BENEATH THE SURFACE 

(count)   1, 2, 3
'When I was fair and young'
by Elizabeth the 1st
When I was fair and young then favour graced me;
Of many was I sought their mistress for to be.
But I did scorn them all, and answered them therefore,
Go, go, seek some otherwhere, 
Importune me no more.

How many weeping eyes I made to pine in woe;
How many sighing hearts I have no skill to show;
Yet I the prouder grew, and answered them therefore,
Go, go, seek some otherwhere,
Importune me no more.

Then spake fair Venus' son, that proud victorious boy,
And said, you dainty dame, since that you be so coy,
I will so pluck your plumes that you shall say no more
Go, go, seek some otherwhere,
Importune me no more.

When he had spake these words such change grew in my breast,
That neither night nor day I could take any rest.
Then, lo!  I did repent, that I had said before
Go, go, seek some otherwhere,
Importune me no more.

Mrs. Dalloway
by Virginia Woolf

“Do you remember   the laaa-ke?”    she said in an abrupt voice under the pressure of an emotion which caught her heart,  made the muscles of her throat stiff, and contracted her lips in a spasm as she said      “lake”.          
For she was a child throwing bread to the ducks -- between her parents and at the same time a grown woman coming to her parents -- who stood by the lake holding her life in her arms,  until it became a whole life,  a complete life which she put down by them and said,         “This is what I have made of it!      This!”        
And what had she made of it?           What, indeed?         sitting there sewing this morning with Peter Walsh. 

She looked at Peter. Her look,    (passing through all that time and that emotion), reached him doubtfully;  settled on him tearfully;  and rose and fluttered away.    Quite simply she wiped her eyes. 

Take me with you,    Clarissa thought impulsively,     as if he were starting directly upon some great voyage;  and then,   next moment,    it was as if the five acts of a play, very exciting and moving, were now over and she had lived a life-time in them and  had run away,  had lived with Peter,  and it was now over.  

Now it was time to move,  and, as a woman gathers her things together --- her cloak, her gloves, her opera glasses --- and gets up to go out of the theatre into the street,         she rose from the sofa and went to Peter. 

The Last Great Dance on Earth 
by Sandra Gulland

December 8.

As we married, so we must divorce:   with ceremony.

The date has been set for a week from today, next Friday. Evening, court attire. Reception in the throne room, the ceremony in Bonaparte’s cabinet in the presence of family and a few officials.

Bonaparte will make a statement, I will follow, and then the legal documents will be signed.  

“As you wish,”   I said,  my mouth dry.

Undated

“Your Majesty, did I understand you correctly? There is to be no lace, no embroidery, no pearls – nothing?” 
“The gown must be plain, Leroy, like one a nun would wear.”

Undated

I tried to write my divorce statement this morning –  gave up in tears.

No longer having any hope of conceiving children, I give my beloved husband proof of my devotion … By divorcing him.            Oh, mon Dieu  –  this is not the right thing to do, Bonaparte!
Demeber 13, Wednesday evening.

Exhausted.  To bed.  Tomorrow there is a formal reception followed by dinner.  
I’ve begged permission not to attend, but I’m told I must.  It will be my last appearance as Empress.

I declare that, no longer having any hope of conceiving children, I am willing to give my husband proof of my devotion by… 
December 14.

The reception and dinner were difficult.  “At least it is over,”  I told my maid as she took my crown away.

I declare that, no longer having any hope of conceiving children, which would satisfy the interests of France, I am willing to give the greatest proof of my love and devotion by…

Decemeber 15, Friday.

Leroy delivered my gown.  “I finally understand, Your Majesty. You wish to adorn yourself in precious gems.  The simplicity of the gown will be a counterpoint.” 
“No, Leroy, I intend not to wear a single gem.”  Only my wedding ring, which I will wear to my grave.   
Shortly before nine,   “Your Majesty, are you ready?     
Camille Claudel:   a life
by Odile Ayral-Clause 
Camille’s physical appearance had altered,  in a serious mood, she spoke honestly and soberly of her condition as a woman artist:

In truth, I would prefer to have a more appealing job - which would attract people rather than make them run. 

If I could still change careers, I would prefer it. I would have done better to buy beautiful dresses and beautiful hats that would underline my natural qualities rather than devote myself to my passion for doubtful constructions and somewhat forbidding groups. 

This unfortunate art is made for long-beards and ugly-faces rather than for a relatively well-endowed woman.

Forgive these bitter and belated thoughts: they will not soften the ugly monsters that sent me on this dangerous path. 

Defiance was probably the most visible characteristic of Camille Claduel. 
She defied the prejudiced society in which she lived in every step she took: her career in sculpture;   her entrance into an all-male atelia;      a liaison with the master of this atelia;    her determination to sculpt the nude with as much freedom as her male counterparts;     her persistence in soliciting state commissions for works that were sure to offend the warped notion of propriety favored by male officials.
The critics who condemned her for not creating a new style, as some males did, failed to understand that her battle was focused in a different direction.  As a woman of the nineteenth century, she came up against the social and artistic limitations imposed upon her.  She struggled endlessly to be accepted as a sculptor in her own right, without gender restrictions. 
