long in stepping out of her bath, an idea
 occurred to me. The Roman lady was about the same figure as myself;
 perhaps at a pinch I might——

      “What do you mean by a well-turned leg?” I asked my husband
 suddenly.

      He explained it to me at great length, showing me all that was still
 lacking to his statue, and which he could by no means give it without a
 model. Poor fellow! He had such a heart-broken air as he said this. Do
 you know what I did? Well, I bravely picked up the drapery which was
 lying in a corner, I went into my hiding-place; then, very softly
 without saying a word, while he was still looking at his statue, I
 placed myself on the platform in front of him, in the costume and
 attitude in which I had seen that abominable model. Ah my dear I What
 emotion I felt when he raised his eyes! I could have laughed and cried.
 I was blushing all over. And that tiresome muslin took so much
 arranging. Never mind! Etienne was so delighted that I was soon
 re-assured. Indeed, to hear him, my dear, you might suppose——.

      [Illustration: p162-173]

      [Illustration: p164-175]

      [Illustration: p165-176]
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      No one was astonished at hearing she was going to marry again.
 Notwithstanding all his genius, perhaps even on account of his genius,
 the great man had for fifteen years led her a hard life, full of
 caprices and mad freaks that had attracted the attention of all Paris.
 On the high road to fame, over which he had so triumphantly and
 hurriedly travelled, like those who are to die young, she had sat
 behind him, humbly and timidly, in a corner of the chariot, ever
 fearful of collisions. Whenever she complained, relatives, friends,
 every one was against her: “Respect his weaknesses,” they would say to
 her, “they are the weaknesses of a god. Do not disturb him, do not
 worry him. Remember that your husband does not belong exclusively to
 you. He belongs much more to Art, to his country, than to his family.
 And who knows if each of the faults you reproach him with has not given
 us some sublime creation?” At last, however, her patience was worn out,
 she rebelled, became indignant and even unjust, so much indeed, that at
 the moment of the great man's death, they were on the point of
 demanding a judicial separation and ready to see their great and
 celebrated name dragged into the columns of a society paper.

      After the agitation of this unhappy match, the anxieties of the last
 illness, and the sudden death which for a moment revived her former
 affection, the first months of her widowhood acted on the young woman
 like a healthy calming water-cure. The enforced retirement, the quiet
 charm of mitigated sorrow, lent to her thirty-five years a second youth
 almost as attractive as the first.

      [Illustration: p167-178]

      Moreover black suited her, and then she had the responsible and
 rather proud look of a woman left alone in life, with all the weight of
 a great name to carry honourably. Mindful of the fame of the departed
 one, that wretched fame that had cost her so many tears, and now grew
 day by day, like a magnificent flower nourished by the black earth of
 the tomb, she was to be seen draped in her long sombre veils holding
 interviews with theatrical managers and publishers, busying herself in
 getting her husband's operas put again on the stage, superintending the
 printing of his posthumous works and unfinished manuscripts, bestowing
 on all these details a kind of solemn care and as it were the respect
 for a shrine.

      It was at this moment that her second husband met her. He too was a
 musician, almost unknown it is true, the author of a few waltzes and
 songs, and of two little operas, of which the scores, charmingly
 printed, were scarcely more played than sold. With a pleasant
 countenance, a handsome fortune that he owed to his exceedingly
 bourgeois family, he had above all an infinite respect for genius,
 a curiosity about famous men, and the ingenuous enthusiasm of a still
 youthful artist. Thus when he met the wife of the great man, he was
 dazzled and bewildered. It was as though the image of the glorious muse
 herself had appeared to him. He at once fell in love, and as the widow
 was beginning to receive a few friends, he had himself presented to
 her. There his passion grew in the atmosphere of genius that still
 lingered in all the corners of the drawing-room. There was the bust of
 the master, the piano he composed on, his scores spread over all the
 furniture, melodious even to look at, as though from between their
 half-opened pages, the written phrases re-echoed musically. The actual
 and very real charm of the widow surrounded by those austere memories
 as by a frame that became her, brought his love to a climax.

      [Illustration: p169-180]

      After hesitating a long time, the poor fellow at last proposed, but
 in such humble and timid terms! “He knew how unworthy he was of her. He
 understood all the regret she would feel, in exchanging her illustrious
 name for his, so unknown and insignificant.” And a thousand other
 artless phrases in the same style. In reality, the lady was indeed very
 much flattered by her conquest; however, she played the comedy of a
 broken heart, and assumed the disdainful, wearied airs of a woman whose
 life is ended without hopes of renewal. She, who had never in her life
 been so quiet and comfortable as since the death of her great man, she
 actually found tears with which to mourn for him, and an enthusiastic
 ardour in speaking of him. This, of course, only inflamed her youthful
 adorer the more and made him more eloquent and persuasive.

      In short, this severe widowhood ended in a marriage; but the widow
 did not abdicate, and remained—although married—more than ever the
 widow of a great man; well knowing that herein lay, in the eyes of her
 second husband, her real prestige. As she felt herself much older than
 he, to prevent his perceiving it, she overwhelmed him with her disdain,
 with a kind of vague pity, and unexpressed and offensive regret at her
 condescending marriage. However, he was not wounded by it, quite the
 contrary. He was so convinced of his inferiority and thought it so
 natural that the memory of such a man should reign despotically in her
 heart! In order the better to maintain in him this humble attitude, she
 would at times read over with him the letters the great man had written
 to her when he was courting her. This return towards the past
 rejuvenated her some fifteen years, lent her the assurance of a
 handsome and beloved woman, seen through all the wild love and
 delightful exaggeration of written passion. That she had since then
 changed her young husband cared little, loving her on the faith of
 another, and drawing therefrom I know not what strange kind of vanity.
 It seemed to him that these passionate appeals added to his own, and
 that he inherited a whole past of love.

      A strange couple indeed! It was in society, however, that they
 presented the most curious spectacle. I sometimes caught sight of them
 at the theatre. No one would have recognized the timid and shy young
 woman, who formerly accompanied the maestro, lost in the
 gigantic shadow he cast around him. Now, seated upright in the front of
 the box, she displayed herself, attracting all eyes by the pride of her
 own glance. It might be said that her head was surrounded by her first
 husband's halo of glory, his name re-echoing around her like a homage
 or a reproach. The other one, seated a little behind her, with the
 subservient physiognomy of one ready for every abnegation in life,
 watched each of her movements, ready to attend to her slightest wish.

      At home, the peculiarity of their attitude was still more
 noticeable. I remember a certain evening party they gave a year after
 their marriage. The husband moved about among the crowd of guests,
 proud but rather embarrassed at gathering together so many in his own
 house. The wife, disdainful, melancholy, and very superior, was on that
 evening more than ever the widow of a great man! She had a peculiar way
 of glancing at her husband from over her shoulder, of calling him “my
 poor dear friend,” of casting on him all the wearisome drudgery of the
 reception, with an air of saying: “You are only fit for that.” Around
 her gathered a circle of former friends, those who had been spectators
 of the brilliant debuts of the great man, of his struggles, and his
 success. She simpered to them; played the young girl! They had known
 her so young! Nearly all of them called her by her Christian name,
 “Anaïs.” They formed a kind of conaculum, which the poor husband
 respectfully approached, to hear his predecessor spoken of. They
 recalled the glorious first nights, those evenings on which nearly
 every battle was won, and the great man's manias, his way of working;
 how, in order to summon up inspiration, he insisted on his wife being
 by his side, decked out in full ball dress. “Do you remember, Anaïs?”
 And Anaïs sighed and blushed.

      It was at that time that he had written his most tender pieces,
 above all Savonarole, the most passionate of his creations, with
 a grand duet, interwoven with rays of moonshine, the perfume of roses
 and the warbling of nightingales. An enthusiast sat down and played it
 on the piano, amid a silence of attentive emotion. At the last note of
 the magnificent piece, the lady burst into tears. “I cannot help it,”
 she said, “I have never been able to hear it without weeping.” The
 great man's old friends surrounded his unhappy widow with sympathetic
 expressions, coming up to her one by one, like at a funereal ceremony,
 to give a thrilling clasp to her hand. “Come, come, Anaïs, be
 courageous.” And the drollest thing was to see the second husband,
 standing by the side of his wife, deeply touched and affected, shaking
 hands all round, and accepting, he too, his share of sympathy. “What
 genius! what genius!” he repeated as he mopped his eyes. It was at the
 same time ridiculous and affecting.

      [Illustration: p174-185]

      [Illustration: p177-188]
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      I have loved but one woman in my life, the painter D———said one
 day to us.

      I spent five years of perfect happiness and peaceful and fruitful
 tranquillity with her. I may say that to her I owe my present
 celebrity, so easy was work, and so spontaneous was inspiration by her
 side. Even when I first met her, she seemed to have been mine from time
 immemorial. Her beauty, her character were the realization of all my
 dreams. That woman never left me; she died in my house, in my arms,
 loving to the last. Well, when I think of her, it is with a feeling of
 rage. If I strive to recall her, the same as I ever saw her during
 those five years, in all the radiance of love, with her lithe yielding
 figure, the gilded pallor of her cheeks, her oriental Jewish features,
 regular and delicate in the soft roundness of her face, her slow speech
 as velvety as her glance, if I seek to embody that charming vision, it
 is only in order the more fiercely to cry to it: “I hate you!”

      Her name was Clotilde. At the house of the mutual acquaintances
 where we met, she was known under the name of Madame Deloche, and was
 said to be the widow of a captain in the merchant service. Indeed, she
 appeared to have travelled a great deal. In the course of conversation,
 she would suddenly say: When I was at Tampico; or else: once in the
 harbour at Valparaiso. But apart from this, there was no trace in her
 manners or language of a wandering existence, nothing betrayed the
 disorder or precipitation of sudden departures or abrupt returns. She
 was a thorough Parisian, dressed in perfect good taste, without any of
 those bur-nooses or eccentric sarapés by which one recognizes
 the wives of officers and sailors who are always arrayed in travelling
 costume.

      [Illustration: p179-190]

      When I found that I loved her, my first, my only idea was to ask her
 in marriage. Someone spoke on my behalf. She simply replied that she
 would never marry again. Henceforth I avoided meeting her; and as my
 thoughts were too wholly absorbed and occupied by her to allow me to
 work, I determined to travel. I was busily engaged in preparations for
 my departure, when one morning, in my own apartment, in the midst of
 all the litter of opened drawers and scattered trunks, to my great
 surprise, I saw Madame Deloche enter.

      “Why are you leaving?” she said softly. “Because you love me? I also
 love. I love you. Only (and here her voice shook a little) only, I am
 married.” And she told me her history.

      It was a romance of love and desertion. Her husband drank, struck
 her! At the end of three years they had separated Her family, of whom
 she seemed very proud, held a high position in Paris, but ever since
 her marriage had refused to receive her. She was the niece of the Chief
 Rabbi. Her sister, the widow of a superior officer, had married for the
 second time a Chief Ranger of the woods and forests of Saint-Germain.
 As for 