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      To Véronique Petit

      with all my heart…

  



A warning to the reader
This book is a fictionalized account about historical figures. While I created a work of imagination, I wanted to stay as close to reality as possible. The works that I have quoted reproduce the words spoken or the texts published by their authors.
The framework of this story – the backdrop, in the style of 19th century theater – is inspired by a unique moment in French culture: the magnificent era of Hugo, Flaubert, Zola, George Sand… Writers mingled with artists, composers such as Liszt, Wagner, painters such as Corot, Delacroix, Édouard Manet, and his “gang”.
This story is first and foremost a love story between a famous painter, Édouard Manet, a ladies’ man, and a young woman, Eva Gonzalès.
Women loved Manet and Manet loved women. Eva was consumed by a volcanic passion for one man: Édouard. These pages tell a tale strewn with flowers, with honey and with thorns.
If this story is not entirely true, the passion, itself, is authentic.



Prologue
Cuba. The late1940s.
My father, Dr. Eduardo Gonzalès-Manet, ex-Minister of Education, ex-senator, lawyer, was also the co-editor of the daily newspaper El Pueblo.
At age 17, I began writing articles for the cultural section of this paper. However, I did not want to sign them “Eduardo Gonzalès-Manet Jr.”. I loved American movies, literature, theater and music, but I felt it was ridiculous to use the word “junior” in order to adopt an American style. After consulting with my father, I dropped “Gonzalès”.
While beginning my career as a journalist, I was also enrolled at the university. I was writing short plays and staging others. Simultaneously, I was the director of the Cuban Teatro Nacional de Guiñol which presented works by my friends Alejo Carpentier and the poet Nicolás Guillén. It was an intensive and serendipitously theatrical way of working.
After some time, I began to feel a need for formal professional training in Paris, which for me, since childhood, was the City of Culture.
We discussed it at home.
Then, one night…
Surprise.
During dinner, my father rather off-handedly mentioned to me: “Do you know we are descended from the painter?”
“What painter?”
“Manet, of course!”
Without saying anything more, my father, who had just finished eating, left the table, cigar in hand, to return to his study. He was trying hard to hide his discomfort, as if he had just revealed a shameful secret to me.
This revelation was made and nothing more was said.
My father had rarely spoken about his parents and even less about his grandparents. In fact, I had only vague information about my origins.
My mother, born in Andalusia, came from a Sephardic family. My father, born in Madrid, had become a Cuban citizen when he was very young.
It was during a trip to Spain that my father, who was then forty-five years old and married, met my mother. She was only sixteen.
It was love at first sight.
The young woman’s family lived on a big farm in Andalusia. My father, with a governess as his accomplice, kidnapped my future mother at dawn and carried her away on a white horse.
The couple left Spain. My father set up his young lover in a big beautiful house in Santiago de Cuba. My mother was considered “dead” by her family.
I have never known the first names, never seen a picture of my maternal or paternal grandparents.
An absence.
A void.
An exile within exile.
 
I had in hand my Cuban passport which, by the way, contained mostly incorrect information.
Only my first and last names were correct: Eduardo Gonzalès-Manet y Lozano.
But…
I was born in Santiago de Cuba and not in Havana.
On June 19th, not on March 19th.
And I am three years younger.
I have already told this fantastic story in a novel, My Cuban Years. My father had “forgotten” to register my birth.
In order for me to take the high school entrance exam, I had to be thirteen years old. I was only twelve years and nine months old. A mix-up by a City Hall registry employee. So instead of three months, I ended up with three more years.
On my birth certificate, my parents are listed as being “born” in Cuba. However…
My father, a young lawyer from Madrid, had arrived in Cuba at the beginning of the 20th century. Some twenty years later, he had become a senator and Minister of the Cuban Republic. He had to find ways to have his origins and birthplace changed.
My departure was approaching. I wanted to know more.
On those nights he was at home, my father liked to write in his study while listening to classical music on the radio. I decided to remind him of the stunning revelation that had left me wondering.
“Papa… one night, you mentioned Manet.
Chopin’s twenty-fourth Prelude played by Alfred Cortot was the background music for this scene.
“Yes, you know, we are descended from the painter.”
“Do you have a drawing? A painting to prove it?”
He pushed back his chair, then turned towards me. His immediate response was the troubled look in his pale eyes. A grey iris that sometimes turned blue. The look of a man who had been insulted.
“I’ll show you our family tree. There are also Aunt Jeanne’s journals. You’ll see that I am telling the truth.”
And, turning his back to me, he resumed his work.
 
A few days later, my father fell ill. It was serious bronchitis. Our family doctor insisted that it was pointless to send his patient to the hospital.
“I am quite capable of treating him at home.”
A professional mistake made by a pretentious doctor who had not considered the possibility of pulmonary complications or a weak heart.
After my father’s death and thanks to the modest inheritance he left me, I was able to make my dream trip: to go to New York, to attend a few Broadway hit shows before boarding the French liner, The Liberty, which would take me to Le Havre.
From Le Havre, I treated myself to a first class ticket on a comfortable train in order to make my proper entrance into the City of Light. Paris truly deserved this small indulgence.
 
One year later…
I was living in la Maison de Cuba, at the entry to the university campus. For a year, I explored Paris on foot, neighborhood after neighborhood, street after street. I also visited all of its museums.
In the early 1950s, the French capital was in full artistic and cultural bloom. The press had discovered the Nouveau Roman and the Theater of the Absurd, with plays by Samuel Beckett, Eugène Ionesco, Fernando Arrabal and Arthur Adamov…
A student at L’Éducation par le Jeu Dramatique, the acting school created by Jean-Louis Barrault, I took classes with Roger Blin, the eminent actor and director, and with Jacques Lecoq, a very young teacher of mime and corporal expression.
For my Christmas vacation, I chose London. The season was brilliant: the Old Vic, with its productions of Shakespeare starring Laurence Olivier in his full glory; ballets featuring the dazzling Margot Fonteyn; musicals; the “angry young men” who were transforming the British theater: John Osborne, Arnold Wesker, Harold Pinter.
London… its parks, its double-decker buses, its Tower, its mythic river, its broad avenues and its luxury boutiques.
Its museums…
I preferred the Tate Gallery where the exhibition halls seemed more intimate than those of the National Gallery.
Instead of behaving like a disciplined tourist, moving from one painting to the next, guidebook in hand, I wandered aimlessly, hoping to discover by chance the must-see painting. Love at first sight between a painting and myself.
A painting attracts my attention. A large painting, 75 inches by 51 inches. I approach slowly. A woman is seated in front of a canvas. A woman painter.
This is an odd thing in and of itself: a painter who paints a woman painter. A self-portrait, perhaps?
I move in a little closer. The young woman is seated on a wooden chair, bare arms, short puffy sleeves. Her dress with its full skirt fills the lower part of the painting. On the right, on the floor, are a drawing portfolio, a roll of paper and a single peony. Her left arm is bent, and in her hand she holds a palette, three flat brushes and a long rod leaning against the frame of the canvas she is painting with her right hand. A still life. A vase full of flowers.
The painting’s creator had captured the young woman’s beauty, the delicate features of her face, her long black hair, the dreamy look in her wide eyes…
The intention seems clear: the painter is paying tribute to a young artist in a sustained moment of inspiration.
The painting is a love song. It is a declaration, with a just a hint arrogance, of a burning passion between the painter and his model.
I read the title of the work: Portrait of Eva Gonzalès.
And the name of the creator: Édouard Manet.
I seek refuge inside Westminster Abbey. A cathedral, part museum, part cemetery, where a large number of illustrious figures – kings, artists, writers – lie in repose.
The image of my father in his study comes back to me in full force, his tone confessional and quivering with emotion.
– We are descended from Manet.
Followed by my own piercing reaction:
– Can you show me a drawing? A painting…?
That day, seated in the middle of a pew, in the back of a Westminster Abbey, it wasn’t the idea of being the grandson of a brilliant painter that so upset me.
It was what had been said, the ironic tone, my sarcastic smile.
My father had understood that I doubted his words. His injured look had grown in intensity since his abrupt death.
Unbeknownst to him, the secret he had revealed to his son was turning into farce. And yet – it took me some time to understand it – it was a painful confession.
Suddenly, in a London museum, one painting brought the two names together.
Édouard Manet, the painter.
Eva Gonzalès, the subject of an exquisite painting.
Eva and Édouard…
Two first names, one source of inspiration




The Gonzalès Family
It was the beginning of my investigation. A family name. The Gonzalès family.
An unusual family in which the main character, the father, was a man who, from adolescence, had loved theatricality, costumes, disguises and, above all, writing. With time, he became a popular novelist, a journalist respected by his colleagues and a fierce defender of a very noble cause: that of authors’ rights.
 
Louis Jean Emmanuel Gonzalez was born on October 25, 1815 in Saintes, where his father, a citizen of Monaco, was head doctor at the military hospital.
He attended middle school in Saintes, followed by high school in Nancy. His family considered Emmanuel a child prodigy.
Under the pseudonyms of Henri Royer and Augustus Stewart, he inundated the local newspaper, Le Patriote de la Meurthe, with short stories and literary reviews. All his work was published because he was gifted and brilliant; on the other hand, he didn’t receive a single penny. That did not discourage him.
The boy grew up. He became a teenager and received his high school diploma with highest honors. The moment had arrived: it was time to “conquer Paris”.
But what pretext to use? To enroll in law school at the Sorbonne. To become a lawyer. It was a prestigious career, especially for a lover of literature.
The Sorbonne, Saint-Michel, the Latin Quarter, cafés swarming with poets, trendy cabarets… The cultural and artistic life of the French capital.
Of course, Emmanuel gave up jurisprudence and, with a group of friends, founded a review. But not just any review. It was to become La Revue de France. Yet another job, for the moment, from which he did not earn a single penny. To pay for food and lodging, the young writer began working for several literary reviews. And, once again, Emmanuel resorted to the most outlandish masks and pseudonyms. He became Ramon Gomeril, Melchior Gomez, Caliban.
Emmanuel was gradually acknowledged as an expert on Spain. Noblesse oblige! And the name Gonzalez, transformed into Gonzalès by some sort of administrative mix-up, became a force to reckon with in the literary world.
As a contributor to the newspaper La Presse, Emmanuel took on all subjects closely or remotely related to Spain, such as politics, art, bullfighting, flamenco, music and, of course, literature.
As a child in Saintes, Emmanuel had been brought up together with an orphan known by the first names of Consuelo María de los Dolorès. An honorable family’s mystery: wagging tongues were saying that the “little orphan” was, in reality, the bastard daughter of Dr. Gonzalès, head doctor at the military hospital.
For Emmanuel, “Lolita” was always his beloved little sister, his inspiration for a series of charming stories dedicated to young readers:
Lolita and the Garden Full of Daisies.
Lolita and Amadis, Her Persian Cat.
Lolita and the Unripe Plums.
The character of Consuelo María de los Dolorès would be featured again in Emmanuel Gonzalès’ later work. Little Lolita would be transformed into a teenage girl whose main characteristics were energy and thirst for life. Just seventeen, she was courted by a bevy of young men. What suitor would ultimately win “la Lola’s” hand? Her choice surprised everyone: Don Felipe Buenaventura Vidal, forty-five years her senior.
According to the author, this was a true love story, despite the shocking age difference. “Lola,” he wrote, “was seduced by the life experience and the distinction of a mature man who laid a kingdom at the feet of his beloved.”
The writer was not exaggerating when he used the word “kingdom” in referring to the immense fortune of the future groom. Vineyards in Rioja, olive orchards in Castile, breeding thoroughbred horses and toros bravos in Andalusia, a fleet of fishing boats in Barcelona…
At his death, Don Felipe Buenaventura Vidal, a widower without heirs, left his entire estate to his young wife. They were married for two years, during which time Lola learned the secrets of the trade: how to manage her husband’s empire. The estate also included a manor house and land in Salamanca, the noble city of Spanish culture. And, the icing on the cake: a sumptuous townhouse on the Avenida de la Castellana in Madrid.
The 19-year-old widow took control of her enormous fortune and imposed her will on the notarial and other attorneys and numerous partners of her late husband. She invested in stone, in countless houses, farms, and seaside villas in Andalusia.
Consuelo María de los Dolorès, Buenaventura Vidal’s widow, never lost contact with her “adoptive brother”.
In 1848, Emmanuel Gonzalès married Céline Ragut, pianist, singer, and talented musician from French-speaking Belgium. This well-educated woman had also managed to transform herself into a first-class Cordon Bleu chef.
The couple settled in Paris, in a modest apartment on Rue de la Picardie, in the 3rd Arrondissement, where Madame Gonzalès lost no time in organizing dinners for her husband’s many friends.
Eleven months after the wedding, the couple announced the birth of “Eva Carola Jeanne Emmanuela Antoinette, daughter of Emmanuel Gonzalès, distinguished author, and Marie Céline Ragut, his wife.”
The birth of his daughter Eva provided Emmanuel Gonzalès with a new source of inspiration. A member of the editorial board of the prestigious Le Siècle, he continued to work for a dozen literary reviews, always using his many pseudonyms. He used this as an opportunity to write about a young couple’s joy at the birth of a certain “Evita”.
Another short story described the emotion of a young father upon giving a bottle to his baby daughter. “Day of Happiness” is the title of a brief account in which Evita, for the first time in her short life, uttered the magic word “Papa!”
“Onward!” described a toddler who takes her first tentative steps, arms reaching out to her father. “From the age of two, Eva would take my pencils and my blank paper for her enthusiastic scribbling. `What are you doing Evita? Are you writing a poem?’ `No, Papa, I’m drawing.’ What a delightful discovery! My daughter was trying to bring to life a house, a cat and her favorite doll.”
One morning, at breakfast, Madame Gonzalès announced to her husband that she was once again pregnant.
The apartment in the 3rd Arrondissement was too small, so the family moved to 18 rue de Laval, in the 9th Arrondissement, in order to provide a worthy welcome to their second daughter, born on February 16, 1852: Jeanne Constance Philippe Gonzalès-Ragut.
This was a special year for Emmanuel Gonzalès, with the birth of his second daughter and his election as vice-chairman of the writers’ association, the Société des Gens de Lettres.
On April 2, 1857, five-year old Jeanne was baptized at Notre-Dame-de-Lorette church. Her eight-year old sister Eva was chosen to be her godmother.
 
Life for the Gonzalès family continued on its upward path.
In 1858, Emmanuel was awarded the Grand Cross of the Legion of Honor. In 1861, he was elected Chairman of the Société des Gens de Lettres. That same year, he wrote a short story inspired by his elder daughter, “Eva’s Dream”: “Her father never ceased to be amazed. His daughter’s progress delighted him. She moved from pencils to watercolors without any difficulty. The lines became more confident, the nuances of color more precise and refined.”
One afternoon, instead of attending a puppet show that they both knew by heart, Emmanuel suggested that Eva come with him to the Louvre. Recalling this visit, he wrote: “Eva made her triumphal entrance at age seven. First, I told her about the museum. People come from near and far to discover the Louvre and everyone finds something that they like. She was intuitive. Her eyes were drawn only to the finest pieces on exhibit. Cimabue’s Virgin and Child in Majesty Surrounded by Angels fascinated her as much as Mantegna’s St. Sebastian, but, and this is no surprise, the discovery of Fra Angelico produced in her – and I am not exaggerating – a kind of ecstasy. She moved in close, stepped back, spun around, taking in all of the paintings. Then, all of sudden, I saw tears in her eyes. `It’s so beautiful, Papa! It’s so beautiful!’”
When the Gonzalès family visited “Aunt Dolorès” in Madrid, the schedule of activities and long walks always included a trip to the Prado, where little Eva said she felt at home.
The old lady, with her usual common sense, had made a deal with her adoptive nieces: “One day at the Prado. One day spent walking, just the three of us. The gardens of the Palacio de Oriente, the royal palace, the María Luisa Gardens, and on Sunday, mass in the morning and the Lavapiés market in the afternoon. We’ll always find bargains there. Gifts for your friends in Paris.”
Eva was twelve and her younger sister nine when Aunt Dolorès took the initiative of introducing them to the gallery where Goya’s dark etchings, The Folies, were exhibited.
Before Eva entered Goya’s secret world, painting had been simply a long succession of works in all sizes – huge, medium or small – whose main attraction for her was color. That is how she developed the habit of writing down in a small notebook the color each artist used which she found particularly striking.
“Rubens’ bonbon pink.”
“Rembrandt’s ocre terra cotta.”
“Botticelli’s blue. And, even more: Fra Angelico’s blue.”
And suddenly, Goya’s fiendish characters and his somber lines that unashamedly assault the viewer altered her way of looking at art. She was bowled over.
“Please, Aunt Dolorès, I must copy these drawings! For myself! Just for myself!” Consuelo María de los Dolorès ended up telling the whole story to Emmanuel Gonzalès, who had been both startled and disturbed when one day he found a notebook that his daughter Eva had left on the night table.
“Goya’s Caprices! A gallery meant for adults? And you showed it to my little girls?”
“If we are talking about Jeanne, I made a mistake. In the case of Eva, that’s a different story. Your older daughter is very mature! Very gifted! Look at these drawings, Emmanuel! Look at them! Art and painting are her true calling!”
Consuelo María de los Dolorès and Emmanuel Gonzalès discussed the matter for hours. Back in Paris, the writer would receive a long letter from his adoptive sister:
 
Dear Brother,
I really would like you to understand! You know, I know, we both know that your daughter Eva is a gifted child, a thirteen-year-old who is very mature for her age. For you, she will always be your niñita. As for me, I look at her with the eyes of a second mother.
Let’s consider what is bothering you: the notebook in which Eva copied a few drawings from Goya’s Black gallery. I cannot keep these drawings for myself. I am giving them to you.
Eva, seated on the small folding stool I got for her. The sketchbook on her lap.
Goya had worked with aquatint and dry point for over two years. He needed many trial drawings before completing his eighty prints.
You daughter had only charcoal pencils and India ink to reproduce what she was seeing.
I bribed the guards, I must confess. We were alone, Eva and I, for hours. And at each visit… another drawing.
“The Spoiled Child”. The horrible gluttonous, vain and lazy brat.
“Out Hunting for Teeth.” The young woman turns her head to avoid seeing the dead man, but nevertheless pulls out a tooth from the hanged man’s mouth in order to cast a spell and win the love of a handsome fiancé.
And Goya added on the bottom of the print: “Isn’t it a shame that ordinary people believe such stupid things?”
And that other drawing that gave Eva so much trouble – three visits – six hours to try to get it right. “Until Death”. A seventy-five year old woman, with one foot in the grave, who is primping in a mirror to receive her friends.
Enough! I know that you understand and that you share my opinion. Your daughter Eva burns with an internal fire: love of art, passion for painting. It’s your duty to reach out to her, to help her along this tortuous path that we call Art.
 
Emmanuel Gonzalès finally faced the facts: as Aunt Dolorès from Madrid had requested, Eva had to be given the means to express the deep calling that lived within her.
Her father left a large white sheet of paper bearing a very short message on his daughter’s night table: “Come and see me tomorrow morning, after breakfast, in my study.”
Eva knew her father and had no difficulty playing along with him. She had been “summoned” for a serious meeting. Therefore, she had to respond on a theatrical level equal to that of a writer known for his taste for adventure and his power of imagination.
It was Sunday morning. Instead of knocking on the door of her father’s study after breakfast, Eva decided to first go to morning mass at eleven o’clock. So, with head and shoulders covered with a mantilla and missal in hand, she made her way into the study.
Although a fervent defender of the separation of Church and State, the writer had never stood in the way of his wife and his two daughters’ Roman Catholic faith.
Emmanuel knew that Eva had just taken communion and that she wanted him to know. To better play her role, she acted as if she were in a religious procession, head bowed, eyes fixed on the ground in order to better to concentrate and to open her soul to the Divine Breath.
Getting up from the comfortable chair behind his desk, the writer chose to sit on the sofa reserved for guests. That way they would be able to speak in hushed voices and give an intimate and sensitive confessional tone to this formal meeting between father and daughter.
Without saying so, he repeated the arguments of Consuelo María de los Dolorès.
“Your love of painting is not a game,” he said, “but a calling. And I will do my utmost to nourish it through travel, exhibitions and museums.”
Beginning with Eva’s fourteenth birthday, and in order to keep his promises, each year in July her father organized a two-week trip.
This artistic summer get-together evolved into a real family holiday. It wasn’t just going to one museum after another. The Gonzalès family, often accompanied by Aunt Dolorès, ate in the best restaurants and attended cultural events in each city.
Another reason for the Gonzalès family to be proud: Eva’s initiative in introducing her younger sister to the art of drawing and painting.
Jeanne, ever attentive and disciplined, followed her sister’s instructions with good humor: wash and dry the brushes, put away the paints and pencils in their boxes. As Aunt Dolorès said “I have rarely seen such pure love. Jeanne adores Eva and Eva often behaves like a young mother rather than a big sister.”
The family took up residence in Monaco. Through the large picture window looking out on the garden, from a distance Monsieur and Madame Gonzalès and Aunt Dolorès watched the two sisters seated side-by-side. They were painting watercolors. The subject: flowers, budding branches and a parrot, a gift from their Aunt from Madrid: “A beautiful bird all the way from Cuba.”
 
In early December 1865, Emmanuel Gonzalès held a dinner in honor of Philippe Jourde, the director of Le Siècle.
In reality, it was a way of organizing a kind of family council. Jourde had known Eva since childhood. He admired the girl’s determination, her seriousness, as well as her talent.
The Gonzalès home was famous in Parisian artistic and journalistic circles for two equally delicious culinary specialties. Whenever Aunt Dolorès was Paris, the couple’s closest friends knew they would be treated to “the best Valenciana paella in the world”. And when Céline Ragut – Madame Gonzalès – donned her chef’s apron, these same friends, almost in a state of trance, expected a beef bourguignon superior to that of the finest restaurants in Paris, according to Philippe Jourde.
The meal was copious, the wine (from Burgundy, of course) flowed freely. Eva and Jeanne left the table after kissing Uncle Philippe goodnight.
The adults had coffee and a vintage Armagnac that the director of Le Siècle had brought along with fifteen red roses – Céline Ragut’s favorite.
The two men smoked their cigars while Madame Gonzalès was crocheting. She always crocheted when, for some reason, she felt tense.
It was the moment of truth. Eva, who was already sixteen, was to enroll in a painting studio in order to “learn the trade”. Jourde spoke first.
“You know, the École des Beaux-Arts has its own studio,” he said in his deep bass voice. “It’s for men only, so it is not for Eva. However, there are independent studios that welcome both men and women. The most popular are those of François Picot, a former pupil of David, and of Henri Lehmann, a disciple of Ingres. In my opinion, the only one suitable for Evita is Charles Joshua Chaplin’s studio. Like a guardian angel, he will know how to guide her. I admire the artist and I respect the man. Furthermore, he is an excellent educator.”
Charles Joshua Chaplin, born in Andelys (Eure) in 1825, was the son of an English man and a French woman. He was a pupil of Drolling. Philippe Jourde continued his portrait of the painter.
“As an artist, women are Chaplin’s passion, pure and simple. Celebrity or unknown, aristocrat or daughter of the people, women hold no secrets for the master. Like everyone else, you may have admired his painting inspired by Marie Duplessis, The Lady of the Camellias. Remember the black hair with the tight headband, the striking dark eyes, the odd brightness that imminent death gives to those afflicted with tuberculosis? Chaplin has become the favorite painter of all the fine ladies in France.
Starting at the top, with María Eugenia de Montijo, the Empress Eugénie. It was Chaplin who decorated the Empress’ private quarters in the Tuileries Palace.”
Emmanuel Gonzalès could not help but smile as he saw his wife drop her work and close her eyes. Céline Ragut gave the impression of being elsewhere but her husband knew otherwise. She was not missing a single word of the conversation, since it involved a delicate decision concerning her older daughter’s future.
“Yes, Philippe dear. Quite a fancy crowd at Chaplin’s studio, I see. But will he be willing to accept our Evita as a pupil?”
Jourde did not immediately answer, aware of his role in this family which had earned his friendship and affection. He took a long drag on his cigar, took a gulp of that Armagnac which was well worth its price.
“I’ll take care of things!”
Philippe Jourde kept his word. On January 3, 1866, Eva Gonzalès was enrolled in Charles Joshua Chaplin’s studio. On January 16th, she was able to register at the Louvre. The museum reserved Tuesdays and Thursdays for student painters who came to copy the great masters.
 
Student Card
 
Eva Gonzalès
Address: 2 place Bréda
Member of Monsieur Charles Joshua Chaplin’s studio.
 
Eva Gonzalès took this opportunity very seriously. She worked from morning to night and soon was among Chaplin’s best pupils. Certainly the most motivated and the most disciplined.
She copied the great masters, filled several sketchbooks with her own original drawings. Her countless watercolors were inspired by still life paintings. Her younger sister Jeanne had the responsibility of burning all drawings that didn’t merit being carefully preserved in the bottom of a drawer.
 
On January 1, 1867, Eva’s card as a student at Chaplin’s studio was renewed. However, that same year, on May 5th, the young artist left the studio on a whim.
Why this decision? She would give three different explanations.
“Master… Despite my father’s prestige as a journalist and novelist, his earnings are not commensurate with the level of his ambitions.”
Mademoiselle Gonzalès had a conversation with her teacher in the large studio on the rue de Lisbonne. Master and pupil stayed close to the platform where the young model for the day was seated. It was Madeleine Lemaire who, out of vanity or laziness, often preferred to serve as an “inspiration” to other artists rather than to carry out, with humility, a long and arduous task: to give life, on a sheet of paper, to the man or woman positioned in the center of the platform.
That day, Chaplin had requested a pose that was supposed to evoke a young woman seated in a park or in an outdoor café.
“Our subject, a very beautiful young woman, is a dreamer. She is holding a book in her hand. There is a touch of sensuality in this pose. A kind of… soft fatigue.”
Madeleine Lemaire had followed the master’s suggestions to the letter. The languorous attitude, the romantic gestures came from deep within her. Nevertheless…
Charles Joshua Chaplin and Eva Gonzalès – whom Lemaire considered as her rival – were very close to the platform. Eva tried to keep the tone of this conversation between master and student confidential.
Madeleine Lemaire blatantly dropped her languorous pose and leaned forward to hear the topic of the discussion.
The Gonzalès family was in financial difficulty. The Chaplin classes were very expensive. Eva Gonzalès was unable to pay her own way.
Madeleine Lemaire had a hard time stifling a cry of joy! The top of the class, the master’s favorite student, would no longer be at the studio!
At the dining room table, Eva offered another explanation.
“My apprenticeship is coming to a close. I feel the need to strike out on my own as a professional. In the studio, we are forced to work on subjects assigned by the teacher. And to be truthful, I can no longer tolerate the atmosphere in this school for high society ladies, spoiled young women who will never be artists. They pay a fortune so they can boast of being the pupils of Charles Joshua Chaplin.”
“So what do you want to do, Evita?”
Emmanuel Gonzalès listened silently, without taking his eyes from the face of the strong and determined young woman.
“Wait a while. Go back to museums and look at my favorite paintings again. Think about it.”
Later on, that same night, Eva told her younger sister a completely different story.
Stretched out on Eva’s bed, still dressed, shoulder to shoulder, head to head, in a very low voice, the older sister confided the truth to the younger.
“I’m not progressing, Jeanne. I feel that I am not progressing. Chaplin says the opposite out of kindness, because he really likes me. I lack… lack…
“What do you lack, Eva?”
“That’s the point. I don’t know what. Take the great painters we admired in all the museums of Europe, for example. Fra Angelico, Rembrandt, Titian, Raphael, Velásquez, not to forget Goya, of course. All of them… all of them felt their way at first! Then, with work came confidence. And then fulfillment! But in my case…”
“Eva, you’re only seventeen!”
“So what? Age is irrelevant when it comes to art. The question is to know… Do I have talent, yes or no?”
“You have what it takes to become a great painter, Eva. A great woman painter.”
Jeanne, blessed with a joyful temperament, seemed delighted by these words which she repeated while she continued to laugh:
“A great painter… but a woman!”
“You are rubbing salt in the wound, Jeanne. And there’s nothing funny about it! Every year the Salon rejects a large number of men. As for us women… When we try to get in, it’s even more difficult! I would venture say that it is more humiliating.”
“Who knows, Eva? You haven’t submitted anything to the Salon. One day…”
“Say nothing more. Stay with that “one day”. Let’s dream of that day, even if it will be long in coming.”
Jeanne was Eva’s much-loved sister and favorite model. It was a strange relationship between the subject and the artist. Jeanne, fourteen years old, resembled Eva at the same age. She was, in a certain way, her reflection in the mirror.
Profile of Young Girl with Braids, an oil on cardboard painted in 1865, shows a young girl turning her face towards a monochrome background. From her splendid black hair, swept up in an intricate tangle, hang two thick braids falling on the teenage girl’s slightly rounded back. Is she pensive? Sad? Does her pose reflect a desire to flee, or is it simply a pretext for revealing a kind of still life? A head of hair on a neutral background.
Jeanne is also the figure in a more elaborate painting: Psyche. The corner of a bedroom. Hanging high up on the wall is a painting of which we only see half. One end of a sofa is under the painting. And, right in the center, is the subject of the painting: a large framed mirror. The viewer sees the back of a young girl who is contemplating her reflection. A symbolic dual personality: Jeanne plus Eva. The two sisters caught in an intimate moment.
Around the same time, Eva painted Portrait of a Young Girl. An oil on canvas. Jeanne, age fifteen, is seen in full-face. Goya’s presence is palpable: on a dark background, a face and a white collar covering the chin and the neck. Eyebrows and onyx eyes. A straight nose of which only the left nostril can be seen. And a slightly sullen mouth, the lower lip thicker than the upper.
On January 11, 1868, at 7:05pm, Emmanuel Gonzalès entered the private parlor of the large residence on the rue de Lisbonne where Charles Joshua Chaplin was waiting for him.
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