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THE BELDONALD HOLBEIN

by HenryJames

CHAPTER |

Mrs. Munden had not yet been to my studio on so good a pretext as
when she firsintimatedthat it would be quite open tme—should |

only care, as she called it, to throw thandkerchie—to paint her
beauiful sister-in-law. | needn’t go here more thaessetial into the
guedion of Mrs. Munden, who would really, by the way, be a story in
herself. She has a manner of her own of putting things, and some of
those she has put to me—! Heplicaion was that LadyBeldorald
hadn’t only seen and admired certaxanples of my work, but had
literally beenpreposessedn favour of the painter'spersorality.”

Had | been struck with this sketch | might easily hawagned her
ladyship was throwing me thehanderchief. “She hasn’'t done,” my
visitor said, “what sheught.”

“Do you mean she has done what shghtn’t?”

“Nothing horrid—ah dear no.” Andomehing in Mrs. Munden’s tone,
with the way she appeared to muse a moment, even suggested to me
that what she “oughtn’'t” was perhaps what Ld#gidorald had too
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much neglected. “She hasn't got.”

“What's the matter witlner?”

“Well, to begin with, she’®\merican”

“But | thought that was the way of ways to get”

“It's one of them. But it's one of the ways of being awfully out of it
too. There are smany!”

“So manyAmerican®” | asked.

“Yes, plenty ofthem” Mrs. Munden sighed. “So many ways, | mean,
of beingone.”

“But if your sister-in-law’s way is to bleeadiful—?"
“Oh there ardalifferentways of thatoo.”
“And she hasn't taken the rightay?”

“Well,” my friend returned as if it were rathdiffi cult to express, “she
hasn’t done witht—"

“I see,” | laughed; “what sheughtn’t!”

Mrs. Munden in a manner corrected me, bwasdiffi cult to express.

“My brother at all events was certainly selfish. Till he died she was
almost never in London; they wintered, year after year, for what he
supposed to be higealth—which it didn’t help, since he was so much
too soon to meet hisnd—in the south of France and in the dullest
holes he could pick out, and when they came back to England he
always kept her in the country. | must say for her that she always
behavedeadifully. Since his death she has been more in London, but
on a stupidiyunsuces$ul footing. | don’t think she quitendestands

She hasn't what | should call a life. It may be of course that she
doesn’t want one. That's just what | can’t exactly find out. | can't
make out how much shaows.”
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“I can easily make out,” | returned witfilarity, “how muchyoudo!”
“Well, you're very horrid. Perhaps she’s toldl.”
“Too old for what?” Ipersisted.

“For anything. Of course she’s no longer even a little young; only
preserved-eh but preserved, like bottled fruit, in syrup! | want to help
her if only because she gets on my nerves, and | really think the way of
it would be just the right thing of yours at the Academy and on the
line.”

“But suppose,” | threw out, “she should give on ngrves?”

“Oh she will. Butisn't that all in the day’s work, and don’t greehu
tiesalways—?"

“Youdon't,” | interupted but | at any rate saw Ladyeldorald later
on— the day came when her kinswoman brought her, and then | saw
how her life must have its centre in her own idea ofdpgreaance
Nothing else about henattered—ene knew her all when one knew
that. She’s indeed in ompartiaular, | think, sole of hekind—a person
whom vanity has had the odd effect of keeppustively safe and
sound. This passion is supposed surely, for the most part, tprbe a
ciple of pervesion and of injury, leading astray those who listen to it
and landing them sooner or later in this or t@nplicaion; but it has
landed hedadyship nowherewhagever-it has kept her from the first
moment of fullconsciousess one feels, exactly in the same place. It
has protected her from every danger, has madealthedutely proper

and prim. If she’s “preserved,” as Mrs. Mundeniginally described

her to me, it's her vanity that hhgauifully doneit—putting her years

ago in a plate-glass case and closing upréoepacle against every
breath of air. How shouldn’t she be preserved when you might smash
your knucKes on thistrangarencybefore you could crack it? And she
is—oh amaingly! Presevation is scarce the word for the racendk

tion of her surface. She look®turally new, as if she took out every
night her large lovely varnished eyes and put them in water. The thing
was to paint her, | perceived, in the glaase—a mosttemping attach



The Beldonald Holbein, by Henry James

ing feat; render to the full the shinimgtemposng plate and the general
show-windoweffect.

It was agreed, though it wasn’t quite arranged, that she should sit to
me. If it wasn’'t quite arranged this was because, as | was made to
undestandfrom an early stage, theondtions from our start must be
such as should exclude all elementslistutbance such, in a word, as

she herself should judgabsdutely favourable. And it seemed that
thesecondtions were easilyimpeilled. Suddenly, for instance, at a
moment when | wasxpecing her to meet amppointnent—the
first—that | had proposed, | received a hurried visit from Mrs. Munden,
who came on her behalf to let me know that the season happened just
not to bepropitious and that our friend couldn’t be quite sure, to the
hour, when it would again become so. She felt nothing would make it
so but a total absencewbrry.

“Oh a ‘total absence,” | said, “is a large order! We live iwarying
world.”

“Yes; and she feels exactthat—more than you’d think. It's in fact

just why she mustn’t have, as she has nowariaular distress on at

the very moment. She wants of course to look her best, and such things
tell on herappeaance”

| shook my head. “Nothing tells on heppeaance Nothing reaches it
in any way; nothing getst it. However, | carundestandher anxiety.
But what's hempartiaular distress?”

“Why the illness of MisPadd.”
“And who in the world’s MisDadd?”

“Her mostintimatefriend and constardompaton—the lady who was
with us here that firdday.”

“Oh the little round black woman who gurgled watimration?”
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“None other. But she was taken ill last week, and it may very well be
that she’ll gurgle no more. She was very pasdteday and is no better
to-day, and Nina's much upset. If anything happens to Miss Dadd
she’ll have to get another, and, though she has had two or three before,
that won't be se@asy.”

“Two or three Miss Dadds? ispipssble? And still wanting another!”

| recalled the poor lady completely now. “No; | shouldn’t indeed think
it would be easy to get another. But why suacesionof themneces
saryto LadyBeldorald's exigence”

“Can’t you guess?” Mrs. Munden looked deep, iygpatient “They
help.”

“Help what? Helpyvhom?”

“Why every one. You and me for instance. To do what? Why to think
Nina beatiful. She has them for that purpose; they serve as foils, as
accents serve osyllables as terms oftomparson They make her
‘stand out.” It's an effect of contrast that must faeniliar to you
artists; it's what a woman does when she puts a band of black velvet
under a pearbrnanentthat may, require, as she thinks, a little showing
off.”

| wondered. “Do you mean she always has théank?”

“Dear no; I've seen them blue, green, yellow. They may be what they
like, so long as they're always one othi@ng.”

“Hideous?”

Mrs. Munden made a mouth for it. “Hideous is too much to say; she
doesn't really require them as bad as that. ddusisently, cheefully,
loyally plain. It's really a most happglaion. She loves them fat.”

“And for what do they lové&er?”
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“Why just for theamigbility that they produce in her. Then also for
their ‘home.’ It's a career fahem.”

“l see. But if that's the case,” | asked, “why are theyd#bcult to
find?”

“Oh they must be safe; it's all in that: her being able to depend on
them to keep to the terms of the bargain and never have moments of
rising—as even the ugliest woman will now and then (say when she’s
in love)—supeior to thenselves’

| turned it over. “Then if they can’t inspire passions the poor things
mayn’t even at least fethem?”

“She distinctlydepreatesit. That's why such a man as you may be
after all acomplication.”

| continuedto brood. “You're very sure Miss Dadd’s ailment isn’t an
affedion that, beingsmottered has struck in?” My joke, however,
wasn't well timed, for laftewardslearned that thenfortunatelady’s

state had been, even while | spoke, such as to forbid all hope. The
worst sympgoms had appeared; she was destined not to recover; and a
week later | heard from Mrs. Munden that she would in fact “gurgle”
nomore.

CHAPTER I

All this had been for LadBeldorald an agitaion so great that access

to herapartnentwas denied for a time even to her sister-in-law. It was
much more out of thquesion of course that she should unveil her face

to a person of my speciushesswith it; so that thequesion of the
portrait was by common consent left to depend on that oh#tala-

tion of asuccesorto her latecompaion. Such ssuccesor, | gathered

from Mrs. Munden, widowedahildlessand lonely, as well as inapt for

the minor offices, she haabsdutely to have; a more or less humble
alter ago to deal with the servants, keep the accounts, make the tea and
watch the window-blinds. Nothing seemed more natural than that she
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should marry again, angbviously that might come; yet thpredees
sorsof Miss Dadd had beetontenporaneous with a first husband, so
that others formed in her image might bentenporaneous with a
second. | was mucbccipied in those months at any rate, and these
guesions and theirramfficaions losing thenselvesfor a while to my
view, | was only brought back to them by Mrs. Munden’s arrival one
day with the news that we were all righgain—her sister-in-law was
once more “suited.” A certain Mrs. Brash, Americanrelaive whom

she hadn't seen for years, but with whom shedeedinuedto commu

nicate was to come out to hemmediately, and this person, it
appeared, could be quite trusted to meet ¢bedtions She was
ugly— ugly enough, without abuse of it, and wadimitedly good.

The postion offered her by LadyBeldorald was moreover exactly

what she needed; widowed also, after m@iayblesand reverses, with

her fortune of thesmallkst and her varioughildren either buried or
placed about, she had never had time or means to visit England, and
would really begratdul in herdeclining years for the newexpeaience

and thepleasnt light work involved in her cousin’sosptality. They

had been much together early in life and LaBgldoreld was
immensely fond oher—would in fact have tried to get hold of her
before hadn't Mrs. Brash been always in bondage to family duties, to
the variety of hetribulations | daresay | laughed at my friend’s use of
the term“position"—the postion, one might call it, of @andlestick or

a sign-post, and | daresay | must have asked if the special service the
poor lady was to render had been made clear to her. Mrs. Munden left
me in any case with the rather droll image of her faring forth across the
sea quite consciously and resignedly to perfiorm

The point of thecommuicaion had however been that my sitter was
again looking up and wouldoubtess on the arrival and dueitiation

of Mrs. Brash, be in form really to wait on me. Téieuation must
further, to myknowledge havedevebpedhappily, for | arranged with

Mrs. Munden that our friend, now all ready to begin, but wanting first
just to see the things | had most recently done, should come once more,
as a finalpreliminary, to my studio. A good foreign friend of mine, a
French painter, Paul Outreau, was at the moment in London, and | had
proposed, as he was murtierestedin types, to get together for his
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amusenenta smallaftemoonparty. Every one came, my big room was
full, there was music and a modest spread; and I'vdangbten the
light of admration in Outreau’'sexpresive face as at the end of half an
hour he came up to me in leathisiasm “Bontedivine moncher—-
guecettevieille estdoncbellg”

| had tried to collect all the beauty | could, and also all the youth, so
that for a moment | was at a loss. | had talked to many people and
provided for the music, and there were figures in the crowd that were
still lost to me. “What old woman do yonean?”

“l don't know hername—she was over by the door a moment ago. |
askedsomdnody and was told, | think, that shefgnerican”

| looked about and saw one of my guests attach a pair of fine eyes to
Outreau very much as if she knew he must be talking of her. “Oh Lady
Beldoreld Yes, she’shandome but the great point about her is that
she has been ‘put up’ to keep, and that she wouldrftatieredif she

knew you spoke of her as old. A box of sardines is ‘old’ only after it
has been opened, Ladgldorald never has ydteen—but I'm going to

do it.” 1 joked, but | wasomevhat disappointed It was a type that,

with his unerring sense for the banal, | shouldn’'t have expected
Outreau to piclout.

“You're going to paint her? But, my dear man, shpamted—and as
neither you nor | can do itOu estelle don? He had lost her, and |
saw | had made a mistake. She’sgheaestof all the greaHolbeins.”

| was relieved. “Ah then not LadBeldorald But do | possess a
Holbein ofany priceunawares?”

“There shés—there she is! Dear, dear, dear, what a head!” And | saw
whom hemeant—and what: a small old lady in a black dress and a
black bonnet, both relieved with a little white, who had evidently just
changed, her place to reach a corner from which more of the room and
of the scene was presented to her. She appeaaradiced and
unknown, and limmediately recogiised that some other guest must
have brought her and, for want oppotunity, had as yet to call my
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attertion to her. But two thingsimuttaneously with this and with each
other, struck me with force; one of them the truth of Outredeserip

tion of her, the other the fact that the pers&wimging her could only
have been LadBeldorald. Shewasa Holbein—of the first water; yet
she was also Mrs. Brash, the imported “foil,” thdispengbleaccent,”

the succesor to the dreary Miss Dadd! By the time | had put these
things together—Outreau’s“Americari’ having helpedme— was in
just such fullpossesion of her face as | had found myself, on the other
first occasion of that of her patroness. Only with differentaconse
guence | couldn't look at her enough, and | stared and stared till |
became aware she might have fanciedcimeengng her as a person
unpresented “All the same,” Outreau went on, equally héldestune
teteafaire. If | were only staying long enough for a crack at her! But |
tell you what and he seized mym—"bring herover!”

“Over?”
“To Paris. She’d havesuccedou.”

“Ah thanks, my dear fellow,” | was now quite inpestion to say;
“she’s thehandomesthing in Londonand"—for what | might do with
her was already before me withtersity—"l propose to keep her to
myself.” It was before me witntersity, in the light of Mrs. Brash’s
distantperfedion of a little white old face, in which every wrinkle was
the touch of a master; babmehing else, | suddenly felt, was not less
so, for LadyBeldorald, in the other quarter, and though she couldn’t
have made out the subject of our noticentiruedto fix us, and her
eyes had thehalengeof those of the woman abnseuencewho has
missedsomehing. A moment later | was close to hapobgising first

for not having been more on the spot at her arrival, but saying in the
next breathuncortrollably: “Why my dear lady, it's &lolbein!”

“A Holbein? What?”

“Why the wondeful sharp old face sextraodinaily, consunmately
drawn—in the frame of black velvet. That of Mrs. Brasiméan—
isn't it hername?—your compairon.”
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This was théegiming of a most odanatter—the essence of mgnee

dote and | think the very first note of the oddity must have sounded for
me in the tone in which hdadyship spoke after giving me a silent
look. It seemed to come to me out of a distaimeneaumably
removed from Holbein. “Mrs. Brash isn’t mgomparion’ in the sense
you appear to mean. She’s my rather mektion and a very dear old
friend. | loveher—and you must knowaer.”

“Know her? Rather! Why to see her is to want on the spot to ‘go’ for
her. She also must sit fore,”

“Sh& Louisa Brash?” If Lad\Beldorald had the theory that her
beauty directly showed it when things weren't well with her, this
impression which the fixedsweehessof her sereity had hitherto
struck me by no means asstifying, gave me now my first glimpse of

its grounds. It was as if | had never before seen her face invaded by
anything | should have called arpresion Thisexpresionmoreover

was of thefaintest—was like the effect produced on a surface by an
agitaion both deep within and as yet much confused. “Have you told
her so?” she then quickly asked, as if to soften the sound of her
surprise.

“Dear no, I've but just noticeder—Qutreau, a moment ago put me on
her. But we're both so taken, and he alsmts—

“To painther?” LadyBeldorald uncortrollably murmured.

“Don't be afraid we shall fight for her,” | returned with a laugh for this
tone. Mrs. Brash was still where | could see her witlamuteaing to

stare, and she mightn't have seen | was looking at her, though her
protedress I'm afraid, could scarce have failed of that certainty. “We
must each take our turn, and at any rate she/sraleful thing, so that

if you'll let her go to Paris Outreau promises tr@are—

“There?” my comparion gasped.

10
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“A career bigger still than among us, asdmmsicerswe haven't half
their eye. Hguaarteesher asuccedou.”

She couldn’t get over it. “Louisa Brash? Raris?”

“They do see,” | went on, “more than we and they éx#raodinaiily,
don’t you know, in that. But she’ll dsomehing heretoo.”

“And what will shedo?”

If frankly now | couldn’t help giving Mrs. Brash a longer look, so after
it 1 could as little resissoundng my converser “You'll see. Only
give hertime.”

She said nothing during the moment in which she met my eyes; but
then: “Time, it seems to me, is exactly what you and your friend want.
If you haven't talked witther—

“We haven't seen her? Oh we see baffg—with a click like a steel
spring. It's our trade, it's our life, and we should be donkeys if we
made mistakes. That's the way | saw yawrself, my lady, if | may
say so; that's the way, with a long pin straight through your body, I've
got you. And just so I've gdten”

All this, for reasons, had brought my guest to her feet; but her eyes had
while we talked never once followed thHe&edion of mine. “You call
her aHolbein?”

“Outreau did, and | of courdgexmediately recoqrisedit. Don’t you?
She brings the old boy to life! It's just as | should call you a Titian.
You bringHim to life.”

She couldn’t be said to relax, because she couldn't be said to have
harcened but somehing at any rate on this took place lier—some

thing indeed quitediscomectedfrom what | would have called her.
“Don’t you undestandthat she has always been supposed—?” It had
the ring ofimpaience nevethdessit stopped short onscruple.

11
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| knew what it was, however, well enough to say it for her if she
preferred. “To be nothingvhakeverto look at? To beinfortunately
plain--or even if you likerepukively ugly? Oh yes, undestandit
perfectly, just as undestand—I have to as a part of myade—many

other forms ofstupidty. It's nothing new to one that ninety-nine
people out of a hundred have no eyes, no sense, no taste. There are
whole commuities imperetrably sealed. | don’t say your friend’'s a
person to make the men turn round in Regent Street. But it adds to the
joy of the few who do see that they have it so mucthéorselves
Where in the world can she have lived? You must tell me all about
that—or rather, if she’ll be so goodhemust.”

“You mean then to speak her—?”
| wondered as she pulled up again. “Of beauty?”

“Her beauty!” cried LadyBeldorald so loud that two or three persons
lookedround.

“Ah with every precation of respect | declared in a much lower tone.
But her back was by this time turned to me, and imibeement as it
were, one of the strangest little dramas I've ever known was well
launched.

CHAPTER |11

It was a drama of smadimotteredintensely private things, and | knew

of but one other person in the secret; yet that person and | found it
exquisitely suscefible of notaion, followed it with aninterest the
mutualcommunicaion of which did much for ouenjoyment and were
present with emotion at it®uching catasrophe The smallcase—for

so small acase—had made a great stride even before my little party
sepaated and in fact within the next teninutes.

In that space of time two things had happened one of which was that |
made theacquaitanceof Mrs. Brash; and the other that Mrs. Munden
reached megleavng the crowd, with one of her usual pieces of news.

12
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What she had to impart was that, on her having just before asked Nina
if the condtions of our sitting had been arranged with me, Nina had
replied, with somehing like pervesity, that she didn't propose to
arrange them, that the whole affair was “off” again and that she
preferred not to be further beset for the present. dliegion for Mrs.
Munden wasatually what had happened and whethemdestood

Oh I undestoodperfectly, and what | at first moghdestoodwas that
even when | had brought in the name of Mrs. Biiag#lligencewasn't

yet in Mrs. Munden. She was quite as surprised as Battiorald had
been on hearing of the esteem in which | held Mrs. Braapjsear
ance She wasstupdied at learring that | had just in my ardour
proposed to itsproprietressto sit to me. Only she came round
promptly—which LadyBeldorald really never did. Mrs. Munden was

in fact wondeful; for when | had given her quickly “Why she’s a
Holbein, you know,absdutely,” she took it up, after a first fine
vacancy, with anmmediate abysmal “Ohis she?” that, as a piece of
socialgymnatics, did her thegreaesthonour; and she was in fact the
first in London to spread the tidings. Folage—about it wagnagnii-

cent But she was also the first, | must add, to see what would really
happen—though this she put before me only a week or two later. It
will kill her, my dear—that's what it willdo

She meant neither more nor less than that it would kill [Belgorald

if I were to paint Mrs. Brash; for at this lurid light had we arrived in so
short a space of time. It was for me to decide whether my aesthetic
need of giving life to my idea was such as to justify meédstroyng it

in a woman after all in most eyes beaduiful. The situation was
indeedsufficiently queer; for it remained to be seen what | shpalsk
tively gain by giving up Mrs. Brash. | appeared to have 'in any case
lost LadyBeldorald, now too“upset"—it was always Mrs. Munden’s
word about her and, as | inferred, her own allmrself—o meet me
again on oupreviousfooting. The only thing, | of course soon saw,
was totempaise to drop the wholeuegion for the present and yet so
far aspossble keep each of the pair in view. | may as well say at once
that this plan and this process gave tieincipal interestto the next
several months. Mrs. Brash had turned up,rérhenber, early in the
new year, and her littlevondeful career was in ouparticular circle

13
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one of the features of thellowing season. It was at all events for
myself the mosattaching; it's not my fault if | am so put together as
often to find more life irsituations obscure and subject iraterpretation

than in the gross rattle of tliereground And there were all sorts of
things, thingstoucking, amusing,mystifying—and above all such an
instance as | had never yet met--in this funny little fortune of the useful
Americancousin. Mrs. Munden was promptly at one with me as to the
rarity and, to a near and human view, the beautyiatetest of the
postion. We had neither of us ever before seen that degree and that
special sort of personal success come to a woman for the first time so
late in life. | found it an example of poetic, absdutely retribuive
justice; so that my desire grew great to work it, as we say, on those
lines. | had seen it all from tleiginal moment at my studio; the poor
lady had never known an hourappreiation—which moreover, in
perfect good faith, she had never missed. The very first thing | did
afterindudng sounintertionally theresenful retreat of heprotedress

had been to go straight over to her and say almost wighelitninaties

that | should hold myselfmmeaurably obliged for a few patient
sittings. What | thus came face to face with was, on the instant, her
whole unerightenedpast and the full, iforeshorened revdation of

what among us all was nounfailingly in store for her. To turn the
handle and start that tune came to me on the spdeagdation. Here

was a poor lady who had waited for the approach of old age to find out
what she was worth. Here was a benighted being to whom it was to be
disclosed in her fifty-seventpear— was to make thaput—that she
hadsomehing that might pass for a face. She looked much more than
her age, and was fairlyightened—as if | had been trying on her some
possbly heartess London trick—when she had taken in my appeal.
That showed me in what an air she had lie@dl—as | should have
been tempted to put it had | spokait— among whathildrenof dark

ness Later on | did them more justice; saw more thatvhendeful
points must have been points largely the fruit of time, and even that
possbly she might never in all her life have looked so well as at this
partiacular moment. It might have been that if her hour had struck | just
happened to be present at thteiking. What had occurred, all the
same, was at the worst a notatxenedy.

14
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The famous “irony of fate” takes many forms, but | had never yet seen
it take quite this one. She had been “had over” omratestandng,

and she wasn't playing fair. She had broken the law ofifjéressand

had turnedbeadiful on the hands of her employer. Mdrgerestng

even perhaps than a view of the conscious triumph that this might
prepare for her, and of which, had | doubted of my gwdgement |
could still take Outreau’s fine start as the fillaantee—moreinterest

ing was thequesion of the process by which such a history could get
itself enacted. The curious thing was that all the while the reasons of
her having passed fgiain— the reasons for LadBeldorald's fond
calcuation, which they quitgustified—were written large in her face,

so large that it was easytodestandthem as the only ones she herself
had ever read. What was it then tltually made the old stale
sentence measomehing so different?—into what newcombhations,

what extraodinary language, unknown buthdestoodat a glance, had
time and lifetrandatedit? The only thing to be said was that time and
life were artists who beat us all, working with recipes and secrets we
could never find out. | really ought to have, like a lecturer or a
showman, a chart or Blackboardto presenproperly the relation, in

the wondeful old tender battered blanched face, betweerotignal
elements and the exquisite final it style.” | could do it with chalks, but
| can scarcely do it with words. However, the thing was, for any artist
who respected himself, feelit—which | aburdantly did; and then not

to conceal fromher | felt it—which | neglected as little. But she was
really, to do her complete justice, the lastutadestand and I'm not
sure that, to thend—for there was aend—she quite made it all out or
knew where she was. When you've been brought up for fifty years on
black it must be hard to adjust yoargansm at a day’s notice to
gold-colour. Her whole nature had been pitched in the key of her
supposedlainness She had known how to hgly—it was the only
thing she had learnt save pibssble, how not to mind it. Beingeadi-

ful took in any case a new set of muscles. It was on the quinsic

tion, literally, that she hadevebpedher admirable dress)stindively
felicitous always either black or white and a matter of rather severe
squar@eessand studied line. She wasagniicently neat; everything

she showed had a way of looking both old and fresh; and there was on
every occaion the same picture in her drapdwad—draped in
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low-falling black— and the fine white plaits (of a painter's white,
somehow) disposed on her chest. What had happened was that these
arrangenents detemined by certainconsicerations lentthemnselvesin

effect much better to certain others. Adopted in mere shy silence they
had really onlydeegnedher accent. It wasinguar, moreover, that, so
consttuted there was nothing in her aspect of the ascetic or the nun.
She was a good hard sixteenth-century figure withteredwith inno-

cence bleached rather by life in the open. She was in short just what
we had made of her, a Holbein for a great Museum; angasition,

Mrs. Munden’s and mine, rapidly became that of persons having such a
tressure to dispose of. Thevorld— speak of course mainly of the
art-world—flocked to seét.

CHAPTER IV

“But has she any idea herself, poor thing?” was the way | had put it to
Mrs. Munden on our next meeting after theidentat my studio; with

the effect, however, only of leaving my friend at first to take me as
alluding to Mrs. Brash’spossble prevision of the chatter she might
create. | had my own sense that—this provision had been nil; the
guedion was of herconsciousessof the office for which LadBeldon

ald had counted on her and for which we were so prongutdgeethg

to spoil heraltogether

“Oh | think she arrived with a goodish notion,” Mrs. Munden had
replied when | had explained; “for she’s clever too, you know, as well
as good-looking, and | don’t see how, if she ever rdalwNina, she
could have supposed for a moment that she wasn’t wantedé&ever

she might have left to give up. Hasn't shereoveralways been made

to feel that she’s ugly enough for anything?” It was even at this point
already wondeful how my friend had mastered the case and what
lights, alike for its past and its future, she was prepared to throw on it.
“If she has seen herself as ugly enough for anything she has seen
herself—and that was the onlyay—as ugly enough for Nina; and she
has had her own manner of showing that shdestandswithout
making Nina commit herself to anything vulgar. Women are never
without ways for doing suclthings—both for commuicaing and
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receiing knowledge—that | can’'t explain to you, and that you
wouldn’t undestandif | could, since you must be a woman even to do
that. | daresay they've expressed it all to each other simply in the
language of kisses. But doesn't it at any rate nsaaehing rather
beadiful of therelaion between them as affected by discowery—?"

| had a laugh for her plurgossesive. “The point is of course that if
there was a conscious bargain, and our action on Mrs. Brash is to
deprive her of the sense of keeping her side of it, various things may
happen that won’t be good either for her or for ourselves. She may
conscertiously throw up thepostion.”

“Yes,” my compaion mused—for she isconscertious Or Nina,
without waiting for that, may cast hfarth.”

| faced it all. “Then we should have to kdegr.”

“As a regular model?” Mrs. Munden was ready for anything. “Oh that
would belovely!”

But | further worked it out. “Thdliffi culty is that she’'s not a model,
hangit—that she’s too good for one, that she’s the very thing herself.
When Outreau and | have each had our go, that will be all; there’ll be
nothing left for any one elseTherdore it behoves us quite tonder
standthat ourattitudés a respomibility. If we can't do for hepost
tively more than Ninaloes—

“We must let her alone?” Mgompation contiruedto muse. “Isee!”
“Yet don't,” | returned, “see too much. Weandomore.”

“Than Nina?” She was again on the spot. “It wouldn't after all be
difficult. We only want the directlpppasite thing—and which is the

only one the poor dear can give. Unless indeed,” she suggested, “we
simply retract—we backout.”
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| turned it over. “It's too late for that. Whether Mrs. Brash’'s peace is
gone | can't say. But Ninais.”

“Yes, and there’s no way to bring it back that wosécrfice her
friend. We can't turn round and say Mrs. Brash is ugly, can we? But
fancy Nina’s not havingeed” Mrs. Mundenexclaimed.

“She doesn’t see now,” | answered. “She can't, I'm certain, make out
what we mean. The woman, foer still, is just what she always was.
But she hasevethdesshad her stroke, and hbtindness while she
wavers and gropes in the dark, only adds todmonfort. Her blow

was to see thattertion of the worlddeviate.”

“All the same | don't think, you know,” myntedocutresssaid, “that
Nina will have made her a scene or thahatverwe do, she’ll ever
make her one. That isn't the way it will happen, for she’s exactly as
conscertiousas MrsBrash.”

“Then what is the way?” dsked.

“It will just happen insilence.”

“And what will ‘it,” as you call it,be?”
“Isn’t that what we want really teee?”

“Well,” | replied after a turn or two about, “whether we want it or not
it's exactly what weshall see; which is a reason the moreffomcying,
between the pathere—in the quiet exquisite house, and fullsafpei-
orities andsuppresionsas they botlare—the extraodinary situation.

If | said just now that it's too late to do anything but assent it's because
I've taken the full measure of what happened at my studio. It took but
a fewmoments—but she tasted of theee.”

My compaiion wondered.“Nina?”

“Mrs. Brash.” And to have to put it sministered while | took yet
another turn, to a sort afjitaion. Ourattitudewas aresposibility.
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But | had suggestesomehing else to my friend, who appeared for a
moment detached. “Should you say she’ll hate her worse daben’t
see?”

“Lady Beldorald? Doesn’t see what we see, you mean, than if she
does? Ah I givehatup!” | laughed. “But what | can tell you is why |
hold that, as | said just now, we can do most. We can do this: we can
give to aharmessandsensiive credure hitherto pradically disinher
ited—and give with arunexpecednessthat will immensely add to its
price—the pure joy of a deep draught of the very pride of life, of an
acclaimed personal triumph in osupeior sophigicatedworld.”

Mrs. Munden had a glow of response for my sudden eloquence. Oh it
will be beadiful!

CHAPTERYV

Well, that's what, on the whole and in spite edferything, it really

was. It has dropped into my memory a rich little gallery of pictures, a
regular panorama of thosecaionsthat were taminister to the view

from which | had so for a moment extracted a lynispiration. | see

Mrs. Brash on each of theseccasions pradically enthroned and
surrounded and more or less mobbed; se@uihging and the nudging

and thepresing and the staring; see the people “making up” iatra-
duced and catch the word when they have had their turn; hear it above
all, the greabne—'Ah yes, the famouslolbein!"—passed about with

that perfedion of promgitude that makes the motions of the London
mind so happy a mixture of those of the parrot and the sheep. Nothing
would be easier of course than to tell the whole little tale with an eye
only for that silly side of it. Great was t#liness but great also as to

this case of poor Mrs. Brash, | will say for it, the good nature. Of
course,furthemore it took in partiaular “our set,” with its postive
child-terror of the banal, to be either so foolish or so wise; though
indeed I've never quite known where our set begins and ends, and have
had to content myself on this score with thdicaion once given me

by a lady next whom | was placed at dinner: “Oh it's bounded on the
north by Ibsen and on the south by Sargent! Mrs. Brash never sat to
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me; sheabsdutely declined; and when she declared that it was quite
enough for her that | had with that fipeecigtation invited her, | quite
took this as she meant it; before we had gone very fanrdestand

ing, hers and mine, was complete. H#titude was as happy as her
success waprodigious Thesacrfice of the portrait was aacrfice to

the trueinwardnessof Lady Beldoreld, and did much, for the time, |
divined, toward muffling theidomesic tension. All it was thus in her
power tosay—and | heard of a few cases of her having #aidwas
that she was sure | would have painted Ieauifully if she hadn't
prevented me. She couldn't even tell the truth, which was that |
certainly would have done so if La@eldoraeld hadn’t; and she never
could mention the subject at all before tipersomge | can only
describe the affairpatually, from the outside, and heaven forbid
indeed that | should try too closely tecorstructthe possble strange
intercourseof these good friends hbme.

My anedote however, would lose half the point it may have to show
were | to omit all mention of the&onsunmate turn her ladyship
appearedyradially to have found herself able to give himporment

She had made itnpossible | should myself bring up our old, oarigi-

nal quesion, but there was readistindion in her manner of now
acceping certain otherpossbilities Let me do her that justice; her
effort atmagnaimity must have been immense. There couldn't fail of
course to be ways in which poor Mrs. Brash paid for it. How much she
had to pay we were in fact soon enough to see; and it'stimgate
convidion that, as a climax, her life at last was the price. But while she
lived atleast—and it was with arntersity, for those wondrous weeks,

of which she had nevatreamed-tady Beldorald herself faced the
music. This is what | mean by tpessbilities by the sharmctualities
indeed, that she accepted. She took our friend out, she showed her at
home, never attempted to hide or to betray her, played her no trick
whatkeverso long as the ordeal lasted. She drank deep, on her side too,
of the cup—the cup that for her own lips could only bétemess
There was, | think, scarce a special success ofchempaion’'s at
which she wasn’ipersomlly present. Mrs. Munden’s theory of the
silence in which all this would be muffled for them was none the less,
and inaburdance confirmed by ourobsevations The whole thing
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was to be the death of one or the other of them, but they never spoke of
it at tea. Iremenber even that Nina went so far as to say to me once,
looking me full in the eyes, quite sublimely, “I've made out what you
mean--sheas a picture.” The beauty of thimoreover was that, as I'm
persuaded, she hadn't really made it outlét-the words were the
mere hypocrisy of herefledive endeawur for virtue. She couldn’t
possbly have made it out; her friend was as much as ‘sreadully

plain” to her; she must have wondered to the last what on earth
possessed us. Wouldn't it in fact have been after all just this failure of
vision, this supremstupidty in short, that kept theatasropheso long

at bay? There was a certain sensgmefahessfor her in seeing so
many of us so absurdly mistaken; and | recall that on vadotesions

and in partiaular when she uttered the words just quoted, this high
sereiity, as a sign of the relief of heoreness if not of the effort of her
conscience, dicsomehing quite visible to my eyes, and also quite
unprecéented for the beauty of her face. She got a real lift fitm-

such amomerary discerniblesublimty that Irecolect coming out on

the spot with a queer crude amused “Do you know | believe | could
paint younow?”

She was a fool not to have closed with me then and there; for what has
happened since has alterederything—what was to happen a little
later was so much more than | could swallow. This waslidegpear
anceof the famous Holbein from one day to tbéher—produdng a
constenaion among us all as great as if the Venus of Milo had
suddenly vanished from the Louvre. “She has simply shipped her
straight back"—the explanaion was given in that form by Mrs.
Munden, who added that any cord pulled tight enough would end at last
by snaping. At the snap, in any case, waghtly jumped, for the
mastepiecewe had for three or four months been living with had made
us feel itspreenceas aluminouslesson and a daily need. \&cog
nisedmore than ever that it had been, for high finish, the gem of our
colledion—we found what a blank it left on the wall. LaBgldorald

might fill up the blank, but we couldn’t. That she did soon fillpt—

and, heaven help ubow was put before me after anterval of no
great length, but during which | hadn’t seen her. 'l dined oiCtirest
masof last year at Mrs. Munden’s, and Nina, with a “scratch lot,” as
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our hostess said, was there, so thatptiediminary wait being longish,

she could approach me very sweetly. “I'll come to yoonorow if

you like,” she said; and the effect of it, after a first stare at her, was to
make me look all round. | took in, by these two motions, two things;
one of which was that, though now agairsatisied herself of her high
state, she could give me nothiogmpaable to what | should have got
had she taken me up at the moment of my meeting her odistier
guishedconcesion the other that she was “suited” afresh and that Mrs.
Brash’ssuccesor was fully installed. Mrs. Brash'succesor, was at

the other side of the room, and | became conscious that Mrs. Munden
was waiting to see my eyes seek her. | guessed the meaning of the
wait; what was one, this time, to say? Oh first fovémostassuredly

that it was immensely droll, for this time at least there was no mistake.
The lady | looked upon, and as to whom my friend, again quite at sea,
appealed to me for a formula, was as little a Holbein, spegmen of

any other school, as she was, like Ldgldorald herself, a Titian.

The formula was easy to give, for thenusenentwas that hepreti-
ness—yes, literally, prodigiously, her pretiness—was distinct. Lady
Beldoreld had beermagniicent—had been almosntelligent Miss
What's-her-nameontinues pretty, continrueseven young, and doesn’t
matter a straw! She matters so ideally little that L8dydorald is
pradically safer, | judge, than she has ever been. There hasn't been a
symptom of chatter about this person, and | believeph&tedressis

much surprised that we're not mateuck.

It was at any rate strictiynpossible to me to make aappointentfor

the day as to which | have just recorded Nina’s proposal; and the turn
of events since then has rmuickenedmy eageness Mrs. Munden
remained incorrespordencewith Mrs. Brash—to the extent, that is, of
three letters, each of which she showed me. They so told imagr
naion herterrible little story that we were quitprepared—er thought

we were—for her going out like a snuffed candle. She resisted, on her
return to herriginal condiions less than a year; the taste of the tree,
as | had called it, had been fatal to her; what she dosdenedly
enough lived without before for half a century she couldn’t now live
without for a day. | know nothing of hariginal condtions—some
minor Americancity—save that for her to have gone back to them was
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clearly to have stepped out of her frame. We performed, Mrs. Munden
and I, a small funeral service for her by talking it all over and making it
all out. Itwasn't—the minorAmerican city—a market for Holbeins,
and what had occurred was that the poor old picture, banished from its
museum and refreshed by the rise of no newementto hang it, was
capable of the miracle of a silertvdution; of itself turning, in its dire
dishorour, its face to the wall. So it stood, without théervertion of

the ghost of a critic, till they happened to pull it round again and find it
mere dead paint. Well, it had had, if that's anything, its season of
fame, its name on thousandtongues and printed ioaptals in the
catdogue We hadn’t been at fault. | haven't, all the same, the least
note ofher—not a scratch. And | did her soiittertion! Mrs. Munden
contiruesto remind me, however, that this is not the soneoidemng

with which, on the other side, after all, La@gldorald proposes to
content herself. She has come back tajtiestion of her own portrait.

Let me settle it then at last. Since sti# have the reathing—well,

hang it, sheshall!
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