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			Praise for 
Portrait of an Unseen Woman

			“This historical novel is the richly imagined life of Annie Shaw and the Paris she came to call home. A chance introduction into the Bohemian world of artists offers Annie the chance to shrug off her confining identity as the aging widow of Robert Shaw and the caretaker of her extended family. Among the artists she meets, Annie discovers in herself a spirited and generous-hearted woman ready to defy the social norms of her class. This smart, deeply engaging book showcases Harold’s depth of research and her thrilling use of dialogue among a large cast of characters. The language races along, conveying both the inner life of Annie Shaw and the Bohemian world of artists in fin de siecle Paris.”

			 —Meredith Hall, author of 
Beneficence and the memoir Without a Map

			“An engaging, moving and witty novel, filled with fascinating characters and a vivid sense of the exuberant, risk-taking artistic world of late nineteenth century Paris. Annie Shaw is an appealing character, honestly and lovingly drawn, in her yearning for a freer and more creative life, beyond her role as faithful Civil War widow, sister, aunt and daughter-in-law. As Annie starts to discover her own path toward self-expression and love, she offers crucial support for those around her who break away from society’s restraints of race, gender, and sexuality.”

			—Harriet S. Chessman, author of 
Lydia Cassatt Reading the Morning Paper

			

			“In Portrait of an Unseen Woman Roberta Harold gives us Paris in 1892 from the point of view of an American woman of means who has lived in the city for decades but never let herself be her own woman. Deftly, Harold traces over the course of a few months Annie Shaw’s education, one that includes Americans and Parisians and that recognizes painful entanglements and conflicting mores. As suits the setting, which is wonderfully depicted in one adroit detail after another, no easy answers emerge, but the recognition of the creative spirit shines through steadily. Annie, the widow of the Civil War hero Robert Gould Shaw, comes to a deeply felt fictional life in these pages. The reader feels that a great debt of recognition to an ‘unseen woman’ has been handsomely paid.”

			 — Baron Wormser, author of Some Months in 1968: A Novel

			“Portrait of an Unseen Woman evokes the fashions, cuisine, music, and, above all, painting that made Paris such a dazzling destination at the end of the nineteenth century. For the long-widowed protagonist Annie Shaw and the other Americans in her expatriate community, this time and place represented both escape from the strictures of privileged lives in New York and Boston and a crucible within which to encounter both personal and national confusions in the aftermath of the Civil War. Harold’s vivid descriptions and nuanced dialogue make reading her novel a highly absorbing experience, while the subtlety of her denouement opens a new vista of possibility for her characters and her readers alike.” 

			 —John Elder, author of Reading the Mountains of Home and Picking Up the Flute: A Memoir in Music

			

			“Roberta Harold knows how to put a good story together. Annie Shaw, who has endured half her adult life in the shadows as the widow of Robert Shaw, a revered Civil War hero, is struggling to shed the suffocating role society has assigned her and find her own identity. Harold follows her into the brash and heady art world of Paris during its Golden Age where the real-life Annie Shaw disappeared into history and completes her story. The food descriptions will make you ravenous.”

			 —Mary Hays, author of Learning to Drive

			“Through acerbic social commentary and biting dialogue, the author takes readers on entertaining tours of artists’ studios and one or two dens of iniquity. Elaborate descriptions of the fashions, foods, and lifestyles that made Paris the center of the arts and social rebelliousness of the era are peppered through-out, along with thought-provoking pre– and post–Civil War historical tidbits. Intriguing and enjoyable, with an engaging female protagonist.”

			—Kirkus Reviews
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			For Wayne, after all this time.

		

	
		

		
			There you stood with your indefinable charm.

			Because so little

			is known about you from history,

			I could fashion you more freely in my mind...

			—C.P. Cavafy, “Kaisarion”

		

	
		
		

		

		
			Cast of Characters

			Anna Kneeland Haggerty (Annie) Shaw, American expatriate living in Paris, widow of Civil War hero Robert (Rob) Gould Shaw, colonel of the 54th Massachusetts Infantry, one of the Union’s first Black regiments.

			Clemence Haggerty (Clem) Crafts, Annie’s sister, wife of notable chemist James Mason Crafts, mother of Annie’s four nieces; recently returned to the US after years as a Paris expatriate.

			Julia Shaw Greene, American expatriate, aunt of Robert Gould Shaw and Annie’s aunt by marriage, widow of social reformer William Batchelder Greene.

			George Kneeland, Annie’s cousin on her mother’s side, her first and deepest love, died of consumption in 1859.

			Sarah Blake Sturgis Shaw, mother of Robert Gould Shaw, formerly a leader of the Abolitionist movement; Annie’s former mother-in-law.

			Catherine Lorillard Kernochan (Mrs. Kernochan), parishioner and committeewoman of the American Cathedral in Paris.

			Roland Burwell, scion of a South Carolina plantation family, unsuccessful suitor of Annie Haggerty.

			

			Jackson Burwell, Roland’s son, an aspiring artist who comes to study art in Paris and is commended to Annie by his father.

			Adèle Fourget, Annie’s housekeeper, native of Martinique.

			Henrietta Reubell, wealthy bohemian whose weekly salons are a cynosure for French and expatriate artists, musicians, writers, and public figures.

			Comte Bertrand de Leiningen, Alsatian painter and instructor at the Académie Julian and the Ècole des Beaux Arts of Paris.

			Alice Mason Hooper Sumner (Mrs. Mason), a childhood friend of Annie’s in Lenox, notable beauty in earlier days, most recently the mistress of Junius Spencer Morgan.

			Henry Ossawa Tanner, American artist studying in Paris to escape racial discrimination in his native Pennsylvania.

			Thalia (Tallie) DeKuyper, bohemian artist, art student at the Académie Julian, and sometime artists’ model. 

			Lydia Burwell, a young woman with a forbidden connection to Jackson Burwell.

			Carlotta Russell Lowell (Lotta), Annie’s niece by marriage, granddaughter and traveling companion of Sarah Shaw; daughter of Civil War hero Charles Lowell and social reformer/philanthropist Josephine Shaw Lowell. 

			Harrison Bird Brown, notable Maine landscape artist, moved to London to live with his daughter after the deaths of his wife and sons. One-time painting instructor for Annie in her youth.
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			Paris, Île de la Cité
May 27, 1892

			Chapter 1

			Sunlight slanted through the lancet windows of the Sainte-Chapelle, splashing rainbows on a small, stooped woman in gray seated near the front of its narrow nave. To Annie Shaw’s eye, the medieval chapel the Baedekers called a jewel-box seemed itself made of jewels, its thousands of tiny panes glowing in lacy columns of sapphire, ruby, emerald, and amber. Impossible not to feel the Divine presence in such a place, cool and perfumed after the early summer warmth outdoors. On one side of the altar, a fountain of white roses and stephanotis sprayed over its pedestal like a bride’s abandoned bouquet.

			Anna Kneeland Haggerty Shaw, fifty-six years old, widowed for nearly thirty, was Mrs. Annie Shaw to her expatriate American circle, Madame Robert Gould Shaw to strangers and authorities. The relict of a young, seraphically handsome hero of America’s Civil War, Annie had lost everything she loved most by the time she turned thirty: her small brother Oggie, sweet-natured heir and hope of her mercantile Haggerty clan; George Kneeland, the cousin she first meant to marry, and Rob Shaw, shot through the heart on the walls of an island sand-fort two months after their wedding, leaving her only his name. Even his child was denied her, miscarried amid civic upheaval in her native New York days before word came of her beloved’s death. My love is cursed, she had concluded. It kills everything it touches. 

			She chose a rickety chair just off the center aisle, the better to watch the fingers of the pianist, the young composer Debussy, fly and hover and caress the keys. And here he came, tugging nervously at his maroon cravat. Perhaps thirty, perhaps younger, shock-headed, like a little boy in Sunday clothes who had escaped his mamma’s ministrations and gone rough-housing with the family terrier. Yet something masculine and compelling in the gaze he ventured around the small audience, the dark eyes glancing for a thrilling instant off hers before he sat, bounced a few times on the stool, and let his fingers drop, gentle as rain, onto the keyboard. 

			The beauty bursting so suddenly from silence triggered a flow of tears, as it often did for Annie. The feeling kept building—the composition simple yet exquisitely melodic, and when the third movement, which he had titled “Promenade Sentimentale,” began its glissandos and arpeggios, she closed her eyes. The notes melded into the sparkle of moonlight on the old Stockbridge Bowl near Lenox, and she felt again the soft eddies of an August breeze, a tug in her belly of youthful ecstasy—was it beloved George Kneeland who had rowed the little boat that night, or some later, soon-discarded beau? Only the sensation of her fingers trailing in the silky black water remained.

			She rummaged for a handkerchief. Foolish to dwell on vanished joys with this new one unfolding in her ears. But perhaps they were all of a piece. Music pierced defenses, erased time’s boundaries. She closed her eyes again and drifted on its lovely ripples. Debussy played another piece of his own, lyrical and haunting, and then a strange, deceptively simple trio of short pieces he called “Gymnopédies” by “mon ami, Satie.” 

			The spell broken by hearty applause, she felt bereft, only wanting to lose herself in it all over again. But the composer rose, bowed, and withdrew with a shy, triumphant smile. She blew her nose and rose stiffly, retrieving her cane and stepping into the aisle. 

			“Annie Shaw, isn’t it?” said an American voice behind her.

			She turned to see a tall, white-haired woman heading toward her, her face alight with pleasure. She looked familiar...of course!—Rob Shaw’s aunt, Julia Shaw Greene, his father’s younger sister. 

			“Madame Greene?”

			 Her sister-in-law Effie Lowell’s letters had mentioned that “Tante Greene” lived in Paris, but neither she nor Annie had sought out the other, and their paths had not crossed until now. Reed-slim in aquamarine silk, Julia Greene carried an elegant ebony cane that seemed merely decorative, her movements easier and more vigorous than Annie’s own. Her bright blue eyes—so like Rob’s—sparkled. For a moment Annie’s throat tightened.

			Julia caught up and laid a hand on her shoulder. “We’ll have none of that ‘Madame’—it used to be Aunt Julia, but ‘Julia’ will suffice now—we’re still family, aren’t we?”

			 Annie suppressed a wince. Having her reasons for resisting the Shaws’ persistent attempts to claim her as family, she had evaded the clutches of that insatiably idealistic tribe only by removing permanently to Paris with her own. Might the need to proselytize everyone in one’s orbit be a familial trait? “We are,” she managed finally. “Please call me Annie. Didn’t I hear from Effie Lowell that you’re living in Paris now?”

			“I’ve lived here for years, near my son Will and his wife—I’m four times a grandmamma.” Julia hesitated. “Would you have time for a café? Or a lemonade, since the day’s turned so warm? Or must you be off somewhere?”

			Annie hesitated in turn—only inwardly, she hoped. Four grandchildren—a potentially stultifying catalogue that could take days, all too familiar from Colony teas. And Julia’s late husband, Colonel William Greene, had been a notorious utopianizer, beloved of social revolutionaries everywhere. But his widow’s eyes held a glint, not of fanaticism but of the wicked humor Annie had seen in the eyes of the Shaw she had loved. And in the days from their engagement until the end of all hope for Rob’s return, the lively and at times scandalmongering wit of Julia’s letters had brought respite from the Shaw clan’s abolitionist preoccupations.

			 “I should like that,” she said finally. 

			“I know a nice little spot on the Île St. Louis, if you don’t mind the walk.” 

			They set out eastward by the north quays of the Île de la Cité, cooler near the water and free of the touristic hordes who swarmed around Notre Dame Cathedral to the south. Julia Greene slowed her vigorous pace to match Annie’s.

			“You find me newly sans famille—I think you met my younger sister Clemence, before she married James Crafts? She and her daughters left for Boston a week ago. My brother-in-law has taken a chemistry professorship there.” 

			“They went without you?” Julia searched Annie’s face and nodded. “I shouldn’t care to live in Boston again myself. I’ve spent more than enough time in that suffocating little hamlet.”

			Annie roared at the thought of that in the ears of James Crafts, a devoted son of his native city. “I’ve spent little time there. Only when Rob was training the regiment—you remember. In any case, it didn’t appeal.”

			There had been more to it than that. For years Annie had played mother’s helper, nursemaid, and listening ear to her four nieces. She had even thought herself of some little value to James; despite joining in the girls’ teasing about his foul chemistry experiments, she was the one member of the ménage with any interest in scientific matters. She remembered with a pang the episode of accidental eavesdropping that had led her to stay in Paris—James asking Clem, with a weary note in his voice, What are we going to do about Annie?

			She had another reason for avoiding Boston: the sculptor Saint-Gaudens was at work on a huge bronze bas-relief, to stand on Boston Common, depicting Rob and his Negro troops on their triumphal march through Boston, less than a month after their wedding and the last time Annie saw Rob alive. She had stood with his family on his cousin Loulie’s Beacon Street balcony; when he passed them, superb on his black horse, and raised his sword in salute, his eyes burned with a martyr’s flame, and she knew she’d already lost him. With the unveiling of the statue would go any chance Annie had of being seen by Boston society as anything other than the hero’s grieving widow, a role she had no wish to play any longer and, considering her first passionate opposition to his taking the regiment, one to which she’d never felt entitled. Each time she saw it, it would bring back the sorrow and anger she’d felt as she watched them march away.

			“I may yet end up there, once my various infirmities catch up with me,” she conceded. 

			She colored under Julia’s rapid appraisal, trying vainly to straighten herself from a stoop that had become habitual. “You should be a long way from worrying about that,” her companion said. “I, for one, am glad to know you stayed.” Would anyone else in Paris have said that?

			They traversed the quay behind the Hotel-Dieu, whose grim walls and narrow windows gave it the look of a penitentiary rather than a hospital. It was a relief to emerge into sunlight and cross the bridge to the Île Saint-Louis, the elegant little island upstream of the great Cathedral. I could live here, Annie thought. In the real Paris. 

			The red awnings of the Taverne du Pont-Rouge welcomed them at the first corner, and a smiling waiter with a splendid mustache bowed them to a marble-topped table alongside the bar, open to the summery air. “Mesdames aimeraient une boisson fraîche, peut-être?” 

			“Une demi-bouteille de Pommery, s’il vous plaît,” Annie found herself saying, smiling at Julia’s raised eyebrows. “My treat. Unless you’d rather have lemonade,” she added. “That music made me think of champagne, which one daren’t drink alone.” She watched the waiter whisk a dozen empty glasses onto a tray and steer it deftly through the crowded tables. “Nicely put-together young fellow, isn’t he?”

			“He is at that. Champagne in mid-afternoon! The Bostonians would be horrified.” Julia’s laugh showed off her still-splendid teeth. “Fie upon lemonade. Now, tell me everything. How long have you been in Paris? Where are you living?” Graceful and regal, framed by a trellis of salmon-pink roses, she sat in her cane-backed chair like a ballerina at rest.

			“On the avenue Henri-Martin, in the Sixteenth—due west from the Trocadéro.”

			“Passy’s nice, but isn’t it rather far from everything?”

			“Hopelessly suburban. It was my brother-in-law’s choice. He’s something of a—valetudinarian. There’s a famous mineral spring, and he swore the water was good for his digestion.” James Crafts was a life-long hypochondriac, a trial to his family with his insistence on the unhealthiness of French cuisine and the benefits of herbal infusions and vegetable fiber. Annie envisioned James’ old-fashioned muttonchops rising and falling like pistons around an unbuttered slice of graham toast. Thank God I won’t have to deal with that anymore.        

			“We came to Europe, for my father’s health, about twenty years ago—”

			“I liked Ogden. He was a delightful man.”

			Annie sighed. “He was that. Though he and my mother—” She cut herself off; no need for Julia to hear of the estrangement that had led her mother to wander the capitals of Europe, with Annie in tow, in the last years of her parents’ marriage. “He died in ’75. Heart failure. By then James—James Crafts, my brother-in-law—was researching with a senior colleague at the École des Mines—over by the Luxembourg. His work was the reason we all stayed on in Paris. I’m still in the apartment next door I used to share with my mother.”

			Julia Greene’s smile faded. “Your mother died too? I hadn’t heard.”

			“Four years ago. She’d been declining for some time—dementia senilis, the doctor said. What Shakespeare calls ‘second childishness and mere oblivion.’ The mere oblivion part took years. Pneumonia, at the end, and peaceful enough.”

			“And you looked after her. That must have been difficult.” Julia laid a light hand on Annie’s arm. How rare, to be touched so, for affection’s sake. 

			“I had help—but, yes, it was.” 

			The waiter arrived with the champagne and two etched flutes, silently uncorking the bottle and pouring the golden bubbles expertly down the sides. His perfect teeth flashed Annie a dazzling smile, which she returned. 

			Julia raised her flute in a toast. “To happy reconnection!” 

			“And handsome waiters.” 

			The glasses chimed; Julia closed her eyes and sipped the wine with a beatific sigh. “So much better than lemonade. Tell me, what are your plans?”

			“Plans?” Annie was enjoying the cool tickle of the bubbles against her nose.

			“Now that you’ve been emancipated from your protector?”

			“I can’t imagine Dr. Crafts in that role—isn’t it rather an—improper position?” Annie pictured her brother-in-law at his morning toast, and grimaced.

			Julia’s guffaw drew stares from neighboring tables. “Not that sort of protector! But we females are supposed to have one, aren’t we? The household head. Especially in France. Father, husband, brother-in-law—my son qualifies in my case, I suppose. I’m across the hall from him, on the rue Bassano, near your American Cathedral. But you’re avoiding my question.”

			

			Annie hesitated. “For so long I was the deputy mother—the family chaperone. I won’t miss that. You know, an unmarried sister—a spinster or widow—becomes superfluous eventually, doesn’t she? When the children grow up. 

			“I hadn’t thought of having plans—of my own, I mean. I had them with Rob; we were going to have a house in the country—near Lenox—and children...” her mind went back to the day when all her plans evaporated. Rob and she in her father’s library on Bond Street, after she learned that—at his mother’s behest—he’d accepted command of the 54th Massachusetts, the first Union black regiment, without waiting to hear the thoughts from Annie that his letter had requested of her. That meant three more years of enlistment, with all its risks—she knew the odds, the target he would become as leader of a Negro regiment, and had been resolved to break off their engagement. At twenty-eight, she had already lost too many beloveds.

			And then he came in, his fair hair gleaming against the dark blue of his new uniform, the rosebud of those now-familiar lips under the soldierly mustache, the blue, blue eyes of him, the slender neck. Oh, God.

			“You are angry with me, Annie.”

			“You have a keen grasp of the obvious, Captain Shaw. In this instance at least. How could you? You must have known what I would say, if you had waited for my answer.”

			“If I had thought—”

			“If you had thought!”

			“I didn’t come to apologize for what I’ve done. Only to explain—”

			“What good is explanation now? It’s done, and past mending.”

			“It’s not Mother’s fault. It was my decision.”

			“The gentleman protests too much, methinks.” She knows very well that Sarah Shaw is the reason Governor Andrew asked Rob to head this regiment. A prominent and fanatical abolitionist, quick to remind her children what they owed her for all her maternal sacrifices. Including, apparently, their lives...

			Later, though, when she’s vented her anger and let his arms steal around her waist, his lips nuzzling her neck in that particular spot he’s found, she gives way to resignation and agrees to marry him in spite of it all...

			“And I would paint,” she went on, pulling herself back to the present. “I used to love to paint. Later, after the War, Father was so ill, and Mamma needed me. And after he died, I fell in with whatever Mamma or the Crafts had in mind. When you are part of a family, and they need you—”

			“—or want you, or have a use for you?” Julia gestured to the waiter, who picked up the bottle and topped off Annie’s glass. “You can drift through a whole life that way. Most women do—it comes with having children, usually. And then you outlive your usefulness. It’s not just aunts, you know.”

			“That’s why I stayed!” It burst out suddenly. “I felt—surplus to requirements. An encumbrance. And I wanted to—I want to—” Annie felt her eyes filling, set her lips in a tight line and dropped her head. Stupid tears again. What was wrong with her today? Julia Greene was looking at her with something like understanding, which wasn’t helping.

			She took a breath and went on, her voice lower. “I stayed because I still have little dreams of my own. I want to belong here! In Paris, I mean. I want Paris to be my home, and I want to have friends of my own here—not Clem’s friends, who only think of me as this poor invalid widow— and go to the theater and opera and salons and have conversations—”

			

			“About—?”

			“I don’t know. Something besides babies and marriage prospects and how much cheaper things are here than in the States. And hear wonderful music like—” she waved a hand back toward the great Cathedral’s island, “—today’s, and perhaps help a struggling artist or writer or composer or two, as my father did. I have the money, I might as well put it to good use—” She stopped, out of breath again. “And get back to a little painting of my own.”

			“That all sounds reasonable enough.”

			“But I haven’t the slightest idea how to go about it. I hardly know anybody.” 

			“Your French is good, isn’t it?”

			“Well—yes, I thought that was important. I don’t know how people live in a country for years and refuse to learn its language. There’s a reason it’s called the American Colony—it could be anywhere. Charleston, or—or Milwaukee, even.”

			“Milwaukee? Heaven forfend! You’ve been consorting with the wrong sort of Americans.”

			“And too few of the French,” Annie sighed. “The condition I’m in—” she waved a hand down her bodice—“doesn’t help. It’s been hard to get out and about. I should so love to start going to the Opéra again—it’s been years. And the theater. Before I fell ill, Mamma and I went everywhere—”

			Julia fixed her in a warm blue gaze. “How long were you ill?”

			“Five—no, six years. Seventy-five to...eighty-one. The Paris doctors said surgery would be dangerous, but finally decided the beastly thing would suffocate me if they didn’t operate. I wish they’d done it three or four years sooner.”

			“A tumor, was it?”

			

			“A cyst, of the ovary. An exceptionally large one, they said, but benign, thank God—or, at any rate, it hasn’t returned.”

			“But you’re not altogether well now?”

			“I know the surgery saved my life, but it didn’t heal well. The doctors were rightly pleased with their work—but the scar on my belly keeps me from moving freely. If I try to stand up straight, or wear a corset, it pulls and hurts.” Annie hoped she wasn’t whining like a typical invalid, but Julia was right; every day she woke to pain that sometimes doubled her over and sometimes exhausted her, resisting all her attempts to keep busy enough to ignore it.

			“You’re wearing corsets now, aren’t you?” Julia winced sympathetically. “I noticed you seemed a bit stooped, though.”  

			 “It may be permanent, I’m afraid.” Annie bit her lip. “The truth is—I’m not so bad-looking, but I’ve let myself go. I didn’t mean for it to happen.” They paused to watch the waiter deliver a pair of ornate pink-and-white ice cream concoctions to a slim woman in a feathered bonnet and her bowler-hatted companion. 

			Annie brightened. “How on earth does she keep her—and for that matter, how have you—”

			“Kept my sylph-like figure?” Julia smiled. “Not on vegetable roughage and mineral waters. I’m out and about a good deal, which helps.”

			“When I was ill, and after the surgery, I stopped feeling like—like a woman. A tumor like that turns your skin yellow and your breath foul—” she paused. “But the urges come back, sometimes. I’d meet someone at my sister’s, or at a Cathedral function—usually married, unfortunately.”

			“You certainly show no signs of all that now. You’re older than when I saw you last, but you still have those lovely cheekbones and that rosy complexion—”

			Annie smiled and ducked her head. “You are kind to say so. I’ve looked worse, certainly—but there didn’t seem much point in struggling against the forces of nature. My circumstances, with the family obligations and so forth, weren’t conducive—”

			“You must have had some chances to remarry. I wondered why you didn’t.”

			“No one else wondered,” said Annie bitterly. “Least of all the Shaws. Can you picture me telling Sarah I was marrying again? Who could possibly live up to our dead hero?” 

			“Surely you wouldn’t have let that stop you.” Julia signaled the waiter and pointed to the confections being devoured at the nearby table. “Deux de ceux-ci, s’il vous plaît. My treat this time,” she added in response to Annie’s raised eyebrows. The waiter grinned, raised an approving eyebrow and went off to the kitchen. “They didn’t come more lovable than Rob, of course—but that wasn’t the reason, was it?”

			Annie didn’t respond at first. She and Julia might be related, but they’d had no contact for decades. And then: “My heart healed, as hearts do—grief without end becomes madness, don’t you think? Like Queen Victoria, since Albert—I’d been twenty-eight, not even three months married. And there had been another—I lost him long before Rob and I met. It was so hard—”

			Julia nodded. “I wondered at the time why a rich and pretty girl like you hadn’t married long since.”

			 “Crème glaçée aux fraises, mesdames!” The waiter set the tulip-shaped glasses on their table with a little flourish. “Bon appetit!”

			Scenting the fresh strawberries, Annie felt a laugh bubbling up. “If James Crafts could see me now!” She excavated the concoction with a long-handled spoon and closed her eyes in bliss. 

			With the treat half gone, she put down the spoon. “For a while, after the War was over, it seemed something might happen. I wanted it to. I went to Washington, with friends. It was such an exciting time—so much hope, even after Mr. Lincoln’s...all those energetic, good-hearted men bent on changing the world—but the stars never quite aligned. Perhaps it was just as well, since I became so ill, and what husband would’ve wanted to deal with that?”

			That wasn’t how Annie had felt at the time. There had been expressions of mutual interest—Colonel Nelson Miles, as he was then, before the Army put stars on his shoulders, and before Annie learned his true character and banished him. Schuyler Colfax, the House speaker who steered the Thirteenth Amendment to passage and went on to be Grant’s Vice-President—but whenever Annie seemed on the verge of a conquest, her old Lenox friend Alice Mason, the belle of post-war Washington, seemed compelled to step in and charm away the object of Annie’s attention. Indeed, Annie and Senator Sumner had been growing fond of one another, but Alice couldn’t resist dazzling the old abolitionist crusader into what turned out to be a disastrous, short-lived marriage. The friendship had rapidly cooled over what Annie saw as Alice’s cavalier, cruel treatment of her elderly husband.

			 Julia dabbed ice cream from the corner of her mouth. “An agreeable and pleasant-looking woman with a little fortune is always marriageable.” 

			“I don’t care so much for marriage. Indeed, I relish the prospect of being my own mistress at last! Though it does frighten me a little. But a bit of masculine conversation—not dinner-table pleasantries—would be stimulating from time to time. Oh, that sounds so rude, especially as we’ve only just met again, and I’m so enjoying—” And it was a more splendid afternoon than she could have imagined when she left the avenue Henri Martin.

			Her aunt-in-law’s smile widened, and she squeezed Annie’s arm. “I couldn’t agree more, my dear! Present company is delightful, but in general I find mixed company the most entertaining. In terms of sex, nationality, occupation, interests—what you will. I’m quite done with talk of babies and marriage prospects and the dollar exchange rate.”

			“I have a house in Cannes, and thought of holing-up there for a while. Summer doesn’t seem the best time for building one’s circle of acquaintance in Paris.” 

			“D’you know, there are many interesting people in Paris who don’t feel the need to decamp every summer? Some of us even enjoy the relative calm of the city when le Tout Paris are in Biarritz and Deauville.”

			 “Are your interesting people French, or Americans?” Annie felt a flutter of hope.

			“Some of each, with a few British and Germans and the odd Scandinavian. Some remnants of Madame Mohl’s old salon—how I miss that lovely old eccentric!—but I’ve come to know some younger folk as well—a good thing at my age, since one’s contemporaries are forever dying off. There are even a few habitués of your Cathedral, I believe. Shall we walk a bit?”

			They fought over the bill briefly and finally went halves, resuming their eastward stroll down the rue Saint-Louis-en-l’Île, the island’s narrow, cobbled main street. 

			

			They passed a florist whose wares spilled out into the street in baskets and galvanized buckets, a patisserie, its windows like an edible version of the jeweler’s next door, a greengrocer’s with its colorful ranks of fruits, a milliner’s with its riot of extravagant summer hats. “Now this,” said Annie, “is my idea of the real Paris.” Catching her reflection in the shop window, she touched her old straw bonnet self-consciously.

			“I first grew fond of our Monsieur Debussy’s work at Henrietta Reubell’s, for instance,” said Julia, picking up where she had left off at the café. 

			“Miss Reubell? Why, she’s an American Colonist—”

			“But Retta’s half-French, which makes all the difference. She attracts a rather fascinating circle. Are you acquainted with her?”

			“Acquaintances only. I’ve seen her some Sundays at the Cathedral. My sister knew her. I believe Clem introduced her to Henry James—they’re good friends now, I’ve heard. But Clem doesn’t seem to approve of her.”

			“If I had marriageable daughters, I’m not sure I would either,” Julia said with a sideways smile. “She’s considered somewhat of a misleader of youth, particularly of females. I find her charming, intelligent, an excellent conversationalist—she brings that out in others too. And she has a knack for discovering talent. She holds court on Sunday afternoons. She’s an heiress, of course,” she hesitated a moment and cleared her throat, “but her crowd is a little less—well to do on the whole. Starving artists and such. Should you like to come there with me on Sunday? Or do you share your sister’s disapproval?”

			Annie thought a moment and smiled. “I haven’t any marriageable daughters. Might you procure me an invitation?”

			

			“Forgive me if this inquiry is indelicate—” Julia waited for Annie to nod encouragement. “Were you serious about improving your physical condition? Your, ah, mobility?” 

			“I certainly could be,” Annie said, nettled, “if I had the slightest idea of where to start.”

			“If you haven’t the energy to move about freely without pain, you’ll never be able to enjoy Paris life as you ought. It’s a city meant for walking.”

			Annie sighed as if to confirm her verdict. “I’m afraid it may be too late. My gears have seized up and I don’t see how I can get them unstuck.”

			“Ah, there you’re wrong. Look how well you’ve done on our little walk, even with the cobblestones.” It was true; Annie felt looser-limbed than she had in some time, and they had walked all the way across the two islands to the Pont Sully with its splendid view downstream to Notre-Dame and the quais of the Rive Gauche. “And then there’s the masculine company angle,” Julia added. “Freedom of movement is such an asset to one’s social encounters with the opposite sex.” 

			 “I’ve had hardly any of those in years,” Annie laughed. “Men, in general, seem to require some business or professional reason to interact with an unattached female. It’s amusing, really, since I’m hardly a prime target for prospective adulterers—”

			“You’d be surprised, my dear, how many younger men in Paris desire the company of an accomplished woman ‘of a certain age,’ as they say.”

			“You must introduce me to some of those—I’m quite unchaperoned now.” Annie realized that she hadn’t been entirely joking, and felt a flush creeping up her face. 

			They reached the eastern tip of the island, stopping for a rest on a park bench. “What were—are—the medical issues, exactly?” 

			“There were complications from the surgery. Adhesions, some nerve damage. Painful spells—”

			“Still?”

			“Not much to be done, I’m told, except spa-bathing. I can’t abide spas. The conversation is so morbid—” 

			Julia’s laugh, Annie noted, had a delightfully mannish quality—deep and hearty. “It would have to be! Illness being the only thing the invalids could be sure to have in common.”

			“The medicos call them ‘organ recitals.’ And the food is revolting.” Annie shuddered at the memory. “Porridges, gruels, overcooked vegetables, milk puddings—enough of this! You, on the other hand, appear to be in the pink of health. How do you do it?”

			Julia smiled and gave a little shrug. “Keep moving, I always say. Find a pleasant companion and take long walks.”

			“A gentleman companion would be nice,” Annie ventured.

			They crossed the northern span of the bridge in search of a fiacre. “Miss Reubell’s salon, then, for a start,” Julia said, “You know she’s a Sapphist, don’t you?”

			“I supposed that was why Clem didn’t seem to approve of her. Afraid she might lead one of my nieces astray.”

			“The Sapphists don’t bite, as a rule,” Julia replied, “unless you’ve given indication of interest. But I may know just the gentleman—well, that may be misusing the term—for your purpose.” She smiled as if at some private joke. “He has a title of sorts—perhaps he’s in the market for a wealthy American himself. You’ll probably meet him at Retta’s.” She waved an arm. “Ici, mon brave homme!” A horse-cab clattered to a stop.

		

	
		
			

			


			Chapter 2

			As she rose and dressed the next morning, Annie felt a twinge of guilt at having left Julia with the not entirely truthful impression that the Crafts had consigned her to Parisian exile. Had she wanted to return to America, she needn’t have lived anywhere near them. But over Boston, as over New York, loomed the prospect of being boxed back into the weed-clad persona of Mrs. Robert Gould Shaw, widow of the gallant Civil War colonel. That was bad enough in the American Colony, which didn’t seem to know what to do with her otherwise. She wished she were simply Madame Shaw, with no pathetic history attached. Someday, if the friendship with Julia grew, Annie would tell her all this and she might understand.

			She wouldn’t tell her about George, though. She’d dreamed of him again, her broody, poetic cousin, who had never attempted to tame his dark, Byronic locks and whose contemplative indoor life had left him bony and pale. From childhood, George and Annie had known each other’s quick minds as no one else had; known, too, and loved each other’s flaws: his cutting comments about his intellectual inferiors—practically everyone—her prickly resistance to showing any unguarded emotion, her unbridled bookishness. They’d howled with sacrilegious laughter over Patmore’s interminable poem, The Angel in the House, which everyone else seemed to have gone misty-eyed over.

			“A creature you haven’t a prayer of becoming, my love,” George had told her. “Thank goodness.”

			However unsuitable as a marriage prospect, George had Annie’s heart, and still owned it years after he died—the only man in her life she’d felt understood by, seen by, Rob Shaw not excepted.  In their love had been a deep friendship as well as the charm, the thrill of a necessarily concealed romantic connection. Though Rob eventually won her heart, her soul remained her private property.

			“We should elope and be done with it,” Annie had told George once. “I don’t need a fancy wedding.” 

			And then in 1858, when Annie was twenty-three, George’s sister Joanna died of a virulent consumption, and all talk of romance and marriage was set aside in deference to her family’s grief. Uncle Charles had been inconsolable; George himself, remorseful and subdued, seemed to have lost some vital force. 

			Hardly had that blow been absorbed when the worst followed—George, too, gone forever, eight months after his sister, from the same cause. Annie, helpless and angry, had watched him dwindle and fade, the flesh falling away until only skeleton and skin remained, the life drained out of him as by some night-stalking, blood-drinking beast. 

			“We waited too long, Annie love,” he tells her toward the end of it, propped up on a mound of pillows, his voice a raspy whisper. “Should’ve whisked you off and married you in ’56.” His head falls to the side, and he closes his eyes for a moment, his fingers slackening around hers. The lids flutter slowly open again and he looks at her with infinite sadness. “There might’ve been a child by now. I’d have liked that…” A tear that would have mortified him six months earlier rolls unchecked down the deep furrow the disease has carved on his cheek. 

			Annie turns away, unable to reply. 

			After he’s gone, she tells no one of their love, their secret engagement, their blighted hopes. The sapphire ring he gave her when she accepted him still sits in a velvet-lined box, taken out and polished and, years later, occasionally cried over.

			She was startled from her reverie by the clatter of footsteps on the staircase, and left her flat to investigate. Monsieur le Poste, as she called him to his apparent delight, beamed at her beneath his dark blue képi. “Madame Shaw! Je vous trouve seule aujourd’hui?”

			“Oui, enfin seule, monsieur!” 

			It was an old joke between them. He paid court to her as “la veuve Américaine riche et belle de mes rêves,” but so frequently found “en famille” that his pursuit was impossible. He had the twinkly eyes and blond whiskers of a mouse-hero from a children’s tale, as well as “un petit chou” of a wife and a handful of children near the Marché St-Quentin. She gave him a flirtatious smile, one fine eyebrow arched. If she was not a beautiful widow now, she was a well-to-do one, and if he cared to dream of that, he was welcome.

			

			“Des billets-doux pour vous—” He held out a bundle of letters, something from her American bankers on the rue Scribe; a typically thick epistle from her mother-in-law Sarah Shaw who lived with her philanthropist daughter Josephine Lowell in New York; a note from Clem, hastily scrawled and postmarked from Le Havre, and another on fine cream stationery with “the favor of a reply requested” prominently inscribed. An invitation?

			Sarah Shaw’s letters always induced a state of mild trepidation, with their invariable attempts to draw her into Sarah’s wallowings in the role of Spartan mother who had sacrificed her only son on the altar of Abolition. It galled Annie that she had fulfilled Mother Shaw’s gloomy prophecy that she would never remarry, though not for lack of interest nor undying devotion to her martyred husband, as Sarah still chose to think.

			You should come home to New York and live with us, dear Annie, the new letter said. You are much too good to live among the French, I am sure—Effie is so preoccupied with her charitable committees that I am quite starved for company, and dear Lotta would benefit from the influence of an aunt who has seen something of the world. Annie’s sister-in-law, an industrious practitioner of Good Works, had herself been widowed by the War, but left with a daughter for solace. Goodness, Carlotta would be twenty-eight already…

			Saint-Gaudens’ progress with Robert’s monument is positively glacial, the letter continued. With Rob’s poor widow among us, he might feel obliged to devote more effort to the project. Saint-Gaudens’ studio was only a few blocks south of Mother Shaw’s Manhattan townhouse. Annie imagined, with a shiver, her mother-in-law’s damp breath on the poor man’s neck, and gave silent thanks for her own decision to remain in Paris. The prospect of Mother Shaw’s ravenous appetite for one’s company was too fearsome to contemplate.

			The ivory letter requesting a reply came from Mrs. Kernochan, a New York heiress and stalwart of the Dorcas Society who had called on Annie with a trio of fellow Cathedral ladies a few days after the Crafts’ departure. Charitably intended, and no doubt undertaken at the behest of a guilt-ridden Clem, it had been an awkward little gathering, with her sister’s family almost the exclusive topic of conversation. The visit had pulled Annie away from happy immersion in von Humboldt’s Cosmos, a gift from James. The ladies cheerfully professed ignorance of the eminent scientist and explorer, and with no vote and no husband to influence, Annie could not share their preoccupation with the forthcoming American elections. 

			I’ve always found Annie Shaw a little…odd, haven’t you? she pictured one of her visitors telling another as they rode home. And nods all round in the carriage.

			In the course of the visit, Mrs. Kernochan had mentioned a distant connection to Roland Burwell, scion of a Georgia cotton plantation, a gallant but unsuccessful suitor of Annie’s both before the War and afterwards when she was a Union widow. Soon after her second refusal, Roland had returned to his family’s plantation, married, become a father, and in time been widowed himself. He had sent Annie Christmas greetings at irregular intervals in recent years, which she had reciprocated politely without much thought. Roland, Mrs. Kernochan revealed, had still made occasional inquiries “about dear Mrs. Shaw” until his death this past February. When she and the other ladies had taken their leave after making dubious assurances of frequent visits and of Annie’s continued welcome in the Dorcas Society, their hostess had retreated to her study and given way to a small and inexplicable storm of weeping. Though she hadn’t loved the knightly Roland Burwell, his death saddened her.

			Today’s letter from Mrs. Kernochan introduced the younger of Roland’s sons, one Thomas Jackson Burwell, newly arrived in Paris to study art, who wished to do himself the honor of calling upon Mrs. Robert Gould Shaw at a time convenient to her. “I rely in this request, dear Mrs. Shaw,” she wrote, “on the knowledge of your friendly acquaintance with my late cousin Roland, of whose sad passing I informed you at our last meeting.”

			Curiosity compelled an affirmative response. Annie rose with her little bundle and went to her escritoire to find pen and paper. She wrote a reply and rang for the concierge.

			She read Mother Shaw’s letter again. She could not think of living in New York as long as Sarah Shaw was there. Besides, she’d heard, it was much changed from her childhood and her father’s heyday—overrun with nouveaux-riches who had built huge vulgar mansions up and down Fifth Avenue, and with ragged swarms of immigrants from the most backward corners of the globe. And how to escape entanglement in the Good Works sure to be urged upon her by Mother Shaw and Effie Lowell? 

			Paris, then! It was fear she’d been feeling, not loneliness—fear of having to make something new of herself, and of not having the slightest idea of what it should be. The honorable status of war hero’s widow, and of invalid, had been her identity for so long, sparing her the necessity of choice. Perhaps a Sunday afternoon among Paris bohemians would open a new path forward. And the aspiring young artist from Georgia, Jackson Burwell: how agreeable it would be to make some introductions for him, once she knew some artists herself.

			

			But here came her housekeeper Adèle, her halo of black curls accented by her madras tignon, a fresh baguette protruding from a round basket on her arm covered with a blue-and-white cloth. The kitchen was already filling with the aromas of good strong French coffee and efflorescent cheese from the Marché de Passy. And was she smelling croissants?

			The sculpted features softened into a wide smile at the sight of her. “Voilà, Madame—j’ai déjà trouvé des framboises!—” A native of Martinique, Adèle at that moment looked like the goddess Pomona, pulling the cloth back to reveal tiny nubbly spheres of scarlet raspberries, and larger, smoother ones of orange, bronze and pale green. Annie reached in and plucked a perfectly ripe nectarine, a green leaf still on its stem. It exploded like juicy fireworks on her tongue. 

			“Oh, that’s heavenly. And are those what I think they are?” Annie pointed to a white paper bag. Adèle extracted two warm, crisp croissants and placed them on plates with curls of butter and tiny ramekins of raspberry confiture. She poured a cup of coffee for Annie and, by long habit and permission, one for herself.

			Annie gestured for her to sit. “Tell me, Adèle. What kinds of fruits do they grow in Martinique?”

		

	
		
			

			
			Chapter 3

			A confirmed smoker, Miss Henrietta Reubell scorned the usual rules against tobacco in one’s salon. A blue-gray miasma hung over the room, a beautiful salle with turquoise brocade chairs and pier glasses augmenting the light from long windows. Gold velvet draperies matched the luxurious sofas.

			Conversation buzzed in French and English, amicably argumentative, producing an agreeably cacophonous effect. A gray-haired, dissolute-looking fellow perching on the arm of a sofa tousled the hair of a young blond man holding forth to a circle that included two short-haired women in trousers. One of his male listeners had kindly dark eyes and a pointed mustache. Goodness, it was the poet Mallarmé! Annie recognized him from his photograph on the frontispiece of his collected works. What should one say, if one were introduced? No doubt he heard gushings of “I adored The Afternoon of a Faun” every day.

			Her hostess was easy to spot, with a topknot of reddish-blonde hair that gave her an air of height when in fact she had only an inch or so on the diminutive Annie. She wore shadow-striped turquoise silk and large rings on all her fingers. Nothing of the virago about her despite her reputation, unless one counted a not unpleasant raspiness in her voice. 

			She took Annie’s hands warmly in hers. “Dear Mrs. Shaw! I’m so pleased that Julia persuaded you to join us.” Julia smiled and twitched an eyebrow. “I’ve thought of you often since your sister left. Henry James was asking about you in his last letter, and now I’ll have something to tell him. He’s always thought you quite interesting, you know,” she added, registering Annie’s surprise.

			“I was merely his friend’s sister, as far as I knew. Why on earth—?” Annie felt her cheeks coloring.

			“‘How a woman goes on—after a tragedy like hers,’ he said.” Henry’s brother Wilky, Rob’s adjutant in the 54th, had been badly wounded in the assault on Fort Wagner and had died young without ever recovering his health. Almost as tragic as her own Rob’s story. But why would Mr. James wonder particularly about how a woman would go on after a tragedy? Could it be so different from his own experience of bereavement?

			Miss Reubell swiped two wine glasses from a passing waiter and handed them to her new arrivals. “Your Comte is here, Julia, back from settling his Alsatian estates.” She waved them toward a tallish, powerfully built man in a ruby smoking-jacket, his elbow resting casually on the white marble fireplace. “Bertrand! Madame Greene est arrivée!”

			He excused himself from an older man and beamed at the two of them, moving vigorously and swiftly through knots of guests to join them. Late thirties, early forties at most—too young for me, an unbidden thought flashed. A wavy lock of light brown hair fell over one eye when he bowed to kiss Julia’s hand. His head was large, the facial features full and mobile, even boyish, with an almost androgynous softening around the jawline and lightly cleft chin. Julia raised him by his chin and kissed him on both cheeks, turning to her new friend.

			“Madame Shaw—Comte Bertrand de Leiningen, my artist friend, and the closest thing I have to a scapegrace nephew.”

			He grinned and took Annie’s proffered hand. “Enchanté, madame. Everyone should have one of those, don’t you think?” He bent and brushed her hand with his lips. His hand was fleshy though firm, adorned on its fourth finger with an onyx seal-ring.

			“Even if they’re not actually related,” Julia agreed. “Besides being a painter, Annie, Bertrand instructs the young ladies of the Académie Julian.”

			“I have male students too,” the Comte protested. “Though in general their work is less...ambitious.” There was a hint of accent in his excellent English, rather a blurry “continental” than the French one might expect. A touch of German, perhaps. 

			 “Shaw,” he mused, gazing at Annie. “Wasn’t that your nom de jeune fille, Madame Greene?”

			“Mrs. Shaw is my nephew’s widow. We’re recently reacquainted, I’m happy to say.”

			His glance swept Annie’s bare left hand, his eyebrows rising in an inquiring fashion which for no reason she could name induced a tug in the belly reminiscent of her response to Debussy’s moonlight melody.

			“It was nearly thirty years ago,” she blurted.

			His face was all sympathy, suddenly. “How young you must have been—ah, le jeune héros, ce neveu-là tué dans ce gaspillage horrible d’une guerre?” He turned to Julia Greene, who nodded, then back to Annie. “Et vous êtes une Parisienne?”

			“I’ve lived in Paris for some time,” she said, barely managing a smile and suppressing a flash of annoyance at being introduced once more as a Civil War widow. Comte Bertrand’s view of that war as a ghastly waste resonated with her own, but she had met no one who spoke of it so bluntly on short acquaintance. “Someday I hope to qualify as a true Parisienne. I understand you’re newly returned to town, Monsieur le Comte.”

			“My condolences on your father’s death,” Miss Reubell said.

			For a moment Bertrand looked as if he did not know who was being spoken to. “Oh! Thank you. The old fellow had been tottering on the lip of the grave for years. Never the same after Maman died. I sha’n’t miss him greatly, I confess—he never approved of me.”

			Miss Reubell tapped him on the wrist with her fan. “And who could blame him? If you’ll excuse me—” She went to talk with a large elderly man overflowing an armchair.

			“Forgive me, mesdames, I must have sounded callous. But several weeks of winding up the family estate—what’s left of it—have left me in a less agreeable frame of mind than usual.”

			“You needn’t apologize, Monsieur,” Annie said. “My mother passed on four years ago, and only now are we filing away the last of the estate papers. It was even more of a trial when my father died—he being an art collector whose tastes had—well, gone out of fashion.”

			The eyebrows rose again. “An art collector!”

			She felt Julia’s hand on her wrist. “Annie, dear, Retta is calling us over. Will you excuse us, Bertrand?”

			The venerable gentleman seated beneath Miss Reubell began to heave himself up, but she motioned him back. “I’m sure the ladies will forgive your not rising, Henri—Madame Greene, Madame Shaw, I present to you my friend the poet Monsieur Legrand.” The portly, amiable-looking fellow wore a prodigious set of whiskers that made Annie think of General Burnside, in command at Antietam where Rob’s first blood had been drawn. He made as deep a bow as a sitting man could and glowed as though he’d just been introduced to two of the three Graces.

			A balding man with an enormous nose and aggressively waxed moustaches sprang from his spot next to M. Legrand and bowed to them. “As for me, Mesdames, I am a firm—Americanophile, is that the term?”

			“You’re Jean Béraud, the painter, aren’t you?” exclaimed Julia in delight.

			No one could have appeared a more quintessential Frenchman. He clicked his heels and bowed. “À votre service!”

			“Ah, you’re the one—” Annie began. He had done a large painting of the Christmas congregation outside the American Cathedral on the rue de l’Alma, with a hint of satire in his rendering of the overdressed American ladies awaiting their carriages. She had found it enormously amusing. “Should you like to go to America, Monsieur Béraud? Your talents in rendering the haute monde would find much scope in New York these days.” 

			“Alors, I leave American themes to the distinguished Monsieur Bartholdi,” the painter said with a smile. “You know of him, perhaps?”

			“I visited his studio when the Liberty was under construction. We had a most interesting conversation—”

			Several heads turned in Annie’s direction.

			“I found him charming, but perhaps not so, ah, aware of the realities of liberty as currently practiced in America.”

			“And what of the work itself, Madame Shaw?” Comte Bertrand had perched on the arm of Legrand’s armchair. 

			

			“Magnificent, of course—a tour de force in every sense—”

			“—but?—”

			“I told him that it must reflect our country’s aspirations rather than its accomplishments.” Her hearers looked a little shocked—Bertrand, however, grinned and raised an admiring eyebrow. “I hope that someday soon I shall be proved wrong,” she added.

			Annie had surveyed the great statue in progress at Bartholdi’s workshop near the Parc Monceau, before it was disassembled and shipped to New York. Its title, “Liberty Enlightening the World,” struck her as sadly ironic. Her colored friends and correspondents, survivors and widows of the 54th Massachusetts, kept her abreast of the realities of daily life for Negroes—living in poverty and subjection, harassed by authorities, reviled and barred from full citizenship—and not just in the South. She treasured those friendships. Her brief time with Rob and the regiment, however opposed she had been to his taking the command, had engendered a deep sympathy with the men, an appreciation for their humanity and the daily struggles of their existence. For all her fervent abolitionism, that was something Sarah Shaw would never understand; her work was done, she believed, when the slaves were freed. When Annie saw Negroes on the streets of Paris, striding confidently with heads high as they still could not do in America, she still scanned their features for someone she might have known in long-ago days.

			Julia waved away a plate of tiny puff-pastries. “Bartholdi’s Alsatian, isn’t he, Bertrand?”

			 “From my birthplace, in fact—Colmar. He casts a long shadow among his compatriot artists. Even in bronze, his command of expression and emotion is beyond that of most portrait artists,” the Comte replied, “present company excepted, naturellement.” Béraud shrugged and smiled.

			“You have to know the subject’s milieu to make a good portrait, wouldn’t you say, Monsieur Béraud?” Miss Reubell said. “That’s why your Parisian depictions are so delightfully apropos. America would be another matter altogether.”

			“Béraud lurks for hours in taxicabs to get his street scenes,” said the poet Legrand with a wheezy chuckle that rather endeared him to Annie. “For not being a Frenchman, Sargent managed to get you right, don’t you think, Retta?” He gestured to a doorway beyond which, Annie assumed, there must be a portrait of Miss Reubell. 

			The lady shrugged. “It’s only an aquarelle, and he’s a friend. And we’re both part American, after all. Madame Greene here, she would be a worthy subject for him—but I don’t expect him back in Paris soon.”

			“Oh, heaven’s sake, Retta, who’d want a portrait of this old biddy?” In her chartreuse figured-silk dress—a color most women would not dare attempt—and puff-sleeved over-jacket, no one could look less like an old biddy than the slender Julia Greene. “Now Mrs. Shaw, here, has a face that would interest a portraitist.”

			Annie laughed and shook her head. Béraud eyed her, his chin between finger and thumb. “Oui, en effet,” he said at length. “Des pommettes remarquables. Et les lèvres… except that it is difficult for the painter when the sitter does not wish to be seen.”

			She flushed and dipped her chin as if to prove his point.

			“I quite agree about the cheekbones,” Comte Bertrand crossed to her, and she felt the momentary brush of a hand on her shoulder. A man’s touch, fleeting, spontaneous. How long had it been? “As for the reluctant sitter—portraiture is a form of seduction, don’t you think, Béraud?”

			“Your Sargent seems to practice that, certainement,” Béraud replied, smiling. “But it must never proceed to actual love, or the work is ruined.”

			“You’re telling me you can’t paint someone you’re in love with?” Comte Bertrand’s tone was ironic. “Many masterpieces would have been lost if that were true.”

			“Ah, oui! I did not say I have not done so. But my work is society, not the individual, and I would defy anyone to identify the object of my affections in any particular work.”

			If Béraud’s aim with this remark was to provoke his listeners’ curiosity about his love-life, he succeeded—though his dandified Paris flâneur type had never appealed to Annie. She found herself more curious about the Comte Bertrand’s. She was finding the notion of being seduced into yielding up a portrait more intriguing than was strictly proper, and wondered what form it typically took. Perhaps she was simply starved for attention.

			“One must, I think,” Comte Bertrand was saying, “feel love for one’s subject—or at least some affection—to do a portrait full justice.”

			Annie thought of Sargent’s infamous portrait of Madame Gautreau in her low-cut Félix gown. The coldness in that depiction said nothing to her of affection, much less love. “Perhaps,” she ventured, “all that’s needed is that the artist finds something attractive in the sitter, if only visually—even if he dislikes him or her. I’m thinking of the Sargent from the ’84 Salon.”

			Comte Bertrand narrowed his eyes thoughtfully and nodded. “I wonder if the scandale that provoked had to do with his obvious dislike of his subject in that instance. What came to me when I looked at it was his desire to—expose her.”

			“Almost to the point of violation, might one say,” Béraud agreed. “Forgive me, mesdames.”

			“Desire is the operative word, I think,” said Miss Reubell. “Men often don’t feel the slightest affection for their objects of desire.”

			 “And what of women in that regard?” Béraud said.

			 “We’re as capable of desire as any man,” said Julia, “but perhaps less inclined to separate it from the warmer and deeper feelings that should accompany it.”

			“What I saw in Sargent’s painting,” Annie said, overcoming her hesitation, “was judgment—an unfavorable one—of a woman who acts on her desires.” 

			The Comte Bertrand nodded rapidly. “And a woman who is unusual—they say—in being capable of the separation of feeling of which Madame Greene speaks.”

			“So, how does Sargent feel about his Dr. Pozzi?” M. Legrand challenged. 

			Béraud chuckled. “A handsome devil in that red robe, no denying it.”

			“How could anyone doubt that the artist of that one is in love with his subject?” said Comte Bertrand. “It radiates from the canvas. And not just because of all the red, which was a choice of genius. I wish I’d done it.”

			“Perhaps his portrayal of La Gautreau came from jealousy,” said Miss Reubell. “She and Pozzi had got farther
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