
THE SWEETHEART OF M. BRISEUX.

THE little picture gallery at M— is a typical musee de province—cold,
musty, unvisited, and enriched chiefly with miniature works by painters

whose maturity was not to he powerful. The floors are tiled in brick, and the win-
dows draped in faded moreen ; the very light seems pale and neutral, as if the
dismal lack-lustre atmosphere of the pictures were contagious. The subjects
represented are of course of the familiar academic sort—the Wisdom of Solo-
mon and the Fureurs d'Oreste ; together with a few elegant landscapes exhib-
iting the last century view of nature, and half a dozen neat portraits of French
gentlefolks of that period, in the act, as one may say, of taking the view in
question. To me, I confess, the place had a melancholy charm, and I found
none of the absurd old paintings too absurd to enjoy. There is always an
agreeable finish in the French touch, even when the hand is not a master's.
The catalogue, too, was prodigiously queer ; a bit of very ancient literature, with
comments, in the manner of the celebrated M. La Harpe. I wondered, as I turn-
ed its pages, into what measure of reprobation pictures and catalogue together
had been compressed by that sole son of M—, who has achieved more than
local renown in the arts. Conjecture was pertinent, for it was in these crepus-
cular halls that this deeply original artist must have heard the first early bird-
notes of awakening genius : first, half credulously, as we may suppose, on festal
Sundays, with his hand in his father's, gazing rosy and wide-eyed at the clas-
sical wrath of Achilles and the sallow flesh-tints of Dido; and later, with his
hands in his pockets, an incipient critical frown and the mental vision of an
Achilles somehow more in earnest and a Dido more deeply desirable. It was
indeed doubly pertinent, for the little Musée had at last, after much watching
and waiting and bargaining, become possessor of one of Briseux's pictures. I
was promptly informed of the fact by the concierge, a person much reduced
by years and chronic catarrh, but still robust enough to display his aesthetic
culture to a foreigner presumably of distinction. He led me solemnly into the
presence of the great work, and placed a chair for me in the proper light. The
famous painter had left his native town early in life, before making his mark, and
an inappreciative family—his father was a small apothecary with a proper ad-
miration of the arts, but a horror of artists—had been at no pains to preserve his
boyish sketches. The more fools they! The merest scrawl with his signa-
ture now brought hundreds of francs, and there were those of his blood still in
the town with whom the francs were scarce enough. To obtain a serious pic-
ture had of course been no small affair, and little M—, though with the yearni-
ng heart of a mother, happened to have no scanty maternal savings. Yet

the thing had been managed by subscription, and the picture paid for. To
make the triumph complete, a fortnight after it had been hung on its nail,
M. Briseux succumbs to a fever in Rome and his pictures rise to the most fan-
tastic prices! This was the very work which. had made the painter fam ous.
The portrait of a Lady in a Yellow Shawl in the Salon of 1836 had fait epoque.
Every one had heard of the Yellow Shawl ; people talked of it as they did of
the Chapeau de Paille of Rubens or the " Torn Glove " of Titian; or if they
didn't, posterity would! Such was the discursive murmur of the concierge as
[ examined this precious specimen of Briseux's first manner ; and there was
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a plaintive cadence in this last assurance, which seemed to denote a too vivid
prevision of the harvest of tributary francs to be reaped by his successors in
office. It would be graceless praise to say that a glimpse of the picture is
worth your franc. It is a superb performance, and I spent half an hour be-
fore it in such serene enjoyment that I forgot the concierge was a bore.

It is a half-length portrait representing a young woman, not exactly beau-
tiful, yet very far from plain, draped with a singularly simple elegance in a
shawl of yellow silk embroidered with fantastic arabesque. She is dark and
grave, her dress is dark, the background is of a sober tone, and this brilliant
scarf glows splendidly by contrast. It seems indeed to irradiate luminous
color, and makes the picture brilliant in spite of its sombre accessories ; and
yet it leaves their full value to the tenderly glowing flesh portions. The por-
trait lacks a certain harmonious finish, that masterly interfusion of parts which
the painter afterwards practised; the touch is hasty, and here and there a lit-
tle heavy; but its splendid vivacity and energy, and the almost boyish good
faith of some of its more venturesome strokes, make it a capital example of
that momentous point in the history of genius when still tender promise
blooms—in a night, as it were—into perfect force. It was little wonder that
the picture had made a noise : judges of the more penetrating sort must have
felt that it contained that invaluable something which an artist gives but once
—the prime outgush of his effort—the flower of his originality. As I con-
tinued to look, however, I began to wonder whether it did not contain some-
thing better still—the reflection of a countenance very nearly as deep and
ardent as the artist's talent. In spite of the expressive repose of the figure
the brow and mouth wore a look of smothered agitation, the dark gray eye
almost glittered, and the flash in the cheek burned ominously. Evidently this
was the picture of something more than a yellow shawl. To the analytic eye
it was the picture of a mind, or at least of a mood. " Who was the lady? "
I asked of my companion.

He shrugged his shoulders, and for an instant looked uncertain. But, as a
Frenchman, he produced his hypothesis as follows : " Mon Dieu! a sweetheart
of M. Briseux !—Ces artistes!"

I left my place and passed into the adjoining rooms, where, as I have said,
, I found half an hour's diversion. On my return, my chair was occupied by a

lady, apparently my only fellow-visitor. I noticed her no further than to see
that, though comely, she was no longer young, that she was dressed in black,
and that she was looking intently at the picture. Her intentness indeed at last
attracted me, and while I lingered to gather a final impression, I covertly
glanced at her. She was so far from being young that her hair was white,
but with that charming and often premature brilliancy which belongs to fine
brunettes. The concierge hovered near, narrating and expounding, and I
fancied that her brief responses (for she asked no questions) betrayed an Eng-
lish accent. But I had doubtless no business to fancy anything, for my com-
panion, as if with a sudden embarrassing sense of being watched, gathered
her shawl about her rose, and prepared to turn away. I should have imme-
diately retreated, but that with this movement of hers our eyes met, and in the
light of her rapid, just slightly deprecating glance, I read something which helped
curiosity to get the better of politeness. She walked away, and I stood staring;
and as she averted her head it seemed to me that my rather too manifest surprise
had made her blush. I watched her slowly cross the room and pass into the
next one, looking very vaguely at the pictures; and then addressed a keenly ques-
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tioning glance at the Lady with the Yellow Shawl. Her startlingly vivid eyes
answered my question most distinctly. I was satisfied, and I left the Musée.

It would perhaps be more correct to say that I was wholly unsatisfied. I
strolled at haphazard through the little town, and emerged, as a matter of
course, on the local promenade. The promenade at M— is a most agreea-
ble spot. It stretches along the top of the old town wall, over whose sturdy
parapet, polished by the peaceful showers of many generations, you enjoy a
view of the pale-hued but charming Provencal landscape. The middle of the
rampart is adorned with a row of close-clipped lime-trees, with benches in the
spaces between them ; and, as you sit in the shade, the prospect is framed to
your vision by the level parapet and the even limit of the far-projecting
branches. What you see is therefore a long horizontal strip of landscape—a
radiant stretch of white rocks and vaporous olives, scintillating in the southern
light. Except a bonne or two, with a couple of children grubbing in the
gravel, an idle apprentice in a blouse dozing on a bench, and a couple of red-
legged soldiers leaning on the wall, I was the only lounger on the rampart,
and this was a place to relish solitude. By nature a very sentimental traveller,
there is nothing I like better than to light a cigar and lose myself in a medita-
tive perception of local color. I love to ruminate the picturesque, and the
scene before me was redolent of it. On this occasion, however, the shady
rampart and the shining distance were less interesting than a figure, disem-
bodied but distinct, which soon obtruded itself on my attention. The mute
assurance gathered before leaving the Musée had done as much to puzzle as to
enlighten me. Was that modest and venerable person, then, the sweetheart
of the illustrious Briseux? one of ces artistes, as rumor loudly proclaimed him,
in the invidious as well as in the most honorable sense of the term. Plainly,
she was the original of the portrait. In the days when her complexion would
bear it, she had worn the yellow shawl. Time had changed, but not trans-
formed her, as she must have fancied it had, to come and contemplate thus
frankly this monument of her early charms. Why had she come? Was it
accident, or was it vanity? How did it seem to her to find herself so strangely
lifted out of her own possession and made a helpless spectator of her survival
to posterity? The more I consulted my impression of her, the more certain I
felt that she was no Frenchwoman, but a modest spinster of my own transatlantic
race, on whom posterity had as little claim as this musty Musée, which indeed
possessed much of that sepulchral chill which clings to such knowledge of us as
posterity enjoys. I found it hard to reconcile the lady with herself, and it was
with the restlessness of conjecture that I left my place and strolled to the fur-
ther end of the rampart. Here conjecture paused, amazed at its opportunities;
for M. Briseux's sweetheart was seated on a bench under the lime-trees. She
was gazing almost as thoughtfully on the distant view as she had done on her
portrait; but as I passed, she gave me a glance from which embarrassment
seemed to have vanished. I slowly walked the length of the rampart again,
and as I went an impulse, born somehow of. the delicious mild air, the light-
bathed landscape of rock and olive, and of the sense of a  sort of fellowship in
isolation in the midst of these deeply foreign influences, as well as of a curi-
osity which was after all but the frank recognition of an obvious fact, was
transmuted into a decision sufficiently remarkable in a bashful man. I
proceeded gravely to carry it out. I approached my companion and bowed.
She acknowledged my bow with a look which, though not exactly mistrustful,
seemed to demand an explanation. To give it, I seated myself beside her.
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Something in her face made explanation easy. I was sure that she was an
old maid, and gently but frankly eccentric. Her age left her at liberty to be
as frank as she chose, and though I was somewhat her junior, I had gray hairs
enough in my moustache to warrant her in smiling at my almost ardent impa-
tience. Her smile, when she perceived that my direct appeal was deeply re-
spectful, broke into a genial laugh which completed our introduction. To her
inner sense, as well, evidently, the gray indifference of the historic rampart,
the olive-sown landscape, the sweet foreign climate, left the law very much in
our own hands; and then moreover, as something in her eyes proclaimed, the
well of memory in her soul had been so strongly stirred that it naturally over-
flowed. I fancy that she looked more like her portrait for that hour or two
than she had done in twenty years. At any rate, it had come to seem, before
many minutes, a delightful matter of course that I should sit there—a perfect
stranger—listening to the story into which her broken responses to my first
questions gradually shaped themselves. I should add that I had made a point
of appearing a zealous student of the lamented Briseux. This was no more
than the truth, and I proved categorically that I knew his works. We were
thus pilgrims in the same faith, and licensed to discuss its mysteries. I re-
peat her story literally, and I surely don't transgress the proper limits of
editorial zeal in supplying a single absent clause: she must in those days have
been a wonderfully charming girl.

I have been spending the winter (she said) with my niece at Cannes,where
I accidentally heard from an English gentleman interested in such matters,
that Briseux's " Yellow Shawl " had been purchased by this little Musée. He
had stopped to see it on his way from Paris, and, though a famous connoisseur,
poor man, do you know he never discovered what it took you but a moment to
perceive? I didn't enlighten him, in spite of his kindness in explaining,
" Bradshaw" in hand, just how I might manage to diverge on my way to Paris
and give a day to M—. I contented myself with telling him that I had
known M. Briseux thirty years ago, and had chanced to have the first
glimpse of his first masterpiece. Even this suggested nothing. But in fact,
why should it have suggested anything? As I sat before the picture just now,
I felt in all my pulses that I am not the person who stands masquerading there
with that strangely cynical smile. That poor girl is dead and buried ; I should
tell no falsehood in saying I'm not she. Yet as I looked at her, time seemed
to roll backward and experience to repeat itself. Before me stood a pale
young man in a ragged coat, with glowing dark eyes, brushing away at a great
canvas, with gestures more like those of inspiration than any I have ever
seen. I seemed to see myself—to be myself—muffled in that famous shawl,
posing there for hours in a sort of fever that made me unconscious of fatigue.
I've often wondered whether, during those memorable hours, I was more or
less myself than usual, and whether the singular episode they brought forth
was an act of folly or of transcendent reason. Perhaps you can tell me.

It was in Paris, in my twenty-first year. I had come abroad with Mrs.
Staines, an old and valued friend of my mother's, who during the last days of
her life, a year before, had consigned me appealingly to this lady's protection.
But for Mrs. Staines, indeed, I should have been homeless. My brother had
recently married, but not happily, and experiment had shown me that under
his roof I was an indifferent peacemaker. Mrs. Staines was what is called a
very superior person—a person with an aquiline nose, who wore gloves in
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the house, and gave you her ear to kiss. My mother, who considered her the
wisest of women, had written her every week since their schooldays a crossed
letter beginning "My dearest Lucretia "; but it was my poor mother's nature
to like being patronized and bullied. Mrs. Staines would send her by return
of mail a budget of advice adapted to her " station "—this being a considerate
mode of allusion to the fact that she had married a very poor clergyman.
Mrs. Staines received me, however, with such substantial kindness, that I
should have had little grace to complain that the manner of it was frigid.
When I knew her better I forgave her frigidity, for it was that of a disap-
pointed woman. She was ambitious, and her ambitions had failed. She had
married a very clever man, a rising young lawyer, of political tendencies, who
promised to become famous. She would have enjoyed above all things being
the wife of a legal luminary, and she would have insisted on his expanding to
the first magnitude. She believed herself born, I think, to be the lawful Egeria
of a cabinet minister. A cabinet minister poor Mr. Staines might have become
if he had lived; but he broke down at thirty-five from overwork, and a year
later his wife had to do double mourning. As time went on she transferred
her hopes to her only boy; but here her disappointment lay the heavier on her
heart that maternal pride had bidden it be forever dumb. He would never
tread in his father's steps, nor redeem his father's pledges. His genius—if ge-
nius it was—was bent in quite another way, and he was to be, not a useful, but
an ornamental member of society. Extremely ornamental he seemed likely to
become, and his mother found partial comfort as he grew older. He did his
duty apparently in growing up so very handsome that; whatever else he might
do, he would be praised less for that than for his good looks. They were those
of a decorous young Apollo. When I first saw him, as he was leaving college,
he might well have passed for an incipient great man. He had in perfection
the air of distinction, and he carried it out in gesture and manner. Never was
a handsomer, graver, better-bred young man. He was tall, slender, and fair,
with the finest blonde hair curling close about his shapely head ; a blue eye, as
clear and cold as a winter's morning; a set of teeth so handsome that his in-
frequent smile might have seemed almost a matter of modesty; and a general
expression of discretion and maturity which seemed to protest against the im-
putation of foppishness. After a while, probably, you would have found him
too imperturbably neat and polite, and have liked him better if his manner had
been sometimes at fault and his cravat occasionally awry. Me, I confess, he
vastly impressed from the first, and I secretly worshipped him. I had never
seen so fine a gentleman, and I doubted if the world contained such another.
My experience of the world was small, and I had lived among what Harold
Staines would have considered very shabby people—several of whom wore ill-
brushed hats. I was, therefore, not sorry to find that I appreciated merit of
the most refined sort; and in fact, ignorant though I was, my judgment was
not at fault. Harold was perfectly honorable and amiable, and his only fault
was that he looked wiser than he could reasonably be' expected to be. In the
evening especially, in a white cravat, leaning in a doorway, and overtopping
the crowd by his whole handsome head, he seemed some inscrutable young di-
plomatist' whose skepticism hadn't undermined his courtesy.

He had, through his mother, expectation of property sufficient to support
him in ample ease; but though he had elegant tastes, idleness was not one of
them, and he agreed with his mother that he ought to choose a profession.
Then it 'was that she fully measured her disappointment. There had been
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nothing in her family but judges and bishops, and anything else was of ques-
tionable respectability. There was a great deal of talk on the matter between
them ; for superficially at least they were a most united pair, and if Harold
had not asked her opinion from conviction he would have done so from polite-
ness. In reality, I believe, there was but one person in the world whose opin-
ion he greatly cared for—and that person was not Mrs. Staines; nor had it yet
come to pass that he pretended for a while it was I. It was so far from being
Mrs. Staines that one day, after a long talk, I found her leaving him in tears;
and tears with this superior woman were an event of portentous rarity. Har-
old on the same day was not at home at dinner, and I thought the next day held
his handsome head even higher than usual. I asked no questions, but i little
later my curiosity was satisfied. Mrs. Staines informed me, with an air of
dignity which evidently cost her some effort and seemed intended to depre-
cate criticism, that Harold had determined to be an—artist. " It's not the
career I should have preferred," she said, "but my son has talent—and re-
spectability—which will make it honorable." That Harold would do any-
thing more for the profession of the brush than Raphael and Rembrandt had
done, I was perhaps not prepared to affirm; but I answered that I was very
glad, and that I wished him all success. Indeed, I was not surprised, for Mrs.
Staines had what in any one else would have been called a mania for pictures
and bronzes, old snuff' boxes and candlesticks. He had not apparently used
his pencil very freely; but he had recently procured—indeed, I think he had
himself designed—a "sketching apparatus" of the most lavish ingenuity. He
was now going to use it in earnest, and I remember reflecting with a good
deal of satisfaction that the great white umbrella which formed its principal
feature was large enough to protect his handsome complexion from the sun.

It was at this time I came to Mrs. Staines to stay indefinitely—with doubts
and fears so few that I must have been either very ignorant or very confident.
I had indeed an ample measure of the blessed simplicity of youth; but if I
judged my situation imperfectly, I did so at any rate with a conscience. I
was stoutly determined to receive no favors that I couldn't repay, and to be as
quietly useful and gracefully agreeable as I could modestly devise occasion
for. I was a homeless girl, but I was not a poor relation. My fortune was

 slender, but I was ready to go out into the world and seek a better, rather'
than fall into an attitude of irresponsive dependence. Mrs. Staines thought at
first that I was dull and amiable, and that as a companion I would do no
great credit to anything but her benevolence. Later, for a time, as I gave
proofs of some sagacity and perhaps of some decision, I think she fancied me
a schemer and—Heaven forgive her!—a hypocrite. But at last, evidently—
although to the end, I believe, she continued to compliment my shrewdness at
the expense of that feminine sweetness by which I should have preferred to
commend myself—she decided that I was a person of the best intentions, and—.
here comes my story—that I would make a suitable wife for her son.

To this unexpectedly flattering conclusion, of course, she was slow in com-
ing; it was the result of the winter we passed together after Harold had
" turned his attention," as his mother always publicly phrased it, " to art."
He had declared that we must immediately go abroad that he might study the
works of the masters. His mother, I believe, suggested that he might begin
with the rudiments nearer home. But apparently he had mastered the rudi-
ments, for she was overruled and we went to Rome. I don't know how many
of the secrets of the masters Harold learned; but we passed a delightful win-
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ter. He began his studies with the solemn promptitude which he used in all
things, and devoted a great deal of time to copying fro n the antique in the
Vatican and the Capitol. He worked slowly, but with extraordinary precision
and neatness, and finished his drawings with exquisite care. He was openly
very little of a dogmatist, but on coming to know him you found that he had
various principles of which he was extremely tenacious. Several of these re-
lated to the proportions of the human body, as ascertained by himself. They
constituted, he affirmed, an infallible method for learning to draw. If other
artists didn't know it, so much the worse for them. He applied this rare
method persistently all winter, and carried away from Rome a huge portfolio
full of neatly shaded statues and statuesque contadini. At first he had gone
into a painter's studio with several other pupils, but he took no fancy to either

his teacher or his companions, and came home one day in disgust, declaring
that he had washed his hands of them. As he never talked about disagreeable
things, he said nothing as to what had vexed him; but I guessed that he had re-
ceived some mortal offence, and I was not surprised that he shouldn't care to fra-
ternize with the common herd of art-students. They had long, untidy hair, and
smoked bad tobacco ; they lay no one knew where, and borrowed money and took
liberties. Mr. Staines certainly was not a man to refuse a needy friend a na-
poleon, but he couldn't forgive a liberty. He took none with himself! We became
very good friends, and it was especially for this that I liked him. Nothing is
truer than that in the long run we like our opposites ; they're a change and a
rest from ourselves. I confess that my good intentions sometimes clashed
with a fatal light-headedness, of which a fair share of trouble had not cured
me. In moments of irritation I had a trick of giving the reins to my " sar-
casm; " so at least my partners in quadrilles had often called it. At my lei-
sure I was sure to repent, and frank public amends followed fast on the heels
of offence. Then I believe I was called generous—not only by my partners in
quadrilles. But I had a secret admiration for people who were just, from the
first and always, and whose demeanor seemed to shape itself with a sort of
harmonious unity, like the outline of a beautiful statue. Harold Staines was a
finished gentleman, as we used to say in those days, and I admired him the
more that I still had ringing in my ears that eternal refrain of my school-
room day—" My child, my child, when will you ever learn to be a lady? "
He seemed to me an embodiment of the serene amenities of life, and I didn't
know how very great a personage I thought him until I once overheard a
young man in a crowd at St. Peter's call him that confounded prig. Then I
came to the conclusion that it was a very coarse and vulgar world, and.that
Mr. Staines was too good for it.

This impression was not removed by—I hardly know what to call it—the
gallant propriety of his conduct toward me. He had treated me at first with
polite condescension, as a very young and rather humble person, whose pres-
ence in the house rested on his mother's somewhat eccentric benevolence,
rather than on any very obvious merits of her own. But later, as my native
merit, whatever it was, got the better of my shyness, he approached me, espe-
cially in company, with a sort of ceremonious consideration which seemed to
give notice to the world that if his mother and he treated me as their equal—
why, I was their equal. At last, one fine day in Rome, I learned that I had
the honor to please him. It had seemed to me so little of a matter of course
that I should captivate Mr. Staines, that for a moment I was actually disap-
pointed, and felt disposed to tell him that I had expected more of his taste.
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But as I grew used to the idea, I found no fault with it, and I felt prodigiously
honored. I didn't take him for a man of genius, but his admiration pleased
me more than if it had come in chorus from a dozen of the men of genius
whom I had had pointed out to me at archaeological picnics. They somehow
were covered with the world's rust and haunted with the world's errors, and
certainly on any vital question could not be trusted to make their poor wives
the same answers two days running. Besides, they were dreadfully ugly.
Harold was consistency itself, and his superior manner and fine blond beauty
seemed a natural result of his spiritual serenity. The way he declared himself
was very characteristic, and to some girls might have seemed prosaic. To
my mind it had a peculiar dignity. I had asked him, a week before, as we
stood on the platform before the Lateran, some question about the Claudian
aqueduct, which he had been unable to answer at the moment, although on
coming to Rome he had laid in a huge provision of hooks of reference which
he consulted with unfailing diligence. " I'll look it up," he said gravely; but
I thought no more about it,. and a few days afterwards, when. he asked me to
ride with him on the Campagna, I never supposed I was to be treated to an

archaeological lecture. It was worthy of a wiser listener. He led the way to •
a swelling mound, overlooking the long stretch of the aqueduct, and poured
forth the result of his researches. This was surely not a trivial compliment;
and it seemed to me a finer sort of homage than if he had offered me a fifty-
franc bouquet or put his horse at a six-foot wall. He told me the number of
the arches, and very possibly of the stones; his story bristled with learning.
I listened respectfully and stared hard at the long ragged ruin, as if it had
suddenly become intensely interesting. But it was Mr. Staines who was in-
teresting: all honor to the man who kept his polite promises so handsomely!
I said nothing when he paused, and after a few minutes was going to turn
away my horse. Then he laid his hand on the bridle, and, in the same tone,
as if he were still talking of the aqueduct, informed me of the state of his af-
fections. I, in my unsuspectingness, had enslaved them, and it was proper
that I should know he adored me. Proper! I have always remembered the
word, though I was far from thinking then that it clashed with his eloquence.
It often occurred to me afterwards as the key-note of his character. In a mo-
ment more, lie formally offered himself.

Don't be surprised at these details : to be just I must be perfectly frank, and
if I consented to tell you my story, it is because I fancied I should find profit in
hearing it myself. As I speak my words come back to me. I left Rome en-
gaged to Mr. Staines, subject to his mother's approval. He might dispense
with it, I told him, but I could not, and as yet I had no reason to expect it.
She would, of course, wish him to marry a woman of more consequence.
Mine of late had risen in her eyes, but she could hardly regard me as yet as a
possible daughter-in-law. With time I hoped to satisfy her and to receive her
blessing. Then I would ask for no further delay. We journeyed slowly up
from Rome along the Mediterranean, stopping often for several days to allow
Harold to sketch. He depicted mountains and villages with the same diligence
as the statues in the Vatican, and presumably with the same success. As his
winter's practice had given him great facility, he would dash off a magnificent
landscape in a single morning. I always thought it strange that, being very
sober in his speech and manner, he should be extremely fond of color in art.
Such at least was the fact, and these rapid water-colors were a wonderful med-
ley. Crimson and azure, orange and emerald—nothing less would satisfy
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him. But, for that matter, nature in those regions has a dazzling brightness.
So at least it bad for a lively girl of twenty, just engaged. So it had for a cer-
tain time afterwards. I'll not deny, the lustrous sea and sky began vaguely to
reflect my own occasionally sombre mood. How to explain to you the process
of my feeling at this time is more than I can say; how especially to make you
believe that I was neither perverse nor capricious. I give it up; I can only as-
sure you that I observed my emotions, even before I understood them, with
painful surprise. I was not disillusioned, but an end had suddenly come to
my elation. It was as if my heart had had wings, which had been suddenly
clipped. I have never been especially fond of my own possessions, and I have
learned that if I wish to admire a thing in peace, I must remain at a respectful
distance. My happiness in Harold's affection reached its climax too suddenly,
and before I knew it I found myself wondering, questioning, and doubting. It
was no fault of his, certainly, and he had promised me nothing that he was not
ready to bestow. He was all attention and decorous devotion. If there was a
fault, it was mine, for having judged like the very young and uninformed per-
son I was. Since my engagement I felt five years older, and the first use I
made of my maturity—cruel as it may seem—was to turn round and look
keenly at my lover and revise my judgment. His rigid urbanity was still ex-
tremely impressive, but at times I could have fancied that I was listening to a
musical symphony, of which only certain brief, unresonant notes were audible.
Was this all, and were there no others? It occurred to me more than once,
with a kind of dull dismay, in the midst of my placid expectancy, that Harold's
grave notes were the beginning and the end of his character. If the human
heart were a less incurable skeptic, I might have been divinely happy. I sat by
my lover's side while he worked, gazing at the loveliest landscape in the world,
and admiring the imperturbable audacity with which he attacked it. Sooner
than I expected, these rather silent interviews, as romantic certainly as
scenery could make them, received Mrs. Staines's sanction. She had guessed
our secret, and disapproved of nothing but its secrecy. She was satisfied with
her son's choice, and declared with great emphasis that she was not ambitious.
She was kindness itself (though, as you see, she indulged in no needless flat-
tery), and I wondered that I could ever have thought her stern. From this
time forward she talked to me a great deal about her son ; too much, I might
have thought, if I had cared less for the theme. I have said I was not perverse.
Do I judge myself too tenderly? Before long I found something oppressive—
something almost irritating—in the frequency and complacency of Mrs.
Staines's maternal disquisitions. One day, when she had been reminding me
at greater length than usual of what a prize I had drawn, I abruptly changed
the subject in the midst of a sentence, and left her staring at my petulance.
She was on the point, I think, of administering a reprimand, but she sup-
pressed it and contented herself with approaching the topic more cautiously
in future. Here is another reminiscence. One morning (it was near Spezia,
I think) Harold had been sketching under a tree, not far from the inn, and I
sitting by and reading aloud from Shelley, whom one might feel a kindness for 
there if nowhere else. We had had -a little difference of opinion about one of
the poems—the beautiful " Stanzas written in Dejection near Naples," which you
probably remember. Harold pronounced them childish. I thought the term
ill-chosen, and remember saying, to reinforce my opinion, that though I was
no judge of painting, I pretended to be of poetry. He told me (I have not for-
gotten his words) that "I lacked cultivation in each department," and I be-
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lieve I replied that I would rather lack cultivation than imagination. For a
pair of lovers it was a very pretty quarrel as it stood. Shortly afterwards he
discovered that he had left one of his brushes at the inn, and went off in search
of it. He had trouble in finding it, and was absent for some time. His ver-
dict on poor Shelley rang in my ears as I sat looking out on the blue irides-
cence of the sea, and murmuring the lines in which the poet has so wonderful-
ly suggested it. Then I went and sat down on Harold's stool to see how he
had rendered this enchanting effect. The picture was nearly finished, but un-
fortunately I had too little cultivation to enjoy it. The blue sea, however,
seemed in all conscience blue enough. While I was comparing it with the far-
fading azure of the original, I heard a voice behind me, and turning, saw two
gentlemen from the inn, one of whom had been my neighbor the evening be-
fore at dinner. He was a foreigner, but he spoke English. On recognizing
me he advanced gallantly, ushering his companion, and immediately fell into
ecstasies over my picture. I informed him without delay that the picture was
not mine; it was the work of Mr. Staines. Nothing daunted, he declared that
it was pretty enough to be mine, and that I must have given suggestions; but
his companion, a less superficial character apparently, and extremely near-
sighted, after examining it minutely with his nose close to the paper, ex-
claimed with an annoying smile, "Monsieur Staines? Surprising! I should
have sworn it was the work of a jeune

The compliment was doubtful, and not calculated to restore my equanimi-
ty. As a jeune fille  I suppose I ought to have been gratified, but as a be-
trothed I should have preferred Harold to paint like a man. I don't know how
long after this it was that I allowed myself to wonder, by way of harmless
conjecture, how a woman might feel who should find herself married to an in-
effective mediocrity. Then I remembered—as if the case were my own—that
I had never heard any one talk about his pictures, and that when I had seen
them handed about before company by his mother, the buzz of admiration
usual on such occasions seemed rather heavy-winged. But I quickly re-
minded myself that it was not because he painted better or worse that I cared
for him, but because personally and morally he was the pink of perfection.
This being settled, I fell to wondering whether one mightn't grow weary of
perfection—whether (Heaven forgive me!) I was not already the least bit out
of patience with Harold's. I could fancy him a trifle too absolute, too imper-
turbable, too prolific in cut-and-dried opinions. Had he settled everything,
then, in his mind? Yes, he had certainly made the most of his time, and I
could only admire his diligence. From the moment that I observed that he
wasted no time in moods, or reveries, or intellectual pleasantry of any sort, I
decided without appeal that he was not a man of genius; and yet, to listen to
him at times, you would have vowed at least that he might be. He dealt out
his opinions as if they were celestial manna, and nothing was more common
than for him to say, " You remember, a month ago, I told you so-and-so; "
meaning that he had laid down the law on some point and expected me to en-
grave it on my heart. It often happened that I had forgotten the lesson, and
was obliged to ask him to repeat it; but it left me more unsatisfied than be-
fore. Harold would settle his shirt collar as if he considered that he had ex-
hausted the subject, and I would take refuge in a silence which from day to
day covered more treacherous conjectures. Nevertheless (strange as you may
think it)„ I believe I should have decided that, Harold being a paragon, my
doubts were immoral, if Mrs. Staines, after his cause might have been supposed
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to be gained, had not persisted in pleading it in season and out. I don't know
whether she suspected my secret falterings, but she seemed to wish to secure
me beyond relapse. I was so very modest a match for her son, that if I had
been more worldly-wise, her enthusiasm might have alarmed me. Later I un-
derstood it; then I only understood that there was a general flavor of insinua-
tion in her talk which made me vaguely uneasy. I did the poor lady injus-
tice, and if I had been quicker-witted (and possibly harder-hearted) we might
have become sworn allies. She judged her son less with a mother's tender-
ness than with a mother's zeal, and foresaw the world's verdict—which I won't
anticipate! She perceived that he must depend upon a clever wife to float him
into success; he would never prosper on his own merits. She did me the
honor to believe me socially a sufficiently buoyant body for this arduous pur-
pose, and must have felt it a thousand pities that she couldn't directly speak
her mind. A thousand pities indeed! My answer would have been to the
point, and would have saved us all a vast deal of pain. Meanwhile, trying
half to convince and half to entangle me, she did everything to hasten our
marriage.

• If there had been anything less than the happiness of a lifetime at stake, I
think I should have felt that I owed Harold a sort of reparation for thinking
him too great a man, and should still have offered him an affection none the
less genuine for being transposed into a minor key. But it was hard for a girl
who had dreamed blissfully of a grandly sentimental union, to find herself sud-
denly face to face with a sternly rational one. When, therefore, Harold men-
tioned a certain day as the latest for which he thought it proper to wait, I found
it impossible to assent, and asked for another month's delay. What I wished
to wait for I could hardly have told. Possibly Or the first glow of illusion to
return; possibly for the last uneasy throb which told that illusion was ebbing
away. Harold received this request very gravely, and inquired whether I
doubted of his affection.

"No," I said, "I believe it's greater than I deserve."
" Why then," he asked, " should you wait?" 
" Suppose I were to doubt of my own?"
He looked as if I had said something in very had taste, and I was almost

frightened at his sense of security. But he at last consented to the delay.
Perhaps on reflection he was alarmed, for the grave politeness with which he
discharged his attentions took a still more formal turn, as if to remind me at
every hour of the day that his was not a sentiment to be trifled with. To tri-
fle, Heaven knows, was far enough from my thoughts; for I was fast losing
my spirits, and I woke up one morning with the conviction that I was decided-
ly not happy.

We were to be married in Paris, where Harold had determined to spend
six months in order that he might try his fortune again in the studio of a painter
whom he especially esteemed—a certain Monsieur Martinet, an old man, and
belonging, I believe, to a rather antiquated school of art. Dnring our first
days in Paris I went with Harold a great deal to the Louvre, where he was a
very profitable companion. He had the history of the schools at his fingers'
ends, and, as the phrase is, he knew what he liked. We had a fatal habit of
not liking the same things; but I pretended to no critical insight, and desired
nothing better than to agree with him. I listened devoutly to everything that
could be said for Guido and Caravaggio. One day we were standing before
the inscrutable "Joconde " of Leonardo, a picture disagreeable to most
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women. I had been expressing my great aversion to the lady's countenance,
which Harold on this occasion seemed to share. I was surprised therefore,
when, after a pause, he said quietly, "I believe I'll copy her."

I hardly knew why I should have smiled, but I did, apparently to his an-
noyance. "She must be very difficult," I said. "Try something easier."

"I want something difficult," he answered sternly.
"Truly? ". I said. " You mean what you say?"
" Why not?"
" Why then copy a portrait when you can copy an original? "
" What original?"
"Your betrothed! Paint my portrait. I promise to be difficult enough.

Indeed, I'm surprised you should never have proposed it." In fact the idea
had just occurred to me; but I embraced it with a sort of relief. It seemed to
me that it would somehow test my lover, and that if he succeeded, I might be-
lieve in him irremissibly. He stared a moment as if he had hardly understood
rue, and I completed my thought. "Paint my portrait, and the day you finish
it I'll fix our wedding day."

The proposal was after all not very terrible, and before long he seemed to
relish it. The next day he told me that he had composed his figure mentally,
and that we might begin immediately. Circumstances favored us, for he had
for the time undisturbed all of M. Martinet's studio. This gentleman had gone
into the country to paint a portrait, and Harold just then was his only pupil.
Our first sitting took place without delay. At his request I brought with me a
number of draperies, among which was the yellow shawl you have just been
admiring. We wore such things then, just as we played on the harp and read
" Corinne." I tried on my scarfs and veils, one after the other, but Harold
was satisfied with none. The yellow shawl, in especial, he pronounced a mer-
etricious ornament, and decided that I should be represented in a plain dark
dress, with as few accessories as possible. He quoted with a bow the verse
about beauty when unadorned, and began his work.

After the first day or two it progressed slowly, and I felt at moments as
if I had saddled him with a cruel burden. He expressed no irritation, but he
often looked puzzled and wearied, and sometimes would lay aside his brushes,
fold his arms, and stand gazing at his work with a sort of vacant scowl which
tried my patience. "Frown at me," I said more than once; " don't frown at
that blameless sheet of canvas. Don't spare me, though I confess it's not my
fault if I'm hard to paint." Thus admonished, he would turn toward me
without smiling, often shading his eyes with his hand, and would walk slowly
round the room, examining me at a distance. Then coming hack to his easel,
he would make half a dozen strokes and pause again, as if his impetus had
already expired. For some time I was miserable; it seemed to me that I had
been wonderfully wise to withhold my hand till the picture was finished. He
begged I would not look at it, but I knew it was standing still. At last, one
morning, after gazing at his work for some time in silence, he laid down his
palette gravely, but with no further sign of discomposure than that he gently
wiped his forehead with his pocket-handkerchief. "You make me nervous,"
he suddenly declared.

I fancied there was a tremor in his voice, and I began to pity him. I left
my place and laid my hand on his arm. "If it wearies you," I said, " give
it up."

He turned away and for some time made no answer. I knew what he was
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thinking about, and I suppose he knew that I knew it, and was hesitating to
ask me seriously whether in giving up his picture he gave up something
more. He decided apparently to give up nothing, but grasped his palette, and,
with the short incisive gesture habitual to him, motioned me hack to my seat.
"I'll bother no longer over the drawing," he said; " I'll begin to paint."
With his colors he was more prosperous, for the next day he told me that we
were progressing fast.

We generally went together to the studio, but it happened one day that he
was to be occupied during the early morning at the other end of Paris, and he
arranged to meet me there. I was punctual, but he had not arrived, and I
found myself face to face with my reluctant image. Opportunity served too
well, and I looked at it in spite of his prohibition, meaning of course to con-
fess my fault: It brought me less pleasure than faults are reputed to bring.
The picture, as yet very slight and crude, was unpromising and unflattering.
I chiefly distinguished a long white face with staring black eyes, and a terribly
angular pair of arms. Was it in this unlovely form that I bad impressed my-
self on Harold's vision? Absorbed by the question, it was some moments
before I perceived that I was not alone. I heard a sound, looked round, and
discovered a stranger, a young man, gazing over my shoulder at Harold's can-
vas. His gaze was intense and not expressive of pleasure, and some moments
passed before he perceived that I had noticed him. He reminded me strongly
of certain dishevelled copyists whom I had seen at work in the Louvre, and as
I supposed he had some lawful errand in the studio, I contented myself with
thinking that lie hadn't the best manners in the world, and walked to the other
end of the room. At last, as he continued to betray no definite intentions, I
ventured to look at him again. He was young—twenty-five at most—and ex-
cessively shabby. I remember, among other details, that he had a black cra-
vat wound two or three times round his neck, without any visible linen. He
was short, thin, pale, and hungry-looking. As I turned toward him, he passed
his hand through his hair, as if to do what he could to make himself presenta-
ble, and called my attention to his prodigious shock of thick black curls—a
real coiffure de rapin. His face would have been meagre and vulgar, if from
beneath their umbrageous locks there had not glanced an extraordinary pair
of eyes—eyes really of fire. They were not tender nor appealing, but they
glittered with a sort of feverish intelligence and penetration, and stamped

their possessor not, as the French say, the first comer. He almost glared at
me and stopped my words short.

"That's your portrait? " he asked, with a toss of his head.
I assented with dignity.
" It's bad, bad, bad!" he cried. " Excuse my frankness, but it's really too

bad. It's a waste of colors, of money, of time."
His frankness certainly was extreme; but his words had an accent of

ardent conviction which doesn't belong to commonplace impertinence. "I
don't know who you are, that I should value your opinion," I said.

" Who I am? I'm an artist, mademoiselle. If I had money to buy visit-
ing-cards, I would present you with one. But I haven't even money to buy
colors—hardly to buy bread. I've talent—I've imagination—too much
ideas—I've promise—I've a future; and yet the machine won't work—for
want of fuel! I have to roam about with my hands in my pockets—to keep
them warm—for want of the very tools of my trade. I've been a fool—au ig-
noble fool; I've thrown precious hours to the dogs and made enemies
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of precious friends. Six months ago I quarrelled with the pere Martinet, who
believed in me and would have been glad to keep me. Il  faut que jeunesse se
passe! Mine has passed at a rattling pace, ill-mounted though it was; we
have parted company forever. Now I only ask to do a man's work with a
man's will. Meanwhile the père Martinet, justly provoked, has used his tongue
so well that not a colorman in Paris will trust me. There's a situation! And
yet what could I do with ten francs' worth of paint? I want a room and light
and a model, and a dozen yards of satin tumbling about her feet. Bah! I
shall have to want! There are things I want more. Behold the force of cir-
cumstances. I've come back with my pride in my pocket to make it up with
the venerable author of the 'Apotheosis of Molière,' and ask him to lend me
a Louis."

I arrested this vehement effusion by informing him that M. Martinet was
out of town, and that for the present the studio was—private. But he seemed
too much irritated to take my hint. " That's not his work?" he went on, turn-
ing to the portrait. " Martinet is bad, but is not as bad as that. Quel genre !
You deserve, mademoiselle, to be better treated; you're an excellent model..
Excuse me, once for all ; I know I'm atrociously impudent. But I'm an artist,.
and I find it pitiful to see a fine great canvas besmeared in such a fashion as
that! There ought to be a society for the protection of such things."

I was at loss what to reply to this extraordinary explosion of contempt.
Strange to say—it's the literal truth—I was neither annoyed nor disgusted;
I simply felt myself growing extremely curious. This impudent little Bo-
hemian was forcing me somehow to respect his opinion ; he spoke with pene-
trating authority. Don't say that I was willing to be convinced ; if you had been
there, you would have let him speak. It would have been, of course, the part
of propriety to request him in a chilling voice to leave the room, or to ring for
the concierge, or to flee in horror. I did none of these things : I went back to
the picture, and tried hard to see something in it which would make me pas-
sionately contradict him. But it seemed to exhale a mortal chill, and all I
could say was: " Bad—bad? How bad? "

"Ridiculously bad; impossibly bad! You're an angel of charity, made-
moiselle, not to see it!"

"Is it weak—cold—ignorant? "
Weak, cold, ignorant, stiff, empty, hopeless! And, on top of all, preten-

tious—oh, pretentious as the façade of the Madeleine!"
I endeavored to force a skeptical smile. " After all, monsieur, I'm not

bound to believe you."
"Evidently!" And he rubbed his forehead and looked gloomily round

the room. "But one thing I can tell you "—fixing me suddenly with his extra-
ordinary eyes, which seemed to expand and glow with the vividness of pre-
vision—" the day will come when people will fight for the honor of having be-
lieved me, and of having been the first. I discovered him—I always said so.
But for me you'd have let the poor devil starve!' You'll hear the chorus! So
now's your chance, mademoiselle! Here I stand, a man of genius if there
ever was one, without a sou, without a friend, without a ray of reputation.
Believe in me now, and you'll be the first, by many a day. You'd find it easier,
you'll say, if I had a little more modesty. I assure you I don't go about blow-
ing my trumpet in this fashion every day. This morning I'm in a kind of
fever; and I've reached a crisis. I must do something—even make an ass of
myself! I can't go on devouring my own heart. You see for these three

49
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months I've been a sec. I haven't dined every day. Perhaps a sinking at the
stomach is propitious to inspiration: certainly, week by week, my brain has
grown clearer, my imagination more restless, my desires more boundless, my
visions more splendid! Within the last fortnight my last doubt has vanished,
and I feel as strong as the sun in heaven! I roam about the streets and lounge
in the public gardens for want of a better refuge, and everything I look at—
the very sunshine in the gutter, the chimney-pots against the sky—seems a
picture, a subject, an opportunity! I hang over the balustrade that runs be-
fore the pictures at the Louvre, and Titian and Correggio seem to turn pale,
like people when you've guessed their secret. I don't know who the author
of this masterpiece may be, but I fancy he would have more talent if he
weren't so sure of his dinner. Do you know how I learned to look at things
and use my eyes? By staring at the charcutier's windows when my pockets
were empty. It's a great lesson to learn even the shape of a sausage and the
color of a ham. This gentleman, it's easy to see, hasn't noticed such matters.
He goes by the sense of taste. Voila le monde ! he slap-
ped his forehead with a kind of dramatic fury—" here as you see me—ragged,
helpless, hopeless, with my soul aching with ambition and my fingers itching
for a brush—and he, standing up here after a good breakfast, in this perfect
light, among pictures and tapestries and carvings, with you in your blooming
beauty for a model, and painting that—sign-board."

His violence was startling; I didn't know what might come next, and I
took up my bonnet and mantle. He immediately protested with ardor. " A
moment's reflection, mademoiselle, will tell you that, with the appearance I
present, I don't talk about your beauty pour vous faire la tour. I repeat
with all respect, you're a model to make a painter's fortune. I doubt if you've
many attitudes or much flexibility; but for once—the portrait of Mlle. X.—
you're perfect."

" I'm obliged to you for your—information," I answered gravely. " You
see my artist is chosen. I expect him here at any moment, and I won't answer
for his listening to you as patiently as I have done."

" He's coming? " cried my visitor. " Quelle chance ! I shall be charmed
to meet him. I shall vastly enjoy seeing the human head from which that
conception issued. I see him already: I construct the author from the work.
He's tall and blond, with eyes very much the color of his own china-blue there.
He wears straw-colored whiskers, and doubtless he paints in straw-colored
gloves. In short, he's un homme magnifique !"

This was sarcasm run mad; but I listened to it and resented it as little as
I enjoyed it. My companion seemed to possess a sort of demonic veracity of
which the influence was irresistible. I questioned his sincerity so little that, if
I offered him charity, it was with no intention of testing it. " I dare say you've
immense talent," I said, " but you've horrible manners. Nevertheless, I be-
lieve you will perceive that there is no reason why our conversation should
continue; and I should pay you a poor compliment in thinking that you need
to be bribed to withdraw. But since M. Martinet isn't here to lend you a
louis, let me act for him." And I laid the piece of gold on the table.

He looked at it hard for a moment and then at me, and I wondered whether
he thought the gift too meagre. "I won't go so far as to say that I'm
proud," he answered at last. "But from a lady, ma foi ! it's beggarly—it's
humiliating. Excuse me then if I refuse; I mean to ask for something else.
To do me justice, remember that I speak to you not as a man, but as an artist.
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Bestow your charity on the artist, and if it costs you an effort, remember that
that is the charity which is of most account with heaven. Keep your louis;
go and stand as you've been standing for this picture, in the same light and
the same attitude, and then let me look at you for three little minutes." As
he spoke he drew from his pocket a ragged note-book and the stump of a pen-
cil. " The few scrawls I shall make here will be your alms."

He spoke of effort, but it is a fact that I made little to comply. While I
resumed my familiar attitude in front of Harold's canvas, he walked rapidly
across the room and stooped over a chair upon which a mass of draperies had
been carelessly tossed. In a moment I saw what had attracted him. He had
caught a glimpse of the famous yellow scarf, glowing splendidly beneath a
pile of darker stuffs. He pulled out the beautiful golden-hued tissue with fu-
rious alacrity, held it up before him and broke into an ecstasy of admiration.
" What a tone—what a glow—what a texture! In Heaven's name, put it on!"
And without further ceremony he tossed it over my shoulders. I need hardly

 tell you that I obeyed but a natural instinct in gathering it into picturesque
folds. He rushed away, and stood gazing and clapping his hands. "The
harmony is perfect—the effect sublime! You possess that thing and you bury
it out of sight? Wear it, wear it, I entreat you—and your portrait—but ah!"
and he glared angrily askance at the picture: " you'll never wear it there!"

" We thought of using it, but it was given up."
" Given up? Quelle horreur ! He hadn't the pluck to attack it! Oh, if I

could just take a brush at it and rub it in for him!" And, as if possessed by
an uncontrollable impulse, he seized poor Harold's palette. But I made haste
to stop his hand. He flung down the brushes, buried his face in his hands, and
pressed back, I could fancy, the tears of baffled eagerness. " You'll think me
crazy !" he cried.

He was not crazy, to my sense ; but he was a raging, aimless force, which
I suddenly comprehended that I might use. I seemed to measure the full
proportions of Harold's inefficiency, and to foresee the pitiful result of his un-
dertaking. He wouldn't succumb, but he would doggedly finish his task and
present me, in evidence of his claim, with a dreadful monument of his preten-
tious incapacity. Twenty strokes from this master-hand would make a differ-
ence; ten minutes' work would carry the picture forward. I thrust the palette
into the young man's grasp again and looked at him solemnly. " Paint away
for your life," I said; "but promise me this: to succeed!"

He waved his hand in the air, despatched me with a glance to my place,
and let himself loose on the canvas; there are no other words for his trem-
ulous eagerness. A quarter of an hour passed in silence. As I watched his
motions grow every moment broader and more sweeping, I could fancy my-
self listening to some ardent pianist, plunging deeper into a passionate sym-
phony and devouring the key-board with outstretched arms. Flushed and
dishevelled, consuming me almost with his ardent stare, daubing, murmur-
ing, panting, he seemed indeed to be painting for life.

At last I heard a tread in the vestibule. I knew it was Harold's, and I hur-
ried to look at the picture. How would he take it? I confess I was prepared
for the worst. The picture spoke for itself. Harold's work had disappeared
with magical rapidity, and even my unskilled eye perceived that a graceful and
expressive figure had been powerfully sketched in. As Harold appeared, I
turned to meet him. He seemed surprised at not finding me alone, and I laid
my finger gravely on my lips and led him to the front of the canvas. The po-
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sition of things was so singular that for some moments it baffled his compre-
hension. My companion finished what he was immediately concerned with;
then with an obsequious bow laid down his brushes. "It was a loan, mon-
sieur," he said. "I return it with interest."

Harold flushed to his eyes, and sat down in silence. I had expected him to
be irritated; but this was more than irritation. At last: "Explain this extra-
ordinary performance," he said in a low voice.

I felt pain, and yet somehow I felt no regret. The situation was tense, as
the phrase is, and yet I almost relished it. " This gentleman is a great art-
ist," I said boldly. "Look for yourself. Your picture was lost; he has re-
deemed it."

Harold looked at the intruder slowly from head to foot. " Who is this per-
son?" he demanded, as if he had not heard me. 

The young man understood no English, but he apparently guessed at the
question. " My name is Pierre Briseux; let that" (pointing to his work) "de- .
note my profession. If you're affronted, monsieur, don't visit your displeasure
on mademoiselle; I alone am responsible. You had got into a tight place; I
wished to help you out of it; sympathie de confrere ! I've done you no inju-
ry. I've made you a present of half a masterpiece. If I could only trust you
not to spoil it!"

Harold's face betrayed his invincible disgust, and I saw that my offence was
mortal. He had been wounded in his tenderest part, and his self-control was
rapidly ebbing. His lips trembled, but he was too angry even to speak.
Suddenly he seized a heavy brush which stood in a pot of dusky varnish, and
I thought for a moment he was going to fling it at Briseux. He balanced it an
instant, and then tossed it full in the face of the picture. I raised my hands to
my face as if I felt the blow. Briseux, at least, felt it sorely.

" Malheureux ! " he cried. "Are you blind as well? Don't you know a
good thing when you see it? That's what I call a waste of material. Allots,
you're very angry ; let me explain. In meddling with your picture I certain-
ly took a great liberty. My misery is my excuse. You have money, materi-
als, models—everything but talent. No, no, you're no painter ; it's impossi-
ble! There isn't an intelligent line on your canvas. I, on the other hand, am
a born painter. I've talent and nothing more. I came here to see M. Mar-
tinet; learning he was absent, I staid for very envy! I looked at your work,
and found it a botch; at your empty stool and idle palette, and found them an
immense temptation; at mademoiselle, and found her a perfect model. I per-
suaded, frightened, convinced her, and out of charity she gave me a five min-
utes' sitting. Once the brush in my hand, I felt the divine afflatus; I hoped for
a miracle—that you'd never come back, that you'd be run over in the street,
or have an attack of apoplexy. If you had only let me go on, I should have
served you up a great work, monsieur—a work to which, in spite of your nat-
ural irritation, you wouldn't have dared to do a violence. You'd have been
afraid of it. That's the sort of thing I meant to paint. If you could only be-
lieve me, you'd not regret it. Give me a start, and ten years hence I shall see
you buying my pictures, and not thinking them dear. Oh, I thought I had
my foot in the stirrup; I dreamed I was in the saddle and riding hard. But
I've turned a somersault!"

I doubt that Harold, in his resentment, either understood M. Briseux's
words or appreciated his sketch. He simply felt that he had been the victim
of a monstrous aggression, in which I, in some painfully inexplicable way, had
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been half dupe and half accomplice. I was watching his anger and weighing
its ominous significance. His cold fury, and the expression it threw into his
face and gestures, told me more about him than weeks of placid love-making
had done, and, following close upon my vivid sense of his incapacity, seemed
suddenly to cut the knot that bound us together. and over which my timid fin
gers had been fumbling. "Put on your bonnet," he said to me; "get a car-
riage and go home."

I can't describe his tone. It contained an assumption of my confusion and
compliance, which made me feel that I ought to lose no time in undeceiving
him. Nevertheless I felt cruelly perplexed, and almost afraid of his displeas-
ure. Mechanically I took up my bonnet. As I held it in my hand, my eyes
met those of our terrible companion, who was evidently trying to read the rid-
dle of my relations with Harold. Planted there with his trembling lips, his
glittering, searching eyes, an indefinable something in his whole person that
told of joyous impulse arrested, but pausing only for a more triumphant ef-
fort, he seemed a strangely eloquent embodiment of youthful genius. I don't
know whether he read in my glance a ray of sympathy, but his lips formed a
soundless " Rester, madame," which quickened the beating of my heart. The
feeling that then invaded it I despair of making you understand; yet it must
help in your eyes to excuse me, and it was so profound that often in memory
it seems more real and poignant than the things of the present. Poor little
Briseux, ugly, shabby, disreputable, seemed to me some appealing messenger
from the mysterious immensity of life; and Harold, beside him, comely, ele-
gant, imposing, justly indignant, seemed to me simply his narrow, personal,
ineffectual self. This was a wider generalization than the feminine heart is
used to. I flung my bonnet on the floor and burst into tears.

" This is not an exhibition for a stranger," said Harold grimly. "Be so
good as to follow me."

"You must excuse me; I can't follow you; I can't explain. I have some -
thing more to say to M. Briseux. He's less of a stranger than you think."

"I'm to leave you here?" stammered Harold.
"It's the simplest way."
"With that dirty little Frenchman?"
" What should I care for his being clean? It's his genius that interests

me."
Harold stared in dark amazement. " Are you insane? Do you know what

you're doing?"
" An act, I believe, of real charity."
" Charity begins at home. It's an act of desperate folly. Must I command

you to leave?"
"You've done that already. I can't obey you. If I were to do so, I should

pretend what isn't true; and, let me say it, it's to undeceive you that I refuse."
" I don't understand you," cried Harold, " nor to what spell this meddle-

some little beggar has subjected you! But I'm not a man to be trifled with,
you know, and this is my last request; my last, do you understand? If you
prefer the society of this abandoned person, you're welcome, but you forfeit
mine forever. It's a choice! You give up the man who has offered you an
honorable affection, a name, a fortune, who has trusted and cherished you,
who stands ready to make you a devoted husband. What you get the Lord
knows!"

I had sunk into a chair. I listened in silence, and for some time answered
-
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nothing. His words were vividly true. He offered me much, and I gave up
everything. He had played an honorable part, and I was playing a very
strange one. I asked myself sternly whether I was ready to rise and take his
arm and let him lead me blindfold through life. When I raised my eyes
Briseux stood before me, and from the expression of his face I could have
fancied he had guessed at the meaning of Harold's words. " I'll make you
immortal," he murmured ; "I'll delight mankind—and I'll begin my own ca-
reer!"

An ineffable prevision of the truth which after the lapse of years has brought
about our meeting here seemed to raise me as if on wings, and made decision
easy. We women are so habitually condemned by fate to act simply in what
is called the domestic sphere, that there is something intoxicating in the op-
portunity to exert a far-reaching influence outside of it. To feel the charms
of such an opportunity, one must perhaps be of a reprehensibly fanciful turn.
Such at any rate was my mood for that hour. I seemed to be the end of an
electric chain, of which the rest was throbbing away through time. I seemed
to hold in my hand an immeasurable gift. " We had better part on the spot,"
I said to Harold. " I've foreseen our parting for weeks, only it has come more
abruptly. Forgive the abruptness. To myself the pretext seems better than
to you; perhaps some day you'll appreciate it. A single question," I added.
" Could you ever have finished my portrait? "

He looked at me askance for some moments, with a strange mistrust, as if
I had suddenly developed some monstrous and sinister slyness; then catching
his breath with a little groan—almost a shudder—he marched out of the room.

Briseux clasped his hands in ecstasy. " You're magnificent!" he cried.
"If you could only look so for three hours!"

" To business," I said sternly. " If you don't paint a perfect picture, you're
the most shameless of impostors."

He had but a single sitting, but it was a long one ; though how many
hours it lasted, I doubt that either of us could have told. He painted till dusk,
and then we had lamps. Before I left him I looked at the picture for the last
and only time before seeing it to-day. It seemed to me as perfect as it seemed
this morning, and I felt that my choice was justified and that Briseux's for-
tune was made. It gave me all the strength I needed for the' immediate fu-
ture. He was evidently of the same opinion and profoundly absorbed in it.
When I bade him farewell, in very few words, he answered me almost absently.
I had served his purpose and had already passed into that dusky limbo of un-
honored victims, the experience—intellectual and other—of genius. I left
him the yellow shawl, that he might finish this part of his work at his leisure,
and, as for the picture, I told him to keep it, for that I should have little
pleasure in seeing it again. Then he stared a moment, but the next he was
painting hard.

I had the next morning what under other circumstances I might call an
explanation with Mr. Staines, an explanation in which I explained nothing to
his satisfaction but that he had been hideously wronged, and that I was a
demon of inconstancy. He wrapped himself in an icy silence, and, I think,
expected some graceful effusion of humility. I may not have been humble, but
I was considerate, and I perceived, for my reward, that the sore point with him
was not that he had lost me, but that I had ventured to judge him. Mrs. Staines's
manner, on the other hand, puzzled me, so strange a mixture was it of half-dis-
guised elation and undisguised sarcasm. At last I guessed her meaning. Harold,
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after all, had had an escape ; instead of being the shrewd, practical girl she had
thought me, I was a terribly romantic one! Perhaps she was right; I was roman-
tic enough to make no further claim on her hospitality, and with as little delay
as possible I returned home. A month later I received an enclosure of half
a dozen cuttings from newspapers, scrawled boldly across with the signature
of Pierre Briseux. The Paris salon had opened and the critics had spoken.
They had not neglected the portrait of Mademoiselle X—. The picture was
an immense success, and M. Briseux was famous. There were a few protesting
voices, but it was evident that his career had begun. For Mademoiselle X—
herself, I believe, there were none but compliments, several of which took
the form of gallant conjecture as to her real identity. Mademoiselle X—
was an assumed name, and according to more than one voice the lady was an
imperious Russian princess with a distaste for vulgar publicity. You know
the rest of M. Briseux's history. Since then he has painted real princesses by
the dozen. He has delighted mankind rarely. As for his having made me
immortal, I feel as if it were almost true. It must be an eternity since the
thing happened—so very unreservedly I've described it!

H. JAMES, JR.

THE KISS.

W
HEN you lay before me dead,

In such pallid rest,
On those passive lips of thine

Not one kiss I pressed !

Did you wonder—looking down
From some higher sphere—

Knowing how we two had loved
Many and many a year ?

Did you think me strange and cold
When I did not touch,

Even with reverent finger-tips,
What I had loved so much ?

Ah ! when last you kissed me, dear,
Know you what you said ?

" Take this last kiss, my beloved,
Soon shall I be dead!

" Keep it for a solemn sign
Through our love's long night,

Till you give it back again
On some morning bright."

So I gave you no caress ;
But, remembering this,

Warm upon my lips I keep
Your last living kiss !

JULIA C. R. DORR
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