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Sidonie-Gabrielle Colette


1873 – 1954


 


Sidonie-Gabrielle Colette, better known simply as Colette, was a French novelist, actress, and journalist, regarded as one of the most distinctive literary voices of the 20th century in France. She became famous for her refined prose, her attention to the subtleties of everyday life, and her portrayal of strong and complex female characters. Colette is remembered both for her remarkable literary talent and for her bold, independent life that challenged the social conventions of her time.


 


Early Life and Education


 


Colette was born in Saint-Sauveur-en-Puisaye, in Burgundy, France. She grew up in a rural environment, surrounded by landscapes that would later inspire her writing. Her mother, Sido, was a decisive influence, instilling in her a free and sensitive vision of the world. Though she did not pursue extensive formal education, Colette developed a sharp curiosity and independence that shaped her artistic sensibility.


 


Career and Contributions


 


Colette began her literary career under the influence of her first husband, Henry Gauthier-Villars (known as Willy), who encouraged her to write but published her work under his own name. From this collaboration came the Claudine series, which enjoyed great success in early 20th-century Paris. After separating from Willy, Colette established herself as an independent writer with works such as La Vagabonde (1910), Chéri (1920), and Gigi (1944).


Her writing explores themes such as love, sensuality, female emancipation, and the passage of time, always marked by psychological depth and a keen observation of human relationships. In addition to her literary achievements, Colette also pursued a career as an actress and journalist, cultivating a public image that was daring, unconventional, and ahead of her time.


 


Impact and Legacy


 


Colette’s work is considered groundbreaking for the way it gave voice to women’s experiences, addressing desire, freedom, and identity without taboos. Her life, as much as her literature, became a symbol of independence, as she lived passionately, defied moral conventions, and thrived in a male-dominated literary world.


In 1945, she was admitted to the prestigious Académie Goncourt, and in 1953 she was nominated for the Nobel Prize in Literature. Her works continue to be celebrated and adapted for stage and screen, with Gigi becoming a Broadway and Hollywood classic.


Colette died in Paris in 1954 at the age of 81. She was the first French woman writer to receive a state funeral, a recognition of her cultural significance. Her legacy endures through her lyrical and sincere prose, her exploration of human emotion, and her celebration of life’s richness, securing her place among the great masters of world literature.


 


About the work


 


Gigi (1944), by Colette, is a short novel set in Paris at the turn of the twentieth century, a society marked by elegance, appearances, and the subtle games of social interest. The story follows the young Gilberte, affectionately called Gigi, who is raised by her grandmother and her aunt. These women come from a family tradition of preparing girls to become refined courtesans, equipped to secure wealth and stability through advantageous relationships.


Gigi, however, stands apart because of her spontaneity, frankness, and a certain innocence toward this predetermined path. While she undergoes strict training in manners, dress, and social etiquette, she preserves a lively authenticity that resists the conventions expected of her. Her life changes dramatically when she encounters Gaston Lachaille, a wealthy but disenchanted Parisian heir, who recognizes in Gigi something fresh and different from the polished but predictable women of his social circle.


Their relationship develops gradually, blending tenderness with irony and quietly questioning societal norms. Gaston, weary of the superficiality of Parisian high society, is drawn to Gigi’s honesty and vitality. She, in turn, begins to reflect on the boundaries between love, social convenience, and personal freedom, challenging the expectations imposed upon her by her family.


Though brief, the novel captures the tension between tradition and individual desire, illustrating the struggle of a young woman trying to assert her own voice in a world where her future seems already decided. At the same time, Colette’s Paris comes alive with its cafés, salons, and social gatherings, offering a backdrop that mirrors both the sophistication and the hypocrisy of the time.


Colette (1873–1954) was one of the most important French writers of the twentieth century. Known for her elegant prose and her sharp psychological portraits of women, she often challenged the conventions of her era by exploring themes of sexuality, independence, and identity. Gigi became one of her most celebrated works, particularly after its adaptations for stage and film, and it remains an incisive portrayal of the tension between personal freedom and social expectation.





GIGI


Don't forget you're going to Aunt Alicia's. Do you hear me, Gilberte? Come and let me roll your curlers. Do you hear me, Gilberte? 


I can't go without curlers, can I, Grandma? 


I don't think so, said Mrs. Alvarez, with moderation. 


She placed the old curling iron, whose arms ended in two small solid metal hemispheres, on the blue flame of an alcohol lamp and prepared the tissue paper. 


Grandma, could you make a wavy edge on the side for a change? 


Out of the question. Curls at the ends of your hair is the height of eccentricity for a young girl of your age. Stand on the footstool. 


Gilberte bent her fifteen-year-old legs to sit on the bench. Her plaid skirt revealed her ribbed stockings above her knees, whose oval kneecaps, unbeknownst to her, were perfection itself. With her slender calves and high arches, these advantages led Mrs. Alvarez to regret that her granddaughter had not taken up dancing. For the moment, she wasn't thinking about that. She was pinching the ash-blond strands of hair, turned into ringlets and held in place with thin paper, between the half-balls of the hot iron. Her patience and the dexterity of her soft hands formed large, healthy, elastic curls and elastic curls in the magnificent thickness of well-cared-for hair that barely reached Gilberte's shoulders. The faint vanilla scent of the thin paper and the heated iron numbed the motionless girl. Gilberte knew that any resistance would be futile. She almost never tried to escape the family's moderation. 


Is it Frasquita that Mama is singing today? 


Yes. And tonight, Si j'étais Roi. I've already told you that when you sit on a low chair, you must bring your knees together and bend them either to the right or to the left to avoid indecency. 


But, Grandma, I'm wearing pants and my underskirt. 


Pants are one thing, decency is another, said Mrs. Alvarez. It's all in the attitude. 


I know, Aunt Alicia has told me often enough, whispered Gilberte under her hair. 


I don't need my sister, said Mrs. Alvarez bitterly, to teach you basic principles of propriety. Thank God I know a little more than she does about that. 


If you let me stay here, Grandmother, I'll go see Aunt Alicia next Sunday? 


Really! said Mrs. Alvarez haughtily. Have you nothing else to ask of me? 


Yes, said Gilberte. Make my skirts a little longer, so I'm not bent over every time I sit down. You see, Grandma, I have to think about what I'm thinking all the time with my skirts too short. 


Silence! Aren't you ashamed to call that your thoughts? 


I'd be happy to give it another name... 


Mrs. Alvarez turned off the stove, gazed at her heavy Spanish face in the fireplace mirror, and decided: 


There's no other name. 


From beneath the row of ash-blond snails, an incredulous gaze sprang forth, a beautiful dark blue like wet slate, and Gilberte sprang up: 


But, Grandma, look, someone could make my skirts a little longer... Or add a little frill... 


That would be nice for your mother, to see herself at the head of a large family that looks at least eighteen years old! With her career! Think about it! 


Oh, I am being reasonable, said Gilberte. Since I hardly ever go out with Mom, what difference would it make? 


She adjusted her skirt, which had ridden up over her hollow stomach, and asked: 


"Should I wear my everyday coat? It's good enough." 


How would anyone know it's Sunday then? Put on your plain coat and your navy blue boater hat. When will you ever learn what's appropriate? 


Standing up, Gilberte was as tall as her grandmother. Bearing the Spanish name of a deceased lover, Mrs. Alvarez had acquired a buttery pallor, a plumpness, and hair slicked back with brilliantine. She used too much white powder, and the weight of her cheeks pulled her lower eyelids down a little, so that she had ended up calling herself Inès. Her irregular family gravitated around her in good order. Andrée, her unmarried daughter, abandoned by Gilberte's father, now preferred a capricious prosperity to the sensible life of a second singer in a subsidized theater. Aunt Alicia — no one had ever heard anyone mention marriage to her — lived alone on what she said were modest earnings, and the family valued Alicia's judgment as highly as her jewelry. 


Mrs. Alvarez looked her granddaughter up and down, from her felt boater decorated with a feather to her ready-made Molière shoes. 


Can't you keep your legs together? When you stand like that, the Seine could run under you. You don't have the slightest bit of a belly, and yet you manage to push it forward. And put some gloves on, please. 


The indifference of chaste children still governed all of Gilberte's attitudes. She looked like an archer, she looked like a stiff angel, a boy in a skirt; she rarely looked like a young girl. "Wearing long dresses, you who don't have the sense of an eight-year-old?" said Mrs. Alvarez. "Gilberte discourages me," sighed Andrée. "If you weren't discouraged by me, you'd be discouraged by something else," Gilberte replied peacefully. For she was gentle and content with a home life devoted almost exclusively to her family. No one could yet predict what her face would become. 


A large mouth that opened to reveal solid, new white teeth, a short chin, and between high cheekbones, a nose... "My God, where did she get that little snub nose?" sighed her mother. "My dear, if you don't know, who will?" replied Mrs. Alvarez. At which point Andrée, prudish too late, tired too soon, remained silent, mechanically touching her sensitive tonsils. "Gigi," Aunt Alicia assured her, "she's a bundle of raw materials. It could turn out very well, or it could turn out very badly." 


Grandmother, the doorbell is ringing, I'll open it on my way out... Grandmother, she cried in the hallway, it's Uncle Gaston! 


She returned, accompanied by a tall young man whom she held by the arms, talking to him in a formal and childish manner, like schoolgirls at recess. 


What a shame, Uncle, to leave so soon! Grandma wants me to go see Aunt Alicia! What car do you have today? Is it your new four-seater convertible from Dion-Bouton? I hear you can drive it with just one hand! I hope you have some nice gloves, Uncle! So, Uncle, are you mad at Liane? 


Gilberte? Is that any of your business? scolded Mrs. Alvarez. 


But, Grandma, everyone knows. It was in Gil Blas. It started with, "A secret bitterness creeps into the sweetness of the beetroot..." In extra class, they all told me about it because they know I know you. And you know, Uncle, they don't agree with Liane in extra class! They say she doesn't get the good parts! 


Gilberte!  repeated  Mrs. Alvarez.  Tell  goodbye  goodbye  to Mr. Lachaille and disappear! 


Leave her alone, Gaston Lachaille sighed. She means no harm, at least. And it's perfectly true that it's over between Liane and me. Are you going to Aunt Alicia's, Gigi? Take my car and bring it back to me. 


Gilberte let out a cry, jumped for joy, and kissed Lachaille. 


Thank you, Uncle! No, Aunt Alicia's head! The concierge's bobblehead! 


She left, making as much noise as an unbroken foal. 


You spoil her, Gaston, said Mrs. Alvarez. 


She was speaking against the truth. Gaston Lachaille knew nothing of "spoiling" and luxury except what was required by law: his cars, his dreary hotel on the Parc Monceau, Liane's "months" and her birthday jewelry, champagne and baccarat in Deauville in the summer and Monte Carlo in the winter. From time to time, he would make a large cash donation to a subscription, buy a yacht that he would sell shortly afterwards to a Central European monarch, or commission a new newspaper, but this did not make him any happier. Looking at himself in the mirror, he would say, "There's the face of a man who's been stamped." " As he had a slightly long nose and large black eyes, ordinary people thought he had been cheated. 


His business instinct and his distrust as a rich man kept him safe; no one had ever managed to steal his pearls, his solid metal cigarette cases studded with precious stones, or his dark sable-lined coat. 


Through the window, he watched his car drive away. That year, cars were tall and slightly flared, due to the oversized hats worn by Caroline Otero, Liane de Pougy, and other famous women of 1899. As a result, the cars swayed gently around corners. 


Mamita, said Gaston Lachaille, would you make me some chamomile tea? 


"Make that two," said Mrs. Alvarez. "Sit down, my poor Gaston." 


From a sagging armchair, she pulled out some worn magazines, a stocking to darn, and a box of licorice sticks. The betrayed man sank down with delight while his hostess set out the tray and two cups. 


Why does the chamomile tea I drink at home always smell like old chrysanthemums? sighed Gaston. 


It's a matter of care. Believe me if you will, Gaston, I often pick my best chamomile in Paris itself, in vacant lots, a tiny chamomile that looks like nothing. But it has an exquisite taste. My goodness, what beautiful fabric your suit is made of! The faded stripes are as elegant as can be. It's just the kind of fabric your poor father loved. But I must say he wore it with less style than you. 


Mrs. Alvarez mentioned only once in the interview the memory of a Lachaille senior, whom she claimed to have known well. From her old acquaintances, real or imagined, she derived little advantage other than Gaston Lachaille's familiarity and the pleasure the wealthy man took in his stops in the old armchair. Under a ceiling dimmed by gas, three female creatures asked him for neither pearl necklaces, nor solitaire rings, nor chinchillas, and knew how to speak with decency and consideration of what was scandalous, venerable, and inaccessible. From the age of twelve, Gigi knew that Mme Otero's large string of black pearls was "soaked," that is, artificially dyed, but that her three-tiered necklace was worth "a kingdom "; that Mme de Pougy's seven rows lacked sparkle, that Eugénie Fougère's famous diamond bolero was worthless, and that a self-respecting woman did not ride around in a coupe lined with mauve satin, as Mme Antokolski did. She had obediently broken up with her classmate Lydia Poret when the latter showed her a solitaire ring, a gift from Baron Ephraim. 


A solitaire! exclaimed Mrs. Alvarez. A fifteen-year-old girl! I think her mother is crazy. 


But, Grandmother," pleaded Gigi, "it's not Lydia's fault that the baron gave it to her!" 


Silence! I'm not blaming the baron. The baron knows what he has to do. Common sense dictated that Mrs. Poret should have put the ring in a safe deposit box at the bank until further notice. 


Until what, Grandma? 


Events. 


Why not in her jewelry box? 


Because you never know. Especially since the baron is a man who changes his mind. But if he has declared himself, Mrs. Poret only has to take her daughter out of the class. Until all this is cleared up, you will do me the favor of not making your two trips with little Poret anymore. Can you believe it! 


But what if she gets married, Grandma? 


Marry? Marry whom? 


With the baron? 


Mrs. Alvarez and her daughter exchanged stunned glances. "This child is discouraging me," Andrée whispered. "She's from another planet." 


So, my poor Gaston, said Mrs. Alvarez, is it really true, this quarrel? In a way, it may be better for you. But in another way, I can understand why you are upset. Who can you trust, I ask you... 


Poor Gaston listened to her while drinking his hot chamomile tea. He found as much comfort in it as in looking at the smoky rose window of the "electric" chandelier, which was still faithful to its vast green bell. The contents of a sewing basket were spilling out onto the dining table, where Gilberte had forgotten her notebooks. Above the upright piano, a photographic enlargement of Gilberte at eight months old hung opposite the oil portrait of Andrée in a role from If I Were King... A disorder without vulgarity, a ray of spring sunshine through the guipure curtains, a creeping warmth from the salamander stove kept on a low heat, acted like so many potions on the nerves of the rich, lonely, and deceived man. 


Are you really in pain, my poor Gaston? 


Strictly speaking, I'm not in pain, I'm more in a state of... well, boredom. 


If I'm not being indiscreet, continued Mrs. Alvarez, how did this happen? I read the newspapers, but can we trust them? 


Lachaille tugged at his small, curled mustache and combed his thick, bristly hair with his fingers. 


Oh! Pretty much the same as the other times... She waited for her birthday present, and then she ran away. She was so clumsy that she ended up in a corner of Normandy so small... It wasn't hard to figure out that there were only two rooms in the inn, one occupied by Liane and the other by Sandomir, a skating instructor at the Palais de Glace. 


He's the one who makes Polaire dance at five o'clock, isn't he? Ah! Women don't know how to keep their distance these days. And right after her birthday... Ah! That's not very tactful... It's completely inappropriate. 


Mrs. Alvarez stirred her spoon in her cup, her little finger raised. When she lowered her gaze, her eyelids did not quite cover her bulging eyes, and her resemblance to George Sand became obvious. 


I gave him a rank, said Gaston Lachaille. But what you call a rank. Thirty-seven pearls. The one in the middle was like my thumb. 


He held out his white, manicured thumb, to which Mrs. Alvarez expressed the admiration due to a pearl in the center. 


You do things like a man who knows how to live, she said. You have the best role, Gaston. 


"I play the role of a cuckold, yes." 


Mrs. Alvarez didn't seem to hear him. 


If it were up to me, Gaston, I would try to offend her. I would take a woman of the world. 


Thank you for the remedy, said Lachaille, who was absentmindedly eating the stockbrokers. 


I have indeed been told that it is sometimes worse than the evil itself, added Mrs. Alvarez discreetly. It is like trading a lame horse for a blind one. 


Then she respected Gaston Lachaille's silence. A muffled sound of piano music came through the ceiling. Without speaking, the visitor held out his empty cup, which Mrs. Alvarez filled. 


Is everything all right in the family? What news of Aunt Alicia? 


My sister, you know, she's always the same. Very closed off, very down. She says she'd rather live in a beautiful past than an ugly present. Her king of Spain, her Milan, her Khedive, rajahs by the dozen. If you believe her! She's nice to Gigi. She thinks she's a little behind, which is only fair, and she makes her work. So last week she taught her how to eat American-style lobster properly. 


Why bother? 


Alicia says it's extremely useful. She says that the three stumbling blocks in an education are American-style lobster, soft-boiled eggs, and asparagus. She says that a lack of elegance in eating has ruined many marriages. 


It's obvious, says Lachaille dreamily... It's obvious. 


Oh! Alicia is never stupid... Gigi, on the other hand, does it on purpose, she's such a glutton! If only her mind were as active as her jaws! But she's like a ten-year-old child. Do you have any nice plans for the Flower Festival? Are you going to dazzle us once again? 


Hell no, grumbled Gaston. I'm going to take advantage of my misfortunes to save money on red roses this year. 


Mrs. Alvarez clasped her hands together. 


Oh, Gaston, you can't do that! Without you, the parade would look like a funeral! 


It'll look like whatever it wants, said Gaston grimly. 


You'd leave the banner embroidered by Valerie Chenia-guine? Oh, Gaston, we can't let that happen! 


We will, said Gaston. Valerie has the means. 


Just make sure she doesn't go broke! Gaston, last year, her ten thousand bouquets to throw away, do you know where they came from? She hired three women for two days and two nights to tie them up, and the flowers were bought at Les Halles! At Les Halles! Only the four wheels, the coachman's whip, and the harnesses were signed Lachaume. 


I'll remember that, said Lachaille cheerfully. Here, I've eaten all the licorice! 


Gilberte's hammering footsteps sounded militarily in the antechamber. 


You again? said Mrs. Alvarez. What does this mean? 


It means," said the little girl, "that Aunt Alicia was in a bad way. The main thing is that I got to ride in Uncle's car. 


Her mouth split into a smile, revealing her shiny teeth: 


You know, Uncle, while I was in your car, I made a martyr's face, like this, to look bored by all the luxury. I had a lot of fun. 


She threw her hat away, her hair falling over her temples and cheeks. 


She sat down on a rather high stool and pulled her knees up to her chin. 


Well, uncle? You look like you've had a nightmare. Do you want me to make you a blanket? It's Sunday, Mom won't be back until evening. Who ate all my licorice? Oh, uncle, things aren't going to work out between us! Will you at least replace them? 


Gilberte, behave yourself! scolded Mrs. Alvarez. Put your knees down. Do you think Gaston has time to deal with your licorice? Pull down your skirt. Gaston, do you want me to send her back to her room? 


The Lachaille son, his eyes on the worn deck of cards Gilberte was shuffling, fought a terrible urge to cry a little, tell his troubles, fall asleep in the old armchair, and play piquet. 


Leave her alone, that little girl. I can breathe here. I'm resting... Gi-gi, I'll play you for ten kilos of sugar. 


Your sugar doesn't sound very appetizing. I prefer candy. 


It's the same thing. And sugar is healthier than candy. 


You say that because you make it. 


Gilberte, you're losing respect! 


Gaston Lachaille's sad eyes smiled: 


Let her talk, Mamita... And if I lose, Gigi, what do you want? Silk stockings? 


Gilberte's big childish mouth grew sad: 


Silk stockings make me itch. 


I'd rather have... 


She raised her snub-nosed angelic face to the ceiling, tilted her head, and let her curls fall from one cheek to the other: 


I'd rather have a nil green Persephone corset with rococo rose embroidered suspenders... No, rather a music roll. 


Do you work in music? 


No, but my classmates in the advanced class put their notebooks in music rolls because it makes them look like Conservatory students. 


Gilberte, you're bordering on indiscretion, said Mrs. Alvarez. 


You'll get your roll and your licorice. Cut, Gigi. 


The next moment, the son of Lachaille-les-sucres was ardently disputing the stakes. His large, hollow nose and slightly dark eyes did not intimidate his partner, who, leaning forward with her shoulders up to her ears, her blue eyes and red cheeks flushed, looked like a drunken pageboy. Both played passionately and quietly, exchanging muffled insults. "Big spider, sourpuss," said Lachaille. "Raven nose," replied the little girl. The March twilight descended on the narrow street. 


"I don't want to send you away, Gaston," said Mrs. Alvarez, "but it's half past seven. Would you mind if I went to check on our dinner?" 


"Seven-thirty!" cried Lachaille. "And I'm supposed to be dining at Larue's with de Dion, Feydeau, and Barthou! One last trick, Gigi." 


Why a Barthou? asked Gilberte. Are there several Barthous? 


Two. One is a handsome boy and the other is less so. The best known is the less handsome one. 


That's not fair, said Gilberte. And what about Feydeau? 


Lachaille, stunned, put down his cards. 


That, for example! ... She doesn't know Feydeau! Don't you ever go to the theater? 


Almost never, Uncle. 


You don't like the theater? 


Not really. And Grandma and Aunt Alicia say that theater prevents you from thinking seriously about life. Don't tell Grandma I told you that. 


She lifted her hair from her ears and let it fall back, blowing on it. "Phew! This fur is so warm!" 


And what do they call the seriousness of life? 


Oh! I don't know it by heart, Uncle Gaston. And they don't always agree on that. Grandmother tells me: "No reading novels, it makes you depressed. No powder, it ruins your complexion. No wearing a corset, it ruins your figure; no stopping alone in shop windows... No getting to know your classmates' families, especially the fathers who come to pick up their daughters after school..." 


She spoke quickly, breathing between words like children who have been running. 


Then Aunt Alicia comes along and tells me something completely different! I'm past the age of corsets and brassieres, and I have to take dance and deportment lessons, and I have to keep up with the times and know what a carat is, and not let myself be dazzled by the glamour of artists. "It's quite simple," she tells me: "Of all the dresses you see on stage, there isn't one in twenty that wouldn't look ridiculous if you weighed it..." Finally, my head is about to explode... What are you having for dinner at Larue's tonight, Uncle? 


How should I know! Sole fillets with mussels, for a change. And saddle of lamb with truffles, naturally... Hurry up, Gigi. I've got five cards. 


And you're out of luck. I've got a thief's hand. Here, we'll eat the rest of the reheated cassoulet. I like cassoulet. 


It's just cassoulet with pork rinds, said Inès Alvarez modestly as she came in. Goose was too expensive this week. 


I'll have one sent to you from Bon-Abri, said Gaston. 


Thank you very much, Gaston. Gigi, help Mr. Lachaille with his overcoat. Give him his cane and hat. 


When Lachaille left, sullen, sniffing and regretting the reheated cassoulet, Mrs. Alvarez turned to her granddaughter. 


Would you tell me, Gilberte, why you came back so early from Aunt Alicia's? I didn't ask you in front of Gaston because you must never discuss family matters in front of others, remember that. 


It's not rocket science, Grandma. Aunt Alicia had her little lace cap on her head as a sign of a migraine. She said to me, "I'm not feeling well." I said, "Oh! Then I don't want to tire you out, I'll go back home." She said, "Rest for five minutes." 'Oh, I'm not tired,' I said, 'I came by car. 'By car!' she said, raising her hands like this. I had kept the car for two minutes to show it to Aunt Alicia, you can imagine. "Yes," I said, "the four-seater De Dion-Bouton convertible that Uncle lent me while he's at home. He's angry with Liane. "Who do you think you're talking to?" she said. "I'm not in the grave yet to be unaware of things that are common knowledge. I know he's angry with that big candelabra. Well, go home instead of bothering a poor old woman like me." 


She waved goodbye to me through the window as I got into the car. 


Mrs. Alvarez pursed her lips: 


A poor old sick woman! She who has never even had a cold in her life! What a forehead! What... 


Grandma, do you think he'll remember my licorice and my rolling pin? 


Mrs. Alvarez raised her slow, heavy gaze to the ceiling. 


Maybe, my child, maybe. 


But since he lost, he owes them to me? 


Yes. Yes, he owes you. Perhaps you will get them anyway. Take off your apron and set the table. Put your cards away. 


Yes, grandmother... Grandmother, what did he say about Mrs. Liane? Is it true that she ran off with Sandomir and the necklace? 


First of all, you don't say "ran off." Now come here and let me pull your pigtails back so you don't get your curls in your soup. And thirdly, you have no business knowing the comings and goings of someone who behaved so badly. Those are Gaston's private affairs. 


But, Grandma, they're not private because everyone's talking about them and they're in Gil Blas. 


Silence! All you need to know is that Mrs. Liane d'Exelmans' behavior was contrary to common sense. The ham for your mother is between two plates. Leave it in the fridge. 
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