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		MISTRAL’S DAUGHTER

		“LUSCIOUS.”

		—Cosmopolitan

		Maggy … artist’s model, adored by Chagall, Picasso and Matisse, finally immortalized by Mistral. She left a bittersweet affair in Paris to conquer ruthless New York as founder and driving force behind the greatest model agency in the world.

		“This is the best of Krantz’s books thus far—as spirited yet better written than Scruples, as carefully researched but better plotted than Princess Daisy.”

		—The San Diego Union

		“[Judith Krantz] captures the feeling of Paris in the early 1920s with the efficiency of a writer who has put in time at research. Mrs. Krantz knows something about how painters work, and her portrait of Julien Mistral is colorful.”

		—The New York Times

		“Save this book for a midwinter night when the weather is dreary and your spirits need a lift … good reading.”

		—St. Louis Post-Dispatch

	
		MISTRAL’S DAUGHTER

		“ABSOLUTELY ADDICTIVE.”

		—Chicago Sun-Times

		Teddy … Maggy’s daughter, dazzling cover girl who broke hearts from New York to San Francisco until she found her greatest passion in the arms of her mother’s lost love.

		“Reading Mistral’s Daughter is rather like watching a fashion show on a train speeding through the south of France while having sex and sipping a good dry wine. There’s never a dull moment.”

		—San Francisco Chronicle

		“This one’s a winner.… Krantz, author of the mythic Scruples and Princess Daisy, doesn’t let her readers down.… Asked during a recent TV interview why she writes the sort of books she does, Krantz said fetchingly, ‘I love to read about beautiful, rich, sexy people.’ As she knows full well, she isn’t the only one.”

		—Pacific Sun

		“A seven-course meal of a book.”

		—The New York Times Book Review

	
		MISTRAL’S DAUGHTER

		“HIGH-GLOSS ROMANCE … I LOVED EVERY MINUTE OF IT.”

		—Chicago Tribune

		Fauve … Teddy’s child, Mistral’s daughter. Torn between Provence and New York, between art and high fashion, between love and hate, she discovered her past in the arms of her father’s enemy and a future that fate alone could have ordained.

		“Krantz fans will love Mistral’s Daughter. It has everything the escapist reader dreams of—glamour to die for (the book is about the worlds of art and high-fashion modeling), romantic settings (Paris and southern France, New York, Rome), and impossibly beautiful and sensual characters.”

		—The Detroit News

		“Mistral’s Daughter is a sensuously written novel.… Ms. Krantz writes with a flair and nuance for detail that captures the mood of a character, a city, an era. Maggy, Teddy, and Fauve make for a captivating trio of heroines, and Julien Mistral is a complex and fascinating catalyst for this monumental tale of passion and intrigue.”

		—Richmond Times-Dispatch

		“Entertaining celebration of power, money, lust, and lineage.”

		—Detroit Free Press

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			This edition contains the complete text
of the original hardcover edition
NOT ONE WORD HAS BEEN OMITTED.

			MISTRAL’S DAUGHTER
A Bantam Book / published by arrangement with Crown Publishers

			PUBLISHING HISTORY
Crown edition published May 1983
A Dual-Main Selection of Literary Guild, February 1983
Serialized in Cosmopolitan, November 1982
Grateful acknowledgment is hereby made to the New World Music Corporation for permission to reprint lyrics from “Someone to Watch Over Me,” copyright 1926
(© renewed) by New World Music Corporation.
Bantam Export edition / February 1983
Bantam edition / December 1981

			All rights reserved.
Copyright © 1982 by Judith Krantz.
For information address: Crown Publishers.

			eISBN: 978-0-307-80349-8

			
				Bantam Books are published by Bantam Books, a division of Random House, Inc. Its trademark, consisting of the words “Bantam Books” and the portrayal of a rooster, is Registered in U.S. Patent and Trademark Office and in other countries Marca Registrada. Bantam Books, New York, New York.

			

			v3.1_r2

		

	
		
			I feel deep gratitude to these friends for their answers to my questions.




			
				Jean Garcin, Le Président, Conseil Général de Vaucluse

				Jacques and Marie-France Mille of Le Prieuré, Villeneuve-les-Avignon

				Bill Weinberg of the Wilhelmina Agency

				Karen Hilton and Faith Kates of the Wilhelmina Agency

				Joe Downing

				Aaron Shikler

				Micheline Swift

				Betty Dorso

				Grace Mirabella of Vogue

				Ann Heilperin of Van Cleef and Arpels

			

		

	
		Contents

		
			Cover

			Title Page

			Copyright

		

		
			Chapter 1
		

		
			Chapter 2
		

		
			Chapter 3
		

		
			Chapter 4
		

		
			Chapter 5
		

		
			Chapter 6
		

		
			Chapter 7
		

		
			Chapter 8
		

		
			Chapter 9
		

		
			Chapter 10
		

		
			Chapter 11
		

		
			Chapter 12
		

		
			Chapter 13
		

		
			Chapter 14
		

		
			Chapter 15
		

		
			Chapter 16
		

		
			Chapter 17
		

		
			Chapter 18
		

		
			Chapter 19
		

		
			Chapter 20
		

		
			Chapter 21
		

		
			Chapter 22
		

		
			Chapter 23
		

		
			Chapter 24
		

		
			Chapter 25
		

		
			Chapter 26
		

		
			Chapter 27
		

		
			Chapter 28
		

		
			Chapter 29
		

		
			Chapter 30
		

		
			Chapter 31
		

		
			Chapter 32
		

		
			Chapter 33
		

		
			Chapter 34
		

		
			Chapter 35
		

		
			Dedication

			Other Books by This Author

			About the Author

			Preview from Lovers

		

	
		1

		                     Fauve dashed through the lobby, her Stop-sign red slicker flapping around her, and managed to squeeze her way through the elevator doors a split second before they closed. Panting, she tried to furl her big striped umbrella so that it wouldn’t drip on the other people who were jammed in with her, but, in the crowd, her arms were pinned to her sides.

		Earlier in the morning Fauve would have had the elevator pretty much to herself, but there hadn’t been a single empty taxi in Manhattan on this rainy September morning in 1975. She’d had to wait endlessly for a bus on Madison Avenue and run the rest of the way across Fifty-seventh Street. Soaking and uncomfortable, she cautiously swiveled her neck around to survey the mob that hemmed her in. Would any of them get off before the tenth floor? No hope of that, she realized. The creaky, ancient elevator that rose so slowly in the Carnegie Hall office building was charged with a palpable cloud of tension and terror. Except for the operator, the small space was packed with young women who were gripped in silent, fierce and frightened concentration. Each one of them had grown up knowing that she was, beyond any question, the most beautiful girl in her high school, in her hometown, in her state.

		This elevator trip was the last step toward a goal they had been dreaming of feverishly for years. Before them lay an audition at the Lunel Agency, the most famous of all the modeling agencies in the world, the agency with the most prestige and the most power. Fauve felt the almost unbearable weight of the quivering anxiety and nervous anticipation that palpitated around her, and, closing her eyes, she prayed for the ride to be over.

		“Casey asked if I’d seen you,” the elevator operator said to Fauve, so loudly that everyone heard him. “She’s waiting for you upstairs.”

		“Thanks, Harry.” Fauve hunched deeper into her coat collar, trying to disappear as she felt twenty pairs of eyes immediately turn toward her in a wave of hostile awareness. On each side her profile was being evaluated in naked competitiveness, her neighbors sweeping their glances from her forehead to her chin and finding no flaw. Behind her they were estimating her height and noting, with a misery that vibrated clearly, that she was as tall or taller than any of them. Even in the rear of the elevator there was no girl whose view was so completely blocked that she couldn’t see the conflagration of Fauve’s tumult of hair, of a red so extravagant that it could only be natural.

		There was absolute silence as Fauve was inspected.

		“You’re a model, aren’t you?” the girl on Fauve’s right asked her, accusation and desperate envy clear in her tone.

		“No, I just work there.” Fauve could feel the relief in the elevator as if it were a solid substance. She straightened up, invisible now and blessedly unimportant. As soon as the elevator doors opened on the tenth floor she sprinted out into the corridor and ran through the entrance to the Lunel Agency without a backward glance.

		She knew precisely what the girls behind her would do. Each one of them would take her place on the line that had begun to form a half-hour ago for the open auditions that were held three mornings a week at the agency that had been founded more than forty years earlier by Maggy Lunel, Fauve Lunel’s grandmother. Out of the many thousands who auditioned each year, only thirty were accepted.

		As Fauve walked rapidly to her office she thought that perhaps one of those girls in the elevator might have the slightest breath of a faint percentage of a chance to succeed. Perhaps one of them had that quality everyone in the agency called “lightning.” How could they know, she wondered, as she pushed open the door to her office on which the sign said, “Director, Women’s Division,” that it had never been enough just to be beautiful?

		Casey d’Augustino, Fauve’s assistant, looked up in surprise from the chair on which she was perched, leafing through an advance copy of Vogue. Tiny and curly haired, Casey, at twenty-five, was older than Fauve by several years.

		“You look as if you’re wanted by the Mounties,” she chortled, amused by Fauve’s expression.

		“I’ve just escaped the furies … got caught in the elevator with a large batch of young hopefuls.”

		“Serves you right for being late.”

		“How often does that happen?” Fauve asked with mild belligerence, shucking off her raincoat and sinking, with a sigh of relief, into her chair. She pulled off her wet boots and put her feet, in their kelly green tights, on her desk. She always dressed to defy bad weather and today she wore an orange turtleneck sweater and purple tweed trousers.

		“Rarely,” Casey admitted, “but no need to apologize, you’re still right on time for the emergency of the week.”

		“Emergency?” Fauve looked out through the glass door of her office, her red eyebrows raised in inquiry. Everywhere she looked she saw the normal activity of the agency, dozens of bookers talking into their batteries of phones. As long as the telephones functioned, there could be no real emergency at Lunel.

		“Trouble with Jane,” Casey said, looking unnervingly serious.

		“Again!” Fauve, who had started to doodle on the pad on her desk, slammed down her pencil with as much force as if it were the gavel of a hanging judge. “After that warning I gave her last week. Trouble again?”

		“She was booked for Bazaar yesterday—Arthur Brown was hooting. Bunny, his stylist, called first thing this morning, absolutely livid …”

		“Did you know that livid means black and blue?” Fauve interrupted hastily, not anxious to have her already harried day utterly ruined by hearing the latest about Jane, Lunel’s top model, a girl who worked only under her plain first name, needing none of the catchy, inventive appellations of others, for she was the best blue-eyed blonde in the world, possessing a cataclysmic beauty about which there could be no ifs, ands or buts. It was all there with Jane, locked into the bone, irrefutable. She was the only model Fauve had ever known who was completely satisfied with how she looked, insufferable Jane, who knew she was perfect.

		“Livid as in furious,” Casey went on. “Jane showed up two hours late yesterday which Bunny had anticipated, since she’s always late. So that wasn’t the problem. Her hair was filthy. That wasn’t the problem either because the stylist washed it. She proceeded to mortally insult the makeup man but he forgave her because he’s heavily into being insulted. Then she felt too shaky to work because she hadn’t had lunch so they fed her, sending out for three different kinds of yogurt before she was happy. After that she had to make a half-hour phone call to her personal astrological adviser. All par for the course, so far. The thing Bunny was livid about was that after fawning over Jane all day Bazaar still didn’t get the picture. She wouldn’t let them cut her hair.”

		Fauve leapt to her feet, her lovely, vivid face a study in disbelief, her great gray eyes wide with outrage. “Jane knew it was a beauty editorial. She knew they had to cut her hair two inches—that was the whole point. Damnation! The difference in hair next season is a mere two inches—I had it all out with her last month when she accepted the booking.”

		“Ah, but our Jane changed her mind, you see. Her astrologer told her not to make any changes until the sun moves into Neptune.”

		“That’s it! Jane’s got to go. I’m going to terminate her contract today.”

		“Oh, Fauve …” Casey moaned, thinking of the next three solid months’ worth of bookings on Jane’s schedule.

		“Nope. Jane’s made us look bad once too often. How can I expect the other girls to behave and work hard if I let her get away with this?”

		“If you terminate her she’ll be working for Ford or Wilhelmina tomorrow. People will put up with anything to get her—there’s only one Jane,” Casey warned solemnly.

		“Wrong, Casey. There’ll always be another Jane, sooner or later,” Fauve said quietly. “But there’s only one Lunel.”

		“Point well made. Point taken. Still, aren’t you going to talk it over with Maggy first?” Casey asked.

		“Maggy!” Fauve said, astonished. “She’s not supposed to be in today—it’s Friday.” When her grandmother was away on her habitual long weekends, Fauve was in full charge of the business.

		“She told me it was raining too hard to go up to the country until tomorrow. The Boss is in her office,” Casey informed her.

		“Of course I’ll tell her about Jane,” Fauve said thoughtfully. “Any more emergencies?”

		“Only one you can’t do anything about. Pete’s working on it now,” Casey said, referring to the telephone repair man who spent half of every week unscrambling their hundred outside lines and dozens of intercoms. “One of the bookers’ phones is screwed up—she’s getting some shrink’s calls and he’s getting ours. She’s telling everyone to have a good cry, then take a cold shower, two aspirins … and pray.”

		“Couldn’t hurt,” said Fauve as she pushed open the office door and headed in the direction of the big corner office where Maggy Lunel had long reigned over the world of fashion modeling.

		Certain great beauties age gracefully; others hang on relentlessly to a particular period in their past and try to maintain themselves there, withering, nevertheless, just a little every year; and still others lose their beauty quite suddenly, so that it can only be fleetingly reconstructed in the imagination of those who meet them. Maggy Lunel had aged agelessly. From twenty feet away she was still that seventeen-year-old who had once been the loveliest artists’ model in all Montparnasse. At a distance of ten feet she was clearly the most sophisticated woman in New York, a woman who held her slim body with an élan that generations of women had tried to copy. From a closer view it was impossible to realize that she was in her sixties, for her charm was too potent to leave room for such mean-spirited calculations.

		“Magali! What a shame about the country … was Darcy very disappointed?” Fauve rushed forward to kiss her grandmother, calling her by her true first name as no one else had the right to.

		“He was a bit grumpy but then he called Herb Mayes and they made a date for lunch at ‘21’ which cheered him up immediately,” Maggy answered, hugging her. “Last night the radio said the power lines were out so I refused to budge … I tend to lose my famously sweet disposition when I have to creep around by candlelight and grill a hot dog in the fireplace.”

		“And I thought you’d be more romantic—another illusion gone. Anyway, I’m awfully glad you’re here. I’ve decided to cut Jane loose …” Fauve looked at Maggy with a mixture of inquiry and determination.

		“I rather wondered when it would happen. Loulou and I’ve had a bet on it for the last three months.”

		Fauve’s mouth opened in surprise. Loulou, the head booker and Maggy’s particular crony, had never indicated anything but resignation over Jane’s unpredictable behavior.

		“Who won?” she gasped.

		“Loulou, of course. In five years of trying I have yet to win a bet from Loulou. Still … someday …” Maggy grinned and shrugged. Fauve, she thought, was looking particularly enchanting on this gloomy morning, in her wild combination of clothes, and her green feet. Any of Les Fauves, the school of painters after whom she’d been named, would have been overcome by her. Indeed, in Maggy’s opinion, any man at all would be overcome by her, although it wouldn’t quite do to tell Fauve that. Not that she was vain, but it might sound like some ordinary grandmother’s normal prejudice. For decades Maggy had possessed the most expertly trained eye in the world for spotting beauty and she was deeply thankful that Fauve hadn’t decided to be a model. She could have been the best of them all—in her own way outclassing Jane—but Maggy had never wanted that particular career for her.

		“What time is it?” Fauve asked suddenly. “I left my watch at home—that’s what comes from dressing in a hurry, and I don’t want to miss Angel’s new cottage cheese commercial.”

		“It’s almost ten-thirty.”

		“Good. We’re just in time. Shall I switch on your set?” Fauve gestured toward the television set that Maggy kept to monitor the various commercials in which her girls appeared. “Or are you busy? I can watch on my own set if you are.”

		“No, stay here, darling. I’d like to see it and I don’t have all that much to do today. I hear that Angel’s interviewing business managers … she’s doing as well as you thought she would.”

		Fauve turned on the set and sat down in the chair in front of Maggy’s desk. The two women both turned their eyes to the screen and watched as Angel managed to convince even them, for thirty astonishing seconds, that skim milk cottage cheese could be an object of gourmet devotion.

		When the commercial was over they shook hands in congratulations, laughing together, each on the same rollicking thrilling note of freedom from all convention, a laugh that made everyone who heard it stop to listen and wish fervently to hear it again.

		“You were right to move Angel to the Big Board,” Maggy said. “That spot should run forever.”

		“I can just see her trying to decide whether to buy an apartment house or a herd of cattle with the residuals. She’ll probably settle for a Jaguar.”

		As Fauve reached up to turn off the set, the words “News Center Flash” popped onto the screen and she kept it on to see what had happened. An anchorwoman appeared, speaking rapidly.

		
			“Julien Mistral, considered to be France’s greatest living painter, died today of pneumonia at his home in the South of France. The artist was seventy-five years old. His daughter, Madame Nadine Dalmas, was with him at the time of his death. Details at noon.”

		

		Neither Fauve nor Maggy moved. Shock held them in their chairs as another commercial ran its course. Suddenly Maggy jumped up and turned the set off but Fauve still sat immobilized, the light of her eyes extinguished. Maggy went to her, leaned down, put her arms around her shoulders and pulled the motionless red head to her breast.

		“My God, my God, to hear it like that,” she murmured, rocking Fauve in her arms.

		“I don’t feel anything. Absolutely nothing. I should feel something, shouldn’t I?” Fauve said, almost too softly for Maggy to hear.

		“It’s the suddenness … I don’t feel anything either, but I will.” For a moment they were both silent, clinging together, listening to the wail of a siren in traffic on Fifty-seventh Street without hearing it. Julien Mistral was dead and time had come to a stop for the two women, both of whom had loved him.

		On Maggy’s desk there was one framed photograph. As if they were joining her in their shock, each of them found herself looking toward that picture of Teddy, the greatest fashion model of all time; the girl who had been Maggy’s daughter, Julien Mistral’s mistress and Fauve’s mother.

		Finally Maggy stood up and released Fauve as her French practicality swept over her arrested emotions and told her what had to happen next.

		“Fauve, the funeral … you’ll have to go. Come on—I’ll go back to the apartment with you. I’ll help you pack. Casey can get your plane ticket.”

		Fauve moved for the first time since the television announcement. She walked over to one of the windows and looked out at the rain. She spoke without turning her head to Maggy.

		“No.”

		“What do you mean ‘no’? I don’t understand.”

		“No, Magali, I can’t go.”

		“Fauve, you’re in shock. Your father is dead. I know you haven’t spoken to him in more than six years but of course you must go to his funeral.”

		“No, Magali, no, I won’t. I’m not going. I can’t.”
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		                     Paris was en fête, in love with itself. It was a Monday in May 1925 and everywhere neighbors agreed with each other that never, in their memories, had the chestnut trees carried so many creamy pyramids of flowers. But they only stopped to notice the parade of blue days and star-filled nights when they weren’t busy gossiping, for never, even in the history of this capital city of all capital cities, had the ferment of the worlds of art and fashion and society yielded such a pungent, intoxicating wine.

		In her workroom on that morning in May, Chanel was busy creating the very first little black suit; on that morning Colette was putting the finishing touches to the scandalous manuscript of La Fin de Chéri. Young Hemingway and the half-blind James Joyce had been out on that dawn, drinking together, while Mistinguette had opened the night before at the Casino de Paris, proving once again, as surely as a great bullfighter claims the applause of the crowd, that the art of descending a staircase belonged to her. The Carrier brothers had bought the most extraordinary necklace in the world, three perfect strands of pink pearls that had taken two centuries to gather—and many people wondered to whom they would sell it.

		Maggy Lunel cared nothing about pearl necklaces as she stood on a street corner in Montparnasse, called the Carrefour Vavin. She was devouring her second breakfast, a handful of hot fried potatoes she had just bought for four centimes from a street vendor. She had been in Paris less than twenty-four hours and, at seventeen, she found that running away from home in Tours to seek her destiny was an infernally hungry business.

		Passersby on the rue de la Grande Chaumière turned to cast a second and often third glance at her, planted there as if she owned the pavement, tall, long-limbed, unselfconscious and apparently totally unaware of the contradiction between her face and her clothing. She wore the boyish, athletic silhouette of the day following the latest mode in a trim skirt of pleated navy serge that covered her knees and a white crêpe overblouse, which was belted below her waist.

		But, in a day when no lady, rich or poor, was seen on the street without a hat, she was bareheaded and her face had not been tweaked and painted into the cupid-bowed, heavily powdered, highly rouged version of a Kewpie doll that was so in favor that women everywhere had managed to make themselves all look alike. She had the strong, bold beauty of a day in the future, of an era that wouldn’t dawn for another quarter-century. Her cheekbones were twin scimitars under the white stretch of her skin and she carried her head on her long neck as proudly as a war flag.

		In a time when all women had cut their hair, hers was a long, straight fall of shiny stuff, the dark orange of apricot jam, and her thick, unfashionably unplucked eyebrows were only a few shades deeper over eyes that were set almost too far apart. They were frank and spangled and wide open, the whites fresh and bright, the irises the yellow-green of a glass of Pernod before it has been diluted by water. Maggy’s lips were so full and well marked that they were the focus of her face, a signal as emphatic as a signpost.

		As Maggy Lunel regretfully chewed the last of the potatoes she looked like a large golden cat who had walked into a breeze. Nothing about her self-confident stance would have revealed her age to an observer, but her skin was as tender and new as a baby’s palms and where it lay over her well-formed, straight nose, it was dappled with faint freckles.

		Maggy dusted her hands off with her handkerchief and looked about the Carrefour Vavin. She was standing a step away from the boulevard Raspail. Across that wide thoroughfare was the beginning of the rue Delambre. From her spot on the sidewalk every other street seemed to be going downhill. She had the feeling of being on top of a gentle hill in the center of a great open place, as if this crossroad were the main avenue of a great city, complete in itself. In every direction she had large views of the fresh, blowing sky of spring, pierced by the tops of the chestnut trees. But there was nothing peaceful in the prospect. The very air was charged with sparks of energy, and even the pigeons looked busy. It seemed to Maggy that the passersby were almost running to get to their mysterious destinations.

		Oh, she thought, how madly she wanted to crunch Paris between her teeth, to chew and chew until she possessed this city, this unopened treasure chest crammed with objects of desire. She shifted from one foot to another with impatience to begin, tapping her neat, “Louis” heeled pump with the instep strap buttoned on one side, swinging her head to try to look into the windows of each passing taxi, so overwhelmed with curiosity and eagerness that she didn’t notice that she herself had become the object of the attention of a growing group of people who had clustered around her. They were an oddly assorted band: young women in cheap, brightly colored clothes, old women in aprons and slippers; grandfathers smoking and small children tugging at their mothers’ hands; boys and girls who should, surely, have been in school, all waiting with an air of resigned patience that made Maggy look like a nervous filly straining at a starting gate.

		Gradually they formed a rough circle around her and their conversation trailed off as they looked at the stranger and nudged each other.

		“Are you waiting for someone?” asked a buxom woman of thirty-five.

		Maggy looked up in surprise, glanced around the circle and smiled.

		“I certainly hope so, Madame. I’m in the right place, aren’t I?”

		“That depends.”

		“The models’ fair? Isn’t it here that I wait to get work as an artist’s model?”

		“It’s the spot,” said a twelve-year-old boy, peering at her with ardent interest. “Me, I’m of the métier. I wasn’t even born when I was painted for the first time,” he boasted. “But my ma, she was in her last month.”

		“Shut up, imbecile,” said his mother, shoving him behind her.

		“You’re no model,” she said to Maggy, accusingly.

		The foire aux modeles was an institution that had started in Montmartre some seventy-five years earlier, when professional artists’ models gathered to be hired around the fountain of the Place Pigalle. As the artists had moved to Montparnasse the models had followed them, still standing on the street waiting for work every Monday morning.

		Entire families had lived by this trade for generations and Maggy’s appearance among them was greeted with the deep resentment any group of professionals shows toward an obvious amateur.

		“If someone will pay to paint me,” Maggy retorted, “won’t that make me a model?”

		“So you think that’s all there is to it, do you? It’s a stinking hard job of work, my fine young lady.”

		“Good,” Maggy said decisively, jamming her hands into the pockets of her skirt and standing straight and sure in her tight new shoes.

		The models who had gathered closely around to hear this exchange, blocking the pavement, suddenly drew back as they all turned to watch a pretty girl wearing a close-fitting, jade green cloche over her shingled dark hair, who was swinging along the street with an admiring man on each arm. As she caught sight of Maggy she looked her up and down with a sharp eye. She raised her eyebrows in surprise and then shrugged her shoulders in dismissal. Loudly enough for all of them to hear she commented, “So that’s the kind of savage coming from the provinces these days, is it? That beanpole’s never seen a pair of scissors obviously. I wonder if she’s even heard of soap and water … there’s a strong air of the farmyard somewhere.” She laughed in contempt, pretending not to hear the wave of sniggers her comments had caused and disappeared down the street.

		“Who is that … individual?” Maggy asked indignantly.

		“That’s Kiki of Montparnasse, and you didn’t even recognize her? Now there’s a model—the queen of us all.” The woman was glad to underscore Maggy’s ignorance. “Everybody knows Kiki, and Kiki knows everybody. You are wet behind the ears and no mistake.”

		As Maggy was about to reply she felt a hand fall on her arm and turn her around abruptly. “What have we here?” Two men were looking at her. The one who had spoken was shorter than she, dressed in a dandy’s piped jacket and perfectly pressed trousers, a stickpin in his tie and a straw hat tipped to one side of his head. He had small, clever eyes and a grin that showed tiny, yellow teeth.

		The second man was as monumental as the massive tree trunk against which he leaned. His eyes, as blue as open water, were disconcerting in the steadiness and the fixity of their gaze. He was six feet four inches tall, and there was a wild, yet noble air about him that was doubly startling in this crowded city scene because it was untamed by urban custom or consideration. He might have been a mountain climber surveying the world below from the height of a conquered peak. He had a splendid head set arrogantly on a thick, strong neck, a broad open brow, a dominant, high-bridged, confident nose and a wide mouth. His hair was dark red, curly and unkempt. As he looked appraisingly at Maggy he had the air of a gallant, battle-bound cavalier riding out of the past, in spite of his working-man’s brown corduroy trousers and open-necked blue shirt.

		“Mistral,” the smaller man said to him, “what do you think?” He put his hand under Maggy’s chin and slowly turned her head from one side to another. “Very interesting, eh? The eyes—a most curious color. And decidedly there’s something unusual—even odd—about this mouth, just a touch cannibalistic, wouldn’t you say? Van Dongen couldn’t make much of it.” He fingered Maggy’s hair as if it were fabric in a shop, rubbing it between his thumb and index finger. “Hmmm—at least it’s clean and she hasn’t cut it.”

		Maggy stood rigid in shock. No man had touched her like this in her lifetime. In automatic self-defense she focused on a neutral object, three bunches of leeks the taller man was carrying under his arm as if they were a book. As the shorter man’s fingers lifted her hair away from her ears so that he could inspect her profile, she stepped forward, reached out and snatched a big white leek by its hairy, grayish roots. She held it up to her mouth and bit the vegetable cleanly in half, its long green leaves falling to the pavement. The man in the piped vest, Vadim Legrand, known to all as “Vava,” let his hand fall as he watched her chewing. She took another bite.

		“You could say ‘please,’ ” said Julien Mistral.

		“When you look at the animals in the zoo, you must also feed them,” Maggy answered, her jaw moving vigorously. Mistral didn’t smile.

		“Mistral,” Vava said with an air of decision, “I’m going to take her into the academy and see what she looks like. Come on.” He motioned to Maggy to follow him into the painting academy of La Grande Chaumière, a few steps away.

		“Why? You’ve been looking at me. What more do you want?” Maggy demanded.

		“He wants to see your tits,” the boy told her with an air of importance.

		“In there? Now?” she asked, bewildered.

		The boy’s mother laughed with malice. “Get your ass moving, my girl. Go strip down in any empty classroom just like the rest of us. Do you think you’re hiding something special that they’ve never seen before? Oh, these debutantes! She thinks it’s made of mother-of-pearl.”

		“Are you coming or aren’t you? Make up your mind,” Vava insisted. “I don’t really need a model today.”

		“Yes,” Maggy heard herself saying. “Of course.”

		She turned and followed him rapidly, trying to get out of sight of the crowd of models before they could notice the wave of heat she felt rising on her face, the blush that tormented her life.

		“Wait up, Vava.” Mistral passed her in one stride and stopped the smaller artist. “I’ll take this girl.”

		“I saw her first.”

		“What the hell difference does that make? Do you have me confused with someone who gives a shit, Vava?”

		Vava gave his yellow grin. “That makes a dozen times you’ve done this to me.”

		“When I want something, not merely to annoy you.”

		“Ah, bravo! That’s as close to an apology that anyone has ever had from you, Mistral. Take her. Take her! I have to work on the portrait of Madame Blanche anyway. Nobody buys your stuff so you have the time to indulge your curiosity; just tell me, can you afford to pay a model?”

		“Who the hell can? But I can’t afford to spend my time doing flattering portraits of rich women either,” Mistral said with indifference, not caring if Vava was insulted or not.

		“Come along,” Mistral said to Maggy, giving Vava’s hand a quick shake of farewell. He took out his pocketknife, sliced the roots off another leek, handed it to her, and began to walk down the boulevard du Montparnasse without turning to see if she was following. Maggy took the leek and tucked it like a handkerchief into the pocket of the young boy who had talked to her, and rushed after him, whistling a phrase from the melody of the Java—an insistent catchy dance tune that she had heard the night before, floating up to her window from the open door of the bal musette next to her cheap hotel.

		Julien Mistral was in a filthy mood as he took the shortcuts to his studio on the boulevard Arago. For years now he’d been pounding at his painting as if he were a convict in chains, given a mighty rock and a small hammer and ordered to reduce the rock to dust. He was engaged in the struggle that had become his only goal from the day he had walked out of a class in the École des Beaux-Arts of the Sorbonne and decided to paint his own way, to paint from his feelings and not from his brain. In the four years since that day, Mistral had found that it was almost impossible to turn off his head, to escape from the narrow prison of French education, to go freely beyond the classicism that has always dominated the core of French painting. He was consumed with the attempt to get the paint on the canvas without the rule of his trained French brain.

		The tall man hurried under the ancient trees of the park of the Cochin hospital, ignoring the girl who had to run to keep up with him. He forgot her existence as he thought wrathfully of the exhibition he had visited with Vava earlier that morning.

		Even that bugger Matisse, even he is stuck in chess playing, not painting. He uses the contrast of two colors to create a third color—one that just isn’t there, damn his eyes—why doesn’t he call himself a mathematician and be done with it? Or an interior decorator? And as for that damned acrobat Picasso and his friend Braque, gray, boring, imitative, dreary Braque, the two of them are no better—chasing Cézanne’s bullshit about reducing all nature into a cone, a square and a circle, beating it right down into the ground until they drain out all the life, all the air—to the lowest circle of hell with all of them!

		He was so angry that he walked right past number 65 and only realized that he had passed his destination after half a block. He turned abruptly, with a curse, and, with Maggy close on his heels, flung through the open doors that led to a covered passage.

		The artists’ cité of the boulevard Arago, built in 1878, was like a village in Normandy. A cobbled street led to rows of two-story, half-timbered houses with high gabled roofs and walls of glass. Long gravel walks bordered an overgrown garden filled with apple trees, hollyhocks and geraniums. Each of the small studios also had its own small private garden, enclosed by boxwood hedges and low gates.

		Maggy followed Mistral as he climbed three steep steps and opened his front door. He went to his shambles of a kitchen and looked angrily about for a place to put the leeks while she stood just inside the doorway, intimidated by his silence and the way he seemed to project himself through the air as if it were an enemy. She was flushed from the long, fast walk, her chin tilted high to cover her sudden and inhabitual shyness.

		Finally, Mistral threw the leeks on the floor and turned into the big studio, jerking his head at Maggy to follow him. She looked around in amazement. Everywhere there were canvases and everywhere there was color, such color as she had never seen before, such color as she had not known existed within any walls of any room, color on which she felt she could swim as on a great river. There were rainbows and clouds and stars and giant flowers; there were children and circuses and pinwheels; there were soldiers and naked women and flags and horses jumping and a fallen jockey and always there was the river of color torn from the sun itself.

		“That’s the bedroom,” Mistral told her, pointing the way. “Go get ready. The robe’s in there.” Maggy found herself in a small room containing little more than a bed. On a hook behind the door hung the dusty red silk kimono Mistral kept for models.

		Maggy took off her skirt and blouse, folded them neatly and put them on the bed. She stopped, dry-mouthed. “Painters paint skin,” she told herself in a panic, turning to her high school art lessons for reassurance. “Rubens painted mountains of white skin with red patches. Rembrandt painted yellow-green skin. Boucher painted pink and white skin. Skin is the single most painted substance in the history of painting.” With shaking fingers she unrolled her lovely new silk stockings. “Painters are like doctors—a body is only a body—an object, not a person,” she told herself in a rising inner wail.

		Many times in her life Maggy had propelled herself into a situation through which only her inborn self-confidence could carry her. She had realized, when she first determined to run away to Paris and become an artists’ model, that of course she would have to pose naked. With her usual bravado she had decided that she could do it, and gone on with her plans.

		Now, on a sunny morning in May, she found herself shivering and trembling and sweating all at once. She had reckoned without taking into account her life’s experience. No man had ever seen her naked, not even a doctor, since she’d never been sick in her life.

		She tried to whistle a phrase from the tune of last night’s Java as, with frantic resolution, she let the straps of her chemise slip off her shoulders, but her mouth was too parched by fear to whistle as she shrugged out of the garment she had only possessed for a few days, her first grown-up underwear. Underneath the white batiste chemise, oh, the shame of it, she had on only a new pair of wide-legged, white knickers, as flimsy as the new style dictated. Nothing, no power on earth, could make her take them off she realized.

		“What the hell is taking so long?” Mistral called roughly from the studio.

		“Coming,” she answered faintly. The impatience of his voice made her throw on the kimono over the knickers and wrap it tightly around her waist. The floor was so cold under her bare feet that she put her shoes back on. Flustered, she fumbled with the little buttons, gave up and walked out of the bedroom with the straps of her shoes flapping and making a little noise at each step she took. She stopped ten feet away from Mistral, who stood ready before an easel, and waited for instructions. All the light of the room was sucked toward the clash of her orange hair and the red Japanese silk.

		“Go stand by the window, one hand on the back of that chair.”

		She obeyed and stood very still.

		“For Christ’s sake, the kimono,” Mistral snapped.

		Maggy bit the inside of her lip and felt her hands trembling as she undid the sash and let the robe fall to the floor.

		Maggy had broad shoulders and the long vertical curve of her neck, as it met the sweeping horizontal of her collarbones, was strong and passionate. Her breasts were tenderly alive, so young that they were almost like cones, high and well separated, with tiny nipples that stood out in firm points. The line of her rib cage from armpit to waist had a fine tension and a perfect clarity. Her skin was so polished, so white, that it drew the lapping, splashing light into it and then reflected it back so that she glowed as if she were illuminated from within.

		Instinctively Mistral reacted against her beauty. He was accustomed to the easily proffered nakedness of the professional model who wore her skin as casually as an old dress. Nakedness to him had value only because painting the nude body was an intensely serious business. Maggy, who stood as resolute as Joan of Arc at the stake, seemed instantly, furiously erotic. As he realized that she had aroused him, he became angry in self-defense.

		“What the hell do you think this is—the Folies Bergere? Since when does a model pose in her knickers and shoes? Eh?” He glared at Maggy. She kicked off her shoes and began to undo the buttons that held her knickers together at the waist. A tear of humiliation and rage slipped out of each eye.

		“Now what? A striptease? Is this a whorehouse? Is that what you think I hired you for?” Mistral shouted. “Enough, don’t bother!”

		“It’s all right,” Maggy muttered, her head bowed. A button resisted her fingers and she struggled with it.

		“Out!” ordered Mistral. “I said enough. I can’t paint a model who is embarrassed. You’re absurd, ridiculous! You should never have come. You’ve wasted my time, damn it. Out!” He gestured to her as angrily as he might have chased away a cat who had walked over a freshly painted canvas, sending her rushing back into the bedroom with the kimono bundled around her like a blanket.

		“Fool, fool, fool!” Maggy lashed at herself as she scurried, fully dressed, out of Mistral’s studio. She had not dared to look at him again before she left, but if she had she would have seen him staring at the chair by the window, the image of her naked body imprinted on his unwilling mind.
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		                     Shaking and furious with herself, Maggy fled in the direction of the Luxembourg Gardens and almost fell onto the first empty chair she could find, indifferent to the scampering world of children at play. In the space of the last half-hour the dream that had ruled her for four years had turned into such a stinging misery of failure that she wrapped her arms protectively around herself and bowed her head in shame.

		A young mother sat down next to Maggy and busied herself with tending her baby. Her feelings of importance and pride communicated themselves to Maggy even through her own emotions. She raised her head and gazed about her at a dappled world in which the old sunned themselves as the young ran about intent on their games. Her heart began to lift when a small boy tottered over to her and laid a big rubber ball in her lap. She unlocked her arms and rolled it along the path for him. He brought it back, as hopefully as a dog with a stick, and soon she found herself the center of a group of children who were attracted by the novelty of a grown-up who would condescend to play with them, so unlike their own mothers whose words were a litany of French childhood: “Don’t touch; shake hands nicely; don’t get dirty; don’t run too fast; take that out of your mouth.”

		Maggy played for an hour, escaping into a world of simple games that carried the flavor of her early schooldays when she had been a hoyden, a tomboy with a fan of wild hair that flew in the wind like the wings of a big bird, the only girl in school who could throw a stone better than any of the boys, catch any ball, climb any wall.

		Soon after the last child had been dragged home for the midday meal, Maggy, too, left the park. Hunger drove her back to the Carrefour Vavin but every restaurant she passed was full. It was just after noon and on the terraces of Le Dome and La Rotonde there wasn’t an empty chair to be found. Waiters whisked about adding extra chairs and tables so that the terraces sprawled out almost to the edge of the pavement, but there was no place for the uninitiated to sit, since no one was fool enough to leave a front-row seat at the most exciting theater in the world.

		Maggy stopped at a street vendor and bought one red carnation and pinned it to her blouse. Her spirits rose abruptly and she turned, head high, into the Select, hoping that the smaller cafe might have room for her inside. She zigzagged sharply left at the door to avoid the crowd of men standing in front of the long bar and discovered a tiny empty table in the far corner of the room, next to the big, lace-curtained window, sheltered and inconspicuous.

		Thriftily, she ordered only a cheese sandwich and a lemonade, staring at the crowd of rowdy, roaring, bizarrely dressed, carefree people packed in together behind the little wooden bar tables as if they intended to spend the day. The sound of raucous, high-pitched conversation, swelling like a river in spring, mounted around her. As the room grew smokier she caught snatches of French spoken in a dozen different accents, for this was the era in which foreign artists dominated Montparnasse; the days of Picasso, Chagall, Soutine, Zadkine, and Kisling; the years of de Chirico and Brancusi and Mondrian, of Diego Rivera and Foujita. French artists, like Léger and Matisse, were in the minority as Americans, Germans, Scandinavians and Russians flocked to the quartier.

		Happy in her anonymity, feeling invisible because she knew no one, Maggy didn’t notice the interested glances that were directed at her. Here at last was the exotic spectacle she had expected to find. This was the life Constantine Moreau, her high school art teacher, had talked about. A failed artist, he had filled his pupils’ minds with high-flown tales of the cultural life of Montparnasse, stuffing their heads with half-accurate stories of parties to which he had never been invited and feuds in which he had never been involved. What he lacked in teaching ability he had made up for in the passion he felt for the life of the artist, in the aching exile he conveyed as he made real the violently pigmented, tempestuous drama of a Paris to which he had so vainly yearned to belong. It was Moreau who had given Maggy’s imagination the home it had been seeking, Moreau who made a bohemian life in Montparnasse her ever-present fantasy, he who had assured her that Renoir himself would have wanted to paint her even if she were taller than most of the other women in the world. She gazed, almost open-mouthed in wonder, at the display of deliberate eccentricity inside the Select. This is what heaven must be like, she thought. If only she were part of it.

		“Well, my little one, so you’re the new girl, no? Let me offer you a drink.”

		Maggy turned, startled. She hadn’t even noticed a woman who sat at the next table, inspecting her closely from the outrageous orange of her hair to the remarkable and almost equally outrageous boldness of her features.

		“Well, are you or aren’t you?” the woman asked.

		“Oh, I’m new, that’s for sure,” Maggy said, startled, looking around at the stranger. She must be over forty, Maggy thought, and yet still so rosily pretty, even though she was more than just plump, like one of the luscious girls Fragonard painted, who had grown middle-aged and fat.

		“I am Paula Deslandes,” the woman announced, with an air of importance. “And you?”

		“Maggy Lunel.”

		“Maggy Lunel,” she repeated slowly, as if she were tasting the name. Her shortsighted eyes, the warm brown of an expensive cigar, peered intently at Maggy. “Not bad. It has a certain charm, a certain dash, a brio—perhaps it will do. In any case it has the essential two syllables and since there isn’t another Maggy working in the quartier, that I know of, and I know everything there is to know, I approve, in principle, for the moment anyway.”

		“What luck for me. And if I hadn’t met with your approval?”

		“Tiens, tiens! She sits up and barks.” Paula’s smile, which had the power to banish all despondence, broadened. “You’re cheeky for a provincial.”

		“A provincial!” Maggy exploded. “That’s the second time in one day. Oh, it’s too much!” Although she had never known a Parisian other than Moreau, she understood that the provincial is a matter of constant superior amusement to anyone who has the sovereign luck to be born in Paris.

		“But it jumps right out, my poor little pigeon,” Paula said without apology. “Never mind. Ninety-nine percent of the people in the quartier are provincial. But I—I am the exception.” She was intensely proud of herself, this child of the streets of Montparnasse, a “flower of the pavement” as she liked to say with a romantic sigh, the daughter of a framemaker who had been brought up within a few hundred feet of the Carrefour Vavin. All Paula Deslandes knew or ever wanted to know of nature was contained within the walls of the Luxembourg Gardens, all she knew of mankind, and she was steeped in the subject like a cherry at the bottom of a bottle of old brandy, she had learned during the thousands of hours she had spent posing in the studios of painters or seated in a cafe. Paula represented, in her round, abundant and buxom form, the embodiment of the passion for gossip, endless gossip, that was embedded so deeply in the artistic life of Montparnasse.

		Meeting Maggy put Paula into the highest category of the only three moods she permitted herself. She rated her emotional temperature every morning and never admitted to a mood that was not good, better or superb. Superb had long been reserved for an addition to her list of lovers—there were and would always be men who appreciated a woman who embodied that classic trio of pleasures: fair, fat and forty. Recently she had found that uncovering a fresh item of news before anyone else in the quartier had wind of it was able to make her feel a mood that deserved the designation of superb, and Maggy promised a great feast of novelty.

		Every Monday, when her restaurant, La Pomme d’Or, was closed, Paula treated herself to a tour of her village of Montparnasse, knitting together the many threads of gossip to which she had been privy during the busy week. Each night she presided over the dinners of artists and art collectors from all over the world who had made her restaurant so profitable. Paula Deslandes was a natural, untutored historian, who could easily put stray bits and pieces of information together so that they formed a coherent social fabric.

		“Well then, Maggy Lunel—so it didn’t go well this morning with Mistral, eh?”

		“Oh!” Maggy cried. “How could you possibly know anything about that? You’ve never even seen me before!”

		“The word travels fast in this little corner of Paris,” Paula answered smugly.

		“But … who told you?”

		“Vava. He dropped in on Mistral right after that big bastard threw you out, poor thing, and being Vava, naturally he couldn’t wait to spread the story. He’s an old woman, I always say.”

		“Oh, no!” Maggy hammered on her new skirt with both fists, punishing her bold pink knees. She felt drenched in a blush, once more intolerably shamed, shown up again as a childish little prude from the country.

		“It’s not important,” Paula said urgently. “You mustn’t take it seriously—everyone has to start somewhere.”

		But Maggy had stopped paying attention. Two women and three men had just taken complacent possession of a table in the center of the room. One of the women was Kiki de Montparnasse, who stared openly at her, elbowed her friends and pointed toward Maggy and Paula. Her male companions fixed Maggy with their eyes and raised their hats to her with satiric politeness while the women giggled.

		“That one again! Just what I needed,” Maggy muttered angrily.

		“What has Kiki to do with you?” Paula asked.

		“She insulted me this morning when she passed me in the street.”

		“Ah. Did she indeed?” Paula murmured.

		“I don’t find it amusing,” Maggy said, not liking Paula’s thoughtful tone.

		“Nor do I, I assure you. I find it fascinating … that bitch is too condescending to bother to insult just anyone … so she’s noticed you already … well, I have to grant her an eye.”

		“So you know her, too?”

		“Yes. I know her. Let’s get out of here. There is a bad odor suddenly in this cafe. I’m inviting you to a real lunch. Come on—last night I won three hundred francs at poker, took them off Zborowski and God knows that dealer can afford it. Stop looking at that slut and her riffraff. Pretend they don’t exist. We’re going to Dominique’s for a chachlik. Sound good?”

		“Chachlik? What is it? Something to eat I hope—I’m starving—I’m always starving.” Maggy stood up quickly, desperate to leave, unfolding to her full five feet nine inches. Paula’s eyes squinted as she looked up.

		“My God, how much will it take to fill you up? Never mind, come along, it’s crowded there but they’ll find a place for us.” Paula herded Maggy out of the Select as briskly as a terrier, never glancing at the table of Kiki’s friends who watched them maliciously until they reached the door.

		Around the corner, halfway down the rue Bréa, the two women turned in at an inconspicuous door that seemed to lead to a charcuterie. But beyond the display cases, filled with selections of cold Russian hors d’oeuvres, was a small, low-ceilinged, red-walled room with marble counters and high stools.

		Once they were perched before a counter and Paula had ordered for both of them, she returned to her questioning of Maggy. “Tell me all about yourself. Mind you. I’ll know if you leave something out.”

		Maggy hesitated, not knowing how to begin. No one in her seventeen years had ever asked her this question. In Tours, where she had lived all of her life, everyone knew everything there was to know about her. Should she gloss over the facts? Something about Paula’s eyes disposed her to tell the truth. They were infinitely knowing, yet infinitely kind and Maggy needed someone to talk to even more than she needed food. She took a deep breath for courage and plunged in to get the worst of it said as quickly as possible.

		“The most important thing about me has always been that my father died a week before he was supposed to marry my mother—he had smallpox. If he’d lived, I’d have been just another premature child—as it was—I’m illegitimate.”

		“Evidently—but these things happen, even in the best of families.”

		“But not in respectable Jewish families. They just never happen. I’m the only bastard in the whole Jewish community of Tours and I’ve always had my nose rubbed in it.”

		“Your mother then, why didn’t she just leave Tours and go to live somewhere else, pretend that she was a widow like so many other women?”

		“She died when I was born. Aunt Esther always blamed her for dying and escaping the scandal of her conduct.”

		“Charming! Such sympathy! Did this agreeable aunt bring you up?”

		“No, I lived with my grandmother until she died four months ago.” Maggy thought wistfully of the gentle old woman who had raised her so tenderly in her small house, who had been made happy by Maggy’s smiles, whose uncritical love had made Maggy brave, who had always resisted Aunt Esther’s irrational conviction that somehow Maggy had to pay for the shame of her birth.

		“It was my grandmother Cecile, my mother’s mother, who named me Magali. She always called me that, even though everyone else calls me Maggy, because it was one of her family’s favorite names. The Lunels moved to Tours from Provence after the Revolution and in Provençal Magali means ‘marguerite’ …”

		“So you’re from the South, when it gets down to it?”

		“Yes, on my father’s side too. His name was David Astruc. Astruc means ‘born under a lucky star’ in Provençal … but not for him! My grandmother used to tell me stories about my family to cheer me up when the other kids called me a bastard. She said that even though my parents had made a mistake they came from the oldest Jewish families in France—from many hundreds of years before the Crusades—and that I should always remember it with pride.”

		Maggy gestured with her long arms in an ardent arabesque, fired by memories of the tales her grandmother had woven of a life in cities with musical names: Nîmes, Cavaillon, Avignon.

		“But what happened after she died?” Paula asked, touched by Maggy’s almost childish sense of vanished grandeur.

		“Ah, that’s why I’m here, that’s why I had to leave Tours forever and why I’ll never go back. My aunt couldn’t wait to get rid of me. The funeral was hardly over before the hunt for a husband began. Not in Tours of course—there I’d always be the Lunel bastard—but in other cities. Finally she found a family in Lille whose son was so ugly that they couldn’t find a girl who would even go out with him, much less marry him … and they arranged it!”

		Furiously, Maggy pushed her hair away from her elegantly positioned ears. “An arranged marriage. In this day and age … yes, they still do it. As soon as I heard I started to make my plans.”

		As she paused to eat the marinated lamb she remembered the day on which her rebellion had changed from an insubstantial dream into a necessary act. The proposed marriage took the idea of running away to Paris out of the realm of fantasy. She had saved five hundred francs over the years out of her grandmother’s little gifts and she spent three hundred of them in the department stores on the rue Bordeaux for a cheap suitcase and a few ready-made garments. Her only extravagance had been the silk stockings, three pairs of them, but how could she confront Paris in black cotton?

		“So,” Paula interrupted her thoughts, “you are, in short, a beautiful, orphaned Jewish virgin.”

		Maggy laughed at this interpretation, on a rising, blithe note, showing the glint of her perfect teeth, her yellow-green eyes sparkling like the target of a treasure hunt in the dimness of the restaurant.

		“Nobody ever put it precisely like that before and I’ve been called a lot of things. My grandmother used to send me to the rabbi of our town, Rabbi Taradash, to be properly scolded because she knew that she could never do it convincingly. And I’d go to him in disgrace at least once a month—it gave him a change, he said, from preparing bar mitzvah boys—and he’d get so involved in the logic of my explanations that finally he’d just make me promise not to do it again and I never did. I’d do something worse. But ‘beautiful’—no, nobody but my poor grandmother ever called me that. Or ‘virgin’ either.”

		“Are you a virgin then?”

		“Of course I am!” Maggy looked startled. She’d been in trouble all of her life for running wild with a bunch of boys but they had been companions only, partners in troublemaking.

		“So much the better,” Paula said, “at least for the moment. You have everything still ahead of you and that’s the best way to begin in Paris.”

		Paula had seen generations of Montparnasse girls come and go. She had seen them drive off in Bugattis with millionaires and never return and she had seen them die in a week of a raging form of syphilis; she had seen them marry artists and turn into proud housewives, and more often, she had seen them marry artists and turn into harpies. She didn’t believe she’d ever seen a girl with the promise of Maggy Lunel. This girl, she thought consideringly, was someone inevitable.

		“Well, that’s it, that’s all there is to me. Except that I’ve made the worst possible start.” Not even a full stomach, not even the novelty of a listener as interested as Paula, had made Maggy forget her experience with the painter she knew was called Mistral.

		“Listen to me, my little one. You must put Mistral and his abominable manners out of your mind. Vava tells me he’s a genius but if that’s true, I ask, why doesn’t he sell? How much of a genius can he be if he can’t afford to eat at my restaurant?” Clearly this was Paula’s yardstick of worldly achievement.

		“That woman, Kiki de Montparnasse, does she eat at your place?” Maggy asked curiously.

		“She wouldn’t dare to put her foot in the door, that dough-faced bundle of bones and pretensions. And her name is Alice Prin. ‘Kiki de Montparnasse’ indeed!” Paula’s face grew as grim as its round contours would allow. “To call herself that when she wasn’t even born in Paris—it’s too disgusting.”

		“But they told me she was queen of the models …”

		“They told you a lie. They know nothing. Once, and not so long ago either, I was queen of the models but Alice Prin has never rivaled what I was, she hasn’t come close.” Paula’s lips closed in an unforgiving line. She could hardly explain to the innocence of Maggy that the one who called herself Kiki had stolen not just one but many of Paula’s lovers, and then, not content with those victories, she had boasted to all Montparnasse of them.

		“I wonder why she insulted me? I’ve never done anything to her.”

		“Because she is so proud of herself that she has to make fun of every other woman she sees. But her little group of sycophants mean nothing. Listen to me, Maggy, you look like no one else in the world. You were born to be painted.”

		“Born?” Maggy stopped. Paula’s words, stated with such authority, were so unexpected that they robbed her of speech.

		“Yes, born, as a hummingbird is born to seek nectar, as a bee is born to sting, as a chicken is born to be roasted. But this business of offering yourself in the street in the foire aux modeles, that’s out of the question for you, understand? I’ll introduce you to the painters who can afford to pay more than fifteen francs for a three-hour pose—they’re all my pals. Did Mistral pay you anything, by the way? No, of course he wouldn’t—that doesn’t astonish me. But from now on you work only for the maximum. Of course you have to learn a thing or two first, but nothing I can’t teach you. It’s all a matter of making up your mind to take off your knickers—how difficult can that be, after all? You see, it is a painter’s business to learn how each woman is made. Whatever we may think, they need us far more than we need them.”

		“They do?” Maggy’s voice was astonished.

		“But yes. Just imagine it, Maggy. For fifteen hundred years, ever since the Dark Ages ended, artists have been running after this ordinary thing, the body of a naked woman. Nothing calls more upon an artist’s strength, nothing shows up his weakness as quickly. Show me a man who cannot paint a naked woman and I’ll show you a man who cannot truly paint.”

		“Constantine Moreau never told us that. He only said … that, well, that Renoir would have wanted to paint me.”

		“Perhaps Moreau merely wanted to keep his job. What, I wonder, would you schoolgirls have repeated at home? Well, what do you say? I propose to launch you! Not just out of the goodness of my heart, mind you. I want you to beat that bitch, that insufferable, intolerable Alice Prin who has the arrogance to think that because my youth is gone, because I’ve put on perhaps a kilo or two, that she has taken my place. Mine! She can’t see into the future, but I can, and one day her youth will go too—as will yours, my seventeen-year-old pigeon—even yours. Well, Maggy?”

		Before the girl could answer Paula held up a warning hand. “Are you sure you’re up to it? I don’t want to waste my time if you’re not. It’s boring work, you’ll always feel too cold or too hot, and most of all it’s far more difficult than anyone realizes to hold a pose. You’ll want to cry with pain but you must never let your client know it. When the half-hour is up, then, and only then, may you move. And ten minutes later, back to work. So. Shall we make Alice Prin regret the day she insulted you? Shall we attack?”

		“Oh, yes … yes, please!” Maggy sent her glass of tea cradling to the floor with her instantaneous gesture of impatient acceptance. Suddenly the old dream lay within her grasp again all the more precious for the fiasco of the morning, suddenly she felt that she had only to reach out to hold Paris between her arms. What did it matter, after all, if Renoir was dead?

	
		4

		                     Listen to me, Maggy Lunel,” Paula said severely. “Does an egg wear a skirt?”

		“Not the eggs I know,” Maggy answered, rolling her eyes disrespectfully. In less than a week’s acquaintance she had learned to love Paula—and those she loved, she teased.

		“Don’t make the mistake of not taking me seriously, my girl! You must imagine, with all the power you possess, that your body is a basket of eggs, eggs of different colors and sizes, your breasts the eggs of an ostrich, your pubic hair the spotted egg of a gull, your nipples the eggs of an undernourished sparrow. A naked egg is the most natural thing in the world. It is so basic, so complete that not even Brillat-Savarin ever suggested that an eggshell should be decorated.”

		“What about Russian Easter eggs?” Maggy protested, but sooner than she would have believed possible, she learned how to feel genuinely unconcerned as she exposed her body to the eyes of the painters who first gave her work as Paula’s protégée, only to quickly find themselves in hot competition with each other for her time. If she felt a blush about to betray her, Maggy learned to shield her face with her hair for the few seconds it took to recover the egg image, but within weeks she moved easily from pose to pose, her body just an object.

		Pascin painted her with roses in her lap, an icon of sensual authority; Chagall painted her as a bride flying in wonder through a purple sky; Picasso painted her over and over again in his monumental, neoclassic style and she became the preferred odalisque of Matisse. “You, popotte,” she said to him, “are my favorite client. Not for your beautiful eyes, but for your oriental carpet. Here, at least, I can sit down—it’s like a week’s vacation.”

		The day after she met Paula, Maggy moved out of her hotel into one room with a fireplace and a sink and a bidet, high up in the building next to La Pomme d’Or, Paula’s restaurant. It cost her eighty-five francs a month, furnished only with a big, gilt-trimmed bed. Maggy bought herself fresh new bedding. Paula gave her an overstuffed chair, she picked up a battered table and an old armoire in a junk shop and once they were installed she had no more space for anything but a mirror above the sink. When Maggy looked out of her window at the mansards and chimney pots of the gray-white roofs of Montparnasse, outlined against the ever-changing skies of Paris, she wished for no other view on earth.

		The building in which she lived boasted that rarest of creatures, a good-natured, happy concierge. Madame Poulard sat in her dark loge working all day at her Singer sewing machine, toes up, heels down, toes up, heels down, petite couturière to the immediate neighborhood. Childless, she adopted all the girls for whom she sewed, pouring over he Journal des Modes with Maggy as they looked for designs to copy, since the two ready-made skirts and two blouses Maggy had brought from Tours were totally inadequate for her new life.

		By October of 1925 Maggy had established herself as Kiki’s only rival and equal and even if Kiki was still “de” Montparnasse, Paula gloated over the fact that Maggy needed no such qualification after her own name.

		It was just as Maggy, unique Maggy, the one and only Maggy, who always sported a fresh red carnation in her buttonhole, that she jumped in and out of taxis, too busy to walk from one job to another; it was as Maggy that she danced all night at Le Jockey and La Jungle to the music of a tango or a shimmy; as Maggy that she moved to the insinuating melody of the beguine at La Bal Nègre where she felt as foreign to that world of dancers who had been born in Martinique and Guadeloupe, as did Cocteau and Scott Fitzgerald, who danced there as well.

		Maggy was invited to the twenty-round boxing matches at the Cirque d’Hiver, which she attended with several masculine admirers to protect her from the rough crowd, and she went often to the steeplechases at Auteuil, cheering when her horse cleared all the jumps and lavishing all her winnings afterward on champagne for her pals. She never went to the races without a tip on a horse and she rarely lost because the tips were excellent, given in return for a smile and a sudden hug from her strong, slim arms.

		When Maggy arrived at La Rotonde or La Coupole, there was always a chair for her as she joined first one table and then another of her copains. Now Montparnasse felt like her own village too and that fall she celebrated her eighteenth birthday with a party in her room. Maggy decorated the bidet by filling it with bunches of red carnations, piled the one table high with bottles of wine and invited a hundred people. Everyone came, bringing friends, and they sat drinking and singing on the staircase until the police finally arrived.

		Occasionally she would spend an evening alone at home, on her quilt, watching the sky from her window and trying to arrange in her mind all the new things she had seen, all the new people she had met. Rabbi Taradash would have disapproved deeply, Maggy smiled to herself, if he knew how she earned her living, in fact he wouldn’t have believed it possible, but she suspected that he would still call her, as he used to, “my little mazik,” a Hebrew word used to describe a beloved child who is also a swift, clever prankster.

		She wasn’t homesick although she still grieved for her grandmother, particularly on Friday evenings when, on the eve of the Sabbath, peace and cheer had filled their small house with the illumination of the two candles on the dining room table and the blessing of the light and the wine. None of the Lunels had been particularly observant or pious Jews yet this weekly ceremony had been comforting to Maggy and every year she had looked forward eagerly to kindling an additional candle on her grandmother’s fine Chanukah menorah day by day, until all the candles blazed sweetly in memory of those flames that had once burned in the Temple in Jerusalem for eight days with only one day’s supply of oil. Now all that belonged to a life she had put behind her. Certainly, she thought, she didn’t miss the family seder on the eve of Passover that had always taken place at Aunt Esther’s house. Maggy’s gathered relatives had somehow never failed to make her remember her shameful status; each year she would once again feel that her mere existence was a stain on their family’s good name … no, she thought defiantly, no, I couldn’t have endured that existence a minute longer and now I can forget it forever.

		Maggy needed these occasional quiet hours of reflection as a balance to the many nights of dancing when she escaped from the immobility of her hours of posing into the wholehearted dash toward pleasure, ever more pleasure, never enough pleasure, that made Montparnasse the center of all that was mad and joyous and abandoned in Paris.

		As Paula never failed to point out to her, there was a dark side to Montparnasse life, a world in which drink and drugs were a constant. But even without her warnings, Maggy would have gamboled immune through the never-ending party of Montparnasse nights. She would have been untainted by that sky that burned so red, illuminated as it was by the dozens of nightclubs and bars that attracted all of Paris to its lights. She still was shielded by essential and untouchable innocence, the legacy of seventeen years in her grandmother’s house.

		Often Maggy danced barefoot, not just for comfort, but because she was taller than many of her partners. She still refused to cut her hair. Before she went out at night, in one of the simple sleeveless chemise dresses with low necklines that Madame Poulard made from the ends of bolts of material Maggy found on sale at Le Bon Marché, she parted her hair in the middle and coiled it over her ears, or she wrapped a sequined scarf around her head, knotting it on one side and letting it fall over a shoulder. But do what she would to simulate the hairstyle of the time, after half an hour on a dance floor, Maggy would find that the scarf had slipped off, or that the tight coils of hair had somehow come undone and the masses of her hair were swinging from side to side as if she were galloping about in open fields.

		It was not just a whim that prevented her from adopting a more modish hairstyle; the painters she posed for preferred it long, and even paid a few francs extra because of it. An artist’s joy in a woman is based on her flesh in all its manifestations, from her toenails to the crown of her head, and, to a man, they detested the style that decreed that a woman’s hair should be cropped and flat. However, like most of the other women in the Western world, Maggy had adopted the line of dress imposed by fashion, the waist barely marked at the hips, the breasts flattened. That whimsical painter, Marie Laurençin, protested that a woman was not a stick, but Chanel and Patou and Molyneux had decreed that she must try to look as much like one as possible, and within her limited means, Maggy tried to follow fashion.

		“You needn’t give yourself airs and graces,” she cheerfully assured Picasso, as she cocked an eye at the way he had distorted her body in his paintings. “It’s not only your own idea, chouchou, for we women too can reinvent anatomy. Did you notice my new dress, eh? And don’t forget it, they belong strictly to us, those breasts and thighs and all the other bits and pieces you play fast and loose with. No touching!”

		For her work she had bought herself an apple-green silk robe and during her minutes of rest she would often wrap it around her body and walk around the artist’s studio, stalking the unfinished canvas like a heron.

		“So that’s the way I look to you, is it? Well, I may not have a full-length mirror in my place but I have only to look down to see that both my nipples are the same color. D’y’ see that you made the right one look like a raspberry and the other like a strawberry out of season? And my eyes—do they really have so many different shapes? I’ve heard that the Eskimos have twenty-five different words for snow—are you of the Eskimo school then? Still, you might have a lick of talent. Who knows? I’m no expert certainly.”

		On her clients, “mes popottes,” Maggy lavished her sarcasm, her generosity and her incurable impudence. On Paula she bestowed a solid love that was untouched by capriciousness and suited the older woman very well. She regarded all of Maggy’s triumphs as if they were her own and from time to time, as the two women ate an early dinner together in the kitchen of La Pomme d’Or, Paula noted that the girl had still not found a man. Not with that monstrous appetite of hers, the appetite of someone who had never known a lovesick day. Time enough, she thought to herself approvingly.

		While Maggy conquered Montparnasse, Julien Mistral found himself facing a financial crisis. For years he had carefully eked out the modest patrimony he had inherited at the death of his mother, almost three years earlier, but now, he realized with a shock, it was almost gone. Yet no strict economies were possible to an artist who used paint and canvas as lavishly as he did.

		He had always bought in such quantities that he had persuaded Lucien Lefebvre, the owner of Lefebvre-Foinet, the art supply store on the rue Brea, to give him a small discount. There were cheaper paints to be sure, but only Lefebvre ground his by hand and mixed them with poppy-seed oil instead of the usual linseed oil so that they smelled like honey, and possessed, Mistral was convinced, a richness of tone that other paints didn’t have. But even with the discount he had run up an uncomfortably large bill. Yet to limit himself? Impossible!

		Restraint, economy, husbanding of resources, living within his means; all of these virtues Mistral practiced in his daily life, drinking only a little cheap red wine in cafés, and paying almost nothing for rent or food. Women, he thought, as he got ready to leave home on the evening of the Surrealist costume ball, to which he’d been invited by a rich young American woman, Kate Browning, were no expense. As plentiful in his life as the burrs on a dog, not one of them had yet cost him a centime.

		Mistral stretched and almost hit his head on the ceiling of his bedroom. He decided not to bother shaving or brushing his tangled red curls, since his only concession to the need for a costume was an old-fashioned, wide-brimmed, black hat he had picked up in some secondhand clothes store. He was not disposed to take any more trouble for the Surrealists whose definition of beauty—“the chance encounter of a sewing machine and an umbrella on a dissection table”—was, to him, an abomination.

		All “isms” were equally loathsome to him, and in that group he included political parties of every type, all religious groups and anyone who believed in some clearly formulated system of morals. Art had nothing to do with words like morality or immorality; it was above morality, above definitions of beauty. Why, he often wondered, did people bugger themselves up by getting involved in ideas instead of paint?

		Still, he was willing to take the time to go to the ball. Kate Browning might buy another painting soon, he thought, and God knows he could use the money. She was not unattractive in her severely groomed, almost ascetically pretty, blond, and obviously American way. In the last months he’d sold her two small canvases, which made her even more attractive to him than perhaps she deserved—he liked a less austere type.

		In any case, he would not, could not skimp on his materials. Mistral hurried out, rolling the Lefebvre-Foinet bill into a ball and flipping it into the garden next door. There was no artist so serious or so busy that he didn’t go to costume balls, not even Julien Mistral.

		Were there more costume balls in 1926 than there had been in 1925? Or would there be more in 1927? No one could be sure during those fine festive years for no one could keep track. Every week there was another ball sponsored by a different group. In this second week of April 1926, the Russian artists had already given their Bal Banal and the homosexual international had held their Bal des Lopes at Magic City. When the Surrealists organized a Bal Sans Raison d’Etre to celebrate nothing at all and everything at once, everyone agreed it was not to be missed.

		Just a year before, the Surrealists had created a great scandal at a banquet given at the Closerie des Lilas that ended in an attempted lynching only broken up by the police. Freethinkers of the most doctrinaire kind, they made a violent stand against the government, the military, the church, and for full measure, against business as well, glorying in their nickname “The Terror of the Boulevard Montparnasse.” When two of their number, Miró and Max Ernst, created the decor for Diaghilev’s Ballet Russe, dozens of Surrealists broke up the performance by blowing trumpets, making speeches and attacking the spectators.

		With their exciting reputation who, with any pretense to position in the world of art or letters or fashion, could possibly stay home that night?

		“Surrealist or not,” Paula had announced a week earlier, “I’m going in what suits me best, just as I always do.”

		“Not the Pompadour? Not again!” asked Maggy. “You’re impossible—I’m tired of your costumes and you should be too.”

		“There is only one reason to go to a costume ball,” Paula said serenely. “You go to show off whatever part of your body the accident of living in this banal era has prevented you from revealing in your everyday clothes. I’m not trying to be clever—I leave that for those with nothing special to reveal, who don’t have my magnificent white shoulders, my delicious pair of breasts, my still small waist. But—just for a change—I’m going as Du Barry, to make a little change from the Pompadour, no?”

		“So little that it’s unimportant. Again your wide pink taffeta skirts, the tight blue satin bodice, a lace fichu, more lace at your wrists, your powdered wig and your beauty patch—you disgrace me!”

		“Ah, I’m always underestimated,” Paula sighed. “Instead of the lace fichu I will wear a stuffed python attached at my right shoulder, passing under my bare breasts and fastened securely along my left shoulder until the tongue of the beast licks my ear.”

		“Bare breasts?”

		“But naturally—I thought I’d explained.”

		“Felicitations! I’m proud of you.”

		“It’s a small effort. Only the python to be borrowed, and I’m set. What about you?”

		“I’m going as a bowl of fruit.”

		“What a horror! Lemons in your hair and a dress like an apple? Maggy, that’s unworthy of you.”

		“Wait and see.” Maggy stirred her coffee and lowered her lids over her eyes. The thick, straight sweep of her lashes, darkened with mascara, looked like two long, spiky caterpillars on her cheeks.

		“Who are you going with—Alain?”

		“Alain and three of his friends—four men to be precise.”

		“As always, safety in numbers, isn’t that so?”

		Maggy puffed out her lips and blew at an imaginary hair as she did when she was embarrassed, a childish habit she had often been teased for in the past. Paula, as usual, was right.

		Montparnasse was like an overstocked sexual zoo. Every possible kind and variety and assortment of sexual partnership was to be found there in examples by the dozens. From the domestic household of the heterosexual couple, to the most unrestrained cases of fetishism, no aspect of Eros was foreign or antipathetical to the quartier. Everything was possible and permitted.

		In this atmosphere of unbounded, and therefore frightening, permissiveness, Maggy had found herself, from the beginning, more comfortable as a spectator than a participant. She scolded herself as the months slipped past, berating herself for virginity of which nobody but Paula suspected her, but in spite of all the arguments she found in favor of having a lover, the fact was that she remained a virgin although her eighteenth birthday was months past.

		Maggy concealed her state of stubborn, unfashionable chastity from everyone. Only Paula was not misled by her free and easy airs, the saucy impertinence with which she treated her men, her laughing rejoinders to their importuning, her casual nakedness. Since everyone assumed that she must have a lover, the fact that Maggy rejected every man’s attention whenever it became serious, simply gave her the reputation of being some fortunate man’s faithful and secretive mistress.

		It took Alain and his friends all afternoon and evening to create Maggy’s trompe l’oeil costume. Her right breast was painted as a bunch of pale green grapes, her left as a small melon of Cavaillon, the kind that is served whole, with sweet wine in its cavity. Her arms and shoulders became bunches of bananas, some ripe, some still showing a hint of green, and a pineapple grew down under her breasts and over her navel, its sharp leaves losing themselves in her pubic hair. Each hip was a slice of pumpkin and her thighs were stalks of rhubarb. From her knees to her feet she was entwined in painted grapevines and her armpits held apples.

		Her face was left unpainted except for two honey bees on her forehead, her hair was held back by a garland of flowers. She had refused to bow to the protests of the artists who insisted that the green chiffon scarf she intended to wear as an improvised G-string was incompatible with the spirit of the occasion.

		The artists had constructed an oval, wooden fruit bowl, six feet long, covered with silver paint, on which they planned to carry Maggy at shoulder height. Each of the four men wore painted sandwich boards, over black tights and sweaters. André represented a Brie, Pierre an entire Camembert, Henri a slice of Roquefort and Alain half of a Chevre … each huge block of cheese painted so realistically that they looked edible. The four artists were part of a school of Realist painters and their ensemble of cheese and fruit was meant as a protest against the Surrealists and their distortions.

		“Wait,” Maggy protested as they made a trial attempt to hoist the fruit bowl, “I need something to do with my hands. Can’t I carry a flower or something?”

		“No, you’ll ruin it. Just rest your head on one elbow and lie absolutely still and don’t, for the love of God, sweat. Damn it, Maggy, why wouldn’t you let us use oils instead of water colors?”

		“Because I don’t intend to spend tomorrow bathing in turpentine,” Maggy answered. “As it is, Alain, the silver paint feels a bit sticky. I’m not sure it dried properly. Didn’t some king paint slaves with gold paint once? I believe they died of it.”

		“Rumor, rumor. Anyway it’s only going to come off on your ass, if at all. Now let’s go—the ball started an hour ago. Maggy, get off there and walk with us. When we get to Bullier we’ll put this miracle together.”

		“Just let me put on my coat and shoes.”

		“Why bother—it’s warm out,” André protested.

		“But it’s three streets away.”

		“Don’t you dare smudge anything,” Pierre said anxiously.

		“On second thought, I’m taking a taxi—in a coat. I’ll meet you there.”

		“Oh, the little bourgeoise,” André mocked.

		Maggy advanced on the little artist menacingly. “Do you want to die, mosquito? Strangled by two bananas? Take that back.”

		“You wouldn’t get mad if it weren’t true,” he cried, dancing out of her reach.

		“Hey, there’s no time for lovemaking,” Alain shouted. “If we get there too late everybody’ll be too far gone to notice us—onward! Everybody to the barricades!”

		Five hundred people were jammed together at the Bullier by the time Maggy arrived. In the crowd were Darius Milhaud, Satie and Massine. The Comtesse de Noailles was there and so were Paul Poiret and Schiaparelli, joined by Picasso wearing his picador’s costume. Gromaire had put on the habit of a Spanish Jesuit to which he had added balloonlike woman’s underpants trimmed with rose red ribbons and Brancusi had gotten himself up as an Oriental prince with beads to his knees and a Persian carpet around his shoulders. Pascin, followed as always by his tame troop of gypsies, jazz musicians and pretty girls, wore his usual black.

		Astonished “Bravos” sounded at the first sight of Maggy at the tip of the great staircase. She made her entrance borne aloft and perfectly balanced during the perilous descent. One by one the musicians caught sight of Maggy through the smoke, and with a toot and a blare and a blast of every instrument in the orchestra they heralded her slow passage around the huge ballroom, lying motionless on the silver platter. Everywhere she passed sections of the crowd stopped dancing to press around the group of Realists, applauding and screaming their approval. Maggy had been so skillfully painted that only little by little did everyone realize that, except for a wisp of chiffon, she was utterly naked, a realization that only added to the roar of approbation.

		“What on earth is that?” Kate Browning asked Mistral, from her vantage point at one of the raised tables that circled the dance floor.

		“A Realist manifesto,” he shrugged. He had recognized Maggy as soon as she appeared. No one else in Montparnasse had ever flaunted hair of such a flamboyant shade of orange, a color he’d never forgotten. But he could scarcely reconcile the awkward, embarrassed girl who didn’t know the first thing about posing with this shamelessly revealed creature, lounging naked before a thousand eyes, and laughing. Laughing!

		He had heard about her from dozens of people as she became well known, he had often glimpsed her hurrying about the streets from a distance, but they had never exchanged a word in the eleven months that had passed since her first day as a model. If he had been honest he might have admitted to himself that he had avoided her, he might even have recognized that he was ashamed of the manner in which he had chased her away—but such thoughts were foreign to Mistral’s attitude toward life. Second thoughts about a silly girl? No, life was too short, there was too much work to do.

		“Julien! Do you know how to dance?” Kate Browning asked in the quietly imperious manner that she was unaware she possessed, although she was only twenty-three.

		“Dance? Of course I dance. But not well. I warn you.”

		“Well, don’t you want to dance?”

		“In this mob?”

		“Come on, I’m in the mood,” she said, not to be frustrated.

		“What’s that they’re playing now?” he asked.

		“ ‘Mountain Greenery.’ It’s nice and bouncy and you can’t just sit here.”

		Reluctantly he got to his feet, inches taller than anyone in the room, and followed the trim American onto the infernal dance floor on which the bodies were so pressed together that his lack of dancing skills wasn’t important. For a few minutes they moved inexpertly almost at the edge of the crowd as the music changed to a pulsing ragtime beat. Suddenly Mistral and Kate were squeezed from both sides by scores of dancers crowding to get a better look at Maggy, whose four bearers were approaching.

		Maggy, on her perch, was wrapped in a mounting delirium induced by the warm bath of cheering admiration whirling around her. There was an immense liberation in being naked yet covered by paint as if she were visible and invisible at the same moment. She felt as if she were hovering over the ballroom floating free. From every side hands reached out to try to touch her but she was aware of no menace as the artists raised the silver oval higher and higher to keep her out of reach.

		Suddenly, from the crowd, a voice shouted, “Down with the Realists!”

		“Down with the Surrealists!” screamed a dozen other voices.

		The crowd, which only a second before had been good-natured in spite of the suffocating pressure of the dance floor, joined battle vigorously—this is what they had been waiting for all evening. Kate Browning, aware of danger, adroitly slipped out of Mistral’s arms and threaded her way to the edge of the crowd, leaving Mistral to follow her.

		Jostling, shoving, elbowing each other, howling slogans, the dancers closed in on Maggy’s four artists, almost knocking Alain and André off their feet. Pierre and Henri, the Camembert and Roquefort, still struggled manfully. However, without the careful balance the four artists had achieved, the big wooden platform tilted alarmingly and, with a start, Maggy realized that she was in danger of falling and being trampled underfoot. She looked around, suddenly alert, keeping her wits about her. Everywhere there was a mass of bodies, men punching each other, women ducking and screeching. The place had erupted into a riot.

		Crouching, Maggy gathered herself together, coiled herself up into a tight ball and launched herself off the platter with a strong leap sideways, aimed right at the only point in the room that seemed stable—Mistral’s black hat.

		He caught her with an “Ouf!” of surprise but he stood rocklike, too strong to lose his feet in the mob. Maggy lay in his arms like a child on a swing, no fear, no alarm in her eyes, still under the spell of the moment in spite of her instinctive spring to safety.

		She curled her arms around Mistral’s neck and let her head fall on his shoulder. Automatically he tightened his arms and held her to him as she compressed herself into a compact oval, bending her knees sharply so that her legs and feet protected the backs of her thighs and her bare, silver-splotched bottom.

		Finally, Mistral moved. There was a door to the street not more than a hundred feet away and he pushed strongly toward it through the swarm, clutching Maggy as if she were someone he had rescued from the sea.

		As he reached the street, Maggy spoke.

		“Where are we going?”

		“Not far.”

		“I hope it’s an unpretentious place.”

		“Oh, it is.”

		Mistral crossed the street, turned a corner and walked into a large building with an ornate, sham-Moroccan façade. Inside there was a counter behind which a woman stood waiting for customers.

		“Good evening, Monsieur. For one or two?” She showed no surprise at the sight of a man carrying a multicolored, naked woman.

		“One, please. Do we have to wait?”

		“No, you’re in luck tonight. I have something ready—just follow me, Monsieur, ’Dame.”

		The woman led the way down a hallway lined with doors at regular intervals. She opened one of the doors, ushered him in and shut the door behind them.

		In the middle of the bare room stood a huge tub filled to the brim with hot water. On a chair by the tub lay a towel, a cake of soap and a washcloth. Still holding Maggy, with a rapid movement Mistral bent down and tested the temperature with one finger. Satisfied, without letting her feet touch the floor, he plunged her into the water, getting his arms wet above the elbows.

		“Assassin!” Maggy sputtered.

		“It’s not that I don’t admire your costume but it was coming off all over my shirt,” he said, vigorously lathering the washcloth.

		“Give me that.”

		“Certainly not. It’s man’s work.” He took off his damp jacket, rolled up his wet sleeves and knelt on the floor by the tub. Maggy tried to stand up in the water but she couldn’t get the right leverage in the deep tub. She floundered, heaving herself halfway out only to slip back again. Mistral ignored her struggles and briskly applied the washcloth to whatever part of her body presented itself. Within seconds the water turned a murky gray.

		Maggy started to laugh helplessly. She let herself lie back in the water and watch uncomplainingly while he scrubbed her shoulders and her legs. Only when he approached her breasts did she pounce, with an overhand blow from her two hands, her fingers firmly interlaced, right to the back of his neck. His hat fell into the water and he let go of the washcloth just long enough for her to grab it. She slung a hatful of soapy water directly into his eyes and, while he swore vilely, half blinded, into the towel, drying them as best he could, she finished scrubbing off the last of the watercolor from her body, laughing harder than ever at the sight of him kneeling on the floor, dripping onto his shirt, his eyes red and smarting.

		At last Maggy dropped the washcloth on the wooden floor and sat in the opaque water that rose to her shoulders, her arms folded on the rim of the tub, her chin on her hands. Her damp hair clung to her shoulders, her eyes wet with tears of mirth, but her lips were curved in an old tomboy grin, and she’d clapped Mistral’s sopping hat on the back of her head.

		“Nice work,” she congratulated him. “But what have you planned for the rest of the evening?”

		Mistral sat back on his heels. What indeed?

		“I’m getting cold and I’m getting hungry,” Maggy menaced. “And when I’m cold and hungry I get mean. D’y’ want to risk it?” There was challenge in her voice, in her eyes, in the cock of her head—even her red eyebrows were challenging. She might be naked and submerged but the very way she’d appropriated his hat defied him.

		“Don’t go away,” Mistral said, jumped to his feet and walked out of the room, taking his jacket and the damp towel, closing the door behind him.

		“Oh, that son of a bitch!” Maggy cried out loud. She looked disgustedly at the rim of the tub where a gray ring was forming. She tried to let in some more water but the faucet was locked. She shrugged and stood up in the tub, sloshing water over herself with the palms of her hands. She was reassured to see that she hadn’t turned gray. She stepped carefully onto the floor and shook herself mightily, shuddering like a great dog, wringing water out of her hair. Fortunately the night was warm and the room was even warmer, filled, as it was, with the steam of the bath.

		Suddenly, the door opened and Mistral walked back into the room. Maggy straightened up, shielding her lower belly with the big hat, one arm over her breasts.

		“You forgot to knock.”

		“Sorry.” He passed her two fresh towels. “Dry yourself off—go on—I won’t look. And here’s my jacket—put it on when you’re finished. I have a taxi waiting.”

		“I hope we’re going somewhere nice for dinner.”

		“Eventually.”

		“You do know how to treat a girl.” Maggy struggled into his jacket. The sleeves dangled below her knees, hiding her hands. Clumsily, she wrapped her arms around herself to hold the jacket together. She was entirely covered up except for her bare legs and feet. “Well, I’m all set, and rather grand too, but you don’t look like much. Your shirt’s all wet,” she grumbled.

		“I think we both look … clean,” Mistral said, leading the way to the front door of the public baths. “As long as you’re clean, the rest isn’t important.”

		Padding in her bare feet, Maggy followed him to the street door of the public bathhouse. They darted across the pavement into the taxi that waited outside.

		“Sixty-five boulevard Arago,” Mistral told the startled driver.

		Still barefoot, but wearing the red kimono, which she had put on with a smile of surprise at finding it just where it had been a year before, surprised that it could still hang from the same hook like a remote memory, Maggy entered the studio, dimly lit at night when the work lights were off, and looked for a place to sit down.

		The studio was as crowded as the bedroom was bare. Mistral had the habit of visiting the brocantes of the neighborhood, the dealers in objects that could not be called antiques, yet were certainly not new, and picking up odd bits and pieces that caught his questing eye; a huge casserole of Quimper pottery with a hole in it; a ship’s figurehead, half eaten by worms; the last remaining piece of a once splendid set of painted tin soldiers; a Victorian chair of purple satin trimmed with moth-eaten braid.

		However, although his discoveries filled a room they fell short of furnishing it. Maggy picked her way toward the Victorian chair, which at least seemed to have a recognizable function, and sat in it with a sigh of pleasure. She was brimming with a mixture of curiosity and adventure. She had never expected to find herself here again and the evening seemed filled with tentative wonder.

		“Soup?” she called into the tiny kitchen in which she heard Mistral moving about.

		“What do you think this is, a restaurant? If I want soup I go out for it. You’ll get bread and cheese and sausage and wine and be glad for them.”

		“You’re not much of a host.”

		“I don’t entertain often,” Mistral said, looking with irritation at the sausage he was slicing. It had an air of antiquity to it. On a tray, he hastily arranged a few mismated dishes, a bottle of wine and two glasses, one of them chipped, and carried it out to the studio. He stopped in mid-stride at the sight of Maggy in the purple chair, her orange hair spread out on the red Japanese silk. It was as if a fire had been lit in the corner of his studio.

		“You can’t sit there.”

		“Why not?”

		“That chair is about to fall apart.”

		“What do you suggest then—the floor?”

		“I have a little table outside in the garden—I thought we’d eat out there.”

		“But do you also have little chairs out there in the garden?” she asked with a flick of laughter in her voice.

		“Yes, believe it or not.”

		“Ah, well in that case, who could resist such magnificence?” Maggy followed Mistral outside where overgrown lilacs, their white blooms just in full bloom, hung glimmering faintly over a table of white painted wood. Two bentwood chairs stood in the unmown grass, with heart-shaped backs and striped cotton cushions on their wooden seats. Mistral lit a tall candle in a short, twisted copper candlestick while Maggy bent over the plate and inspected the sausage.

		“Go on, take a slice,” he urged her.

		“It lacks … how shall I put it … a certain youth.”

		“Better not eat it,” he said, hastily putting the plate on the grass. “I think the cheese is probably safe. Are you really hungry? I can go and get something—there’s a charcuterie that stays open late …”

		“No, no, I’m teasing you. But did you have dinner?”

		“Oh.”

		“What is it?”

		“I just remembered where I had dinner.”

		“And?”

		“It was with a woman … a rich American art collector of sorts who invited me to that Surrealist madhouse.”

		“In that case she has serious reason for complaint.” Maggy raised her wineglass, gravely leaning forward and gesturing to Mistral to raise his glass to hers. “To the lady, let’s drink to the lady who began the evening with Monsieur Mistral. Who knows with whom she will end it? I wish her good fortune.”

		“Good fortune,” said Mistral, touching her glass with his. And as he drank all memory of Kate Browning disappeared. Nothing existed outside of this still, dim corner of a fragrant little garden, this space that seemed to have been dreamed into an existence far from the real world, a space in which the music of Maggy’s voice, impudent, low and as free as running water, insulated him from his former life; a space in which his familiar plot of garden seemed to be newly created, as fresh-minted, secret and hidden as if it were the floor of a rain forest.

		He felt his will, his reliable, intractable will, slipping away from him like a heavy garment he had worn for too long. He felt ten years younger, he found himself aware of the warm touch of the April air and the lush whisper of the tall grass and the sweet scent of the lilacs and the harsh taste of the wine. Maggy was a lovely shock. He hadn’t been prepared for her. He hadn’t expected her. What was she doing here? He drank again and the question dissolved, not in wine, because he hadn’t had much wine, but in the sight of her.

		Without any light but that of the single candle, she decorated the night. Her skin reflected the moon when she moved. The flame of the candle kindled an answering spark in the green of her eyes, a spark so alive that it made the April moon, tucked among the trees, look insignificant and far away. The sound of her voice seemed to be arousing him to feelings of confused mutiny … against what he could not have said.

		Almost reluctantly, as if obeying an order, he yielded to an unfamiliar yet irresistible command. He flung himself on the grass and took Maggy’s bare feet in his hands, rubbing gently.

		“Poor feet—they’re cold,” he murmured.

		She didn’t answer. The touch of his hands, big, flexible, powerful, the heat and the slight roughness of his skin, made her shudder with an emotion she didn’t understand. She flung back her head and it seemed to her that the haze of stars was humming.

		Now his lips were on the soles of her feet, tentative, questioning, barely brushing the skin. She caught her breath, afraid to move, spellbound by the sensations that shot from her feet to the very roots of her hair, piercingly urgent sensations that were like a foreign language, heard for the first time and, mysteriously, understood. She bit her lips as his tongue touched the arch of her foot, outlining, exploring, bolder each second. She moaned out loud as she felt his teeth graze her heel, and she tried feebly to pull her feet out of his grasp, but he only tightened his hold. She felt her knees falling apart under the Japanese silk as his tongue ran up the calf of one leg then up the other, finding that soft, private curve behind her knees.

		“Stop it,” she gasped. “Please.”

		Mistral stood up, a huge figure in the dark, and gathered her in his arms. He looked at her with a frown of concentration.

		“Stop? Are you sure?” He kissed her lips fleetingly and drew back so that he could see her face. “Ah, not so sure, not completely sure,” he sighed and kissed her mouth, its succulence both carnal and innocent, slowly kissed those lips that stood out from her pale face like an opulent flower.

		Maggy’s confusion and sudden alarm disappeared under his kisses. She laughed, not just with pleasure, but with a new note in her voice, the outlaw that had always lived within her rising to the surface. Her lips became an outlaw’s lips, her hands an outlaw’s hands as she caressed his powerful neck, and reached up for his curly head to pull it down to her again. She wriggled out of his arms, finding her feet, and boldly pressed all her long length against his body. They stood together for a long, long moment, growing together like two tall trees, swaying slightly as their lips parted, then almost immobile as they strained together, seeking a knowledge beyond knowledge. With a grunt of need, Mistral parted the heavy silk kimono, mad to touch the body he knew only through his eyes, mad to feel her skin, to hold her breasts in his hands, to learn the tight buds of her nipples with his fingertips. She spoke in a trance. “Not here—Inside.” Stumbling, unbuttoning his shirt as he walked, he followed her to his bedroom, to that wide bed under the window through which moonlight fell on the sheets. In seconds he stood naked, erect, magnificent.

		“Let me look,” she commanded in such a tone of urgent curiosity that he stood still while she approached, all her coltishness gone as she delicately ran her fingers over his shoulders and his chest and down to his waist, lingering over the unfamiliar shapes and textures, the sinewy muscles of his arms, the astonishingly hard points of nipples that hid in the springy hair in his chest. Only when she had satisfied herself, when his body was no longer completely strange to her, did she untie the sash of the kimono and let it fall to the floor. She lay down on the bed, waiting for him.

		At last, Maggy thought, at last. She didn’t submit to his hands, she encouraged them. Arching and stretching like a cat she played with him, holding her breasts in her hands and offering them to his mouth, letting him raven on them until, with a swift, lithe movement she withdrew and flung herself at his chest, her lips seeking his nipples. Imitating him, she sucked on them until he almost screamed and held her off, unable to endure the excitement. “Ah, so two can’t play at that game?” she murmured and soon she had her answer, as with unsteady hands, he parted her legs and bent over her, kneeling on the bed, his hot open mouth questing between her thighs, his tongue flickering. A vast silence seemed to envelop them. Maggy found herself immobile, rigid, almost without breath, as she waited, all playfulness gone.

		Still kneeling, sitting on his heels, holding her waist in both hands, Mistral launched himself into her body. She was so moist that he was able to advance several inches before he reached the barrier. He persisted, not understanding, and got no farther.

		“What …?” he murmured, heat consuming him as he looked down at the darkness of the triangle where they were joined. He tried again, without success. Now, the spell of inaction broken, Maggy gathered herself up with all her courage and pressed forward, willing herself to open to him. Every muscle in her long, strong legs was tensed, her toes were pointed, her hands clutched the mattress and her back arched as she raised her pelvis upward, his jutting, hot spur of flesh the only focus in the universe. There was a flash of pain but she ignored it, launching herself anew, met halfway by his mighty thrust. Suddenly he was inside of her, suddenly the spear, point and shaft and hilt, now a heavy fullness of mortal flesh, was encompassed by her body and they lay still, panting like two gladiators evenly matched who pause to salute each other before renewing the struggle.

		“I didn’t know,” he whispered, his astonishment so great that it had only commonplace words.

		“I didn’t tell you. Would it have made a difference?”

		“No, no.” Now they lay on their sides, looking into each other’s eyes. One of Mistral’s arms supported her shoulders and, with his free hand, he gently probed the damp tangle of her pubic hair, finding the tender flesh he sought, and caressed it stealthily, steadily, without stopping, even when she begged, until she cried out in bewildered joy. Only then did he take his own serious pleasure, but still carefully, with an unaccustomed caution, that added to the swelling, rising fever that shocked him with its power when at last he burst into her as potent as a great bull.

	
		5

		                     The first time Julien Mistral painted Maggy, the first time he went after the shadow between her breasts, the first time he dipped his brush, unthinkingly, into vermilion and painted that shadow, he heard a cosmic “Ah ha!” rock his brain. Stunned, almost knocked off his feet, he saw, he saw as he had never seen before, he saw with his entrails as he ravished the canvas, his brush flying almost out of control, his fingers numb with discovery, the temperature of his body rising so that he had to tear off his shirt, his impatience to follow his vision so great that finally he dropped his brushes and squeezed paint onto the canvas directly from the tubes.

		He was painting at last as he had always known he could paint, without inhibition, without calculation, with freedom so vast that it was as if the walls and the ceiling of the studio had been knocked away and he was standing under the blue, open sky.

		Fascinated, Maggy watched him, as she lay motionless on a heap of green pillows, not daring to move until, long after an hour had passed, he finally stopped his attack on the canvas and dropped at her side, radiant, bathed in sweat.

		In a gesture he had never dreamed of before he wiped his paint-smeared hands on her pubic hair, branding her with smears of green and Titian red as if she were another kind of canvas. He tore open his pants, without taking them off, and plunged into her violently, grinding her down on the pillows with his big, hot, wet body until he found a huge release that he met with a sound that was a roar of triumph.

		Weeks passed while Mistral painted Maggy. He knew that something about the way light interacted with her flesh had been the inspiration for his breakthrough. It was not only a technical matter, a phenomenon that could be explained by the translucent whiteness of her skin or the way her hair broke into shafts of fire or the fact that his imagination was prepared, why he did not know and did not ask, to seize on her particular physical qualities and use them to make the leap forward. It was also his spiritual conviction that light poured out from the inside of her body, emanating from it, so that when he painted her the very canvas became a source of light. Maggy knew that something surpassingly important had happened to him but when she asked him about it the few words he found were not enough. Since the experience was not an intellectual one, it escaped words, and Mistral felt a superstitious awe that prevented him from wanting to talk about it.

		After that first night in April it was the one perfect spring of Maggy’s life. It was the spring by which all other springs would be judged and found wanting, and while Maggy lived it she also watched herself living it. She knew, in the part of her brain that felt no emotion, that only recorded and filed memory, that this was her age of gold. She knew, with the knowledge born in all women, that nothing as glorious ever lasted forever, and yet, as day followed day, she never looked ahead, never considered the future, never asked herself what would happen tomorrow. Each day was enough, round and full and as complete as an apple of the sun.

		For Mistral, too, it was a time of surpassing joy, but before he was a man he was a painter, and his happiness sprang more from the work he was doing than from Maggy herself.

		It never occurred to Julien Mistral, following the night of the Surrealist ball, that Maggy had a life that could prevent her from posing solely for him seven days a week. He took all her time as his right, expecting her to hold her pose for abnormally long periods since he was tireless and never stopped until she was in such muscle pain that she had to beg for a rest. He assumed, with a selfishness so total that it was regal, that she was entirely content to leave her own life behind, to abandon her room and share his studio, to forsake her circle of friends, to go without normal diversions, to give up any vestige of personal freedom. When he dropped his brushes it was only natural that she be there waiting to relieve the nervous tension of creation by opening her body to his hungry, violent lovemaking.

		Maggy questioned none of his careless convictions. She offered herself to him on every level with simple generosity, as if she were a field filled with tall, blowing flowers, that grew only to be gathered at his pleasure.

		Hour after hour, she gladly endured the concentration of his gaze, knowing that he wasn’t thinking of her or even seeing her as Maggy. Her love asked nothing for itself but the satisfaction of watching him work. He was a man consumed, a man filled with so high a passion for creation that she thought of it as holy. The two months during which Mistral painted the seven pictures of Maggy, the series that later came to be called simply La Rouquinne, “The Redhead,” were months that soon would become isolated from all that Maggy or Mistral knew of ordinary life. They would become as legendary, to each of them, as if they had once been joined together in some heroic adventure never before attempted by man. The series became a milestone in the history of art, but neither of them was ever to discuss it.

		By the end of May of 1926, Mistral felt sure enough of his new powers to attack other subjects. When he had finished the seventh portrait of Maggy he abandoned his concentration on the nude as suddenly as he had begun. Now he turned to still life. His neglected garden, heavy with June flowers; each corner of his junk-filled studio, bright with tatters as a flea market; a vase of purple and white asters; a melon split in half—all these objects presented themselves to his freshly inspired vision as if he had never seen them before. They lived, as surely as Maggy lived. Light fell on them and they breathed it in. The world was new.

		Mistral never painted except from life, and, as his minddanced he changed forever the way people would focus their eyes. With the rhythm of a bandit, with the bravura of a pirate, he let loose that sense of play he had not been in touch with since childhood. He plundered the secret clearings of his spirit, opening them to sun and air and wind, using his brushes as if they were a trumpet on which he could blow his way to the gates of heaven.

		Maggy’s disappearance with Mistral from the life of the quartier had provoked a storm of gossip and, when Mistral released her from posing for him, her reappearance was a cause for more questions.

		“Of course,” Paula said, “you did it all in the name of love?”

		“Paula!” Maggy said, shocked. “You don’t expect me to ask him for money!”

		“No, unfortunately, I don’t suppose I can. God, what fools women are.”

		“But you just don’t understand,” Maggy said mildly. She was too happy to get angry.

		“On the contrary. I understand perfectly and I disapprove totally. It’s la folie furieuse—only to be expected—but don’t think I’m going to congratulate you. I thought you’d learned to be a professional.”

		“As for that—you old cynic—Julien has given me my favorite picture—the largest and the best of them all and the one I love more than any other—the first one he ever painted of me, on the green cushions.”

		“Wonderful! Months of work and you own a painting by an artist for whose work there is no demand! Oh, Maggy, I never thought you’d end up a painter’s maid of all work. That’s for other girls, not for you,” Paula scolded, too upset to hide her feelings. “And now that he’s finished painting you for the moment, now that you have time to go back to work where you get paid, I suppose you give him the money you make posing for others?”

		“That’s just not fair,” Maggy protested. “Julien is working like a demon and he hasn’t a sou—naturally I’m pitching in and paying for things—it’s only natural, but just until he begins to sell, Paula.”

		“Tell me this, what does Julien Mistral do for you besides paint you and permit you to share his bed?”

		“Oh!” Maggy could hardly believe that Paula could have misunderstood so utterly the nature of the ties that bound her to Mistral.

		“ ‘Oh,’ says the goose,” Paula echoed her severely. “And who cooks the meals and who cleans the studio and who takes the dirty laundry to be washed—or perhaps, heaven forbid, washes it herself—and who makes sure there’s enough wine and goes out for the morning croissant and brews the coffee and makes that much-used bed? Does Monsieur Mistral do all this in return for the money you bring home?”

		“Paula, how ridiculous you can be. Of course he doesn’t have time to do those things. Why, I hardly have time myself—I just buy something at the charcuterie and we have a picnic—”

		“Not another word!” Paula said. It was worse than she suspected. The women she had known, and there were many of them, who lived with painters, had, with almost no exceptions, finished badly. Painters, even bad painters, had the egos of giant babies. Monstrous infants, each was the center of his own universe and other people existed in orbit around him only to gratify his needs.

		Sometimes, when Paula was in a charitable mood, she conceded that the struggle to be recognized as a painter in a world in which, in her private opinion, the greatest work had already been done, was so great that only a man with an enormous ego could possibly take himself seriously enough to persist. Perhaps without those egos they would have to give up and become bank clerks. Perhaps their ego was all that stood between them and utter panic. But she didn’t give a damn what kept them painting when, to her wisely unexpressed way of thinking, one trip to the Louvre would compel them all to cut their wrists in despair. She didn’t have a sou’s worth of sympathy to spare for them when a woman’s fate was concerned. Sometimes, for one had to be fair, sometimes a painter married his model and sometimes a painter and his wife even stayed married, like good old Monet, who painted gardens and lily pads because his wife threatened to leave him if he brought a model into the house, but that was long ago.

		Paula had no illusions about Mistral. She didn’t trust such careless, indisputable beauty in a man. It was disquieting and indecent. Beauty, she told herself, should be reserved for women who had need of it in dealing with the world. Why, even she, Paula Deslandes, who didn’t like Mistral, had found herself staring at him in the street when he passed like a highwayman, wondering what it would be like to lie warm and sticky after love, in the fierce protection of that huge, well-muscled body; even she had caught herself thinking that if she were still young she would tame him, that arrogant swaggerer who had, to her sure knowledge, fallen into short seasons of passion with a dozen girls around Montparnasse. No, this man was not a potential husband for anyone. And as a lover—oh, why couldn’t Maggy have found a less selfish man?

		La vie bohème, thought Paula with a sinking heart, has never been more than a poet’s pea-green fantasy and here was her Maggy, her own dear Maggy, still innocent, thinking that she was living it.

		“Never mind,” Paula said, pulling herself out of her reverie. “I lost fifty francs at liar’s dice last night and I’m suspicious of human nature, particularly my own. Pay no attention.”

		“I hadn’t,” Maggy answered truthfully.

		Had Paula known more about Julien Mistral she might have understood him better but she would have been no less concerned about Maggy’s love for him.

		The painter had been born and raised in Versailles, an only child. If both of his parents had been at home while he was growing up, he might have been drawn into a normal family atmosphere but his childhood had been oddly barren, empty of laughter.

		His father, an engineer, a builder of bridges in the service of the French government, was away much, if not quite all, of every year, working in the Colonies, and his mother seemed quite content with this arrangement. She would probably have accepted any way of life that left her alone to pursue the needlework that was her only real interest. She embroidered magnificent ecclesiastical garments with a passion that had nothing to do with religion although she might well have been happier as a nun. Without a piece of embroidery in her hands she quickly grew restless, plaintive and eventually angry.

		Madame Mistral had attended to her son’s needs while he was a baby but as soon as Julien could be sent to the École Maternelle she left him to fend largely for himself with a clear conscience. The boy was healthy and well formed, there was a servant to keep him fed and clean and to take him to school.

		From a point in the past that went as far back as he could remember, Julien had always known that most of what he could learn at school was not worth the trouble. He lived for other information, the lessons he taught himself. Like all children he was a natural artist, with a basic set of symbols at his command to represent people, houses, trees, the sun.

		By the time he was six, before most children become enamored of realism in their drawings, Julien had started to use his eyes to put the elements he drew into a coherent whole, a composition.
OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Kran_9780307803498_epub_tp_r1.jpg
MISTRALS
DAUGHTER

JUDITH
KRANTZ







OEBPS/OEBPS/images/Kran_9780307803498_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
MISTRAL'S DAUGHTER
JUDITH KRANTZ








OEBPS/OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





