LISA HARTZ On the train, they watch the Seine weave its way CHRISTINE HANLON

toward Normandy. I follow their route,

a Z | e a n fi Pillar Point Pier, 2015
ngertrace the map, see them at Rouen, - R

standing mute before the Delacroix; its ruby. ihon linen on panel, X in

M O n et |_ e a ve Its cerulean. The color of their evening altered,
P a r I S by t h e they circle the cathedral twice before retiring.

At Honfleur, Monet leads Bazille up, up

G a re d e through the narrow cobbled streets he’s known
|_’ E t 1 8 6 4 since childhood. Past the complacent villas and out

S y into the open air. Their eyes take in the dappled sea,
the rocks and trees. White sails caress the harbor. They love
the sound of their boots shushing among the grasses.

Fresh. Yes. Yes. They love the muscle and pull
of the painting, the effort of it. The will of the body.

This country is paradise, Bazille writes his mother. Nowhere
could you find more lush fields with more beautiful trees.

He wants to wrap them in his long arms, carry them
home. This is pure feeling.

They rent two rooms above a bakery. Sugarscent

between them as they sleep.
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In the cool blue mornings, they rise through the spangled

air, climb to that repose of rock. They paint

from five in the morning until eight in the evening.
They don’t speak; their union in the bloom of color

they press into their canvasses. Bazille has a smile
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and bury Camille; remarry. Grow a white beard. Complain the apparition of the breeze, and their open eyes in these first days of seeing.
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